
SONG: “THE CAGE OF THOUGHTS  “ 
( Aletti, Baggio e Selleri) 

 
 
Give me three points at the end the best matches all out of breath 
I take notes made in drops under a flood 
Thoughts raining down from a ledge into a glass 
Hard those evenings that I eventually talk with the bar 
And there is no comparison as Trony my poems and your songs 
Four bullies pretend to be the mighty Kim Ki Duk, please, give us back the seasons 
Because outside is always winter and colors do not change 
This tournament does not stop till I die, until you die 
You ask me again why 
I live in anguish "Paths of Glory" 
The scent of freedom is lie "Boys Outside" 
So full of crap that then we are empty inside 
Or the sea does not exist or you cannot empty it with a spoon 
In war the madness is that there will be new days 
Finally I'll call you broken like Rocky 
When you stop to look for yourselfit is then that you find yourself. 
 
You who follow freedom, 
Refuse a world that 
Compel you in the schemes. 
It's a gear that build ideas: 
The cage of thoughts. 
 
No, no one will tell you who you are, 
No one will ever frame you. 
Protect your freedom, 
Unpredictable. 
 
You tell me where you are, and actually I'm not just here. 
I only have one song and to be honest  
I don’t know how to sing or play 
As high as the cathedral the pages that I wrote 
Insomnia is sleeping on the ceiling waiting for a good place 
The world is sleeping and my face is there in the window 
The first plane is leaving together with the morning 
I put everything in my backpack but not the fate 
Always feeling out of place as a clandestine 
Hear this sound, it is all I am 
This silence in the noise will be like a thunder 
Tomorrow I'll be alone, and today as well 
A heart is empty when it is full of fears. 
 
You who follow freedom, 
Refuse a world that 
Compel you in the schemes. 
It's a gear that build ideas: 
The cage of thoughts. 



 
No, no one will tell you who you are, 
No one will ever frame you. 
Protect your freedom, 
Unpredictable. 
 
No one frames youthe world measure you 
You hope that it will change, abracadabra 
Prefabricated ideas, all the same, highway 
There is no mortgage on tomorrow,hypothesis wrong 
I would like to regain the time lost on each social 
I would invest nothing but I would invest it in something 
We not distinguish reality from what is fake, what? 
It's like comparing true happiness with Prozac. 
 
You who follow freedom, 
Refuse a world that 
Compel you in the schemes. 
It's a gear that build ideas: 
The cage of thoughts. 
 
The lies you tell to yourself are always too many 
Lies as long have short legs 
You'll look in the mirror repeating that you are strong 
The cage of thoughts is not, there is no door 
 
No one who frames you, the world measures you 
You hope that it will change, abracadabra 
No one who frames you, the world measures you 
You hope that it will change, abracadabra. 
 
 


