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dödsångest igår, terapi igen på måndag.

jag vill inte vara så här.

:an emergency:

My eyes are spastic and I think about myself.

Me and I have allot in common.

Though the stars and cluster is never as bright as in we (L) katamari.

Why shall I have to wait.  Why do I wait?

Is Monday my salvation. My answers. And my only hope. ?

yes.

When I go back I will be whole again. Without a doubt.

When spring is over I will be no one again.

Without help and helping I stray.
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