Pictures without a story P.R. de Kruyff/Bert Verboom

After a long night drinking and wandering through the city streets,

I wonder where my house could be in this suburban community

She controls my thoughts, all directions where we can meet

Oh how I long for her but all we have in common is humanity.

When she lays herself, the presence habituates to her smell.

She’s falling into comfort dreams while I was shaking two long drinks

As I turned the music louder, I was calling for all her attentions 

I just took a direct hit with blanks and I flew away from her without wings

Now I'm wandering through the night, and as I watch the city lights, I'm wondering how to run away,

Wandering through the night, and as I watch the city lights,

I imagine pictures without a story.

As the day breaks she awakens in the absence of longing,

She walks the room in circles, she doesn't know how to say goodbye,

And all that is left are memories, of the morning light,

That shined so brightly in her eyes.

I can see a beautiful view of the beach, thru the window of my apartment,

But I’m left alone knowing, that the wandering goes on, the harder I try, the harder try 

