A snowy place.
Sky and earth merge.
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I try to reach her.
An mvisible force keeps pulling me away.







‘Three in the morning...
Would she be calling me to the other world?
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Through thé"wmdow, the city gleams.

Lights :'13 y damp glass.




She—a breath of spring m autumn—
vet/capable of being winter 1tsell.
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A solar cycle without her.
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the earth weakens,

and I grow numb.




Since her death, this numbness
lingers i my existence.

-

Would feeling unhappy be selfish,
when I know many would trade places with me? -



“sigh ™

I fall bd(k asleep.'

Fragmento: Sonho



