
Leviathan 
 

See the sign of the harbour, 
it seems a bit like a sign of hell, 

we sold our souls away, 
to be paid in gold and hunt the whale. 

Three years on open sea we stalk and kill, 
but a godforsaken man, 

want this trip for his own revenge. 
 

Hunt the white one, 
kill the right one. 

 
Ahab in your eyes you are a saint, 
you hunt the demons of the sea, 
But the white one is your bane, 
and your loss turns you insane. 

 
As our vessel clashs through the storm, 

we fear our ship will be ripped apart, 
by the power of this hellish night, 

but the conation of this god damn man, 
keeps us alive. 

 
Up and down, 

carried by the wind and waves, 
we sale on. 

But the gods have decided, 
that we will die and all, 

for his wrath. 
 
 
 


