VICTOR MATTHEWS

I had a dream.

Running free in the mountains of Africa.

Free from this cage, free in this so-called perfect world.

How did I get here?

Why am I here?

How did I get in this world of a caged mammal?

It makes one insane.

Back and forth, back and forth in this box.

I am a misunderstood African mammal.

Caged or free from entertainment (zoo)?

Caged or free from slavery?

Caged or free from jail?

Caged or free from the monotony of one’s daily routine?

You enter the caged world.

You walk in the den of a caged mammal.

Do we ever have control of our destiny?

