OPEN YOUR EYES (1993)
Year by year
side by side
we are parallel lines
parallel lives on fever
not to be crossed
not to be erased
nor to be drawn forever.
The frames and the signs we stored up
and the towers we built in the past
collapsed by the weight of the lies
burned down by the flames of desire.
Now you're yearning for life.
Open your eyes.
In the silence of the drum
it's time for confessions
there is a hole for the light
it's time for the truth.
There are toys on the floor
toys on the desktop
there is a window on the wall
spirits on the shore.
