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This is not a diary.

This is a poetry


To my dear mom

She likes café

She doesn’t like cat

She likes morning rather than dawn

She was so proud of me

And called me a goddess

She is immortal


There were two entrances to the café, but I always opted for the narrower one hidden in the shadows. I always chose the same table at the back of the little room and write my poems to you, day by day. Let the world around you fade. Get rid of your rolling cigarettes. Some beautiful things: warm nights after the rain, old books, tea in the afternoon, fresh laundry, and blurry moon. Yes, I’m writing this for you. This might justify your life.
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