
I touch my sword and my arms grow strong, When my foe's in

sight, I can do no wrong, I then stride forth to the rag ing

fight, And I hack and hew with all my might.

Strong er than her oes, am I, Fierc er than de mons, am I,

Swift er than Mer cur y are the might y blows I swing there; Bad der than ber serks,

am I, Kill er of crip ples, am I, Rap er and loot er, burn er of towns am

I you see. And when the bat tle joy in vades my

heart, And I go forth to maim and slay, then
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Strong er than her oes, am I. Fierc er than de mons, am I,

Mor ti fi ca tion, suf 'fring and death I bring to thee.
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