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2. 

(FOLLOW ME) ONTO THE MORROW 

 

Come, o' come, 
here into my arms 

fall to a knee, 
to my pseudo-charms. 

 

The day is ours, this I know, 
love and lust, not flowers, 

are the seeds we'll sow 

 

onto the morrow 
and many new morns, 

and lanced shall be flesh 
by concupiscent thorns. 

 

Come, come, 
the sun, over us, 

burns its lovers' glow 
and the grass projects 

passions shadow below. 

 

The day is ours, this I know, 
love and lust, not flowers, 

are the seeds we'll sow 
 

onto the morrow 
and many new morns, 

and lanced shall be flesh. 



 

   

 

4. 

IN THE DARK (WITHOUT YOU) 

 

Where are we? 
(I'm alone) 

I'm in the dark, without you 
under a lamp, and feeling dead. 

(So alone) 

 

Sat at the window, 
as another day does 
amble on and by, 

and my heart sings 

its lamentable cry 
to the gwerz of an 

anguine bitten mind 
that exhumes memories 

on which I rely 
to stay sane. 

 

(without you, alone) 

 

Without you, 
but in solace and pain 
My pulse is in a race 

to the thought of a time 

where we'll renew and embrace, 
and trace each other's face 

with kisses and subdue 
this anathema, nay, this fire 

on which I fear bones do burn 
and break with every turn of the screw, 



 

   

 

by the pyre and moans that peal 

 

(You're going to break) 
 

"You're going to break! 

You're going to break 
and I'm panicked each day 

that I'm in fondness yet 
despondent, without you". 

 

(Without you, alone in the dark) 
So alone in the dark 

(without you, alone in the dark) 

 

alone in the dark, 
so alone in the dark. 

 

(Without you, alone in the dark) 
So alone in the dark 

(without you, alone in the dark) 

 

alone in the dark, 
so alone in the dark! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

5.  

(LOVE REIGNS) TO THE GRAVE 

 

In the grip of melancholia 
and its vast forest of thorns 
that have my flesh, scarred, 

for a beautiful creature 
I've fallen hard, 

I've fallen, 
for you. 

 

O' beautiful! 
(Beautiful) 

 

Submerge me into the sea 
of your blood, carrying me, 

with feeling through the veins 

to where love reigns in its 
central stronghold. 

 

(O' Beautiful) 

O' Beautiful creature! 
(Creature) 

 

We have the ichor 
only honest lovers know, 

the sense of an immortal rush 
passes vessels as virtue beats, 

from the heart, its echo. 

 

(Ooh-eh-ah echo) 
O' beautiful! 



 

   

 

(Beautiful, ergo) 

 

Ergo, ever-we-go, 
lovingly ageing to the grave, 

no soul to save because 
we are at peace together 

in only a way we kindred-souls 
will know. 

 

(To the grave we go) 

O' beautiful creature! 
(Beautiful) 

 

To the grave, we go, 

onward-and-onward, 
falling hard in our 

doomed lovers' galliard. 
 

(Falling hard in our 

doomed lovers' galliard) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

7.  

BY THE WAYS OF ORPHEUS 

 

As Luna casts her glow on you 
the air turns cold but still 

the warmth of Sol 
from your heart shines through 

and before the need of all others, 

I'd sacrifice mine, do all I need to do. 
 

Invictus, I wait and call out to you 
and if you fall, I'll crawl and rescue 

all the broken pieces and thus 

repair them by the ways of Orpheus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

8.  

SEIZE THE THORNS 

 

You fear that you've sold your soul 
to all that is lost and foul, 

but let eyes bleed out, 
seize the thorns, 

a pro tem worry always scorns. 

 

(Always scorns) 
 

Cariad, hold onto me, 

rwy'n dy garu di 
 

A devil only has a way to kiss 
your cerebrum and leave its message, 

if you do grant it passage. 

 

Cariad, hold onto me, 
rwy'n dy garu di 

 

Despair knows not your name and 

all the same, it's a strange world we're in, 
where the slightest wrong 
is seen as the grandest sin. 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

9.  

'TIL THE MOON KISSES THE SUN 

 

I see the torment painted on your face, 
how you feel you've fallen from grace 

but there is something called forgiveness, 
and we've all a chance for a renaissance. 

 

O' My Dear, stay near! 
No! My Dear, don't you dare 
to second guess who you are, 
I'm here to extract the spear 

and lick the scars. 

 

It's in the past, what-is-done-is-done, 
there is always a battle to be won, 

we're in this together, 

'til the moon kisses the sun 
over the tombstone 

 

over the tombstone 

where beyond we'll live on 
 

over the tombstone 
where beyond we'll live on 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

10.  

(SUMMER) IN THESE TIMES OF PLAGUE 

 

The corpse leaves lay, 
below my feet decaying 

on the ground. 

 

Along every street, 

from them, hisses out 
a bone-crackling sound. 

 

As mine ache 

from the sleeplessness, 
which has caused my thinking 

to become vague, 
dismantled by isolation 
in these times of plague. 

 

The trees claw at the sky above. 
I cling to hope below. 

On my walk through the night, 

a promenade that does envelope me in love. 
It does show me a way to cope. 

 

Tomorrow is a new day, 
and I invoke Sol to send down 

a loving ray to light up the dark 
that suffocates us all. 

 

Tomorrow is a new day, 

in this Hell, we shall find a way, 
yes, we shall. 



 

   

 

 

Yes, in this Hell, 
we shall find a way, yes we shall, 

and think, always, of those who fell. 
Out from this mausoleum, 

souls redivivus, we'll crawl. 

 

Yes, out from this mausoleum, 
souls redivivus, we'll crawl. 



   
 

Thank you  

— 

 

Lavinia 
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