














wHite PaPer, black ink. i sit and i sink into words. Has been a wHile 
since i 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 you were Here. i Paid tHe Price to guide myself out of tHis ag-
ony. and i Pay it witH tears. i 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 cHoice and it demands an answer.   tHe mel-
low yellow sun melts down my sHell of ice. and witH a twist of 
lemon i salute tHe unknown. tHe trees are Pink, tHe grass is blue. 
anotHer summer day will close its arms around us. tHe sunset is 
so Heavy cause it sPeaks of love. tHe ocean is still cool, so let's 
go swimming. we dive into tHe orange nigHt. anotHer summer nigHt 
will make me dream about you. embrace your Heart tHougH i know 
you're not Here. tHis summer Holds tHe cHance to say tHe tHings 
you're tHinking. i dare you to sPeak!


