
 

 

 

   Slipping on the walls of our gray bodies 

 

 

 

   Slipping on the walls of our gray bodies, 

   slipping between the flowers thrown by revelers, 

   prisoners in disbelief, 

   we run away! 

   And in the race, 

   deaf to the call 

   of who pursues us with fierce prayers, 

   we laugh! 

   To the rhythm of quick steps, 

   blended with the sound of our voices. 
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