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To  'f/ard  Lanlon  (Rec+I.and  I.anon  P   IZ2)  he   o±.ten  repeated:

llsleep  hath  its  o\un  world,

A  boundar:\r  between   the  things  mlsnamed

Death  alid  e]£istence:,   Sleep  hath  its  own world

And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  I.eality.         .

And  drea}ns   in  their  development  ri.a;v©  breath.

jLnd  tears  `and  tortures,   and  the  touch  of  jo:,7;

They   lea;ve  a  weight  upon  our  wa]fing`  thong.hts,

They  take  a  weight  from  off  our  wa]dn€`  toils,

meg  do  divide  our  being.il

L


