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  This book is dedicated to the peacemakers of the world: both living and dead. There are too few that pursue peace and we tend to kill our idols.
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  Laughing in Your Dreams, Crying in Your Sleep is a book of poems decades in the making. This work is a complete compilation of the poetic ventures of Ian “Rosey” Frost, who began writing poetry in the late 70s.


  Frost quickly gained national attention after a series of his works were published by a variety of poetic symposiums both on the east coast and the west. Within three years, he had attained notoriety in some of the most prestigious circles of the art form. He maintained quality consistence in his endeavors that landed him numerous honors and awards. (See Addendum)


   In 1982, Frost was informed by the Library of Congress; his work was recognized in the top one percentile of contemporary popular American poetry. This honor is yearly reserved for only approximately 150 authors devoted to the preservation of the American poetic tradition.


  Frost has two degrees in the English language, Old English Literature and American Journalism. He was most active with the art form from 1976 (the American Bicentennial) to 1995.


  From love to hate, sonnet to free verse, it is a cross-section of everything needed in a book of poems.  There is something for every reader to embrace, but mostly it is a venture to preserve literary tradition.

  
  "I really must stop writing now, and yes, I have my reasons. I really do encourage you now, to go ahead and read even further. It offers a great chance to really forget the weather. My fervent hope is this book of verse will provide a source of joy that accompanies you throughout all of your seasons."

  
   


   


  A Prayer


  Power of the people, Law of the past, Voice of the present Interpretation is thine, thy words divine.


  Breath for the people, God as my witness, God as my judge, and give us; The courage, to live in peace this day.


   


           


           


  Editor’s Note: (*) Asterisk, if present after poem title, denotes award-winning work. (See Addendum)


 
   


   


                                 



     The Sonnets


   


    
     

    
     

    
     
 
Soul of Dimension
 
Nature of reality,
   Abstract thought,
      As all is his mind;
 
Metaphysical subtlety,
    Answers sought
        And found within his mind;
 
Fleeting times, now past fury
      As natural catches
       Supernatural time;
Separate dimension of the soul
Reaching high, meta-man so bold
Cosmology, universal mold,
 Related as prophecy foretold
    A man’s of many ‘true’ claims to the world.


    

      
        	
           

        
      


    

 




   


   


  After a Summer Shower


   


  
      As summer rains rest,

  Grey fog, the trees

                               crest,

  On path to the

                         cottage,


        Awakened lovers plod green, marshy mire,


        Wicked shoes soaked desire;


              When coy resistance expires,


               Two hearts burn fervid fire,


          Through thick foliage,


               Trem’bling submission rests


               Craving tender caress,


  Rushing toward love’s labor,


  To cool, scented chamber.


   


  Wrath (As Long as the River Flows)


   


  Intuition and instinct fall


  Off the shore of eternity;


  A plague of leeches, Fear does call


  To fool’s river blasphemy;


        Looking glass, blood reflections


   And images of oracular insanity,


   All on course with Jordan’s sublimity;


   But threshold Styx defies contention.


  Relentless revenge waits and endures;


  A subliminal orchestra, the swelling tides restore


        To its savage harmony


              The most dominant calamity;


                    Again sweet instinct and sour intuition,


   Echo the power of dark, covenant institution.


   


  Sands of Death (To the Fallen of Israel)


   


  His holy ground, must protect,


  Promised guard, ages reflect;


        Learned Masada modern,


              Again will never fall,


        United people interned,


              Army always on call;


                    Timeless Pyrrhic victory,


                    Hourglass of history;


              Mournful Zion’s crier,


              Solomon with lyre,


              As fallen warrior on pyre


              Is sent to celestial fire;


        Many the grains of blood,


        Spilt over the desert floor.


   


  Elegy to the Bear (A Heavy Door Clawed)


   


      Leonid died today,


              Oh, Kremlin nightlong in

                      tears;


       Red star of a man they say,


              Age of mother country fear;


  But Lech smiled with his pipe,


        In final, hateful tribute,


              As Poles on walls with last rites.


   


              Maybe to storm Kremlin,


   Maybe before winters bite and tear,


              Low Bear’s fur hung in din


   Cloak of cold mud, away from lair;


  In home of weeds, due respect,


   Past along proud swamp, words mute;


              Heart of my home must suspect.


   


   


   Supplication to excuse the Doctor


   


   Problems you caused, Faustus you lout,


   But you started not the ball to roll,


     Your black magic now, must inter;


     Doctor confused, to devil sold out,


     Belial, nothing time does not toll,


                In truth now and forever;


     Johann, find your quintessence trite,


                Sure rest in nothing at all,


     Marlowe, Donne, Goethe and the like,


                Owe you apology small;


           If soul of poor Faust still inflamed,


          In heaven vindicate his name,


          Please fill this plea in divine order,


                  Do not delay.


  

   


  Her Night and Day*

  
   

  
   

  Under sun of bonbon sky,


                                            White doves soar, spirits run high;


                       A cool breeze carries smell of dew


                       And apple butter with sass’frass,


   Under delicate lace cloth of blue,


                                Honey bread on table of glass;


                      Papered walls with orchids and gold,


                      While outside, sweet lilac fragrance told,


               Now on veranda, sundown dinner,


   With fresh jasmine tea, dev’lish sinner;


  Woman can nurse and nourish


       A heart and soul in her sight,


              As ivory dove does flourish,


   Into surreal flight of her night.


   


   


  Stealing from the Dead
 (Time Always at Hand)


   


  At time,


     Or is time the hound?


          In systems of paper, one


           Must bay to a clock


  There is money in time


  That drags on the heart;


   


  It scars a body


  When silence approaches


  For payment in paper;


            A life worth more than gold


            Is reduced to rabble slag,


            And only with God’s help


            Does decay to dust….


                  In hopes that nature will bury.


   


   


  Desert Mouth*


   


  Lo, the mountains of Gilboa


  To the peace of Hebron,


       Journey tears on the heart;


   


  With direction unsure, 


                  All on course, 


                  We raise the stakes


                   And increase the risk,


                   As we move


                              In doubt;


         Always felonious before truth,


         Only to find our destination;


                           We repent 


                            And cast our


                       Divining rods aside.


   


  Midnight into a Dream


  

  As clock second hand sweeps,


          He falls into a deep,


            Subconscious, dream’s sleep;


  Alone and face to face,


           Before the clock, he is small,


              As the second hand’s circle trace,


  His trance into jungle falls,


  Spellbinding the wild call,


  Silent growth as child


  Time has hidden away,


         Freedom, in dawn of new day!


  Here no paths are torn


    Dreams the zebra forlorn


      Awake, and touched by the morn!


  

 

   


   


  


   


     The Ballads




   


   



  

   


  Ballad of the Ancient Officer


  (June 28, 1892 – July 6, 1892)


   


  Editor’s note: This work has been displayed as a part of the historical collection of the Heinz Museums of Pittsburgh, PA, alongside the Steel Workers- Pinkerton Strike of 1892 exhibit. It was originally donated to the Heinz Foundation. There is no standing copyright for this poem.


   


  -1-


  It was low in Homestead,


  As chaffed cheeks bled,


  Tarn from his bonny home,


  A man in world alone,


  As strike echoes hard,


  With blackjack firm in fist,


  Me thinks you get the gist,


  Labor spy was O’Grady,


  Once a recluse faded,


  Of strange decent, Gaelic-cockney,


  Ancient Officer tainted.


   


  -2-


  After a bit of prelim work,


  A fast of thirst he broke,


  Past McCune’s not far,


  Goes Pinkerton to bar,


  The townsfolk did burn,


  An evil suspect in tavern,


  While head on arm he bowed,


  As through his drunk out loud,


  Aside, a toast to no one ran,


  “To be shar, bless ‘is heart,


  Strike all the best ole man,


  But by my hand will die you upstarts!”


   


  -3-


  River mills of Fort Frick,


  Three hundred men picked,


  Pinkertons on barges,


  To defend on haunches,


  Uncertain their task,


  With no strategy cast,


  While on each river bank, crowds grow,


  Strike sympathizers abound,


  But O’Grady must break that Union line,


  And put the hammer down,


  Guards outnumbered in fight,


  The barges pounded by cannon and snipe.


   


  -4-


  An attempt to land,


  In haste, sixty planned,


  Allen Pinkerton in grave,


  Now pitted ‘gainst mill slaves,


  A breach of the peace,


  On that July day feast,


  Armed millwrights not with lathe,


  Mon’s river waters in blood to bathe,


  Like ivy, all to heart and home cling,


  Suddenly, in pain Matt sings,


  O’Donnell’s late plea, “No more!”


   


  -5-


  As molten steel ladle spilled,


  Towers of mill stacks jaded,


  Matt, ‘is feelins ne’er lied,


  This day he knew he’d die,


  Wilhelmina on bank,


  Disregard with no thanks,


  As she watches with desirous eyes,


  Enjoying the war crimes,


  Raw ingots of steel did quake,


  Seventeen dead tolled both sides,


  The skirmish ends in a wake,


  One more, O’Grady death nigh.


   


  -6-


  Stone now bears the name, 


  In a hollow, shady,


  Of Matthew O’Grady,


  The burial scene,


  Attendance was lean,


  Smoke rising from the mills,


  With tragic legend, sky fills,


  Deep fog the only witness,


  As diggers rend their respects,


  Pines his soul of emptiness,


  Commended to this world next.


   


  -7-


  A silent echo in the streets,


  Ne’er the twain shall meet,


  A drinking man’s toast the cure,


  In search of the Ancient Officer.


   


   


  Ballad to the Fallen Soldier                                                                           (And the Girl He Left Behind)

  
   


  The girl he had left behind.

  
  So, she walked up the mountain,

  and stopped, standing alone,

  
  on the cliff overlooking the sea;

  
 The girl with blueberry,

 cerulean eyes,


  The girl he had left behind.


  It was not long after she and her

  mother                                                                          , enjoyed flowers together;

  
  the two arranged on the table

  
  As came a knock on the door

  

                     and they received word;


  Now they no longer wondered

  while when buying their wares,

  
  why all from the marketplace did stare;

  
  It was in that moment,

  
  after they had just returned home,

  
  sadly came the news;

  

       The boy from down the street,


                     He had died.


  Both tried to hold back the tears


  but to stop and think these days,

  
  causes sin of confusion, some ways,

  
  in the meditations of one’s mind.

  
  As the wind closed hard the window, into the sea,


  Hannah runs now toward the cliffs,                                                                                                to face her destiny;


  She thought for a moment,                                                                

  she had run up to meet him

  
  but that was all just in her mind;

  
  he really was not there

  
  as that was another place, another time.

  

  He was not waiting for her on this day,

as Britannia, the hireling, rules the waves;



  After, she walked up the mountain

and stopped, standing

 on the cliff overlooking the sea,

                                                                 the girl with blueberry,

 cerulean eyes,



  The girl he had left behind.


  The sea and the sky

 are the mirrors of                                                                                  

 
 all that man has won;

                                                                                    as the gulls soar on the twilight                                                                        

  another day is done.


  And still transfixed she stood

 after much to consider;

                                                                                       
 on the cliff overlooking the sea,

                                                                             the girl with blueberry,

 cerulean eyes,



     The girl he had left behind.


  She looked far down,


   and thought for a moment


   to join him in death,


   as she took out


  the note that announced he was gone;


   pausing before, sending it a flight, 


  on the wind of the night


  never wanting to read it again!


  Paradise was so lovely                                                                                          

 
  but still had to run,                                                                                                

 
  the girl with blueberry,

 cerulean eyes,



  Looked at the moon                                                                                                 

  through her eyes of blue

  

  And she could swear                                                                                                     she thought it was crying.


   




   


  

  

    The Odes


  

   


   



  Ode to Sanctuary


   


  

  -1-


         Boredom inhabits the empty shell,


                    Mere animation of home entity, 


              Superficial here as no life dwells,


                     In time lost beyond pity;   


   


     ‘Tis but building erected,


         Of Fabricated sweat, wood and stone,


             Inanimate, a smile deceives;


    And if into maze projected,


          Into entrails, hallways unknown,


              Veneer vacuoles exude, where death dreams.


   


  -2-


            Spir’tless, domain, notions benign,


                    Cub’cals set in uniform tone, 


               Incurious, even the grime,


                     Unyielding weariness, but no home. 


   


     Bland paintings hung on beige walls,


         Providers of relief’s necessity,


             From brick upon brick, just ceramic ground;


    Lacking chatter in its halls,


          Deep silence of Nihility,


              Disguised, perceived as anonymous sound.


  -3-


         When sky darkens deep, cobalt blue,


                    As thunder resounds off in distance, 


             Steady rain as man seeks refuge,


                    His sanctuary alive at first glance. 


   


     But really is not this home,


         For the impressed soul, never set free,


             A prison, a domino framework of tumb’ling dice;


    Dormant in fate’s realm unknown,


          Alas, when faced with salt from the sea,


              Cornerstone breaks down, erodes, and melts like ice.


   


  -4-


      Personality found in each chamber,


   


               Every select piece of furniture,


   


      Emulated showcase of store,


               Each alcove a distinct color; 


   


     The owner, symbiotic,


         Fills his home with mementos dainty,


             Of boldly displayed relations past;


    Comforts of life, he has his pick,


          Out of vanity comes dread envy,


              Guard dog faithful, on floor at rest.


   


  -5-


      Oh, to that secure middle earth,


   


               Accustomed feeling of hearth, warm,


   


      On Olympus high built out of mirth,


               Or Atlantis, soon interred by storm; 


   


     Must eventually relinquish the claim,


         On possessions of temporal worth,


             Fool who dominates land for gain;


    But a roof’s face value all the same,


          Immutable, not promised by birth,


              Soil unchanged under it remains.


   


   


   


  Ode to Predator Man


   


   


  -1-


                        Ocean to desert basin,


                         Foaming
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