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Follow,

direction. Its

not a race, pick up

the pace. Note: my
contradiction. lts

case,

Just
settle down and look
st me, my daring. Those
anxious eyes they just can't see,
they miss the widest o s ohigh the
quered ll that

can and will
You

my condition, to
Comphcste the reach. You think
you haven't e The light that
Communi- the bed so you leaks, escapes
cation fails, | lie there, the plane and
o Impress our wortied that you've let never dries
the abstract legs, they are stuck your mother Document to
rms | hear inthe muck, they're as . circumvent your
rry, its this stiff as a nail. We're bound in brilliant ears they've failing mind.
affliction, by our space, we're static n you to places, Cauterized and
™ now, as times slides they've taken you sterilized and stamped
admission by tolasses on to places. You e. The particles that
that holds our face, will must be seers interfere are tagged in
us back and case, our and patiently line. Scattered angles
delusion to . ember, nergize the narrative. A
static fail. It rips they've taken you fo million snaps depreciate the
creatur on ou neck, places. But pioneers have relative. Cauterize:
Fill the space but leave the the sticky nothing to ber, t sterilized and stamped in time.
gpaces. Run whil tripping mess, the air grass grows up behind them, not down The particles that interfere are
Look your face is ol s ctale e Theice is not as thick in December, tagaed inline. The spectrum of the camera
worn with our just below your feet its lies, but wave lengths stay the same
might, to Paricles of lght cacape, bt {sightis what
go fight, you take.
oufour Lpectrum of
the camera
A“S("E“ 5% e e fight,is A i P iy les,but
noto aiting. {hrough the windo | am waiing for the sun, Wa;‘ikgﬂ‘“

headstror, we wil prevall. Our arms
aren't broken and our legs won't fail

'm sory to say, my plans hav
changed. I can't control the moon
and stars above. | must confess, my
words have swayed. The universe is
not at rest | guess. Stand up! Heads
collide. Its

Eavesdrop.
Listen to

B Bian Sors
Cron Hom, wold Tray i headed
for the door. I'm sorry to say, m,
plans have changed. | can't
control the moon and
stars above.
up!
Heads collide.

Listen to
talk. Blah

Jaws drop .

They're headed for the stand off

Heads collide. Its deadlock. Run,
walk! They're headed for

blah blah. Our
)

1o shine down. Let me breath, like a beast
that's running free. Wind in hair, laissez faire.
What is what, will be, must be. Well you

laid down the

. law, from e
" across the
g dazy e the lln avake and my legs
ippers. The hunte foantc. are twitching, | pull up the
and the bear, barely visible unling blanket to rest. The buzz starts instead,
before swirling W where jangle and clamor reside in m
pen skies. i head: My bocy's embracing hs mightfess day
Look up! e e scene, numbness has set in by day. Hollow and
spun- e o bare, the din has exhausted my desire, to
gronk e excited. | 've fallen awake in this mgwess day
carings in Moy scene, with jangle and clamor instead.
e 95 an blad boar P SEEomiing, Yorsprhanding my siste of rand right
me and go,
now. Lights ascending, mofion pending now

paw his tracks star §

Locked out, and | stoppe:

ooking. It stopped
night-writing my n

Lights are sparing our despairing,
the clouds can come toni

Glowing stil, we

the aperture is right. Bare and
simple, moments linger 'l
you have to go,
a

home.

peck the way.

out of bed, its time to'go. My hand shakes, my

Rand it shakes. The bofie breaks on the floor
Litle bits of paper left on the table. | must

existing. So I'm
hand shakes,

taken3long o o ek
e holding til, tkenalong movement ke some
limply wristed fish

people to greet and | am just bored, Dozens and
dozens of figures of speech, and | am just bored

We Neomverme Won't touch base, we're acid/base, the flagpol fies
write songs to up no more, Stupld little s\nsans, left on the table, you
s bore. Won' ch base, | wont

getalong to. We
write songs to get along

to. Hope you wiite songs they've got no soli

bodies of people to greet and | am just baved Dozens
and dozens of figures of speech, and | am
*LSaving this place and feaing the spocs and
letling them go. Lights ascend
comprehending my state of mmd right now.

tights ascending, motion

. Get 0ot of bed, ks e

0 go.

Lying on your side your ear
gets red. Arm goes numb you
ry to move it ts dead.
long befare its gone?
willleak
int

sing. |
know just
they all may go.






