
O gentle Sleep! do they belong to thee,   William Wordsworth, Sonnet 5  
These twinklings of oblivion? Thou dost love 
To sit in meekness, like the brooding Dove, 
A Captive never wishing to be free. 
This tiresome night, O Sleep! thou art to me 
A Fly, that up and down himself doth shove 
Upon a fretful rivulet, now above, 
Now on the water vex'd with mockery. 
I have no pain that calls for patience, no; 
Hence am I cross and peevish as a child: 
Am pleas'd by fits to have thee for my foe, 
Yet ever willing to be reconciled: 
O gentle Creature! do not use me so, 
But once and deeply let me be beguiled. 
  
 
A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by,   William Wordsworth, Sonnet 6  
One after one; the sound of rain, and bees 
Murmuring; the fall of rivers, winds and seas, 
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky; 
I've thought of all by turns; and still I lie 
Sleepless; and soon the small birds' melodies 
Must hear, first utter'd from my orchard trees; 
And the first Cuckoo's melancholy cry. 
Even thus last night, and two nights more, I lay, 
And could not win thee, Sleep! by any stealth: 
So do not let me wear to night away: 
Without Thee what is all the morning's wealth? 
Come, blessed barrier betwixt day and day, 
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health! 
 William Wordsworth, Sonnet 6 
 
Fond words have oft been spoken to thee, Sleep!  William Wordsworth, Sonnet 7  
And thou hast had thy store of tenderest names; 
The very sweetest words that fancy frames 
When thankfulness of heart is strong and deep! 
Dear bosom Child we call thee, that dost steep 
In rich reward all suffering; Balm that tames 
All anguish; Saint that evil thoughts and aims 
Takest away, and into souls dost creep, 
Like to a breeze from heaven. Shall I alone; 
I surely not a man ungently made, 
Call thee worst Tyrant by which Flesh is crost? 
Perverse, self-will'd to own and to disown, 
Mere Slave of them who never for thee pray'd, 
Still last to come where thou art wanted most!  



 
 
O soft embalmer of the still midnight!   John Keats, To Sleep 
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign, 
Our gloom-pleas'd eyes, embower'd from the light, 
    Enshaded in forgetfulness divine; 
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close, 
    In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes. 
Or wait the Amen, ere thy poppy throws 
    Around my bed its lulling charities; 
    Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes; 
    Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards 
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole; 
    Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards, 
And seal the hushed casket of my soul. 
 
 
Come Sleep! O Sleep, the certain knot of peace,  Sir Phillip Sidney, Sonnet 39 
The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe, 
The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's release, 
Th' indifferent judge between the high and low. 
With shield of proof shield me from out the prease 
Of those fierce darts despair at me doth throw: 
O make in me those civil wars to cease; 
I will good tribute pay, if thou do so. 
Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 
A rosy garland and a weary head: 
And if these things, as being thine by right, 
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me, 
Livelier than elsewhere, Stella's image see. 


