


Where might‘ one find silence
in the eyes of the false lighf?

Where might one find truth in
the eyes of the rageﬁd crowd?



gn my dreams olivinify
whisj)ers. gfe chimes into the
chamber of visions and moves

in silence.

We must ﬁncl the innocence
within the o[ar/éness, jmm'fy
within the shadows.



Those féw who mig/zf be aware,
watch ﬁ/'om their windows in

awe at the f&/[ of man.

Jhose few who might be aware
of the logic of dreams, and the
logic of the natural world.



The dark spirils reside in
another realm now. n a realm
we soug’/n‘ afler, reaching‘ cleej)
into the darlness for eternal

light.

Dolitude is the on/y answer left
for the modern man. Jor the

oneric chi/clren, we must Eeej)

to the j)afh of ritual.



n an image of the past we had
fallen oleej) into the grasp of our
own obsessions. Jhe starl
aj)j)le dream f;ﬂom whence we

were once f(‘)olecl.

The infinite giﬁ of
consciousness, the gocl/i/c‘e eye
of /zumanify, and the fall of the
modern man. We are as one
with our ancestors. Listen to
the whispers now in the twilight
ha/[s, the divine one reaches

info you.



Q/I}e are as one W‘tfh our ancesfo'rs .



Listen to the whispers now n
the twilight halls, the divine one

reaches into you.
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