
When I was just a wee Vik ing lad, full of health and

joy, My fa ther home ward came From raid, and/he gave to me a

toy. A won der to be hold it was, made of steel so

bright: The mo ment I laid eyes on it, it be came my heart's de

light. It went SWISH when it moved, and SPLAT when it stopped, It

nev er did stand still. A Vik ing axe was

what it was, and it was made to KILL!
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