i think i need a change of setting 

a shift in scenery 

a release from this mundane existence

just in general, i think the author of my character sketch

got it all wrong

i belong somewhere more exotic than this

a place i can wear dresses but no pantyhose;
warm wind and beaches where the sand doesn’t stick.
i think i should have been written 

a traveller 

i want to just pass through, move on, find a better world. 

this artless façade life takes on

is far too monotonous 

i’d like to fly

and have no qualms about it. 

