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“Sleeping Beauty” by Sarah Temporal 
 
View: https://sarahtemporal.com/portfolio/sleeping-beauty/  
 
 
She heard life going on 
outside. The muted mutterings of 
other people’s lives. She couldn’t 
describe her own strife if she tried; 
All had stopped.  
Ground down to nothing. 
You see, Sleeping Beauty 
did not fall peacefully 
into that deep dream that took 
her self and her identity.  
 
For though we called her beautiful  
her thoughts were sometimes ugly: 
Guilt, despair, melancholy. 
And sure, that’s ordinary,  
but it didn’t fit her story 
so she kept it all inside.  
 
Terrorised by a night-time of the mind 
that lasted a hundred years. 
And though she gave no sign, 
She was feeling… 
everything. 
 
It’s just that kind of spell; 
Once it gets you,  
you can’t ask for help.  
 
And I wonder what she wanted  
just before she tempted fate:  
Maybe  
just a moment;  
Maybe  
just a friend to ask  
if she’s ok… 

she wasn’t.  
 
 
Now all round her  
castle, the gardens are choked  
with lantana. It hardens and climbs 
entangles with vines  
strangles the sunlight 
blacks out the outside 
her bedroom lays darkly enchanted.  
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All her treasures once-cherished 
are buried in dust.  
Nothing is touched. Discarded  
clothes and ambitions,  
pictures of herself 
as a different person.  
     
She can’t  
make anything  
happen. Can’t wake,  
can’t move, can’t speak. 
Her kingdom lies in ragged piles at her feet 
but she thinks that it’s probably her fault.  
‘Cos she just kept spinning that spinning wheel, 
chasing that giddy feeling -  
Silly girl! Playing with spindles! 
Fiddling with fate! 
She slipped and pricked a finger, 
we were too late.  
 
I too  
have lived through this long night of the mind. 
I have seen days, months, years go by 
without really opening my eyes. 
 
So I know that Sleeping Beauty 
did not fall peacefully 
into that deep dream that took 
her self and her identity. 
I wonder what she wanted  
just before she tempted fate:  
Maybe  
just a moment;  
Maybe  
just anyone to ask  
if she’s ok… 

she wasn’t.  
She couldn’t bear to stay awake; 
But she needs you to stay with her  
before the spell can break. 
 
 


