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Stuck at the station

And Beauty was even looking at you

But somehow you couldn’t respond 

You had to let it to others, the profit
Thought comes by: to prepare, for putting a step ahead
No panic, it’s just a thought, just a thought, for you’re lying on bed

Like shit on the lawn, and you smell you will evaporate

In the air, like god-forgotten farts on the fields – of hate

In a sense you don’t care, there’s no reference anyway
And innocence you don’t recall, for lack of Memory 

But you are even not that far, to do wrong, or right

There ain’t no referee, no dark nor light

You wouldn’t mind at all, if they’d scrape you from the street

And still – not knowing why – you try, to survive

You feel you’d like to vomit, all the world
Out, out, out through your throat, but instead
Haunted by guilt, you’re looking for food

Food, that you left last night in the cupboard

You, the lowest self, hidden on the highest shelf

The more you’re fed up, the more you eat

The more you hate lies, the more you cheat

And you’re laughing like a saint that never laughs

Stubborn as a child without reason

And you look behind – again the old thought:

This is my life, my fate, my god…

I see, can hardly believe, this is me
And still you seem to resist, the feeling
The knowing that this must be it

And you try, sincerely, to trust and to fire-fire-fire

All the thoughts and feelings that bother you

But somehow, from this, you only get tired

And again – what to do – you’re looking for love…

To get out, out, out of the prison, for that

How shocking, you’re even willing, to listen

To somebody else, someone strange 

But still you don’t manage, to rearrange, your life

Your life, your body, such that it loosens

And the Burden be safe in the background

You’re almost too paralyzed even for bruising

Lives of others, just to kill the time

Oh bore, it doesn’t please you anymore

Not even secretly, like it used to, before

And the few times you were with something like a lover

You must admit you loved the struggle, the fights

But you could not stand the show with the other

So you had to surrender, you had to resign

For you lost the drive, to be angry

You lost the fight, and your enemy

What to say, you’re doomed to live – until you die

There ain’t just nothing to truly admire

No mercy there is, for a liar…

You betray and that is all – all you know

You even don’t know how you manage
Only this itching… telling, it’s time to go…

Yes, you know, you know you’re always at the station

And you look at your legs below, these sticks from a stranger

They’re moving without being moved somehow, it’s weird
But in the chaos, the crowd, you miss every train

The trains for home, for away, for holiday

And you try to be brave, to say: this is my way

I do not need – to feel – fulfilled

Fulfillment finally’s empty too

Frozen at the station, here must be my station

Though it doesn’t feel mine, it doesn’t feel pure

The station must be just a station

On my way to the One, to no-me, to eternity

And more of those things you learned and you’re totally sick
And again you’re looking for passengers, lovers, for passion, for love
Which could have been – if – it would have been

Who would have been with you – if – it should have been

True, who would take you without doing a thing

So you look, it is your fate
What else is there to do than wait

Till the morning forgets to rise

Till the possible died in the Real

And never again you would think ‘this is me’

And never again you’d leave…

And Beauty was Humbly looking at you

And somehow you didn’t respond
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