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Ability 
All I want is ability, 
Torment of not being able, 
And we work, 
And work, 
And work, 
And work, 
And work, 
And work, 
And work, 
Until we are tired of working, 
And sleep instead of admit we are lazy. 
 
And we sleep, 
And sleep, 
And sleep, 
And sleep, 
And sleep, 
And sleep, 
And sleep, 
Until the feelings, flippant desires 
And passions of humankind, 
Are hidden and destroyed 
By soulless robots with glass eyes. 
 
Don’t let them take you, 



We can’t afford to let you go. 
Once you’re in the inescapable 
clutches, 
It’s up to the rest of us to save you. 
 
And we fight against the noose around 
our necks, 
In the hope that we can break the 
curse, 
And shatter the evil clutches. 
 
All we want is ability, 
Torture of not being able. 
Not able to get the revolution 
So desperately in our minds, 
As our thoughts, beliefs and emotions 
Are charged and changed and 
controlled inside. 
 
And I’m calling out to us, 
Although I don’t know who we are. 
I’m hoping there will be an answer, 
That I’m not the only one, 
Who sees the mess that I see, 
I can’t stand it anymore. 
 
Give me the ability, 
Pain not being able. 



Let them see the beauty I see, 
It has been annihilated so quickly. 
 
I’m tired of not being able, 
But gifted with sight, 
Yet I can’t express the failure 
Of us, humankind. 
 
And I look at all the people 
Who like me escaped the noose, 
But some of them were caught again 
And the rest were left to die 
In the bred psycho state of their minds. 
 
Sometimes when I sleep  
I wish I didn’t wake up, 
And I could live in the constant falsity 
That I’ve been dreaming of. 
The falsity 
That isn’t quite as false as the veneer of 
society. 
 
Please one day, 

Let me be able. 
 





Move On 
I’m staring at my door 
That’s not really my door. 
It’s a door pretending to be my door. 
And it’s weird… 
I know everything 
This box contains. 
My proper box doesn’t have a lock, 
This one does. 
 
And I’m staring at the walls of my room 
Only, it’s not my room, 
It’s a room pretending to be my room. 
And even staring  
At the ceiling, 
Brings me no comfort. 
No childish comfort. 
 
 



 



What am I to you? 
We only met in infinity  
 
1000 corpses and he barely blinks 
He never seems to give a shit. 
1000 corpses and he doesn’t think 
He doesn’t give a shit. 
 
Responsibility, 
Doesn’t come naturally 
To this man. 
 
Take half a man of him 
Take half a man of sin 
It’s better than him 
 
What am I to you? 
What am I to you? 
What am I to you? 
What am I to you? 
 
He used to look at me with lust 
And so it seemed love 
Now that look has turned to disgust  
And so it seems love. 
 
We only met in infinity. 
 



 



 
The Return 
Chucking my underwear out of your 
window, 
Shouting and screaming telling me to 
go, 
I smile, 
Stand there a while, 
Until your door and arms open again 
And my underwear is dirty and covered 
in rain. 
 
I say: 
“Take me back 
“Don’t try to shame me, 
“Just take me back, 
“Don’t try to blame me, 
“I just want you back.” 
 
Because what if this is as good as it 
gets? 
Slamming the doors, walls and 
windows, 
Tearing up my cigarettes, 
And flushing them down the toilets. 
Yet afterwards, we have the best sex 
And everything is good again.  
Eagerly awaiting what’s coming next. 



 
 



Dangerous Guerilla 
We are hungry 
We have no food 
We have no money 
Hunger causes madness 
How will we feed our children? 
I don’t want to die 
It’s their fault 
Why should we die because of them? 
I am hungry 
We are hungry 
They are not. 
 
 



 



Heart Burn 
I didn’t care about anybody, 
No I never cared about anybody, 
Well I did care. 
How could you do that to me? 
 
I let you in obliviously, 
Yeah I let you in only to see, 
That you were taking advantage. 
How could you do that to me? 
 
I wanted out and I never would return, 
You can’t expect me to take that 
burden! 
Heart Burn 
Hard Burden 
Goodbye. 
 
I loved you not like anyone else, 
I loved you never anyone else, 
It was never mutual. 
How could you do that to me? 
 
You didn’t need to ask me for affection, 
In my mind there was already a 
connection, 
Only to show. 
How could you do that to me? 



 
 
 
I wanted out and I never would return, 
You can’t expect me to take that 
burden! 
Heart Burn 
Hard Burden 
Goodbye. 
 
You raped me of my dignity 
You stripped me of my dignity, 
Well we’ll see! 
How could you do that to me? 
 



 
Id to Freud 
I can play with, 
Id in you. 
Let id do, 
What it wants to. 
I can see id, 
Taking over. 
I’ve made my bed, 
Now let’s lie in id. 
 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 


