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Everybody Lies

So you thi nk the words that you read are

the truth and you’ ve made up your mi nd

Fal l i ng down the hol e i n your head that

you dug when you chose to be bl i nd

You can be a di ck and a jerk and a

schmuck and a moron combi ned

That’ s what you can do

That’ s what you can do

Everybody says that l eft i s al ways ri ght

Everybody knows that dark i s never l i ght

Everybody ki l l s the cri mi nal s on si ght

Everybody l i es

Everybody l i es

You can punch a hol e i n the l i fe of

someone ‘ cause i t makes you feel great

Hacki ng off the scal ps of di ssenters and

scoundrel s ri ght out of the gate

Baski ng i n the justi fi ed vi rtuous gl ow of

the storm you create

That’ s what you can do

That’ s what you can do

Everybody takes thei r turn wi th l oaded

di ce

Everybody gets the shi ti est advi ce

Everybody sel l s thei r consci ence for a

pri ce

Everybody l i es

Everybody l i es

There i s nothi ng wrong wi th deci si ons

made i n haste

If they’ re evi dence and reasonabl y based

But fl appi ng off your mouth l i ke a peni s

i s a waste

Of ti me and space

Everybody hi ts the essence of the nerve

Everybody grades your acti ons on a curve

Everybody keeps some anger i n reserve

Everybody l i es

Everybody l i es
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Palm Trees in Portugal

I sat down to wri te a song wi th a mel ody

i n mi nd

And a si mpl e chorus l i ne on a Saturday

I wanted to nai l i t down but the spi ri ts

were unki nd

So I never got to come to the cabaret

There are pal m trees i n Portugal

Who knew

Maybe the red i nsi de thi s song i s real l y

bl ue

And the facts that push us to sui ci de are

real l y not so bad

Sti l l the one who takes the fal l i s

al ways you

I pi cked up a saxophone just to see what

I coul d bl ow

A col ossal exerci se i n futi l i ty

Whatever came over me I real l y do not

know

Maybe just a chance to add to the mystery

There are pal m trees i n Portugal

Who knew

Maybe al l the shi t they sai d i s real l y

true

And you can sel l yoursel f on anythi ng to

get you through the day

But the one who takes the fal l i s al ways

you

I crafted a masterpi ece that I dul y

fai l ed to sel l

Or make the sl i ghtest bl i p on the economy

I may be a wunderki nd but i t does not

ri ng a bel l

In thi s versi on of demented real i ty

There are pal m trees i n Portugal

Who knew

Maybe l i fe i s just a l i ne and not a

queue

And the pri cks who fuck wi th our habi tat

Are jol l y spi ffi ng boys

Sti l l the one who takes the fal l i s

al ways you
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Put The Candle Back

Monsters on the outsi de

Mal efactors on the i nsi de

Yeah there’ s just no way to l i ve here

And nowhere to go

Ri ghteous i s the new ri ght

It’ s a swordfi ght wi th the bl ack kni ght

Does anyone know how I

Can get home

<chorus>

Crumbl e crumbl e

See the bedrock crack

Try to fi x i t

Put the candl e back

But the gears l ock

And the mechani sm stops

</chorus>

Everyone’ s an asshol e

Or a moron wi th a bankrol l

And I can’ t fi nd any good reason

To go on

Swi mmi ng i n the deep end

Tryi ng real l y hard not to descend

Wi th a basket-case of factors

Fl ung i n my face

<chorus>

But we can al ways l augh

And do i t ‘ ti l we cry

Just l et i t al l come out

A si nger’ s gotta si ng

Or maybe even scream

Just l et i t al l come out

Cl i ng to the art of the l i fe

Be a rapturous husband and wi fe

Outl ook on the downsi de

Al l experi ence i s red-eyed

But I want to be upl i fted

And revi ved

<chorus>
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Don’t Let it Get Away

I was wal ki ng down my path one day

When out of the garden a vi ne got i n my

way

I toppl ed over and I smashed i nto the

ground

And al l I coul d thi nk was

<chorus>

Don’ t l et i t get away

Hang on to i t every day

Reach for the fucki ng sky

Go for i t ‘ ti l you di e

Don’ t l et i t get away

Never ever l ose your way

Scream l i ke you’ re havi ng fun

Do i t ‘ ti l the job i s done

</chorus>

I went out shoppi ng to buy mysel f some

food

I must have daydreamed ‘ cause I was not

i n the mood

I tri pped and tumbl ed ri ght i nto the

garl i c bul bs

And al l I coul d say was

<chorus>

Don’ t get pummel l ed to the pavement

Don’ t get pushed and shoved asi de

Fi nd your pl ace and never l ose i t

Look ahead and take the ri de

Look ahead and take the ri de

<chorus>
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Beachcomber

Beachcomber si fti ng through the sand

He’ s a l one ranger wi th seashel l s i n hi s

hand

Wi th a l ong story he doesn’ t l i ke to tel l

Yeah i t’ s a tearjerker

So I guess i t’ s just as wel l

And when he wal ks the beach he feel s

protected

The compl i cati ons mel t away

Al l he real l y wants i s to fuck i t

And just ki ss the sea

Beachcomber sl owi ng down the pace

He’ s a sol e trader wi th sunburn on hi s

face

Got an ambi ti on he doesn’ t l i ke to feel

But i t’ s a non-starter

So I guess i t’ s no bi g deal

And dri fti ng on the beach i s therapeuti c

To suck the bi tterness away

‘ Ti l al l he real l y needs to do i s fuck

i t

And just ki ss the sea

Beachcomber under coastal ski es

He’ s a fortune seeker wi th treasure i n

hi s eyes

Li ke a prospector who doesn’ t l i ke to

fai l

Yeah that’ s a showstopper of a stupi d

fai rytal e

And on the beach he i s enl i ghtened

To al l the stupi d thi ngs he di d

It’ s ti me to seri ousl y fuck i t

And just ki ss the sea
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