In the late night
I see the cigarette smoke

Taken form as clouds

That in the childhood days,

Would watch for hours

On my back,

Making mystical shapes

That never were,

Dragons and wishes

Of times that never were

And never would be

Now I watch the smoke

From the thing that is going to kill me

The cancer stick in my mouth

And I move through those thoughts

As a child, 

And I wish for those days again

Of hours when my dreams

All of them could come true

Riding on dragons made of clouds

Moving to castles in the sky.
