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AMORPHOUS. /MATERAS

desolation guides me, while walking through a wired landseape.

I have to have my head ip hands, if | want to avoid the final danee.

faetories burning, the landseape is turning. erawl the wall, amorphous materials.

We feel the seattered night, reveals itself inside my room.

all things turn to liquid, apd we are gonna be in the pieture soon

lets take a traip and leave the lost land. aeeidental move helps the oecidental mind.

station by station we feel more lost. while all turn to dust, the western people must be blind |
is head was melting i




WHAT ARE ROOM(5 FOR ?

this side of the room will make my statue looking tall.
my body-louw and

will drive the darf

avoid the light.

| wish | kpew, I’)O\U to feed the dogs
Susan’s doll lies splashed on the floor. Now I know boﬁe feed my soul.

What are rooms like ? what are rooms for ? (n ep)




5
b Steam
Hyﬁnotised ' watehed the eloek; feel the moment sliding
Radio howling ip my baek : ehaos (bt it's trying)
Someone whispers ip my ear. She used the word “obsession”.
- Obviously t's ehrystal elear. She wears eratie fashion.
It's hard to statue elean. She pushed me in denying.

[m the I ip her dream : too fast (but I'm trying)
She took [%ﬂ')@ eity, left the room all alope and ehowed me
all the ljr)dr'y of uﬂ%t onee was monochrome

e
Weare steam,

Pnd all of the liquid streaming fro;: the ipsane
o I my bra:?r; is wired

jent language & ke withithe flowing
words, it hurts, insi tlyeﬁast eap\eglected tepsion. wrong

' inuention SITANERINK you gotst all wrong

got | your mosaie thoughts

iy Exclusive végqler)ess of the bitter liquid todehes the air
symphony of soluents. | began being aware of the deeadence in your

N ‘tlne, ?Iour lips

the very red and the blaekness of your eypical dialogue i vogue

this vagueness at a eornered tab‘l? of danee hall.



















| never sawit bef e
but now! look and I%find it everywhe
tlyey havent left a thing for us, not

ealled youa dream.

re are no
seerets'anymore ’

see, all tr)ose en:
[ dop't know me, |
s of the wall, tears on
lies asleep in a quiet \:
 foetal posture '[-




EEQY

Shaded lamp,

the grow dusk through our minds
the seat and red wine,

weTe mystieally blind

the image remains,

it burns like upseen energy

| wake up ip a white room,
the deep sleep of fantasy

You make me feeling low

But while returning,

my head is gone insane

by rushing matters,

do | have to break the ehain ?

Youare energy in that twilight ritual
Oh eome o babe, youre oh so sepsual
| d like to take you low




(LOSED QRAUT

back and forward, please keep me inside, just avoid me tral)s]‘ormatir;q.
follow the suprise, morning | it eries, op a flat plane we re arriving.
just elosed eireut, and you kpow it (that I long for you)

we re in elosed eireult, sereeping our faee from the sereen.

station to station, but she & all that loving means.

station eloek, hear a knoek on you mental door.

she is here, she is near, she is what | m reaehing for.

It s ip my program, 1 do a quiek sean, and follow your gleaming eyes
throughout the eape, it burns the tape, | thought the traip was upside down.
Brussels is a dead eity.
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FEAR FOR IQOSING YOU

My mind is full of fear

fear for loosing you

into the darkness into the bright light merging with) the eity at night
My mind is full of you

EESTYE
The weekend is all 1 seem to long for, eounting the days beeame ay o so boring job

Pl day long I'm watting for a sign Found another reason but this thinking wastes my time
I's my lifestyle and there’s no way to get out

See a face, ehanging the program, wateh) the days as they pass

loking for a friend, I lost one year ago but will it ever end ?
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i | Oply we ean make it

as we walked gently towards

the old bridge.
youare the strand for me,
\ strength for me.

y throwing the ring into the water,
a gallery walk, a gentle talk. you

', are my very prineess now.
youare the strand for me,
strength for me.
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