
Church, Cantilever
You and ISomething elseSo afraid, doubtful lightYou and IOn our ownSo full blown in the nightA for the angles and the algorithmsB for your brains, what ya did with 'emC, see what we've done, see what we've becomeDelightful, delicious and divineYou and ISo exposedFlaring out into whiteYou and II supposeNever quite getting it rightE for the elite and the easy wayF for the phantom limb you still obeyG, gee I feel weird, I feel strangeHoly, horrific, and hardI don't know what you want to beI only know how I adore theeRemembering times I was on the insideAnd I ran to your sideYou helped me to hideThe trap was so smoothUp the back in your boothWith a bird in your handA hand on your heartThe stuff that we didThe stuff that we hidThe stuff that we drankAnd the blank that we drewIt was always meIt was almost youI don't know what you want to do nowI only know nothing you won't allowThink about it when I'm after a bitAnd I'm down in the dumps and I'm needing a hitAnd your cut was so cleanThe split was so fairThe water was greenWhen you came up for airAnd the things that we sawThe things that were trueThe things that we woreIt was always meIt was almost youRemembering times I was on the insideAnd I ran to your sideYou helped me to hideThe trap was so smoothUp the back in your boothWith a bird in your handA hand on your heartThe stuff that we didThe stuff that we hidThe stuff that we drank
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