
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


(Serpent’s see a thousand colours beyond our vision. When imagining Serpentsong, think of their rumbling, hums and trills as instruments, and the lyrics as a kaleidoscope of colour).
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Glory of the Greats
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~Warriors of a thousand names, let us proudly sing! Crest the skies of Scyanstellar, and let your spirits ring! ~

~The valiant rise, and feast on their prize~

~GLORY TO THE GREATS! ~

~No fang can pierce their mighty scales! No wound shall ever pain.

Armoured and etched, the serpents superior! ~

~GLORY TO THE GREATS!~

~In battle! ~

~In conquest! ~

~In rescue! ~

~For home! ~

~For glory! ~

~Honour! ~

~Respect! ~

~And Name! ~

~O’ Wandering hopefuls, Scyanstellar’s pride- squiglets, chargers and wannabe Greats:

RAISE YOUR VOICES HIGH!!! ~

~For the...~

~thousand named~

~glory-ascended~

~crest-borne~

~living-art~

~mighty, fanged~

~power-wielding~
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