
Draw me 

 

Draw me—small 

as I am falling from the cloud. 

Cut—a big heart 

full of stories. 

Support me 

with sandy crutches. 

Lay under me 

the rug of the sick past 

and the white future. 

 

The present is irresistible 

but better bury it. 

 

Let’s forget 

about Dali 

and shiver 

under the Sun. 
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