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uch a rough old cob. my dark-eyed beast?

1 get your rage boiling like a white spring
ekbones harden. and why do vou always need two:
/0 women, two countries?

o — and. believe me, 1t’s my limit
aving you alone is infinitely much for me.
eve in yourself. but there are no solutions
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1 my rapid Lips
» tired eyes.
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Y ass my hand over the burning skin.
@ urn into stone,
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