After flopping into bed, thoughts looping in my head,
School and homework demanding my time, my effort,00
My final stand against the drowsiness,
Before it takes me down, under its spell to comfort

Dreams of mythical lands, knights, calvary, and sci-fi too,
I woke up with a start, sweat beading on my forehead,
Thoughts flashing like lighting, like Usain Bolt
Running from their worst dread.

Sitting in my bedroom, staring into the dark ceiling,
 Questions drifted through my mind,
 Each one revealing a deeper meaning,
Waiting just behind the blind.

The night turned into a guide, helping me sleep,
As I succumbed to the spell again, 
I realized I wouldn't have had these revelations,
The thoughts and the mysteries.

