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I can hear the sound…
No, I can hear the chorus.
Of the beautiful birds
They fly and chirp, with such magnificent movement.
Everything’s fine and calm
Or so people think
They talk and they argue, saying they can change
But no.
It’s already too late. It’s always too late.
The world is a disaster
Like a bomb, it’s waiting to burst
No way to stop it
No way to save it
You’ll just have to wait till the end.
Humans are monsters,
I am a monster.



