
Tanya Donelly, Whiskey tango
You accuse me of fancy talkWhen i'm just trying to find my wordsYou've got a funny way of saying my nameLike i just ripped it offThese whiskey tango ghostsWon't leave us aloneBut you are too polite to complainOf the art of speaking plainI haven't gathered a thingWhile I know we're dug in deep hereWhy can't we live high with the windYou're just a freckle away from changing everythingI'll make this easyBy calling on my gypsy pedigreeThese whiskey tango ghostsWon't leave us aloneOf the art of speaking plainI haven't gathered a thingWhile i know we're dug in deep hereWhy can't we live high with the windCan't we liveOf the art of making wavesI had my lesson in spadesAnd these ghosts they make it plainThey're never going awayAnd my ghost she makes it plainI haven't gathered a thingThough I know we're dug in deep hereWhy can't we live high with the windCan't we live
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