A Quest for o Sword

A sword requireth, heat
te make,
1 would not farge

BMM@MM

Trom the flames
i born
a blade
worthy of a bnight,
nay, @ king/

Hark!
A saber emerges, hard o beat
not fake,
In place where pstent gas from gorge
flouwss. ints,

[ake care,, brave sir, not to furn us!

Oath witheut shames

4 dweorn.

Yonder weapen to the bnight,
doth speats

Laste for me, O King,

Weeld me
and together
Let not your bheart be troubled
Sheuld e falter
Shouw. heasth, brave lnight



