Sleep. 

The a clouded fantasy where we meet. 

Where we can talk in private and kiss in comfort. 

Without the worry of the world to bother us. 

Without bounds or social obligations or distractions. 

Just you and me lost in the lusty dusk. 

The night sky will blanket and shield us as we play in the dark moonlight graveyard. 

Pixies spread star-dust over our closed eyes. 

We sit by that place under the trees with the smell of mildew and magik all around. 

I can smell you. 

I feel your soft touch on my dead skin. 

So warm and cold. 

The sound of your breath lifts my heart and perks my tone-deaf ears. 

Out-of body out of mind. 

This is my dream. 

Fly up and over the stones, dance on the tops of the crypts. 

Only to look down and see you holding me still. 

Dido plays softly in the back-ground and the city moves below us. 

The graveyard stays still. 

The graveyard is spinning. 

Are we even sitting down? 

Or are we running. 

Playing tag and hiding behind Lewis’s stone. 

Running so fast through the graveyard. 

The world is flying beneath my feet. 

I look over and I’m curled up in your cozy arms. 

So still I am, like the statue that guards Jacob’s rotting corpse. 

Spinning around in circles with you. 

Dancing and twirling around the moonlight space. 

Dipping in and out of shadows. 

Dancing so close. 

Nosey trolls watch us for but a moment then dig down below to gather their bones. 

I follow them down... 

and when I look up,

I’m still happy and safe in your arms, resting peacefully forever in this                                                         space of timeless dream.    
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