                                                                           Felt
By Marcos Perez.
The farewell of our friend 
Is when I tried to blend
As soon as I find the end
I saw our old friend.

The chorus of the birds feels like a godsend 
But even though it feels like a bitter-end
It was a just long weekend
But it is long enough to wait for my childhood-friend.

And that was when I felt purebred
Even though I was in my bed
I just felt dead
And I was in the jig seeing all-red.

I was so deadhead I could not lift my brown-head
Oh, sweet pearl is all she heard 
And she acted like everything I said was blurred
She was not a lovely bird.

Even though for me it was absurd
She thought it was a good after-word.
Even though it was my key-word
I let alone the little bird




