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[I SHOULD HAVE BEEN A STAR]
I wanna talk about a friend of mine who doesn't

know why he has this life: a ring again comes                      every morning as a cry.

Chorus: I don't know what the fuck I'm doing here.            I should have been a star

That's all right I would like to disappear.                     I should have been a star.

Comes a time when you have to find a way. Brahma is a drug

in my veins. Doing all those things I don't care. 

Happily there are the week-ends.

You feel me as a "Cosette";  the freedom's hard to get.

I have all my time, but not always my mind.

But today I don't need anyway,                               to see the screen to feel the flame.

I've learn to walk on hidden ways. 

And to feel the weeks as Sunday.

That's too much; that's too much for me and my friends

has understood my advice. And now if I don't want

all kisses on me, I can say that: life is nice!!!
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