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Tempest in a Teapot

What I'm here to say, has all heen said hefore

But that's o.k., I need to settle the score

In my own way, there's a lot left to say

Been like a tempest in a (eapot

chorus; Images of hard earned days
hard earned days now gone to waste
waste my time, just get in my way
need to be put in your place

Allthat I've Toved, has somehow found a way

To disappear, (o leave me standing here

All alone, to piece the puzzle hack

But the pieces no longer fit!

chorus

Speeding through today, no regrets from yesterday

Pemnyfeather

Angels with hroken wings, demons dance evil sings
Takes me higher, but one man's tears alone can't put out the fire
You can't fly with only one wing and without your own voice
You can never ever sing
chorus; Ilike to walk in the shadows

[ like to hide in the trees

Shadows make things heautiul

And give hack mystery
Listen to me, to the birds in the trees, to the voice in the breere
No one knows what I see
Down on my knees begging my pleas, hut no one will ever know
What I truly see, what I truly see.
chorus
Take me out of the light, need to hide my imperfections!

Passion

From a positive scene and a K-Town mosh crew
Screaniing for change and the warriors (oo
Now birds of a feather who no longer stick together
Music and scenes that do not stick together
Chorus; The times have changed, my morals and
ideals have staved the same
The style hias changed, my morals and
ideals have staved the same
The names have changed, my morals and
ideals have stayed the same
The faces have changed, my morals and
ideals have stayed the same
Who drinks the barley who drinks the arain, all
{he one's who have strayed

(an tomorrow be the same?

All the road signs say stow, but I just speed on by
Taking it's toll on me

el my frustration burn away, dissipate into the day
To find some piece of mind

And in this sea of selfishness, most ride the tide of greed
We are only what we pretend to be

thorus
Rosebud

OFF to heaven off (o space, a hed of nails is all that lays me wait

From the eyes that see the truth, hear singing birds and taste the morning dew
Hardened lips which speak so soft, telling me what is right when I know it's wrong
With a heart made out of wood, how could you not have expected (o get burned
chorus: My rosebud, you need, to shed, your thorns

Watered her, watched her grow, she blossomed into a beautiful rose

What's in me, no worry, but the apple never falls far from the tree

Each man Kills the things he loves, perhaps by loving them too much

(lear this static from my head, just wan to start over again

thorus

Feel it, feel it burn, like a twisted fable we all must learn

Loving her, I feel it burn, like eating fruit from a poisoned tree

T}l‘lls can live, live forever, live forever in the graveyard of your mind

chorus

C-+P1997 Unauthorized duplication sucks and I would be forced to sue you

True til" death is what you said, well | don't see

any gravestones yef!

Nailed to the "'X" the "X" on your hand, just another
fucking scam

You might have thought it was funny when [ yelled
"Straight like an arrow"

chorus

Post Hardcore Syndrome

What to do, where to go, I felt lost while at shows
Hardcore died or so it seemed, old school faded new
school gleamed
Lied the scene it shit on me but I'm still here to sow the seeds
Grow a garden pull out the weeds, cultivate the scene and watch
it grow
pre-chorns: I'm taking my time unlike never hefore

I'm getting by a little hetter than hefore

I'm dealing with life hoth in and out of hardcore

1'll always try and hounce right hack off the oo
Chorus: A Tife 1 know a lfe I feel and I don't wanna throw away

Post hardcore syndrome's aking over me

Some new Kids say they know the past, they come and go just as fast
No respect for you and me, no respect for their hometown Scene
Where's the pride and unity? how did you hecome so mean?
Without a scene there are no shows, no place for the kids to go
pre-chorus
thorus
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