
Graham Coxon, Live line
Waiting for a late train full of hateJust track and city beyond the gateThe breath of an ugly stranger in my faceJust wanting to get the hell out of this placeIf in a week's time you're not mineI'm gonna touch that live lineOh that live lineOh that live lineI was your heaven I was your hellI was at the scene when our true love fellA murderer sweeping up its broken shellPocketing the dust and the dirt from my fragile spellIf in a week's time you're not mineIm gonna touch that live lineOh that live lineOh that live lineInto the morning this train is jerking onI'm not sure of what I'm running fromIts so hard to love you when your love is goneLet go of the hold that I've had for so longIf in a week's time you're not mineI'm gonna touch that live lineIf in a week's time you're not mineI'm gonna touch that live lineOh that live line
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