


Distance  5’08

numbers & Facts  4’13

Hunt Down  3’54

niGHts  6’31

many obsessions  4’16

neon LiGHts  4’54 
siLent terror  8’10

tHe PassenGer  2’50

wasteLanD  4’11

JeFFrey DaHmer street  6’12



Distance 
Feat. cHristine anD tHe queens

How can i contain my raGe
iF i FeeL you’re scareD
How can tHe cHase beGin
iF you’re keePinG your Distance

anD iF i Lose controL
i’LL start tHe race
tHere wiLL be no more GoDs
you wiLL remain my tarGet

How can i remain caLm
iF i FeeL your aGitation
How am i suPPoseD to catcH you
iF you keeP escaPinG me

numbers 
& Facts
Feat. José reis Fontao

One ─ SOme vOice iS calling me
TwO ─ Red viSiOnS & black miSSiOnS
ThRee ─ Obey TO The pROpheTic wORdS
FOuR ─ i Feel my SOul maRked by gOdS
Five ─ i peneTRaTe in my Own mySTeRiOuS wayS
Six ─ empTy ScReen OF my menTal mOvie
Seven ─ Shall i have The cOuRage TO acT
eighT ─ damn ! SwiTch The lighTS OFF

numbers & Facts 
i Lose controL… oF numbers
numbers & Facts 
i can’t controL… tHe Facts

One ─ SOme Rage iS huRTing me
TwO ─ TeRRiFying ScReam OF cOnSciOuSneSS
ThRee ─ whO iS my impeTuOuS guRu
FOuR ─ dicTaTe and i Shall apply
Five ─ i’m aFRaid OF nOThing, nOThing
Six ─ empTy ScReen OF my menTal mOvie
Seven ─ Shall i have The cOuRage TO acT
eighT ─ damn ! SwiTch The lighTS OFF



niGHts
Hunt 
Down
Feat. PoPcLo

waLk
mOve
run
wHisPer
wait
scream
HiDe
PLay
breatHe
trembLe
sweat
scare
watcH
sPy
Hunt

run Like tHe kiLLer Do
PLay Like tHe kiLLer Do
sweat Like tHe kiLLer Do
Hunt Like tHe kiLLer Do
kiLL Like tHe kiLLer Do





neon
LiGHts
Feat. about tHe GirL 

many
obsessions
Feat. ricHarD aLLen

so many PoLaroiDs
so many Pictures
so many PaPers
on my waLL

too many sLeePLess niGHts
many obsessions
too many troubLes
on my minD
so many Preys
so many Pieces
so many moDeLs
on my waLL
TOO many lOve aFFaiRS
too many Promises
too many worries
on my minD

Just too mucH stuFF about’em
stuFF about you
Just conFess

empTy aSphalT, heaT STROke in The ciTy
a stream oF neon LiGHts on my Dark GLasses
dRink TOnic, valium
i Feel yOu, i Seek yOu

weSTwOOd mOTel, yOu will nOT be The FiRST
weSTwOOd mOTel, yOu will nOT be The laST

STReeTS aRe empTy, gale On The ciTy
hOwling cOyOTeS, The SOund OF palmS
backgROund RadiO, quaalude, TwO pillS in The glOve bOx
i FOllOw yOu, i need yOu, i wanT yOu, i pOSSeSS yOu

Silence OF The valley, wind buRning
Red & gReen lighTS, TanTalizing SignS
laST cigaReTTe, laST SOng, RiSing Sun
we meT, we Tamed each OTheR, and i Owned yOu



tHe 
PassenGer

siLent
terror
Feat. LinDa Lamb

take it
take it to tHe Limits
to tHe city Limits
on tHe reD DoDGe backseats
Pretty Face DeForminG
in tHe Heat oF tHe niGHt



JeFFrey 
DaHmer
streetwasteLanD

Feat. cHristine anD tHe queens

i screweD uP tHis time
i Don’t know How it starteD
i dOn’T even have an anSweR mySelF
iF i knew wHy it aLL starteD
i pRObably wOuld have dOne anyThing
ThingS like ThaT, They dOn’T STay baRRed
it inFects your LiFe
i’m stiLL wonDerinG
why i dOn’T have any RegReTS
tHis is tHe cLimax oF a meDiocre LiFe
anD tHe enD is so DePressinG
iT’S juST a vile, diSguSTing, miSeRable, 
paTheTic, STORy OF a liFe
anD notHinG eLse
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