
The Mars Volta, Meccamputechture
Amputechture camePhilistine praiseBottomless pit of empty namesIncarcerated habit tore from the palmsSevering the breastMelting on his armsBeneath those locksOf dirty red hairA necklace of follicles with sabertooth monoclesThey want a bouquet of black rose gemsCastrating kisses stalactite stemsThey went and built a capsule in the cyanide oneWhere the holiest of water would have you to drownTomorrow is a giftCause now is never leftYou gotta find my bodyIn the Mecca contextYou give me a corpseYou live in it nowYoure staring from unkempt nourishment plowsYou give me a corpseYou live in it nowYoure staring from unkempt nourishment plowsPlease dismantle all this phantom limbsIts the evidence of humans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsEveryone stares all the timePersuasion deflowers your sympathyEverybodys choosing to hold these shovels and burying meThis stir is turning Christ to make repent againSo Ive heardTheyre cutting all the youngest onesSaid this dirt is turning Christ to make repent his lustSo Ive heardThat the puppets tugs its pullPlease dismantle all this phantom limbsIts the evidence of humans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsEveryone stares all the timePersuasion deflowers your sympathyEverybodys choosing to hold these shovels and burying meNow for meatThe pin slipped whispers of both of our heapsSwept to an earth of Magdalens frownsPrune fingers who tug at a zealots shroudI abscond supreme truth as it touches this houseI abscond supreme truthPlease dismantle all these phantom limbsIts the evidence of humans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsHumans as ornamentsI abscond supreme truth as it touches this houseI abscond supreme truth as it touches this houseEveryone stares all the timePersuasion deflowers your sympathyEverybodys choosing to hold these shovels and buryEveryone stares all the timePersuasion deflowers your sympathyEverybodys choosing to hold these shovels and buryingIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpseIt lacks a human corpse  dont know for sure nowIt lacks a human corpse  dont know for sure nowIt lacks a human corpse  Ah, ah, ah
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