
Battlelore, Of orcs and elves
Light seems fair and proudFirst borns noble crowdOpen hearts uncorruptedMaintain eternal tranquillity Beast, filthy kindSick soul, broken mindLight burns their blackened eyesSpoiled blood, impure heart See their purest formsHear high minded thoughtsDenote the total contrast ofThe race made by Morgoth Stretched elven bodiesTorture pestilentialDark side of the distant starsUnnatural creation Ironic how they were takenSo far from each otherDeepest dark, merest lightFrom the one and the same awakening Cunning was the plan of MorgothThose foolish did all the workHe came and culled the harvestBred the fruits for his purposeUnaware folk of the starsForced into wounds and dreadful scarsTo raid the lands under his summonsDestroy the race that they once were

Battlelore - Of orcs and elves w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/battlelore-of-orcs-and-elves-tekst-piosenki,t,453543.html

