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 In the Garden of Turmoil 
 

 

Lyrics   
 

1. 

LAUDATE SOMNUS 

 

The day brings word 
of war and plague 

and those who 
are iniquitous. 

 

The night for eight 
times an hour 

does launder all 
thoughts and 

make them vague. 

 
Laudate Somnus! 
Laudate Somnus! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

2.  

IN THE GARDEN OF TURMOIL 

 

We did crawl in the garden 
of turmoil and you did 

claw with me into the soil 
of this earth that has so 
viciously tried to bury 
many alive, take a soul 

as more than the Ferryman 
takes a toll, far more 
costly than an obol. 

 

Many have died, 
many cannot thrive 

and, how is it that we, 
out of all, are blessed 

to survive? 

 
A global affliction 

and its pandemonium, 
what makes us so 

very special? 

 
That in times so fateful 

we should escape 
the crematorium 

and not those people. 

 
To seize the seed 

that births new life, 
as others cling to 
their strife and 



 

   

 

asylum-like delirium. 

 
We stand at the outpost 

of Love's guilt, 
notwithstanding, 
on the contrary, 

imperium. 
 

My heart beats for you 
but does bleed for them. 
Away from a sanctuary, 
possessed by remorse 

in Bedlam! 
 

From sanguine 
to ex sanguine! 

 
Too far from any Heaven. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

3.  

THEMIS WOULD SAY 

 

The Hydra closed in, 
intent on taking you down, 

shedding its skin and 
squeezing town-to-town. 

Stand tall, be proud, 
for you swung your sword, 
cutting it off, head-by-head 

as with it came rivers of blood and 
the underworld reaching out 
from its abyss; they, not you, 

will finish up with, nay, in Tartarus, 
and I tell you now, I know, I know 

it is a Herculean might 
but I feel victory will be yours, 

you'll have the last hiss in this fight 
and the darkness, as I’ve thought, 

shall unequivocally yield to the light. 

 
I hear you 

I see your plight 
justice will be 

done on one fateful night 
 

I hear you 
I see your plight 
justice will be 

done on one fateful night 

 
Hold on, 

if you can, 



 

   

 

to the memories 
that burn bright, 
don’t lose sight. 

 
Don’t lose sight 
Don’t lose sight 
Justice will be 

done on one fateful night 

 
Hold on, 

if you can, 
to the memories 
that burn bright, 
don't lose sight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

4.  

GATHER YE LILIUM 

 

Lay me to rest deep in your heart, 
bury me tightly, never do-part 

from all that has been and will ever be, 
cosmically bonded by a modus operandi 

carved in the stars by one, Aphrodite. 
Mi sono innamorato di te. 

Prego, resta con me per sempre. 
Dai! Never will I deny or shun thee! 

No, this love is true, so gather ye Lilium 
and walk to the end of this life with me. 

To the crematorium with conflicting calm and 

pandemonium. 
Come, Bell'uomo, to find Elysium and flee! 

Walk to the end of this life with me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

5.  

THE DOOMED LOVER 

 

Beneath my breast, I cry 
and my skull, I die 

for thoughts do darken slowly, 
and my worth hangs lowly. 

 

That is until I see yours 
which is the face disseminating 

a night sky full of stars, 
a roaring sea of glimmering hope. 

 

I feel you decimating 
the steely rope that does splice 
around, nay cover my throat 

and if I say, take note 

 

A long absence does torture, 
if you were to think of me not, 

Thanatos would take over 
and garrotte, I, The Doomed Lover. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

6.  

OF MORS & THE EROTES 

 

Dive into the deep blue 
of my eyes, with yours, 

where the pupil eclipses the iris 
and underneath, hides Jupiters' 

grey thunderous skies 
when I glance towards 

those hazel planets 
that the telescope of all 

my being adores to witness, 
you mesmerize, and I 
gaze, longing to elope. 

 
Dai, amore Mio 

 
Come with me, 
to fight Mors 
and go yonder 

the firth of death, 
to Paradise, 

away from the Inferno, 
this saturnine earth, 

to be at one with The Erotes, 
to prosper as we deserve. 

 

Dai, amore Mio 

 
Descending Plutos' slope 

of woe and passion, 
quivering to the dæmons' trill 

that spills from my heart 



 

   

 

as it flutters and dies 
by way of the Ouroboros, 

overcome and undone 
by your beauty, that covers me 

with the soil of its grave, 
o' so safe in your arms, 

asleep-then-awake, 
eternally sans turmoil. 

 
Dai, amore Mio 

 
Come with me, 
to fight Mors 
and go yonder 

the firth of death, 
to Paradise, 

away from the Inferno, 
this saturnine earth, 

to be at one with The Erotes, 
to prosper as we deserve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

7.  

THE UNDYING 

 

Lovelorn, we had felt a curse, 
or, as Erebus only knows, worse. 

Fogged by darkness, theirs, 
hydrochloric words upon our ears. 

 

Let others talk! 
I know love now! 

With you, undying, 
it shall last for years. 

 

Let others talk! 
Let them talk! 

I know love now! 
With you, undying, 

it shall last for years. 

 
Day-in-day-out, scorching, 
as they trade canards that 

carry a reciprocal pungent smell 
from their infernal dragon mouths. 

 

Blowtorching! 
But we did fire back! 

We did fire back! 

 
Let others talk! I know love now! 

With you, undying, it shall last for years, 
or as Eros, Mors, and the others know, 

anything immortal outlives the centuries. 



 

   

 

 

S’ Agapo 
S’ Agapo 
S’ Agapo 

 
When they're as cold as stone, 

You and I in our sepulchre will never die. 
Always, we'll be, as our hearts remain burning. 

 
Woe to those who try, oft churning 

the excrement of the demonic, 
notwithstanding this havoc world 

where a lesson by many an occupant 
on social etiquette needs learning. 

 

Let others talk! Let them talk! 
I know love now! With you, 

undying, it shall last for years, 
or as Eros, Mors, and the others know, 

anything immortal outlives the centuries. 
 

When they're as cold as stone, 
You and I in our sepulchre will never die. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

8.  

AND LO, I ADORE THEE 

 

If I were to die and you 
did flay me, it is true 
you would see carved 

into my bones, 

 

Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
My Love 

 

covering the skeleton  

Where oft your palm roams and 
briefly, I am resting 

within loves catacombs. 

 
Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
My Love 

 
Your hands are the safest 
of places when the undead 
memories make the frailest 

heart of me, and it races 
to what feels as if no end, 

and within yours is  

where I'll always be. 

 



 

   

 

Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
Agápi Mou 
My Love 

 
You're the Myrrh 

that saves me from decay, 
the roseate hue in all that is grey. 

 
And lo, I adore thee. 
And lo, I adore thee. 

My Love 

 
 

 
 

 



   
 

Thank you  

— 

 

Lavinia 
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