
Graham Coxon, A place to grief
Walls bleed pictures bend their fractured framesFeatures on canvas tornBurning mirror breaking down to sandFree from jails of formThe black water future I seeSo hard to drainThe small child in everyone is forced to bleedTo live life againThe light ever closer we believeIs only a place for griefEvery life's so small we call it preciousAnd every soul is so loved aboveDays glide through a skin of open poresStretched on bended framesYears long on sanded banks around your shoresCounting every grainWords form poisoned worlds I never seeSo hard to hearRing the bell of truth in every dreamNo life, no fearEvery night brings disasters to our roomsA life time inside you
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