Complete darkness is what we see

Among the branches of this tree

Its roots poisons our home
Brings shadow of its dome

They are truly evil occupants

They treat us like we were ants

They try to ingnite in us fear

It should be to all of us clear

But they are deeply mistaken
Our true spirit cannot be taken

We can fight them off our land

With powerful strike of our hand

Awake and rise the Antenora tribes

Do not accept their gifts and bribes

Refuse to accept their evil orders

Do not let them marry our daughters

They are the ones, who have power

But we shall never fear and cower
We are obliged to clean up their mess

So that we may receive gods’ bless
