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Oh no, chéri. Imagination doesnt help.
det mjukaregnet ar satorrt att jag tror att himlen skafalla ner pa ossnu

Ah, chéri.

Let the silcene belivein us.

We can disappear, and not a soul
will noticed

that we are gone.

Ah, chéri.

Why suffer?

Thisisonly fashion.

Come now,

my heart is &till beating
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