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1.A man with a strange umbrella

A man with a strange umbrella goes out into the city with his dark shadow
Origami-like jets flying low in the murky sky

Waving a camouflage-colored umbrella and wandering around under the cloudy weather
A prostitute who hides in the shadow of a forest of buildings and pours drugs
Desperately disturbed, nightless city that can't be helped

Annoyed by the bad weather, a wrecked ship out of the world

Break through the mold!

The man puts an umbrella on his shoulder

and the surroundings turn into a crucible of madness

Silly explosions are scattered in all directions and screams are hitting the avalanche
"It's for correcting the inconsistent society."

The dogma that repeats until it's annoying, like a road with no way out

A man with a strange umbrella
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2.Domino toppling

Everyday life is so disgusting that there is no place to put down the burden

A ghost town of endless abyss

In this town where all prospects are closed and everything floats in the air

A utopia that has been devoured by pseudo-bohemians and has lost its shape
The false Mahoroba that breaks down like domino toppling bends

The black rain that mercilessly pierces the lifeless era

| want to sleep,

but | count the sounds of the rain while being embraced in the night when | can't sleep
Shallow dreams are always black and white,

unpleasant electromagnetic sounds rippling in my mind

Biting my navel in a cramped dream where | can't even turn over
Anyway, please throw away me who has become a shell covered in dust
Swallow me now

Intricately entwined ties make it harder and harder to be free

And only the bruises lick the sweet juice in confusion

It's like she's been ripped off of all five senses

Like someone but no one, meaningful but meaningless
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3.Duckweed

Let's secretly create the smallest paradise in the world

Let's live selfishly like De Zessanto from " A rebours "

Before | knew it, everything was a mess and | had no place to belong
The decadence of the end of the century must have come late

If paradise is made, let's surround it with high walls

The reality outside is full of terrible stench anyway

Connect sounds and colors, and connect scents and words

Let's taste new art without anyone knowing

*

Reminds me of a rebel who ran through the ages

Everyone became a snob in the end

Picture a hero chosen by the times

Everyone is a duckweed

| lost my way

The thin ice spreads in the dark clouds, it looks like it's going to sink at any moment

It keeps singing so madly that it makes my throat burst
Birds flying high in the sky must understand everything
The end is near, he must be over

Even if | disappear right now, | won't regret it so much

*

4.75v91—EP

EBIchfceh—rFZzRFIC IRYVHLICEEN K 2557
FICEZGEWWEERECNTHWLS PURULBE BEIO=
72w 1—F 7 H+cWIC HE<7|<5’7<%>F]
/A O—CDIEIE AR GEHEBICEZ TWVWS

fcEDWTWASENZRBEIC BEIEIRFEITEANZFTS LT
CCZTEREDVICBLDIRES BEWITIL—ADBENZED
7oy -7 UN BREGIBEVLVTES

RBICHRE DF FEWETCDORIRDZED K D

ITlelcx LWVESE & —HElc B REIRICERFHIATNTLL

S ARXICESNETFER T WS5HOHWTEHEDLSERY 0

Jov o d1—F7lIcwicih &< UEDLIIHRLTE
RARZENIE HEITHICZETRITSHANE

4.Black humour

I'm feeling like being forced return to the draw with the backfired out card in my hand.
Your shadow all you want to do. It is getting confusing uncontrollably.
Bitter rain like black humour. | am afraid of the creepy story with my neurosis brain.

You launched the loud fireworks in front of me with sighing.
Heavy blues make me bind. It just covers me here.
Black humour breeds without reason. City turns to ashen. It is like a single use drama.

It is caught the vicious circle with loud explosion.

| cannot scream enough at noisy crossroad.

| stifle a yawn with lying down black humouir.

An upside down shooting star is sticking into the hazy moon.
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5.lllusionism

The grim reaper like a clown runs riot in my dream.

Grabs and swings around shouting with me who go to my fate.

I'm going round in circles at the ruined city and cling my faded past at the bottom.
Then it makes me get drunk

| hear of shouting without word over my head.

Lemon slice is flying in the air which thrown at random.

Fascinated by decadent flowers which bloom with no meanings.

It pulls me into the hard jigsaw puzzle before my awareness and blown away like a shell.
¢ Seeing lllusionism where painted on a cliff. Revealed tricks by the dirty wind.
Broken time like rain. | want to tell you about my iridescent ego till the dawn night.
I'm going round in circles at the ruined city and cling my faded past at the bottom.
Then it makes me get drunk.
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6.The sun

You laugh at me who exhausted and say“Like a shriveled sunflower”.

You tickle me with a pretty joke. Let's escape from the rush station.
Going through the underground mall. Ignoring the signal.

Looking up at the skyscraper. Letting your hair flutter in the night breeze.
*¢You are the sun like sewing the lights of the city.

You are the sun which plays the fool.

Everything is slowly turning around.

It is attracted to the dazzling attraction.

You blame me and say “Don't worry about time”.

You pick up my cigarette that rubbing your shoulder on me.
Dodging the call. Looking into the show window.

Leaning in the back alley. Drinking iced coffee.
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7.Noh mask dances in the air

You are holding your own head and say “There is devil”.

Numbness. Glaring shriek.

| want to tear up the ruthless world which whips at me who hang my head down.
The fiery rolling stone is vanishing in the shadow.

Obsessed. Wild dreams. Like hell.

| have exposed myself who is betrayed by sweet temptation.

»*Noh mask dances in the air.

Crumbling sand maze is swallowed by the waves.

Lonely night. Moaning Roar.

| want to tear up the ruthless world which whips at me with hanging my head down.
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8.Cubism Animism

You are like gentle tears so that you're always crying.

You look like a beautiful illness so that you seem to be painful anytime.
You are flowing like a short dream. You are like heat haze.

You are floating and disappearing.lam a~lam a~.

You are like a sad prayer so that you endure anytime.

You are like an immature fruit so that you are always bitter sweet.
You are shaking like the ripples of summer. You are like dunes.
You are crumbling quietly.

lam a~lam a~.

*¢You throw me into an illusion as if Cubism

and do not allow me to sleep that you weigh heavily on my heart.
You planted me with the idol as if Animism

and you invite me to an insane space that you wrap my heart in smoke.
It is a signpost of ruin.

lam a~lam a~.

You are like a faint salvation so that you are always soft.

You are like a simple child so that you are always laughing.

You are trembling like a flower of rainy day.

You are like powder snow. You melt unknowingly.

lam a~lam a~.

S
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O.1t is not a lie

“You must love if you want to be loved”said one philosopher at a dead end.
| poured the drink for her with no word and she nodded calmly.

After she drunk it and smiled,she muttered”lt is not a lie”.

“I would not be like this if | had an ability to love”one swindler complained.
| set fire to a cigarette with ignoring him and | handed a cigarette to her.
She stared far with a cigarette in her hand and whispered subtly “It is not a lie”.
%S0 what should | do? | don't really know. It makes me almost cry.

I'm falling down as if I'm sucked by. | have been afraid | might be trapped.

| can’t pull it out and I'm likely to tear.

| have been afraid. | might get lost.

It is not a lie as well.

“Love dies and freezes”one poet shouted a poem at street corner.

| inflated balloon gum while leaning on the wall.

She was watching the crowd curiously and hummed®|t is not a lie”.
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10.Black smoke

Black smoke makes noise right above the ruins.

| want to fly away somewhere like a paradise bird.

| want to spread my burden all over the place.

Black smoke makes noise right above the ruins.

The mad scent becomes stronger day by day.

| can't stand it under the heavy air.

Black smoke makes noise right above the ruins.

¢ Always swayed by stupid event. Melancholy turns into a fire.
Keep smoldering. Keep flicker. Like a word. Like a crunch.
Black smoke makes noise right above the ruins.

Black smoke makes noise right above the ruins.
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11.In zigzag darkness

Chains are twining around me out of nowhere. Tighten up alternately.
It's like vicious magic. A discord has brought up with my paralyzed body.
Evitable nihilism. It slicks me. Haze flickers in front of my eyes calls out to the bottomless bog.
> I'm at a loss in zigzag darkness. Fell apart. Shattered like the ashes.

Flapped as it is spelled. Scattered and flying in the chilly sky.

Bitter dreams are repeated every night. Freedom has been pie in the sky unexpectedly.
Getting poor visibility which is disgusting.

I'm feeling like being pushed down into Dwarf world. Dadaism is wandering.

Absent with no place. Just clueless and keeping a fruitless effort.

Stop the blue song.
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12.Romance

The human wave has gone. The noise has gone.

The street light has gone out. Neon also has gone.

You are like dawn who wait at the crossroads.

Beyond the station. Beyond the buildings. Beyond the roadside trees.

Beyond the national highway.

You are like dawn who wait at the crossroads.

And we are walking down the pale road. You are humming a song | heard a long time ago.
Two shadows swirling in the flow of falling. You smiled gently and stared at me in spite of it.
A sound of the river. A sound of grass. A sound of clouds. A sound of a bell.

You are like dawn who wait at the crossroads.

And we are walking down the pale road. You are humming a song | heard a long time ago.
Cold wind hits two backs who exhausted and lost their place.

You are predicting tomorrow's weather without changing your complexion in spite of it.
Romance
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13.Milestone

Blown away without knowing. Tired of struggling and just touch the sky
*¢Hard nights when tears spill. Days when I'm not myself.

Screwed down in squid cage. Falling down and licking the bitter soil.

% % But Turn the wheels to the next city. Stick the stakes to the next party.
If the journey never ends, just aim for milestones tarrying on the way.

Get stuck. Swayed by the rumors. Left behind. Bathed in cold water.



