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Forgetting to fail
Above the subway of countless emotions

Still you manage to stand, straight in your lie

And even proud, and all forgot you are faking

Life must be comfortable, easy and nice

The windows are shut, just to be sure

Your pain has been banned to the margins of lust

In special places it’s allowed to suffer

And you join these hospitals as if on a holiday

Organized it is okay, safe, anyway if you pay

For they measure the decibels of your inner screams

Too loud, you’re allowed an injection

Granting you drugs, so something seems to be happening

And in a flash you thought there’s something you felt

But the moment, like always, is gone

And you float along in the pool of your own shit

Your head’s just visible, look there it is! – let’s celebrate, eat and fuck and drink

And you look into the mirror, it’s time for a laugh

For tears have left you long ago

God why is it so fuckin’ hard, to fail

This must be your new challenge to succeed in

And you recall your old trade as an architect

Enraptured you design some beautiful cells

You’re admired, famous, people getting jealous

But your big heart says you can’t take out a patent

This splendour must be accessible to all

Enjoyed till one forgets to be a prisoner

People want from you this, demand from you that

There’s hardly time to savour your own invention

Others too make now a living in gilding your crap

If all is dirty how to recognize it as such

How can you tell them the truth if you’re smelling like hell

So many well-meaning dependents you feel responsible for

You have no rest, so busy being a hero

That again you forgot you came to fail

And to develop, you read some philosophy

So at least you can think about life

And you conclude in the end you are lucky

Even if you don’t know how you came to this 

And you feel you’re ready now to teach people something deeper

How to change perspective, always positively think

How to smell a flower’s fragrance while you’re shitting on the bog

How to close your eyes if you’re successful

For the sources now depleted for your luck

How to turn all darkness into light

You’re extolled, admired, many private meetings

All do like to share with you your glamour

Somehow though you are not touched by all this hustle

Is there anything to touch at all

You do not trust this stupid drum, that beat of your heart

And in the noise, with all your might you try to remember

For god’s sake what it was that you forgot

That you forgot you came to fail…

But you fail…
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