
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1 . Goat Castle 
There's a black spot1 in the woods that's calling 
sometimes when I think of you 
Your voice in the wind calling me 
Drowning my ears is all I can do 
 
Brown-eyed demon is singing 
She punctuates my dreams 
Blood red lipped demon is whispering to me 
And sucking the breath for my screams2 
 
What kind of hell we raised? 
That I pray for each next dawn 
That damn spot1 out there creeping closer 
I don't know how to put it down 

 
Felt like tasting heaven, when we danced too close to hell 

Some seal, some bind was broken. The best I have to quell 

it are the songs and hanging pans.3 But things are still slipping by 
And I still hear her singing, in the woods on quiet nights 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
1-ÁÃ"ÅÔÈ ÒÅÆÅÒÅÎÃÅÓȢ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÃ"ÅÔÈ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÙÅÌÌÓ Ȭ/ÕÔȟ ÄÁÍÎ ÓÐÏÔȢȭ 4ÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔÙ ÏÆ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÃÒÕÂÂing 
away certain wrongs. Mr. MacBeth believes in a prophecy that he will not be defeated until the woods around his castle rise up 
to destroy him. A foe has his men uproot trees to camouflage themselves in attacking. Prophecies should be carefully worded. 
2In some eras, this might have been interpreted to be a UFO contact. See, Sleep Paralysis.   
3Pans, i.e. goats and literally, loud sounds often thought to scare away demons and other unfriendly hard to see folk. I've seen a 
lot of pans, homemade wind chimes, hung for this purpose. 



Natchez, Mississippi. 1888 
Jennie Merrill, Duncan Minor, Octavia Dockery and Richard Dana ɀ two couples, four best friends. 
Educated and wealthy, they were darlings of Natchez society in the 1890s. Octavia was a poet, Richard a 
pianist.   
 
Suddenly, the four became reclusive. Their rare sightings in town were marked by paranoid and eccentric 
behavior. Jennie was sometimes seen wandering in the woods between the two couples' homes, her hair 
long and tangled. A trip of goats slowly ate Richard's plantation style home; the locals began calling it 'The 
Goat Castle.' 
 
Coming home to Jennie one night, Duncan found the home in disarray. There was blood on the walls and a 
trail out the driveway. A search team found Jennie's body in the woods between the couples' houses. She 
had been shot several times in the chest. 

 
Emily Burns, a local boarding house owner, was charged with the murder along with an accomplice who 
was killed in Arkansas shortly after Jennie's murder. Not everyone was convinced. Emily Burns was later 
pardoned by the governor for unknown reasons. 
 
After Jennie's death, many locals and tourists claimed seeing her ghost darting between trees in the 
woods near the couple's homes. And late into the night, Richard continued to play uncomfortable 
melodies on his poorly tuned piano. 
 
Why the four changed...No one knows for sure. 

 
 
Lyrics Scott (S), Music S w/ Nic (N) Krissy (K) Plug (P) 

S - Main vocals, guitar & synth 
N - Bass & backup vocals 
P - Drums & backup vocals 
K - violin  

S, N & P, samples 
 
 

 



2. What You Break 

How was I to know? 
You came without a sign 
Fragile this side up 
Or handle me with care 
 
What you break you own4 
 
Caught in a second so slow 
I could taste the air 
As you amplified my sigh 
By your silent stare 
 
There's a flicker of crime, behind your eyes 
Yeah I see it there 
Your pumpkin Smile 
Your hollow stare 

 
Back and forth you go 
Rocking(,)5  your only friend 

Black indifferent eyes 
Scapegoat in a snare 
 

Our favorite hiding spot was under the stairs. 
There was a loose board. It was a good spot, but 
you could still hear the screaming. 

 
 
Lyrics S, Music S & Chuck Getsi & Gabe Passmore w/ N, P 

S - Main vocals & guitar 
N - Bass & backup vocals 
P - Drums & backup vocals 
S, N & P, samples 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                 
46ÁÒÉÁÎÔ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÓÔÏÒÅÓȟ Ȭ9ÏÕ ÂÒÅÁË ÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔȢȭ (ÅÒÅȟ we are referring to people that treat each other as mere 
objects; the kind of person who might understand their control of another, their ability to break them, as the glue of the 
relationship. 
5
Someone rocking in a fetal position with a dolls etc. Or refeÒÒÉÎÇ ÔÏ 2ÏÃË Îȭ 2ÏÌÌȟ Á ÔÅÒÍ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÆÅÒÒÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅØÕÁÌ ÁÃÔÉÖÉÔÙȢ 

Here, the idea is that the victim eventually seeks relationships in another shallow way. 



3. Maritana  

Lucinda I tried 

To go on after our time 
I succeeded by most measurements 
But I could never forget your eyes6 
 
I couldn't ask you to choose 
With convictions too cast(e)7-bound to move 
) ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ×ÉÓÅ 

To why sometimes my gaze goes right through 
 
Lucinda I tried, but I could never forget your eyes 
ɍ/È ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÒÇÌÁÓÓȟ 4ÕÒÎÓ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÍÁÙȢ /Ò ÔÈÅ ÓÁÎÄÓ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÐÁÓÓȢ )Æ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÏÂÅÙɎ8

 

 
I forgave them as you asked 
In the letter you wrote me last 
In a quiet place, I try to find faith 
That your fevered dream will come to pass 
 
3Ï )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ×Å ÍÅÅÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ 

We rebuilt the fountain in St. Pete 
Surrounded by so much, rich in this world but 
Too little to confirm my dreams9

 

 
Floating on through an excessive long life 
"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÓÉÎ ÔÏ ÈÁÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅ 

You deny time is finite, but how will I find you 

When I drift into that inky tide?10
 

 
Lucinda I tried 

To go on after our time 
I found you before and I will again 
Because I could never forget your eyes 
 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
6)Æ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÔÒÕÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÒÁȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ,ÕÃÉÎÄÁȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ 4ÈÏÍÁÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ -ÁÒÉÔÁÎÁȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ $ÏÎ #ÅÓÁÒ 
recognized after he had married a veiled bride. But it did not fit lyrically. 
7
4×Ï ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇÓ ÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȢ #ÁÓÔȟ ÁÓ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÂÒÏÎÚÅȢ 4ÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÔȟ 4ÈÏÍÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ,ÕÃÉÎÄÁȭÓ 

ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎÓȢ 3ÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ȬÎÏÂÉÌÉÔÙȭ ÉÓÓÕÅ ÁÓ ÉÎ Á ÃÁÓÔÅ ÓÙÓÔÅÍȢ 
8
/ÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÒÁ ×ÅÒÅȡ Ȭ$ÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÏÌÄÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÉÎÅ ÈÏÕÒ ÇÌÁÓÓȟ 4ÕÒÎ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÍÁÙȟ (ÉÓ ÓÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÈÁÌÌ ÎÏÔ pass, 

)Æ ÈÅ ÍÙ ×ÉÓÈ ÏÂÅÙȭ 4ÈÅÓÅ ÓÅÅÍ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÈÁÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ 4ÈÏÍÁs, feeling trapped in time as I imagine he felt 
at his hotel by the sandy beach. In the opera these are said when Don Cesar is in prison, not knowing his fate, whether he will 
be executed or reunited with his bride. 
9Original words sung by Maritana in the ÏÐÅÒÁ ×ÅÒÅȡ Ȭ7ÈÙ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÇÈ ÉÎ ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÌÁÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÁÉÎÓȩ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ 
or too much, señor. Too much for remunerating songs of a poor Gitana, and too little to confirm the dreams of splendor which 
ÎÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÏÃÃÕÐÙ ÍÙ ÓÌÕÍÂÅÒÓȢȭ 
10There are a number of references in the lyrics to the ocean. The hotel is on the beach and I tried at all times recording and 
writing this, to imagine a somber Thomas standing in the very pleasant seaside environment that is St. Petersburg. 



Maritana is based on the story of Thomas Rowe and Lucinda de Guzman. They met in London in the 
1890s when Lucinda was performing in a William Vincent Wallace opera - a love story about a Roma 
ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÓÉÎÇÅÒȟ -ÁÒÉÔÁÎÁȟ ÁÎÄ Á 3ÐÁÎÉÓÈ ÎÏÂÌÅÍÁÎȟ $ÏÎ #ÅÓÁÒȢ ,ÕÃÉÎÄÁȭÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔ 3ÐÁÎÉÓÈ ÎÏÂÉÌÉÔÙ 
and her parents forbid the relationship with Thomas - a merely affluent American student. When they 
planned to elope, her parents discovered the plot and hid her away. 

 
Thomas sent letters to Lucinda for years, all returned unopened. Lucinda died young. On her death bed, 
she wrote this letter to Thomas: 
 
Ȭ4ÏÍȟ ÍÙ ÂÅÌÏÖÅÄ $ÏÎ #ÅÓÁÒȢ &ÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÁÓ ) ÈÁÖÅȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ) ÄÅÓÐÁÉÒȢ .ÏÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÆÏÒÓÁËÅ ÙÏÕȢ 
We found each other before we will do so again. This life is only an intermediate. I leave it without regret 
and travel to a place where the swing of the pendulum does not bring pain. Time is infinite. I will wait for 
ÙÏÕ ÂÙ ÏÕÒ ÆÏÕÎÔÁÉÎ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅÌÅÓÓ ÌÏÖÅȟ ÏÕÒ ÄÅÓÔÉÎÙ ÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȭ 
  
Thomas married in the meantime, though all accounts suggest the couple were estranged. In 1925, 
Thomas moved to St. Petersburg, Florida (without his wife) and built the Don Cesar hotel. The lobby of 
the hotel had a replica of the fountain where Thomas and Lucinda used to meet. 

 
3ÉÎÃÅ 4ÈÏÍÁÓȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÎÕÍÅÒÏÕÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÓÉÇÈÔÉÎÇs of a ghostly couple meeting Thomas 
ÁÎÄ ,ÕÃÉÎÄÁȭÓ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÐÔÉÏÎ ÂÙ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÇÕÅÓÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ $ÏÎ #ÅÓÁÒ ÈÏÔÅÌȢ 

 
Lyrics S, Music S w/ N K P 
S - Main vocals, synths & guitar 
N - Bass, synths & warble 
P - Drums 

K - Violin 

Queen Raj - backup vocals 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



4. Lila Anne  

4ÈÅ ÒÁÉÌ ÉÓ ÒÕÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÌÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÓÏÏÎ 

Smile for me... when the black steel shines 

Carry me to my car, have someone sound the bell 

,ÉÌÁ !ÎÎÅȢȢȢ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ 

 
,ÉÌÁ !ÎÎÅȢȢȢÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÒÙ ÉÔͻÓ ÔÉÍÅ 

Someone should ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÅ 

Knowing I leave you all, if only it was more 
,ÉÌÁ !ÎÎÅȢȢȢ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ 

 
Remember me to anyone still there 
Though I fade with each new year 
 
)ÔȭÓ ÇÌÏÒÙÌÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄ 

!ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÆÒÅÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÍÙ ÂÕÒÄÅÎ ÉÓ let down 

In peace, please go, grieve for me no more 

,ÉÌÁ !ÎÎÅȢȢȢ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÃÕÒÌÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÂÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÄÏ ÁÔ 
dusk. I saw the procession making its way, 
ÓÉÌÈÏÕÅÔÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȢ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ,ÁÃËÁ×ÁÎÎÁ ÔÒÁÉÎȢȱ 

 
Lila Anne is just about the anxiety of dying before your spouse and children are sufficiently taken care of. 
Most of the imagery is from a half-remembered poem about somebody traveling on a train with their 
deceased parent as cargo. 

 
Lyrics N w/ S, Music S & N w/ K P 

S - Main vocals, resonator, organ & accordion 
N - Bass, organ & backup vocals 
P - Drums & backup vocals 
K - Violin 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


