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Sleep                    (Ivor Gurney – John Fletcher) 
 
 
Come, Sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving  
kʌm     sliːp    ænd wɪð_ðaɪ swiːt  dɪˈsiːvɪŋ   
 
Lock me in delight awhile;  
lɒk    miː ɪn dɪˈlaɪt  ʌˈwaɪl  
 
Let some pleasing dream beguile  
lɛt   sʌm  ˈpliːzɪŋ     driːm   bɪˈgaɪl   
 
All my fancies; that from thence  
ɔːl maɪ ˈfænsiz ðæt frɒm ðɛns   
 
I may feel an influence  
aɪ meɪ fiːl ən ˈɪnfluəns   
 
All my powers of care bereaving.   
ɔːl maɪ ˈpaʊəz ɒv keə bɪˈriːvɪŋ  
 
Though but a shadow, but a sliding,  
ðoʊ       bʌt ə ˈʃædoʊ    bʌt ə ˈslaɪdɪŋ  
 
Let me know some little joy!  
lɛt   miː noʊ   sʌm   ˈlɪtəl ʤɔɪ  
 
We that suffer long annoy  
wiː ðæt  ˈsʌfə   lɒŋ  əˈnɔɪ   
 
Are contented with a thought  
ɑː    konˈtɛntɪd wɪð ə  θɔːt   
 
Through an idle fancy wrought:  
θruː       ən ˈaɪdəl ˈfænsi rɔːt  
 
O let my joys have some abiding! 
oʊ lɛt maɪ ʤɔɪz hæv sʌm ʌˈbaɪdɪŋ 
 
 
 
 


