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ITZAMA ond she looks like the most fragile thing
MOON, STARS in the entire world

MELCDY MACHINE

THIS TRACHK, THIS LYRIC
GENERAL IDEA

DREAM

ref.: Like o flower

she grows

Through heortoche ond woes
Through doybreoks ond throes

Wropped in o coccoon
Like o creoture in 0 cortoon
woiting to come out of the shell

Lyrics, compositions and arrangements by Jonas Sjevaag ond like oll, with time, she will

Recording, mix & master by Ferder Audio

Album artwork and design manual by Supremeconnection.no Like o flower

And she grows
Through heortoche ond woes
Through doybreoks ond throes
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ltzomo

Spirit of roin

Shows through showers
for hours

Spirit of eorly mist
Spirit of snores

Of ropes ond spiders
you leon ogoinst fire

Itzomo

Cought in web
morning dew

In 0 new world
Mistress of rore stones
Mistress of ropes
Moonstone josper
You leon ogainst rock

Where ore our mosters?
When will they meet,
Where ore our mosters?
When will they meet,

Oh, when, will they?

The most dongerous one
The destroyer

The destroyer
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Moving my hond, while

working in the shop ond o piece of wood fell
It fell for o few doys.

Just kept going on down

Then, we hod o Chinese New Yeor porty.

My kids were pirotes first, now purple drogons
| bought pig eors

to chew on, for doys

Moons, stors ond silk scorves, ond
block nights, moving for

owoy from where we used to be
os o seporote ond privote entity
in o lonely void

in o lonely void

Put coloured ice gloze over

o wooden bowl, ond on o purse our kids mode
leove it in the fridge, or rother

in the fridge freezer

Green ond block ond blue

The bockground glow of o living room

o plostic sodo bottle

chocolote chip seo shells

Moons, stors ond silk scorves, ond

block nights, moving for

owoy from where we used to be
os o seporote ond privote entity
in o lonely void

in o lonely void

From the dork seo you heor noise

Though the crocks ore filled with foom

Ice, glitter, lime green, look ot the seo buoy
How it shines, ond how the light bounces
off, so pretty
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right, so

this trock, the lyrics

of it | hove written, myself, inspired, loosely

by everything | know ond everything I've come to know
things thot hove hoppened

people I've met

but the voice thot speoks these words, now,

is not my voice, it is not

my voice, | guess you would generolly clossify o voice
os belonging to

someone, so, this is onother voice

o creotion bosed on on older version of my voice
recorded yeors 0go, tolking bock to me through
omoteur recordings, through rough mixes, ond

drofts

ond thot voice is whaot this voice is modelled on
olthough the words ore mine, ond

they ore, in turn,

written to try to soy something obout the lyric

in the song following this ortificiol monologue,

ond in thot song the voice IS mine, though heovily processed, to the point
where it no longer sounds like me

voices in songs ore often impersonol

perfected ond sculpted, perhops

ortists feel they con

becouse the personolity olreody is so heovily



invested in the lyrics themselves, ond moybe, | suppose,
it might be tiresome performing them

night ofter night

for the performer, becouse of the personol elements embed-
ded,

thus it seems only noturol to seek out o

mosk, o new kind of loyer, thot hides

personolity but ollows you to sing personal lyrics

it ollows the Self to

be put front ond center night ofter night

ond it removes the need

for imoginotion, or interpretotion in the oudience, it's seem-
ingly just row

moteriol, bore personolity, open for critique ond

blunt responses, when it’s not, becouse the

voice is no longer yours or theirs

it belongs to o plugin, to on ideo

so, you hide, behind the VST

outotuning ond formont-shifting your

woy out of too personol

ond into ortistry

onother option is to

hove texts without personol opinion, which in turn, ogain,
is obout mosking the personolity

hiding it, os such, which meons thot
using o voice thot is not one’s own

might be done both by oltering the voice
or oltering the words

ond both of those hoppen

oll the time, in the world

ond if you con’t tell the difference

you are probably better off thon

the ortist, ot leost in

the short-term
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Qur kitchen & dining room

like everywhere else

A colendor on the woll, stoting cleorly
how we’re

on top of it oll

on top of it oll

| hod o friend with o nome

We met in the ofternoons

throwing o boll, ond | know now thot we both knew
thot we both knew

we both knew

Ref.:

So, here’s the generol ideo

of how the whole thing is supposed to be
You root ond then slowly grow, into o
tree

Thot ultimotely
Will foll over, ond floot into the
seo

I’'m preporing for anything

| put lobels on

To help me remember things
thot cleorly

hoppened once

hoppened once

When I’'m reody to let go
Meetings in ofternoons

| put lobels on, ond | know

Thot we both knew how to

Corry on through, how to corry on

Don’t dim the lights

Keep them oll on

Don’t wont to dim the lights
Keep them oll on

Don’t dim the lights

Keep them oll on

Don’t wont to dim the lights
Keep them oll on

Don’t dim the lights

Keep them oll on

Don’t wont to dim the lights
Keep them oll on

Don’t dim the lights

Keep them oll on

Don’t wont to dim the lights
Keep them oll on
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Dreom
Dreom
Dreom
*2

Dreom new dreoms
Sing new songs
pretty young foces
coming olong

in the blue light
think new thoughts
lots of new baobies
connecting the dots

Moke o new colour
Dress in new clothes
Embroce the unknown
As the story unfolds

Guided by spirits

Blinded by words

hollow ond lightweight

like the bones of most birds

All the dots in between us
All the lines to connect us
All the borders we moke up
All the differences we tolk of

All the times we will foll in love
All the things we require

All the things we ocquire

All the things thot we’re told

hove on opinion

moke your voice heord
open your eyes

toke over the world

Into the future
everything new
All mojor chonges
stort with the few

All the dots in between us

All the lines to connect us

All the borders we moke up
All the differences we tolk of
All the times we will foll in love
All the things we require

All the things we ocquire

All the things thot we’re told

Dreom
Dreom
Dreom




