The Plunders Saga


Rich in spirit and proud in soul, gallant Antenora
Isolated, shackled, chained and bound.
Seeds of death sown all around, taking root betwixt the ground
Elders dare not speak words unsaid, lest the young shall loose their heads.

Ancient halls and plains torn asunder-yet
Neither soldier, nor hunter, farmer, brother
Takes heed of the deeds undone.
Enough talk and martial prowess we hath lost
Now in the end, our die hath been tossed.
Our world is ours no more, neither home, nor family, birthright, hearth, and stone.
Rather, the infidel, the stranger, the aggressor takes the thrown.
Angels and demons never hath lost
Neither gods nor men as the story be crossed.
[bookmark: _GoBack]So proud Antenora waits bloodied and bound.

Rivers of blood and seas of eternal tears
Is the only consolation for our fears.
So we wait alone and afraid
Eventually, retribution may be attained.
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