- Frank Marshall Davis -

Night is a curious child, wandering
Between earth and sky, creeping
In windows and doors, daubing
The entire neighbourhood
With purple paint.

When arrive
the night all
are in silence,
and | walk on
the sky. In

silece and

alone...

IN THE WINDOWAS AND THE
DOORS... | APPEAR, WITH MY
DARCK...

I STAY ENTIRE
NEIGHBORHOOD,
IN ALL PLACES...

WHEN | ARRIVE,
THE NIGHT IS MY

NAME.

R

I ARRIVE AND PAINT
ALL WITH PURPLE...
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