From: "~Andrea~ Spagnuolo" <italia_bella13@hotmail.com>


La Famiglia

He said she said

Lean over across the table

I wanna tell you a secret

Turn around and pass it on

Oh all it does at the end is hurt

Why do we talk? Why oh why?

Aren't we all of the same blood

Ssshhh now,

I know I told you one thing

But when confrontation happens

You need to turn the tables

So here we are (here we are)

All high on ourselves one moment

Low as low can possibly go the next

(oh,oh) and this is a family

If our kind of murder was a crime

Then we'd all be chained together

Basking in our lies

My oh my,

Going in for the kill

He said she said

Someone's gunna die today 

But we're all dead anyways

Been stabbed in the back by everyone

At least twice

So here we are

Kind of sort of

Dead on the inside, somehow still breathing

Look me in the eye and keep a straight face if you're being honest

Wait oh wait, this can't possibly work

We've all got the same eyes

Under The Table

 

Mhmm yes I can feel you
Hush, just hush
What are you getting at
You're kicking me under the table again
Oh but my love,
Do tell me (hush,hush)
Isn't that where it all goes down?
Ohh…under the table
And you think no one gets hurt-
But keep in mind (hush,hush)
Mine aren't the only legs under the table
Everyone knows
Everyone knows
Oh can't you see
Mine aren't the only legs under the table
We're all too busy 
Kicking each other under the table
W a k e   upppp ……
It's not going anywhere
This isn't working (no not helping)
I can feel all eyes on me
Do they know
Do they know
Do they know
Shift the blame, feed the flame
Till someone confesses
S m a s h. but were all in this together
It's there, it's there
Just look
      Under the table
It’s OK

Is it ok to breathe
When someone else is giving their last breath?
Is it ok to smile
When someone has forgotten how?
Is it ok to think
When someone else has lost their memory?
Is it ok to love
When someone somewhere doesn't know what it is?
And is it ok to feel all these feelings
When they all come back to you?
I don't know; I really don't know
That's why I'm asking you for answers
Sometimes even I forget
How to breathe
How to smile
How to think
How to love
And how to feel
But is it too late to teach someone?
No, it's never too late
I'll teach you if you teach me
Now it's ok
Everything's ok
Nothing Lasts

We build our lives
Around little white lies,
Paper people
Who can be torn apart at any moment
Nothing lasts
And these glamorous places that exist in our minds
Pull on our heart strings and make us blind
Blind to reality, nothing is as it is
Because nothing lasts
We build our lives
Around little white lies
Picture perfect still frames
Of the way things should be
Sophisticated lifestyles and never-ending fame
But where does it all fit?
Nothing lasts
Because paper people are bound to catch fire
Turn to ashes and disappear
They're bound to unfold before anyone can shed a tear
Now you know what happens
When we build our lives around little white lies
Nothing is, because nothing can truly be
Nothing lasts
Nothing lasts
Nothing ever lasts

No Place (Like Home)

Turn around
Lay down
Let them walk all over you
Live a lie
Don't question why
Live and die for them
Poke and prod
Then smile and nod
You've got it all down to a "t"
Now mix in a little ecstasy
Feel it, feel it
Oh so glamorous
Yes, you really are quite outrageous
Paint on your face
Then click your Jimmy Choo's together
And wish to be in another place
You did it all to simply belong
But something went so terribly wrong
'cause no one's left
There's no place like home
There's no place like home
