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Sleep a little longer in that bed.

Wrap another month around your head.

Release captivity into the wild.

Take some photos of your inner child.

Paint a sculpture of some architecture.

Shun dismissal of the word ‘rejecture’

Make no blanket statements of any type.

See this pipe – oh wait, this is not a pipe.

It’s Surreal Day.

Pray to Allah to ignore your prayers.

Sit in first class on your flight of stairs.

Let your memory persist too long.

Stop before you learn your past is wrong.

Repeat yourself as often as you like.

Repeat yourself as often as you like.

Repeat yourself as often as you like.

Make a statement with a change of pace,

Like time transfixed upon a train

That’s fleeing madly from the flame

Of gravity, depravity,

Avoid another tragedy.

Like a mirror that reflects the land

That’s just beyond your outstretched sand

Of history, that mystery,

Or Mr. T.

It’s Surreal Day.

Tie a supermarket in a knot.

Treat virginity with a shot.

Plagiarize unwritten codes of law.

Disintegrate the picture that you saw.

Practice using your uncommon sense.

Enclose the universe within a fence.

Recognize the dire consequence

Of breaking free from expected form

Like time transfixed upon a train

That’s fleeing madly from the flame

Of gravity, depravity,

Avoid another tragedy.

Like a mirror that reflects the land

That’s just beyond your outstretched sand

Of history, that mystery,

Time for surreal.

Look within yourself to find your within without sight.

Don’t give up fighting for fighting’s sake without a fight.

It’s Surreal Day.

