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Like swirls wrapped tightly around me 

and how comfort can be blue, 
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and black spikes are not always evil, 

I want to kiss the night. 

Like his strokes, so crude 

and the city, so quiet, 

I want to merge crude and noisy. 

 

The stars, so yellow, 

each its own sun 

and how his night is light, 

but the people sleep. 

 

I want to feel Van Gogh’s night, 

I want to sleep bathed in light. 

 

 


