You are my beginning, you are my end,
And I'm the one caught in between

Like a spark that lights up the room

And disappears in the drawers filled with papers.

With an open chest and a heart laid bare, 

I pay no mind to days, months, or years,

As if a spinning gig, I twirl and whirl

Lounging confused on the colorful pages of days.

Beginning with a cry and ending with no trace,

It's me in the middle

A spool of thread

Sewing together days and nights

Until it comes to its end.

Yet,
As the seas wave upon your back
You keep spinning 
Ignoring me.
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I have to get ready for the trip

No luggage is required

Even not a suit and tie

They bring the car themselves

Without even waking me up.

They take him lying down

Engaged in a sweet dream that cannot be told

With spread of a sweet trance
Lurking behind the eyes

Creating a golden dream.

No breathe at all

Total freedom
Even no opening of the eyes
To see the blue sky

Moving in the car’s window frame.

True meaning of surrender

Embodied meaning of liberation

With fading images of a thousand lost wishes.

The car stops

Four men in black

Take the box inside the building

The driver, leaning on his vehicle

Lights a cigarette
And calls his wife.
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