The Warrior
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For my Clan I fight,
in darkness of the night.

All of Antei’s a stage,
for the willing fighters rage.

Blades gleam in the dark,
swung in effortless arc.

The clash of steal is heard,
clarity of mind is blurred.

Violence in the air,
silence now is rare.

Blood is on the ground,
for death I’m now bound.

Fight now not for glory,
but to end this violent story.

Wounds drip from my soul,
to pay the reapers toll.

In death I earn my keep,
and freedom I shall reap.

For Plagueis lives through me,
and in darkness I still see.


For loyalty to my Clan,
into death I ran…


