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Juan Serrano 

The Mosquito 

One way is to fill of blood  
and the other way is to sleep in a tree 
waiting for a person to come by him  
to drink their blood. 

 
Mom I’m making it on my own 
‘cause I’m tired of looking back 
hoping you will come 
but I found out that I’m just wasting my time 
instead of leaving the past behind. 

Alone 

I am alone 
I have no home 
I am brave but 
I’m not OK 
I’m smart 
but I’m no genius 
I have no food 
but I get what I can 
though I am alone 
I try my best 
to go on 
but every time I try  
I remember 
that I am alone.   
 


