ALRIGHT..

Here it is.

The last part was guilt. Because someone has to take the guilt for all as to exist being the one the
one. God’s fleshy flashy image ya hear... Mmm..

And..

For this we have wrath. As a hold in order to not own the guilt butt be projected.

In pain. For wrong doing in loving intelligence for real as it exist in the physical realm.

SAY WHAT!?

And!

It ain’t me.!

Ha!

I am God participating in the real physbiz.. Yeah that’s a word now.

"Cause I am the one the one. Closest to God! Christ almighty!”

FUCK YEAH!!

I knew it!

How can God be present in the physbiz with intelligence? Weed.

The wrath of God is weed not being portrait on stone. Cause that’s the most correct and right thang
to do. As to make a clear picture. Kit Kat Williams. Senior. Back my truck up.

Imma eat my shit.

Goood night!

You sneaky little Devil! Close butt close no matter how far... But we ain’t gon fuck each other nah
naaaahh.. But we’z afraid of dis anyways.. cause we wanna do right.. and have to accept being

100% light show brothers.. all in love. Which has no sex muthafucka. Drop it!

SLAM! *Can I have a cigarette now* .. I feel joy? I mean. I feel joy! Do whatever.. Enjoy! /FUN!



I believe orange is the new black.

But I can’t be sure..

Allt handlar om att sérja sitt eget svek i botten av nastan inget ljus upplevt fysiskt i
hjartat och bekrafta det for sig sjalv annars ingen tillit till sig sjélv och da inte
mojligt att vara sann som vi ar naturligt och kan nu veta det utan resistans da vi
bara behéver bekanna fér varandra och bryr oss faktiskt inte alls

Féraldrar som visar missndje med att stédda efter barnen far dom att kdnna sig som
smuts i uppfattning till vad det handlar om dom lilla liven

/ Gosta &

Bebissprak ar roligt &
Var inte da allvarlig

Det ar ok att sakna barnets rést som finns inom dig alltid

Som vi kommer ifrAn nar vi inte lyssnar pa var inre rést som fordndras med tiden
for att skapa en annan grundton

| relation till mognad.

XZY
YZX

Interlaced.

Thank you, Gabi
Jag vet den nya skulden. Den skapades nu &

Valdigt liten. Men som kommer att vaxa. Original sin ©*

Jag kan tala om den innan jag lamnar

Som drgjer ett litet tag..
Da jag ska leva grande nu & &0 &

Oh yeah..
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Praise!

Booyaa!! Booyaa!!!

Damn will you be disappointed when | don’t talk like | write..
Yet maybe.. Let’s take it easy.
No rush Paula. Butt beautiful song. Tight.
That’s good.



