
 
Ah, sweet 
beulah...
miss you, 
land of 

freedom.

i used to live inside you,
you know, when i was old, 

dancing to learn the 
unknown tongue, 

these morning gestures. from watchtowers, 
to many sunken seas 

beneath the moon.

many happy returns in

BEULAH

i’ve been a wreck on 
all your shores.



mi !

them peko 
woods, and 

the new 
hi-way.

jobo’s hall of 
cults, ancient 
gods, dead, 
most of them.

fight with the spiral 
ladies at the pet 

house down 
lanacular lane.

mi !
and fowls, 

fowls...

Trups
and

Murps

kalixt
and 

forix

every
dweller,
i’ve met.

all your 
tourist sights, 

i’ve visited.



these busy 
chatrooms, 
dark pools, 

pocket jungles 
and silly goga 

parlours.

ika ?

through many 
shapes, i’ve 

haunted you, 
eager to know 
more, more.

eat at
 joe’s



we went dancing 
at gafallo’s 
stomping 

club, high on  
micromusic.

ok, on 
to the 
shop !

aww, please, come 
on, don’t be shy, 

it’s just a groove.

aw...

ok, but only 
if you promise 
to get me in the 
mystery shop. ok ?

deal !

i remember our 
nightlife. 
Ah, those 

magic dances.

making out 
in the van, 
like there 
was no 

tomorrow.



yes, I walked your 
face, beulah.

free i was, free from 
youth, and still a 

traveller.

now, in this dark 
moment of my life, i 
hear your call, once 

more, through 
the veils.

make me your king 
and your lover. give 

me your rifts to kiss, 
your mountains 

to conquer.

let me through once 
again; i need your 
laughter like i need 
water to breathe.

take me, beulah, as 
i took you before.



because 
i will 

always 
come back 

to you.

end.

omekita 
upskit

nomori !

jakpaso
namori, 

sukideso !

ko !!

Care for 
me, beulah.

i will climb 
the stairs to 
the sky for 

you.


