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Capo II 
 

 
 

 
(CH 1): Slow tempo  
 
All hail Hades 
All hail Persephone 
High hail true love- 
Which humbles all this earth 
 

 
(CH 2): Normal tempo  
 
Am F     E    Am 
All hail Hades 
Am F     E    Em 
Strong, Sure Hades 
Am F     E    Am 
All hail Hades 
C                  G        Am 
He knows what love is worth 
 

  
(CH 3): Normal  tempo  
 
Am F     E    Am 
All hail Persephone 
Am F     E    Em 
Fine, Fair Persephone 
Am F     E    Am 
All hail Persephone 
C                G      Am 
She sows death and rebirth 
 

 
V1:)                  Am                  C                      Dm               G 

My father knew no finer Maid than fair Persephone 
       Am                    C                    G                         Am 
And though her kin deny the truth, she loved him willingly 
       Am                 Dm                                            G 
So in his blazing chariot he brought his lover down         
        Am                      C                       Dm        G              Am 
He offered her what Zeus could not, a golden, burnished crown        
         G                        Dm                 F                    Em 
But Zeus, denied, was jealous and imposed a dual Fate    
        Am                   Am                       F             G            Am 
Yet I am proof that love if true burns bright for those who wait (CH 2)  

   
V2:)   The golden court can whisper on of lust and Zeus’ guile 
  My power tastes of darkness and I have my father’s smile 
  Persephone, my mother, savored well the fruits below 
  And as the Queen of Darkness birthed a daughter, Melinoe 
  For by the River Styx she lay in passion’s heady mist 
  I am the proof that shadow and the light can coexist (CH 3) 
 
V3:)  Oh, I was born unto a world that gleams like burnished oil 
  A goddess of the dead but heedless of the mortal coil 
  My robes are sewn of wayward souls, my court of ghostly grace 
  And though as fair as moonlight no man living knows my face 
  And every time the Bringer of the Seasons doth depart 
  I stand as proof my father fairly won my mother’s heart (CH 1) 
 
V4:)   Each year my mother leaves to bless the barren world above 
  I cannot bare the months apart nor bide without her love 
  Thus when you hear the howling of the hounds by moonlit hours 
  Know that I walk your mortal fields to seek my mother’s flowers 
  To all you lost and wayward souls: Come, Attend me well 
  I am the proof that love can light the deepest shades of hell! (CH 1) 

 


