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't fraveled across the sky with me,
holding the stillness of the tlight.
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In new rooms, it becomes a small

piece ot home.




The book rests in the sunlight,

storing the softness of the

afternoon.




| bring it into the places | love, as it
it needs to see them too.




't stays beside me, collecting the
quiet parts of my day.




We return home together.




Everywhere we went, it held pieces

of my days. Now it rests, full of

them.
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