He can't speak a word of English
But the picture he paints needs no words

In it he puts:

guns
bright orange explosions
a house with no roof
children with no shoes
and his mother and father

lying still, as though asleep.

At the bottom he puts himself, tiny and dark,

with a puddie of blue tears at his feet.

Somehow the fat yellow sun at the top of the page
has a smile on its face.
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