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· Untitled 1 ·



I have seen castles burning,
My eyes pierced on the flames. 
With no hesitation 
Devouring wood, steel and flesh. 
Piercing noises,
Screaming, home.

Seeing the rotten insides of the silent home. 
They built the walls to their souls. 
Now found in a pile of debri,
Since they know, 
The cycle begins. 



I have seen fire in me, 
Burning the home in myself. 

I don’t stop to look inside. 
The flesh covering debris. 

In the space we claim what to be, 
in time we change for the space. 

Time shapes us, 
The space moulds us. 

Now eyes pierce into me. 
And I mould as they look at me fade.





































































































‘‘The platoons shape you.’’



Alba Molina Cañamero
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