




















WHITE PAPER, BLACK INK. 1 SIT AND | SINK INTO WORDS. HAS BEEN A WHILE
SINCE | HEARD MYSELF BREATHE QUIETLY. SCRATCH A GOODBYE, THE INK
CONFIRMS IT AS IT DRIES. WON'T WAIT FOR A REPLY. THESE WORDS ARE
WRITTEN AND NOW THEY DIE. WHITE PAPER, BLACK INK. BACK TO THE TIME
WHEN 90U WERE HERE. | PAID THE PRICE TO GUIDE MYSELF OUT OF THIS AG-
ONY. AND | PAY IT WITH TEARS. 1 SCRATCH A GOODBYE. THE WORDS ASSURE
ME AS THEY DRY. WON'T WAIT FOR A REPLY. THE LEAVES ARE TURNING -
NOW THEY DIE.



(RECORDED ON MY BALCONY)

THIS SUMMER BRINGS A AND IT DEMANDS AN ANSWER. THE MEL
LOW YELLOW SUN MELTS DOWN MY SHELL OF ICE. AND WITH A TWIST OF
LEMON | SALUTE THE UNKNOWN. THE TREES ARE THE GRASS 1S BLUE.
ANOTHER SUMMER DAY WILL CLOSE ITS ARMS AROUND US. THE SUNSET 15
SO HEAVY CAUSE IT SPERKS OF LOVE. THE OCEAN 1S STILL COOL, SO LET'S
G0 SWIMMING. WE DIVE INTO THE ORANGE NIGHT. ANOTHER SUMMER NIGHT
WILL MAKE ME DREAM ABOUT Y0U. EMBRACE YOUR HEART THOUGH | KNOW
YOU'RE NOT HERE. THIS SUMMER HOLDS THE CHANCE TO SRY THE THINGS
YOU'RE THINKING.



