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Hloshs like . . .
?muzgxswﬁwawfwmm/ shackles.
Hloshs like . . .
Rells that nell frem the front of your stemach o your back

And you wear o crop top with &
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Sqo crust bul you still close your eyes n lel your crush sthoke your W
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Te choose whal To lose and, still live haHuIt/
Eurnvcentric nermalivilies.
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Crush The henbs.
Talk,
To the leaves.
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Trust the Earth.
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Knour her well
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B/ackgi/zl’s spell
Den't die of o breken heorl my love.
Oh, yow cry and yew wanna stop his (reaﬁll?/hea/z,t
Bul he den'C love you, just like houwr you den't love younself
Pasleging trypace o defy ity
Your hair do it all the lime
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