
someone else’s dream 

the fan supervenes 
my dream 
a man hiding 
a gun under 
an unbuttoned cream  
collared shirt tilts 
his head 
towards the hum 
he knows now 
I let him  
shoot me 
to feel a sense of purpose 
and the elephant chained for 30 years 
sprints through grass 
a golden hood ornament 
glistens  
as I wake 
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