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D e a r  r e a d e r ,

I t  h a s  b e e n  a  f e w  m o n t h s  s i n c e  t h e  l a s t  i s s u e  o f  P h o e n i x 
w a s  p u b l i s h e d ,  a n d  a s  I ’ m  w r i t i n g  t h i s  w e  a r e  s t i l l  i n 
s e l f - i s o l a t i o n .  I t ’ s  i n t e r e s t i n g  t o  o b s e r v e  h o w  m a n y  o f 
u s  –  a n d  w i t h  u s  I  m e a n  e v e r y o n e ,  n o t  j u s t  l a n g u a g e 
a n d  l i t e r a t u r e  s t u d e n t s  –  h a v e  t a k e n  r e f u g e  i n  t h e  a c t 
o f  r e a d i n g  a n d  w r i t i n g  p o e m s  a s  a  c o p i n g  m e c h a n i s m  f o r 
s a i d  i s o l a t i o n . 

Po e t r y  i s  u n r i v a l l e d  i n  i t s  c a p a c i t y  t o  s p e a k  d i r e c t l y  t o 
t h e  h u m a n  c o n d i t i o n .  T h i s  h u m a n  c o n d i t i o n  c o m e s  i n 
m a n y  s h a p e s  a n d  f o r m s .  I t  i s  n o t  s u r p r i s i n g  t h e n  t h a t  t h e 
p o e t r y  p r e s e n t e d  t o  y o u  i n  t h i s  i s s u e  t o u c h e s  u p o n  w i l d l y 
d i f f e r e n t  s u b j e c t s .  F r o m  t h e  e t e r n a l l y  b e g u i l i n g  t o p i c  o f 
l o v e  t o  c l i m a t e  c h a n g e ,  f r o m  t h e  N o r t h - K o r e a n  r e g i m e 
t o  f e m i n i s m ,  a n d  f r o m  t r a n s l a t i o n  t o  t h e  a l l u r e  o f  t h e 
V i c t o r i a n  g o t h i c  s t y l e :  w e ’ v e  h a d  t h e  h o n o u r  t o  r e c e i v e 
s t e l l a r  s u b m i s s i o n s  t h a t  c o v e r  a l l  o f  t h e s e  i n t r i g u i n g 
t o p i c s .  T h e s e  w e r e  s e n t  i n  b y  E n g l i s h  s t u d e n t s ,  f r i e n d s 
o f  A l b i o n ,  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  s t u d e n t s ,  a n d  t h e  s t a f f  o f 
t h e  E n g l i s h  d e p a r t m e n t  a t  U t r e c h t  U n i v e r s i t y .  I  w o u l d 
l i k e  t o  t a k e  t h i s  o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  s i n c e r e l y  t h a n k  e v e r y o n e . 
T o g e t h e r  w e  h a v e  c r e a t e d  s o m e t h i n g  b e a u t i f u l ,  a n d  I  h o p e 
t h a t  t h e s e  p o e m s  c a n  f o r m  s o m e  k i n d  o f  c o n s o l a t i o n  f o r 
a l l  o f  y o u  i n  t h e s e  s u r r e a l ,  d r e a m l i k e  t i m e s .

E n j o y ,  s t a y  s a f e ,  a n d  h a v e  a  t e r r i f i c  s u m m e r !

S e n d i n g  l o v e ,

P a t r i c k  v a n  O o s t e r o m
E d i t o r - i n - c h i e f  2 0 1 9 - 2 0 2 0

Preface
a  m e s s a g e  f r o m  t h e  e d i t o r - i n - c h i e f



Together
w r i t t e n  b y  B r a m  v a n  B e e r e n d o n k

the night I spent
together on your bed
cuddles for rent
kisses to let

me be with you
for just  another bi t
a bubble in the big blue
on the seabed we si t

alone yet
s t i l l  together
on your bed
things are bet ter

Scared
w r i t t e n  b y  B r a m  v a n  B e e r e n d o n k

On mountains high
and in val leys low
As you get  nigh
away my fears go

In f ields open
and oceans deep
I wil l  be hoping
for you to keep

my heart  safe
from the deep blue
with every kiss  we gave
I love you.



Good Girls Don’t Complain       
w r i t t e n  b y  I n d i e  R e i j n i e r s e                                                             

I ’ve been pulled of f  the s treets  by men and boys ,
Commenting on my f igure,  my face,  my hair .
I  drown out their whist les as they turn to white noise .
My body is  not something I should share . 
 
I ’ve never had to open my own doors , 
But I ’ve always locked them on my way in. 
“If  I  show you mine,  wil l  you show me yours?”
I wish I ’d kicked him in the shins . 
 
I ’ve been told pret ty words infused with class , 
And I ’ve accepted them with guarded grace . 
But when I ’m f lat tered by a s lap on my ass ,
I ’ l l  thank them with a smack in the face .

Back to You
w r i t t e n  b y  D a n e e  v a n  d e n  E i j n d e

Sometimes,  I  al low my thoughts
to wander of f
to places far away,
places I ’m homesick for
or where I ’ve never been, 
and sometimes
I dream of running of f
into the night ,
but most of ten
my mind ends up
wandering back to you.



Even the birds and mice can hear 
you whisper 
w r i t t e n  b y  C e c i l i e  B a l e m a n s - H ø j b e r g 

When I was young my mom would always tel l  me, 
Never speak your thoughts for your safety won’ t  be a guarantee . 
Even the birds and mice can hear you whisper . 

I  did not dare watch a movie , 
Afraid that anyone would see me. 
Even the birds and mice can hear you whisper . 

My fr iend once walked past  the photos in the hall , 
But she did not bow down at  al l . 
Even the birds and mice can hear you whisper .
 
My neighbour got caught for sel l ing rope from the mines , 
Lit t le did he know i t  would cost  his  family their l ives . 
Even the birds and mice can hear you whisper . 

Every night I think about the l ights on the other s ide, 
Perhaps there I could f ind mysel f  a bowl of  r ice? 

The Other Side of Darkness 
w r i t t e n  b y  C e c i l i e  B a l e m a n s - H ø j b e r g 

s i lent through the winter night 
not a s ingle soul in s ight 
the river cold and thick with ice 
here ’s  my escape to paradise 
shouting s tarts  te l ls  me to s top 
I run unti l  my lungs give up 
shots f ired don’ t  know where 
bullets  fal l ing from the air 
halfway there feet  so cold 
run towards the l ights of  gold 
through the trees safe for now 
they wil l  f ind me anyhow 
now I ’m stuck in this mess 
the other s ide of  darkness 



The Final Course
w r i t t e n  b y  L o e s  B o e r s                                                             

The f inal course arrived
A plate as cold as s tone,

was placed on si lk so sof t -
i t  le f t  a chocolate s tain.

The honey was not s t icky
yet  surpris ing this was not ,
as the bee ’s  home of f lowers
grows and decays as i t  must .

The grey woman’s dry voice ,
asking for the bi t ter wine,

fai led her as she tr ied to speak
of their ,  her ,  good old t imes .

Of the playground of her past
she thought ,  l i t  by the sun,
surrounded by Time’s  mist ,
yet  entertaining the young.

She could only watch them,
a vis i tor at  most ;

remaining her movement
unti l  she moved no more. 



Good Friday, 1613. Riding Westward
w r i t t e n  b y  J o h n  D o n n e                                                             

Let mans Soule be a Spheare,  and then, in this , 
The intel l igence that moves ,  devotion is , 
And as the other Spheares ,  by being growne 
Subject  to forraigne motion,  lose their owne, 
And being by others hurried every day, 
Scarce in a yeare their natural l  forme obey: 
Pleasure or businesse ,  so ,  our Soules admit 
For their f irs t  mover,  and are whirld by i t . 
Hence is ’ t ,  that I  am carryed towards the West 
This day,  when my Soules forme bends toward the East . 
There I should see a Sunne, by r is ing set , 
And by that set t ing endlesse day beget ; 
But that Chris t  on this Crosse ,  did r ise and fal l , 
Sinne had eternally benighted al l . 
Yet dare I ’a lmost be glad,  I  do not see 
That spectacle of  too much weight for mee. 
Who sees Gods face ,  that is  sel fe l i fe ,  must dye; 
What a death were i t  then to see God dye? 
It  made his owne Lieutenant Nature shrinke, 
I t  made his foots toole crack,  and the Sunne winke. 
Could I behold those hands which span the Poles , 
And tune al l  spheares at  once peirc ’d with those holes? 
Could I behold that endlesse height which is 
Zenith to us ,  and our Antipodes , 
Humbled below us? or that blood which is 
The seat  of  al l  our Soules ,  i f  not of  his , 
Made durt  of  dust ,  or that f lesh which was worne 
By God, for his apparel l ,  rag ’d ,  and torne? 
If  on these things I durst  not looke,  durst  I 
Upon his miserable mother cast  mine eye, 
Who was Gods partner here,  and furnish’d thus 
Halfe of  that Sacri f ice ,  which ransom’d us? 
Though these things ,  as I  r ide,  be from mine eye, 
They’are present yet  unto my memory, 
For that looks towards them; and thou look’s t  towards mee, 
O Saviour,  as thou hang’s t  upon the tree ; 
I  turne my backe to thee,  but to receive 
Correct ions,  t i l l  thy mercies bid thee leave . 
O thinke mee worth thine anger ,  punish mee, 
Burne of f  my rusts ,  and my deformity , 
Restore thine Image,  so much, by thy grace, 
That thou may’s t  know mee,  and I ’ l l  turne my face . 

F r o m :  T h e  D i v i n e  P o e m s ,  T h e  C o m p l e t e  E n g l i s h  P o e m s ,  e d .  A . J .  S m i t h ,  P e n g u i n  1 9 7 1 ,  3 2 9 - 3 0 .



Goede Vrijdag, naar het oosten
w r i t t e n  b y  O n n o  K o s t e r s                                                             

Stel  mijn auto is  een bol en in die bol
beweeg ik mij ,  onderhevig aan werktuigl i jk 
bewegen, zonder te bewegen, me overgegeven
naar het oosten.  Goede Vri jdag,  de weg is  vol
van wat de radio die ongestraf t  waar f l i t sers s taan
verraadt noemt Paasverkeer .  Zakel i jk of  vri je  t i jd
mij  is  de onwetendheid en daar doorheen vlecht me
de eerste ontsteking de verbrandingsbeweger 
naar het oosten terwi j l  mi jn gedachten
voeren naar het westen waar het wacht
de zonsondergang die mijn nu al  zo lang
doffer en doffer wordende moeder ontsnapt
die in zichzel f  een immer zwarter zwart  verpakt
dat niemand vat .  De nacht die val t
was er al t i jd al .  Er is  geen kruis dat  dat 
ontkrachten kan. Hoe wankelmoedig 
ook mijn ri jden van het hart  van het land 
naar de grensstreek,  van waar ik woon 
naar wie ik ben, ik pri j s  mi j  gelukkig 
is  het woord niet  er zeker van te z i jn
de dood niet  als  een deur maar als  een muur
te zien:  wie die muur,  die majestei tel i jk
al le andere naar de kroon steekt louter
als  muur bestormt zal  niet  ontluis terd zi jn 
Wie de natuur die niemands lui tenant is 
zo groots laat  als  ze is ,  wie ons pad 
over de aarde achter z ich weer dichtgroeien laat 
de aarde zich aan de zon niet  andersom 
laat  warmen wie in ootmoed zonder daartoe 
door enige boekrol te z i jn gemaand de weg af legt 
tussen er nog niet  en er niet  meer zi jn wie de bol 
van stuurloos r i jden tussen wat A en Z zal  bl i jken
in kleine handen warmt en met toevals tref fers vult 
voor hem neer te leggen op een aarde 
waarop tal loos zulke bol len haar al leen
zoals  wi j  haar kennen in beweging houden
wie de verbeelding ongebreideld laat
heef t  aan de werkel i jkheid voldoende 
Hoe zou ik anders dan naar het oosten 
mijn hebben mijn houden mijn dochter onzichtbaar 
meedeinende meeneuriënd in de binnenspiegel 
de kat op de bi jr i jdersstoel  kunnen bewegen 
op een vri jdag als  deze? Mij  overgeven 
aan een huis van bestemming waar 
een passie waar ik niet  in geloof mij  tot  s t i l s taan
wekt waar een gedicht passeert  waaruit  ik ,
vri je  vertaler die ik zonder meer ben, 
omgekeerd dezel fde conclusie trek? 
Ik keer het oosten de rug toe door erheen te gaan. 
Als di t  i s  wat ik achterlaat ,  dan is  het welgedaan. 

F r o m :  W a a r v a n  a k t e .  A t l a s  C o n t a c t  2 0 1 8 ,  5 5 - 5 6 .



You
w r i t t e n  b y  T e s s a  v a n  W e s t e r o p

You used to amuse me with your quick quips , 
Your beguil ing at t i tude bless ing me,
My guise ,  with lucid laughter and curved l ips ,
Indulging your sublime urge to intrigue. 
You frequently brought me with you, and I ,  
Enraptured by your al luring nature, 
Treasured that not unlike how the fruit  f ly ,
Treasures sour fruits :  desirous but demure.
Your unremarkable features and youth, 
Caused an outpour of  musings to unroll ,
Urging me to assume your tales as truth,
Clouding my judgement and my wounded soul .  
 But no further shall  I  endure this hurt ,
 In fair  retr ibution I must subvert . 

I
w r i t t e n  b y  T e s s a  v a n  W e s t e r o p

I won’ t  apologise for choosing me,
This choice is  mine and with i t  I  intend,
To rid this universe of  this  debris ,
To display that I  wil l  be my own fr iend.
I wil l  intr igue me with my si l ly quirks ,
And bring me whither I highly desire ,
Inducing my l ips to twist  in wide smirks ; 
Validat ion diverges l ike wildf ire .
I  wil l  examine me in the mirror ,
And recognise my fair  captivat ion,
Making me real ise I  l ike me more,
You’re s imply a bygone fascinat ion. 
 Time’s  r ipe for humankind to real ise ,
 This sel f - love is  a bless ing in disguise . 

&



Doldrums
w r i t t e n  b y   C h i e m  S c h a m i n é e

To l ive in a daze of  doleful doubt ,
decl ined to a lesser s tate .
I ts  fate unscathed,  a clois tered crow
brooding above 

clouded redoubt

The insight outlasted by jaded eyes ,
squinting through plighted porous l ies
that divert  the twirls  of  twil ight .

To be in the dark of  daunting draught ,
quiet  currents drowning thirst .
A thin foi l  of  temperament
diluted by dull  ref lect ion

          empty

Spoiled and overf lown 
knowledge- I  am lef t  unaffected.

To exis t  in a r i f t  of  wonderless ponder,
f leet ing desires out of  s ight .
Demons del ight woeful wander,
forming discipl ined desert ion
of the border being

      adri f t 
 
Devoiced,  the void night ’s  canvas ,
a barren breeze skimming slack sai ls .

You
w r i t t e n  b y  T e s s a  v a n  W e s t e r o p



Cider
w r i t t e n  b y   F e n n a  L e e u w e n b u r g h

Discussions over cocktai ls
and slumped shoulders ,

dis tant music ,  match the glowing dark.
We camp out ,

laughing f i ts ,  just  barely sober ,
hiccups overshadow sof t  remarks .

Our needless caring
fi l ters out the noises

the campfire crackling mindlessly behind;
our orchestra

of thri l l ing,  s ickening choices ,
the spir i ts  rushing speedily

through our minds .

With starry eyes ,  we s i t  and watch
the spinning,  the s low
and muff led turning of

our realm; We si t  and watch,
we si t  and feel  i t  burning,

When nothing
else is  lef t  to overwhelm.



Forest
w r i t t e n  b y   T h i j s  B i e z e n

There was a forest  nearby,  with trees
wild and errat ic ;  growing wherever ;
doing whatever ,  and everyone let  them
because nature can’ t  be control led.

Yet the trees were put down, cut
from the forest  to be moved far away
from the place where they grew up
and rose high, reaching for the s tars .

New trees took their places ,  replaced
them, though now they grow in l ines
neat and compact ,  careful ly planned
with no tree challenging status quo.

Like white gravestones they s tand
honouring the dead of  war :  rows
upon rows of  trees ,  al l  arranged,
and I wonder,  is  this  s t i l l  a forest?



Jesters on the Moon
w r i t t e n  b y  T h i j s  B i e z e n

The moon’s  bright tonight
and joined by more of  i t s  kin,
who are red against  a pale sky
and not accompanied by s tars .

The moon has craters ,  they don’ t :
they are the crevices themselves ,

dug deep into the white soi l
where they have been planted.

Like a king’s  jes ter I  s tumble
and juggle with my words,

making the court  laugh aloud
though I don’ t  enjoy i t  mysel f .

The moon pulls  on the t ides
controls  them, making them
ebb and f lood as she l ikes

from high up in the heavens .

Maybe I ’ l l  gain some control  too, 
i f  I  just  make more moons

for mysel f ,  to have the laughter
and words l ike waves ebb.

But I only make i t  worse for mysel f .



A Eulogy for Subjects
w r i t t e n  b y   R i c o  v a n  O p h e u s d e n

It  is  1938.  You are writ ing about play .  You’re always serious . 
 Others don’ t  understand why you’re concerned with 
 children’s  games.  Declaring you a genius was just  another 
 way to s i lence you.  In seven years ,  you wil l  get  s ick and 
 die and be buried next to a green church.
It  is  1945.  You are writ ing about bodies .  You shuff le around 
 in your apartment .  The mahogany groans in tandem with 
 your joints .  You haven’ t  talked to the people that raised 
 you since they found out what you bel ieve .  Your heart  wil l 
 cramp up and kil l  you in s ixteen years .
I t  i s  1983.  You are writ ing about s tories .  You dream about your 
 body suffering at  the hands of  others .  You say you stayed 
 true to yoursel f ,  and have nothing to be ashamed of .  You 
 wil l  te l l  yoursel f  this  s tory for twenty- three years ,  then 
 you wil l  pass away in your s leep.
I t  is  1999.  You are writ ing words no one wil l  read.  You don’ t  lack 
 in convict ion,  in experiences ,  in s tories to tel l .  Your words 
 might have saved or doomed us al l .  Perhaps you were 
 unlucky,  perhaps others meant for you not to be 
 remembered.  You are already dead.
It  is  2012.  You are writ ing games that tel l  s tories about bodies . 
 You won’t  hide that you’re f ighting for survival .  You 
 take these texts  and their bodies for yoursel f .  You devour 
 them sadist ical ly .  You bury them without ceremony.  To 
 you, a eulogy is  the true ki l l ing.  One day you wil l  die ,  and 
 someone wil l  miss you.
It  is  2020.  You are writ ing,  and that ’ s  enough for now. You don’ t 
 know i f  you’re fool ing yoursel f .  You don’ t  know i f  you 
 deserve to speak.  You don’ t  even know what you would say . 
 You only know that you don’ t  want to ki l l  what you can’ t 
 use .  St i l l ,  you hope to be born someday.
I t  is  now. You are reading these words .  Are you afraid to touch 
 them? Are you thinking about breathing? Are you a part  of 
 this  s tory? You wil l  l ive ,  and f ind out .



something is growling alongside 
my body on the edge of sleep 

w r i t t e n  b y   I s a  v a n  d e r  S t e e n

something is  growling alongside my body on the edge of  s leep. 
she hisses at  being cal led a muse yet  the idea sounds romantic to me.
mosquito insomnia,  the blue eye of  my phone bl inks,  I  give in:

 she hath no face ,  and yet  her mind is  shared
 with mine,  as i t  has been for al l  those years .
 throughout the t ime her presence has appeared
 but vanished soon as a connect ion nears .

 fascinated by the lyric mind,
 I  envied those who had her on a leash.
 but she is  never just  so much as kind
 eat ing them alive ,  with pi l ls  booze fags hashish.

 l ike le horla she clamps onto my heart  – lungs – throat
 I  ache to wri te l ike Dylan
 but I don’ t  plan on being burnt l ike roast
 I  want the soar the height the good the whole the princess
 the vi l lain,  but – 

 so long as I  can’ t  tame a s imple form,
  I  wil l  contain the ever brewing storm.  

there there,  she is  sated,  content to curl  up beside me and purr me to 
tomorrow.
I love her dearly .  She’d never turn on me. 



Gladly
w r i t t e n  b y   S u z a n n e  B a l m

I come in small sizes only. I make myself of diamonds and glimmer when spoken to. My teeth are 
a row of white lies. I swim upwards in a sea of blood and let it drown out the sounds of hurt people.

I am vulnerable. Yes, you can touch me, but only the parts that you’re supposed to, so I that can 
convince myself I willingly gave them away. Come and live inside of me, today is as good as any.

My voice is  a thousand st inging pieces that spl inter when I speak.  I  leave a few under your 
pi l low in the night and place the rest  of  them under my tongue,  where they can’ t  hurt  you.

There is  nothing I have lef t  to prove.  I  burn the evidence in the darkest  corners of  my 
mind to save you the discomfort  of  thinking twice .  I  pretend I am a hero for leaving you be.

Hide your lovers, for I crave to be a case of epistemic disobedience. I’d sell my soul for any single 
certainty. The only thing I hate more than these obsessions is the system that made me this way.

Be careful ,  love .  You’ l l  cut your f ingers on the raw edges of  my pain.  But the glue 
is  hot and soothing and the wires hide an empty pi t  of  panic from your s ight .

The truth is  spi l l ing out of  me.  Pitch-black l i l ies  grow where i t  seeps into the ground. This 
is  where I remember that I  hold the compass ,  the key,  the blade.  This is  my gate to keep.

Does i t  hurt  enough for you to look away? You wil l  no longer s tain my sadness with your 
gaze .  My suffering is  mine and mine alone.  Your mere presence is  a capital  of fense .

I ’ l l  destroy you in the best  way possible .  I ’ l l  take every shred of  power that you think you 
own and crush i ts  empty shel l .  You buil t  a cardboard empire that ignites with a s ingle spark.

My scars are what make me a king.  I  fal l  apart  with pleasure as I  let  go of  my 
restraints .  After an endless night ,  I  wil l  r ise from my remains .  And then I ’ l l  s tart  anew.



Signature Crises
w r i t t e n  b y   P a t r i c k  v a n  O o s t e r o m

 “But Homo sapiens have not yet  fai led” – Greta Thunberg

I am here to say
That with these deforestat ion rates rainforests  wil l  disappear within 
100 years ,
That the government of  the Maldives seeks to buy land in India 
because their land is  drowning,
That in the 1960s f ish jumped out of  r ivers poisoned with DDT 
because they couldn’ t  s tand the pain,  and they preferred to die .

I  am here to complain
Of having f i ts  of  le thargic despair ,
Of knowing that i t  does not matter whether I s leep or talk,
Of s i t t ing on the cold s tones next to the refr igerator drinking Cola 
s traight from the bott le .

I  am here to complain
That the most important ski l l  to master
In this madly hot ,  madly hot century,
Is  learning to dance
While the house is  on f ire .

I  am here to propose
To think by day
And dance by night .



The Haunted House
w r i t t e n  b y   L o e s  B o e r s

In front of  your beauti ful  haunted house I s tand
to f ind the ghost  of  the past ,
the ripped wallpaper and
the half - f inished whiskey glass . 

Or to s i t  on a broken chair ,
fal l  on the basement f loor ;
only seeing what is  there,
always wondering is  there more.

To this ghost  of  mine,
am I your ghost  too
afraid to cross the l ine
scared to fal l  r ight through.

Void I want to hold
my transparent faux
I wish you had told
me where not to go .
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h 

I’d
 k

ic
ke

d 
hi

m
 i

n 
th

e 
sh

in
s.

 D
is

cu
ss

io
ns

 o
ve

r 
co

ck
ta

il
s 

an
d 

sl
um

pe
d 

sh
ou

ld
er

s,
 

di
st

an
t 

m
us

ic
, m

at
ch

 t
he

 g
lo

w
in

g 
da

rk
. W

e 
ca

m
p 

ou
t,

 l
au

gh
in

g 
fi

ts
, j

us
t 

ba
re

ly
 s

ob
er

, h
ic

cu
ps

 o
ve

rs
ha

do
w

 s
of

t 
re

m
ar

ks
. O

ur
 n

ee
dl

es
s 

ca
ri

ng
 f

il
te

rs
 o

ut
 t

he
 n

oi
se

s 
th

e 
ca

m
pf

ir
e 

cr
ac

kl
in

g 
m

in
dl

es
sl

y 
be

hi
nd

; o
ur

 
or

ch
es

tr
a 

of
 t

hr
il

li
ng

, 
si

ck
en

in
g 

ch
oi

ce
s,

 t
he

 s
pi

ri
ts

 r
us

hi
ng

 s
pe

ed
il

y 
th

ro
ug

h 
ou

r 
m

in
ds

. 
So

m
et

im
es

, 
I 

al
lo

w
 m

y 
th

ou
gh

ts
 t

o 
w

an
de

r 
of

f 
to

 p
la

ce
s 

fa
r 

aw
ay

, 
pl

ac
es

 I
’m

 h
om

es
ic

k 
fo

r 
or

 w
he

re
 I

’v
e 

ne
ve

r 
be

en
, 

an
d 

so
m

et
im

es
 I

 d
re

am
 o

f 
ru

nn
in

g 
of

f 
in

to
 t

he
 n

ig
ht

, b
ut

 m
os

t 
of

te
n 

m
y 

m
in

d 
en

ds
 u

p 
w

an
de

ri
ng

 b
ac

k 
to

 y
ou

. T
o 

li
ve

 i
n 

a 
da

ze
 o

f 
do

le
fu

l 
do

ub
t,

 d
ec

li
ne

d 
to

 a
 l
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se

r 
st

at
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