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THREATENED WITH EXTINCTION?

An invitation for invocation, ...

We have chosen not to explain or elucidate our songs for there is nothing to explain or
elucidate. These songs are as they are: sometimes vague and sometimes clear.

We wanted to avoid rumination and tied to offer something else than preaching about our
usual battles against impersonal structures and rusted lives. We could go on making promises
and fix deadlines, but we didn’t want to wallow in illusions. Sure, there are demons out there
which should be fought and there are also people who try to fight with an honest and pure
mntent. It is not our intention to diminish their efforts and energy in any way. We simply want
to preserve ourselves from becoming extinct and inhabit the circusses and zoos.

As a band, we decided this to be our final studio release. It, therefore, seems now more
appropriate to make an inward reflection of the punk or leftist movement in general. All these
years we've been spitting out our bile on injustices and things we considered wrong. Five
years later, we still trample on the same spot and as a result a human body and mind can get
exhausted or at least demotivated.

Maybe it’s time to evaluate the inner proces of our actions instead of our actions and the
retaliation itself, in order to shun the alley of stagnation, isolated from fellow-fecling
outsiders. It is much more effective to solve at first our intern problems and then go marching
to the battleficld instead of immediately going to the slaughter.

Maybe it’s time for renewal and change... But we have created nothing more but a subculture
accompanied with a uniform of morals, values, codes of conduct and music which forms the
essence of our unity. In our world of black and white there is no such thing as grey, let alone
green. There is no space for vagueness. Where once punks sometimes wore swastikas or black
uniforms to shake the fundaments of this boring and monotonous existence we now also
organise our own witch-hunts against deserters, opponents, outsiders or even bald people.
Paradoxically, the dominant culture we so disgust and try to change and alternate, is merely
copied and converted into our own settings. Our prejudice and generalizations are fixed upon
our enemies be they cops or fascists. In the oustide-world the foreigner is the bogieman.

It seems that we are disgruntled and frustrated ourselves, and search for an exhaust-valve
which we find in scapegoats who are being prosecuted by our inquisition.

In reality, everything has its order. Our subculture is an ideal target to torpedo. The dominant
culture needs dissident subcultures to distinguish itself and accent its value. The
punkmovement comes in handy. And we,... we play our role perfectly.
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EXTINCT THROUGH THREATENING?



CENETISTAS

Another cry shrieks out to attract attention. Another useless
effort among those enjoying their pension. The leeches suck
you dry, exhaust you with their drivel. drowned in a pool of
saliva, you can’t escape with a fiddle. And so the matters
are left as how they stood before. The servant bows and
kneels and is firmly showed the door. Psychological warfare
to make sure that you behave. Sophisticated murder from
the cradle to the grave.

Valium for the masses, in any shape or form. Wether they
are pills or salvation, you’re addicted to the norm.
Subjective and infected, the cancers starts to sprcad. A
victory for the surgeon when the mind ends up dead. So
ascend from your stalemate, let’s conquer it all. Overthrow
the fundaments to make sure the pyramid falls. Ignorance
and indifference blunts social evolution. Thinking time has
come, the individual revolution.

Theories and theories... but have we something realized?
Our actions cost so much, but give us nothing in return.

All the vows and oaths we took, now only sound like
blather. While we sing our songs of protest, rightwing
fascists start to gather. The warriors of the Left, many seem
to be absconded. Those who had a narrow escape are
tracked down and hunted. The leaguer’s tonque is tied and
his fight takes place aside. We scrub with the tap opcn,
therefore our struggle gets enshrined. Don’t  be
disillusionised, remain sober in the head. The revolution of
the West, before the onset long since dead.

We regret to inform you.

And so a paradox we have created. We're keeping ourselves
on a string with promises which scem to echo endlessly.
Through shallow repetition, we drove into an alley, an
impasse where we no longer can be heard. We are full-
grown and have created our own adultworld. One in which
our actions demand too much energy and motivation and
therefore many fires are becoming extinguished. We need to
find other fields where we can work in. We can do so by
liberating our childish-self from the institutions which try to
put it down from birth. Renewal and change 1s found there,
and only there the path for the new revolution can be paved.







































