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En dikt om att forlora sig galv i en historia. (En bok/film etc.)

Jag skriver pa Engelska eftersom jag tycker att det ar vackrare an svenska.

Vigil

With each nightfall | accept you as existance even though my mind descends into a hole of pure black.

As| lose perception of thisreality | travel in my mental starship to you, discovering the suns along the way.

All my life I've been swallowing planets, but this body | cannot devour. In orbit of ablue godess| stand idle.

| stand asidle as the victarious rose
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