
Sometimes

in my dreams

my eyes go out of me.



And in the depths

of those dreams

I see a man.



Wh!t 
t"k y#u s$ 

l#n%?
I h!v" 

n&w e'e( 
f#r y$u.

Bu% y$u w&r" 
t" s)o* c'(i)g 

a*d t+e, d+i,d 
o-t.

Yo- 
c'u.d*’t s/u0z" 
a t1a2 f3o4 t+e4 

n5w. 



When I wake, I try to paint 
him. But I never get it right.

Because he is not paint.

He is not dream.
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Th!
Sa!d m"n 
i" c#$i%g.

Ti&e f'r 
b(d.



“So tHat tHeIr eYes come oUt.

Ye!.

To b!d. 

Yo" a#e s$f% 
o&l' i( d)e*m+, 
w,e-e y.u h/v0 

p"w#r.

“In tHe wakinG worLd, he comes inTo homes at nigHt, to 
sPrinKle sanD in tHe eYes of cHilDren tHat do not sLeEp. 

“AnD he sTeAlS tHeIr eYes awaY fRom 
tHem, to feEd his babiEs on tHe moOn.”

y.u’r0 
s1a-i(g 2i3 h/lf 

t4 d$a%h.

A 5i6l! 
f%a# i7 h&a't(y 

f4r a b.y.



Ca! w" 
r#a$--

Th%r#’s 
n& 'i(e f)r 

a s'o*y.

Wh+t’s t,a- 
n.i/e?


