Min pappa,
min bror,
var dlskade

Martin
Benjaminsson

* 18 oktober 1973

har brutalt ryckts
ifran oss.

Falkenberg
5 juni 2009
Matteus
Tobbe och Therese
Mikaela, Isabelle, Tobias

I'm home again, I won the
war, and now I am behind
your door. I tried so hard to
obey the law, see the
meaning of this all. As you
can see, when you look at me,
I'm pieces of what I used to
be. I was in a constant pain,
I saw your shadow in a rain.
Nothing's what it seems to
be, I'm a replica, Empty shell
inside of me I “'m not myself,
I'm a replica of me ...
I fall asleep and dream a
dream, I'm floating in a
silent dream. No-one placing
blame on me But nothing's
what it seems to be,
I'm a replica of me...

Over tid och rum -
Vi dlskar Dig!

Tdnk girna pa Réda
Fjadern - till stod for
forskning om beroende
pg901125-5




