
- 3 -

I am 2~·.2re of .:nyself being alive. 
I can he2.r "JJ.Y own bre2th of life. 
I am alive in a room of silence 
I am alive and waiting for myself 
to do something living. 
sleep is killing me. 
I shall submit, 
I think I shall s2y a neat prayer 
to UHXIX my sleep, 
to my sleep, overpowerin~ and mysterious. 
My religion for tonight is my sleep, 
and my dre~s will be the usherettvs 
of the church of my RE-"-brain. 

Since na religion lacks a priest 
my silent soft breath 
shall be my priest 
and my bed will beheaven. 
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