I Have My Own Sleep








When my milk-fed little belly just starts to ache,


I call out and cry out, whatever it takes,





'Cause that mama and dada have mmmm on the shelf,


And slowly spoon mouthfuls I can't spoon myself,





When I need fresh dry clothes or a bath or a shripe,


They take care of business before it gets ripe.





Eleven months now since day one the Leap,


And I just finished learning I have my own sleep.











