WITH ARROW AND WITH
SWORD

The thunder of hooves,

* *

The screams of our dead,

The darkening sky,

The promise of red.

Hold your ground till comes the call to charge

And scream defiance to the Demon tide.

Through our ranks they seek to

But they are doomed to die.

*

CHORUS
With arrow and with sword,

With mace and bolt and blade,

Throughout the dreadful day,

And none will be dismayed.

* *

We'll face the demon horde,

CHORUS END
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The strike of the bolt,

The fall from the horse,

The shattering clash,

The blade that is red,

The Demon that dies,

The sun breaking through,

The nightmare's demise.

Now spur your steeds and ride into the fray

*

Then fight until your foe or life is done,

Don't despair as more still come our way,
* * *

We'll not be overcome.
* *

(CHORUS)

The ember of hope,

The death-dream of home,

* *

We cannot give up

Though we stand alone.

(CHORUS)
(-*- Stressed Syllables)
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