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Sleepwell, my love,
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sleepwell. Thehar bourlights glaze
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through the tun nel streets. From the shan tys’creak ing i ron sheets vi(o) lence, like a bug in fested rag is tossed and fear is im manentas
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 = 66mm

Voice

Flute

French Horn (in F)

Anxiously, but in time!

3

3

Page 1



3

3

3

3

3

The long day’sanger
pants

from sand androcks,
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but for
this

breathing night,
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at least, my land, my
love,

sleepwell.
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