Crystal Ball Gazing
Every time I walk in here the air is thick with smoke and beer
And heavy with the slander of the hour
You think you might have been left behind it’ll make you sick
And I know you’re mind 
And I can’t believe you’re turning out so sour
Shooting off your big brash mouth you don’t know what you’re talking about 
But you’re good at sounding plausible and true
Preaching to the converted your biggest fear is of being deserted
But we all got nothing better to do
Call it crystal ball gazing call it love of hell raising
Call it the pollution of good clean air
Call it midnight street walking call it drink talking
Call it what you like cos I don’t care I don’t care
You used to be a hopeful child always ready with a willing smile
But something changed your mind and left you sore
Sore at the city that saw you grow sore at the fame that you don’t know
Sore in the head sore in the heart and soul
I know we live in a cynical time one false move and you’re next in line
You’ll be knocking on heaven’s gate and heaven’s door
I love you like a long lost friend and I need you like I need a hole in the head
Now I’m down on my knees and I’m begging for more
