T VORE @HTEZIRIT(OMWEE

A @r= A
= @@%w %\T@l;—77;4

Gy R
@%“m= ,“@

/N

AT
oot

A
% H @5]’:7“\\%] e e @“l”’w?Z DRBEEETE ) Y
(DSlave and clown (Z)When we two first met (3)Imagine wind #)Through the underpass (3)Garando
g g P
(6)Crossing which is haze in silence (7)Rainbow rain (8) Cut through the darkness(9Unique way (QWhere is the never-ending story?
g g y g y

\}:Bx/)f:}f:% ©
3. p

({DIzayoi(sixteen-day-old moon) (2’Thoughts on the last train

-~

All'songs/Vocal/Guitar/Harp/Cover design : Kei Kitajima
Engineer/Bass and so on : Takeshi Isano

Recorded & Mixed at®BM Studio in Shimokitazawa Tokyo
R
i




1.FLr&EXRn

IOV FLETIFoncL > EFEHIETATLS

EWT UERIT T UIRL TCHBFREKICTEDGAELEEWL
WDOTHLETTHRALKLDICTRGELS LHAULHWLTWD
fmREFLOHEINDFLHNMEESONGTEWNI EHOWVELI D

PRFIRGRIVOD CREZHIDTCHADMEZXLES
B ZREOEMTREICHEZ DT T
CALEIRY EIFA5ERICODEFEIARIABEN L TLE
HIENED ENZzig) RLBDOIFOANHLYPoNTWL DT

%5§“<HZE)F'HEJ¢_27‘&< 55 HO59TMAEHLERZIGZLLES
BE{EICI N T ZZI T ANTYIEWNITSTDZ EE WD
AR L,L\Hc‘:% S LCEMEDLEBEARICEZITLBDIEAS
REODREBEEX CEOICEDITG SUVMEREIFEo e

FLAELEIOZERLEAENES JCYUBIDKDICATHITHEN
WDOLHLBEA CTEDNY WBEED KEMHAXRE CHMETEH

A TESEDIALLNE BEELDODALWLDS

fclEH AR R DBEIRICIEE S Z7EWEITRATE
KRICFEICLTWDDE ABBTATCZTABTDLDIEASS
ABNMNFHDHEH TCEA KX EMITD/NERICE DD

R7EWVE D LIKRE DD BAAETCZ SO LTWL&E 5D
EDOXDICE DK BAIICIFFEYED ZEIETEGRWIINE
cChEHTINFLTIFEDLECKE BZERALCTESSZTDHIIC
BENB2WBITER D> THIWEL BEHLSINFLIFIFMECTK

ES L THMEZRWZEGEWLWSDH EWWTHIFBEE T
WRFOE NHIREE FEESGTWITFEINHIRE
FIBBONTCDEDE EDICZENDRADE
TONYFETIFonfcOE BAARLNLFEREKULHHES

FLAELEIOZEREAENES JCYUBIDKDICATHITHEN
WDOEHLBEA CTEDNY WBEKED REMHXKE CEHMEATD

1.Slave and clown

| have been completely tampered with. My eyes are dull and dark.
There is no place where you can do whatever you want.

Life is just desperate anytime, anywhere.

Now | see that | can only live in a city full of dirt.

The days of half-hearted rebellion cross my mind.

The harsh environment spurred my messy feeling.
Weakness was always visible and hidden behind the fist.
| was repeatedly pushed toward the corner.

| can't hear anything soon | can't see anything soon.

| will accept everything casually and won't get lost in thought.
It's sad, but it's going to seem natural soon.

All that remained until the very end was a terrible scar.

% A train runs with carrying slave and clown. Rare in the crowd.
Whether the end point is heaven or hell.

Some people play and live, others work. Nobody can go against their own destiny.
Contradiction forever. Humans are something like that.
The novel at the bedside says “Say your true intentions in heaven”.

If you want to sleep, take a break or Should we do this until the morning?
We can't talk like we used to. Let me say this at least. I've been dirty but not rotten.

The days go by due to collisions that cannot find value. It’s a reality.
| can't do it at my pleasure but it is a reality. Despaired boy, it is an adult figure certainly.
| have been completely tampered. Fake smile again from tomorrow.
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2.When we two first met

| am going down to the west on the national highway with my motorcycle

to pick you up on the morning of the day off.

Passing through sparse cars with a pleasant sound and looking up at the high blue sky.
You are stepping on while looking at the clock at the convenience store parking.

You look puffy and lower your thumb but sit behind me and to the city.

When we two first met we have no money and no status. It must be the bottom.
The scenery flows beautifully on the other hand.

Light of the sun. Pleasant wind. You shake your head and sing a trendy song.

Folk sounds from somewhere. We say “it is out of place” at the same time and laugh.
Spend an afternoon at the restaurant on the street.

We have been in a life far from success but one ideal still remains on the conversations.

When we two first met we have no money and no status. It must be the bottom.
The scenery flows beautifully on the other hand.

Crossing that bridge, it must be a sunset. Two shadows are long.
The city gradually turns into a night view.
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3.Imagine wind

“I don't want to be here anymore but | don't want to go home”,

said she and keep boring story.”l have nothing to say nothing to do”.

“I know there's nothing, I'm just afraid to be lonely”.

| do my best just to take care of the place. | can't afford to even think about tomorrow.
| do my best just to take care of the place.

If | do melt, a teardrop-shaped glass should remain.

% | want to go once to the town where the wind of Imagine blows.

By the magic bus. Taking a walk at Itchy coo Park.

Watching the sunset at Waterloo. Dancing in Penny Lane. Waiting there.
I'm sure someone is waiting.

“I don't want to kill time. | want something that makes me more engrossed”.
“Tired of playing Tired of looking good”.

“I'm missing something but | don't know what it is.”

“I'm at a loss because | don't know anything so | am drawn to the city at night”.

| do my best by pretending to be something,.

| can't shake off my trapped mood. | do my best by pretending to be something,.
| will forget everything someday and look great with cat earrings.
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4. Through the underpass

Through the underpass. Beyond the deserted bridge.

I'm sick of it suddenly. Breathe as it is.

Open eyes. Shake off the stagnant fog.

Seeking clues in the dark night. Pull in a vague tomorrow.

% A flock of geometry is overwhelming me.
Float and sink, float and sink. A flock of geometry.
Rip the turbulent cold air, kick the rain, kick the rain.

In headwind. Relying on a faint rhythm.

Twist dry body. Break this twisted shape.

Through the underpass. Beyond the deserted bridge.
I'm sick of it suddenly. Breathe as it is.
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5.Garando

Singing with a rash, the night sways. The delusion pierces my chest.
The sleepwalkers are flocking and a scream of mourning drips.
Making a noise, turned on. lllusions sprinkle poison.

A savior appears out of nowhere and he is drunk with a play alone.
Here is a pitch-black Garando. Here is a small Garando.

There is nothing.

Dancing in desperation, the wind sobs.

The heartbeat of the city it is about to die crazy.

If the end is near, the acrobat will reveal the tricks.
Unsatisfied crowd seeks the next unreasonableness.
Here is a pitch-black Garando. Here is a small Garando.
There is nothing.
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6.Crossing which is haze in silence

Everyone is thinking about playing but she looks down alone and is bothered by something,.
“It looks like | am lost on the road and heading in the wrong direction”
said she and looking for an answer with a disgusted look.

% Fuss in a city with angels and demons.
| don’t know how to hide the feeling of being left behind.

She said it seems that she was fatally injured because she hated scratches.
She laughed bitterly and said “everything seems to collapse”.

Even if you catch the light that seems to be crazy, it is a moment.

She is about to be crushed by someone's stale desires.

*
% % Where should | go with her on rainbow-colored tears in her eyes.
Far away, far closer, crossing which is haze in silence.

“I'm tired of playing a glamorous gesture”,

she said and “Stupid answers are scratching my head”.
She is waiting for something who is herself as no one in a monotone shell.

*
* %k
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7.Rainbow Rain

The black-and-white city is beginning to reverberate with a strange buzz.
Fortune-tellers are looking up to heaven and casting spells for something.
DARIRA. Rainbow Rain.

Leaving in a psychedelic space and smoking a cigarette slowly.

Sound of the folk instrument is quietly wrapping my mind.

DARIRA. Rainbow Rain.

% On a lonely street corner, Writing a selfish poem, Whispering unknowingly,
lgnoring everything and rolling, Forgetting the trick and getting stuck,
Disappearing into the basement like it slides down.

Maybe I'm in the underground.

| was tired of swimming in the maze of the go board,

sitting on a bench and looking at the street.

The bells of the church added color to the dazzling magic of the ghost.
DARIRA. Rainbow Rain.

The scenery is blurry, the air is cold, and the street lights are starting to spill.

Today is passing by a tasteless and odorless with a heavy footstep that drags a long shadow.
DARIRA. Rainbow Rain.
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8.Cut through the darkness

Swim in the night with you. Where should we go on the capricious wind?
Neon sign opens your heart.
% Cut through the darkness!

Waking up from a deep sleep. As the storm goes by.
Going through a long tunnel. The freezing winter disappears.

Dissonance shakes the back alley. Screaming in the distance.

You are looking for a lullaby with abandoned while smoking a cigarette.
*

% % Car dust just turns around.

Wander around the city. It's dry like a monochrome movie.
An old man drools by the roadside and falls asleep as if exhausted.

*
* %



0.1 —-—99oxA1

AT CONEBIMIHT A A CTEGITERITKFEIETUOTELD
SEFILC bﬂﬁﬁgf%%z?ﬁ@ TEFITKEIEODZOD
RECHAGERZBIEL

DONCNEDT WK T CEHHZT D

WDKK TCEHEMHTTEELL

OUBNfeRBZ G FEAEFE L TLELIEEN

Run Run Down Unique way Z L CIZ < (¥AIChx5
DN ESHEWNDBERVICDI S

ADBSICLCEHEHEITCE B FHlF 70
ADBERIC L/—(-’Ii:‘:f‘l‘/b(fj——(% Byt (Fal W FlF 750
ZE  CHHAGZEEZBIEL
DNINEDLTICWE T CHBEMHZ D

W DX TCHEM LW
OUEINERHFEZEA1TEEFEL TO T <IIEEOD

Run Run Down Unique way Z L CIZ < (EAICHx5
BT DLW DS BERYICDI S

9.Unique way

There is no angel in the destination that is rushed and keeps pace.
% Let's take a step now without saying anything,

aiming for an honest and free paradise.

| don't want to just go back and forth in the cracked wilderness
which is Complicated and grumpy.

Run Run Down Unique way. And what will | be?

| shall go to sleep before the sickness awakens.

You can't reach your destination even if you keep walking with people's eyes.
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10.Where is the never-ending story?

% Where is the never-ending story?

When will the morning sadness disappeared come?

Under the black sky full of moisturizing stimuli. A strangely colored world.

The truth is boring. | want to be wrapped in a fairy tale

that has been messed up even for a short time.

*

% % Anyway, this world is just a deception. | want to be fooled by the gentle rain anyway
. Anyway, this world is just a transformation. Anyway, | want to be turned into a gentle wind.

Under the black sky overflowing with ruthless pitfalls.
A strangely obsessed world. Reality is boring.
| want to be wrapped in a stylish fantasy even for a short time.

*
* %
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11.1zayoi(sixteen-day-old moon)

The world has been wrapped in a long darkness. Nobody can worship the sunlight for a while.
The best of the era of breaking. People also get messed up.
Last motherhood.

The way of human-being is all made up. You see it well when you are on the ground.
Dreams are at the end of despair. Then it would be good to soak in despair.
Last motherhood.

|zayoi is smiling.

Behind the deep and dark silence. The place of illusion floats in the air.

That would be the next peak. To the other side of the blank, for the time being.
Last motherhood.

|zayoi is smiling.
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12.Thoughts on the last train

Smoke under the cold sky. Looking up at a disturbing cloudy sky.

Clench the cigarette in my pocket and distracted from unfocused feelings.

The platform is surrounded by noise. Occasionally a high-pitched scream echoes.
Given the value and meaning of fate, | am torn apart by anxiety and disgust.

The short time | dreamed of dreamed passed, a sigh that seems unconsciously disgusting.
The chagrin | can't have my own words

and the emptiness of living in a boring era have caused all anguish and tragedy.

The final announcement echoes at that time.

When you swim through the conflict of waves of people the exhausted train squeaks.

Everything just disappears in a killed air. Thoughts on the last train.

The inside of a train with thin air turns over. The words that didn't turn around flew around.
Everyone is sick of the obligatory bindings

and coercions that followed in the name of freedom.

Pure hope and impure desire cannot be mixed and repeats contradictions.

| don't know what is important. There are no shooting stars anymore.

Everything just disappears in a restless time. Thoughts on the last train.



