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Incantation
by Rhet Lickliter

Life starts to fray
it feels like death again

we earn our pay
and we spend it on ourselves again

oh, on ourselves again
we will spend it on ourselves again

spend it on ourselves again
on ourselves again

spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again
spend it on ourselves again

on ourselves again
on ourselves again
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on ourselves again
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on ourselves again
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on ourselves again
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on ourselves again

ourselves again
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