Life: Sold

And all of a sudden they own our lives

and I haven't even noticed that I'm selling it

Suddenly they own our dreams

and I didn't know that I have to buy them back

(and that's the way I live)

Sold days are passing by so slowly

In an illusion of freedom for which I have to pay with my own lifetime

All those years are forgotten...

...because I have nothing that is worth remembering

And all of a sudden they own our lives

and I haven't even noticed that I'm losing something

Suddenly they own our dreams

and I can see myself paying for them

Was it worth it?

Was it really worth it?

It was the time of our lives...

To stretch out a hand was just enough.

Just to think was enough...

Just to close our eyes...

Not to look...

Not to sense anything...

To commit ourselves.

To sell ourselves.

And to buy ourselves back.

But was it really worth it if we're going to see our own children die?

I run into you by the door (every day)

You opened the door again and yet again you're walking in

again you're walking in and you're forgetting about the tears of yesterday

We all keep doing such things, you know it...

Nothing will ever change and so you can forget the tears from yesterday

Nothing changes and you know what to do to help yourself

Seduced by the Soma* of everyday life

This way we can open all the door in the world again and again

Like all the others before and after us

And like everyone else before and after us...

…we don't care about anything

We're seduced by the Soma of everyday life...

...and poisoned by the venom of boring and never-changing lives.

Our lives, our days...

*Soma is a fictional drug widely used by the authoritarian government regime in A. Huxley's book „The brave new world“

By the term Soma I mean stereotype, by the word venom I mean our excuses. We can hardly change anything if we don't change ourselves. This is about my excuses, about my fear and about my apathy for changes in my life... (Marek)

F.XX

She stood there and obeyed

With no free will, with no dignity...

...wearing an uniform of wingless angels.

There was nowhere to fly to, anyway...

Both name and face were changed into a letter and numbers...

...because only then the faith of a human being can be processed into stats.

With losing the common sense she also lost herself (in her own eyes)

and so they stopped taking the free will of a human being seriously.

The rules decided what do to...

...and a fixed schedule for every day was born.

Confusion creates hopelessness while the helping hand keeps punishing...

The international classification of diseases labels a mental illness with the letter F followed by a number code which indicates the exact type of illness (e.g. schizophrenia is F.20). This lyrics are about a lost of dignity that is common for many patients in big psychiatric wards. Fixed schedules for every day with no interest in the free will and wishes of the patient, methods which are suitable rather for prison than a place where problems with souls are solved. Of course there are alternatives (more and more so called “community services”), but mental illnesses are still met with medieval prejudices such as “those who are insane are dangerous for the society and should be locked behind high walls and even better restrained and doped with drugs”. It is vital to start a discussion about topics like this one and to bring the facts about these mental illnesses prejudices to the day light, and to start to work on a general enlightenment of the society. I realize how stilted this all sounds, but on the other hand, every change starts from the bottom – in this case from a community. (Marek)

I've learnt to not to see you as a whole

I've learnt to not to take you as a whole

Only those parts of you that I see, not those you offer me

I've learnt to not to see you as a whole

not to see the smiles and cries

(although) I know I'm supposed not to see

I'm sad that I'm so far away

when I'm supposed to be so close

and when no one else is closer

I've learnt to not to see you as a whole

in order to protect my own heart

and my eyes too, to prevent them from getting dry

Like a river that was streaming too fast

I've learnt to not to take you as a whole

I've learnt to see only some parts

and I've forgotten that you're more than that...

The land of the living dead

Lighthouses keep trying to

lure us with their seductive blue light

Lure us to the rocks of commonness

...and there is death living in the shallow waters

In crossroads of the days

the paths are lost

paths leading to nowhere

Not dead

Neither living

Eyeless

Faceless

Stolen

Robbed

Heartless

Soul-less

In the land of the living dead

100 000 pages

100 000 pages were ripped by her smile

Rules, guides, instructions where and when to go

They can’t tell how I can and how I want to live

They will never by near to my heartbeat

To the beat of my passion, hope and desperation

They won’t find a way how to write a plan for my life

They won’t salve, they can’t

No ideology can  answer all of my questions. (Marek)

1. The Beast

Thousands of murderers without a punishment / Freedom in the name of  a superior principle / Guilt forgiven in the name of fear / The dead won’t complain / And alive don’t see / The justice sleeps.

Inspired by The Beast Reawakens, a book by M.A. Lee. About nazis recruited by KGB, CIA and FBI after the WW II. About hukman monsters who were allowed to go on dreaming about worldwide nazi domination. About justice that was trampled in the name of interests of the powerful. About absolute mockery and dishonor of all victims of the war. (Ondra)  

Without a spine, without an opinion. Without respect to others and to themselves. With a calculator placed where their brain used to be. To dishonor and to kill means to profit and to gain ... and doesn’t matter on which side you stand. We’ve been raising snakes on our chests. About those who are changing their opinions as the stock changes. About those who are unstoppable. About people who stab you a knife in your back with „I love you“ on their lips. About us, using words with no borders. But the words are the borders themselves. The borders that we offen don’t cross. Only words. Only words. Thousands die and we give them medals. But people are dead, so why medals? And their murderers go on killing as long as they are paid for it. We tolerate a murder and than we officially say „I am sorry“. We say it when there is no-one who could forgive us. And than we call it humanity. (Honza) 

Society likes to blink it’s eyes, especially if it’s profitable for elites. The unpunished nazis or communist functionaries in contemporary government are just the most shining cases. The offered reality isn’t real, we are just a part of a huge variety show directed by those who have the power. It doesn’t matter where the truth or justice are but what is profitable. Orwellian Ministry of Truth used to change the reality every day due to actual needs of Big Brother. I am not paranoid, I just stand my feet on the ground and I have my eyes wide open. I don’t trust everything what that corporate media tell us, I search for informations from alternative resources. www.blisty.cz, www.indymedia.org, www.wikinews.org. (Marek)

2. Jack-O’Lanterns 

We´re standing in the middle of a deep forest / Sunrays don´t shine through shadows (of houses) / You won´t see stars at night / Just blue television dark / 

I loathe the consequences / I weep... won´t extend my hand / I´m not scared / I´m just sorry / I can´t break it (I don´t want to?!) / I loathe and I´m sorry / For you / For me...

About shadows with shopping bags in their hands. About shadows that keep erring. The homeless are not a problem of a small group of unadaptable people as we are often said. There is only a narrow border between content middle-class life and sheer fall onto the social bottom. (Marek)

Sometimes I am given ready-made opinions. This is good, that is bad. Black. White. It can be even worse in case I am not aware of being in this position. It is an everyday fight between the laziness of conformity and willingness to analyze a problem from different angles. Never want I condemn you without trying putting myself into your shoes and I regret possibly doing it. For all who have found themselves on the edge of abyss (society, culture, subculture... our minds...) just due to tradition and/or prejudice. (Honza)

I don´t like judging people unless knowing them personally... you must have heard a similar conversation thousands of times: -That is a real bastard! –How do you know? Do you know him? – No, but he is said to be! Most people have qualities as well, so why should we always see what is bad? Even that bastard can help when you are cut up. For all to whom traducement or envy destroyed something beautiful or who were afterwards exculded from society. (Ondra)

3. I Don´t Want Holiday, I Want Freedom

Dreams I have woken from are like pain / I didn´t feel out of fear to get hurt and live / Careful in taking decisions I fight silent wars for millimetres / I am afraid to hurt (myself) / So I prefer to protect others / Enclosed in a cage of responsibility / That doesn´t have to be taken / I bind dreams´ wings / I hate days / But I don´t want to just sleep / All is not enough, so I´ll ask for more...

I have learnt to take such decisions that I don´t touch the others, extreme tolerance which is killing me and leading me to a closed street of my own stress. As if we didn´t have force to face our destiny, we fill trolleys with useless things, we get enclosed in schools and jobs, in free time we pay other people to entertain us. Life is running away through my fingers, I don´t feel like wasting time just dreaming, I want to make my dreams come true, I want to break chains into which I have learnt to tie myself. (Marek)

It’s time to recycle our lives. (Honza)

4. Without Direction

Every step I take is aside / Lost in a one-way road I´m looking for a direction to take / Standing on a crossroad of dead-ends aware that they both have one aim / But what I´m losing is sense / We all long for one aim / Want to hold your hand, no I don´t want to know direction / Closing my eyes I walk along a dead-end.

These lyrics are very personal,they were written in a period which wasn´t easy for me. It´s about priorities that we make clear every day. Several times I was forced to face myself, what I imagine and want and what really exists. Lyrics I sing are about that – about unfulfilled expectations and misunderstood signs. And about hope, because will and determination can change lots of things. I know that. (Marek)

Dreams are the only thing I have. I look after them, I don´t remove my look from them and so I can´t see my way. And as I firmly hold them in my hands, I sometimes cut myself on them. The pain gets so stinging at times that I feel like smashing them with my bleeding fist not to hurt me any more. But what else would I have then? Just scares and a pool of blood in the sand. (Honza)

We all have our own dreams, ideas that we would like to make true, that we would like to live, but it is not always possible. We must distinguish what we want from what is achievable. If we don´t we can hurt ourselves as well as people around. (Ondra)

5. I Cannot Be Your fulfilled Dream

I´ m not a number

I´m not a brand

I´m not a component

I´m not your fulfilled dream although I love you almost as much as myself

I cannot be your fulfilled dream although I love you almost as much as myself.

When Sputnik got in orbit a teacher asked her pupils to write a poem on this topic. A kid wrote: „The stars are so big. The Earth is so small. Stay what you are.“ (Honza)

Expectations hurt, we are not what other people want us to be. Thousands of times I have disappointed my parents and friends about myself, but I couldn´t help it. I can´t manage to be the person others want me to be. I tried, I can´t. This is not en excuse, because excusing one´s nature would be silly (at least in my eyes). Dedicated to all those who differ and shamelessly show their differences to this fucking society full of prejudice. Dedicated to all gay and lesbian activists. (Marek)

I don´t want to pretend anything just to fit in somewhere. I want to live my life according to myself, to my rules, to what I feel that is right or wrong and not to what someone tells me. It´s the only way I can live a free and happy life. (Ondra)

6. I Wish They Would Understand

You fingers are bleeding as you clench your fists / Persuaded, chosen, yourself, by yourself / Weeknesses, hopes, dreams / Are the stairs you are climbing / As a ladder up to the stars / Made of broken dreams / What you are taking is not yours / Your success is not yours / Betrayed you betray / You betray others to betray yourself.

To keep one face we lose another one. We hide our opinions not to show up, we prefer repeating to fit in and not to be seen much. We hold back our feelings as we are afraid to show them... there is nothing to be ashamed of...! (Ondra)

About losing ideals. About losing faces. Just in the others´ eyes, never in our own ones. About pockets full of lies. (Marek)

If I lie to you, I lie to myself as well. It´s easy, but it´s like building a house from paper cards. Just a single careless movement,a single blow from outside may make it all fall down. I can possibly start all over again but some cards may be damaged and break at every other try. One day I´ll find out that there is nothing to lean on. Not even myself. (Honza) 

7. It´s up to Us to Make New Ways

Stupefied with lust we take our fathers´ torches / Without sense we talk about so much / We keep on walking on the way we have been given / Armed with big words, with a vision of small goals, / Drunk with will to make it again / I know this is not why you´re here / And I´m sorry to see you that way / I try to resist, but that´s what I´ve been taught / I try to resist but that´s how they brought me up / I don´t want it, I am so ashamed but it´s the way I am / Please help me to change it / It´s up to us  / Make new ways / Such that we can walk on together, side by side.

I feel sad when I see how the community I feel to be a part of works. Although we speak about alternative, in reality we just take mechanisms against which we revolt so hard. The lyrics of this song are about sexism in HC community,about newly coming girls quickly becoming a sexual object of the privileged members of the stronger sex (and the HC majority). It makes me sick, it makes me sad and this is my try to say sorry and to start again. Before we start to change the world, we should change ourselves. Or these will be just empty words. (Marek)

I encourage you to read  La domination masculine, a book by Pierre Bourdieu. (Honza)
