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Seven hundred years after the time of the Lord of the Rings, King Aragorn’s grandson, the Prince of Gondor, leads an army to destroy the last existing orcs in Middle Earth, who have taken refuge in the land of Mordor.  
Brave men, many in number; multitudes of mankind

On great steeds, in steel plated; stallions of stout heart.  

Faced with foes, frightful and fearless; 

Dangerous and devastating demons.  

Shining shafts, swiftly shooting through the sky; 

Spears striking unsuspecting soldiers.  

Through the crazy clash comes a greater clamor;

A valiant prince, a man of valor, cutting down villains, 

Shakes his sword defiantly, as he shatters shields of darkness.  

Fleeing foes flail their limbs in fear;

He scatters the shadowy soldiers, 

But storms of arrows fiercely fall upon him, 

Every moment, more of his strength melts away.  

Soon, he looks upon the lone surviving foe, the last lord of the evil land 

And lets fall his last stroke with

Deadly force.  

The Prince of Gondor stops

Evil at its very source, 

With his brave army, 

His now-victorious force.  

