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OUR STORY /1

Welcome to the Show...

Somewhere beyond the familiar world, where the roads lead to nowhere in particular and the
nights seem to last a little longer, there happens to be a distinctly remarkable travelling carnival.

This is Carnivalesque Obscura...

Beneath the tattered splendour of its striped canvas waits a most peculiar company of performers.
Singers, dancers, musicians, actors and other assorted curiosities. All possessed ambition, talent
and a desperate longing for something greater than the lives they had‘been given.

They gave up something they thought insignificant... to a master of treachery and deceit -

"you-know-who".

Some demanded fame; some wished to acquire fortune. Others sought beauty, love, recognition,
revenge or simply the opportunity to become something other than themselves. They were

promised everything their hearts desired, and for a while... perhaps... they received it.

The trouble with making a deal with "him" is-that he has a rather different understanding of the
terms and conditions. Fame fades. Beauty withers. Love turns sour. Fortunes disappear. The
applause dies away, and the audience eventually leaves.

But a contract, once signed, remains binding. And "he" has never been particularly sympathetic to
requests for early termination.

“They gave up something they thought insignificant... to a
master of treachery and deceit.”
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OUR STORY /III

The Show That Never Ends

Carnivalesque Obscura is part gothic musical, part dark cabaret, part twisted rock opera. /A
collection of cautionary tales, woven together by an unlikely cast of ill-fated performers.

At its heart is the Ringmaster, a charming, theatrical and thoroughly untrustworthy gentleman who
also happens to be... "you-know-who". Immaculately dressed and perpetually delighted by his own
ingenuity, he presides over his collection of unfortunate performers with the smug satisfaction of a

man who knows he holds all the cards.
He is their master of ceremonies, their impresario and, in a rather more literal sense... their owner.

The carnival is not merely a place of entertainment. It is a'gilded cage, a travelling prison dressed

in velvet and gold, where every performer must continue playing their role.
Here, the show really must go on. Not because the audience demands it. But because "he" does.

And what better way to spend eternity than doing the one thing you once dreamed of doing

forever? On second thoughts...

“Whatbetter way to spend eternity than doing the one thing you
once dreamed of doing forever?”
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OUR STORY / IV

Behind the Velvet Curtain

And what of the carnival itself? Well... step inside.

Beyond the velvet curtains lies a world of tarnished gold, crimson velvet, cracked mirrors and
flickering candles. A place where glamour and decay exist side by side, and thefootlights still
burn long after the applause has died away. From somewhere behind the curtain comes the sound
of an orchestra tuning up. A melancholy piano drifts from a dimly lit dressing room, while the
Bluesman can be heard playing somewhere in the Devil's own Speakeasy.

“A Cast of Beautiful Disasters”

CARNIVALESQUE OBSCURA
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Among the attractions is the Old King, a once-mighty figure reduced to a shabby caricature of his
former magnificence. His crown remains firmly upon his head, though whatever authority it once
represented has long since departed. He is a figure of ridicule, particularly to the Ringmaster, who

takes considerable pleasure in the humiliation of his fallen adversary.
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There is the Dancer, whose beauty and grace conceal a far more dangerous nature. She moves
between desire and damnation with an ease that suggests she knows considerably more about both

than she is prepared to admit. To watch her dance is to forget, if only momentarily, that some
invitations are better declined.

06

AT



The Fallen Angel

-

The Fallen Angel inhabits a world of glamour, longing and not so carefully concealed despair. Once ,' “
the object of admiration and obsession, she remains caught between the intoxicating memory of

e

being adored and the cruel reality of what that adoration ultimately cost her.
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The Faded Star ”

The Faded Star is a relic of another age: part thespian, part forgotten glam-rock idol, and something
considerably more... or perhaps less... than human. He is a nocturnal creature who still carries
himself with the decadent confidence of a man convinced his greatest comeback is just around the

corner.
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e Bluesman

There is the Bluesman, whose music carries the weight of a lifetime's disappointments and

y 4 considerably more besides. His songs speak of longing, temptation, loss and the sort of bargains a
- man makes when he's run out of better options. Some say the blues comes from suffering. He has
1 had rather longer than most to prove the point.
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The Clown
» - ‘
And then there is the Clown. Q‘;
| She never particularly wanted to make people laugh. In truth, she'd be considerably happier if 'h
P everyone simply left her alone. Unfortunately, misery has developed an inconvenient habit of
V2 attracting an audience, and hers keeps returning for another performance. Behind the painted smile
s £ . b . N
£7 is someone painfully aware of the absurdity of her own existence.
.-’i‘r: -
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THE MUSIC

Music from the Wrong
Side of the Curtain

And what of the soundtrack to this... spectacle? Well, that is every bit as varied and unpredictable

as the unfortunate souls performing it.

Dark cabaret rubs shoulders with gothic vaudeville. Blues, theatrical rock, melancholy ballads and
the occasional outbreak of thoroughly inappropriate merriment all compete for a place beneath the
spotlight. Some songs are intimate confessions. Others are grand theatrical spectacles. There are
tales of love and betrayal, desperate hope and magnificent failure:

The performers have been gathered from different times, backgrounds and traditions, bringing
their music and their misfortunes together beneath one increasingly threadbare canvas. The
carnival does not concern itself with such fripperies as fashion, musical boundaries or the passing
of time. A melody from yesterday may sit beside something from fifty years earlier, united not by

genre but by the unfortunate circumstances of those performing it.

Every song belongs to someone. Every performance reveals a little more about the performer. And

the stories do not end when the music stops.
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OUR STORY / V

For the Damned and the Beautiful

They are not heroes. They are not villains. They are but lost souls who wanted something badly
enough to sacrifice everything for it. And now they have all the time in the world to contemplate
whether it was worth the price.

For all its gothic imagery and supernatural characters, Carnivalesque Obscura 1s not simply a
collection of desperate stories. Its darkness is tempered by humour, absurdity and a certain

affection for the hopelessly flawed individuals who inhabit it.

The Ringmaster may be a villain, but he's also something of a showman. His victims may be
damned, but they are seldom entirely innocent.

There is something tragically human about them all. They wanted to be loved. To be admired. To

escape obscurity. To matter.
And someone offered to make it happen. Fora price.

Carnivalesque Obscura is ultimately about the uncomfortable discovery that getting everything
you ever wanted isn't necessarily the same as finding happiness. A collection of deeply flawed

individuals, trapped in a theatrical purgatory of their own making.

They may be condemned to perform forever, but they still have their songs. And perhaps that is
something.
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK

Every song belongs to someone.

King of the World

The Dancer

She Makes Me Nervous

A Singer of Songs

All in the Name of Rock 'n’ Roll
Rest My Bones

Reflections on Melancholia
Nobody Can Take It All Away
Same Old Story

After the Rain

Like a Knife in My Heart

Like a Knife in My Heart / artwork
My Black Heart

My Black Heart / portrait
Another

lustrated lyric artwork

Hold On to the Night

Hold On to the Night / portrait

[lustrated songs and companion portraits
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / KING OF THE WORLD

l Walking around in this city
| Trying to find nothing to do |

s }ﬂ They all want to take a piece out of y
N I've got s0 many prob[ems to solve i

1| Crawl out from your rocks and evulve_'. A8

“" ‘B =] i ¥ y 3 h'q.i | k
2 g ‘ s L
2y Xé < &4

Standing up high on the ledge j
1 Just hanging on, locking down on you ™%
! And [ think to myself, yes it's true a
+ You're no better than apes in a zoo :
There are so many wrongs left to right
Will you ever step into the light _
Your future’s not looking too bright -

AR L L LA A il
fegiaen i

e YR XL SN < : I / ‘—_;»:: e

6 Wil e

4 (Chorus_ G Instrumental
Who would be the king of the world : g o
Who would be the king of the world i
}- There are so many wrongs left to right ° |

‘F Will you ever step into the light e
A

|

Your future's not looking too bright
| Who would be the king of the world /&
Who would be the king of the woi/ff%

5

l
‘fz Verse 3 _
We've come to the end of the race §%
You had it all Now look what you've.done
All of the fighting A AW
And all the indicting A \
You could never get along W
Now everything's over and"done, ' s/
What good did it do anyone

===

Who would be the king of the world

Now everything's over and done

What good did it do anyone

When everyone lost, then who won?
Who would be the king of the world
Who would be the king of the world
Who would be the king of the world

_ Who would be the king of the world
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / THE DANCER

CARNIVALESQUE OBSCURA

Altogether at the same
I don't know if I can wai
Angel I'm a losing my

You're the r

Verse 2

all night

just feeds my desire

ke you feel all right
e closer, I just want to hol
ile the moonshines

know where to begin

kin

Altogether at the same time
I don't know if I can wait another minute
Angel, I'm a losing my mind

you get un
Your heartbeat i close to mine
You're the reason I'm feeling so fine




THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / SHE MAKES ME NERVOUS
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'i' Hair as black as raven's wings
rj Eyes pools of the darkest sins
' To taste the kiss of blood-red lips

(" To feel the icy touch of her fingetrips

ﬁ'_;i[ Whispers on ﬂle midnighit air
1197 Thoughts we never meant to share 3
Il She carves her name into my veins

B And T know [ will never
. be the same again
’ []";

{ o
7 She makes me nervous

b
i She makes me nervous
y Wraps her arms aroun
'ﬂ‘ Takes me to the places

'ﬁﬁa [ dont know

(
A P

- =
= -
P

! Cruly an te b Wit 7
p As pleasure ends,@wen ecstasy begins i l
Morality, once tomtapa:rt‘ y i
Sets fredthe dark desires 7
ofsthe hé‘art , 7

N o2 7

d my sou ‘

o
ﬂ a:makes e nervous (Ahfh, Ahhh) qn’ff”’,{ '
9 She makes me nervnusd , hhh),‘" 20N 5P ‘\Aﬂ Bridge
| Wraps her arms around my soul 2 s
ﬂ' T;EES to the placs ‘ g gt: m:tes me nervous . n\
B, ) | h) o — | makes me nervous
WMo I dont know: (Ahhn, Ahr ) f} . . L) S nakes e s
L e ! — ¥
St {¢ She makes me nervous

Fh\

NN S D

“-: Forbidden fruit tastes sweeter still . -
Il Living in the moment of the thrill
| Beware the jaws the love that bite%

3

f\\ The freshness of the kil o, N

_

"N\ reveals her appetite W\ Se
A Py

‘J She makes me nervous (Ahhh, Ahhhrﬁn J~4
)

She makes me nervous (Ahhh, AhhR) g .
Wraps her arms around my soul ¥ l, LTy

"\?ﬁ’ i
IS RN
S s Takes me to the places

I don't know

-~

— : ¢ e
She makes me nervous (Ahhh, Ahhh)

" She makes me nervous (Ahhh, Ahhh)

¥ :\1 ¥ Wraps her arms around my soul

y Sy, Takes me to the places | don't know

D " She makes me nervous s
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / A SINGER OF SONGS

A brother of mine who lived and died
by A pain filled his heart then stars filled his eyes f 3

He was a child of the universe
A singer of songs, a weaver of words

_ As there is no beginning, there is no end
Lost to a world he forever tr

[ {° And the strange and beautiful together are baund: B

B0 In the spark of a song in the soul of a sound, ¢
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“Verse 2
Rro o~ &
" No one saw through the mask he wore _ ;

[ Til it slipped from his face and fell to the floor

iy 2 Vo LB8
B e e
e {
re gt Tl &

And looked to the broken shards in his hands? &ﬂ

Bit . Reflecting a fragile and mortal man

He cried out agains{ the wind
Forsaking all he could have been
But deep inside his broken shell

There was no shelter... from himself - (8

He was a child of the universe
A Singer 0{ Sﬂngs, d weaver 0{. Wﬂl'[{s j Il

) A brother of mine who lived and died




THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / ALL IN THE NAME OF ROCK "N’ ROLL

ALLI lN THE NAME OF. 1

— ﬂ "F!H" :,
Rock and roll singer in a rock and roll ba
One too many one-night stands )
S ’ *1((
E - gr 5 "’ 3

37 1. Lived each day with the gauge on red
-..l A4 £ ,J‘ The deal was made, signed, sealed and sold
; ‘%The price was paid in more than gold

H

Achmg heart and an aching head -

” All in the name of rock and roll
| Allin the name of rock and roll 2 Ej
/)l Pay your dues and never get old _*
) Al in the name of rock and roll

| On the road, it's all the same Py \if,
i You're dealt the cards you play the game Al !
| Beaten broken bruised and scarred b I
i/ The fight is on with no holds barred %

il And while you're down there on your knees
You might say a prayer for me -

[Verse 3] % =Sy
The life | live is the life | choose'q
And | was born to sing these blues
Women booze and sold-out shows
Ain't always the way it goes
One of these days | might go far
A smger a song and an old guitar

L

Pay your dues and never get u]d
All in the name of rock and roll 33
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / REST MY BONES

When T was down on my luck
She dragged me UP on my feet
Ve : 4 3 ‘ Well now she's wastin' oy time VB
verse 1 | LA 3§ B LE And I'n flat proke on the street &8
) . my heart AN TR
. Iﬁf%;tm?;‘-:z};eiéna?féck Y N I T've been walking for d.?frs 1o
{ ope was my reason for 1iving . ] % : & A fiad :sorue w.ﬂ.a o {D;gefr‘q el
1l vow she's my every regret \ LTE 1 don't know where I'm ZO1NB AR
i " £ 1ot T ein' there yet

I got nowhere to rest my bones

1 got nowhere to call my home 1 got the devil to pay

ojpocs .to lay ny weary head Hels riding right on ny back

A wanderin' soul until T'm dead A =0 T burned the bridge to the past
And now there's no turning back '

een walking for days, can't
find no way to forget
I don't know where I'm going,
but I ain't there yet

b T got nowhere to rest my bones
i I got nowhere to call my home
No place to lay my wWeary head
| 4 wanderin' soul until I'm dead
" | I got nowhere to rest my bones
I got nowhere to call my home
No place to lay my weary head
A wanderin' soul until I'm dead

Well I've been walking for days

to find some way to forget

1 don't know where T'm going
et
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / REFLECTIONS ON MELANCHOLIA

[

Y Verse 1.
veror 2
' ‘,’ 4. The stage once lay before me

erse ) &

Im eft Jhaunted bypthe Vision
Wl 5 1 Of a_loveythat wasn't shared
{| . 1} One that"passed ‘|

|

fl

beyorid all hope ok
Sy And fell into despair ]'
U Left lying in the ruins .lf:
. Underneath this mournful sky 'g'.}
. Drowning in the sorrow |

11 As the light within me died Jl’j

A shadow of what used to be
Stands before you now
I never took my curtain call

/(> But Tll take a final bow
rRRER

i — ']

5 %1\\“ Blood, sweat and tears I gave to all |
S But it was never quite enough ‘
‘I\_ And now it seems the seas T saled |
| Have proved to be too rough |
9 My story's set to gather dust rj
Abandoned on a shelf

With nothing left to do or say

{j- f’/' a’\@ mm sooo0o tired
L | NS Vs, I'm soooco tired
4

/

@ \ T Of picking up the pieces I:
: Every way I turn, I lose . |
And T'm soooo0 serry I
Yes, I'm soo000 sorry \
ver meant to leave 30\1' . =
. But I'm cast adrift and fading }P p

Qutro_ N \\1 g

W j
\‘ QOut of view X g e
: ; Idg_e— : X /“'IH ti d v 'E'::‘.._ f/I
Sooooo tired (sao000 tired) And T'm s00000 fred i
Soo000 tired (so0000 tired) J Yes, .InT so0000 tired Y
Sooooo tired (sooo00 tired) </~ Of picking up the pieces ; L i
ﬁ..l‘!;‘ : E\(gry waH I iurn, I |DSP. 4 C":.' 'I r H

And I'm soc000 sorry |
Yes, I'm so0000 sorry Al
I never meant to leave you AN ¢

But I'm cast adrift and fadin_qj' |

Qut of view

- i (o T =

. Sooooo tired (so0000 tired) - %% 3
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THE ILLUSTRATE
D SONGBOOK / NO

BODY CAN TAKE

IT ALL AWAY

| and pours himself another drink
1| Reflects upon his life

|| And everything that might have been
7 The Songs remained the same

il But the scenery had changed

\\ His golden days soon disappeared

‘/:;\\\E:ke a tear c,aught in the rain -7 ;_ I

Wl - : = - f e T q

: e?:;::g\:;w-’_-b e (@ On the littering silver screen
=€ :\\;__ ,,E\ Now In the shagows of the aty lights

7 Chorus
WY
g\ Nobody, can take it all away
"\ Nobody, can take it all awa
: | We cant unwind the hands oF time
@97 Thou h the world keeps passing by
u ijeft them laughing h

."1-1-'/ 1/€r56é %“'1 sy

o s

17 Now the theatre lies empty, yet within™~

it hallowed walls gl 1.7
Ry 4]

I

I The balconies recall

{1 The sound of lost applause
| High above the faded signs ) |
I Still their names forever shine |
in\ Thou%'n the final curtain had to fall ;i

7y The egends never e
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" “She foun

;. Y
A

| i =,
'._ﬂmhﬁ'@_ to find

4 herself cast on the
tender mercies of the street 1
Dirt beneath her finrgernails

9 i!:i A star beneath her eet

QOnce she was a queen

A

. Be thab}h

=
j“ @h\'\‘ [

g

Thoush the wo
You left them

7 i . A voice that echoes

A

=], Well Tve

&) T don't

\, She plays out, her final xfg L] oy
s - NP
iy S 2
e

..’/.-.‘
2 Lﬁé’?ﬁ ol beind the dream 7 '
4.5 es the”price you pay T3 A

s, mihgffore than it seems 7A@ |

/"—'— = 2
i Nobody, can take it all away )
Nobodg, can take it all away _L"i’
We can't unwind the hands of time b

% Nobody, can take it all away >

o

!

rld keeps passing by i
laughing through the tears |
fhrough the years \

I
!
/’I"ll
iy
1

e

been wa[king for day; \
some way to forjgt

know where ['m qoing  J4

I S
@ but I ain't there yet B
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / SAME OLD STORY

|| I'laid my cards right out on the table
Il Believed Lady Luck was on my side

; | met her on... a Monday morning
All sweet nothings and sympathy
;1 By Tuesday evening | was bust and broken

¢ Ain't no telling what a fool believes

,__.I" What a fool believes ol

[ What

i P
a fool believes” ~*

A

¢

| But the deck she was dealing from was loaded ik

I bet my heart and lost my pride

L
‘bl “M!
o e X |4
B A %
i

II those good times and golden promises

Y = S

A

| watched them wash right on down the drain | <
Now all I got left is what I'm standing in

And a one-way ticket for that downtown train

—%:}‘"

i
"

Same old story, same old song and dance -

Adosing hand in love's sweet game

A gambling man, I'll take another chance

Same old life, same old ways

CARNIVALESQUE OBSCURA

A losing hand in love's sweet game

A,gambling man, ['ll take another chance ! . s

Same old life, same old ways

Same old story, same old song and dance
A losing hand in love’s sweet game

A gambling man, I'll take another chance
Same old life, same old ways
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / AFTER THE RAIN

After the rain, came
After the rain, came
by After the rain, came
B The shadows paﬁs.ed, and thiﬂgz we

e

@ And so to silver linings

& New dawns and better days
To step into
Beyond the g
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The days of wine and roses
Were soon to pass away

The tender flowers of romance
Became a barbed bouquet

! How scon the veil was lifted
- The truth was plain to

[ stood forlorn and hop ;
In the embers of my dreams

i waving, 1'm not drowning anymore | 1§
cading out of darker waters, salling to the shore (P
] §

After the rain, came
After the rain

yla =

e T O e e e

A e
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T
HE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / LIKE A KNIFE IN MY HEART

(A B Yok _
4 Verse 1 et s
I found myself Y #\_[?1’_5_2__2.
I T laid before you

walking in circles " "E
Trying to find some sense’ .
. Now I see your sympathy'
" Was only a pretence - |

Wi O8 : &K

ke s bife iy bt DX
A Like a knije in o
i\ Can words cut 50 deep? \ J
\ Like a kn'\fe in my heart P

|J (an a man o

7\ Like @ knife n my heart X f
(N Like a knife in my heart 4 4 SWEA
= Ry Vi |

A e P

WOy

! Verse 4 ;
. Behind the mask é,if
| of innocence - 4 % s
| The truth is now revealed '\""q@&qf
The curtain drawn o A ASeul
forevermore \ S 7

A fate forever seale.d ” ﬁ‘ “gl ’

la
cold embraces

falls on 3ester&a3 .

seems So_far awa

Can & man 0
Like
7 Like a ki
LN
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f stone bleed? "1 {72 sk

] [ Silence isn't always golden

worn and weary

rse 2

I see your face
in cold reflection

. 1-{'} A mirror of a dream
ke Your voice, once a gentle
el whisper

;’f“ d,'.; Now turned to piercing
ey soream o]

(

J U Like knife in my heart 48
F‘y ik Can wordsfcut soydeep? R
| Like a kife i my heart
| Can a man of stone bleed?
i Like a knife in my heart
' Like a knife in my heart -

W e

J—— == R
== PR P - —
- == 3

| i=r When all our promises were broken
{2\ Silence isn't always golden 4
Where the truth yearns to be spoken 1 |

i T ia
e - == QST

Like a knife in my heart
1 (Like a knife in my heart)

| Like a knife in ™ heart
1l (Like a kaife in ™ heart)
Like a knife in my heart

N -
; “sTomorrow seems so far away B

.'!
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / LIKE A KNIFE IN MY HEART / ARTWORK

| They left me for dead e
|| for no rhyme and no reason ,as.‘
" | But the heart that I wore e 3

on my sleeve was still beatin’ ;': "
When the vampyres el

start to dance ..
You only get
one last chance -

<

had a face that was smiling
[ had time on my hands, Ei
but the seconds were dying , o
| paced four rooms’ worth  [|.
of floor T
Then [ heard them nﬁ g

outside the door ‘j—:g!fi 1)

A “\._w_., ]
e i
\\\ %1‘ \ ‘.__'!_—_;’.f
Rl | Il el

" Why won't everybody .
just leave me alone?
| was born with an ache

t by a nightmare
started talking to me,
new she was not there
“Hey buddy!, If you wanna

in my heart and a hole Stk S
in my soul  “Lots tak Ik d 12
[ don't need nobody Feilercl ‘f’a.lf s & f
the suicide mile” -,
around ATE ?

To care for the
tears of this clown
So why won't everybody
o Just leave me alone?

S H
s - - - —_ -
t'c e s essi ssesseny

588 8 8 8 S HE BB s e e a0 e

)
i® 60 8e0 08 000 s 0800 oss s 80 &

HCT
3L/

Why won't everybody
just leave me alone?
| was born with an
in my heart and a ho

I'm finally somewhere
that no one can reach me

in my sou ; ; :
[ don't need nobedy | [mall by myself and Y '
aro i at last I can feel free " Why won't everybody
To cate for the - - jk/ If you see my body around - B | just leave me alone? |
Elown i h i Just take it to the ‘ﬁ; NDf ] was born with an ache
everybody s;, . lost and found i . Inmy heart and Ia hole
g | e R in my sou
N I H!OI-JE?. - E * 01 dont nzed nobody
% ; |/ i around

To care for the

tears of this clown
So why won't everybody
_ just leave me alone?

e Why won't everybody just leave me alone? ) <

> _ —= 1 was born with an ache in my heart and a hole in my soul _#

N I don't need nobody around .

To care for the tears of this clown = y

W27 So why won't everybody just leave me alone? - Ay
% 0 p S

- e R ==

P

o
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK /MY BLACK HEART

i I Janf J'mow where. I'm goin i':;: | /% K Y ; .

i+ I don't care if the sun donq shine ajam g £ “!-‘.. A drt oo it b frve for i

Only know that Im drowning o\ (L %r:ﬂjl'c for ;v:ry worthless breath T fakc ;
misery that surngunds_me

{“‘" e
, - Beneath the waves in a sform that never ends  * 7L TR T
\:*'A‘\'»-i,._ /5 b, hodmertray ' Forever causes my curséd heart 1o break
SV Aaceh, g, 0 rﬂqor’ 51 ; BARESTENY o Y TN
. w..., @l

f‘/A black heart, my black hmn‘ is forn intdo 4 O
Mﬂ bla ¢k heart, mH black heart isfforn in\two ¥ /;;__1, e
J black. heart s forn in Bo &AL | |

A WIS
'j__;‘;’;[ B 27 2t Al
Ve = AV PRVE |
3 o Al g5 ik ) - . : ‘.?\“Ei‘gf o
WY TR

I-}-"Jer*fl 2
I can fell what you 're Hnmkm g iy e fo thi Hm o

] | = I can't escape from is i ¢!
Bu’r fhe fruth is 9ou Jus’r don't have a clue! /%/, ,;;. The ﬂhas{'s of the Ipcu‘r keep haun’rmﬂ me
They take me info the darkness

roblem

a’p \ =
1 " i ll h h .- i ‘
Tl WA dgn t‘ﬂd 1[ mj & 5_ ﬂi’ Don't yau see this is no’r how 1 wanf li’ fo be

™ e ¥ ‘& [Brljﬁel - i _.‘. “ e

A ! | &
é{i' y " L '1 As the spnmf spins around , .0
R ¥ ! s |
o ¢ i Tt drags me further down % j L 4 -
o & ' |

‘, rj},# \', .!j-,. | i E.t“l’i " And ::ze shadows fold aroun . E’
o x 4 1 s J ﬂ Tn the Fl'ace where I am faﬂﬂd : 3¢ oo
¢ B So== : = "V =

i g = A%

L,
et Lt

\./erfe /j o) : &;T
Tned 4o kil #his addiction 'n:_j % !
But I can't kil the truth T ry fo hidc ok 1
* And T don't have a reason 5 f\“’_';’ : R

To ﬁx all the P:eces broke. ms:de ," f(- o 2

o — F..__ﬁ_@_

‘g/L erse b| s : %

/ s angbodg sill hs%nnlz .., ‘
27 Did amjbodg hear an r? I Sm'd-? JRiia- WY
D4 Ts that a voice in H?e chaos?
Or the saeams mC the beasf inside my ‘j i &ﬁ

8 }/_! > e il 3 ‘"“"i"" ;l;

black. heart, my black hmn‘ is fom in Jrwa _ ‘Fi&

£

black heart is forn in o'\

j
lack. heart, m
By s o L heart is forn in o E"

M black. heart, my blac
Mﬂ Hack heart, my bl’ack hearf / /{
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK /MY BLACK HEART / PORTRAIT

ﬁly iﬁ[atk ,Heart
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / ANOTHER

I ve been gone fbr
\. far too /c)nf :
A stranger where |
1 once belonged

I ve tried so hard 7
& o find a way '
o T make it ﬂrmtff/r

i i

ai’i'es inside f
WL truth I tried so ;
_ hard to hide _

v :--'- '3-"., S
A crimson drop ¢
upon the floor U
(. I can't recall  Sfit i
f the time before i\
[ feel the burning ELY
1, in my flesh {7\

x} Anoﬂter day f
!

J A8
¢ becomes the next [

. V.-.. B : w7 s o) '_:_: 2k, \‘-_\.‘_,_‘_ 1 ‘ j
{, Forftvs me for i I 1)) . N i A B
b you could not kmw { | 21 3 \ R ;

ne F"‘L ﬂimt I . | __.' : I ”.‘, ‘,"" - v. -’\..' \ :.-\' . I‘

W wandered alone

Ar.- as you lay NJ

g me down to sfeep 523 it

: P!& se_say a Prayer'; ’/ :

.y soul to keepagd A

e e ‘:.‘ i ) Anoﬂzer pzzy

- v{%ﬁ S Another pay g

AL 4 A \

s R ekg bt Another Day
O 2 Anafhar Pay

s ; £ SRS ST _ i

‘ ‘..:."','4 o = po L i =y \‘»-“Tj a /g ¥
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / ILLUSTRATED LYRIC ARTWORK

* VERSE 1 i
[ was told by a preacher
when | was just a boy
Set the Devil's works
behind thee look to
Jesus for your joy
Led my life by his
example made my
music for the Lord
And everyday I'd
pray and look to him

}. But too far did | wander
| from the path I walked apon
And [ fell to the temptations IW [ e
(A
~ I'd resisted for so long s
+ My instrument once cherished _-‘,'-5"? ;
+ lay discarded on the floor 3
My heart was filled with i
sorrow and an answer i)
I yearned for

% { VERSE 2
L)

My
ot

for my reward .

' < -gﬁ.-_;“

.\\. 4
VERSE 3 y i
My life was at a crossroads 6
when a stranger came to me ;

He spoke of how a simple deal =<

could change my destiny ; i

I signed dpon the dotted line =~

that's all that he required

It seemed like such a small

price fo gift my hearts desires. 5
& i i |

‘Fﬁfm‘f‘ L
1A === Jav T,
4{ R Eh

e =2 & ‘ o Y OB e
=) S AR 1 will"suffer for my sins, . L W ot A
RS I sld my soul to pay my dues | ¢ j 25 et
NN Vis how the Devils bargain s ; PR ¥
e ™ - tarned a broken heart into the blues - : N A,
VERSE 5 i S0 T g U0 RSO O N AR
Now my days are fillediwith \ N
and my path i gold

An eterni

wen ‘ .l i
['must behold . = Ty
i y fists in anger, . f‘

CHORUS
Well [ heard the Devils" music
and | danced anto his tane
And I made the Devils' bargain,
signed in blood, it sealed my doom
[ will suffer for my sins,
" I sold my soul to pay my dues
This is how the Devils bargain

.\ /" tuned a broken heart into the blues * " i

\ " " g Y,
&y . o J'rl;%'f{.&
: o 5§ o
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THE IL
LUSTRATED SONGBOOK /HOLD ON TO THE NIGHT

Lij e T
i Tve walked forever '
U through this nightmare alone

" The endless years that T've endured :!]; "

Chorus b . 3 :
e ‘(" &
ld on to the night, now baby 1 &

on my own i
I turned my back on all T thought | Ho
that 1 knew 4] Hold on, and I will make it alright
Hold on to the night oW

¢ And travelled oceans of time i ‘
?\J“St for you L' For at dawn's first [ight
G L " W) We disappear
\_éﬁe—-; : s $ = -
) Eternal passion from S
our hearts still afndhcolld :
). Undying embers of the 10V %73
| gtil? hold )
T hear the echoes of my past
start to call A }__’
Welll wait together for g A o
3\ the darkness to T2

e A"

g

oy
Ghorus
el
Hold on to the night, now baby
Hold on, and [ wiﬁ make it alright |/
Hold on to the night
For at dawn's first light
We disappear s

"%ﬁ“
{sk\ The shadows are ot sanctuary il ¥
;1 Shrouded in mystery throughout eternity l
{\ The children a? theapight, such music they make

i So sad your heart will surely break 1S 1%

,_jj’
1
i

N ‘
u\\\ H ___"

5

HE PR
2 "G

Chorus | Fade Out S

{ /-"'"_———"'f—_ ALY

% Hold on to the night, now baby |E|

i Hold on, and [ will make it alrigit i
Hold on to the night
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THE ILLUSTRATED SONGBOOK / HOLD ON TO THE NIGHT / PORTRAIT

For at hawn s first hght
WE DISAPPEAR
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ﬁ’; TForTHE DAMNED AND THE BEAU
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“Weleonte to Carnivalesque Obscura. The show that never

ends.”

Story and selected quotations from “Our Story”,
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