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We build each other

as if we miss a hand caressing and sanding us at the same time.

We gain volume in someone else's imagination and ruin ourselves over time.

Stone by stone, second by second we rise from the boring horizontal.

And we become tall without oppressive shapes that shade our insides,

We slip through the chest windows to see our light directly,

Let's look at the Sun, let's look at the sky,

while we are honestly built.
