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A war rior- takes plea sures- as e ver- he can. By this be ye ne ver- dis-
Our lea ther- we dye with the blood of our foes. Our wea pons- need ne ver- fear
It's rug ged- and harsh on the king's nor thern- march, so far from the glit ter- of
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mayed.- The fi re- that sheds forth the brigh test- of light must soo ner- fail and
rust. De fen- ding- the gates 'gainst the East Ty ger's- hordes: we e ver- hold that

court. The wea ther- is cold and the life it is hard, and of ten- times is
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fade. So sle ep- ye safe 'neath your sa tins- and silks and sip your sou thern-
trust. The war riors- ca rou- sing- long in to- the night, who ne ver- seem to
short. The out posts- up here on At lan- tia's- fron tier- are first to taste the
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wines. We'll ke ep- the wo olf- be yo- ond- the wall, we will keep the bor der-
sleep, 'tis sure that they've done a long turn on the wall of a nor thern- bor der-
steel. But north bor der- war riors- will be ar- the brunt, a nd- die be fore- they
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line.
keep.
yield. So our laugh ter- is lon ger- and lou der- than most, and the mead we drink fa ster- than
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e ver- it's poured. The folk of the bor der- have found that the dan cing- is swee test- when
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danced on the edge of the sword.
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