Sleeping In

By: Neo

Cold fingers of a specter

freeze your toes

Chills up your spine

cold wet nose

Tossing those sheets

unconscious stupor

Temperature dropping

never gets better

The sun is gone, and its 3pm

You wake up now, feeling undead

Hunger and sick, need to piss

Day plans ruined, rain drop drop

Cold fingers of a specter again

as though its breath is on your neck

You swear its warmer outside

even though the rain drop drop drops

Its past breakfast, and beyond lunch

heating that stove coil, unsure for what

Ham, bagel, American cheese

butter, coffee, sugar, cream

Darkness falls, and its 11pm

You feel awake, though its too late

Hunger and sick, stomach upset

Wired now and cannot go to bed

