Set The Table
The earth is shaking,

the days are cold,
and the sea is rising high.

Since three years we

have seen no sun,

yet many men have died.

We hear the rumbling,

noise of war,

through ten feet walls of stone.

When men make war

against their blood

the goods will stand alone.

So tonight...in the holy halls,

we all will sing and dance.

Set the table and bring the wine,

the ruin is at hand.
The howlin’ wolves

and giants are

trying to break free.

The end is near when

the land goes down,

and fades into the sea.

They will be told
by the roosters cry,

that the last war has begun.

When mountains break,

and the horn is blown,

they’ll know the time has come.

    Chorus

Golden helmet,

upon their head,

they’re riding through the rain.

The black ship’s near,

it comes in sight,

the wulf has smashed his chain.

So now the dark lords,
fight the good,

and the war is set ablaze.

The earth is burning,

the stars are gone,

disappearing in the haze.

So tonight...in the holy halls,

we all will sing and dance.

Set the table and bring the wine,

in Valhalla it ends.

