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This magazine is part of the larger interconnected body of work that
 i’llnevershowinparis has created as part of our Autumn/Winter 2025 Collection.

Any contributions to any of the mediums have and will affect every other limb
inside this body of work. That is simply the nature of art. If you don’t believe you

have contributed, you have.

I did not, and could not, have created this alone.



But who will?‌
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-Robert Bacome, 4/5/24‌
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I speak in silence,‌

Gibberish slips from my mouth—‌

babbling in tongues.‌

a language I don’t yet understand.‌

But who will?‌
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Do you know myname?‌Ask the wall.‌The empty room fillswith breaths‌From a door thatnever opens.‌I lay my head whereyour hand should be.‌How do I tuckmyself  in?‌
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19 20“ OF  RAGE  AND  SOUL “
OFFICIAL SOUNDTRACK
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The tears I shed‌
fly to the clouds,‌
To save the boy I never was.‌
The wind returns with ashes on its breath,‌
reminding me‌
of the thing‌
I was.‌

Pure.‌
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CORPUS I
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MATRIACA STUDIO 
x
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Profoundly,

To everyone who assisted, even in the slightest of  ways, to
help me bring all of  this work to lif e, may you feel the

Divine’s presence in the way’s that I have.

God Bless.
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