
The Mars Volta, Vicarious atonement
Don't you pretendThat I'm not aliveMy bones never acheUnless she's nearbyWhere is your face?In a safe of dead tonguesI can see your reflectionIn your totem first bornI suspectYou've been carry a pack of wolvesI regretNot killing you while i had the chanceMaybe i will always haunt youMark the somnolence with truthBetter hang your dead palaceThan have a living home to loseIn the river Ganges, God damns my nameDon't let these handsSharpen your eyesA rasp of tails
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