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1.Until the fog clears

This place was once called "Paradise"

The air was thick with the scent of roses

But never mind that—get yourself wings like a soaring kite

And flap them hard; let's gaze out at a world apart

Even if it ends in failure, even if it’s all in vain

As long as we can sweep away those moss-grown, wicked thoughts
Now, everything has faded away

An old man with a cigarette in his mouth flashed his blackened teeth
But never mind that—lIet’s plant a bold ambition in this barren earth
Someday it will take root and breathe new life; everything will be transformed
Even if it ends in failure, even if it’s all in vain

As long as we can sweep away those moss-grown, wicked thoughts
We have no choice but to struggle and fight until the haze lifts

We have no choice but to struggle and fight until the fog clears, right?

Walking through a town where human presence has vanished
Raindrops bounce off a broken bench
But never mind that—Iet’s launch a massive, unconventional firework



Turning things upside down is the key; let's make a real statement
Even if it ends in failure, even if it’s all in vain

As long as we can sweep away those moss-grown, wicked thoughts
We have no choice but to struggle and fight until the haze lifts

We have no choice but to struggle and fight until the fog clears, right?
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2.Bye bye Phoenix

In the blink of an eye, the radiant days have passed us by
A beautiful story has quietly begun to dissolve

Left-behind illusions, having nowhere left to go,

Wander aimlessly through the frenzied, chaotic crowds
Bye-bye, Phoenix—bye-bye, Phoenix

Show me that rainbow-hued aura again someday

The road comes to an end; everyone is desperate for an escape
People tear each other down, venting their frustrations on one another
A heavy, listless wind warps the air around us

And only stifling, unspoken rules lord over everything



Bye-bye, Phoenix—bye-bye, Phoenix
Show me that rainbow-hued aura again someday
Leaving behind the scent of a graceful lingering resonance

Rain lashes down upon a reality that is crumbling away
As the sound echoes, the dissonance only grows

The jagged light of the setting sun signals the moment

It seems the only path forward is to return to nature
Bye-bye, Phoenix—bye-bye, Phoenix

Show me that rainbow-hued aura again someday

Leaving behind the scent of a graceful lingering resonance
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3.Dive into the Vortex

No matter which way it goes, it's a disaster—a quagmire on every side.
The underworld spills out into the open; everything is covered in ash.
*For now, punch a small hole through and break on through.

Then, trusting only your instinct, dive into the vortex.

For now, punch a small hole through and break on through.

Then, trusting only your instinct, dive into the vortex.



After a makeshift festival, the iron bands clamp down tight,

And magma, ready to burst, stains the city red.

**With the time left, there’s no standing still.

Arching a body eaten away from within, | lurch forward, carried by momentum.
That’s the only way—that’s all there is to it.

That'’s the only way—that’s all there is to it.

A fiction veers off-course and charges ahead, writhing in a dead end,;
An unstoppable nightmare creeps ever closer.
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4.Hard Luck

It seems | was left behind while | was lost in a daze
Perhaps no one will ever come here again

My hoarse cries for help are drowned out

And only the silence of the night sinks deep into my bones
*Running along the gravel path in tattered clothes

Forcing my uncoordinated limbs to move

It seems | passed it by while looking the other way

| suppose there is no turning back now

Looking back won't change a thing

The biting wind just tears at my face

**If | can see you again, this wandering won't be a burden

I’'m willing to bet on a miracle happening

Even in a world on the brink of ruin, even if time itself is twisted
If | can see you, that’s all that matters

Hard luck...

It seems | drifted off course while dozing
Thrown into a maze, I'm completely at a loss
| don't even know where I'm heading
Baffling scenery drifts past haphazardly
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5.Manyo-bito

In the darkness where no light reaches, she dances fiercely all alone

As if to cleanse the world of all its impurities, she makes her shadow tremble,
blending into the gloom

A remnant of love from long ago—simple and uninhibited

Leap with power, beckoned by the people of the Manyo age

Even now, she remains wrapped in darkness, dancing on as her heart desires
Like a solitary warrior fighting intently to reclaim something lost

A remnant of love from long ago—simple and uninhibited

Leap with power, beckoned by the people of the Manyo age

With rising sorrow at your back—smile, just smile

Exhausted from the dance, she sinks to her knees, gazing heavenward in search of the wind
It is the figure of one offering a prayer, reflecting a strange land where words have vanished
A remnant of love from long ago—simple and uninhibited

Leap with power, beckoned by the people of the Manyo age

With rising sorrow at your back—smile, just smile
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6.Golden Burden

| walk, bearing a golden burden on my back;

A swallowtail butterfly alights on the corner of the load, fluttering fleetingly.
Swallowtail.

A mysterious woman calls out to me as | trudge along with heavy steps;



"It is a cursed gold," she says, as the swallowtail rests upon the burden.
Swallowtail.

Where can | go to set this load down? To find relief before | am crushed?
Radiating a dazzling light, the void tightens its grip on me.

The golden burden grows heavier with the passing of time;

The woman scoffs, transforms into a swallowtail, and flies away.
Swallowtail.

Where can | go to set this load down? To find relief before | am crushed?
Radiating a dazzling light, the void tightens its grip on me.
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7.Dazzling

Puffing contentedly on a cigarette, decked out in flashy attire, they strut through the streets
Beaming with irrepressible joy, convinced that life is delightful after enduring such agony

* As the veil of night fell over Shimokitazawa, Dylan sang "Ballad of a Thin Man"

And, almost without realizing it, someone hums along:

"Something is happening, but you don't know what it is"

In a ramshackle izakaya that looks ready to collapse, someone holds forth on philosophy
No one is actually listening, yet, fueled by the booze, they speak with fiery passion

** If we could predict every aspect of the future, that in itself would be a kind of unhappiness
It is precisely because we cannot foresee the very end that we are able to both weep and laugh
So just keep climbing this misty slope and let things unfold as they will



A dizzying whirl

Before | knew it, the rain had started to fall; scattered neon lights flickered on and off
Crying out a desire to set everything back the way it was,

| took off running, sending up sprays of water

*
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8.Badass Blues

If you’re going to sell me off, open a market on the cliff's edge
If you’re going to sell me off, open a market on the cliff's edge
If you want scrap, go scavenge the backyard at night

If you want scrap, go scavenge the backyard at night

The knock-offs are spilling out—the knock-offs are pouring out
The knock-offs are spilling out—the knock-offs are pouring out
If | rub you the wrong way, torment me and cast me aside

If I'm a total eyesore, bury me at the bottom

If | rub you the wrong way, torment me and cast me aside

If I'm a total eyesore, bury me at the bottom

If the trumpeter is a nuisance, toss him into a pitfall
If the trumpeter is a nuisance, toss him into a pitfall



The knock-offs are spilling out—the knock-offs are pouring out
The knock-offs are spilling out—the knock-offs are pouring out
If | rub you the wrong way, torment me and cast me aside

If I'm a total eyesore, bury me at the bottom

If | rub you the wrong way, torment me and cast me aside

If I'm a total eyesore, bury me at the bottom
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9.Set me Free into the Wild

Only now have | finally realized—it’s all been nothing but a foolish, hollow show of spirit.
This can’t go on forever; my already tangled life will only get more twisted.

Overcome by a sense of helplessness | can’t shake, | crouch down on the road...

*Set me free in the wild—let me go.

Set me free, set me ablaze.

Set me free in the wild—let me go.

Let me slip away unnoticed—me, with no one to turn to.

Life has started to feel strangely dull; | find myself wanting to lose myself in thought.
But such a luxury is likely out of reach for now; time is relentlessly nipping at my heels.
Overcome by a sense of helplessness | can’t shake, | crouch down on the road...

*
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10.Returning to the Earth

Where shall | go? To the sky? To the sea? Or stay right here?
In the end, | return to the earth.

What shall | do? Work? Fool around? Doze a while?

In the end, | return to the earth.
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11.Paranoia(Remix)

It hooks up somebody’s murderous intention in the city. It is a sigh of terrorism.
Just bubble up the panic particles.

»¢What should | do? | have no way. What should | do? | am in a dilemma.

The city shakes with the roar. Madness runs through the street. People just cry.
A crow crows in the night sky.

Paranoia.

There is smoke smell. Like a tantrum. Domino of catastrophe.

Confusion that has gone too far.
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12.Domino toppling(Remix)

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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13.Hardship (Remix)

You are no longer that blaming me for "mentally ill"* after drinking until morning.

You spit on our envious life and jumped into the neon vortex.

Your back sways like a fool of me as you pass by.

Where did you learn how to pretending to be a little devil dressed in flashy clothes?

My days that | am about to die literally. Am | going to farewell to old age as it is?

*¢I've already licked enough spicy acid. No more!

That's it! All you have to do is take my hand and loosen the tangled thread. It's so easy.
Can’t you hear of my roaring voice which shouts out your name?

I've already licked enough spicy acid. No more! That's it!

Fierce despair strike me all through the night without mercy.

| seem to have lost the backing.

Are you going to abandon me who am off the road,

sinking into a swamp and disappearing?

You must have said that if you flush it with water, everything will return to its original state.
| am obsessed with damn delusions. | am swallowed in the time that passes mischievous.
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14.Turbulence(Remix)

Blue flowers bloom on the road. It is like a foreign lullaby.

Death cry behind the alley. Poem of death is dancing in the wind.
»<Just struggle. Just crawl up. Turbulence.

Piranha that is swimming in the aquarium is tamed by candy.

It is exposing the shark skin. It is similar to me with no place.

2 2%Miss swing every day. No sweet pickup lines.

Just board a one-way ticket train and cross the gloomy city.

The siren is screaming on the street in the wicked artificial paradise.
Getting apathetic and losing power. It is wrapped by fuzzy time after all



