
Strew the field with slaught ered foe men, Fa la la la la la la la la.

Hark en to the joy ous o men, Fa la la la la la la la la.

West ern swords are bright ly shin ing, Fa la la la la la la la la.

East ern hopes are swift de clin ing, Fa la la la la la la la la.
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