



THE GIFT





I have a gift,


In me it’s causing a rift.


They all say it’s great,


But it’s something I hate.


I get these dreams,


They’re not what it seems.


Those ghosts in the night,


Oh: they’re such a fright.


They scare me to death,


And I gasp for breath.


Some say it’s premonition,


To me it’s superstition.
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