
Ian McCulloch, High wires
I'm still trippin' on high wiresMy mind is frozen, but my soul's on fire.I'm still wishing on the stars aboveJust to give you what I'm dreaming of. To be found, to be found, to be foundGoing down, going down, going downTo be found, to be found, to be foundIt's some kinda love; it's working me overIt's some kinda love; it's working me outIt's some kinda love; it comes out of nowhereIt's some kinda love; you know what I'm talking aboutCan't feel the way I shouldNever ever thought I'd feel that goodNo direction and no way inPlaying games I knew I'd never winGoing down, going down, going downTo be found, to be found, to be foundIt's some kinda love; it's working me overIt's some kinda love; it's working me outIt's some kinda love; it comes out of nowhereIt's some kinda love; you know what I'm talking about
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