Brainwashed 2009

Born in deep past many decades ago

How long will I last bevor I have to go? 

I’m so curious

Curious about what will be

When I’m older,when I do survive

When I have to shoulder the end of my life

I’m so furious

Furios about what will be

That has never been

I’ll see I never have seen

It feels like changing the scene


I step into new lights of breakup

The fall came that fast there was no chance to hide

I fade out my past while losing my pride

I’m so cheerless

Cheerless about what has been

That’s now fading away silently

There’s reigning some little dismay over me

Face it tearless

And fearless because it

Belongs in the way things do appear

I open up my mind, it has become clear

The things I find are easy to bear


I step into new lights of breakup and lore and awareness

Brainwashed 2009

I try to be right in line

With the things that do decline

No need for throwing the towels

Brainwashed, but staying free

A new outlook on reality

A new sun rising over a flea

Seems like I lost my old bowels

A candle is burning, it’s light shines so weak

Years ain’t returning, the future looks bleak

It’ so painful

To leave things behind 

That were basic for what I appear to be now

What new course is best for my old steer, I know

It’s so gainful 

To follow that mighty track


Up to where unknown passions do grow


And shiny loveley rivers do flow


This is the place where I have to go

I step into new lights of breakup
Lets beat down the seller, lets built up the stocks

A new reborn feller is climbing the rocks

Lets bear the challenge, that’s uprising behind

Horizons of heavy doubt, failure and pain

I am not afraid that my life’s been in vain

Keep the balance

The Balance between

Resting and running, delight and delay

Changes so stunning, joy and dismay

Coming and leaving, buildup and decay

I step into new lights of breakup and lore and awareness

Brainwashed 2009

I try to be right in line

With the things that do decline

No need for throwing the towels

Brainwashed, but staying free

A new outlook on reality

A new sun rising over a flea

Seems like I lost my old bowels

