Quuietly

Quietly the sun rises, it is os golden as sand
Quietly I slowly get .out .of hed,
Quietly I mash my dirty, dusty Lace

Quietly I put on my protective .armour,
Quietly I polish my shiny, silver sw.ord,
Quietly we raise our shields together

Quietly we march out of Rome
Quuietly, quietly, quietly
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