
Sleep 

Sleep lives in me like a dream 
I rid myself of in the morning; 
 
I am left to the day. 
 
I cannot deny it: 
The womb I came to life in. 
 
Yet how I loathe its history. 
 
Succumbing in the dark,  
I scratch at your back like an epileptic, 
 
Like something from beyond the grave. 
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