
Sleep    
 
Frozen ideas         
                               falling 
 
upon dying grass 
                                calling 
 
to Sleep’s silver sea. 
 
 
Yesterday’s time is being collected, 
 
Dusted 
             cleaned 
                           swept 
                                      and inspected 
 
in front of me. 
 
 
 
Then daylight pulls me back in line, 
to lose the dreams of night time 
and i wake to face another day’s reality. 
 
 


