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Cigarette 

"I smoke words even though it burns"

 

Hey hold it, hold my fire in your hands

While I write it, write shit down

Hey, smoke it, smoke my heart                                      while I wiggle with it

Hey, I am a poet, poet

Check my ID

Check my ID

Generation A to Z

 

 

 

With my cigarette pen

My mind is naked

Hey, dive in

This paper shortcut is my hideout

Find me in the air of my thoughts

For the sake of it oh yeah

 

 

 

They say:

"Hey, excuse me miss you're

not allowed to smoke in here"

But I smoke poems

into your atmosphere

 

 

 

I blow things up

I blow it out

I blow things out

Let it burn

Let it burn
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