usAnbBp usiy) Aq ydeiBojoyy ‘boy ur swoy



i am guilty.
guilty!

i know this, and yet it did not feel wrong.

i lost what i was made for
- [who am i now??]

but sin was beautiful,
all fine cloth and precious jewels.
- [of course to sin would be beautiful,
how else would the Devil make you fall?]

i have commmitted an atriocity, and now i must pay

maybe someday the road to Heaven
will feel a little less like dying
- and a little more like coming home.

contritum alas
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