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There are bars on my window

It's night and I don't know why.

There are bars on my window, 

A cloud in the sky is shaped like a dragon.

There are bars on my window, 

there is no storm or rain,

But a flash crosses the sky.

There are bars on my window

I think about what I've done today,

And it is confused with my desires.

There are bars on my window

And I don't know what my favorite color is.

There are bars on my window

The teacher scolded me

For drawing a fish that didn't exist.

There are bars on my window, I tore up the drawing,

So that he might live forever,

Inside of me,
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And in each of my words.
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