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Gesloh bin feder fZhde maEste, |
wearp hé Heabpolafe 16 hand-bonan _
mid Wilfingum; 03 hine wara cyn :
for here-brogan  habban ne mihte.

Panon hé gesohte Sud-Dena folc
ofer §0a gewealc, Ar-Scyldinga; i
03 ic furpum wéold folce Deniga

ond on geogode heold grimme-rice,
hord-burh heelepa; 0a was Heregar déad,
win yldram#&g unlifigende,
bearn Healfdenes; s& was betera donne ic!
Siddan pz f2£hde fEo bingode;

sende ic Wylfingum ofer wateres hrycg
ealde madmas; hé mé apas sworL.

Sorh is me t5 secganne on sefan minum
gumena &ngum, hwaet me Grendel hafad
hyndo on Heorote mid his hete-pancum, - |
f2&r-nida gefremed; is min flet-werod, |
wig-h€ap gewanod; hie wyrd forsweop _ |
on Grendles gryre. God €ape mzg .
bone dol-sceadan d&da getw®fan! m
Ful oft geb&otedon béore druncne _
ofer ealo-w&ge Oret-mecgas, _
b=t hie in béor-sele bidan woldon i
Grendles gibe mid gryrum ecga.

Ponne was p&os medo-heal on morgen-tid,
driht-sele; dréor-fah, ponne deg [ixte,

eal benc-pelu  blade bestymed,

heall heoru-dréore; ahte ic holdra by 1&s
dsorre dugude, pé pa dead fornam.

There was a feud one time, begun by your father. ”
With his own hands he had killed Heatholaf,
who was a Wulfing; so war was looming :
and his people, in fear of it, forced him to leave. - !
He came away then over rolling waves M
to the South-Danes here, the sons of honour. m
T was then in the first flush of kingship,
establishing my sway over all the rich strongholds |
of this heroic land. Heorogar, _
my older brother and the better man, m
also a son of Halfdane’s, had died.
Finally I healed the feud by paying:

1 shipped a treasure-trove to the Wulfings

and Ecgtheow acknowledged me with oaths of allegiance.

Ilm»d%.l mﬁ.wwf«m@w+0 Beowwds:

“It bothers me to have o burden anyone
with all the grief Grendel has caused
and the havoc he has wreaked upon us in Heorot,
our humiliations. My household-guard
are on the wane, fate sweeps them away :
into Grendel's clutches—

but God can easily
halt these raids and harrowing attacks!

“Time and again, when the goblets passed
and seasoned fighters got flushed with beer

they would pledge themselves to protect Heorot

and wait for Grendel with whetted swords. |

But when dawn broke and day crept in

over each empty, blood-spattered bench, ;

the floor of the mead-hall where they had feasted

would be slick with slaughter. And so they died,
- faithful retainers, and my following dwindled.
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dugudunijtel Dena ond Wedera.

Site ni t6 symle, ond on s&l meoto
sige hred-secga, swa bin sefa hwette!”

b3 waes Geat-mzcgum  geador @tsomne
on béor-sele  benc gerymed;
pZr swid-ferhpe sittan odon,
prydum dealle; pegn nytte behold, :
s& pe on handa baer hroden ealo-w&ge,
scencte scir-wered; scop hwilum sang .
hador on Heorote; p&r was heleda dréam,

Unferd mapelode, Ecglafes bearn,
pe =t fotum st fréan Scyldinga, |
onband beadu-riine: was him BEowulfes sid,
wddges mere-faran, micel 2fpunca,
forbon pe h& ne Ghe, bt &nig 5der man _
&fre m#rda bon ma middan-geardes :
geh&dde under heofenum - ponne he sylfa: ”
“Bart pt s&€ Beowulf, s& pe wid Brecan wunne,
on sidne s& ymb sund flite,

OZr git for wlence wada cunnedon

ond for dol-gilpe on déop water . 8

aldrum ngpdon? NE€ inc Znig mon,

né léof né 138, bel€an mihte

sorh-fullpe s18, p2 git on sund réon;

p&r git Eagor-str8am  earmum pehton,

mEton mere-stra&ta, mundum brugdon,

glidon ofer gar-secg. Geofon Fhum weol,
wintrys wylmurn; git on wateres Zht

seofon niht swuncon; hé& p& =t sunde oferflat,
hafde mire magen; ba hine on morgen-d
on Heapo-R&mes holm up &tbzr.

BEOWULTF

“Now take your place at the table, relish
the triumph of heroes to your heart’s content.”

I Then a bench was cleared in that banquet hall
i so the Geats could have room to be together
- | and the party sat, proud in their bearing,
strong and stalwart. An attendant stood by
with a decorated pitcher, pouring bright
helpings of mead. And the minstrel sang,
filling Heorot with his head-clearing voice,
gladdening that great rally of Geats and Danes.

¢ From where he crouched at the king’s feet,
. Unferth, a son of Ecglaf’s, spoke

W. contrary words. Beowulf’s coming,

. his sea-braving, made him sick with envy:

- he could not brook or abide the fact

that anyone else alive under heaven

might enjoy greater regard than he did:

“Are you the Beowulf who took on Breca

in a swimming match on the open sea,

. risking the water just to prove that you could win?

| It was sheer vanity made you venture out

on the main deep. And no matter who tried,

- | friend or foe, to deflect the pair of you,

. neither would back down: the sea-test obsessed you.
You waded in, embracing water,

taking its measure, mastering currents,
riding on the swell. The ocean swayed,

: winter went wild in the waves, but you vied
_ for seven nights; and then he outswam you,
came ashore the stronger contender:

- "He was cast up safe and sound one mormning

BEOWULTF

A feast in Heorot

Unferth strikes a
discordant nofe

Unferth’s version of
a swinmming contest
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Donon hé gesdhte swiEsne &del,

1eof his Jgodum, lond Brondinga,

freodo-burh fegere, p&r hé folc ahte,

burh ond beagas. Beot eal wid b&

sunu Beanstanes sode gela@ste.

Donne wene ic to p& . wyrsan gepingea,

O€ah bli heado-r®sa gehwar dohte,

grimre gide, gif pi Grendles dearst

niht-longne fyrst nsan bidan.” , .
Béowulf mabelode, bearn Ecgpgowes:

“Hwet bt worn fela, wine min Unferd,-

béore druncen  ymb Brecan sprice,

segdest from his side! Sodic talige

bzt ic mere-strengo maran zhte,

earfebo on §pum, donne Znig Sper man.

Wit paet gecwZdon  cniht-wesende

ond gebéotedon —wron begen ba git

on geogod-féore—  paet wit on gar-secg it -

aldrum néddon; ond pet gezfndon swa
Hazfdon swurd nacod, pa wit on sund reon,
heard on handa; wit unc wid hron-fixas
werian pohton; 1o he wiht fram mé
fiod-Fpum feor fleotan meahte,

brapor on holme, n6 ic fram him wolde.
ba wit ztsomne on s& w&ron

fif pihta fyrst, opbet unc fl5d t5draf,
wado weallende, wedera cealdost,
nipende niht, ond norpan-wind
heado-grim ondhwearf. Hr&o wron jba,
wes mere-fixa mod onhrered.

PZr me widladum Mc-syrce min,
heard, hond-locen, helpe gefremede,

BEOWULTF

- among the Heathoreams, then made his way
~.to where he belonged in Bronding country,

. home again, sure of his ground

" in strongroom and bawn. So Breca made good
his boast upoen you and was proved right.

* No matter, therefore, how you may have fared
in every bout and battle until now,

this time you'll be worsted; no one has ever
outlasted an entire night against Grendel.”

Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s son, replied:

“Well, friend Unferth, you have had your say

. about Breca and me. But it was mostly beer
that was doing the talking. The truth is this:
when the going was heavy in those high waves,
I was the strongest swimmer of all.

We'd been children together and we grew up
daring ourselves to outdo each other,

boasting and urging each other to risk

our lives on the sea. And so it turned out.

- Each of us swam holding a sword,

a naked, hard-proofed blade for protection
against the whale-beasts. But Breca could never
move out farther or faster from me

than I could manage to move from him.

- Shoulder to shoulder, we struggled on

for five nights, until the long flow

and pitch of the waves, the perishing cold,
night falling and winds from the north

¢ drove us apart. The deep boiled up

! andits wallowing sent the sea-brutes wild.

My armour helped me to hold out;

'my hard-ringed chain-mail, hand-forged and linked,

BEOWULTF

Beowulf corrects
Unferth
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beado-hrzgl broden  on bréostum lzg
golde gegyrwed. ME 0 grunde t€ah
fah feond-scada, feste hzfde
grim on grape; hwepre mé gyfepe weard,
baxet ic dgl@can orde geréhte,
hilde-bille; heapo-r&®s fornam
mihtig mere-déor purh miine hand.
“Swa mec gelome lado-getSonan
preatedon pearle; ic him pénode
deoran sweorde, swa hit gedéfe was.
Nzs hie d%re fylle gefean hzfdon,
man-ford®dlan, bt hie mé pegon,
syinbel ymbs®ton s&-grunde nEah;
ac on mergenne mcum wunde
be yo-lafe uppe 1&gon,
sweordwm aswefede, Dat sydpan na
ymb brontne ford brim-lidende
Iade ne letton. LZoht astan ¢Om,
beorht b8acen Godes; brimu swapredon
pzt ic s&n&ssas ges€on mihte,
windige weallas. Wyrd oft nered
unfEgne eorl, voa_bo his ellen deah.
Hwzpere mé ges#lde, bzt ic mid sweorde ofslsh
niceras nigene. NO ic on nibt gefregn
under heofones hwealf heardran feohtan,
n€ on €g-stréamurmn  earmran manmion.
Hwapere ic fara feng f{€ore gedigde,
sipes wérig. Pa mec s& opbear,
flod zfter farode on Finna land,
wadu weallendu.. NG ic wiht fram pe
swylcra searo-nida secgan hirde,
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| afine, close-fitting filigree of gold,

kept me safe when some ocean creature
pulled me to the bottom. Pinioned fast

. and swathed in its grip, I was granted one
final chance: my sword plunged

. and the ordeal was over. Through my own hands, !
the fury of battle had finished off the sea-beast.

“Time and again, foul things attacked me,
lurking and stalking, but I lashed out, .
. gave as good as I got with my sword.
] My flesh was not for feasting on, .
there would be no monsters gnawing and gloating
. over their banquet at the bottom of the sea.
Instead, in the morning, mangled and sleeping
the sleep of the sword, they slopped and floated
like the ocean’s leavings. From now on
i sailors would be safe, the deep-sea raids
were over for good. Light came from the east,
bright guarantee of God, and the waves
i went quiet; I could see headlands
_ and buffeted dliffs. Often, for undaunted courage,
fate spares the man it has not already marked.
. However it occurred, my sword had killed
nine sea-monsters. Such night-dangers
and hard ordeals I have never heard of
nor of a man more desolate in surging waves.
But worn out as I was, I survived,
came through with my life. The ocean lifted
and laid me ashore, Ilanded safe
on the coast of Finland.
Now I cannot recall
any fight you entered, Unferth,

BEOWTULTF
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Beowulf tells of his
ordeal in the sea
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billa brdgan. Breca n&fre git

#t heado-lace, né gehwaber incer,

swa déorlice d&d gefremede .
fagum sweordum —nd ic pas fela gylpe—
p&ah 80 pioum brodrum  t5 banan wurde,
heafod-m&gum; pzs pi in helle scealt
werhdo dréogan, p&ah pin wit duge.
Secge ic bé 15 s0de, sunu Ecglafes,

bzt n&fre Grendel swi fela gryra gefremede,
atol &gl&ca ealdre pIoum,

hyndo on Heorote, gif pin hige ware,

sefa swa searo-grim, swa bt self talast;

ac he hafal onfunden, pat he pa f&hde ne pearf,
atole ecg-prece  Eower 1€ode

swide onsittan, Sige-Scyldinga.

Nymed nyd-bade, nZpegum arad

l8ode Deniga, ac hé lust wiged,

swefed ond sendep, secce ne wénep

0 Gar-Denum. Ac ic him Geata sceal
eafod ond ellen  ungedra ni,

gtbe geb&odan. G#&) eft s& pe mdt

to medo modig, sippan morgen-12oht

ofer ylda bearn  Opres dbgores,

sunne swegl-wered stipan scined!”

Pa was on salum  sinces brytta,
gamol-feax ond gud-rof; géoce gelyfde
brego Beorht-Dena, gehyrde on BEowulfe
folces hyrde fast-rdne gepht.

Dé#r was helepa hieahtor, hlyn swynsode,
word w&ron wynsume. Eode Wealhpsow ford,
cwén Hrédgares, cynna gemyndig;

grétte gold-hroden guman on healle,

BEOWTULF

that bears comparison. I don't boast when I say
that neither you nor Breca were ever much
celebrated for swordsmanship

or for facing danger on the field of battle.

You killed your own kith and kin,

so for all your cleverness and quick tongue,

you will suffer damnation in the depths of hell.
The fact is, Unferth, if you were truly

as keen or courageous as you claim to be
Grendel would never have got away with

such unchecked atrocity, attacks on your king,
havoc in Heorot and horrors everywhere.

But He knows he need never be in dread

of your blade making a mizzle of his blood

or of vengeance arriving ever from this quarter—
from the Victory-Shieldings, the shoulderers of the spear.
He knows he can trample down you Danes

to his heart's content, humiliate and murder
without fear of reprisal. But he will find me different.
I will show him how Geats shape to kill

in the heat of battle. Then whoever wants to

may go bravely to mead, when morming light,
scarfed in sun-dazzle, shines forth from the south
and _uubm.m another daybreak to the world.”

Then the grey-haired treasure-giver was glad;
far-famed in battle, the prince of Bright-Danes
and keeper of his people counted on Beowulf,
on the warrior’s steadfastness and his word.

So the laughter started, the din got louder

and the crowd was happy. Wealththeow came in,
Hrothgar’s queen, observing the courtesies.
Adorned in her gold, she graciously saluted

BEOWULF

Unferth rebuked.

! Bevwulf reaffirms his
Y determination fo
defeat Grendel

Wealhtheow,
Hrothgar's gueen,

graces the banguet
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ond b3 fréolic wif ful gesealde

@rest East-Dena  &pel-wearde;

bzd hine blidne =t p&re beor-pege,
leodum leofne; hé on lust gepeah
symbel ond sele-ful, sige-15f kyning.
Ymb-€ode ba ides Helminga
dugupe ond geogope d&l Eghwylcne,
sinc-fato sealde, oppat s&l alamp,
pat hio Beéowulfe, beag-hroden cwen
mdde gepungen, medo-ful ztbar.
Grétte Geata leod, gode pancode
wis-fest wordum, bas de hire se willa gelamp,
pazt b2o on Znigne eorl geljide

fyrena frofre.  HE paet ful gepeah,
wel-r8ow wiga, &t Wealhpéon,

ond pa gyddode giipe gefysed;
Béowulf mapelode, beamn Ecgb&owes:
“Ic b=t hogode, D3 ic on holm gestih,

s&-bat geset mid minra secga gedriht,

p®tic anunga &owra l8oda
willan geworhte, opde on wal crunge,
féond-grapum fast. Ic gefremman sceal
eorlic ellen, opde ende-deg
on pisse meodu-healle minne gebidan.”
Dam wife pa word = wé&l licodon,
gilp-cwide Geates; &ode gold-hroden
fréolicu folc-cwén . 5 hire fréan sittan.
Pa wes eft swa &r  inne on healle
pryd-word sprecen, 02od on sElum,
sige-folca swég, oppzt semninga

BEOCWTUTLEF

-the men in hall, then handed the cup
first to Hrothgar, their homeland’s guardian,
- urging him to drink deep and enjoy it
- because he was dear to them. And he drank it down
i-like the warlord he was, with festive cheer.

So the Helming woman went on her rounds,
queenly and dignified, decked out in rings,
offering the goblet to all ranks,

treating the household and the assembled troop

,. I" until it was Beowulf’s turn to take it from her hand.

With measured words she welcomed the Geat
and thanked God for granting her wish

that a deliverer she could believe in would arrive
to ease their afffictions. He accepted the cup,

1 adaunting man, dangerous in action

and eager for it always. He addressed Wealhtheow;
Beowul{, son of Ecgtheow, said:

. “I'had a fixed purpose when I put to sea.

As I sat in the boat with my band of men,
I meant to perform to'the uttermost
what your people wanted or perish in the attempt,

" in the fiend’s clutches. And I shall fulfil that purpose,

prove myself with a proud deed
or meet my death here in the mead-hall.”

This formal boast by Beowulf the Geat
pleased the lady well and she went to sit
by Hrothgar, regal and arrayed with gold.

Then it was like old times in the echoing hall,
proud talk and the people happy,- ,
loud and excited; until soon enough

Beounlf's formal
boast

Hrothgar leaves
Heorot in Beoundf's
keeping
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sunu Healfdenes sécean wolde

&fen-raeste. Wiste pZm ahl&can

t0 pZm heah-sele hilde gepinged,

siddan hie sunnan 18oht gesEon mezhton,

op Je nipende niht ofer ealle,

scadu-helma gesceapu  scridan cwdman

wan under wolcoum., Werod eall aras.

Gegrétte ba  guma Gherne,

Hradgar Beowulf, ond him h&l abead,

win-zres geweald, ond pzt word Fcwad:

“Nzfre ic Znegum men  Zr aljfde,

sipdan ic hiond ond rond hebban mihte,

0r¥p-@m Dena biton pe na da

Hafa nfi ond geheald husa sElest:

gemyne m&bo, maegen-¢llen c§o,

waca wi0 wrabum! Ne bid b€ wilna gad

gif pii pat ellen-weorc  aldre gedigest.”
Pa him HrGpgar gewat mid his heelepa gedryht,

eodur Scyldinga it of healle;

wolde wig-fruma Wealhb&o sécan,

cweén t0 gebeddan. Hzfde kyning-wuldor

Grendle togeanes, swi guman gefrungon,

sele-weard aseted; sundor-nytte behgold

yab aldor Dena, eoton-weard’ abgad.

Hiru Geata I€od  georné truwode

modgan magnes, Metodes hyldo.

Pd hé him of dyde isern-byrnan,

helm of hafelan, sealde his hyrsted sweord,

irena cyst ombiht-pegne,

ond gehealdan het  hilde-geatwe.

Gesprzc pa se gdda  gylp-worda sum,

Béowulf Géata, &rhé on bed stige:

BEOWULF

Halfdane’s heir had to be away

" to his night's rest. He realized

_that the demon was going to descend on the hall,
that he had plotted all day, from dawn-light :
- until darkness gathered again over the world
. and stealthy night-shapes came stealing forth
under the cloud-murk. The company stood ,
as the two leaders took leave of each other: |
" Hrothgar wished Beowulf health and good luck,

‘. named him hall-warden and announced as follows:

“Never, since my hand could hold a shield

have I entrusted or given control

of the Danes’ hall to anyone but you.

- Ward and guard it, for it is the greatest of houses.

'Be on your mettle now, keep in mind your fame,

- beware of the enemy. There’s nothing you wish for

. that won't be yours if you win through alive.”

* Hrothgar departed then with his house-guard.

. The lord of the Shieldings, their shelter in war,

left the mead-hall to lie with Wealhtheow,

his queen and bedmate. The King of Glory

' {as people learned) had posted a lookout

. who was a match for Grendel, a guard against monsters,

. special protection to the Danish prince.

And the Geat placed complete trust

* in his strength of limb and the Lord’s favour.
" He began to remove his iron breast-mail,

- took off the helmet and handed his attendant
" the patterned sword, a smith’s masterpiece,
ordering him to keep the equipment guarded.
- And before he bedded down, Beowulf,

" that prince of goodness, proudly asserted:

Beowulf renounces
the use of weapons
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| “N® ic mé an here-wesmun hnagran talige

gup-geweorca ponne Grendel hine;

forpan ic hine sweorde swebban nelle,
aldre benéotan, pé&ah ic eal mage.

. Nat he para gdda, peet he me ongean sléa,
rand gehEawe, p&ah Je he rof sie
nip-geweorca: ac wit on niht sculon

i secge ofersittan, gif he gesécean dear

| wig ofer wépen: ond sipdan witig God

! on swa hwapere hond, halig Dryhten,

m&rdo deme, swa him gemet bince.”

| Hylde hine pa heapo-déor, higor-bolster onféng

- eorles andwlitan, ond hine ymb monig

i snellic s®-rinc  sele-reste gebeah.

Nénig heora bShte, bzt he panon scolde

eft eard-lufan  #fre gesscean, :

folc opde figo-burh, b&r h& afeded was;

ac hie hefdon gefrinen, pat hie &r t5 fela micles

. in pZm win-sele wzl-déad formam,

| Denigealgode. Ac him Dryhten forgeaf

- wig-spéda gewiofu, Wedera léodum,

. frofor ond fultum, bet hie feond heora

+ Ourh Anes creft  ealle ofercomon,

. selfes mihtum.  S68is gecped,

' bt mihtig God manna cynnes

- weold wide-ferhd. Com on wanre niht

scridan sceadu-genga; scéotend swéfon,

ba p=t hom-reced healdag scoldon,

ealle biton anum. Dat wes yldum ctp,

bat hie ne mdste, ba Metod nolde,

s¢ syn-scaba under sceadu bregdan,

“When it comes to fighting, I count myself

as dangerous any day as Grendel.

So it won't be a cutting edge I'll wield

to mow him down, easily as-I might.

He has no idea of the arts of war,

of shield or sword-play, although he does possess
a wild strength. No weapons, therefore,

for either this night: unarmed he shall face me
if face me he dares. And may the Divine Lord
in His wisdom grant the glory of victory

-to whichever side He sees fit.”

“FThen down the brave man lay with his bolster
under his head and his wholé company
of sea-rovers at rest beside him.

. None of them expected he would ever see

* his homeland again or get back

to his native place and the peopie who reared him.

i They knew too well the way it was before,

how often the Danes had fallen prey

" to death in the mead-hall. But the Lord was weaving

a victory on His war-loom for the Weather-Geats.
Through the strength of one they all prevailed;
they would crush their enemy and come through
in triumph and gladness. The truth is cdlear:
Almighty God rules over mankind

- and always has. Tiop a\

. Then out of the night
came the shadow-stalker, stealthy and swift;
the hall-guards were slack, asleep at their posts,
all except one; it was widely understood

1 that as long as God disallowed it,

the fiend could not bear them to his shadow-bourne.

The Geats awart
Grendel's attack
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