“Psychic. Ability’

by Powl Moore

Hove you ever tried to moke o living

Reoding crystol bolls upon the pier

Hove you ever prophesised o punters grisly death
It's rother hord to smile ond be sincere

Hove you ever wotched Tuesdoys Eastenders

Andk known whot's gonno hoppen down the Vic

Hove you ever drowned yowr sorrows drinking IS pints
Even though you know thot youll be sick

Chorus

O\, ok, psychic. obility

Its rnot os much fun, os it's crocked up to be
OA, no it's o liobility

To be, o visionory mon

Hove you ever loved your perfect womon

But foreseen the ending of your dreom

Hove you ever spent your life knowing thot one doy
Shell fuck your mote on your woshing mochine

Chorus
Psychicol obility, is undesirobility

I don't womo see, o wWhot is coming up for me
come on set me Sree, o psychic I don't wonno be
Moybe I troin to be , in monogement occountoncy

Mow you're gone T don't hove fun, boky you were the one
the bullets Sor wy gun, wmy eorth, my moon mysun

Our time wos heoven sent, our doys hove oll been spent
T knew it oll olong

Chorus
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