
Steve Harley, Psychomodo
I been losing my headI been losing my wayBeen losing my brain cellsAt a million a dayI'm so disillusionedI'm on Suicide StreetI seen everythingIn every shapeSeen 1994 in a terrible stateSeen you QuazimodoHanging on my gateOh! He was so hung-up and wastedOh! He was so physically devastatedHe was young enoughHe was well-slung enoughI seen my own epitaphI been to heaven and backWas introduced to St PeterWe was having a chatI felt him losing his mindI began to retreatBut Desdemona and meWe had a ball in a treeShe read my palm in a momentIt was shocking to meWe were so mystifiedWe scream out of fearOh! She was so hung-up and wastedOh! She was so physically devastatedShe was young enoughShe was well-slung enoughDestroyedI been writing a songWe all been singing alongIt's like a mild schizophreniaWondering where we belongSling it all out the windowStart all over againOh! Come into my heartCome and tear me apartWanna be claustrophobicGot a passion, ha, ha!I'm so confusedI wish I could die, die, dieOh! she was so hung-up and wastedOh! she was so physically devastatedShe was young enoughShe was well-slung enough
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