A DRSCUATE PASSAGE UNDER DAYLIGHT 'S
CLOSED EYE.




HOW CAN T WAKE FROM MYSELF P

1 | COBWEBS COLLECT LIKE THE
SILK OF SPECTRES"HAIR _ .

LMD &S THE WiND
WHIFS WILDLY. ..

AMD TO THE
SCUNDING OF

SHE WHQ HAUNTS THISE HOUSE WITH ME
WALKS IN UNREACHABLE STILLNESS.

IM THE SUNSET OF
MY FAFFIMESS,..









