


zwischenraume

s

| came from Mars was doing well .+ y
rose from-ashes rang your bell

to fall for love lie on the floor

_jump red lights once more

i let things slide shun good advice

i blow my cool or melt like ice

: i take off fast sink to the ground

i ga berserk i come around

i came from Mars you talk so schnell
i wasn't ready for this carousel

your train of thought will jump the rails
i‘m staring at your vapor trails

the tide was high the moon was pale

- my state of mind a fire sale

of long gone feelings shades and hues
enough to get get this crazy blues

before i know i have no choice
i‘m always slow in raisin‘ my voice

-i keep my secrets let go strings ,
 that keep me so attached to things

so hard i cling to softer voices
open chords that give me choicgs ’

“ doi stay or will i go

before the end of this here show

i.came from Mars you go for Nuts
ich gla_ub‘dies ist mein letzter satz

dann geh ich schlafen in den hafen
meiner kithnsten traume

versteck mich dort in zwischen-riume
und komm erst morgen wieder raus

before i know i have no choice

i‘m always slow in raisin’ my voice
i keep my secrets let go strings
that keep me so attached to things

so hard i cling to softer voices
open chords that give me choices
do i stay or will i go

before the end of this here show



wide awake

You never need the thrill
of looking down on other people
you never feel the urge to get ahead

you can stop and listen to the bell in the steeple
feel the dignity of everyday reality

relying on a strong'sense of right and wrong

a deep desire to belong

you can dream away but return to the here and now
you can wonder the why and still care about the how
in your silent way you manage to stay

wide awake

you may not be the first but you will arrive
and make friends on your way

unerringTy you keep apart undead and alive
know a home is more than a place to stay

relying on a strong sense of right and wrong

a deep desire to belong

life's too short to get lost on the road to perfection
at the cost of missing the blackbird's song

when day meets night on the edge of twilight
wide awake



wohin

Erhebe die stimme und setz dich ab
auch mal laut und deutlich

prazise und knapp

das kleingedruckte das liest eh keiner
parolen sind angesagt

grob statt feiner

plakativ demonstrativ

und schon frech

kommt die meinung daher

und haut weg

was im wege steht noch tiberlegt
von anstand faselt nachschlagt
und belegt

das ist so analog

Yie der schlag auf den kopf

er besen zum fegen

las wasser im topf

as es braucht'uim zu kochen =
onst bleiben si€ rot und bluti;

ie Knochen

excuse me das war nur so ganz nebenbei

es vermischt sich ja alles zum einerlei

von daneben dazwischen

peripher und ganz wichtig

vor lauter richtungen - was war noch richtig?

ganz oben steht die energie

geht ab treibt an scheppert kiimmert sich
nie mehr um folgen und griinde

egal wie ich das finde

bewegung ist alles - wohin ?

gelinde gesagt wer soll das schon wissen

die vielfalt der meinung when i talk you listen
am nichsten morgen die nachste hiutung
alles energisch vergiss bedeutung

vom geriicht zum bericht

one mouse click away

wo was herkommt keine ahnung
simply learn to say

yesi-agree to this next transaction
you can store my data —
when-i.enter this section

okay hor ich dich'sagen———.
was-soll das gewimmer

schau dich malum hat-dech.eh
ginen schimmer einer ahnung

da fahrt mein auto rechts ran
oben blinkt irgendwas

auf dem display du stérst den flow
geh vom gas steig mal aus

und leg die hand auf den sensor
unterm pfeil

mach ‘ne gefahrdungs-diagnose
deine erdung ist lose

schon wieder ‘ne verwarnung
wegen wildwuchs der gedanken
gar nix ist erlaubt

aulerhalb der leitplanken

vor dem kopf das digitale brett
call ‘nen hacker zieh den stecker
wir brauchen dringend ‘nen reset

ganz unten brodelt energie
flustert leise oder briillt laut

jetzt oder nie

lasst sich dauerhaft nicht zahmen
nur voriibergehend lIahmen

fragt aber niemals - wohin ?
doesn't give a shit

about cause and effect

grenzen konsequenzen

noch unentdeckt

so viel im kopf so wenig macht sinn
bewegung baut wege - wohin?

erhebe die stimme und bleib auf trab
die speicher laufen liber

traume werden knapp

tiiren lassen sich nie mehr verschliessen
maybe it's better to shut up

auch das nur so ganz nebenbei

es vermischt sich ja alles zum einerlei
daneben dazwischen

peripher und ganz wichtig

vor lauter richtungen - was ist noch richtig?




- Spinning ‘round in circles drop anchor draw the line give names to lies and cheat

without a center off the track living by your own design to all the same old games
breathless speechless ; repeat the test the best survive
o~ no more sense of time drop anchor draw the line up and down the heartless jive
resence living by rules that you define  tjred clowns from 8 to 5
" never looking back :
losing hold losing ground :racezof i Ilfj.grown down  drop anchor draw the line
The sky hangs low the bed's too wide right or wrong scr’n?I: ajz;:h;nf%own i¥inzibyyouneides zn

me and the blues sit side by side afraid of the words the jive stop bending drop anchor ...
we share a drink and then another

; at the tip of your tongue mending never ending talk
try not to think about the other day hide it in a song go for a walk
civil ice sensations watch out for paper frames that

the other night dueling voices
caustic bite of mean suspicion
demolition of my heart's shrine

figure out equations
try out variations
blame it all on playing games
cold cold moon \ it all remains the same

your silver stare's still there
relentless eye if i knew where to turn
and what to learn to shine my light

instead of torch and burn

reflecting on what's been said and done
keeping in mind i‘m not the only one
under the sun

~ to ask for kind attention

. not to mention what's called love
needs no beneath

. above no future nor a past

~ only presence to last a lifetime

~ only Qresen&_%ﬁ@ last



We had set up the speakers
in the corner of the hall

and right after dinner

we heard the host call

the crowd was polite
but a little bemused
it wasn't the music
they were used to

right after the sho
back at the hotel

with a bottle of champagne
we entered a spell

the scene was set
as we opened the door
to the magic balcony
of room 304

the clangor of nightl

like the pulse of the tide
on this small urban beach
that opened so wide

all our senses

as we sat there still
to take in the nightfall
for hours until

there were no more layers
around our core

it was all wide open

in room 304

nothing to point out
discuss or review
only this special
room with a view

a maglcal space

at we have control

ve sell our soul

We feel regret

orse of course

exch"nge our views and leave it at that -

- this'and that - 2 et
~_creates confusion. . s,
"serves to justify.c conclusnons - s
brick and mortar of illusions
become the fabric ofillusions ...




Lessons in survival

found their way into your book
wild things pushy loud and proud
tamer now more on the crook

the naked you called to the angels
hoping for rescue

but they had always been so busy
had so much to do

the NO sits right in front of you
why not go for a YES

this ain't no dress rehearsal
this ain‘t no game of chess

better get back on your feet
and tie your shoes

leave the victim's easy chair
the Hesitation Blues

the Voodoo Child knocked on your door

at times you feel it's slight return
still callin® at yah playin‘ wild
ignite your soul to make you burn

fight gravity and poundiiBat drug
T

hesitation blues

stay mobile in your head and heart
raise your voice above the hum
right now is a good start

the NO you always get for free
why not go for a YES

no time for discussion

why settle now for less

grab your chance and don't waste time

to find a lame excuse
say goodbye once and for all
to the Hesitation Blues




You keep complaining ‘bout the shape you‘re in
you feel as grounded as a ball on a pin

S|sters 85 brothers

- — A




e to turn around

supple smooth and round
harmony and rhyme

a steady beat

to keep the time

rim brim border steady flow
- shapes of things that
_ come and go

turn of seasons

sun moon stars and rain

reach down to where

secrets grow
plan m just by my door
rim b rder '

find tﬁqcor«_a

&

to play for keeps

to be sincere

but to let go in time

when fortune takes
another turn

keep your cool

don't stop to burn

lessons | find hard to learn

rim brim border unde|
images that come and
turn of seasons

3 X
sun moon stars and rain

rim brim border steady fl

shapes of things that
come and go

turn of seasons

sun moon stars and rain

let me feel your healing glow
plant a dream just by my door
find the core




frills
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