
Kristin Hersh, Wild vanilla
Wild vanillaClean dreams downcast eyesIf you lived here youd been home now and suicidalThat was one striking phone call boy your voice at a fever pitchAnd here I thought that you'd just full of white noise called to bitchYou messing with my head makes a terrible noiseWild vanillaClean eyes and grey hairCross an ocean and you vague and itchy belong thereYou are whizzing past my ears a shit scared domestic godYou make the gypsy in me horny for a flower gardenYou messing with my head makes a terrible noise
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