HOW IT'S SUPPOSED TO FEEL

(Written by Malin Andersson)

You give me nothing
no nothing but facts
You've tried to text me
about how you've looked back
but no excuse, none of your blues I've seen

How come you let things fall apart
each time someone tries to open up your heart
you say it's just you, it's London
is it not?

Our last night by your house in the rain
yes just like in a movie you said:
you would always feel this way
forgetting though it's London
nothing stays the same

| saw you leaving
holding your head so high
you deleted my number
before we even said good bye
you say it's not you, it's London
then what am 1?

Still you give me nothing
no nothing but facts
how it's supposed to feel, no | won't buy in to that
it's just you, it's London
is it not?
it's not me, it's London
is it not?



