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Sadick in England feeling so grey
Clouds above him all night all day
Wanderin' streets no path no goal
Lost in a world taking its toll

OId city lights they don't inspire

No warmth in his heart no flicker of fire
Sipping cold tea in a room so dim
Loneliness creeps up the chances slim

Sadick is boring he's tired and sore

He stares at the walls he's craving for more
England's his prison his mind is his cage
Trapped in a story that's stuck on a page

Once vibrant dreams now faded to air

Hopes once thriving now stripped down bare
No escape from this monotone life

Cutting him deep like a sharp little knife

Sleep doesn't come when the night is here
Thoughts keep on spinning in his weary sphere
Raindrops tapping on the worn-out pane
Watching the world through a curtain of rain

Sadick is boring he's tired and sore

He stares at the walls he's craving for more
England's his prison his mind is his cage
Trapped in a story that's stuck on a page
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