Shirin Razavian

Come in, said the man

Come in, said the man, whose face was a scar

Come in, he said looking back and smiling

His mouth void of teeth, a gaping vacuum

The alleyway was dark, wooden doors all closed

My heart was galloping, no one astride

Filled with emptiness, a trapped goldfish

Going round and round, like an old record, stuck on aline

There are no answers, there is no reply

My eyes are welling up but I don’t want to cry

People are asleep or are they all dead

Passing a blue mosque and a falling star :

His back all hunched up, cheeks bare to the bone

His nose crooked, brows overgrown
‘White beard all grey, dusty as g

Flying in my hair, creepingf:
~ Rising in my spine somethin
~ Something like lava or poisonotr
‘He stops by a door of solid stone
- Complex writings, threatening and harsh
 Letters legible but meanings are unknown ’
Wheezing and huffing, his breath slow an hea '
le pushes the door, creaking creepily
“sudden breeze blows, out of the dark hole
hants a prayer, | pass out
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