
Servant of the Secret Fire
Ouroboros

Tyrant of the Tumulus (including Le Danse Macabre 
Overture)

VI.
Astride a powerful White steed
In a season of Victory,
You raise your large and mighty fist
And smite down your enemies!
Oh...
The Kingdom lives for you.

VI.
Despite their false and vicious lies,
You stand on your own two feet.
Ringed round by sycophants and rats,
You proclaim absolute Decrees.
Oh...
The Kingdom bleeds for you.

VI.
Upon your cold and shriveled brow:
A jagged Iron Crown.
Atop a broken, stony peak,
You survey your domain.
Oh...
The Kingdom's your Grave Mound.

Chant:
Tyrant of the Tumulus, Tyrant of the Tumulus...
Tyrant of the Tumulus, Tyrant of the Tumulus...
Tyrant of the Tumulus, Tyrant of the Tumulus...
Tyrant of the Tumulus...

Toxic
Somebody's really gonna get a talkin' to,
Somebody's really gonna get a speakin' to;
Somebody had better get on over here,
Gonna show 'em the reason, make it real clear.

Well, I got something I really wanna say to you,
Oh, you know that it's Toxic!



Somebody's really got something goin' on,
Somebody's got me feelin' somethin' real strong;
Somebody'd better give me what I want her to,
Gonna show her the way to pay back what is due.

Yeah, it's Toxic!

Yeah, I got something I really wanna say to you,
And you know that it's Toxic!
Yeah, it's so Toxic!

Everybody's tryin' to pull one over me,
Everybody wants to show me how to be,
Everybody thinks I don't know anything;
Gonna show 'em the judgment only I can bring.

I'm the only one who really knows what's right;
Try to prove me wrong, I'm gonna love that fight.
Anybody wanna bet on what I say?
My Little Friend and I, we're gonna have our way!

Yeah, I got something I really wanna do to you,
Oh yeah, and it's Toxic!
Yeah, it's so Toxic!

Yvain, the Knight of the Lion
(instrumental)

Time Like a Boat
I.
Born on this boat on a vast, endless Ocean,
Drifting both hither and yon,
I float on aimlessly, season to season,
Blissfully, careless, and free.

The Moon is a milk-white Mother above me,
Nourishing me with her Light.
She gives me shelter and sees to my ev'ry need - 
So round and so full and so bright,
Comforting me in my fright.

II.
Here on my boat on this vast, endless Ocean,
Riding the crests of the waves,
I sail on manfully, season to season,
Captain, Commander, and brave.



The Moon is a glorious Goddess above me,
Strengthening me with her Love.
She gives me hope when the Tempest does toss me - 
Her beauty and peace like a dove,
Ruling the tides from above.

III.
Now on this boat on this treacherous Ocean,
Wallowing lost in the fog,
I paddle feebly, season to season,
Rudderless, chart-less, astray.

The Moon is a ghost in the bleakness above me,
Elusive and shrouded from sight.
She cannot give when the Darkness surrounds me - 
Her mirror no match for the Night;
No comfort for me in my fright.

Distorting Time
We're distorting time towards the insignificant...
Distorting time towards the insignificant...

Distorting,
Contorting,
We're courting
Insignificance.

Distorting time towards the insignificant...
Distorting time towards the insignificant...
We're distorting time towards the insignificant...
We're distorting time towards the insignificant.

Distorting time towards the insignificant...

Distorting,
Contorting,
We're courting
Insignificance.

Secret Fire
Let her heart be opened.
Let her spirit be awoken.
Let her will grow stronger.
Let her soul be ever washed in Love.
Let her Light shine always: 
Secret Fire at the heart of her world;
Your sacred fire at the heart of the world.



Don't let Darkness fall.
Don't let hatred take it's toll.
Don't let sorrow reign.
Don't let loss be ever all that remains.
Don't let Evil win:
Forsaken Shadow that would swallow the world;
Unholy shadow must not swallow the world.

Let their hearts be opened.
Let their spirits be awoken.
Let their will grow stronger.
Let their souls be ever washed in your Love.
Let their Light shine always:
Secret Fire at the heart of the world;
Your sacred fire at the heart of the world...

Eä!
Eä!

Eä, Eä, Eä!
Eä!
Eä!

Enough
It's not enough to care for this place, this home, this life;
It's not enough to hold our best intentions, thoughts, desires in the safety of our breast.
It's not enough to love this great Forest of family trees,
Branches stretching to the Sun and roots tunneling back through the Ages to the first Germ...

It's enough when the tears of joy, sorrow, hope, and despair have drowned the salt Sea.
It's enough when our heart has hung like lead in our chest, only to be Transmuted to gold by the fiery

plasma in our veins.
It's enough when the Sangreal has caught our last drop of Light and sprinkled it to the Four Winds...
Then, it's Enough.


