


v,

N

The ‘British Isles
before I 8oo

o
TGyOQUNTAINS

C o & 3
6 * b " PERTH
o7 g
ek ~/
3, J‘\ och Lomond g
i,

. T B

TYRONg |

=

ey

3 P York
. MU NS TE K] OF THE PALE } i
in the 16th & 17th LANC"S““ o Q'nn' 2DING
centuries

cld®,
Wakefields ~ Hull

0 gt caxpi® S

ARMART|
, 3 ) e..lﬁ.lforé Haven Hw’::
4 c c"

EAST

. g T 5
INTAGE] o SOME!SET % [WTSHIRE ’° T * mr>
pEvOR 5 Glastonb\;)'o Sagg.. vy 2, mnx Ess“ -
INEHEN! 0
e  Lands En s Dartay, o Exeter Salisbury, R \nsmnEON Conu'
nwick
ST. MICHAEL'S MOUNT) ~ PPy B
Southzmpton Penshurst B Y
New Fp,
s " o ey, al WEST ﬂ,h’ Canterb
tmou CELTArundel %, SR
ISLE a@ T"”Ms Ussay Dover, A3
. a,,?r TAST £ DOV$
Engllsh Cb stings "\'\
&

MivLES a n p e l =

0 20 40 6o 80 100 120 140 160

e ——p——p— 3 GUERNS
o 40 8o 120 160 E? Cherbourg
KILOMETERS \’\
aN
m\% b S\

74 L/,. >
» o TA m =




The Norton Anthology
of English Literature

EIGHTH EDITION

VOLUME 1



Carol T. Christ

PROFESSOR EMERITUS OF ENGLISH, UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA, BERKELEY
PRESIDENT, SMITH COLLEGE

Alfred David

PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH EMERITUS, INDIANA UNIVERSITY

Barbara K. Lewalski

WILLIAM R. KENAN PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND OF HISTORY AND LITERATURE,
HARVARD UNIVERSITY

Lawrence Lipking
PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND CHESTER D. TRIPP PROFESSOR OF HUMANITIES,
NORTHWESTERN UNIVERSITY

George M. Logan

JAMES CAPPON PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, SUEEN's UNIVERSITY

Deidre Shauna Lynch

ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, INDIANA UNIVERSITY

Katharine Eisaman Maus
JAMES BRANCH CABELL PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA

James Noggle
ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND
WHITEHEAD ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF CRITICAL THOUGHT,
WELLESLEY COLLEGE

Jahan Ramazani
EDGAR F. SHANNON PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA

Catherine Robson
ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND CHANCELLOR'S FELLOW,
UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA, DAVIS

James Simpson
PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND AMERICAN LITERATURE, HARVARD UNIVERSITY

Jon Stallworthy

PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH LITERATURE, OXFORD UNIVERSITY

Jack Stillinger
CENTER FOR ADVANCED STUDY
PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, UNIVERSITY OF ILLINOIS

Editors Emeriti

E. Talbot Donaldson, LATE OF INDIANA UNIVERSITY * Hallett Smith, LATE OF THE
HUNTINGTON LIBRARY * Robert M. Adams, LATE OF THE UNIVERSITY OF CALIFOR-
NIA, LOS ANGELES * Samuel Holt Monk, LATE OF THE UNIVERSITY OF MINNESOTA
* George H. Ford, LATE OF THE UNIVERSITY OF ROCHESTER * David Daiches, LATE
OF THE INSTITUTE OF ADVANCED STUDIES, UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH



The Norton Anthology of
English Literature

EIGHTH EDITION
VOLUME 1

Stephen Greenblatt, General Editor

COGAN UNIVERSITY PROFESSOR OF THE HUMANITIES, HARVARD UNIVERSITY

M. H. Abrams, Founding Editor Emeritus

CLASS OF 1916 PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH EMERITUS, CORNELL UNIVERSITY

W+ W + NORTON & COMPANY ¢ New York - London



W. W. Norton & Company has been independent since its founding in 1923, when William
Warder Norton and Mary D. Herter Norton first published lectures delivered at the People's
Institute, the adult education division of New York City's Cooper Union. The Nortons soon
expanded their program beyond the Institute, publishing books by celebrated academics from
America and abroad. By mid-century, the two major pillars of Norton's publishing program—
trade books and college texts—were firmly established. In the 1950s, the Norton family
transferred control of the company to its employees, and today—with a staff of four hundred
and a comparable number of trade, college, and professional titles published each year—
W. W. Norton & Company stands as the largest and oldest publishing house owned wholly
by its employees.

Editor: Julia Reidhead
Managing Editor, College: Marian Johnson

Developmental Editor: Kurt Wildermuth
Electronic Media Editor: Eileen Connell
Production Manager: Diane O'Connor

Associate Editor: Erin Granville

Copy Editors: Alice Falk, Katharine Ings, Candace Levy, Alan Shaw, Ann Tappert
Permissions Managers: Nancy Rodwan and Katrina Washington
Text Design: Antonina Krass
Art Research: Neil Ryder Hoos

Composition by Binghamton Valley Composition
Manufacturing by RR Donnelley

Copyright © 2006, 2000, 1993, 1990, 1986, 1979, 1974, 1968, 1962
by W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.

All rights reserved
Printed in the United States of America

Since this page cannot legibly accommodate all the copyright notices,
Permissions Acknowledgments constitutes an extension of the copyright page.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

The Norton anthology of English literature / Stephen Greenblatt, general editor ; M.H.
Abrams, founding editor emeritus.—8th ed.
p. cm.
Includes bibliographical references and indexes.

ISBN 0-393-92713-X (v. 1) — ISBN 0-393-92531-5 (v. 1: pbk.)
ISBN 0-393-92715-6 (v. 2) — ISBN 0-393-92532-3 (v. 2: pbk.)

1. English literature. 2. Great Britain—Literary collections. I. Greenblatt, Stephen,
1943- II. Abrams, M. H. (Meyer Howard), 1912-
PR1109.N6 2005
820.8—dc22
2005052313

W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10110
WWW.Wwnorton.com

W. W. Norton & Company Ltd., Castle House, 75/76 Wells Street, London WIT 3QT
67890


http://www.wwnorton.com

THE MIDDLE AGES
David / Simpson

THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY
Logan / Greenblatt

THE EARLY SEVENTEENTH CENTURY
Lewalski / Maus

THE RESTORATION AND THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY
Lipking / Noggle
THE ROMANTIC PERIOD
Stillinger / Lynch

THE VICTORIAN AGE
Christ / Robson

THE TWENTIETH CENTURY AND AFTER
Stallworthy / Ramazani



Contents

PREFACE TO THE EIGHTH EDITION
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

The Middle Ages (to ca. 1485)

Introduction 1
Anglo-Saxon Literature 3
Anglo-Norman Literature 7
Middle English Literature in the Fourteenth and Fifteenth
Centuries 10
Medieval English 15
Old and Middle English Prosody 19
Timeline 22

ANGLO-SAXON LITERATURE

BEDE (ca. 673-735) and CAEDMON'S HYMN
An Ecclesiastical History of the English People 25
[The Story of Caedmon] 25
THE DREAM OF THE ROOD
BEOWULF translated by Seamus Heaney
JUDITH

KING ALFRED (849-899)
Preface to the Pastoral Care 109

THE WANDERER

THE WIFE'S LAMENT

ANGLO-NORMAN LITERATURE

THE ANGLO-SAXON CHRONICLE
[Obituary for William the Conquerorj 115

vii

xxxiii

xliii

24

24

27

29

100

108

111

113

115

115



viii / CONTENTS

LEGENDARY HISTORIES OF BRITAIN

GEOFFREY OF MONMOUTH: The History of the Kings of Britain
[The Story of Brutus and Diana's Prophecy] 119

WACE: Le Roman de Brut
[The Roman Challenge] 121

LAYAMON: Brut
[Arthur's Dream] 125

THE MYTH OF ARTHUR'S RETURN
Geoffrey of Monmouth: From The History of the Kings of

Britain 127
Wace: From Le Roman de Brut 127
Layamon: From Brut 127

CELTIC CONTEXTS
EXILE OF THE SONS OF UISLIU

THOMAS OF ENGLAND: Le Roman de Tristran
[The Deaths of Tristran and Ysolt] 137

MARIE DE FRANCE
Lanval 142
Chevrefoil 155

ANCRENE RIWLE (Rule for Anchoresses)
[The Parable of the Christ-Knight] 158

MIDDLE ENGLISH LITERATURE IN THE FOURTEENTH

AND FIFTEENTH CENTURIES

SIR GAWAIN AND THE GREEN KNIGHT (ca. 1375-1400)

GEOFFREY CHAUCER (ca. 1343-1400)

THE CANTERBURY TALES 216

The General Prologue 218
Summary: The Knight's Tale 238
The Miller's Prologue and Tale 239

The Prologue 239
The Tale 241

The Man of Law's Epilogue 255

The Wife of Bath's Prologue and Tale 256
The Prologue 257
The Tale 275

The Pardoner's Prologue and Tale 284
The Introduction 284
The Prologue 285

117

118

120

124

127

129

136

141

157

160

160

213



CONTENTS / ix

The Tale 288
The Epilogue 297
The Nun's Priest's Tale 298

[Close of Canterbury Tales] 312
The Parson's Tale 313

The Introduction 313
Chaucer's Retraction 315
LYRICS AND OCCASIONAL VERSE 316

Troilus's Song 316

Truth 317

To His Scribe Adam 318
Complaint to His Purse 318

JOHN GOWER (ca. 1330-1408) 319
The Lover's Confession 320
The Tale of Philomena and Tereus 320

WILLIAM LANGLAND (ca. 1330-1387) 331
The Vision of Piers Plowman 333
The Prologue 333
[The Field of Folk] 333
Passus 1 336
[The Treasure of Truth] 336
Passus 5 340
[Piers Plowman Shows the Way to Saint Truth] 340
Passus 6 343
[The Plowing of Piers's Half-Acre] 343
Passus 7 350
[Piers Tears Truth's Pardon] 350
The C-Text 352
[The Dreamer Meets Conscience and Reason] 352

CHRIST'S HUMANITY 355

WILLIAM LANGLAND 356
The Vision of Piers Plowman 357
Passus 18 357
[The Crucifixion and Harrowing of Hell] 357

MIDDLE ENGLISH INCARNATION AND CRUCIFIXION LYRICS 367
What is he, this lordling, that cometh from the fight 368
Ye That Pasen by the Weye 369

Sunset on Calvary 369
I sing of a Maiden 369
Adam Lay Bound 370
The Corpus Christi Carol 370
JULIAN OF NORWICH (1342-ca. 1416) 371
A Book of Showings to the Anchoress Julian of Norwich 372
Chapter 3 [Julian's Bodily Sickness and the Wounds
of Christ] 372

Chapter 4 [Christ's Passion and Incarnation] 373



x [/ CONTENTS

Chapter 5 [All Creation as a Hazelnut] 374
Chapter 7 [Christ as Homely and Courteous] 375
Chapter 27 [Sin Is Fitting] 376

Chapters 58, 59, 60, 61 [Jesus as Mother] 377
Chapter 86 [Christ's Meaning] 382

MARGERY KEMPE (ca. 1373-1438)
The Book of Margery Kempe 384

Book
Book
Book
Book
Book

Book
Book
Book

1.1 [The Birth of Her First Child and Her First Vision]
1.11 [Margery and Her Husband Reach a Settlement]
1.20 [Margery Sees the Host Flutter at Mass] 387
1.28 [Pilgrimage to Jerusalem] 388

1.35—36 [Margery's Marriage to and Intimacy with
Christ] 389

1.60 [Margery's Reaction to a Pieta] 392

1.76 [Margery Nurses Her Husband in His Old Age]

1.79 [Margery's Vision of the Passion Sequence] 395

THE YORK PLAY OF THE CRUCIFIXION (ca. 1425)

MYSTERY PLAYS
The Wakefield Second Shepherds' Play 407

MIDDLE ENGLISH LYRICS
The Cuckoo Song 436

Alison

436

My Lief Is Faren in Londe 437
Western Wind 437
I Am of Ireland 437

SIR THOMAS MALORY (ca. 1405-1471)
Morte Darthur 439

[The Conspiracy against Lancelot and Guinevere] 439
[War Breaks Out between Arthur and Lancelot] 444
[The Death of Arthur] 448

[The Deaths of Lancelot and Guinevere] 453

ROBERT HENRYSON (ca. 1425-ca. 1500)
The Cock and the Fox 457

EVERYMAN (after 1485)

The Sixteenth Century (1485-1603)

Introduction

Timeline

JOHN SKELTON (ca. 1460-1529)
Mannerly Margery Milk and Ale 515
With lullay, lullay, like a child 515

383

384
385

394

398

406

435

438

456

463

485

485
512

514



The Tunning of Elinour Rumming 516
Secundus Passus 516

SIR THOMAS MORE (1478-1535)
Utopia 521
The History of King Richard III 590
[A King's Mistress] 590

SIR THOMAS WYATT THE ELDER (1503-1542)
The long love that in my thought doth harbor 594
Petrarch, Rima 140 594
Whoso list to hunt 595
Petrarch, Rima 190 595
Farewell, Love 596
I find no peace 596
Petrarch, Rima 134 596
My galley 597
Petrarch, Rima 189 597
Divers doth use 598
What vaileth truth? 598
Madam, withouten many words 599
They flee from me 599
The Lover Showeth How He Is Forsaken of Such as He
Sometime Enjoyed 600
My lute, awake! 600
Forget not yet 601
Blame not my lute 602
Stand whoso list 603
Who list his wealth and ease retain 603
Mine own John Poins 604

HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY (1517-1547)
The soote season 608
Petrarch, Rima 310 608
Love, that doth reign and live within my thought 608
Alas! so all things now do hold their peace 609
Petrarch, Rima 164 609
Th'Assyrians' king, in peace with foul desire 610

So cruel prison how could betide 610

Wyatt resteth here, that quick could never rest 612
0 happy dames, that may embrace 613

Martial, the things for to attain 614

The Fourth Book of Virgil 614
[Dido in Love] 614

FAITH IN CONFLICT

THE ENGLISH BIBLE
1 Corinthians 13 619
From Tyndale's Translation 619
From The Geneva Bible 619



xii / CONTENTS

From The Douay-Rheims Version 620

From The Authorized (King James) Version 620
WILLIAM TYNDALE: The Obedience of a Christian Man

[The Forgiveness of Sins] 621

[Scriptural Interpretation] 622

THOMAS MORE: A Dialogue Concerning Heresies
From Chapter 28 623

JOHN CALVIN: The Institution of Christian Religion
From Book 3, Chapter 21 625

ANNE ASKEW: From The First Examination of Anne Askew

JOHN FOXE: Acts and Monuments
[The Death of Anne Askew] 631

BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER: From The Form of Solemnization

of Matrimony

BOOK OF HOMILIES: From An Homily Against Disobedience

and Willful Rebellion

RICHARD HOOKER: Of the Laws of Ecclesiastical Polity
Book 1, Chapter 3 638

[On the Several Kinds of Law, and on the Natural Law]

ROBERT SOUTHWELL: The Burning Babe

ROGER ASCHAM (1515-1568)
The Schoolmaster 642

The First Book for the Youth 642
[Teaching Latin] 642
[The Italianate Englishman] 643

SIR THOMAS HOBY (1530-1566)
Castiglione's The Courtier 646
Book 1 646
[Grace] 646
Book 4 647
[The Ladder of Love] 647

WOMEN IN POWER

MARY I (MARY TUDOR)
Letter to Henry VIII 664

From An Ambassadorial Dispatch to the Holy Roman Emperor,

Charles V: The Coronation of Mary I 665

The Oration of Queen Mary in the Guildhall, on the First of

February, 1554 666

621

623

625

628

631

632

635

637

640

641

645

663



CONTENTS / xiii

LADYJANE GREY 668
Roger Ascham's Schoolmaster 669
A Talk with Lady Jane 669
From A Letter of the Lady Jane to M.H. 670
A Letter of the Lady Jane, Sent unto her Father 672

A Prayer of the Lady Jane 673
A Second Letter to Her Father 674
Foxe's Acts and Monuments 674
The Words and Behavior of the Lady Jane upon the Scaffold 674

MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS 675
From Casket Letter Number 2 677
A Letter to Elizabeth I, May 17, 1568 679
From Narrative of the Execution of the Queen of Scots 681
ELIZABETH I 687
Verses Written with a Diamond 688

From The Passage of Our Most Dread Sovereign Lady Queen
Elizabeth through the City of London to Westminster on the
Day before Her Coronation 688

Speech to the House of Commons, January 28, 1563 690

From A Speech to a Joint Delegation of Lords and Commons,
November 5, 1566 692

From A Letter to Mary, Queen of Scots, February 24, 1567 694

The doubt of future foes 695

On Monsieur's Departure 695

A Letter to Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester, February 10, 1586 696

A Letter to Sir Amyas Paulet, August 1586 697

A Letter to KingJames VI of Scotland, February 14, 1587 697

Verse Exchange between Elizabeth and Sir Walter Ralegh 698

Speech to the Troops at Tilbury 699

The "Golden Speech" 700

ARTHUR GOLDING (1536-1605) 703
Ovid's Metamorphoses 704
[The Four Ages] 704

EDMUND SPENSER (1552-1599) 708
The Shepheardes Calender 708
To His Booke 708
October 709
The Faerie Oueene 714
A Letter of the Authors 716
Book 1 719
Book 2 857
Summary 857
Canto 12 857
[The Bower of Bliss] 857
Book 3 867
Summary 867



xiv / CONTENTS

Canto 6 868

[The Garden of Adonis] 868
Cantos 7—10 Summary 880
Canto 11 880
Canto 12 892

Amoretti and Epithalamion 902
AMORETTL 903
Sonnet 1 ("Happy ye leaves when as those lilly hands") 903

Sonnet 34 ("Lyke as a ship that through the Ocean wyde")
Sonnet 37 ("What guyle is this, that those her golden tresses")

Sonnet 54 ("Of this worlds Theatre in which we stay") 904

Sonnet 64 ("Comming to kisse her lyps [such grace I found]")

Sonnet 65 ("The doubt which ye misdeeme, fayre love, is
vaine" 905

Sonnet 67 ("Lyke as a huntsman after weary chace") 905

Sonnet 68 ("Most glorious Lord of lyfe, that on this day")

Sonnet 75 ("One day I wrote her name upon the strand")

Sonnet 79 ("Men call you fayre, and you doe credit it") 907

Epithalamion 907

SIR WALTER RALEGH (1552-1618)
The Nymph's Reply to the Shepherd 917
What is our life? 918
[Sir Walter Ralegh to His Son] 918
The Lie 919
Farewell, false love 921
Methought I saw the grave where Laura lay 921
Nature, that washed her hands in milk 922
[The Author's Epitaph, Made by Himself] 923
From The discovery of the large, rich, and beautiful Empire of
Guiana 923
The History of the World 926
[Conclusion: On Death] 926

THE WIDER WORLD

FROBISHER'S VOYAGES TO THE ARCTIC, 1576-78
From A true discourse of the late voyages of discovery 928

DRAKE'S CIRCUMNAVIGATION OF THE GLOBE, 1577-80
From The famous voyage of Sir Francis Drake into the South
Sea 932

AMADAS AND BARLOWE'S VOYAGE TO VIRGINIA, 1584
From The first voyage made to Virginia 935

HARIOT'S REPORT ON VIRGINIA, 1585
From A brief and true report of the new-found land of Virginia

905
Sonnet 74 ("Most happy letters fram'd by skilfull trade") 906

904

904

917

927

928

932

935

938
939



CONTENTS 1

JOHN LYLY (1554-1606) 94
Euphues: The Anatomy of Wit 944
[Euphues Introduced] 944

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY (1554-1586) 94
The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia 948
Book 2, Chapter 1 949
The Defense of Poesy 953
[The Lessons of Horsemanship] 954
[The Poet, Poetry] 955
[Three Kinds of Poets] 958
[Poetry, Philosophy, History] 959
[The Poetic Kinds] 963
[Answers to Charges against Poetry] 967
[Poetry in England] 968
[Conclusion] 973
Astrophil and Stella 975
"Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show") 975
"Not at first sight, nor with a dribbed shot") 976
"It is most true that eyes are formed to serve") 976
"Some lovers speak, when they their muses entertain") 977
"When Nature made her chief work, Stella's eyes") 977
"Queen Virtue's court, which some call Stella's face") 977
"Reason, in faith thou art well served, that still") 978
"You that do search for every purling spring") 978
"In nature apt to like when I did see") 978
"With what sharp checks I in myself am shent") 979
"Fly, fly, my friends, I have my death-wound, fly") 979

"Your words, my friend [right healthful caustics], blame") 979
"Because I oft, in dark abstracted guise") 980
"You that with allegory's curious frame") 980

"With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb'st the skies") 980
"I might [unhappy word], O me, I might") 981

"Come, let me write.'And to what end?'") 981

"My mouth doth water, and my breast doth swell") 982
"Come sleep! O sleep the certain knot of peace") 982
"Having this day my horse, my hand, my lance") 982
"Stella oft sees the very face of woe") 983

"What, have I thus betrayed my liberty?") 983

"I on my horse, and Love on me doth try") 983

"A strife is grown between Virtue and Love") 984

"In martial sports I had my cunning tried") 984
"Because I breathe not love to everyone") 984

"Fie, school of Patience, fie, your lesson is") 985
"Oft with true sighs, oft with uncalled tears") 985

"O joy, too high for my low style to show") 986

"Who will in fairest book of Nature know") 986

"Desire, though thou my old companion art") 986

"I never drank of Aganippe well") 987

"O kiss, which dost those ruddy gems impart") 987
Fourth Song ("Onlyjoy, now here you are") 987



xvi / CONTENTS

87 ("When I was forced from Stella ever dear") 989

89 ("Now that of absence the most irksome night") 989

91 ("Stella, while now by Honor's cruel might") 989

94 ("Grief, find the words; for thou hast made my brain") 990
Eleventh Song (*“Who is it that this dark night") 990

106 ("O absent presence, Stella is not here") 991

108 ("When Sorrow [using mine own fire's might]") 992

FULKE GREVILLE, LORD BROOKE (1554-1628)

Caelica 993
100 ("In night when colors all to black are cast") 993

MARY (SIDNEY) HERBERT, COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE
(1562-1621)
Psalm 52 994
Psalm 139 995

SAMUEL DANIEL (1562-1619)
Delia 998
33 ("When men shall find thy flower, thy glory pass”) 998
45 ("Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable Night") 998
46 ("Let others sing of knights and paladins") 998

MICHAEL DRAYTON (1563-1631)
Idea 999
To the Reader of These Sonnets 999
6 ("How many paltry, foolish, painted things") 1000
61 ("Since there's no help, come, let us kiss and part") 1000
Ode. To the Virginian Voyage 1000

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE (1564-1593)
Hero and Leander 1004
The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 1022
Doctor Faustus 1022
The Tragical History of Doctor Faustus 1023
The Two Texts of Doctor Faustus 1056

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616)
SONNETS 1060
1 ("From fairest creatures we desire increase") 1062
3 ("Look in thy glass and tell the face thou viewest") 1062
12 ("When I do count the clock that tells the time") 1062
15 ("When I consider every thing that grows") 1063
18 ("Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?") 1063
19 ("Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws") 1063
20 ("A woman's face with Nature's own hand painted") 1064
23 ("As an unperfect actor on the stage") 1064
29 ("When, in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes") 1065
30 ("When to the sessions of sweet silent thought") 1065
33 ("Full many a glorious morning have I seen") 1065
35 ("No more be grieved at that which thou hast done") 1066
55 ("Not marble, nor the gilded monuments") 1066

992

993

997

999

1001

1058



CONTENTS / =xvii

60 ("Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore") 1066
62 ("Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye") 1067
65 ("Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea") 1067
71 ("No longer mourn for me when I am dead") 1067
73 ("That time of year thou mayst in me behold") 1068
74 ("But be contented; when that fell arrest") 1068
80 ("O, how I faint when I of you do write") 1068
85 ("My tongue-tied muse in manners holds her still") 1069
87 ("Farewell: thou art too dear for my possessing") 1069
93 ("So shall I live supposing thou art true") 1069
94 ("They that have power to hurt and will do none") 1070
97 ("How like a winter hath my absence been") 1070
98 ("From you have I been absent in the spring") 1071
105 ("Let not my love be called idolatry") 1071
106 ("When in the chronicle of wasted time") 1071
107 ("Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul") 1072
110 ("Alas, 'tis true I have gone here and there") 1072
116 ("Let me not to the marriage of true minds") 1072
126 ("O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power") 1073
127 ("In the old age black was not counted fair") 1073
128 ("How oft when thou, my music, music play'st") 1073
129 ("Th' expense of spirit in a waste of shame") 1074
130 ("My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun") 1074
135 ("Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will") 1075
138 ("When my love swears that she is made of truth") 1075
144 ("Two loves I have of comfort and despair") 1075
146 ("Poor soul, the center of my sinful earth") 1076
147 ("My love is as a fever, longing still") 1076
152 ("In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn") 1076

Twelfth Night 1077
King Lear 1139

Excerpts from the Two Texts of King Lear 1224
From The History of King Lear: Scene 8 1224
From The Tragedy of King Lear: 3.1 1225
THOMAS CAMPION (1567-1620) 1228
My sweetest Lesbia 1228
I care not for these ladies 1228
When to her lute Corinna sings 1229
Now winter nights enlarge 1230
There is a garden in her face 1230
Fain would I wed 1231
THOMAS NASHE (1567-1601) 1231
A Litany in Time of Plague 1232
RICHARD BARNFIELD (1574-1627) 1233
Cynthia 1234
Sonnet 9 ("Diana [on a time] walking the wood") 1234

Sonnet 11 ("Sighing, and sadly sitting by my love") 1234



xviii / CONTENTS

The Early Seventeenth Century (1603-1660)

Introduction

Timeline

JOHN DONNE (1572-1631)
SONGS AND SONNETS 1263
The Flea 1263
The Good-Morrow 1263
Song ("Go and catch a falling star") 1264
The Undertaking 1265
The Sun Rising 1266
The Indifferent 1267
The Canonization 1267
Song ("Sweetest love, I do not go") 1269
Air and Angels 1270
Break of Day 1270
A Valediction: Of Weeping 1271
Love's Alchemy 1272
A Nocturnal upon Saint Lucy's Day, Being the Shortest Day
The Bait 1274
The Apparition 1274
A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning 1275
The Ecstasy 1276
The Funeral 1278
The Blossom 1279
The Relic 1280
A Lecture upon the Shadow 1281

Elegy 16. On His Mistress 1281

Elegy 19. To His Mistress Going to Bed 1283
Satire 3 1284

Sappho to Philaenis 1287

From An Anatomy of the World: The First Anniversary 1289

Holy Sonnets 1295

1235

1235
1258

1260

1272

1 ("Thou hast made me, and shall thy work decay?") 1295

5 ("I am a little world made cunningly") 1295

7 ("At the round earth's imagined corners, blow") 1295
9 ("If poisonous minerals, and if that tree") 1296

10 ("Death, be not proud, though some have called thee")

11 ("Spit in my face, you Jews") 1297

1296

13 ("What if this present were the world's last night?") 1297

14 ("Batter my heart, three-personed God; for you") 1297

17 ("Since she whom I loved hath paid her last debt") 1298

18 ("Show me, dear Christ, thy spouse so bright and clear")
19 ("Oh, to vex me, contraries meet in one") 1299
Good Friday, 1613. Riding Westward 1299
A Hymn to Christ, at the Author's Last Going into Germany
Hymn to God My God, in My Sickness 1301
A Hymn to God the Father 1302

1298

1300



CONTENTS / xix

From Biathanatos 1303
Devotions upon Emergent Occasions 1303
Meditation 4 1303
Meditation 17 1305
From Expostulation 19 [The Language of God] 1306
From Death's Duel 1307
IZAAKWALTON (1593-1683) 1309
The Life of Dr. John Donne 1309
[Donne on His Deathbed] 1309
AEMILIA LANYER (1569-1645) 1313
Salve Deus Rex Judaeorum 1314
To the Doubtful Reader 1314
To the Queen's Most Excellent Majesty 1314
To the Virtuous Reader 1315
Eve's Apology in Defense of Women 1317
The Description of Cookham 1319
BEN JONSON (1572-1637) 1324
The Masque of Blackness 1326
Volpone, or The Fox 1334
EPIGRAMS 1427
To My Book 1427
On Something, That Walks Somewhere 1428
To William Camden 1428
On My First Daughter 1428
To John Donne 1429
On Giles and Joan 1429
On My First Son 1430
On Lucy, Countess of Bedford 1430

To Lucy, Countess of Bedford, with Mr. Donne's Satires 1431
To Sir Thomas Roe 1431

Inviting a Friend to Supper 1432

On Gut 1433

Epitaph on S. P., a Child of Queen Elizabeth's Chapel 1433

THE FOREST 1434
To Penshurst 1434
Song: To Celia 1436
To Heaven 1436

UNDERWOOD 1437

From A Celebration of Charis in Ten Lyric Pieces: 4. Her
Triumph 1437

A Sonnet to the Noble Lady, the Lady Mary Wroth 1438

My Picture Left in Scotland 1438

To the Immortal Memory and Friendship of That Noble Pair, Sir Lucius
Cary and Sir H. Morison 1439

Slow, Slow, Fresh Fount 1443
Queen and Huntress 1443



CONTENTS / xxi

The Advancement of Learning 1563
[The Abuses of Language] 1563
From Novum Organum 1565
The New Atlantis 1569
[Solomon's House] 1569
ROBERT BURTON (1577-1640) 1573
The Anatomy of Melancholy 1574
From Democritus Junior to the Reader 1574
From Love Melancholy 1578
SIR THOMAS BROWNE (1605-1682) 1581
Religio Medici 1582
Part 1, Sections 1-6, 9, 15, 16, 34, 59 1582
Part 2, Section 1 1589
Hydriotaphia, or Urn-Burial 1590
From Chapter 5 1590
THOMAS HOBBES (1588-1679) 1594
Leviathan 1596
The Introduction 1596
[The Artificial Man] 1596
Parti. Of Man 1596
Chapter 1. Of Sense 1596
Chapter 13. Of the Natural Condition of Mankind as Concerning
Their Felicity and Misery 1598
From Chapter 14. Of the First and Second Natural Laws 1600
From Chapter 15. Of Other Laws of Nature 1601

Part 2. Of Commonwealth 1602

Chapter 17. Of the Causes, Generation, and Definition of a

Commonwealth 1602

GEORGE HERBERT (1593-1633)

THE TEMPLE 1607

The Altar 1607
Redemption 1607

Easter 1608

Easter Wings 1609
Affliction (1) 1609

Prayer (1) 1611

Jordan (1) 1611

Church Monuments 1612

The Windows 1612

Denial 1613

Virtue 1614

Man 1614

Jordan (2) 1615

Time 1616

The Bunch of Grapes 1617
The Pilgrimage 1618

1605



xxii / CONTENTS

The Holdfast 1619
The Collar 1619

The Pulley 1620

The Flower 1621

The Forerunners 1622
Discipline 1623

Death 1624

Love(3) 1624
HENRY VAUGHAN (1621-1695) 1625
POEMS 1626

A Song to Amoret 1626

SILEX SCINTILLANS 1627
Regeneration 1627

The Retreat 1629

Silence, and Stealth of Days! 1630
Corruption 1631

Unprofitableness 1632

The World 1632

They Are All Gone into the World of Light! 1634
Cock-Crowing 1635

The Night 1636

The Waterfall 1638

RICHARD CRASHAW (ca. 1613-1649) 1639
THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 1640
Music's Duel 1640

STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 1644

To the Infant Martyrs 1644

I Am the Door 1644

On the Wounds of Our Crucified Lord 1644
Luke 11.[27] 1645

CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 1645

In the Holy Nativity of Our Lord God: A Hymn Sung as by the
Shepherds 1645

To the Noblest & Best of Ladies, the Countess of Denbigh 1648

The Flaming Heart 1650

ROBERT HERRICK (1591-1674) 1653
HESPERIDES 1654
The Argument of His Book 1654
Upon the Loss of His Mistresses 1655
The Vine 1655
Dreams 1656
Delight in Disorder 1656
His Farewell to Sack 1656
Corinna's Going A-Maying 1658
To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time 1659
The Hock-Cart, or Harvest Home 1660
How Roses Came Red 1661



CONTENTS

Upon the Nipples ofJulia's Breast 1661
Upon Jack and Jill. Epigram 1662

To Marigolds 1662

His Prayer to Ben Jonson 1662

The Bad Season Makes the Poet Sad 1663
The Night-Piece, to Julia 1663

Upon His Verses 1664

His Return to London 1664

Upon Julia's Clothes 1664

Upon Prue, His Maid 1665

To His Book's End 1665

NOBLE NUMBERS 1665
To His Conscience 1665
Another Grace for a Child 1665

THOMAS CAREW (1595-1640)
An Elegy upon the Death of the Dean of Paul's, Dr. John
Donne 1666

To Ben Jonson 1669
A Song ("Ask me no more where Jove bestows") 1670
To Saxham 1671

A Rapture 1672

SIRJOHN SUCKLING (1609-1642)

Song ("Why so pale and wan, fond lover?") 1676
FRAGMENTA AUREA 1677

Loving and Beloved 1677

A Ballad upon a Wedding 1677

THE LAST REMAINS OF SIR JOHN SUCKLING 1681
Out upon It! 1681

RICHARD LOVELACE (1618-1657)
LUCASTA 1682
To Lucasta, Going to the Wars 1682
The Grasshopper 1682
To Althea, from Prison 1683

Love Made in the First Age. To Chloris 1684

EDMUND WALLER (1606-1687)
The Story of Phoebus and Daphne Applied 1686
Song ("Go, lovely rose!") 1687

ABRAHAM COWLEY (1618-1667)
Ode: Of Wit 1688

KATHERINE PHILIPS (1632-1664)
A Married State 1691
Upon the Double Murder of King Charles 1691
Friendship's Mystery, To My Dearest Lucasia 1692

/

xxiii

1666

1676

1681

1686

1687

1690



xxiv / CONTENTS

To Mrs. M. A. at Parting 1693

On the Death of My First and Dearest Child, Hector Philips 1695
ANDREW MARVELL (1621-1678) 1695

POEMS 1697

The Coronet 1697

Bermudas 1698

A Dialogue Between the Soul and Body 1699

The Nymph Complaining for the Death of Her Fawn 1700

To His Coy Mistress 1703

The Definition of Love 1704

The Picture of Little T. C. in a Prospect of Flowers 1705

The Mower Against Gardens 1706

Damon the Mower 1707

The Mower to the Glowworms 1709

The Mower's Song 1710

The Garden 1710

An Horatian Ode 1712

Upon Appleton House 1716

CRISIS OF AUTHORITY 1737

Reporting the News 1737

From The Moderate, No. 28, 16-23 January 1649 1739

[The Trial of King Charles I, the first day] 1739

From A Perfect Diurnal of Some Passages in Parliament,
No. 288 1741
[The Execution of Charles I] 1741

Political ~ Writing 1744
ROBERT FILMER: From Patriarcha 1746
JOHN MILTON: From The Tenure of Kings and Magistrates 1748
GERRARD WINSTANLEY: From A New Year's Gift Sent to the
Parliament and Army 1751

Writing the Self 1757
LUCY HUTCHINSON: From Memoirs of the Life of Colonel John
Hutchinson 1758
[Charles I and Henrietta Maria] 1759
EDWARD HYDE, EARL OF CLARENDON: From The History of the
Rebellion 1760
[The Character of Oliver Cromwell] 1761
LADY ANNE HALKETT: From The Memoirs 1764
[Springing the Duke] 1764
DOROTHY WAUGH: From A Relation Concerning Dorothy Waugh's
Cruel Usage by the Mayor of Carlisle 1767

THOMAS TRAHERNE (1637-1674) 1769
Centuries of Meditation 1770
From The Third Century 1770



CONTENTS

Wonder 1770

On Leaping over the Moon 1772

MARGARET CAVENDISH (1623-1673)

POEMS AND FANCIES 1774
The Poetess's Hasty Resolution 1774
The Hunting of the Hare 1775

From A True Relation of My Birth, Breeding, and Life 1777
From The Description of a New World, Called The Blazing
World 1780

JOHN MILTON (1608-1674)
POEMS 1789
On the Morning of Christ's Nativity 1789
On Shakespeare 1797
L'Allegro 1797
IT Penseroso 1801
Lycidas 1805

The Reason of Church Government Urged Against Prelaty 1811

[Plans and Projects] 1811
From Areopagitica 1816

SONNETS 1825

How Soon Hath Time 1826

On the New Forcers of Conscience Under the Long Parliament
To the Lord General Cromwell, May 1652 1827

When I Consider How My Light Is Spent 1828

On the Late Massacre in Piedmont 1828

Methought I Saw My Late Espoused Saint 1829

Paradise Lost 1830

The Restoration and the Eighteenth Century
(1660-1785)

Introduction

Timeline

JOHN DRYDEN (1631-1700)

Annus Mirabilis 2085
[London Reborn] 2085

Song from Marriage a la Mode 2087
Absalom and Achitophel: A Poem 2087
Mac Flecknoe 2111
To the Memory of Mr. Oldham 2117
A Song for St. Cecilia's Day 2118
Epigram on Milton 2120
Alexander's Feast 2120

/ xxvV

1773

1785

1826

2057

2057
2081

2083



xxvi [/ CONTENTS

CRITICISM 2125

An Essay of Dramatic Poesy 2125
[Two Sorts of Bad Poetry] 2125
[The Wit of the Ancients: The Universal] 2126
[Shakespeare and Ben Jonson Compared] 2128

The Author's Apology for Heroic Poetry and Heroic License
["Boldness" of Figures and Tropes Defended: The Appeal to

"Nature"] 2129
[Wit as "Propriety"] 2131

A Discourse Concerning the Original and Progress of Satire

[The Art of Satire] 2131
The Preface to Fables Ancient and Modem 2132
[In Praise of Chaucer] 2132

SAMUEL PEPYS (1633-1703)
The Diary 2134
[The Great Fire] 2134
[The Deb Willet Affair] 2138

JOHN BUNYAN (1628-1688)
The Pilgrim's Progress 2143
[Christian Sets out for the Celestial City]

[The Slough of Despond] 2145 2143
[Vanity Fair] 2146
[The River of Death and the Celestial City]
JOHN LOCKE (1632-1704) 2148
An Essay Concerning Human Understanding 2152

From The Epistle to the Reader 2152

SIR ISAAC NEWTON (1642-1727)
From A Letter of Mr. Isaac Newton 2156

SAMUEL BUTLER (1612-1680)
Hudibras 2161
From Part 1, Canto 1 2161

JOHN WILMOT, SECOND EARL OF ROCHESTER
(1647-1680)
The Disabled Debauchee 2168
The Imperfect Enjoyment 2169
Upon Nothing 2171
A Satire against Reason and Mankind 2172

APHRA BEHN (1640?7-1689)
The Disappointment 2180
Oroonoko, or The Royal Slave 2183

WILLIAM CONGREVE (1670-1729)
The Way of the World 2228

MARY ASTELL (1666-1731)
From Some Reflections upon Marriage 2285

2129

2131

2133

2142

2151

2155

2161

2167

2178

2226

2284



CONTENTS /

DANIEL DEFOE (ca. 1660-1731)
Roxana 2289
[The Cons of Marriage] 2289

ANNE FINCH, COUNTESS OF WINCHILSEA (1661-1720)
The Introduction 2295
A Nocturnal Reverie 2297

MATTHEW PRIOR (1664-1721)
An Epitaph 2299
A Better Answer 2300

JONATHAN SWIFT (1667-1745)

A Description of a City Shower 2303

Verses on the Death of Dr. Swift 2304

From A Tale of a Tub 2315

Gulliver's Travels 2323
A Letter from Captain Gulliver to His Cousin Sympson 2324
The Publisher to the Reader 2327
Part 1. A Voyage to Lilliput 2328
Part 2. A Voyage to Brobdingnag 2365

xxvii

2288

2294

2298

2301

Part 3. A Voyage to Laputa, Balnibarbi, Glubbdubdrib, Luggnagg, and

Japan 2405
Chapter 2 [The Flying Island of Laputa] 2405
Chapter 5 [The Academy of Lagado] 2410
Chapter 10 [The Struldbruggs] 2413
Part 4. A Voyage to the Country of the Houyhnhnms 2418
A Modest Proposal 2462

JOSEPH ADDISON and SIR RICHARD STEELE
(1672-1719) (1672-1729)
THE PERIODICAL ESSAY: MANNERS, SOCIETY, GENDER 2470
Steele: [The Spectator's Club] (Spectator 2) 2470
Addison: [The Aims of the Spectator] (Spectator 10) 2473
Steele: [Inkle and Yarico] (Spectator 11) 2476
Addison: [The Royal Exchange] (Spectator 69) 2478

THE PERIODICAL ESSAY: IDEAS 2481

Addison: [Wit: True, False, Mixed] (Spectator 62) 2481

Addison: [Paradise Lost: General Critical Remarks]
(Spectator 267) 2485

2468

Addison: [The Pleasures of the Imagination] (Spectator 411) 2488

Addison: [On the Scale of Being] (Spectator 519) 2490

ALEXANDER POPE (1688-1744)
An Essay on Criticism 2496
The Rape of the Lock 2513
Eloisa to Abelard 2532
An Essay on Man 2540
Epistle 1. Of the Nature and State of Man, with Respect to the
Universe 2541

2493



xxviii / CONTENTS

From Epistle 2. Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to
Himself, as an Individual 2547
Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot 2548

The Dunciad: Book the Fourth 2559
[The Educator] 2561
[The Carnation and the Butterfly] 2562
[The Triumph of Dulness] 2563

ELIZA HAYWOOD (16937-1756)
Fantomina; or, Love in a Maze 2566

LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU (1689-1762)
The Lover: A Ballad 2585
Epistle from Mrs. Yonge to Her Husband 2587

DEBATING WOMEN: ARGUMENTS IN VERSE

JONATHAN SWIFT: The Lady's Dressing Room
LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU: The Reasons That Induced

Dr. Swift to Write a Poem Called the Lady's Dressing Room
ALEXANDER POPE: Impromptu to Lady Winchelsea
ANNE FINCH, COUNTESS OF WINCHILSEA: The Answer

(To Pope's Impromptu)
ALEXANDER POPE: Epistle 2. To a Lady

ANNE INGRAM, VISCOUNTESS IRWIN: An Epistle to Mr. Pope
MARY LEAPOR

An Essay on Woman 2608

An Epistle to a Lady 2610

JOHN GAY (1685-1732)
The Beggar's Opera 2613

WILLIAM HOGARTH (1697-1764)
Marriage A-la-Mode 2658

SAMUELJOHNSON (1709-1784)
The Vanity of Human Wishes 2666
On the Death of Dr. Robert Levet 2674

Rambler No. 5 [On Spring] 2675
Idler No. 31 [On Idleness] 2678
The History of Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia 2680
Rambler No. 4 [On Fiction] 2743
Rambler No. 60 [Biography] 2746
A Dictionary of the English Language 2749
From Preface 2750

[Some Definitions: A Small Anthology] 2753

2565

2584

2589

2590

2593

2595

2596

2597

2604
2607

2611

2656

2664



CONTENTS

The Preface to Shakespeare 2755
[Shakespeare's Excellence. General Nature] 2756
[Shakespeare's Faults. The Three Dramatic Unities] 2759
[Twelfth Night] 2764
[King Lear] 2764

LIVES OF THE POETS 2766
Cowley 2766
[Metaphysical Wit] 2766
Milton 2768
["Lycidas"] 2768
[Paradise Lost] 2769
Pope 2774
[Pope's Intellectual Character. Pope and Dryden Compared]

JAMES BOSWELL (1740-1795)

Boswell on the Grand Tour 2779
[Boswell Interviews Voltaire] 2779

The Life of Samuel Johnson, LL.D. 2781
[Plan of the Life] 2781
[Johnson's Early Years. Marriage and London] 2782
[The Letter to Chesterfield] 2787
[A Memorable Year: Boswell Meets Johnson] 2790

/ xxix

2774

2778

[Goldsmith. Sundry Opinions. Johnson Meets His King] 2793

[Fear of Death] 2797

[Ossian. "Talking for Victory"] 2797

[Dinner with Wilkes] 2800

[Dread of Solitude] 2804

['A Bottom of Good Sense." Bet Flint. "Clear Your Mind of
Cant"] 2805

[Johnson Prepares for Death] 2806

[Johnson Faces Death] 2807

FRANCES BURNEY (1752-1840)

The Journal and Letters 2811
[First Journal Entry] 2811
[Mr. Barlow's Proposal] 2812

["Down with her, Burney!"] 2815
[A Young and Agreeable Infidel] 2816
[Encountering the King] 2819
[A Mastectomy] 2822

LIBERTY

JOHN LOCKE
Two Treatises of Government 2830
Chapter IV. Of Slavery 2830
Chapter IX. Of the Ends of Political Society and Government

MARY ASTELL: A Preface, in Answer to Some Objections to
Reflections upon Marriage

2810

2828

2829

2831

2833



xxx [/ CONTENTS

ANTHONY ASHLEY COOPER, THIRD EARL OF SHAFTESBURY
Sensus Communis: An Essay on the Freedom of Wit and Humor
Part 1, Section 1 2838
Part 1, Section 2 2839

JAMES THOMSON: Ode: Rule, Britannia
DAVID HUME: Of the Liberty of the Press

EDMUND BURKE: Speech on the Conciliation with the American
Colonies

SAMUELJOHNSON: [A Briefto Free a Slave]

OLAUDAH EOUIANO: The Interesting Narrative of the Life of
Olaudah Equiano, or Gustavus Vassa, the African, Written
by Himself

[The Middle Passage] 2851
[A Free Man] 2855

JAMES THOMSON (1700-1748)
The Seasons 2860
Autumn 2860
[Evening and Night] 2860

THOMAS GRAY (1716-1771)
Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College 2863
Ode on the Death of a Favorite Cat 2865
Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 2867

WILLIAM COLLINS (1721-1759)
Ode on the Poetical Character 2870
Ode to Evening 2873

CHRISTOPHER SMART (1722-1771)
Jubilate Agno 2875
[My Cat Jeoffry] 2875

OLIVER GOLDSMITH (ca. 1730-1774)
The Deserted Village 2877

GEORGE CRABBE (1754-1832)
The Village 2887
From Book 1 2887

WILLIAM COWPER (1731-1800)
The Task 2891
Book 1 2891
[A Landscape Described. Rural Sounds] 2891
[Crazy Kate] 2892
Book 3 2893
[The Stricken Deer] 2893

2837
2838

2840

2841

2845

2849

2850

2860

2862

2870

2874

2877

2886

2890



CONTENTS / =xxxi

Book 4 2893
[The Winter Evening: A Brown Study] 2893
The Castaway 2895

POPULAR BALLADS 2898
Lord Randall 2899
Bonnv Barbara Allan 2899
The Wife of Usher's Well 2900
The Three Ravens 2902
Sir Patrick Spens 2902
The Bonny Earl of Murray 2904

POEMS IN PROCESS Al
John Milton A3
Lvcidas A3
Alexander Pope A5
The Rape of the Lock A5
An Essay on Man A6
Samuel Johnson A7
The Vanity of Human Wishes A8
Thomas Gray A9
Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard A9

SELECTED BIBLIOGRAPHIES Al13
Suggested General Readings Al3
The Middle Ages Al6
The Sixteenth Century A22
The Early Seventeenth Century A35
The Restoration and the Eighteenth Century A46

APPENDIXES
Literary Terminology A56
Geographic Nomenclature A78

British Money A80
The British Baronage A85

The Royal Lines of England and Great Britain A87
Religions in England A90
Illustration: The Universe According to Ptolemy A94
Illustration: A London Playhouse of Shakespeare's Time A95
Permissions Acknowledgments A97

Index A99



Preface to the
Eighth Edition

The outpouring of English literature overflows all boundaries, including the
capacious boundaries of The Norton Anthology of English Literature. But these
pages manage to contain many of the most remarkable works written in
English during centuries of restless creative effort. We have included epic
poems and short lyrics; love songs and satires; tragedies and comedies written
for performance on the commercial stage, and private meditations meant to
be perused in silence; prayers, popular ballads, prophecies, ecstatic visions,
erotic fantasies, sermons, short stories, letters in verse and prose, critical
essays, polemical tracts, several entire novels, and a great deal more. Such
works generally form the core of courses that are designed to introduce stu-
dents to English literature, with its history not only of gradual development,
continuity, and dense internal echoes, but also of sudden change and startling
innovation.

One of the joys of literature in English is its spectacular abundance. Even
within the geographical confines of England, Scotland, Wales, and Ireland,
where the majority of texts brought together in this collection originated, one
can find more than enough distinguished and exciting works to fill the pages
of this anthology many times over. The abundance is all the greater if one
takes, as the editors of these volumes do, a broad understanding of the term
Iiterature. In the course of several centuries, the meaning of the term has
shifted from the whole body of writing produced in a particular language to a
subset of that writing consisting of works that claim special attention because
of their unusual formal beauty or expressive power. Certain literary works,
arousing enduring admiration, have achieved sufficient prominence to serve
as widespread models for other writers and thus to constitute something
approximating a canon. Butjust as in English-speaking countries there have
never been academies empowered to regulate the use of language, so too there
have never been firmly settled guidelines for canonizing particular texts. Any
individual text's claim to attention is subject to constant debate and revision;
established texts are jostled both by new arrivals and by previously neglected
claimants; and the boundaries between the literary and whatever is thought
to be "nonliterary" are constantly challenged and redrawn. The heart of this
collection consists of poems, plays, and prose fiction, but, like the language
in which they are written, these categories are themselves products of ongoing
historical transformations, and we have included many texts that call into
question any conception of literature as only a limited set of particular kinds
of writing. English literature as a field arouses not a sense of order but what
Yeats calls "the emotion of multitude."

Following the lead of most college courses, we have separated off, on prag-
matic grounds, English literature from American literature, but, in keeping
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with the multinational, multicultural, and hugely expansive character of the
language, we have incorporated, particularly for the modern period, a sub-
stantial number of texts by authors from other countries. This border-crossing
is not a phenomenon of modernity only. It is fitting that among the first works
here is Beowulf, a powerful epic written in the Germanic language known as
Old English about a singularly restless Scandinavian hero. Beowulf's remark-
able translator in The Norton Anthology of English Literature, Seamus—Heaney,
is one of the great contemporary masters of English literature he was
awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1995—but it would be potentially
misleading to call him an "English poet" for he was born in Northern Ireland
and is not in fact English. It would be still more misleading to call him a
"British poet,” as if the British Empire were the most salient fact about the
language he speaks and writes in or the culture by which he was shaped. What
matters is that the language in which Heaney writes is English, and this fact
links him powerfully with the authors assembled in these volumes, a linguistic
community that stubbornly refuses to fit comfortably within any firm geo-
graphical or ethnic or national boundaries. So too, to glance at other authors
and writings in the anthology, in the sixteenth century William Tyndale, in
exile in the Low Countries and inspired by German religious reformers, trans-
lated the New Testament from Greek and thereby changed the course of the
English language; in the seventeenth century Aphra Behn deeply touched her
readers with a story that moves from Africa, where its hero is born, to South
America, where Behn herself may have witnessed some of the tragic events
she describes; and early in the twentieth century Joseph Conrad, born in
Ukraine of Polish parents, wrote in eloquent English a celebrated novella
whose vision of European empire was trenchantly challenged at the century's
end by the Nigerian-born writer in English, Chinua Achebe.

A vital literary culture is always on the move. This principle was the watch-
word of M. H. Abrams, the distinguished literary critic who first conceived
The Norton Anthology of English Literature, brought together the original team
of editors, and, with characteristic insight, diplomacy, and humor, oversaw
seven editions and graciously offered counsel on this eighth edition. Abrams
wisely understood that the dense continuities that underlie literary perfor-
mance are perpetually challenged and revitalized by innovation. He under-
stood too that new scholarly discoveries and the shifting interests of readers
constantly alter the landscape of literary history. Hence from the start he
foresaw that, if the anthology were to be successful, it would have to undergo
a process of periodic revision and reselection, an ambitious enterprise that
would draw upon the energy and ideas of new editors brought in to work with
the seasoned team.

The Eighth Edition of The Norton Anthology ofEnglish Literature represents
the most thoroughgoing instance in its long publishing history of this gener-
ational renewal. Across the whole chronological breadth of the volumes, new
editors joined forces with the existing editors in a spirit of close collaboration.
The revitalized team has considered afresh each of the selections and
rethought all the other myriad aspects of the anthology. In doing so, we have,
as in past years, profited from a remarkable flow of voluntary corrections and
suggestions proposed by teachers, as well as students, who view the anthology
with a loyal but critical eye. Moreover, we have again solicited and received
detailed information on the works actually assigned, proposals for deletions
and additions, and suggestions for improving the editorial matter, from over
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two hundred reviewers from around the world, almost all of them teachers
who use the book in a course. The active participation of an engaged and
dedicated community of readers has been crucial as the editors of the Norton
Anthology grapple with the task of retaining (and indeed strengthening) the
selection of more traditional texts even while adding many texts that reflect
the transformation and expansion of the field of English studies. The great
challenge (and therefore the interest) of the task is linked to the space con-
straints that even these hefty volumes must observe. The virtually limitless
resources of the anthology's Web site make at least some of the difficult
choices less vexing, but the editorial team kept clearly in view the central
importance in the classroom of the printed pages. The final decisions on what
to include were made by the editors, but we were immeasurably assisted by
our ongoing collaboration with teachers and students.

With each edition, The Norton Anthology of English Literature has offered
a broadened canon without sacrificing major writers and a selection of com-
plete longer texts in which readers can immerse themselves. Perhaps the most
emblematic of these longer texts are the two great epics Beowulfand Paradise
Lost. To the extensive list of such complete works, the Eighth Edition has
added many others, including Sir Thomas More's Utopia, Samuel Johnson's
Rasselas (restored to its entirety), Eliza Haywood's Fantomina, Robert Louis
Stevenson's The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Tom Stoppard's
Arcadia, and Brian Friel's Translations.

Though this latest edition of The Norton Anthology of English Literature has
retained the works that have traditionally been identified and taught as the
principal glories of English literature, many of the newer selections reflect the
fact that the national conception of literary history, the conception by which
English Literature meant the literature of England or at most of Great Britain,
has begun to give way to something else. Writers like William Butler Yeats
(born in Dublin), Hugh MacDiarmid (born in Dumfriesshire, Scotland), Vir-
ginia Woolf (born in London), and Dylan Thomas (born in Swansea, Wales)
are now being taught, and are here anthologized, alongside such writers as
Nadine Gordimer (born in the Transvaal, South Africa), Alice Munro (born
in Wingham, Ontario), Derek Walcott (born on Saint Lucia in the West
Indies), V. S. Naipaul (born in Trinidad), and Salman Rushdie (born in Bom-
bay, India). English literature, like so many other collective enterprises in our
century, has ceased to be principally about the identity of a single nation; it
is a global phenomenon.

We have in this edition continued to expand the selection of writing by
women in all of the historical periods. The sustained work of scholars in recent
years has recovered dozens of significant authors who had been marginalized
or neglected by a male-dominated literary tradition and has deepened our
understanding of those women writers who had managed, against considerable
odds, to claim a place in that tradition. The First Edition of the Norton Anthol-
ogy included 6 women writers; this Eighth Edition includes 67, of whom 16
are newly added and 15 are reselected or expanded. Poets and dramatists
whose names were scarcely mentioned even in the specialized literary histories
of earlier generations—Aemilia Lanyer, Lady Mary Wroth, Elizabeth Cary,
Margaret Cavendish, Mary Leapor, Anna Letitia Barbauld, Charlotte Smith,
Letitia Elizabeth Landon, and many others—now appear in the company of
their male contemporaries. There are in addition four complete long prose
works by women—Aphra Behn's Oroonoko, Eliza Haywood's Fantomina, Jane
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Austen's Love and Friendship, and Virginia Woolf's A Room of One's Own—
along with new selections from such celebrated fiction writers as Maria Edge-
worth, Jean Rhys, Katherine Mansfield, and Doris Lessing.

The novel is, of course, a stumbling block for an anthology. The length of
many great novels defies their incorporation in any volume that hopes to
include a broad spectrum ofliterature. At the same time it is difficult to excerpt
representative passages from mnarratives whose power often depends upon
amplitude or upon the slow development of character or upon the onrushing
urgency of the story. Therefore, better to represent the achievements of nov-
elists, the publisher is making available the full list of Norton Critical Edi-
tions—more than 180 titles, including the most frequently assigned novels:
Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice, Mary Shelley's Frankenstein, Charles Dick-
ens's Hard Times, Charlotte Bronte's Jane Eyre, and Emily Bronte's Wuthering
Heights. A free Norton Critical Edition may be packaged with Volume 1 or 2
clothbound, paperbound, or three-volume package.

Building on an innovation introduced in the Seventh Edition, the editors
have included for each of the periods several clusters that gather together short
texts illuminating the cultural, historical, intellectual, and literary concerns of
the age. In the Eighth Edition we have rethought, streamlined, and more
closely coordinated these clusters with three aims: to make them easier to
teach in the space of a class meeting or two, to make them more lively and
accessible, and to heighten their relevance to the surrounding works of liter-
ature. Hence, for example, a new cluster for the Middle Ages, "Christ's
Humanity," broaches one of the broadest and most explosive cultural and
literary movements of the period, a movement that brought forth new kinds
of readers and writers and a highly contested cultural politics of the visual.
Similarly, a new cluster for the eighteenth century, "Liberty," goes to the heart
of a central and momentous contradiction: on the one hand, the period's pas-
sionate celebration of liberty as the core British value, and, on the other hand,
its extensive and profitable engagement in the slave trade. The implications of
this contradiction, as the conjoined texts demonstrate, ripple out through
English philosophy, law, and literature. Another new cluster, to take a final
example, focuses on the fraught relationship between nation and language in
the twentieth and twenty-first centuries. Through the vast extent of the former
British Empire and, more recently, through American economic and political
power, the English language has displaced or commingled with indigenous
languages in many parts of the world. In consequence, imaginative writers
from India to Africa, from the Caribbean to Hong Kong, have grappled with
the kind of vexed questions about linguistic and national identity that have
been confronted by generations of Welsh, Scottish, and Irish writers. The
political, psychological, and cultural complexity of these questions is evident
in the array of texts brought together in the "Nation and Language" cluster,
while their rich literary potential is fully apparent in Brian Friel's powerful
play Translations. We supplement the topical clusters for each period by sev-
eral more extensive topical selections of texts, with illustrations, on the anthol-
ogy Web site.

Now, as in the past, cultures define themselves by the songs they sing and
the stories they love to tell. But the central importance of visual media in
contemporary culture has heightened our awareness of the ways in which
songs and stories have always been closely linked to the images that societies
have fashioned. The Eighth Edition of The Norton Anthology of English Lit-
erature features sixty pages of color plates (in seven new color inserts). In
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addition, black-and-white engravings and illustrations by Hogarth, Blake, and
Dante Gabriel Rossetti provide compelling examples of the hybrid art of the
"visual narrative." In selecting visual material —from the Sutton Hoo treasure
of the seventh century to Anish Kapoor's immense Marsyas in the twenty-first
century—the editors sought to provide images that conjure up, whether
directly or indirectly, the individual writers in each section; that relate specif-
ically to individual works in the anthology; and that shape and illuminate the
culture of a particular literary period. We have tried to choose visually striking
images that will interest students and provoke discussion, and our captions
draw attention to important details and cross-reference related texts in the
anthology.

Period-by-Period Revisions

The scope of the extensive revisions we have undertaken can be conveyed
more fully by a list of some of the principal texts and features that have been
added to the Eighth Edition.

The Middle Ages. The period, edited by Alfred David and James Simpson,
is divided into three sections: Anglo-Saxon Literature, Anglo-Norman Litera-
ture, and Middle English Literature of the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Centu-
ries. The heart of the Anglo-Saxon section is the great epic Beowulfl in an
acclaimed translation, specially commissioned for The Norton Anthology of
English Literature, by Seamus Heaney. The selection of Anglo-Saxon texts has
been newly augmented with the alliterative poem judith and with King Alfred's
preface to the Pastoral Care. The Anglo-Norman section—a key bridge
between the Anglo-Saxon period and the time of Chaucer—includes two clus-
ters of texts: "Legendary Histories of Britain" traces the origins of Arthurian
romance in the accounts of Geoffrey of Monmouth, Wace, and Layamon.
"Celtic Contexts" explores the complex multilingual situation of the period,
represented by the Old Irish "Exile of the Sons of Uisliu"; newly added, the
conclusion of Thomas of England's Le Roman de Tristan, which comes from
Irish, Welsh, and Breton sources and was written down in Old French; and
Marie de France's magnificent Breton lay Lanval, one of the period's principal
texts, as well as her Chevrefoil, in a new verse translation by Alfred David. A
tale from the Confessio Amantis of John Gower, a new author, complements
the generous selections from Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. We have added new
selections from the remarkable Margery Kempe and from Langland's Piers
Plowman and an important new topical cluster, "Christ's Humanity." Our rep-
resentation of medieval drama has been strengthened by the addition of the
powerful York Play of the Crucifixion.

The Sixteenth Century. For the first time with this edition, the anthology
includes the whole of Thomas More's Utopia, the visionary masterpiece that
helped to shape the modern world. Edited by George Logan and Stephen
Greenblatt, this period includes five other complete longer texts: Book 1 of
Spenser's Faerie Queene, Marlowe's Hero and Leander and Doctor Faustus,
and Shakespeare's Twelfth Night and King Lear. The selection of poems offers
new works by Wyatt, five additional sonnets by Sidney, five additional sonnets
by Shakespeare, and two sonnets by a poet introduced here for the first time,
Richard Barnfield. In addition we provide modern prose translations of several
of Petrarch's rime in order to show their close relationship with sonnets by
Wyatt, Sidney, and Ralegh. The cluster on the period's bitter religious contro-
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versies, "Faith in Conflict," has been redesigned in order to better represent
the Catholic as well as the Protestant position. A new cluster, "Women in
Power," greatly expands the selections from Queen Elizabeth and sets her
writings alongside those of three compelling new figures: Mary Tudor ("Bloody
Mary"), Lady Jane Grey, the tragic queen for nine days, and Mary, Queen of
Scots, Elizabeth's cousin and prisoner. The topic as a whole provides insight
into the strange position of female rulers attempting to shape their public
performances in a society that ordinarily allowed little scope for women's shap-
ing power.

The Early Seventeenth Century. At the heart of this section, edited by Bar-
bara Lewalski and Katharine Eisaman Maus, is John Milton's Paradise Lost,
presented in its entirety. Other complete longer works include John Donne's
soul-searching Satire 3, Aemilia Lanyer's country-house poem "The Descrip-
tion of Cookham," three major works by Ben Jonson (The Masque of Blackness,
Volpone [freshly edited by Katharine Eisaman Maus], and the Cary-Morison
ode), John Webster's tragedy The Duchess ofMalfi, and Milton's Lycidas. Sig-
nificant additions have been made to the works of Donne, Jonson, Bacon,
Carew, and Hobbes. Three newly conceived topical clusters will help teachers
organize the rich profusion of seventeenth-century texts. "The Gender Wars"
offers the stark contrast between Joseph Swetnam's misogynistic diatribe and
Rachel Speght's vigorous response. "Forms of Inquiry" represents the vital
intellectual currents of the period by bringing together reselected texts by
Bacon, Burton, Browne, and Hobbes. And introducing riveting reports on the
trial and execution of Charles I, political writings by the conservative Filmer
and the revolutionaries Milton and Winstanley, and searching memoirs by
Lucy Hutchinson, Edward Hyde, Earl of Clarendon, Lady Anne Halkett, and
Dorothy Waugh, "Crisis of Authority" shows how new literary forms arose out
of the trauma of political conflict.

The Restoration and the Eighteenth Century. In response to widespread
demand and our own sense of its literary merit, the editors, Lawrence Lipking
and James Noggle, include the complete text of Samuel Johnson's philosoph-
ical fable Rasselas. We introduce as well Fantomina, a novella of sexual role-
playing by an author new to the anthology, Eliza Haywood. Other complete
longer texts in this section include Dryden's satires Ahsolom and Achitophel
and MacFlecknoe, Aphra Behn's novel Oroonoko, Congreve's comedy The Way
of the World, Pope's Essay on Criticism, The Rape of the Lock, and Epistle to
Dr. Ahuthnot, Gay's Beggar's Opera, Hogarth's graphic satire "Marriage A-la-
Mode," Johnson's Vanity of Human Wishes, Gray's "Elegy Written in a Country
Churchyard," and Goldsmith's "The Deserted Village." Additions have been
made to the works of John Wilmot, Second Earl of Rochester, and Mary Lea-
por, and the selection from Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele has been
recast. "Liberty," a new thematic cluster on freedom and slavery, brings
together texts by John Locke, Mary Astell, Anthony Ashley Cooper, Third Earl
of Shaftesbury, David Hume, Edmund Burke, and others.

The Romantic Period. The principal changes introduced by the editors, Jack
Stillinger and Deidre Shauna Lynch, center on significantly increased atten-
tion to women writers of both poetry and prose. There are more poems by
Anna Letitia Barbauld, Charlotte Smith (including the great long work Beachy
Head and a substantial selection from The Emigrants)) Mary Robinson, Joanna
Baillie, and Felicia Hemans. Mary Wollstonecraft and Dorothy Wordsworth
are nowjoined by two new woman authors, Maria Edgeworth and Jane Austen.
Mary Shelley is represented by two works, her introduction to The Last Man
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and her story "The Mortal Immortal" (Frankenstein, formerly in the anthology,
is now available in a Norton Critical Edition). There are additional poems by
Robert Burns, William Wordsworth, Percy Bysshe Shelley, and John Keats
and new prose pieces by Sir Walter Scott, Charles Lamb, and John Clare. A
new topic, "The Gothic and the Development of a Mass Readership," focuses
on the controversial history of a genre that continues to shape popular fiction
and films. Writings by Horace Walpole, William Beckford, Ann Radcliff, and
"Monk" Lewis, together with commentaries and reviews by contemporaries
such as Anna Barbauld and Samuel Taylor Coleridge, illuminate the promise
and menace that this period saw in a mode of writing that opened up a realm
of nightmarish terror to literary exploration.

The Victorian Age. Among the major additions to this section, edited by
Carol Christ and Catherine Robson, are Robert Louis Stevenson's The Strange
Case of Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; two new long poems—Elizabeth Barrett
Browning's poem The Runaway Slave at Pilgrim's Point and Dante Gabriel
Rossetti's Jenny; a new complete text of FitzGerald's The Rubaiyat of Omar
Kayyam; and Rudyard Kipling's The White Man's Burden and If Kipling's
novella The Man Who Would Be King and Oscar Wilde's comedy The Impor-
tance of Being Farnest continue to be featured, as does the poetry of Tennyson,
Robert Browning, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Dante Gabriel Rossetti, Chris-
tina Rossetti, and others. Along with the widely assigned "Victorian Issues"
clusters (Evolution, Industrialism, and the "Woman Question"), we present
the topic "Empire and National Identity." This is an innovative and highly
teachable sequence of paired texts, grappling with fiercely contentious issues
that repeatedly arose across the empire's vast extent.

The Twentieth Century and After. A host of new writers and topics mark this
major revision by the editors, Jon Stallworthy andjahan Ramazani. The section
now features two brilliant plays, Brian Friel's Translations and Tom Stoppard's
Arcadia, both of which have vital connections to literary and cultural issues
that extend throughout these volumes. The many writers introduced to the
anthology for the first time include the Indian poet A. K. Ramanujan, the
Canadian poet Anne Carson, and the English poet Carol Ann Duffy. There
are new stories by E. M. Forster and Jean Rhys, a new selection from J. M.
Coetzee's Waiting for the Barbarians, and new poems by W. B. Yeats, W. H.
Auden, Derek Walcott, and Ted Hughes. There is, as before, a remarkable
array of complete longer texts, including Hardy's "On the Western Circuit,"
Conrad's Heart of Darkness, Woolf's A Room of One's Own, Eliot's The Waste
Land, Mansfield's "The Garden Party" and "The Daughters of the Late Col-
onel," Beckett's Endgame, Lessing's "To Room Nineteen," Pinter's The Dumb
Waiter, Achebe's Things Fall Apart, and Naipaul's One Out of Many. And two
new, highly innovative topics will enable teachers to introduce students to
major aspects of the period's cultural scene. The first, "Modernist Manifestos,"
brings together the radical experiments of T. E. Hulme, Ezra Pound, H. D,
Wyndham Lewis, and Mina Loy. The second, "Nation and Language," gets to
the heart of the questions that face colonial and postcolonial writers who must
grapple with the power, at once estranging and liberating, of the English lan-
guage. The voices in this cluster, Claude McKay, Hugh MacDiarmid, Louise
Bennett, Brian Friel, Kamau Brathwaite, Wole Soyinka, Tony Harrison, NgugT
wa Thiong'o, Salman Rushdie, and John Agard, bear eloquent witness to the
global diffusion of English, the urgency of unresolved issues of nation and
identity, and the rich complexity of literary history. That history is not a
straightforward sequence. Seamus Heaney's works, to which two new poems
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have been added, provide the occasion to look back again to Heaney's trans-
lation of Beowulf at the beginning of the anthology. This translation is a
reminder that the most recent works can double back upon the distant past,
and that words set down by men and women who have crumbled into dust
can speak to us with astonishing directness.

Editorial Procedures

The Eighth Edition adheres to the core principles that have always char-
acterized The Norton Anthology of English Literature. Period introductions,
headnotes, and annotation are designed to enhance students' reading and,
without imposing an interpretation, to give students the information they need
to understand each text. The aim of these editorial materials is to make the
anthology self-sufficient, so that it can be read anywhere—in a coffee bar, on
a bus, or under a tree. Above all, we have tried always to keep in mind the
actual classroom situation. Teachability is central to every aspect of these
volumes.

Our fidelity to a trusted and well-tried format may make it difficult for long-
time users to take in, at first glance, how thoroughgoing and extensive the
revisions to the Eighth Edition actually are. The editorial team undertook to
rethink and update virtually everything in these pages, from the endpaper
maps, scrutinized for accuracy by Catherine Robson and redrawn by cartog-
rapher Adrian Kitzinger, to the appendix on English money, which, thanks to
James Noggle's clever chart, now provides, at a glance, answers to the peren-
nial question, But what was money actually worth? Similarly, "Religions in
England," rewritten by Katharine Maus, and "Geographic Nomenclature,"
revised by Jahan Ramazani, quickly and elegantly illuminate what students
have often found obscure. Each volume of the anthology includes a "Poems
in Process" section, revised and expanded by Deidre Lynch with the help of
Alfred David and James Simpson, which reproduces from manuscripts and
printed texts the genesis and evolution of a number of poems whose final form
is printed in that volume. And, thanks to the thoroughgoing work of James
Simpson, we now have a freshly conceived and thoroughly rewritten "Literary
Terminology" appendix, recast as a quick-reference alphabetical glossary with
examples from works in The Norton Anthology of English Literature.

Drawing upon the latest scholarship and upon classroom experience, the
editors have substantially rewritten the period introductions and headnotes.
We have updated as well the bibliographies and have carefully revised the
timelines. And we have provided in-text references to the Norton Literature
Online Web site. With all aspects of the anthology's apparatus our intention
is to facilitate direct and informed access to the extraordinary works of liter-
ature assembled here.

The Norton Anthology ofEnglish Literature prides itself on both the scholarly
accuracy and the readability of its texts. To ease students' encounter with some
works, we have normalized spelling and capitalization in texts up to and includ-
ing the Romantic period—for the most part they now follow the conventions
of modern English; we leave unaltered, however, texts in which such modern-
izing would change semantic or metrical qualities. From the Victorian period
onward, we have restored the original spelling and punctuation to selections
retained from the previous edition.

We continue other editorial procedures that have proved useful in the past.
After each work, we cite the date of first publication on the right; in some
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instances, this date is followed by the date of a revised edition for which the
author was responsible. Dates of composition, when they differ from those of
publication and when they are known, are provided on the left. We have used
square brackets to indicate titles supplied by the editors for the convenience of
readers. Whenever a portion of a text has been omitted, we have indicated that
omission with three asterisks. If the omitted portion is important for following
the plot or argument, we have provided a brief summary within the text or in a
footnote. Finally, we have reconsidered annotations throughout and increased
the number of marginal glosses for archaic, dialect, or unfamiliar words.

Additional Resources

With the Eighth Edition of The Norton Anthology of English Literature, the
publisher is proud to launch an extensive new resource—Norton Literature
Online (wwnorton.com/literature)—the gateway to all of the outstanding
online literature resources available from Norton. Students who activate the
password included in each new copy of the anthology will find at Norton
Literature Online a deep and broad array of general resources, among them a
glossary of literary terms, advice on writing about literature and using MLA
documentation style, study aids and quizzes, a portrait gallery featuring 380
authors, more than 100 maps, and over 90 minutes of recorded readings and
musical selections. To encourage students to explore Norton Literature
Online, cross-references in the anthology draw attention to relevant materials,
notably to the 27 topical clusters (augmenting the 17 in-text topics) in the
much-praised Norton Topics Online site. Prepared by the anthology editors,
each topic includes an introduction, a gathering of annotated texts and images,
and study questions and research links. For use with the Eighth Edition, three
entirely new Twentieth Century topics—"Imagining Ireland," "Modernist
Experiment," and "Representing the Great War"'—and a recast Romantic
topic, "The Satanic and Byronic Hero," have been added, among other updates
and improvements. Norton Literature Online is also the portal to the Online
Archive (wwnorton.com/nael/noa), which offers more than 150 downloadable
texts from the Middle Ages through the early Victorian period, as well as some
80 audio files. An ongoing project, the Online Archive is being expanded with
all public-domain texts trimmed from The Norton Anthology of English Liter-
ature over six editions. A new feature of the archive, a Publication Chronology,
lists over 1,000 texts and the edition of the anthology in which each was
introduced, dropped, and sometimes reintroduced. As such, the table, and the
archive of texts now being assembled (a massive project of a few years' dura-
tion) are a unique window on changing interests in the teaching of English
literature over four decades.

Teaching with The Norton Anthology of English Literature: A Guide for
Instructors has been reconceived for ease of use and substantially rewritten by
Sondra Archimedes, University of California, Santa Cruz; Elizabeth Fowler,
University of Virginia; Laura Runge, University of South Florida; and Philip
Schwyzer, University of Exeter. The Guide offers extensive help with teaching
a course, from planning, to developing a syllabus and course objectives, to
preparing exams. For authors and works, the Guide entries provide a "hook"
to start class discussion; a "Quick Read" section to help instructors review
essential information about a text or author; teaching suggestions that call out
interesting textual or contextual features; teaching clusters of suggested
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groups or pairs of texts; and discussion questions. Built into the Guide for
Instructors is a freestanding Media Guide, by Philip Schwyzer, which offers
specific suggestions for integrating the anthology's rich multimedia resources
with the text and for incorporating them into traditional or distance-learning
courses. Finally, the Norton Resource Library (wivnorton.com/nrl), also by
Philip Schwyzer, offers instructors brief period introductions and "class ses-
sions" to facilitate close reading, art galleries and literary links, enhanced
period timelines, essay assignments, sample syllabi, and instructions for cus-
tomizing the material. These materials are compatible with WebCT and other
course management systems.

The editors are deeply grateful to the hundreds of teachers worldwide who
have helped us to improve The Norton Anthology of English Literature. A list
of the advisors who prepared in-depth reviews and of the instructors who
replied to a detailed questionnaire follows on a separate page, under Acknowl-
edgments. The editors would like to express appreciation for their assistance
to Elizabeth Anker (University of Virginia), Sandie Byrne (Oxford University),
Timothy Campbell (Indiana University), Sarita Cargas (Oxford University),
Jason Coats (University of Virginia), Joseph W. Childers (University of Cali-
fornia, Riverside), Daniel Cook (University of California, Davis), Linda David,
Christopher Fanning (Queens University), William Flesch (Brandeis Univer-
sity), Robert Folkenflik (University of California, Irvine), Robert D. Fulk (Indi-
ana University), Omaar Hena (University of Virginia), Tom Keirstead (Indiana
University), Shayna Kessel (University of Southern California), Joanna Lip-
king (Northwestern University), Ian Little (Liverpool University), Tricia Loo-
tens (University of Georgia), Erin Minear (Harvard University), Elaine
Musgrave (University of California, Davis), J]. Morgan Myers (University of
Virginia), Kate Nash (University of Virginia), Ruth Perry (M.1.T.), Emily Peter-
son (Harvard University), Kate Pilson (Harvard University), Jane Potter
(Oxford Brookes University), Leah Price (Harvard University), Angelique
Richardson (Exeter University), Philip Schwyzer (Exeter University), and
Ramie Targoff (Brandeis University). We especially thank John W. Sider
(Westmont College) for his meticulous review of standing annotations and
myriad suggestions for improvements. We also thank the many people at Nor-
ton who contributed to the Eighth Edition: Julia Reidhead, who served not
only as the inhouse supervisor but also as an unfailingly wise and effective
collaborator in every aspect of planning and accomplishing this Eighth Edi-
tion; Marian Johnson, managing editor for college books, who kept the project
moving forward with a remarkable blend of focused energy, intelligence, and
common sense; Kurt Wildermuth, developmental and project editor; Alice
Falk, Katharine Ings, Candace Levy, Alan Shaw, and Ann Tappert, manuscript
editors; Eileen Connell, electronic media editor; Diane O'Connor, production
manager; Nancy Rodwan and Katrina Washington, permissions managers;
Toni Krass, designer; Neil Ryder Hoos, art researcher; Erin Granville, asso-
ciate editor; and Catherine Spencer, editorial assistant. All these friends pro-
vided the editors with indispensable help in meeting the challenge of
representing the unparalleled range and variety of English literature.

We dedicate this Eighth Edition of The Norton Anthology of English Literature
to our friend, mentor, and inspiring guide M. H. Abrams. His shaping power
over these volumes and the profession it serves will long endure.
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The Middle Ages
to ca. 1485

43—ca. 420: Roman invasion and occupation of Britain

ca. 450: Anglo-Saxon Conquest

597: St. Augustine arrives in Kent; beginning of Anglo-Saxon
conversion to Christianity

871-899: Reign of King Alfred

1066: Norman Conquest

1154-1189: Reign of Henry II

ca. 1200: Beginnings of Middle English literature

1360—1400: Geoffrey Chaucer; Piers Plowman; Sir Gawain and the
Green  Knight

1485: William Caxton's printing of Sir Thomas Malory's Morte
Darthur, one of the first books printed in England

The Middle Ages designates the time span roughly from the collapse of the
Roman Empire to the Renaissance and Reformation. The adjective "medieval,"”
coined from Latin medium (middle) and aevum (age), refers to whatever was
made, written, or thought during the Middle Ages. The Renaissance was so
named by nineteenth-century historians and critics because they associated it
with an outburst of creativity attributed to a "rebirth" or revival of Latin and,
especially, of Greek learning and literature. The word "Reformation" desig-
nates the powerful religious movement that began in the early sixteenth cen-
tury and repudiated the supreme authority of the Roman Catholic Church.
The Renaissance was seen as spreading from Italy in the fourteenth and fif-
teenth centuries to the rest of Europe, whereas the Reformation began in
Germany and quickly affected all of Europe to a greater or lesser degree. The
very idea of a Renaissance or rebirth, however, implies something dormant or
lacking in the preceding era. More recently, there have been two non-exclusive
tendencies in our understanding of the medieval period and what follows.
Some scholars emphasize the continuities between the Middle Ages and the
later time now often called the Early Modern Period. Others emphasize the
ways in which sixteenth-century writers in some sense "created” the Middle
Ages, in order to highlight what they saw as the brilliance of their own time.
Medieval authors, of course, did not think of themselves as living in the "mid-
dle"; they sometimes expressed the idea that the world was growing old and
that theirs was a declining age, close to the end of time. Yet art, literature,
and science flourished during the Middle Ages, rooted in the Christian culture
that preserved, transmitted, and transformed classical tradition.

The works covered in this section of the anthology encompass a period of
more than eight hundred years, from Casdmon's Hymn at the end of the sev-
enth century to Everyman at the beginning of the sixteenth. The date 1485,
the year ofthe accession of Henry VII and the beginning ofthe Tudor dynasty,
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is an arbitrary but convenient one to mark the "end" of the Middle Ages in
England.

Although the Roman Catholic Church provided continuity, the period was
one of enormous historical, social, and linguistic change. To emphasize these
changes and the events underlying them, we have divided the period into three
primary sections: Anglo-Saxon Literature, Anglo-Norman Literature, and Mid-
dle English Literature in the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Centuries. The Anglo-
Saxon invaders, who began their conquest of the southeastern part of Britain
around 450, spoke an early form of the language we now call Old English.
Old English displays its kinship with other Germanic languages (German or
Dutch, for example) much more clearly than does contemporary British and
American English, of which Old English is the ancestor. As late as the tenth
century, part of an Old Saxon poem written on the Continent was transcribed
and transliterated into the West Saxon dialect of Old English without pre-
senting problems to its English readers. In form and content Old English
literature also has much in common with other Germanic literatures with
which it shared a body of heroic as well as Christian stories. The major char-
acters in Beowulf are pagan Danes and Geats, and the only connection to
England is an obscure allusion to the ancestor of one of the kings ofthe Angles.

The changes already in progress in the language and culture of Anglo-Saxon
England were greatly accelerated by the Norman Conquest of 1066. The
ascendancy of a French-speaking ruling class had the effect of adding a vast
number of French loan words to the English vocabulary. The conquest
resulted in new forms of political organization and administration, architec-
ture, and literary expression. In the twelfth century, through the interest of
the Anglo-Normans in British history before the Anglo-Saxon Conquest, not
only England but all of Western Europe became fascinated with a legendary
hero named Arthur who makes his earliest appearances in Celtic literature.
King Arthur and his knights became a staple subject of medieval French,
English, and German literature. Selections from Latin, French, and Old Irish,
as well as from Early Middle English have been included here to give a sense
of the cross-currents of languages and literatures in Anglo-Norman England
and to provide background for later English literature in all periods.

Literature in English was performed orally and written throughout the Mid-
dle Ages, but the awareness of and pride in a uniquely English literature does
not actually exist before the late fourteenth century. In 1336 Edward III began
a war to enforce his claims to the throne of France; the war continued inter-
mittently for one hundred years until finally the English were driven from all
their French territories except for the port of Calais. One result of the war
and these losses was a keener sense on the part of England's nobility of their
English heritage and identity. Toward the close of the fourteenth century
English finally began to displace French as the language for conducting busi-
ness in Parliament and much official correspondence. Although the high
nobility continued to speak French by preference, they were certainly bilin-
gual, whereas some of the earlier Norman kings had known no English at all.
It was becoming possible to obtain patronage for literary achievement in
English. The decision of Chaucer (d. 1400) to emulate French and Italian
poetry in his own vernacular is an indication of the change taking place in the
status of English, and Chaucer's works were greatly to enhance the prestige
of English as a vehicle for literature of high ambition. He was acclaimed by
fifteenth-century poets as the embellisher of the English tongue; later writers
called him the English Homer and the father of English poetry. His friend
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John Gower (1330?7—1408) wrote long poems in French and Latin before pro-
ducing his last major work, the Confessio Amantis (The Lover's Confession),
which in spite of its Latin title is composed in English.

The third and longest of the three primary sections, Middle English
Literature in the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Centuries, is thus not only a
chronological and linguistic division but implies a new sense of English as a
literary medium that could compete with French and Latin in elegance and
seriousness.

Book production throughout the medieval period was an expensive process.
Until the invention of moveable type in the mid-fifteenth century (introduced
into England by Caxton in 1476), medieval books were reproduced by hand
in manuscript (literally "written by hand"). While paper became increasingly
common for less expensive manuscripts in the fifteenth century, manuscripts
were until then written on carefully prepared animal (usually calf or sheep)
skin, known as parchment or vellum. More expensive books could be illumi-
nated both by colored and calligraphic lettering, and by visual images.

The institutions of book production developed across the period. In the
Anglo-Saxon period monasteries were the main centers of book production
and storage. Until their dissolution in the 1530s, monastic and other religious
houses continued to produce books, but from the early fourteenth century,
particularly in London, commercial book-making enterprises came into being.
These were loose organizations of various artisans such as parchmentmakers,
scribes, flourishers, illuminators, and binders, who usually lived in the same
neighborhoods in towns. A bookseller or dealer (usually a member of one of
these trades) would coordinate the production of books to order for wealthy
patrons, sometimes distributing the work of copying to different scribes, who
would be responsible for different gatherings, or quires, of the same book.
Such shops could call upon the services of professional scribes working in the
bureaucracies of the royal court.

The market for books also changed across the period: while monasteries,
other religious houses, and royal courts continued to fund the production of
books, from the Anglo-Norman period books were also produced for (and
sometimes by) noble and gentry households. From the fourteenth century the
market was widened yet further, with wealthy urban patrons also ordering
books. Some of these books were dedicated to single works, some largely to
single genres; most were much more miscellaneous, containing texts of many
kinds and (particularly in the Anglo-Norman period) written in different lan-
guages (especially Latin, French and English). Only a small proportion of
medieval books survive; large numbers were destroyed at the time of the dis-
solution of the monasteries in the 1530s.

Texts in Old English, Early Middle English, the more difficult texts in later
Middle English (Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, Piers Plowman), and those
in other languages are given in translation. Chaucer and other Middle English
works may be read in the original, even by the beginner, with the help of
marginal glosses and notes. These texts have been spelled in a way that is
intended to aid the reader. Analyses of the sounds and grammar of Middle
English and of Old and Middle English prosody are presented on pages 15—21.

ANGLO-SAXON LITERATURE

From the first to the fifth century, England was a province of the Roman
Empire and was named Britannia after its Celtic-speaking inhabitants, the
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Britons. The Britons adapted themselves to Roman civilization, of which the
ruins survived to impress the poet of The Wanderer, who refers to them as
"the old works of giants." The withdrawal of the Roman legions during the
fifth century, in a vain attempt to protect Rome itself from the threat of Ger-
manic conquest, left the island vulnerable to seafaring Germanic invaders.
These belonged primarily to three related tribes, the Angles, the Saxons, and
the Jutes. The name English derives from the Angles, and the names of the
counties Essex, Sussex, and Wessex refer to the territories occupied by the
East, South, and West Saxons.

The Anglo-Saxon occupation was no sudden conquest but extended over
decades of fighting against the native Britons. The latter were, finally, largely
confined to the mountainous region of Wales, where the modern form of their
language is spoken alongside English to this day. The Britons had become
Christians in the fourth century after the conversion of Emperor Constantine
along with most of the rest of the Roman Empire, but for about 150 years
after the beginning of the invasion, Christianity was maintained only in the
remoter regions where the as yet pagan Anglo-Saxons failed to penetrate. In
the year 597, however, a Benedictine monk (afterward St. Augustine of Can-
terbury) was sent by Pope Gregory as a missionary to King Ethelbert of Kent,
the most southerly of the kingdoms into which England was then divided, and
about the same time missionaries from Ireland began to preach Christianity
in the north. Within 75 years the island was once more predominantly Chris-
tian. Before Christianity there had been no books. The impact of Christianity
on literacy is evident from the fact that the first extended written specimen of
the Old English (Anglo-Saxon) language is a code of laws promulgated by
Ethelbert, the first English Christian king.

In the centuries that followed the conversion, England produced many dis-
tinguished churchmen. One of the earliest of these was Bede, whose Latin
Ecclesiastical History of the English People, which tells the story of the con-
version and of the English church, was completed in 731; this remains one of
our most important sources of knowledge about the period. In the next gen-
eration Alcuin (735—804), a man of wide culture, became the friend and advi-
ser of the Frankish emperor Charlemagne, whom he assisted in making the
Frankish court a great center of learning; thus by the year 800 English culture
had developed so richly that it overflowed its insular boundaries.

In the ninth century the Christian Anglo-Saxons were themselves subjected
to new Germanic invasions by the Danes who in their longboats repeatedly
ravaged the coast, sacking Bede's monastery among others. Such a raid date
in the tenth century inspired The Battle of Maldon, the last of t-he Old English
heroic poems. The Danes also occupied the northern part of the island, threat-
ening to overrun the rest. They were stopped by Alfred, king of the West
Saxons from 871 to 899, who for a time united all the kingdoms of southern
England. This most active king was also an enthusiastic patron of literature.
He himself translated various works from Latin, the most important of which
was Boethius's Consolation of Philosophy, a sixth-century Roman work also
translated in the fourteenth century by Chaucer. Alfred probably also insti-
gated a translation of Bede's History and the beginning of the Anglo-Saxon
Chronicle: this year-by-year record in Old English of important events in
England was maintained at one monastery until the middle of the twelfth
century. Practically all of Old English poetry is preserved in copies made in
the West Saxon dialect after the reign of Alfred.
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Old English Poetry

The Anglo-Saxon invaders brought with them a tradition of oral poetry (see
"Bede and Csedmon's Hymn," p. 24). Because nothing was written down
before the conversion to Christianity, we have only circumstantial evidence of
what that poetry must have been like. Aside from a few short inscriptions on
small artifacts, the earliest records in the English language are in manuscripts
produced at monasteries and other religious establishments, beginning in the
seventh century. Literacy was mainly restricted to servants of the church, and
so it is natural that the bulk of Old English literature deals with religious
subjects and is mostly drawn from Latin sources. Under the expensive con-
ditions of manuscript production, few texts were written down that did not
pertain directly to the work of the church. Most of Old English poetry is
contained in just four manuscripts.

Germanic heroic poetry continued to be performed orally in alliterative verse
and was at times used to describe current events. Tite Battle of Brunaburh,
which celebrates an English victory over the Danes in traditional alliterative
verse, is preserved in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle. Tite Battle of Maldon com-
memorates a Viking victory in which the Christian English invoke the ancient
code of honor that obliges a warrior to avenge his slain lord or to die beside
him.

These poems show that the aristocratic heroic and kinship values of Ger-
manic society continued to inspire both clergy and laity in the Christian era.
As represented in the relatively small body of Anglo-Saxon heroic poetry that
survives, this world shares many characteristics with the heroic world
described by Homer. Nations are reckoned as groups of people related by
kinship rather than by geographical areas, and kinship is the basis of the heroic
code. The tribe is ruled by a chieftain who is called king, a word that has "kin"
for its root. The Jord (a word derived from Old English hlaf, "loaf," plus weard,
"protector”) surrounds himself with a band of retainers (many of them his
blood kindred) who are members of his household. He leads his men in battle
and rewards them with the spoils; royal generosity was one of the most impor-
tant aspects of heroic behavior. In return, the retainers are obligated to fight
for their lord to the death, and ifhe is slain, to avenge him or die in the attempt.
Blood vengeance is regarded as a sacred duty, and in poetry, everlasting shame
awaits those who fail to observe it.

Even though the heroic world of poetry could be invoked to rally resistance
to the Viking invasions, it was already remote from the Christian world of
Anglo-Saxon England. Nevertheless, Christian writers like the Beowulf poet
were fascinated by the distant culture of their pagan ancestors and by the
inherent conflict between the heroic code and a religion that teaches that we
should "forgive those who trespass against us" and that "all they that take the
sword shall perish with the sword." The Beowulf poet looks back on that
ancient world with admiration for the courage of which it was capable and at
the same time with elegiac sympathy for its inevitable doom.

For Anglo-Saxon poetry, it is difficult and probably futile to draw a line
between "heroic" and "Christian," for the best poetry crosses that boundary.
Much of the Christian poetry is also cast in the heroic mode: although the
Anglo-Saxons adapted themselves readily to the ideals of Christianity, they did
not do so without adapting Christianity to their own heroic ideal. Thus Moses
and St. Andrew, Christ and God the Father are represented in the style of
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heroic verse. In the Dream of the Rood, the Cross speaks of Christ as "the
young hero, . . . strong and stouthearted." In Csedmon's Hymn the creation of
heaven and earth is seen as a mighty deed, an "establishment of wonders."
Anglo-Saxon heroines, too, are portrayed in the heroic manner. St. Helena,
who leads an expedition to the Holy Land to discover the true Cross, is
described as a "battle-queen." The biblical narrative related in the Anglo-Saxon
poem fudith is recast in the terms of Germanic heroic poetry. Christian and
heroic ideals are poignantly blended in The Wanderer, which laments the sep-
aration from one's lord and kinsmen and the transience ofall earthly treasures.
Love between man and woman, as described by the female speaker of The
Wife's Lament, is disrupted by separation, exile, and the malice of kinfolk.

The world of Old English poetryds often elegiac. Men are said to be cheerful
in the mead hall, but even there they think of war, of possible triumph but
more possible failure. Romantic love—one of the principal topics of later lit-
erature—appears hardly at all. Even so, at some of the bleakest moments, the
poets powerfully recall the return of spring. The blade of the magic sword with
which Beowulf has killed Grendel's mother in her sinister underwater lair
begins to melt, "as ice melts / when the Father eases the fetters off the frost/
and unravels the water ropes, He who wields power."

The poetic diction, formulaic phrases, and repetitions of parallel syntactic
structures, which are determined by the versification, are difficult to reproduce
in modern translation. A few features may be anticipated here and studied
in the text of Csedmon's Hymn, printed below (pp. 25—27) with interlinear
translation.

Poetic language is created out of a special vocabulary that contains a mul-
tiplicity of terms for lord, warrior, spear, shield, and so on. Synecdoche and
metonymy are common figures of speech as when "keel" is used for ship or
"iron," for sword. A particularly striking effect is achieved by the kenning, a
compound of two words in place of another as when sea becomes "whale-road"
or body is called "life-house.”" The figurative use of language finds playful
expression in poetic riddles, of which about one hundred survive. Common
(and sometimes uncommon) creatures, objects, 0I' phenomena are described
in an enigmatic passage of alliterative verse, and the reader must guess their
identity. Sometimes they are personified and ask, "What is my name!?"

Because special vocabulary and compounds are among the chief poetic
effects, the verse is constructed in such a way as to show off such terms by
creating a series of them in apposition. In the second sentence of Csedmon's
Hymn, for example, God is referred to five times appositively as "he,” "holy
Creator," "mankind's Guardian," "eternal Lord," and "Master Almighty." This
use of parallel and appositive expressions, known as variation, gives the verse
a highly structured and musical quality.

The overall effect of the language is to formalize and elevate speech. Instead
of being straightforward, it moves at a slow and stately pace with steady indi-
rection. A favorite mode of this indirection is irony. A grim irony pervades
heroic poetry even at the level of diction where fighting is called "battle-play."
A favorite device, known by the rhetorical term Iitotes, is ironic understate-
ment. After the monster Grendel has slaughtered the Danes in the great hall
Heorot, it stands deserted. The poet observes, "It was easy then to meet with
a man / shifting himself to a safer distance."

More than a figure of thought, irony is also a mode of perception in Old
English poetry. In a famous passage, the Wanderer articulates the theme of
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Ubi sunt? (where are they now?): "Where has the horse gone? Where the young
warrior!? Where the giver of treasure? . . ." Beowulfis full of ironic balances
and contrasts—between the aged Danish king and the youthful Beowulf, and
between Beowulf, the high-spirited young warrior at the beginning, and Beo-
wulf, the gray-haired king at the end, facing the dragon and death.

The formal and dignified speech of Old English poetry was always distant
from the everyday language of the Anglo-Saxons, and this poetic idiom
remained remarkably uniform throughout the roughly three hundred years
that separate Casdmon's Hymn from The Battle of Maldon. This clinging to
old forms—grammatical and orthographic as well as literary—by the Anglo-
Saxon church and aristocracy conceals from us the enormous changes that
were taking place in the English language and the diversity of its dialects. The
dramatic changes between Old and Middle English did not happen overnight
or over the course of a single century. The Normans displaced the English
ruling class with their own barons and clerics, whose native language was a
dialect of Old French that we call Anglo-Norman. Without a ruling literate
class to preserve English traditions, the custom oftranscribing vernacular texts
in an earlier form of the West-Saxon dialect was abandoned, and both lan-
guage and literature were allowed to develop unchecked in new directions.

ANGLO-NORMAN LITERATURE

The Normans, who took possession of England after the decisive Battle of
Hastings (1066), were, like the Anglo-Saxons, descendants of Germanic
adventurers, who at the beginning of the tenth century had seized a wide part
of northern France. Their name is actually a contraction of "Norsemen." A
highly adaptable people, they had adopted the French language of the land
they had settled in and its Christian religion. Both in Normandy and in Britain
they were great builders of castles, with which they enforced their political
dominance, and magnificent churches. Norman bishops, who held land and
castles like the barons, wielded both political and spiritual authority. The ear-
lier Norman kings of England, however, were often absentee rulers, as much
concerned with defending their Continental possessions as with ruling over
their English holdings. The English Crown's French territories were enor-
mously increased in 1154 when Henry II, the first of England's Plantagenet
kings, ascended the throne. Through his marriage with Eleanor of Aquitaine,
the divorced wife of Louis VII of France, Henry had acquired vast provinces
in the southwest of France.

The presence of a French-speaking ruling class in England created excep-
tional opportunities for linguistic and cultural exchange. Four languages coex-
isted in the realm of Anglo-Norman England: Latin, as it had been for Bede,
remained the international language of learning, used for theology, science,
and history. It was not by any means a written language only but also a lingua
franca by which different nationalities communicated in the church and the
newly founded universities. The Norman aristocracy for the most part spoke
French, but intermarriage with the native English nobility and the business
of daily life between masters and servants encouraged bilingualism. Different
branches of the Celtic language group were spoken in Scotland, Ireland,
Wales, Cornwall, and Brittany.

Inevitably, there was also literary intercourse among the different languages.
The Latin Bible and Latin saints' lives provided subjects for a great deal of
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Old English as well as Old French poetry and prose. The first medieval drama
in the vernacular, The Play ofAdam, with elaborate stage directions in Latin
and realistic dialogue in the Anglo-Norman dialect of French, was probably
produced in England during the twelfth century.

The Anglo-Norman aristocracy was especially attracted to Celtic legends
and tales that had been circulating orally for centuries. The twelfth-century
poets Thomas of England, Marie de France and Chretien de Troyes each claim
to have obtained their narratives from Breton storytellers, who were probably
bilingual performers of native tales for French audiences. "Breton" may indi-
cate that they came from Brittany, or it may have been a generic term for a
Celtic bard. Marie speaks respectfully of the storytellers, while Thomas
expresses caution about their tendency to vary narratives; Chretien accuses
them of marring their material, which, he boasts, he has retold with an elegant
fusion of form and meaning. Marie wrote a series of short romances, which
she refers to as "lays" originally told by Bretons. Her versions are the most
original and sophisticated examples of the genre that came to be known as the
Breton lay, represented here by Marie's Lanval and Chevrefoil It is very likely
that Henry II is the "noble king" to whom she dedicated her lays and that they
were written for his court. Thomas composed a moving, almost operatic ver-
sion of the adulterous passion of Tristran and Isolt, very different from the
powerful version of the same story by Beroul, also composed in the last half
of the twelfth century. Chretien is the principal creator of the romance of
chivalry in which knightly adventures are a means of exploring psychological
and ethical dilemmas that the knights must solve, in addition to displaying
martial prowess in saving ladies from monsters, giants, and wicked knights.
Chretien, like Marie, is thought to have spent time in England at the court of
Henry IIL.

Thomas, Marie, and Chretien de Troyes were innovators of the genre that
has become known as "romance.”" The word roman was initially applied in
French to a work written in the French vernacular. Thus the thirteenth-
century Roman de Troie is a long poem about the Trojan War in French. While
this work deals mainly with the siege of Troy, it also includes stories about the
love of Troilus for Cressida and of Achilles for the Trojan princess Polyxena.
Eventually, "romance" acquired the generic associations it has for us as a story
about love and adventure. :

Romance was the principal narrative genre for late medieval readers. Insofar
as it was centrally concerned with love, it developed ways of representing
psychological interiority with great subtlety. That subtlety itself provoked a
sub-genre of questions about love. Thus in the late twelfth century, Andreas
Capellanus (Andrew the Chaplain) wrote a Latin treatise, the title of which
may be translated The Art of Loving Correctly [honeste]. In one part, Eleanor
of Aquitaine, her daughter, the countess Marie de Champagne, and other
noble women are cited as a supreme court rendering decisions on difficult
questions of love—for example, whether there is greater passion between lov-
ers or between married couples. Whether such "courts of love" were purely
imaginary or whether they represent some actual court entertainment, they
imply that the literary taste and judgment of women had a significant role in
fostering the rise of romance in France and Anglo-Norman England.

In Marie's Lanval and in Chretien's romances, the court of King Arthur had
already acquired for French audiences a reputation as the most famous center
of chivalry. That eminence is owing in large measure to a remarkable book in
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Latin, TJte History ofthe Kings ofBritain, completed by Geoffrey of Monmouth,
ca. 1136—38. Geoffrey claimed to have based his "history" on a book in the
British tongue (i.e., Welsh), but no one has ever found such a book. He drew
on a few earlier Latin chronicles, but the bulk of his history was probably
fabricated from Celtic oral tradition, his familiarity with Roman history and
literature, and his own fertile imagination. The climax of the book is the reign
of King Arthur, who defeats the Roman armies but is forced to turn back to
Britain to counter the treachery of his nephew Mordred. In 1155 Geoffrey's
Latin was rendered into French rhyme by an Anglo-Norman poet called Wace,
and fifty or so years later Wace's poem was turned by Layamon, an English
priest, into a much longer poem that combines English alliterative verse with
sporadic rhyme.

Layamon's work is one of many instances where English receives new mate-
rial directly through French sources, which may be drawn from Celtic or Latin
sources. There are two Middle English versions of Marie's Lanval, and the
English romance called Yvain and Gawain is a cruder version of Chretien's Le
Chevalier au Lion (The Knight of the Lion). There is a marvelous English lay,
Sir Orfeo, a version of the Orpheus story in which Orpheus succeeds in res-
cuing his wife from the other world, for which a French original, if there was
one, has never been found. Romance, stripped of its courtly, psychological,
and ethical subtleties, had an immense popular appeal for English readers and
listeners. Many of these romances are simplified adaptations of more aristo-
cratic French poems and recount in a rollicking and rambling style the adven-
tures of heroes like Guy of Warwick, a poor steward who must prove his
knightly worth to win the love of Fair Phyllis. The ethos of many romances,
aristocratic and popular alike, involves a knight proving his worthiness through
nobility of character and brave deeds rather than through high birth. In this
respect romances reflect the aspirations of a lower order of the nobility to rise
in the world, as historically some of these nobles did. William the Marshall,
for example, the fourth son of a baron of middle rank, used his talents in war
and in tournaments to become tutor to the oldest son of Henry II and Eleanor
of Aquitaine. He married a great heiress and became one of the most powerful
nobles in England and the subject of a verse biography in French, which often
reads like a romance.

Of course, not all writing in Early Middle English depends on French
sources or intermediaries. The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle continued to be written
at the monastery of Peterborough. It is an invaluable witness for the changes
taking place in the English language and allows us to see Norman rule from
an English point of view. The Owl and the Nightingale (Hate twelfth century)
is a witty and entertaining poem in which these two female birds engage in a
fierce debate about the benefits their singing brings to humankind. The owl
grimly reminds her rival of the sinfulness of the human condition, which her
mournful song is intended to amend; the nightingale sings about the pleasures
of life and love when lord and lady are in bed together. The poet, who was
certainly a cleric, is well aware of the fashionable new romance literature; he
specifically has the nightingale allude to Marie de France's lay Laiistic, the
Breton word, she says, for "rossignol” in French and "nightingale"” in English.
The poet does not side with either bird; rather he has amusingly created the
sort of dialectic between the discourses of religion and romance that is carried
on throughout medieval literature.

There is also a body of Early Middle English religious prose aimed at women.
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Three saints' lives celebrate the heroic combats of virgin martyrs who suffer
dismemberment and death; a tract entitled Holy Maidenhead paints the woes
of marriage not from the point of view of the husband, as in standard medieval
antifeminist writings, but from that of the wife. Related to these texts, named
the Katherine Group after one of the virgin martyrs, is a religious work also
written for women but in a very different spirit. The Ancrene Riwle (Ancho-
resses' Rule), or Ancrene Wisse (Anchoresses' Guide) as it is called in another
manuscript, is one of the finest works of English religious prose in any period.
It is a manual of instruction written at the request of three sisters who have
chosen to live as religious recluses. The author, who may have been their
personal confessor, addresses them with affection, and, at times, with kindness
and humor. He is also profoundly serious in his analyses of sin, penance, and
love. In the selection included here from his chapter on love, he, too, tells a
tale of romance in a strikingly different way.

MIDDLE ENGLISH LITERATURE IN THE
FOURTEENTH AND FIFTEENTH CENTURIES

The styles of The Owl and the Nightingale and Ancrene Riwle show that around
the year 1200 both poetry and prose were being written for sophisticated and
well-educated readers whose primary language was English. Throughout the
thirteenth and early fourteenth centuries, there are many kinds of evidence
that, although French continued to be the principal language of Parliament,
law, business, and high culture, English was gaining ground. Several authors
of religious and didactic works in English state that they are writing for the
benefit of those who do not understand Latin or French. Anthologies were
made of miscellaneous works adapted from French for English readers and
original pieces in English. Most of the nobility were by now bilingual, and the
author of an English romance written early in the fourteenth century declares
that he has seen many nobles who cannot speak French. Children of the
nobility and the merchant class are now learning French as a second language.
By the 1360s the linguistic, political, and cultural climate had been prepared
for the flowering of Middle English literature in the writings of Chaucer,
Gower, Langland, and the Gawain poet.

The Fourteenth  Century
War and disease were prevalent throughout the Middle Ages but never more
devastatingly than during the fourteenth century. In the wars against France,
the gains of two spectacular English victories, at Crecy in 1346 and Poitiers
in 1356, were gradually frittered away in futile campaigns that ravaged the
French countryside without obtaining any clear advantage for the English. In
1348 the first and most virulent epidemic of the bubonic plague—the Black
Death—swept Europe, wiping out a quarter to a third of the population. The
toll was higher in crowded urban centers. Giovanni Boccaccio's description of
the plague in Florence, with which he introduces the Decameron, vividly por-
trays its ravages: "So many corpses would arrive in front of a church every day
and at every hour that the amount of holy ground for burials was certainly
insufficient for the ancient custom of giving each body its individual place;
when all the graves were full, huge trenches were dug in all of the cemeteries
of the churches and into them the new arrivals were dumped by the hundreds;
and they were packed in there with dirt, one on top of another, like a ship's
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cargo, until the trench was filled." The resulting scarcity of labor and a sudden
expansion of the possibilities for social mobility fostered popular discontent.
In 1381 attempts to enforce wage controls and to collect oppressive new taxes
provoked a rural uprising in Essex and Kent that dealt a profound shock to
the English ruling class. The participants were for the most part tenant farm-
ers, day laborers, apprentices, and rural workers not attached to the big man-
ors. A few of the lower clergy sided with the rebels against their wealthy church
superiors; the priest John Ball was among the leaders. The movement was
quickly suppressed, but not before sympathizers in London had admitted the
rebels through two city gates, which had been barred against them. The insur-
gents burned down the palace of the hated duke of Lancaster, and they sum-
marily beheaded the archbishop of Canterbury and the treasurer of England,
who had taken refuge in the Tower of London. The church had become the
target of popular resentment because it was among the greatest of the oppres-
sive landowners and because of the wealth, worldliness, and venality of many
of the higher clergy.

These calamities and upheavals nevertheless did not stem the growth of
international trade and the influence of the merchant class. In the portrait of
Geoffrey Chaucer's merchant, we see the budding of capitalism based on
credit and interest. Cities like London ran their own affairs under politically
powerful mayors and aldermen. Edward III, chronically in need of money to
finance his wars, was obliged to negotiate for revenues with the Commons in
the English Parliament, an institution that became a major political force
during this period. A large part of the king's revenues depended on taxing the
profitable export of English wool to the Continent. The Crown thus became
involved in the country's economic affairs, and this involvement led to a need
for capable administrators. These were no longer drawn mainly from the
church, as in the past, but from a newly educated laity that occupied a rank
somewhere between that of the lesser nobility and the upper bourgeoisie. The
career of Chaucer, who served Edward III and his successor Richard II in a
number of civil posts, is typical of this class-——with the exception that Chaucer
was also a great poet.

In the fourteenth century, a few poets and intellectuals achieved the status
and respect formerly accorded omnly to the ancients. Marie de France and
Chretien de Troyes had dedicated their works to noble patrons and, in their
role as narrators, address themselves as entertainers and sometimes as instruc-
tors to court audiences. Dante (1265—1321) made himself the protagonist of
The Divine Comedy, the sacred poem, as he called it, in which he revealed the
secrets of the afterlife. After his death, manuscripts of the work were provided
with lengthy commentaries as though it were Scripture, and public readings
and lectures were devoted to it. Francis Petrarch (1304—1374) won an inter-
national reputation as a man of letters. He wrote primarily in Latin and con-
trived to have himself crowned "poet laureate" in emulation of the Roman
poets whose works he imitated, but his most famous work is the sonnet
sequence he wrote in Italian. Giovanni Boccaccio (1313—1375) was among
Petrarch's most ardent admirers and carried on a literary correspondence with
him.

Chaucer read these authors along with the ancient Roman poets and drew
on them in his own works. Chaucer's Clerk's Tale is based on a Latin version
Petrarch made from the last tale in Boccaccio's Decameron; in his prologue,
the Clerk refers to Petrarch as "lauriat poete" whose sweet rhetoric illuminated
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all Ttaly with his poetry. Yet in his own time, the English poet Chaucer never
attained the kind of laurels that he and others accorded to Petrarch. In his
earlier works, Chaucer portrayed himself comically as a diligent reader of old
books, as an aspiring apprentice writer, and as an eager spectator on the fringe
of a fashionable world of courtiers and poets. In The House ofFame, he relates
a dream of being snatched up by a huge golden eagle (the eagle and many
other things in this work were inspired by Dante), who transports him to the
palace of the goddess Fame. There he gets to see phantoms, like the shades
in Dante's poem, of all the famous authors of antiquity. At the end of his
romance Troilus and Criseyde, Chaucer asks his "litel book" to kiss the foot-
steps where the great ancient poets had passed before. Like Dante and
Petrarch, Chaucer had an ideal of great poetry and, in his Troilus at least,
strove to emulate it. But in Tite House of Fame and in his final work, The
Canterbury Tales, he also views that ideal ironically and distances himself from
it. The many surviving documents that record Geoffrey Chaucer's career as a
civil servant do not contain a single word to show that he was also a poet. Only
in the following centuries would he be canonized as the father of English
poetry.

Chaucer is unlikely to have known his contemporary William Langland, who
says in an autobiographical passage (see pp. 352—54), added to the third and
last version of his great poem Piers Plowman, that he lived in London on
Cornhill (a poor area of the city) among "lollers." "Loller" was a slang term for
the unemployed and transients; it was later applied to followers of the religious
and social reformer John Wycliffe, some of whom were burned at the stake
for heresy in the next century. Langland assailed corruption in church and
state, but he was certainly no radical. It is thought that he may have written
the third version of Piers Plowman, which tones down his attacks on the
church, after the rebels of 1381 invoked Piers as one of their own. Although
Langland does not condone rebellion and his religion is not revolutionary, he
nevertheless presents the most clear-sighted vision of social and religious
issues in the England of his day. Piers Plowman is also a painfully homnest
search for the right way that leads to salvation. Though learned himself, Lang-
land and the dreamer who represents him in the poem arrive at the insight
that learning can be one of the chief obstacles on that way.

Langland came from the west of England, and his poem belongs to the
"Alliterative Revival," a final flowering in the late fourteenth century of the
verse form that goes all the way back to Anglo-Saxon England. Anglo-Saxon
traditions held out longest in the west and north, away from London, where
Chaucer and his audience were more open to literary fashions from the
Continent.

John Gower is a third major late fourteenth-century English poet. While his
first and second large works are written in French and Latin verse respectively,
his Confessio Amantis (1390) is written in English octosyllabic couplets.
Gower's first two works are severe satires; the Confessio, by contrast, broaches
political and ethical issues from an oblique angle. Its primary narrative con-
cerns the treatment of a suffering lover. His therapy consists of listening to,
and understanding, many other narratives, many of which are drawn from
classical sources. Like Chaucer, Gower anglicizes and absorbs classical Latin
literature.

Admiration for the poetry of both Chaucer and Gower and the controversial
nature of Langland's writing assured the survival of their work in many man-
uscripts. The work of a fourth major fourteenth-century English poet, who
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remains anonymous, is known only through a single manuscript, which con-
tains four poems all thought to be by a single author: Cleanness and Patience,
two biblical narratives in alliterative verse; Pearl, a moving dream vision in
which a grief-stricken father is visited and consoled by his dead child, who
has been transformed into a queen in the kingdom of heaven; and Sir Gawain
and the Green Knight, the finest of all English romances. The plot of Gawain
involves a folklore motif of a challenge by a supernatural visitor, first found in
an Old Irish tale. The poet has made this motif a challenge to King Arthur's
court and has framed the tale with allusions at the beginning and end to the
legends that link Arthur's reign with the Trojan War and the founding of Rome
and of Britain. The poet has a sophisticated awareness of romance as a literary
genre and plays a game with both the hero's and the reader's expectations of
what is supposed to happen in a romance. One could say that the broader
subject of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight is "romance" itself, and in this
respect the poem resembles Chaucer's Canterbury Tales in its author's interest
in literary form.

Julian of Norwich is a fifth major writer of this period. The first known
woman writer in the English vernacular, the anchoress Julian participates in
a Continental tradition of visionary writings, often by women. She spent a
good deal of her life meditating and writing about a series of visions, which
she called "showings," that she had received in 1373, when she was thirty
years old. While very carefully negotiating the dangers of writing as a woman,
and of writing sophisticated theology in the vernacular, Julian manages to
produce visionary writing that is at once penetrating and serene.

The Fifteenth  Century

In 1399 Henry Bolingbroke, the duke of Lancaster, deposed his cousin Rich-
ard II, who was murdered in prison. As Henry IV, he successfully defended
his crown against several insurrections and passed it on to Henry V, who briefly
united the country once more and achieved one last apparently decisive victory
over the French at the Battle of Agincourt (1415). The premature death of
Henry V in 1422, however, left England exposed to the civil wars known as
the Wars of the Roses, the red rose being the emblem of the house of Lan-
caster; the white, of York. These wars did not end until 1485, when Henry
Tudor defeated Richard III at Bosworth Field and acceded to the throne as
Henry VII.

The most prolific poet of the fifteenth century was the monk John Lydgate
(1371?7—1449), who produced dream visions; a life of the Virgin; translations
of French religious allegories; a Troy Book; The Siege of Thebes, which he
framed as a "new" Canterbury tale; and a thirty-six-thousand-line poem called
The Fall of Princes, a free translation of a French work, itself based on a Latin
work by Boccaccio. The last illustrates the late medieval idea of tragedy,
namely that emperors, kings, and other famous men enjoy power and fortune
only to be cast down in misery. Lydgate shapes these tales as a "mirror" for
princes, i.e., as object lessons to the powerful men of his own day, several of
whom were his patrons. A self-styled imitator of Chaucer, Lydgate had a rep-
utation almost equal to Chaucer's in the fifteenth century. The other signifi-
cant poet of the first half of the fifteenth century is Thomas Hoccleve (1367?—
1426). Like Lydgate, Hoccleve also wrote for powerful Lancastrian patrons,
but his poetry is strikingly private, painfully concerned as it often is with his
penury and mental instability.

Religious works of all kind continued to be produced in the fifteenth cen-
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tury, but under greater surveillance. The Lancastrian authorities responded to
the reformist religious movement known as "Lollardy” in draconian ways. They
introduced a statute for the burning of heretics (the first such statute) in 1401,
and a series of measures designed to survey and censor theology in English in
1409. Despite this, many writers continued to produce religious works in the
vernacular. Perhaps the most remarkable of these writers is Margery Kempe
(who records her visit to Julian of Norwich in about 1413). Kempe made
pilgrimages to the Holy Land, Rome, Santiago, and to shrines in Northern
Europe. These she records, in the context of her often fraught and painful
personal life, in her Book of Margery Kempe. Both Julian of Norwich and
Margery Kempe, in highly individual ways, allow us to see the medieval church
and its doctrines from female points of view.

Social, economic, and literary life continued as they had throughout all of
the previously mentioned wars. The prosperity of the towns was shown by
performances of the mystery plays—a sequence or "cycle" of plays based on
the Bible and produced by the city guilds, the organizations representing the
various trades and crafts. The cycles of several towns are lost, but those of
York and Chester have been preserved, along with two other complete cycles,
one possibly from Wakefield in Yorkshire, and the other titled the "N-Town"
Cycle. Under the guise of dramatizing biblical history, playwrights such as the
Wakefield Master manage to comment satirically on the social ills of the times.
The century also saw the development of the morality play, in which person-
ified vices and virtues struggle for the soul of "Mankind" or "Everyman." Per-
formed by professional players, the morality plays were precursors of the
professional theater in the reign of Elizabeth I.

The best of Chaucer's imitators was Robert Henryson, who, in the last quar-
ter of the fifteenth century, wrote The Testament of Cresseid, a continuation
of Chaucer's great poem Troilus and Criseyde. He also wrote the Moral Fahilis
of Esope, among which The Cock and the Fox, included here, is a remake of
Chaucer's Nun's Priest's Tale.

The works of Sir Thomas Malory (d. 1471) gave the definitive form in
English to the legend of King Arthur and his knights. Malory spent years in
prison Englishing a series of Arthurian romances that he translated and
abridged chiefly from several enormously long thirteenth-century French
prose romances. Malory was a passionate devotee of chivalry, which he per-
sonified in his hero Sir Lancelot. In the jealousies and rivalries that finally
break up the round table and destroy Arthur's kingdom, Malory saw a distant
image of the civil wars of his own time. A manuscript of Malory's works fell
into the hands of William Caxton (1422?7—1492), who had introduced the new
art of printing by movable type to England in 1476. Caxton divided Malory's
tales into the chapters and books of a single long work, as though it were a
chronicle history, and gave it the title Morte Darthur, which has stuck to it
ever since. Caxton also printed Tite Canterbury Tales, some of Chaucer's ear-
lier works, and Gower's Confessio Amantis. Caxton himself translated many of
the works he printed for English readers: a history of Troy, a book on chivalry,
Aesop's fables, The History of Reynard the Fox, and The Game and Playe of
Chesse. The new technology extended literacy and made books more easily
accessible to new classes of readers. Printing made the production ofliterature
a business and made possible the bitter political and doctrinal disputes that,
in the sixteenth century, were waged in print as well as on the field of battle.
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MEDIEVAL ENGLISH

The medieval works in this anthology were composed in different states of our
language. Old English, the language that took shape among the Germanic
settlers of England, preserved its integrity until the Norman Conquest radi-
cally altered English civilization. Middle English, the first records of which
date from the early twelfth century, was continually changing. Shortly after
the introduction of printing at the end of the fifteenth century, it attained the
form designated as Early Modern English. Old English is a very heavily
inflected language. (That is, the words change form to indicate changes in
function, such as person, number, tense, case, mood, and so on. Most lan-
guages have some inflection—for example, the personal pronouns in Modern
English have different forms when used as objects—but a "heavily inflected"
language is one in which almost all classes of words undergo elaborate patterns
of change.) The vocabulary of Old English is almost entirely Germanic. In
Middle English, the inflectional system was weakened, and a large number of
words were introduced into it from French, so that many of the older Anglo-
Saxon words disappeared. Because of the difficulty of Old English, all selec-
tions from it in this book have been given in translation. So that the reader
may see an example of the language, Caedmon's Hymn has been printed in the
original, together with an interlinear translation. The present discussion, then,
is concerned primarily with the relatively late form of Middle English used by
Chaucer and the East Midland dialect in which he wrote.

The chief difficulty with Middle English for the modern reader is caused
not by its inflections so much as by its spelling, which may be described as a
rough-and-ready phonetic system, and by the fact that it is not a single stan-
dardized language, but consists of a number of regional dialects, each with its
own peculiarities of sound and its own systems for representing sounds in
writing. The East Midland dialect—the dialect of London and of Chaucer,
which is the ancestor of our own standard speech—differs greatly from the
dialect spoken in the west of England (the original dialect of Piers Plowman),
from that of the northwest (Sir Gawain and the Green Knight), and from that
of the north (TIte Second Shepherds' Play). In this book, the long texts com-
posed in the more difficult dialects have been translated or modernized, and
those that—like Chaucer, Gower, Everyman, and the lyrics—appear in the
original, have been re-spelled in a way that is designed to aid the reader. The
remarks that follow apply chiefly to Chaucer's East Midland English, although
certain non-Midland dialectal variations are noted if they occur in some of the
other selections.

L The Sounds of Middle English: General Rules

The following general analysis of the sounds of Middle English will enable the
reader who does not have time for detailed study to read Middle English aloud
and preserve some of its most essential characteristics, without, however, wor-
rying too much about details. The next section, "Detailed Analysis," is designed
for the reader who wishes to go more deeply into the pronunciation of Middle
English. The best way of absorbing the sound of Middle English pronunciation
is to listen to it; Norton Literature Online offers recordings of selections as
an aid to this end.

Middle English differs from Modern English in three principal respects: (I)
the pronunciation of the long vowels a, e, i (or y), o, and u (spelled ou, ow);
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(2) the fact that Middle English final e is often sounded; and (3) the fact that
all Middle English consonants are sounded.

1. LONG VOWELS

Middle English vowels are long when they are doubled (aa, ee, 0oo) or when
they are terminal (he, to, holy); a, e, and o are long when followed by a single
consonant plus a vowel (name, mete, note). Middle English vowels are short
when they are followed by two consonants.

Long a is sounded like the a2 in Modern English "father": maken, madd.

Long e may be sounded like the a2 in Modern English "name" (ignoring the
distinction between the close and open vowel): he, sweete.

Long i (or y) is sounded like the i in Modern English "machine": Iif, whit;
myn, holy.

Long o may be sounded like the o in Modern English "note" (again ignoring
the distinction between the close and open vowel): do, soone.

Long u (spelled ou, ow) is sounded like the oo in Modern English "goose":
hous, flowr.

Note that in general Middle English long vowels are pronounced like long
vowels in modern European languages other than English. Short vowels and
diphthongs, however, may be pronounced as in Modern English.

2. FINAL E

In Middle English syllabic verse, final e is sounded like the a in "sofa" to
provide a needed unstressed syllable: Another Nonne with hire hadde she. But
(cf. hire in the example) final e is suppressed when not needed for the meter.
It is commonly silent before words beginning with a vowel or h.

3. CONSONANTS

Middle English consonants are pronounced separately in all combinations—
gnat: g-nat; knave: k-nave; write: w-rite; folk: fol-k. In a simplified system of
pronunciation the combination gh as in night or thought may be treated as if
it were silent.

II.  The Sounds of Middle English: Detailed Analysis

1. SIMPLE VOWELS

Sound Pronunciation Example
long a (spelled a, aa) a in "father" maken, maad
short a o in "hot" cappe
long e close (spelled e, ee) a in "mame" he, sweete
long e open (spelled e, ee) e in "there" mete, heeth
short e e in "set" setten
final e a in "sofa" large
long i (spelled i, y) i in "machine" Iif, myn
short i iin wit wit
long o close (spelled o, oo) o in "note" do, soone
long o open (spelled o, oo) oa in "broad" go, goon
short o o in "oft" pot
long u when spelled ou, ow oo in "goose" hous, flowr
long u when spelled u u in "pure" vertu

short u (spelled u, o) u in "full" ful, love
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Doubled vowels and terminal vowels are always long, whereas single vowels
before two consonants other than th, ch are always short. The vowels a, e, and
o are long before a single consonant followed by a vowel: name, sehe (sick),
holy. In general, words that have descended into Modern English reflect their
original Middle English quantity: liven (to live), but Iif (life).

The close and open sounds of long e and long o may often be identified by
the Modern English spellings of the words in which they appear. Original long
close e is generally represented in Modern English by ee: "sweet," "knee,"
"teeth," "see" have close e in Middle English, but so does "be"; original long
open e is generally represented in Modern English by ea: "meat," "heath,"
"sea," "great,” "breath" have open e in Middle English. Similarly, original long
close o is now generally represented by oo: "soon," "food," "good," but also
"do," "to"; original long open o is represented either by oa or by o: "coat,"
"boat," "moan," but also "go," "bone," "foe," "home." Notice that original close
o is now almost always pronounced like the oo in "goose," but that original
open o is almost never so pronounced; thus it is often possible to identify the
Middle English vowels through Modern English sounds.

The nonphonetic Middle English spelling of o for short u has been preserved
in a number of Modern English words ("love," "son," "
has been restored: "sun" (Sonne), "run" (ronne).

For the treatment of final e, see "General Rules,” "Final e.”

come"), but in others u

2. DIPHTHONGS

Sound Pronunciation Example
ai, ay, ei, ay between ai in "aisle" saide, day, veine, preye
and ay in "day"
au, aw ou in "out" chaunge, hawdy
eu, ew ew in "few" newe
oi, oy oy in "joy" joye, point
ou, ow ou in "thought" thought, Ilowe

Note that in words with ou, ow that in Modern English are sounded with the
ou of "about," the combination indicates not the diphthong but the simple
vowel long u (see "Simple Vowels").

3. CONSONANTS

In general, all consonants except h were always sounded in Middle English,
including consonants that have become silent in Modern English, such as the
g in gnaw, the k in knight, the I in folk, and the w in write. In noninitial gn,
however, the g was silent as in Modern English "sign." Initial h was silent in
short common English words and in words borrowed from French and may
have been almost silent in all words. The combination gh as in night or thought
was sounded like the ch of German ich or nach. Note that Middle English gg
represents both the hard sound of "dagger" and the soft sound of "bridge."

111 Parts of Speech and Grammar

1. NOUNS

The plural and possessive of nouns end in es, formed by adding s or es to the
singular: knight, knightes; roote, rootes-, a final consonant is frequently doubled
before es: hed, beddes. A common irregular plural is yen, from ye, eye.
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2. PRONOUNS

The chief comparisons with Modern English are as follows:

Modern English East Midlands Middle English
I I, ich (ik is a northern form)

you (singular) thou (subjective); thee (objective)
her hir(e), her(e)

its his

you (plural) ye (subjective); you (objective)
they they

their hir (their is a Northern form)
them hem (them is a Northern form)

In formal speech, the second person plural is often used for the singular. The
possessive adjectives my, thy take n before a word beginning with a vowel or
h; thyn ye, rnyn host.

3. ADJECTIVES

Adjectives ending in a consonant add final e when they stand before the noun
they modify and after another modifying word such as the, this, that, or nouns
or pronouns in the possessive: a good hors, but the (this, my, the hinges) goode
hors. They also generally add e when standing before and modifying a plural
noun, a noun in the vocative, or any proper noun: goode men, oh goode man,
faire Venus.

Adjectives are compared by adding er(e) for the comparative, est(e) for the
superlative. Sometimes the stem vowel is shortened or altered in the process:
sweete, swettere, swettest; long, lenger, lengest.

4. ADVERBS

Adverbs are formed from adjectives by adding e, by, or liche; the adjective fair
thus vyields faire, fairly, fairliche.

5. VERBS

Middle English verbs, like Modern English verbs, are either "weak" or "strong."
Weak verbs form their preterites and past participles with a ¢t or d suffix and
preserve the same stem vowel throughout their systems, although it is some-
times shortened in the preterite and past participle: Ilove, loved; bend, bent;
hear, heard; meet, met. Strong verbs do not use the ¢ or d suffix, but vary their
stem vowel in the preterite and past participle: take, took, taken; begin, began,
begun; find, found, found.

The inflectional endings are the same for Middle English strong verbs and
weak verbs except in the preterite singular and the imperative singular. In the
following paradigms, the weak verbs Ioven (to love) and heeren (to hear), and
the strong verbs taken (to take) and ginnen (to begin) serve as models.

Present Indicative Preterite Indicative
1 love, heere loved(e), herde
take, ginne took, gan
thou lovest, heerest lovedest, herdest

tahest, ginnest tooke, gonne
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he, she, it loveth, heereth loved(e), herde
taheth, ginneth took, gan
we, ye, they love(n) (th), heere(n) (th) loved(e) (en), herde(n)

take(n) (th), ginne(n) (th) tooke(n), gonne(n)

The present plural ending eth is southern, whereas the e(n) ending is Midland
and characteristic of Chaucer. In the north, s may appear as the ending of all
persons of the present. In the weak preterite, when the ending e gave a verb
three or more syllables, it was frequently dropped. Note that in certain strong
verbs like ginnen there are two distinct stem vowels in the preterite; even in
Chaucer's time, however, one of these had begun to replace the other, and
Chaucer occasionally writes gan for all persons of the preterite.

Present Subjunctive Preterite Subjunctive
Singular love, heere lovede, herde
take, ginne tooke, gonne
Plural love(n),  heere(n) lovede(n),  herde(n)
take(n),  ginne(n) tooke(n),  gonne(n)

In verbs like ginnen, which have two stem vowels in the indicative preterite,
it is the vowel of the plural and of the second person singular that is used for
the preterite subjunctive.

The imperative singular of most weak verbs is e: (thou) love, but of some
weak verbs and all strong verbs, the imperative singular is without termination:
(thou) heer, taak, gin. The imperative plural of all verbs is either e or eth: (ye)
love(th),  heere(th), take(th), ginne(th).

The infinitive of verbs is e or en: Iove(n), heere(n), take(n), ginne(n).

The past participle of weak verbs is the same as the preterite without inflec-
tional ending: loved, herd. In strong verbs the ending is either e or en: take(n),
gonne(n). The prefix y often appears on past participles: yloved, yherd, ytake(n).

OLD AND MIDDLE ENGLISH PROSODY

All the poetry of Old English is in the same verse form. The verse unit is the
single line, because rhyme was not used to link one line to another, except
very occasionally in late Old English. The organizing device of the line is
alliteration, the beginning of several words with the same sound ("Foemen
fled"). The Old English alliterative line contains, on the average, four principal
stresses and is divided into two half-lines of two stresses each by a strong
medial caesura, or pause. These two half-lines are linked to each other by the
alliteration; at least one of the two stressed words in the first half-line, and
often both of them, begin with the same sound as the first stressed word of
the second half-line (the second stressed word is generally nonalliterative).
The fourth line of Beowulfis an example (sc has the value of modern sh; ) is
a runic symbol with the value of modern th):

Oft Scyld Scefing sceajDena joreatum.

For further examples, see Casdmon's Hymn. It will be noticed that any vowel
alliterates with any other vowel. In addition to the alliteration, the length of
the unstressed syllables and their number and pattern is governed by a highly
complex set of rules. When sung or intoned—as it was—to the rhythmic
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strumming of a harp, Old English poetry must have been wonderfully impres-
sive in the dignified, highly formalized way that aptly fits both its subject matter
and tomne.

The majority of Middle English verse is either in alternately stressed rhym-
ing verse, adapted from French after the conquest, or in alliterative verse that
is descended from Old English. The latter preserves the caesura of Old English
and in its purest form the same alliterative system, the two stressed words of
the first half-line (or at least one of them) alliterating with the first stressed
word in the second half-line. But most of the alliterative poets allowed them-
selves a number of deviations from the norm. All four stressed words may
alliterate, as in the first line of Piers Plowman:

In a summer season when soft was the sun.

Or the line may contain five, six, or even more stressed words, of which all or
only the basic minimum may alliterate:

A/air/ield/ull of /olk/ound I there between.

There is no rule determining the number of unstressed syllables, and at times
some poets seem to ignore alliteration entirely. As in Old English, any vowel
may alliterate with any other vowel; furthermore, since initial h was silent or
lightly pronounced in Middle English, words beginning with h are treated as
though they began with the following vowel.

There are two general types of stressed verse with rhyme. In the more com-
mon, unstressed and stressed syllables alternate regularly as x X x X x X or,
with two unstressed syllables intervening asxxXxxXxxXora combination
of the two asxxXxXxxX (of the reverse patterns, only Xx X x X x is common
in English). There is also a line that can only be defined as containing a pre-
determined number of stressed syllables but an irregular number and pattern
of unstressed syllables. Much Middle English verse has to be read without
expectation of regularity; some of this was evidently composed in the irregular
meter, but some was probably originally composed according to a strict met-
rical system that has been obliterated by scribes careless of fine points. One
receives the impression that many of the lyrics—as well as the Second Shep-
herds' Play—were at least composed with regular syllabic alternation. In the
play Everyman, only the number of stresses is generally predetermined but not
the number or placement of unstressed syllables.

In pre-Chaucerian verse the number of stresses, whether regularly or irreg-
ularly alternated, was most often four, although sometimes the number was
three and rose in some poems to seven. Rhyme in Middle English (as in Mod-
ern English) may be either between adjacent or alternate lines, or may occur
in more complex patterns. Most of the Canterbury Tales are in rhymed cou-
plets, the line containing five stresses with regular alternation—technically
known as iambic pentameter, the standard English poetic line, perhaps intro-
duced into English by Chaucer. In reading Chaucer and much pre-Chaucerian
verse, one must remember that the final e, which is silent in Modern English,
could be pronounced at any time to provide a needed unstressed syllable.
Evidence seems to indicate that it was also pronounced at the end of the line,
even though it thus produced a line with eleven syllables. Although he was a
very regular metricist, Chaucer used various conventional devices that are apt
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to make the reader stumble until he or she understands them. Final e is often
not pronounced before a word beginning with a vowel or h, and may be sup-
pressed whenever metrically convenient. The same medial and terminal syl-
lables that are slurred in Modern English are apt to be suppressed in Chaucer's
English: Canterbry for Canterbury; evr (perhaps e'er) for evere. The plural in
es may either be syllabic or reduced to s as in Modern English. Despite these
seeming irregularities, Chaucer's verse is not difficult to read if one constantly
bears in mind the basic pattern of the iambic pentameter line.

Additional information about the Middle Ages, including primary texts and
images, is available at Norton Literature Online (wwnorton.com/literature).
Online topics are

Medieval Estates and Orders

+ King Arthur

* The First Crusade

+ The Linguistic and Literary Contexts of Beowulf
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Anglo-Saxon Literature

BEDE (ca. 673-735) and CSEDMON'S HYMN

The Venerable Bede (the title by which he is known to posterity) became a novice at
the age of seven and spent the rest of his life at the neighboring monasteries of
Wearmouth and Jarrow. Although he may never have traveled beyond the boundaries
of his native district of Northumbria, he achieved an international reputation as one
of the greatest scholars ofhis age. Writing in Latin, the learned language ofthe era,
Bede produced many theological works as well as books on science and rhetoric, but
his most popular and enduring work is the Ecclesiastical History ofthe English People
(completed 731). The History tells about the Anglo-Saxon conquest and the vicissi-
tudes of the petty kingdoms that comprised Anglo-Saxon England; Bede's main
theme, however, is the spread of Christianity and the growth ofthe English church.
The latter were the great events leading up to Bede's own time, and he regarded them
as the unfolding of God's providence. The Historyis, therefore, also a moral work and
a hagiography—that is, it contains many stories ofsaints and miracles meant to testify
to the grace and glory of God.

The story we reprint preserves what is probably the earliest extant Old English
poem (composed sometime between 658 and 680) and the only biographical infor-
mation, outside ofwhat is said in the poems themselves, about any Old English poet.
Bede tells how Casdmon, an illiterate cowherd employed by the monastery of Whitby,
miraculously received the gift of song, entered the monastery, and became the
founder ofa school of Christian poetry. Caedmon was clearly an oral-formulaic poet,
one who created his work by combining and varying formulas—units ofverse devel-
oped in a tradition transmitted by one generation ofsingers to another. In this respect
he resembles the singers ofthe Homeric poems and oral-formulaic poets recorded in
the twentieth century, especially in the Balkan countries. Although Bede tells us that
Caedmon had never learned the art of song, we may suspect that he concealed his
skill from his fellow workmen and from the monks because he was ashamed ofknow-
ing "vain and idle" songs, the kind Bede says Caedmon never composed. Caedmon's
inspiration and the true miracle, then, was to apply the meter and language of such
songs, presumably including pagan heroic verse, to Christian themes.

Although most Old English poetry was written by lettered poets, they continued to
use the oral-formulaic style. The Hymn is, therefore, a good short example of the
way Old English verse, with its traditional poetic diction and interwoven formulaic
expressions, is constructed. Eight of the poem's eighteen half-lines contain epithets
describing various aspects of God: He is Weard (Guardian), Meotod (Measurer),
Wuldor-Fseder (Glory-Father), Drihten (Lord), Scyppend (Creator), and Frea (Mas-
ter). God is heofonrices Weard or mancynnes Weard (heaven's or mankind's
Guardian), depending on the alliteration required. This formulaic style provides a
richness oftexture and meaning difficult to convey in translation. As Bede said about
his own Latin paraphrase of the Hymn, no literal translation of poetry from one
language to another is possible without sacrifice of some poetic quality.

Several manuscripts of Bede's History contain the Old English text in addition to
Bede's Latin version. The poem is given here in a West Saxon form with a literal
interlinear translation. In Old English spelling, se (as in Caedmon's name and line 3)
is a vowel symbol that represents the vowel of Modern English cat; {} (line 2) and 5

2 4
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(line 7) both represented the sound th. The spelling sc (line 1) = sh; g (line 1) = yin
yard; ¢ (line 1) = ch in chin; c (line 2) = k. The large space in the middle of the line
indicates the caesura. The alliterating sounds that connect the half-lines are printed
in bold italics.

From An Ecclesiastical History of the English People

[THE STORY OF CTEDMON]

Heavenly grace had especially singled out a certain one of the brothers in the
monastery ruled by this abbess,! for he used to compose devout and religious
songs. Whatever he learned of holy Scripture with the aid of interpreters, he
quickly turned into the sweetest and most moving poetry in his own language,
that is to say English. It often happened that his songs kindled a contempt for
this world and a longing for the life of Heaven in the hearts of many men.
Indeed, after him others among the English people tried to compose religious
poetry, but no one could equal him because he was not taught the art of song
by men or by human agency but received this gift through heavenly grace.
Therefore, he was never able to compose any vain and idle songs but only
such as dealt with religion and were proper for his religious tongue to utter.
As a matter of fact, he had lived in the secular estate until he was well
advanced in age without learning any songs. Therefore, at feasts, when it was
decided to have a good time by taking turns singing, whenever he would see
the harp getting close to his place,? he got up in the middle of the meal and
went home.

Once when he left the feast like this, he went to the cattle shed, which he
had been assigned the duty of guarding that night. And after he had stretched
himself out and gone to sleep, he dreamed that someone was standing at his
side and greeted him, calling out his name. "Caedmon," he said, "sing me
something."

And he replied, "I don't know how to sing; that is why I left the feast to
come here—because I cannot sing."

"All the same," said the one who was speaking to him, "you have to sing for
me."

"What must I sing?" he said.

And he said, "Sing about the Creation."

At this, Caedmon immediately began to sing verses in praise of God the
Creator, which he had never heard before and of which the sense is this:

Nu sculon foerigean foeofonrices Weard

Now we must praise heaven-kingdom's Guardian,

Meotodes weahte and his modgejDanc

the Measurer's might and his mind-plans,

weorc Wuldor-Fseder swa he wundra gehwses

the work of the Glory-Father, @ when he of wonders of every one,
I. Abbess Hilda (614-680), a grandniece of the 2. Oral poetry was performed to the accompani-
first Christian king of Northumbria, founded ment of a harp; here the harp is being passed from
Whitby, a double house for monks and nuns, in one participant of the feast to another, each being

657 and ruled over it for twenty-two years. expected to perform in turn.
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ece Drihten
eternal Lord,

He merest sceop
He first created

heofon to ferofe
heaven as a roof,

da widdangeard
then middle-earth

ece Drihten
eternal Lord,

/irum /oldan
for men earth,

or onstealde

the beginning established.?

ielda* bearnum
for men's sons

foalig Scyppend
holy Creator;

moncynnes Weard
mankind's Guardian,

defter teode
afterwards made—

Frea aelmihtig
Master almighty.

This is the general sense but not the exact order of the words that he sang in
his sleep;’ for it is impossible to make a literal translation, no matter how well-
written, of poetry into another language without losing some of the beauty
and dignity. When he woke up, he remembered everything that he had sung
in his sleep, and to this he soon added, in the same poetic measure, more
verses praising God.

The next morning he went to the reeve,® who was his foreman, and told him
about the gift he had received. He was taken to the abbess and ordered to tell
his dream and to recite his song to an audience of the most learned men so
that they might judge what the nature of that vision was and where it came
from. It was evident to all of them that he had been granted the heavenly grace
of God. Then they expounded some bit of sacred story or teaching to him, and
instructed him to turn it into poetry if he could. He agreed and went away.
And when he came back the next morning, he gave back what had been com-
missioned to him in the finest verse.

Therefore, the abbess, who cherished the grace of God in this man,
instructed him to give up secular life and to take monastic vows. And when
she and all those subject to her had received him into the community of broth-
ers, she gave orders that he be taught the whole sequence of sacred history.
He remembered everything that he was able to learn by listening, and turning
it over in his mind like a clean beast that chews the cud,” he converted it into
sweetest song, which sounded so delightful that he made his teachers, in their
turn, his listeners. He sang about the creation of the world and the origin of
the human race and all the history of Genesis; about the exodus of Israel out
of Egypt and entrance into the promised land; and about many other stories
of sacred Scripture, about the Lord's incarnation, and his passion,® resurrec-
tion, and ascension into Heaven; about the advent of the Holy Spirit and the
teachings of the apostles. He also made many songs about the terror of the

3. Le., established the beginning of every one of

the wonders.

4. The later manuscript copies read corjian,
"earth," for selda (West Saxon ielda), "men's."

5. Bede is referring to his Latin translation, for
which we have substituted the Old English text
with interlinear translation.

6. Superintendent of the farms belonging to the

monastery.

7. In Mosaic law "clean" animals, those that may
be eaten, are those that both chew the cud and
have a cloven hoof (cf. Leviticus I 1.3 and Deuter-
onomy 14.6).

8. The suffering of Christ on the Cross and during
his trial leading up to the Crucifixion.
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coming judgment and the horror of the punishments of hell and the sweetness
of the heavenly kingdom; and a great many others besides about divine grace
and justice in all of which he sought to draw men away from the love of sin
and to inspire them with delight in the practice of good works.® * * *

9. The great majority of extant Old English poems are on religious subjects like those listed here, but most
are thought to be later than Caedmon.

THE DREAM OF THE ROOD

The Dream of the Rood (i.e., of the Cross) is the finest of a rather large number of
religious poems in Old English. Neither its author nor its date of composition is
known. It appears in a late tenth-century manuscript located in Vercelli in northern
Italy, a manuscript made up of Old English religious poems and sermons. The poem
may antedate its manuscript, because some passages from the Rood's speech were
carved, with some variations, in runes on a stone cross at some time after its con-
struction early in the eighth century; this is the famous Ruthwell Cross, which is
preserved near Dumfries in southern Scotland. The precise relation of the poem to
this cross is, however, uncertain.

The experience of the Rood—its humiliation at the hands of those who changed it
from tree to instrument of punishment for criminals, its humility when the young
hero Christ mounts it, and its pride as the restored "tree of glory"—has a suggestive
relevance to the condition of the sad, lonely, sin-stained Dreamer. His isolation and
melancholy is typical of exile figures in Old English poetry. For the Rood, however,
glory has replaced torment, and at the end, the Dreamer's description of Christ's
triumphant entiy into heaven with the souls He has liberated from hell reflects the
Dreamer's response to the hope that has been brought to him. Christ and the Cross
both act, paradoxically, in keeping with, and diametrically opposed to, a code of heroic
action: Christ is heroic and passive, while the Cross is loyal to its lord, yet must
participate in his death.

The Dream of the Rood!

Listen, I will speak of the best of dreams, of what I dreamed at midnight when
men and their voices were at rest. It seemed to me that I saw a most rare tree
reach high aloft, wound in light, brightest of beams. All that beacon? was
covered with gold; gems stood fair where it met the ground, five were above
about the crosspiece. Many hosts of angels gazed on it, fair in the form created
for them. This was surely no felon's gallows, but holy spirits beheld it there,
men upon earth, and all this glorious creation. Wonderful was the triumph-
tree, and I stained with sins, wounded with wrongdoings. I saw the tree of
glory shine splendidly, adorned with garments, decked with gold: jewels had
worthily covered the Lord's tree. Yet through that gold I might perceive ancient
agony of wretches, for now it began to bleed on the right side.! I was all
afflicted with sorrows, I was afraid for that fair sight. I saw that bright beacon

1. This prose translation, by E. T. Donaldson, has 2, The Old English word beacen also means token
been based in general on the edition of the poem or sign and battle standard.
by John C. Pope, Eight Old English Poems, 3rd ed., 3. The wound Christ received on the Cross was

rev. by R. D. Fulk (2000). supposed to have been on the right side.
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change in clothing and color: now it was wet with moisture, drenched with
flowing of blood, now adorned with treasure. Yet I, lying there a long while
troubled, beheld the Saviour's tree until I heard it give voice: the best of trees
began to speak words.

"It was long ago—I remember it still—that I was hewn down at the wood's
edge, taken from my stump. Strong foes seized me there, hewed me to the
shape they wished to see, commanded me to lift their criminals. Men carried
me on their shoulders, then set me on a hill; foes enough fastened me there.
Then I saw the Lord of mankind hasten with stout heart, for he would climb
upon me. I dared not bow or break against God's word when I saw earth's
surface tremble. I might have felled all foes, but I stood fast. Then the young
Hero stripped himself—that was God Almighty—strong and stouthearted. He
climbed on the high gallows, bold in the sight of many, when he would free
mankind. I trembled when the Warrior embraced me, yet I dared not bow to
earth, fall to the ground's surface; but I must stand fast. I was raised up, a
cross; I lifted up the Mighty King, Lord of the Heavens: I dared not bend.
They pierced me with dark nails: the wounds are seen on me, open gashes of
hatred. Nor did I dare harm any of them. They mocked us both together. I
was all wet with blood, drenched from the side of that Man after he had sent
forth his spirit. I had endured many bitter happenings on that hill. I saw the
God of Hosts cruelly racked. The shades of night had covered the Ruler's body
with their mists, the bright splendor. Shadow came forth, dark beneath the
clouds. All creation wept, bewailed the King's fall; Christ was on Cross.

"Yet from afar some came hastening to the Lord.# All that I beheld. I was
sore afflicted with griefs, yet I bowed to the men's hands, meekly, eagerly.
Then they took Almighty God, lifted him up from his heavy torment. The
warriors left me standing, covered with blood. I was all wounded with arrows.
They laid him down weary of limb, stood at the body's head, looked there upon
Heaven's Lord; and he rested there a while, tired after the great struggle. Then
warriors began to build him an earth-house in the sight of his slayer,> carved
it out of bright stone; they set there the Wielder of Triumphs. Then they began
to sing him a song of sorrow, desolate in the evening. Then they wished to
turn back, weary, from the great Prince; he remained with small company.$
Yet we’ stood in our places a good while, weeping. The voice of the warriors
departed. The body grew cold, fair house of the spirit. Then some began to
fell us to earth—that was a fearful fate! Some buried us in a deep pit. Yet
thanes® of the Lord, friends, learned of me there. . . . decked me in gold and
silver.?

"Now you might understand, my beloved man, that I had endured the work
of evildoers, grievous sorrows. Now the time has come that men far and wide
upon earth honor me—and all this glorious creation—and pray to this beacon.
On me God's Son suffered awhile; therefore I tower now glorious under the
heavens, and I may heal every one of those who hold me in awe. Of old I
became the hardest of torments, most loathed by men, before I opened the
right road of life to those who have voices. Behold, the Lord of Glory honored

4. According to John 19.38—39, it was Joseph of
Arimathea and Nicodemus who received Christ's
body from the Cross.

5. I.e., the Cross.

6. le., alone (an understatement).

7. Le., Christ's Cross and those on which the two
thieves were crucified.

8. Members of the king's body of warriors.

9. A number of lines describing the finding of the
Cross have apparently been lost here. According to
the legend, St. Helen, the mother of Constantine
the Great, the first Christian emperor, led a Roman
expedition that discovered the true Cross in the 4th
century.
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me over all the trees of the wood, the Ruler of Heaven, just as also he honored
his mother Mary, Almighty God for all men's sake, over all woman's kind.

"Now I command you, my beloved man, that you tell men of this vision.
Disclose with your words that it is of the tree of glory on which Almighty God
suffered for mankind's many sins and the deeds Adam did of old. He tasted
death there; yet the Lord arose again to help mankind in his great might. Then
he climbed to the heavens. He will come again hither on this earth to seek
mankind on Doomsday, the Lord himself, Almighty God, and his angels with
him, for then he will judge, he who has power to judge, each one just as in
this brief life he has deserved. Nor may any one be unafraid of the word the
Ruler will speak. Refore his host he will ask where the man is who in the name
of the Lord would taste bitter death as he did on the Cross. But then they will
be afraid, and will think of little to begin to say to Christ. There need none be
afraid who bears on his breast the best of tokens, but through the Cross shall
the kingdom be sought by each soul on this earthlyjourney that thinks to dwell
with the Lord."

Then I prayed to the tree, blithe-hearted, confident, there where I was alone
with small company. My heart's thoughts were urged on the way hence. I
endured many times of longing. Now is there hope of life for me, that I am
permitted to seek the tree of triumph, more often than other men honor it
well, alone. For it my heart's desire is great, and my hope of protection is
directed to the Cross. I do not possess many powerful friends on earth, but
they have gone hence from the delights of the world, sought for themselves
the King of Glory. They live now in the heavens with the High Father, dwell
in glory. And every day I look forward to when the Lord's Cross that I beheld
here on earth will fetch me from this short life and bring me then where joy
is great, delight in the heavens, where the Lord's folk are seated at the feast,
where bliss is eternal. And then may it place me where thenceforth I may
dwell in glory, fully enjoy bliss with the saints. May the Lord be my friend,
who once here on earth suffered on the gallows-tree for man's sins: he freed
us and granted us life, a heavenly home. Hope was renewed, with joys and
with bliss, to those who endured fire.! The Son was victorious in that foray,
mighty and successful. Then he came with his multitude, a host of spirits, into
God's kingdom, the Almighty Ruler; and the angels and all the saints who
dwelt then in glory rejoiced when their Ruler, Almighty God, came where his
home was.

1. This and the following sentences refer to the which He released the souls of certain of the patri-
Harrowing (i.e., pillaging) of Hell; after His death archs and prophets, conducting them trium-
on the Cross, Christ descended into Hell, from phantly to Heaven.

Beowulf, the oldest of the great long poems written in English, may have been com-
posed more than twelve hundred years ago, in the first half of the eighth century,
although some scholars would place it as late as the tenth century. As is the case with
most Old English poems, the title has been assigned by modern editors, for the man-
uscripts do not normally give any indication of title or authorship. Linguistic evidence
shows that the poem was originally composed in the dialect of what was then Mercia,
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the Midlands of England today. But in the unique late-tenth-century manuscript
preserving the poem, it has been converted into the West-Saxon dialect of the south-
west in which most of Old English literature survives. In 1731, before any modern
transcript of the text had been made, the manuscript was seriously damaged in a fire
that destroyed the building in London that housed the extraordinary collection of
medieval English manuscripts made by Sir Robert Bruce Cotton (1571 —1631). As a
result of the fire and subsequent deterioration, a number of lines and words have
been lost from the poem.

It is possible that Beowulfmay be the lone survivor of a genre of Old English long
epics, but it must have been a remarkable and difficult work even in its own day. The
poet was reviving the heroic language, style, and pagan world of ancient Germanic
oral poetry, a world that was already remote for his contemporaries and that is stranger
to the modern reader, in many respects, than the epic world of Homer and Virgil.
With the help of Beowulfitself, a few shorter heroic poems in Old English, and later
poetry and prose in Old Saxon, Old Icelandic, and Middle High German, we can only
conjecture what Germanic oral epic must have been like when performed by the
Germanic scop, or bard. The Beowulfpoet himself imagines such oral performances
by having King Hrothgar's court poet recite a heroic lay at a feast celebrating Beo-
wulf's defeat of Grendel. Many of the words and formulaic expressions in Beowulf
can be found in other Old English poems, but there are also an extraordinary number
of what linguists call hapax legomena—that is, words recorded only once in a lan-
guage. The poet may have found them elsewhere, but the high incidence of such
words suggests that he was an original wordsmith in his own right.

Although the poem itselfis English in language and origin, it deals not with native
Englishmen but with their Germanic forebears, especially with two south Scandina-
vian tribes, the Danes and the Geats, who lived on the Danish island of Zealand and
in southern Sweden. Thus the historical period the poem concerns—insofar as it may
be said to refer to history at all—is some centuries before it was written—that is, a
time after the initial invasion of England by Germanic tribes in the middle of the fifth
century but before the Anglo-Saxon migration was completed. The one datable fact
of history mentioned in the poem is a raid on the Franks in which Hygelac, the king
of the Geats and Beowulf's lord, was killed, and this raid occurred in the year 520.
Yet the poet's elliptical references to quasihistorical and legendary material show that
his audience was still familiar with many old stories, the outlines of which we can
only infer, sometimes with the help of later analogous tales in other Germanic lan-
guages. This knowledge was probably kept alive by other heroic poetry, of which little
has been preserved in English, although much may once have existed.

It is now widely believed that Beowulfis the work of a single poet who was a
Christian and that his poem reflects well-established Christian tradition. The con-
version of the Germanic settlers in England had been largely completed during the
seventh century. The Danish king Hrothgar's poet sings a song about the Creation
(lines 87—98) reminiscent of Caadmon's Hymn. The monster Grendel is said to be a
descendant of Cain. There are allusions to God's judgment and to fate (wyrd) but
none to pagan deities. References to the New Testament are notably absent, but
Hrothgar and Beowulf often speak of God as though their religion is monotheistic.
With sadness the poet relates that, made desperate by Grendel's attacks, the Danes
pray for help at heathen shrines—apparently backsliding as the children of Israel had
sometimes lapsed into idolatry.

Although Hrothgar and Beowulf are portrayed as morally upright and enlightened
pagans, they fully espouse and frequently affirm the values of Germanic heroic poetry.
In the poetry depicting this warrior society, the most important of human relation-
ships was that which existed between the warrior—the thane—and his lord, a rela-
tionship based less on subordination of one man's will to another's than on mutual
trust and respect. When a warrior vowed loyalty to his lord, he became not so much
his servant as his voluntary companion, one who would take pride in defending him
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and fighting in his wars. In return, the lord was expected to take care of his thanes
and to reward them richly for their valor; a good king, one like Hrothgar or Beowulf,
is referred to by such poetic epithets as "ring-giver" and as the "helmet" and "shield"
of his people.

The relationship between kinsmen was also of deep significance to this society. If
one of his kinsmen had been slain, a man had a moral obligation either to kill the
slayer or to exact the payment of wergild (man-price) in compensation. Each rank of
society was evaluated at a definite price, which had to be paid to the dead man's kin
by the killer if he wished to avoid their vengeance—even if the killing had been an
accident. In the absence of any legal code other than custom or any body of law
enforcement, it was the duty of the family (often with the lord's support) to execute
justice. The payment itself had less significance as wealth than as proof that the
kinsmen had done what was right. The failure to take revenge or to exact compen-
sation was considered shameful. Hrothgar's anguish over the murders committed by
Grendel is not only for the loss of his men but also for the shame of his inability
either to kill Grendel or to exact a "death-price" from the killer. "It is always better /
to avenge dear ones than to indulge in mourning" (lines 1384—85), Beowulf says to
Hrothgar, who has been thrown back into despair by the revenge-slaying of his old
friend Aeschere by Grendel's mother.

Yet the young Beowulfs attempt to comfort the bereaved old king by invoking the
code of vengeance may be one of several instances of the poet's ironic treatment of
the tragic futility of the never-ending blood feuds. The most graphic example in the
poem of that irony is the Finnsburg episode, the lay sung by Hrothgar's hall-poet.
The Danish princess Hildeburh, married to the Frisian king Finn—probably to put
an end to a feud between those peoples—loses both her brother and her son when a
bloody fight breaks out in the hall between a visiting party of Danes and her husband's
men. The bodies are cremated together on a huge funeral pyre: "The glutton element
flamed and consumed / the dead of both sides. Their great days were gone" (lines
1124-25).

Such feuds, the staple subject of Germanic epic and saga, have only a peripheral
place in the poem. Instead, the poem turns on Beowulf's three great fights against
preternatural evil, which inhabits the dangerous and demonic space surrounding
human society. He undertakes the fight against Grendel to save the Danes from the
monster and to exact vengeance for the men Grendel has slain. Another motive is to
demonstrate his strength and courage and thereby to enhance his personal glory.
Hrothgar's magnificent gifts become the material emblems of that glory. Revenge and
glory also motivate Beowulf's slaying of Grendel's mother. He undertakes his last
battle against the dragon, however, only because there is no other way to save his
own people.

A somber and dignified elegiac mood pervades Beowulf. The poem opens and closes
with the description ofa funeral and is filled with laments for the dead. Our first view
of Beowulf is of an ambitious young hero. At the end, he has become an old king,
facing the dragon and death. His people mourn him and praise him, as does the poet,
for his nobility, generosity, courage, and, what is less common in Germanic heroes,
kindness to his people. The poet's elegiac tone may be informed by something more
than the duty to "praise a prince whom he holds dear / and cherish his memory when
that moment comes / when he has to be convoyed from his bodily home" (lines 3175—
77). The entire poem could be viewed as the poet's lament for heroes like Beowulf
who went into the darkness without the light of the poet's own Christian faith.

The present verse translation is by the Irish poet Seamus Heaney, who received
the Nobel Prize for literature in 1995. Selections from Heaney's own poems appear
in Volume 2 of the anthology.
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TRIBES AND GENEALOGIES

1. The Danes (Bright-, Half-, Ring-, Spear-, North-, East-, South-, West-Danes; Sliield-
ings, Honor-, Victor-, War-Shieldings; Ing's friends)

Shield
Beow
Halfdane
Heorogar HrothgarTO.Wealhtheow Halga Daughter m. Onela the Swede

Hrethric Hrothmund FreawaruTO.Ingeld the Heatho-Bard Hrothulf

2. TIte Geats (Sea-, War-, Weather-Geats)

Hrethel .
Herebeald Haethcyn Hygelac TO.Hygd Daughter m. Ecgtheow
Heardred Daughter* m. Eofor Beowulfthe Geat
3. The Swedes
Ongentheow
Ohthere Onela m. Halfdane's Daughter
Eanmund Eaidgils

4. Miscellaneous

A. The Half-Danes (also called Shieldings) involved in the fight at Finnsburg may
represent a different tribe from the Danes described above. Their king Hoc had a son,
Hnaef, who succeeded him, and a daughter Hildeburh, who married Finn, king of
the Jutes.

B. The Jutes or Frisians are represented as enemies of the Danes in the fight at
Finnsburg and as allies of the Franks or Hugas at the time Hygelac the Geat made
the attack in which he lost his life and from which Beowulf swam home. Also allied
with the Franks at this time were the Hetware.

C. The Heatho-Bards (i.e., "Battle-Bards") are represented as inveterate enemies
of the Danes. Their king Froda had been killed in an attack on the Danes, and Hroth-
gar's attempt to make peace with them by marrying his daughter Freawaru to Froda's
son Ingeld failed when the latter attacked Heorot. The attack was repulsed, although
Heorot was burned.

* The daughter of Hygelac who was given to Eofor may have been born to him by a former wife, older
than Hygd.
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The Poet's Song in Heorot

To give the reader a sample of the language, style, and texture of Beowulfin the
original we print the following passage, lines 90—98, in Old English with interlinear
glosses. One may compare these lines with Caedmon's Hymn (pp. 24—27) on the same
theme. See the headnote there for the pronunciation of Old English characters.

Ssegde se J3e  cuj>e
Said he who knew [how]

/rumsceaft jfira /eorran reccan,
[the] origin [of] men from far [time] [to]recount,

cwaed jDast se /Elmightiga eorSan worhte,
said that the Almighty [the]earth wrought

wlite-beorhtne xvang, swa wseter bebugeQ,
beauty-bright plain as water surrounds[it]
gesette sige-hretig sunnan ond monan,

set triumph-glorious sun and moon
ieoman to leohte iandbuendum,
beacons as light [for] land-dwellers
ond ge/rsetwade /oldan sceatas'
and adorned [of] earth [the] grounds
ieomum ond leafum, lif eac gesceop
[with]limbs and leaves, life also[he]created
cynna gehwylcum* [jara Se cwice hwyrfajj.
[of]lands [for]each [of]those who living move about

A NOTE ON NAMES

Old English, like Modern German, contained many compound words, most of which
have been lost in Modern English. Most of the names in Beowulfare compounds.
Hrothgar is a combination of words meaning "glory" and "spear"; the name of his
older brother, Heorogar, conies from "army" and "spear"; Hrothgar's sons Hrethric
and Hrothmund contain the first elements of their father's name combined, respec-
tively, with tie (kingdom, empire; Modern German Reich) and mund (hand, protec-
tion). As in the case of the Danish dynasty, family names often alliterate. Masculine
names of the warrior class have military associations. The importance of family and
the demands of alliteration frequently lead to the designation of characters by for-
mulas identifying them in terms of relationships. Thus Beowulfis referred to as "son
of Ecgtheow" or "kinsman of Hygelac" (his uncle and lord).

The Old English spellings of names are mostly preserved in the translation. A few
rules of pronunciation are worth keeping in mind. Initial H before r was sounded,
and so Hrothgar's name alliterates with that ofhis brother Heorogar. The combination
eg has the value of dg in words like "edge." The first element in the name of Beowulf's
father "Ecgtheow" is the same word as "edge," and, by the figure of speech called
synecdoche (a part of something stands for the whole), ecg stands for sword and
Ecgtheow means "sword-servant."

* Modem syntax would be "for each of kinds." In Old English, the endings -2 and -am indicate that
gewylcum is an indirect object and cynna, a possessive plural.
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For more information about Beowulf, see "The Linguistic and Literary Contexts of

"

Beowulf," at Norton Literature Online.

Beowulf

[PROLOGUE: THE RISE OF THE DANISH NATION]

So. The Spear-Danes' in days gone by
and the kings who ruled them had courage and greatness.
We have heard of those princes' heroic campaigns.
There was Shield Sheafson,? scourge of many tribes,
s a wrecker of mead-benches, rampaging among foes.
This terror of the hall-troops had come far.
A foundling to start with, he would flourish later on
as his powers waxed and his worth was proved.
In the end each clan on the outlying coasts
io beyond the whale-road had to yield to him
and begin to pay tribute. That was one good king.
Afterward a boy-child was born to Shield,

a cub in the yard, a comfort sent

by God to that nation. He knew what they had tholed,?
is  the long times and troubles they'd come through

without a leader; so the Lord of Life,

the glorious Almighty, made this man renowned.

Shield had fathered a famous son:

Beow's name was known through the north.
20 And a young prince must be prudent like that,

giving freely while his father lives

so that afterward in age when fighting starts
steadfast companions will stand by him
and hold the line. Behavior that's admired
25 is the path to power among people everywhere.
Shield was still thriving when his time came
and he crossed over into the Lord's keeping.
His warrior band did what he bade them
when he laid down the law among the Danes:
so they shouldered him out to the sea's flood,
the chief they revered who had long ruled them.
A ring-whorled prow rode in the harbor,
ice-clad, outbound, a craft for a prince.
They stretched their beloved lord in his boat,

35 laid out by the mast, amidships,

the great ring-giver. Far-fetched treasures
were piled upon him, and precious gear.

I. There are different compound names for tribes,
often determined by alliteration in Old English
poetry. Line I reads, "Hwset, we Gar-dena in gear-
dagum,” where alliteration falls on Gar (spear) and
gear (year). Old English hard and soft g (spelled y
in Modern English) alliterate. The compoundgear-
dagum derives from "year," used in the special
sense of "long ago," and "days" and survives in the
archaic expression "days of yore."

2. Shield is the name of the founder of the Danish
royal line. Sheafson translates Scefing, i.e., sheaf +
the patronymic suffix-mg. Because Sheaf was a
"foundling" (line 7: feasceaft funden, i.e., found
destitute) who arrived by sea (lines 45—46), it is
likely that as a child Shield brought with him only
a sheaf, a symbol of fruitfulness.

3. Suffered, endured.
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4. See n. 2, above. Since Shield was found desti-
tute, "no less bountifully” is litotes or understate-
ment; the ironic reminder that he came with
nothing (line 43) emphasizes the reversal of his
fortunes.

5. Probably named so because, according to one
source, his mother was a Swedish princess.

BEOWULF

I never heard before of a ship so well furbished
with battle-tackle, bladed weapons
and coats of mail. The massed treasure
was loaded on top of him: it would travel fat-
on out into the ocean's sway.
They decked his body no less bountifully
with offerings than those first ones did
who cast him away when he was a child
and launched him alone out over the waves.*
And they set a gold standard up
high above his head and let him drift
to wind and tide, bewailing him
and mourning their loss. No man can tell,
no wise man in hall or weathered veteran
knows for certain who salvaged that load.
Then it fell to Beow to keep the forts.
He was well regarded and ruled the Danes
for a long time after his father took leave
of his life on earth. And then his heir,
the great Halfdane,> held sway
for as long as he lived, their elder and warlord.
He was four times a father, this fighter prince:
one by one they entered the world,
Heorogar, Hrothgar, the good Halga,
and a daughter, I have heard, who was Onela's queen,
a balm in bed to the battle-scarred Swede.
The fortunes of war favored Hrothgar.
Friends and kinsmen flocked to his ranks,
young followers, a force that grew
to be a mighty army. So his mind turned
to hall-building: he handed down orders
for men to work on a great mead-hall
meant to be a wonder of the world forever;
it would be his throne-room and there he would dispense
his God-given goods to young and old—
but not the common land or people's lives.
Far and wide through the world, I have heard,
orders for work to adorn that wallstead
were sent to many peoples. And soon it stood there
finished and ready, in full view,
the hall of halls. Heorot was the name’
he had settled on it, whose utterance was law.
Nor did he renege, but doled out rings
and torques at the table. The hall towered,
its gables wide and high and awaiting
a barbarous burning.® That doom abided,

/

35

6. The king could not dispose of land used by all,
such as a common pasture, or of slaves.

7. lLe., "Hart," from antlers fastened to the gables
or because the crossed gable-ends resembled a
stag's antlers; the hart was also an icon of royalty.
8. An allusion to the future destruction of Heorot
by fire, probably in a raid by the Heatho-Bards.
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but in time it would come: the killer instinct
85 unleashed among in-laws, the blood-lust rampant.®

[HEOROT IS ATTACKED]

Then a powerful demon,'! a prowler through the dark,
nursed a hard grievance. It harrowed him
to hear the din of the loud banquet
every day in the hall, the harp being struck
90 and the clear song of a skilled poet
telling with mastery of man's beginnings,
how the Almighty had made the earth
a gleaming plain girdled with waters;
in His splendor He set the sun and the moon
95 to be earth's lamplight, lanterns for men,
and filled the broad lap of the world
with branches and leaves; and quickened life
in every other thing that moved.
So times were pleasant for the people there
00 until finally one, a fiend out of hell,
began to work his evil in the world.
Grendel was the name of this grim demon
haunting the marches, marauding round the heath
and the desolate fens; he had dwelt for a time
16 in misery among the banished monsters,
Cain's clan, whom the Creator had outlawed
and condemned as outcasts.? For the killing of Abel
the Eternal Lord had exacted a price:
Cain got no good from committing that murder
no  because the Almighty made him anathema
and out of the curse of his exile there sprang
ogres and elves and evil phantoms
and the giants too who strove with God
time and again until He gave them their reward.
115 So, after nightfall, Grendel set out
for the lofty house, to see how the Ring-Danes
were settling into it after their drink,
and there he came upon them, a company of the best
asleep from their feasting, insensible to pain
120 and human sorrow. Suddenly then
the God-cursed brute was creating havoc:
greedy and grim, he grabbed thirty men
from their resting places and rushed to his lair,
flushed up and inflamed from the raid,
15  blundering back with the butchered corpses.
Then as dawn brightened and the day broke,
Grendel's powers of destruction were plain:
their wassail was over, they wept to heaven
and mourned under morning. Their mighty prince,

9. As told later (lines 2020-69), Hrothgar plans to 1. The poet withholds the name for several lines.
marry a daughter to Ingeld, chief of the Heatho- He does the same with the name of the hero as
Bards, in hopes of resolving a long-standing feud. well as others.

See previous note. 2. See Genesis 4.9-12.
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the storied leader, sat stricken and helpless,
humiliated by the loss of his guard,
bewildered and stunned, staring aghast
at the demon's trail, in deep distress.
He was numb with grief, but got no respite
for one night later merciless Grendel
struck again with more gruesome murders.
Malignant by nature, he never showed remorse.
It was easy then to meet with a man
shifting himself to a safer distance
to bed in the bothies,? for who could be blind
to the evidence of his eyes, the obviousness
of the hall-watcher's hate? Whoever escaped
kept a weather-eye open and moved away.
So Grendel ruled in defiance of right,
one against all, until the greatest house
in the world stood empty, a deserted wallstead.
For twelve winters, seasons of woe,
the lord of the Shieldings* suffered under
his load of sorrow; and so, before long,
the news was known over the whole world.
Sad lays were sung about the beset king,
the vicious raids and ravages of Grendel,
his long and unrelenting feud,
nothing but war; how he would never
parley or make peace with any Dane
nor stop his death-dealing nor pay the death-price.5
No counselor could ever expect
fair reparation from those rabid hands.
All were endangered; young and old
were hunted down by that dark death-shadow
who lurked and swooped in the long nights
on the misty moors; nobody knows
where these reavers from hell roam on their errands.
So Grendel waged his lonely war,
inflicting constant cruelties on the people,
atrocious hurt. He took over Heorot,
haunted the glittering hall after dark,
but the throne itself, the treasure-seat,

he was kept from approaching; he was the Lord's outcast.

These were hard times, heartbreaking
for the prince of the Shieldings; powerful counselors,
the highest in the land, would lend advice,
plotting how best the bold defenders
might resist and beat off sudden attacks.
Sometimes at pagan shrines they vowed
offerings to idols, swore oaths
that the killer of soulsé might come to their aid
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3. Huts, outlying buildings. Evidently Grendel tion for the life of the slain man is the only way,

wants only to dominate the hall.

4. The descendants of Shield, another name for fully.

the Danes.

5. Le., wergild (man-price); monetary compensa- devils.

according to Germanic law, to settle a feud peace-

6. le., the devil. Heathen gods were thought to be
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and save the people. That was their way,
their heathenish hope; deep in their hearts
they remembered hell. The Almighty Judge
of good deeds and bad, the Lord God,

Head of the Heavens and High King of the World,
was unknown to them. Oh, cursed is he
who in time of trouble has to thrust his soul
in the fire's embrace, forfeiting help;

he has nowhere to turn. But blessed is he
who after death can approach the Lord

and find friendship in the Father's embrace.

[THE HERO COMES TO HEOROT]

So that troubled time continued, woe
that never stopped, steady affliction
for Halfdane's son, too hard an ordeal.
There was panic after dark, people endured
raids in the night, riven by the terror.

When he heard about Grendel, Hygelac's thane
was on home ground, over in Geatland.
There was no one else like him alive.
In his day, he was the mightiest man on earth,
highborn and powerful. He ordered a boat
that would ply the waves. He announced his plan:
to sail the swan's road and seek out that king,
the famous prince who needed defenders.
Nobody tried to keep him from going,
no elder denied him, dear as he was to them.
Instead, they inspected omens and spurred
his ambition to go, whilst he moved about
like the leader he was, enlisting men,
the best he could find; with fourteen others
the warrior boarded the boat as captain,
a canny pilot along coast and currents.

Time went by, the boat was on water,
in close under the cliffs.
Men climbed eagerly up the gangplank,
sand churned in surf, warriors loaded
a cargo of weapons, shining war-gear
in the vessel's hold, then heaved out,
away with a will in their wood-wreathed ship.
Over the waves, with the wind behind her
and foam at her neck, she flew like a bird
until her curved prow had covered the distance,
and on the following day, at the due hour,
those seafarers sighted land,
sunlit cliffs, sheer crags
and looming headlands, the landfall they sought.
It was the end of their voyage and the Geats vaulted
over the side, out on to the sand,
and moored their ship. There was a clash of mail
and a thresh of gear. They thanked God
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for that easy crossing on a calm sea.

When the watchman on the wall, the Shieldings' lookout
whose job it was to guard the sea-cliffs,
saw shields glittering on the gangplank
and battle-equipment being unloaded
he had to find out who and what
the arrivals were. So he rode to the shore,
this horseman of Hrothgar's, and challenged them
in formal terms, flourishing his spear:

"What kind of men are you who arrive

rigged out for combat in your coats of mail,
sailing here over the sea-lanes

in your steep-hulled boat? I have been stationed
as lookout on this coast for a long time.

My job is to watch the waves for raiders,

any danger to the Danish shore.

Never before has a force under arms
disembarked so openly—not bothering to ask
if the sentries allowed them safe passage

or the clan had consented. Nor have I seen

a mightier man-at-arms on this earth

than the one standing here: unless I am mistaken,
he is truly noble. This is no mere

hanger-on in a hero's armor.

So now, before you fare inland

as interlopers, I have to be informed

about who you are and where you hail from.
Outsiders from across the water,

I say it again: the sooner you tell

where you come from and why, the better."

The leader of the troop unlocked his word-hoard;
the distinguished one delivered this answer:
"We belong by birth to the Geat people
and owe allegiance to Lord Hygelac.

In his day, my father was a famous man,

a noble warrior-lord named Ecgtheow.

He outlasted many a long winter

and went on his way. All over the world

men wise in counsel continue to remember him.
We come in good faith to find your lord

and nation's shield, the son of Halfdane.

Give us the right advice and direction.

We have arrived here on a great errand

to the lord of the Danes, and I believe therefore
there should be nothing hidden or withheld between us.
So tell us if what we have heard is true

about this threat, whatever it is,

this danger abroad in the dark nights,

this corpse-maker mongering death

in the Shieldings' country. I come to proffer

my wholehearted help and counsel.

I can show the wise Hrothgar a way

to defeat his enemy and find respite—

/
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if any respite is to reach him, ever.
I can calm the turmoil and terror in his mind.
Otherwise, he must endure woes
and live with grief for as long as his hall
25  stands at the horizon on its high ground.”
Undaunted, sitting astride his horse,
the coast-guard answered: "Anyone with gumption
and a sharp mind will take the measure
of two things: what's said and what's done.
20 I believe what you have told me, that you are a troop
loyal to our king. So come ahead
with your arms and your gear, and I will guide you.
What's more, I'll order my own comrades
on their word of honor to watch your boat
25 down there on the strand—keep her safe
in her fresh tar, until the time comes
for her curved prow to preen on the waves
and bear this hero back to Geatland.
May one so valiant and venturesome
BD come unharmed through the clash of battle."
So they went on their way. The ship rode the water,
broad-beamed, bound by its hawser
and anchored fast. Boar-shapes’ flashed
above their cheek-guards, the brightly forged
35  work of goldsmiths, watching over
those stern-faced men. They marched in step,
hurrying on till the timbered hall
rose before them, radiant with gold.
Nobody on earth knew of another
310 building like it. Majesty lodged there,
its light shone over many lands.
So their gallant escort guided them
to that dazzling stronghold and indicated
the shortest way to it; then the noble warrior
315 wheeled on his horse and spoke these words:
"It is time for me to go. May the Almighty
Father keep you and in His kindness
watch over your exploits. I'm away to the sea,
back on alert against enemy raiders."
30 It was a paved track, a path that kept them
in marching order. Their mail-shirts glinted,
hard and hand-linked; the high-gloss iron
of their armor rang. So they duly arrived
in their grim war-graith® and gear at the hall,
35 and, weary from the sea, stacked wide shields
of the toughest hardwood against the wall,
then collapsed on the benches; battle-dress
and weapons clashed. They collected their spears
in a seafarers' stook, a stand of grayish
330 tapering ash. And the troops themselves

7. Carved images of boars were placed on helmets, riors.
probably as good luck charms to protect the war- 8. "Graith": archaic for apparel.
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were as good as their weapons.

Then a proud warrior
questioned the men concerning their origins:
"Where do you come from, carrying these
decorated shields and shirts of mail,
these cheek-hinged helmets and javelins?

I am Hrothgar's herald and officer.

I have never seen so impressive or large

an assembly of strangers. Stoutness of heart,

bravery not banishment, must have brought you to Hrothgar."
The man whose name was known for courage,

the Geat leader, resolute in his helmet,

answered in return: "We are retainers

from Hygelac's band. Beowulf is my name.

If your lord and master, the most renowned

son of Halfdane, will hear me out

and graciously allow me to greet him in person,

I am ready and willing to report my errand.”
Wulfgar replied, a Wendel chief

renowned as a warrior, well known for his wisdom

and the temper of his mind: "I will take this message,

in accordance with your wish, to our noble king,

our dear lord, friend of the Danes,

the giver of rings. I will go and ask him

about your coming here, then hurry back

with whatever reply it pleases him to give."
With that he turned to where Hrothgar sat,

an old man among retainers;

the valiant follower stood foursquare

in front of his king: he knew the courtesies.

Wulfgar addressed his dear lord:

"People from Geatland have put ashore.

They have sailed far over the wide sea.

They call the chief in charge of their band

by the name of Beowulf. They beg, my lord,

an audience with you, exchange of words

and formal greeting. Most gracious Hrothgar,

do not refuse them, but grant them a reply.

From their arms and-appointment, they appear well born

and worthy of respect, especially the one

who has led them this far: he is formidable indeed."
Hrothgar, protector of Shieldings, replied:

"I used to know him when he was a young boy.

His father before him was called Ecgtheow.

Hrethel the Geat’ gave Ecgtheow

his daughter in marriage. This man is their son,

here to follow up an old friendship.

A crew of seamen who sailed for me once

with a gift-cargo across to Geatland

returned with marvelous tales about him:

a thane, they declared, with the strength of thirty

9. Hygelac's father and Beowulf's grandfather.
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in the grip of each hand. Now Holy God
has, in His goodness, guided him here
to the West-Danes, to defend us from Grendel.
This is my hope; and for his heroism
35 I will recompense him with a rich treasure.
Go immediately, bid him and the Geats
he has in attendance to assemble and enter.
Say, moreover, when you speak to them,
they are welcome to Denmark."
At the door of the hall,

30  Wulfgar duly delivered the message:

"My lord, the conquering king of the Danes,
bids me announce that he knows your ancestry;
also that he welcomes you here to Heorot

and salutes your arrival from across the sea.

35 You are free now to move forward
to meet Hrothgar in helmets and armor,
but shields must stay here and spears be stacked
until the outcome of the audience is clear."

The hero arose, surrounded closely

40 by his powerful thanes. A party remained
under orders to keep watch on the arms;
the rest proceeded, led by their prince
under Heorot's roof. And standing on the hearth
in webbed links that the smith had woven,

45  the fine-forged mesh of his gleaming mail-shirt,
resolute in his helmet, Beowulf spoke:
"Greetings to Hrothgar. I am Hygelac's kinsman,
one of his hall-troop. When I was younger,

I had great triumphs. Then news of Grendel,

40 hard to ignore, reached me at home:
sailors brought stories of the plight you suffer
in this legendary hall, how it lies deserted,
empty and useless once the evening light
hides itself under heaven's dome.

45 So every elder and experienced councilman
among my people supported my resolve
to come here to you, King Hrothgar,
because all knew of my awesome strength.

They had seen me boltered! in the blood of enemies

40 when I battled and bound five beasts,
raided a troll-nest and in the night-sea
slaughtered sea-brutes. I have suffered extremes
and avenged the Geats (their enemies brought it
upon themselves; I devastated them).

45 Now I mean to be a match for Grendel,
settle the outcome in single combat.

And so, my request, O king of Bright-Danes,
dear prince of the Shieldings, friend of the people
and their ring of defense, my one request

40 is that you won't refuse me, who have come this far,

1. Clotted, sticky.
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the privilege of purifying Heorot,

with my own men to help me, and nobody else.
I have heard moreover that the monster scorns
in his reckless way to use weapons;

4%  therefore, to heighten Hygelac's fame
and gladden his heart, I hereby renounce
sword and the shelter of the broad shield,
the heavy war-board: hand-to-hand
is how it will be, a life-and-death

40 fight with the fiend. Whichever one death fells
must deem it a just judgment by God.

If Grendel wins, it will be a gruesome day;
he will glut himself on the Geats in the war-hall,
swoop without fear on that flower of manhood

45  as on others before. Then my face won't be there
to be covered in death: he will carry me away
as he goes to ground, gorged and bloodied;
he will run gloating with my raw corpse
and feed on it alone, in a cruel frenzy

40 fouling his moor-nest. No need then
to lament for long or lay out my body:?2
if the battle takes me, send back
this breast-webbing that Weland® fashioned
and Hrethel gave me, to Lord Hygelac.

45  Fate goes ever as fate must."

Hrothgar, the helmet of Shieldings, spoke:
"Beowulf, my friend, you have traveled here
to favor us with help and to fight for us.
There was a feud one time, begun by your father.

40 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
to the South-Danes here, the sons of honor.

465 I was then in the first flush of kingship,
establishing my sway over the rich strongholds
of this heroic land. Heorogar,
my older brother and the better man,
also a son of Halfdane's, had died.

40 Finally I healed the feud by paying:

I shipped a treasure-trove to the Wulfings,

and Ecgtheow acknowledged me with oaths of allegiance.
"It bothers me to have to burden anyone

with all the grief that Grendel has caused

45  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!

4 "Time and again, when the goblets passed

2. Ie., for burial. Hrothgar will not need to give 3. Famed blacksmith in Germanic legend.
Beowulf an expensive funeral.
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and seasoned fighters got flushed with beer
they would pledge themselves to protect Heorot
and wait for Grendel with their whetted swords.
But when dawn broke and day crept in

45  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.
Now take your place at the table, relish

40 the triumph of heroes to your heart's content.”

[FEAST AT HEOROT]

Then a bench was cleared in that banquet hall
so the Geats could have room to be together
and the party sat, proud in their bearing,
strong and stalwart. An attendant stood by

45  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,

50 Unferth, a son of Ecglaf's, spoke
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

56 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

510 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,

55 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 morning

50 among the Heatho-Reams, then made his way
to where he belonged in Branding country,
home again, sure of his ground
in strongroom and bawn.* So Breca made good
his boast upon you and was proved right.

55 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

4. Fortified outwork of a court or castle. The word was used by English planters in Ulster to describe
fortified dwellings they erected on lands confiscated from the Irish [Translator's note].



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

and its wallowing sent the sea-brutes wild.

My armor helped me to hold out;

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

a fine, 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

sailors would be safe, the deep-sea raids

were over for good. Light came from the east,

bright guarantee of God, and the waves

went quiet; I could see headlands

and buffeted cliffs. 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, I landed safe

BEOWULF
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on the coast of Finland.

Now I cannot recall
any fight you entered, Unferth,
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 the morning light,
scarfed in sun-dazzle, shines forth from the south
and brings another daybreak to the world."

Then the gray-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. Wealhtheow came in,
Hrothgar's queen, observing the courtesies.
Adorned in her gold, she graciously saluted
the men in the 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
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,
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 afflictions. He accepted the cup,

a daunting man, dangerous in action

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

"I had a fixed purpose when I put to sea.
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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 fulfill 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
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."

[THE FIGHT WITH GRENDEL]

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 favor.

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:
"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

/
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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."

Then down the brave man lay with his bolster
under his head and his whole 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 people who reared him.
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 clear:
Almighty God rules over mankind
and always has.

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
that as long as God disallowed it,
the fiend could not bear them to his shadow-bourne.
One man, however, was in fighting mood,
awake and on edge, spoiling for action.

In off the moors, down through the mist-bands
God-cursed Grendel came greedily loping.
The bane of the race of men roamed forth,
hunting for a prey in the high hall.
Under the cloud-murk he moved toward it
until it shone above him, a sheer keep
of fortified gold. Nor was that the first time
he had scouted the grounds of Hrothgar's dwelling—
although never in his life, before or since,
did he find harder fortune or hall-defenders.
Spurned and joyless, he journeyed on ahead
and arrived at the bawn.5 The iron-braced door
turned on its hinge when his hands touched it.
Then his rage boiled over, he ripped open
the mouth of the building, maddening for blood,
pacing the length of the patterned floor
with his loathsome tread, while a baleful light,
flame more than light, flared from his eyes.
He saw many men in the mansion, sleeping,
a ranked company of kinsmen and warriors
quartered together. And his glee was demonic,
picturing the mayhem: before morning
he would rip life from limb and devour them,

5. See p. 44, n. 4.
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feed on their flesh; but his fate that night
was due to change, his days of ravening
had come to an end.

Mighty and canny,
Hygelac's kinsman was keenly watching
for the first move the monster would make.
Nor did the creature keep him waiting
but struck suddenly and started in;
he grabbed and mauled a man on his bench,
bit into his bone-lappings, bolted down his blood
and gorged on him in lumps, leaving the body
utterly lifeless, eaten up
hand and foot. Venturing closer,
his talon was raised to attack Beowulf
where he lay on the bed, he was bearing in
with open claw when the alert hero's
comeback and armlock forestalled him utterly.
The captain of evil discovered himself
in a handgrip harder than anything
he had ever encountered in any man
on the face of the earth. Every bone in his body
quailed and recoiled, but he could not escape.
He was desperate to flee to his den and hide
with the devil's litter, for in all his days
he had never been clamped or cornered like this.
Then Hygelac's trusty retainer recalled
his bedtime speech, sprang to his feet
and got a firm hold. Fingers were bursting,
the monster back-tracking, the man overpowering.
The dread of the land was desperate to escape,
to take a roundabout road and flee
to his lair in the fens. The latching power
in his fingers weakened; it was the worst trip
the terror-monger had taken to Heorot.
And now the timbers trembled and sang,
a hall-session® that harrowed every Dane
inside the stockade: stumbling in fury,
the two contenders crashed through the building.
The hall clattered and hammered, but somehow
survived the onslaught and kept standing:
it was handsomely structured, a sturdy frame
braced with the best of blacksmith's work
inside and out. The story goes
that as the pair struggled, mead-benches were smashed
and sprung off the floor, gold fittings and all.
Before then, no Shielding elder would believe
there was any power or person upon earth
capable of wrecking their horn-rigged hall
unless the burning embrace of a fire
engulfiit in flame. Then an extraordinary

/
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6. In Hiberno-English the word "session" (seissiun in Irish) can mean a gathering where musicians and
singers perform for their own enjoyment [Translator's note].
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wail arose, and bewildering fear
came over the Danes. Everyone felt it
who heard that cry as it echoed off the wall,

785 a God-cursed scream and strain of catastrophe,
the howl of the loser, the lament of the hell-serf
keening his wound. He was overwhelmed,
manacled tight by the man who of all men
was foremost and strongest in the days of this life.

790 But the earl-troop's leader was not inclined
to allow his caller to depart alive:
he did not consider that life of much account
to anyone anywhere. Time and again,

Beowulf's warriors worked to defend

7%  their lord's life, laying about them
as best they could, with their ancestral blades.
Stalwart in action, they kept striking out
on every side, seeking to cut
straight to the soul. When they joined the struggle

soo  there was something they could not have known at the time,
that no blade on earth, no blacksmith's art
could ever damage their demon opponent.

He had conjured the harm from the cutting edge
of every weapon.’ But his going away

805 out of this world and the days of his life
would be agony to him, and his alien spirit
would travel far into fiends' keeping.

Then he who had harrowed the hearts of men
with pain and affliction in former times

8io  and had given offense also to God
found that his bodily powers failed him.
Hygelac's kinsman kept him helplessly
locked in a handgrip. As long as either lived,
he was hateful to the other. The monster's whole

85  body was in pain; a tremendous wound
appeared on his shoulder. Sinews split
and the bone-lappings burst. Beowulf was granted
the glory of winning; Grendel was driven
under the fen-banks, fatally hurt,

80  to his desolate lair. His days were numbered,
the end of his life was coming over him,
he knew it for certain; and one bloody clash
had fulfilled the dearest wishes of the Danes.
The man who had lately landed among them,

&5  proud and sure, had purged the hall,
kept it from harm; he was happy with his nightwork
and the courage he had shown. The Geat captain
had boldly fulfilled his boast to the Danes:
he had healed and relieved a huge distress,

&0 unremitting humiliations,
the hard fate they'd been forced to undergo,
no small affliction. Clear proof of this

7. Grendel is protected by a charm against metals.
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could be seen in the hand the hero displayed
high up near the roof: the whole of Grendel's
&5 shoulder and arm, his awesome grasp.

[CELEBRATION AT HEOROT]

Then morning came and many a warrior
gathered, as I've heard, around the gift-hall,
clan-chiefs flocking from far and near
down wide-ranging roads, wondering greatly

840  at the monster's footprints. His fatal departure
was regretted by no one who witnessed his trail,
the ignominious marks of his flight
where he'd skulked away, exhausted in spirit
and beaten in battle, bloodying the path,

85  hauling his doom to the demons' mere.?

The bloodshot water wallowed and surged,

there were loathsome upthrows and overturnings
of waves and gore and wound-slurry.

With his death upon him, he had dived deep

&0 into his marsh-den, drowned out his life
and his heathen soul: hell claimed him there.

Then away they rode, the old retainers
with many a young man following after,

a troop on horseback, in high spirits

85 on their bay steeds. Beowulf's doings

were praised over and over again.
Nowhere, they said, north or south
between the two seas or under the tall sky
on the broad earth was there anyone better

80 to raise a shield or to rule a kingdom.

Yet there was no laying of blame on their lord,
the noble Hrothgar; he was a good king.

At times the war-band broke into a gallop,
letting their chestnut horses race

8  wherever they found the going good
on those well-known tracks. Meanwhile, a thane
of the king's household, a carrier of tales,

a traditional singer deeply schooled
in the lore of the past, linked a new theme

80 to a strict meter.” The man started
to recite with skill, rehearsing Beowulf's
triumphs and feats in well-fashioned lines,
entwining his words.

He told what he'd heard
repeated in songs about Sigemund's exploits,!

85 all of those many feats and marvels,
the struggles and wanderings of Waels's son,?

8. A lake or pool, although we learn later that it century Old Icelandic collection of legends known
has an outlet to the sea. Grendel's habitat. as the Volsung Saga. Analogous stories must have
9. lLe., an extemporaneous heroic poem in allit- been known to the poet and his audience, though
erative verse about Beowulf's deeds. details differ.

1. Tales about Sigemund, his nephew SinQotli 2. Waels is the father of Sigemund.

(Fitela), and his son Sigurth are found in a 13th-
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things unknown to anyone
except to Fitela, feuds and foul doings
confided by uncle to nephew when he felt
the urge to speak of them: always they had been
partners in the fight, friends in need.
They killed giants, their conquering swords
had brought them down.
After his death
Sigemund's glory grew and grew
because of his courage when he killed the dragon,
the guardian of the hoard. Under gray stone
he had dared to enter all by himself
to face the worst without Fitela.
But it came to pass that his sword plunged
right through those radiant scales
and drove into the wall The dragon died ofit.
His daring had given him total possession
of the treasure-hoard, his to dispose of
however he liked. He loaded a boat:
Waels's son weighted her hold
with dazzling spoils. The hot dragon melted.
Sigemund's name was known everywhere.
He was utterly valiant and venturesome,
a fence round his fighters and flourished therefore
after King Heremod's® prowess declined
and his campaigns slowed down. The king was betrayed,
ambushed in Jutland, overpowered
and done away with. The waves of his grief
had beaten him down, made him a burden,
a source of anxiety to his own nobles:
that expedition was often condemned
in those earlier times by experienced men,
men who relied on his lordship for redress,
who presumed that the part ofa prince was to thrive
on his father's throne and defend the nation,
the Shielding land where they lived and belonged,
its holdings and strongholds. Such was Beowulf
in the affection of his friends and of everyone alive.
But evil entered into Heremod.
They kept racing each other, urging their mounts
down sandy lanes. The light of day
broke and kept brightening. Bands of retainers
galloped in excitement to the gabled hall
to see the marvel; and the king himself,
guardian of the ring-hoard, goodness in person,
walked in majesty from the women's quarters
with a numerous train, attended by his queen
and her crowd of maidens, across to the mead-hall.
When Hrothgar arrived at the hall, he spoke,
standing on the steps, under the steep eaves,

3. Heremod was a had king, held up by the bard as the opposite of Beowulf, as Sigemund is held up as a
heroic prototype of Beowulf.
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gazing toward the roofwork and Grendel's talon:
"First and foremost, let the Almighty Father
be thanked for this sight. I suffered a long
harrowing by Grendel. But the Heavenly Shepherd
can work His wonders always and everywhere.
Not long since, it seemed I would never
be granted the slightest solace or relief
from any of my burdens: the best of houses
glittered and reeked and ran with blood.
This one worry outweighed all others—
a constant distress to counselors entrusted
with defending the people's forts from assault
by monsters and demons. But now a man,
with the Lord's assistance, has accomplished something
none of us could manage before now
for all our efforts. Whoever she was
who brought forth this flower of manhood,
if she is still alive, that woman can say
that in her labor the Lord of Ages
bestowed a grace on her. So now, Beowulf,
I adopt you in my heart as a dear son.
Nourish and maintain this new connection,
you noblest of men; there'll be nothing you'll want for,
no worldly goods that won't be yours.
I have often honored smaller achievements,
recognized warriors not nearly as worthy,
lavished rewards on the less deserving.
But you have made yourself immortal
by your glorious action. May the God of Ages
continue to keep and requite you well."

Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
"We have gone through with a glorious endeavor
and been much favored in this fight we dared
against the unknown. Nevertheless,
if you could have seen the monster himself
where he lay beaten, I would have been better pleased.
My plan was to pounce, pin him down
in a tight grip and grapple him to death—
have him panting for life, powerless and clasped
in my bare hands, his body in thrall.
But I couldn't stop him from slipping my hold.
The Lord allowed it, my lock on him
wasn't strong enough; he struggled fiercely
and broke and ran. Yet he bought his freedom
at a high price, for he left his hand
and arm and shoulder to show he had been here,
a cold comfort for having come among us.
And now he won't be long for this world.
He has done his worst but the wound will end him.
He is hasped and hooped and hirpling with pain,
limping and looped in it. Like a man outlawed
for wickedness, he must await
the mightyjudgment of God in majesty."

/
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There was less tampering and big talk then
980 from Unferth the boaster, less of his blather
as the hall-thanes eyed the awful proof
of the hero's prowess, the splayed hand
up under the eaves. Every nail,
claw-scale and spur, every spike
9% and welt on the hand of that heathen brute
was like barbed steel. Everybody said
there was no honed iron hard enough
to pierce him through, no time-proofed blade
that could cut his brutal, blood-caked claw.
990 Then the order was given for all hands
to help to refurbish Heorot immediately:
men and women thronging the wine-hall,
getting it ready. Gold thread shone
in the wall-hangings, woven scenes
9% that attracted and held the eye's attention.
But iron-braced as the inside of it had been,
that bright room lay in ruins now.
The very doors had been dragged from their hinges.
Only the roof remained unscathed
ioco by the time the guilt-fouled fiend turned tail
in despair of his life. But death is not easily
escaped from by anyone:
all of us with souls, earth-dwellers
and children of men, must make our way
1006  to a destination already ordained
where the body, after the banqueting,
sleeps on its deathbed.
Then the due time arrived
for Halfdane's son to proceed to the hall.
The king himself would sit down to feast.
1010 No group ever gathered in greater numbers
or better order around their ring-giver.
The benches filled with famous men
who fell to with relish; round upon round
of mead was passed; those powerful kinsmen,
1015 Hrothgar and Hrothulf, were in high spirits
in the raftered hall. Inside Heorot
there was nothing but friendship. The Shielding nation
was not yet familiar with feud and betrayal.*
Then Halfdane's son presented Beowulf
1020  with a gold standard as a victory gift,
an embroidered banner; also breast-mail
and a helmet; and a sword carried high,
that was both precious object and token of honor.
So Beowulf drank his drink, at ease;
105 it was hardly a shame to be showered with such gifts
in front of the hall-troops. There haven't been many
moments, | am sure, when men exchanged

4. Probably an ironic allusion to the future usurpation of the throne from Hrothgar's sons by Hrothulf,
although no such treachery is recorded of Hrothulf, who is the hero of other Germanic stories.
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four such treasures at so friendly a sitting.
An embossed ridge, a band lapped with wire
1B arched over the helmet: head-protection
to keep the keen-ground cutting edge
from damaging it when danger threatened
and the man was battling behind his shield.
Next the king ordered eight horses
1B  with gold bridles to be brought through the yard

into the hall. The harness of one

included a saddle of sumptuous design,
the battle-seat where the son of Halfdane
rode when he wished to join the sword-play:

140  wherever the killing and carnage were the worst,
he would be to the fore, fighting hard.
Then the Danish prince, descendant of Ing,
handed over both the arms and the horses,

urging Beowulf to use them well.

106 And so their leader, the lord and guard
of coffer and strongroom, with customary grace
bestowed upon Beowulf both sets of gifts.
A fair witness can see how well each one behaved.
The chieftain went on to reward the others:
130 each man on the bench who had sailed with Beowulf
and risked the voyage received a bounty,
some treasured possession. And compensation,
a price in gold, was settled for the Geat
Grendel had cruelly killed earlier—
15  as he would have killed more, had not mindful God
and one man's daring prevented that doom.
Past and present, God's will prevails.
Hence, understanding is always best
and a prudent mind. Whoever remains

icbo  for long here in this earthly life

will enjoy and endure more than enough.
They sang then and played to please the hero,
words and music for their warrior prince,
harp tunes and tales of adventure:
106  there were high times on the hall benches,
and the king's poet performed his part
with the saga of Finn and his sons, unfolding
the tale of the fierce attack in Friesland
where Hnaef, king of the Danes, met death.’

1070 Hildeburh
had little cause

5. The bard's lay is known as the Finnsburg Epi-
sode. Its allusive style makes the tale obscure in
many details, although some can be filled in from
a fragmentary Old English lay, which modern edi-
tors have entitled The Fight at Finnsburg. Hilde-
burh, the daughter of the former Danish king Hoc,
was married to Finn, king of Friesland, presumably
to help end a feud between their peoples. As the
episode opens, the feud has already broken out

again when a visiting party of Danes, led by Hil-
deburh's brother Hnaef, who has succeeded their
father, is attacked by a tribe called the Jutes. The
Jutes are subject to Finn but may be a clan distinct
from the Frisians, and Finn does not seem to have
instigated the attack. In the ensuing battle, both
Hnaef and the son of Hildeburh and Finn are
killed, and both sides suffer heavy losses.
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to credit the Jutes:
son and brother,
she lost them both
on the Dbattlefield.
She, bereft
and blameless, they
foredoomed, cut down
and spear-gored.  Site,
1075 the woman in shock,
waylaid by grief,
Hoe's  daughter—
how could she not
lament  Iter fate
when morning came
and the light broke
on her murdered dears?
And so farewell
delight on earth,
1080 war carried away
Finn's troop of thanes
all but a few.
How then could Finn
hold the Iine
or fight on
to the end with Hengest,
how save
the rump of his force
from that enemy chief?
1085 So a truce was offered
as follows:5  first
separate quarters
to be cleared for the Danes,
hall and throne
to be shared with the Frisians.
Tlten, second:
every day
at the dole-out of gifts
Finn, son of Focwald,
1090 should honor the Danes,
bestow with an even
hand to Hengest
and Hengest's men
the wrought-gold rings,
bounty to match
the measure he gave
his own  Frisians—
to keep morale
in the beer-hall high.
1095 Both sides then
sealed  their agreement.
With oaths to Hengest

6. The truce was offered by Finn to Hengest, who succeeded Hnaef as leader of the Danes.
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Finn swore
openly,  solemnly,
that the battle survivors
would be guaranteed
honor and status.
No  infringement
by word or deed,
no provocation
would be permitted.
Their own ring-giver
after all
was dead and gone,
they were leaderless,
in forced allegiance
to his murderer.
So if any Frisian
stirred up bad blood
with insinuations
or taunts about this,
the blade of the sword
would arbitrate it.
A funeral pyre
was then prepared,
effulgent gold
brought out from the hoard.
The pride and prince
of the Shieldings Ilay
awaiting the flame.
Everywhere
there were blood-plastered
coats of mail.
The pyre was heaped
with  boar-shaped helmets
forged in gold,
with the gashed corpses
of wellborn  Danes—
many  had fallen.
Then Hildeburh
ordered her own
son's body
be burnt with Hnaefs,
the flesh on his bones
to sputter and blaze
beside his uncle’s.
The woman wailed
and sang keens,
the warrior went up.”
Carcass flame
swirled and fumed,
they stood round the burial

7. The meaning may be that the warrior was placed up on the pyre, or went up in smoke. "Keens": lam-
entations or dirges for the dead.
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mound and howled
as heads melted,
crusted  gashes
spattered and ran
bloody  matter.
The glutton element
flamed and  consumed
1125 the dead of both sides.
Their great days were gone.
Warriors  scattered
to homes and forts
all over Friesland,
fewer now, feeling
loss  offriends.
Hengest  stayed,
lived out that whole
resentful, blood-sullen
1130 winter with Finn,
homesick and  helpless.
No  ring-whorled prow
could up then
and away on the sea.
Wind and water
raged with storms,
wave and shingle
were shackled in ice
until another year
ii35 appeared in the yard
as it does to this day,
the seasons constant,
the wonder of light
coming over Uus.
Then winter was gone,
earth’s lap grew lovely,
longing  woke
in the cooped-up exile
for a voyage home—
1 140 but more for vengeance,
some way of bringing
things to a head:
his sword arm hanlzered
to greet the Jutes.
So he did not balk
once  Hunlafing
placed on his lap
Dazzle-the-Duel,
the best sword of all®
1145 whose edges Jutes
knew only too well.
Thus blood was spilled,

8. Hunlafing may be the son of a Danish warrior called Hunlaf. The placing of the sword in Hengest's lap
is a symbolic call for revenge.
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the gallant Finn
slain in his home
after Guthlaf and Oslaf®
hack from their voyage
made old accusation:
the brutal ambush,
the fate they had suffered,
all blamed on Finn.
The wildness in them
had to brim over.
The hall ran red
with blood of enemies.
Finn was cut down,
the queen brought away
and everything
the Shieldings could find
inside Finn's walls—
the Frisian king's
gold collars and gemstones—
swept off to the ship.
Over sea-lanes then
back to Daneland
the warrior troop
bore that lady home.

The poem was over,
the poet had performed, a pleasant murmur
started on the benches, stewards did the rounds
with wine in splendid jugs, and Wealhtheow came to sit
in her gold crown between two good men,
uncle and nephew, each one of whom
still trusted the other;' and the forthright Unferth,
admired by all for his mind and courage
although under a cloud for killing his brothers,
reclined near the king.

The queen spoke:

"Enjoy this drink, my most generous lord;
raise up your goblet, entertain the Geats
duly and gently, discourse with them,
be open-handed, happy and fond.
Relish their company, but recollect as well
all of the boons that have been bestowed on you.
The bright court of Heorot has been cleansed
and now the word is that you want to adopt
this warrior as a son. So, while you may,
bask in your fortune, and then bequeath
kingdom and nation to your kith and kin,
before your decease. I am certain of Hrothulf.
He is noble and will use the young ones well.

/

9. It is not clear whether the Danes have traveled once the weather allows them to take ship.
home and then returned to Friesland with rein- 1. See n. 4, p. 54.
forcements, or whether the Danish survivors attack
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He will not let you down. Should you die before him,
he will treat our children truly and fairly.
He will honor, I am sure, our two sons,
repay them in kind, when he recollects

iigs  all the good things we gave him once,
the favor and respect he found in his childhood."
She turned then to the bench where her boys sat,
Hrethric and Hrothmund, with other nobles' sons,
all the youth together; and that good man,

ii9% Beowulf the Geat, sat between the brothers.

The cup was carried to him, kind words

spoken in welcome and a wealth of wrought gold
graciously bestowed: two arm bangles,
a mail-shirt and rings, and the most resplendent

ii9  torque of gold I ever heard tell of

anywhere on earth or under heaven.

There was no hoard like it since Hama snatched

the Brosings' neck-chain and bore it away

with its gems and settings to his shining fort,
120 away from Eormenric's wiles and hatred,?

and thereby ensured his eternal reward.

Hygelac the Geat, grandson of Swerting,

wore this neck-ring on his last raid;3

at bay under his banner, he defended the booty,
X5  treasure he had won. Fate swept him away

because of his proud need to provoke

a feud with the Frisians. He fell beneath his shield,

in the same gem-crusted, kingly gear

he had worn when he crossed the frothing wave-vat.
120 So the dead king fell into Frankish hands.

They took his breast-mail, also his neck-torque,

and punier warriors plundered the slain

when the carnage ended; Geat corpses

covered the field.

Applause filled the hall.
1215 Then Wealhtheow pronounced in the presence of the company:
"Take delight in this torque, dear Beowulf,
wear it for luck and wear also this mail
from our people's armory: may you prosper in them!
Be acclaimed for strength, for kindly guidance
120  to these two boys, and your bounty will be sure.
You have won renown: you are known to all men

far and near, now and forever.

Your sway is wide as the wind's home,

as the sea around cliffs. And so, my prince,
125 I wish you a lifetime's luck and blessings

to enjoy this treasure. Treat my sons

2. The necklace presented to Beowulfis compared
to one worn by the goddess Freya in Germanic
mythology. In another story it was stolen by Hama
from the Gothic king Eormenric, who is treated as
a tyrant in Germanic legend, but how Eormenric
came to possess it is not known.

3. Later we learn that Beowulf gave the necklace

to Hygd, the queen of his lord Hygelac. Hygelac is
here said to have been wearing it on his last expe-
dition. This is the first of several allusions to Hyge-
lac's death on a raid up the Rhine, the one incident
in the poem that can be connected to a historical
event documented elsewhere.
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with tender care, be strong and kind.

Here each comrade is true to the other,

loyal to lord, loving in spirit.

The thanes have one purpose, the people are ready:

having drunk and pledged, the ranks do as I bid."
She moved then to her place. Men were drinking wine

at that rare feast; how could they know fate,

the grim shape of things to come,

the threat looming over many thanes

as night approached and King Hrothgar prepared

to retire to his quarters? Retainers in great numbers

were posted on guard as so often in the past.

Benches were pushed back, bedding gear and bolsters

spread across the floor, and one man

lay down to his rest, already marked for death.

At their heads they placed their polished timber

battle-shields; and on the bench above them,

each man's kit was kept to hand:

a towering war-helmet, webbed mail-shirt

and great-shafted spear. It was their habit

always and everywhere to be ready for action,

at home or in the camp, in whatever case

and at whatever time the need arose

to rally round their lord. They were a right people.

[ANOTHER ATTACK]

They went to sleep. And one paid dearly
for his night's ease, as had happened to them often,
ever since Grendel occupied the gold-hall,
committing evil until the end came,
death after his crimes. Then it became clear,
obvious to everyone once the fight was over,
that an avenger lurked and was still alive,
grimly biding time. Grendel's mother,
monstrous hell-bride, brooded on her wrongs.
She had been forced down into fearful waters,
the cold depths, after Cain had killed
his father's son, felled his own
brother with a sword. Branded an outlaw,
marked by having murdered, he moved into the wilds,
shunned company and joy. And from Cain there sprang
misbegotten spirits, among them Grendel,
the banished and accursed, due to come to grips
with that watcher in Heorot waiting to do battle.
The monster wrenched and wrestled with him,
but Beowulf was mindful of his mighty strength,
the wondrous gifts God had showered on him:
he relied for help on the Lord of All,
on His care and favor. So he overcame the foe,
brought down the hell-brute. Broken and bowed,
outcast from all sweetness, the enemy of mankind
made for his death-den. But now his mother

/
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had sallied forth on a savage journey,
grief-racked and ravenous, desperate for revenge.
She came to Heorot. There, inside the hall,
Danes lay asleep, earls who would soon endure
a great reversal, once Grendel's mother
attacked and entered. Her onslaught was less
only by as much as an amazon warrior's
strength is less than an armed man's
when the hefted sword, its hammered edge
and gleaming blade slathered in blood,
razes the sturdy boar-ridge off a helmet.
Then in the hall, hard-honed swords
were grabbed from the bench, many a broad shield
lifted and braced; there was little thought of helmets
or woven mail when they woke in terror.
The hell-dam was in panic, desperate to get out,
in mortal terror the moment she was found.
She had pounced and taken one of the retainers
in a tight hold, then headed for the fen.
To Hrothgar, this man was the most beloved
of the friends he trusted between the two seas.
She had done away with a great warrior,
ambushed him at rest.
Beowulf was elsewhere.
Earlier, after the award of the treasure,
the Geat had been given another lodging.
There was uproar in Heorot. She had snatched their trophy,
Grendel's bloodied hand. It was a fresh blow
to the afflicted bawn. The bargain was hard,
both parties having to pay
with the lives of friends. And the old lord,
the gray-haired warrior, was heartsore and weary
when he heard the news: his highest-placed adviser,
his dearest companion, was dead and gone.
Beowulf was quickly brought to the chamber:
the winner of fights, the arch-warrior,
came first-footing in with his fellow troops
to where the king in his wisdom waited,
still wondering whether Almighty God
would ever turn the tide of his misfortunes.
So Beowulf entered with his band in attendance
and the wooden floorboards banged and rang
as he advanced, hurrying to address
the prince of the Ingwins, asking if he'd rested
since the urgent summons had come as a surprise.
Then Hrothgar, the Shieldings' helmet, spoke:
"Rest? What is rest? Sorrow has returned.
Alas for the Danes! Aeschere is dead.
He was Yrmenlaf's elder brother
and a soul-mate to me, a true mentor,
my right-hand man when the ranks clashed
and our boar-crests had to take a battering
in the line of action. Aeschere was everything



the world admires in a wise man and a friend.
Then this roaming killer came in a fury
and slaughtered him in Heorot. Where she is hiding,
glutting on the corpse and glorying in her escape,
I cannot tell; she has taken up the feud
because of last night, when you killed Grendel,
wrestled and racked him in ruinous combat
since for too long he had terrorized us
with his depredations. He died in battle,
paid with his life; and now this powerful
other one arrives, this force for evil
driven to avenge her kinsman's death.
Or so it seems to thanes in their grief,
in the anguish every thane endures
at the loss of a ring-giver, now that the hand
that bestowed so richly has been stilled in death.

'l have heard it said by my people in hall,
counselors who live in the upland country,
that they have seen two such creatures
prowling the moors, huge marauders
from some other world. One of these things,
as far as anyone ever can discern,
looks like a woman; the other, warped
in the shape of a man, moves beyond the pale
bigger than any man, an unnatural birth
called Grendel by the country people
in former days. They are fatherless creatures,
and their whole ancestry is hidden in a past
of demons and ghosts. They dwell apart
among wolves on the hills, on windswept crags
and treacherous keshes, where cold streams
pour down the mountain and disappear
under mist and moorland.

A few miles from here

a frost-stiffened wood waits and keeps watch
above a mere; the overhanging bank
is a maze of tree-roots mirrored in its surface.
At night there, something uncanny happens:
the water burns. And the mere bottom
has never been sounded by the sons of men.
On its bank, the heather-stepper halts:
the hart in flight from pursuing hounds
will turn to face them with firm-set horns
and die in the wood rather than dive
beneath its surface. That is no good place.
When wind blows up and stormy weather
makes clouds scud and the skies weep,
out of its depths a dirty surge
is pitched toward the heavens. Now help depends
again on you and on you alone.
The gap of danger where the demon waits
is still unknown to you. Seek it if you dare.
I will compensate you for settling the feud

BEOWULF
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as I did the last time with lavish wealth,
coffers of coiled gold, if you come back."

[BEOWULF FIGHTS GRENDEL'S MOTHER]

Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
"Wise sir, do not grieve. It is always better
to avenge dear ones than to indulge in mourning.
For every one of us, living in this world
means waiting for our end. Let whoever can
win glory before death. When a warrior is gone,
that will be his best and only bulwark.
So arise, my lord, and let us immediately
set forth on the trail of this troll-dam.
I guarantee you: she will not get away,
not to dens under ground nor upland groves
nor the ocean floor. She'll have nowhere to flee to.
Endure your troubles today. Bear up
and be the man I expect you to be."
With that the old lord sprang to his feet
and praised God for EJeowulf's pledge.
Then a bit and halter were brought for his horse
with the plaited mane. The wise king mounted
the royal saddle and rode out in style
with a force of shield-bearers. The forest paths
were marked all over with the monster's tracks,
her trail on the ground wherever she had gone
across the dark moors, dragging away
the body of that thane, Hrothgar's best
counselor and overseer of the country.
So the noble prince proceeded undismayed
up fells and screes, along narrow footpaths
and ways where they were forced into single file,
ledges on cliffs above lairs of water-monsters.
He went in front with a few men,
good judges of the lie of the land,
and suddenly discovered the dismal wood,
mountain trees growing out at an angle
above gray stones: the bloodshot water
surged underneath. It was a sore blow
to all of the Danes, friends of the Shieldings,
a hurt to each and every one
of that noble company when they came upon
Aeschere's head at the foot of the cliff.
Everybody gazed as the hot gore
kept wallowing up and an urgent war-horn
repeated its notes: the whole party
sat down to watch. The water was infested
with all kinds of reptiles. There were writhing sea-dragons
and monsters slouching on slopes by the cliff,
serpents and wild things such as those that often
surface at dawn to roam the sail-road
and doom the voyage. Down they plunged,
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lashing in anger at the loud call
of the battle-bugle. An arrow from the bow
of the Geat chief got one of them
as he surged to the surface: the seasoned shaft
45 stuck deep in his flank and his freedom in the water
got less and less. It was his last swim.
He was swiftly overwhelmed in the shallows,
prodded by barbed boar-spears,
cornered, beaten, pulled up on the bank,
40 a strange lake-birth, a loathsome catch
men gazed at in awe.
Beowulf got ready,
donned his war-gear, indifferent to death;
his mighty, hand-forged, fine-webbed mail
would soon meet with the menace underwater.
46 It would keep the bone-cage of his body safe:
no enemy's clasp could crush him in it,
no vicious armlock choke his life out.
To guard his head he had a glittering helmet
that was due to be muddied on the mere bottom
40 and blurred in the upswirl. It was of beaten gold,
princely headgear hooped and hasped
by a weapon-smith who had worked wonders
in days gone by and adorned it with boar-shapes;
since then it had resisted every sword.
45 And another item lent by Unferth
at that moment of need was of no small importance:
the brehon* handed him a hilted weapon,
a rare and ancient sword named Hrunting.
The iron blade with its ill-boding patterns
460 had been tempered in blood. It had never failed
the hand of anyone who hefted it in battle,
anyone who had fought and faced the worst
in the gap of danger. This was not the first time
it had been called to perform heroic feats.
145 When he lent that blade to the better swordsman,
Unferth, the strong-built son of Ecglaf,
could hardly have remembered the ranting speech
he had made in his cups. He was not man enough
to face the turmoil of a fight under water
40 and the risk to his life. So there he lost
fame and repute. It was different for the other
rigged out in his gear, ready to do battle.
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
"Wisest of kings, now that I have come
45  to the point of action, I ask you to recall
what we said earlier: that you, son of Halfdane
and gold-friend to retainers, that you, if I should fall
and suffer death while serving your cause,
would act like a father to me afterward.

4. One of an ancient class of lawyers in Ireland [Translator's note]. The Old English word for Unferth's
office, thyle, has been interpreted as "orator" and "spokesman."
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If this combat kills me, take care

of my young company, my comrades in arms.
And be sure also, my beloved Hrothgar,

to send Hygelac the treasures I received.

Let the lord of the Geats gaze on that gold,
let Hrethel's son take note of it and see

that I found a ring-giver of rare magnificence
and enjoyed the good of his generosity.

And Unferth is to have what I inherited:

to that far-famed man I bequeath my own
sharp-honed, wave-sheened wonder-blade.
With Hrunting I shall gain glory or die."

After these words, the prince of the Weather-Geats
was impatient to be away and plunged suddenly:
without more ado, he dived into the heaving
depths of the lake. It was the best part of a day
before he could see the solid bottom.

Quickly the one who haunted those waters,
who had scavenged and gone her gluttonous rounds
for a hundred seasons, sensed a human
observing her outlandish lair from above.

So she lunged and clutched and managed to catch him
in her brutal grip; but his body, for all that,

remained unscathed: the mesh of the chain-mail
saved him on the outside. Her savage talons

failed to rip the web of his war-shirt.

Then once she touched bottom, that wolfish swimmer
carried the ring-mailed prince to her court

so that for all his courage he could never use

the weapons he carried; and a bewildering horde
came at him from the depths, droves of sea-beasts
who attacked with tusks and tore at his chain-mail

in a ghastly onslaught. The gallant man

could see he had entered some hellish turn-hole

and yet the water there did not work against him
because the hall-roofing held off

the force of the current; then he saw firelight,

a gleam and flare-up, a glimmer of brightness.

The hero observed that swamp-thing from hell,
the tarn-hag in all her terrible strength,
then heaved his war-sword and swung his arm:
the decorated blade came down ringing
and singing on her head. But he soon found
his battle-torch extinguished; the shining blade
refused to bite. It spared her and failed
the man in his need. It had gone through many
hand-to-hand fight, had hewed the armor
and helmets of the doomed, but here at last
the fabulous powers of that heirloom failed.

Hygelac's kinsman kept thinking about
his name and fame: he never lost heart.

Then, in a fury, he flung his sword away.
The keen, inlaid, worm-loop-patterned steel
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was hurled to the ground: he would have to rely
on the might of his arm. So must a man do
who intends to gain enduring glory
in a combat. Life doesn't cost him a thought.
Then the prince of War-Geats, warming to this fight
with Grendel's mother, gripped her shoulder
and laid about him in a battle frenzy:
he pitched his killer opponent to the floor
but she rose quickly and retaliated,
grappled him tightly in her grim embrace.
The sure-footed fighter felt daunted,
the strongest of warriors stumbled and fell.
So she pounced upon him and pulled out
a broad, whetted knife: now she would avenge
her only child. But the mesh of chain-mail
on Beowulf's shoulder shielded his life,
turned the edge and tip of the blade.
The son of Ecgtheow would have surely perished
and the Geats lost their warrior under the wide earth
had the strong links and locks of his war-gear
not helped to save him: holy God
decided the victory. It was easy for the Lord,
the Ruler of Heaven, to redress the balance
once Beowulf got back up on his feet.
Then he saw a blade that boded well,
a sword in her armory, an ancient heirloom
from the days of the giants, an ideal weapon,
one that any warrior would envy,
but so huge and heavy of itself
only Beowulf could wield it in a battle.
So the Shieldings' hero hard-pressed and enraged,
took a firm hold of the hilt and swung
the blade in an arc, a resolute blow
that bit deep into her neck-bone
and severed it entirely, toppling the doomed
house of her flesh; she fell to the floor.
The sword dripped blood, the swordsman was elated.
A light appeared and the place brightened
the way the sky does when heaven's candle
is shining clearly. He inspected the vault:
with sword held high, its hilt raised
to guard and threaten, Hygelac's thane
scouted by the wall in Grendel's wake.
Now the weapon was to prove its worth.
The warrior determined to take revenge
for every gross act Grendel had committed—
and not only for that one occasion
when he'd come to slaughter the sleeping troops,
fifteen of Hrothgar's house-guards
surprised on their benches and ruthlessly devoured,
and as many again carried away,
a brutal plunder. Beowulfin his fury
now settled that score: he saw the monster
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in his resting place, war-weary and wrecked,
a lifeless corpse, a casualty
of the battle in Heorot. The body gaped
at the stroke dealt to it after death:
150  Beowulf cut the corpse's head off.
Immediately the counselors keeping a lookout
with Hrothgar, watching the lake water,
saw a heave-up and surge of waves
and blood in the backwash. They bowed gray heads,
155  spoke in their sage, experienced way
about the good warrior, how they never again
expected to see that prince returning
in triumph to their king. It was clear to many
that the wolf of the deep had destroyed him forever.
600 The ninth hour of the day arrived.
The brave Shieldings abandoned the cliff-top
and the king went home; but sick at heart,
staring at the mere, the strangers held on.
They wished, without hope, to behold their lord,
Beowulf himself.
166 Meanwhile, the sword
began to wilt into gory icicles
to slather and thaw. It was a wonderful thing,
the way it all melted as ice melts
when the Father eases the fetters off the frost
i6io and unravels the water-ropes, He who wields power
over time and tide: He is the true Lord.
The Geat captain saw treasure in abundance
but carried no spoils from those quarters
except for the head and the inlaid hilt
165 embossed with jewels; its blade had melted
and the scrollwork on it burned, so scalding was the blood
of the poisonous fiend who had perished there.
Then away he swam, the one who had survived
the fall of his enemies, flailing to the surface.
160 The wide water, the waves and pools,
were no longer infested once the wandering fiend
let go of her life and this unreliable world.
The seafarers' leader made for land,
resolutely swimming, delighted with his prize,
165  the mighty load he was lugging to the surface.
His thanes advanced in a troop to meet him,
thanking God and taking great delight
in seeing their prince back safe and sound.
Quickly the hero's helmet and mail-shirt
160  were loosed and unlaced. The lake settled,
clouds darkened above the bloodshot depths.
With high hearts they headed away
along footpaths and trails through the fields,
roads that they knew, each of them wrestling
165  with the head they were carrying from the lakeside cliff,
men kingly in their courage and capable
of difficult work. It was a task for four
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to hoist Grendel's head on a spear
and bear it under strain to the bright hall.
But soon enough they neared the place,
fourteen Geats in fine fettle,
striding across the outlying ground
in a delighted throng around their leader.

In he came then, the thanes' commander,
the arch-warrior, to address Hrothgar:
his courage was proven, his glory was secure.
Grendel's head was hauled by the hair,
dragged across the floor where the people were drinking,
a horror for both queen and company to behold.
They stared in awe. It was an astonishing sight.

[ANOTHER CELEBRATION AT HEOROT]

Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
"So, son of Halfdane, prince of the Shieldings,
we are glad to bring this booty from the lake.
It is a token of triumph and we tender it to you.
I barely survived the battle under water.
It was hard-fought, a desperate affair
that could have gone badly; if God had not helped me,
the outcome would have been quick and fatal.
Although Hrunting is hard-edged,
I could never bring it to bear in battle.
But the Lord of Men allowed me to behold—
for He often helps the unbefriended—
an ancient sword shining on the wall,
a weapon made for giants, there for the wielding.
Then my moment came in the combat and I struck
the dwellers in that den. Next thing the damascened
sword blade melted; it bloated and it burned
in their rushing blood. I have wrested the hilt
from the enemies' hand, avenged the evil
done to the Danes; it is what was due.
And this I pledge, O prince of the Shieldings:
you can sleep secure with your company of troops
in Heorot Hall. Never need you fear
for a single thane of your sept or nation,
young warriors or old, that laying waste of life
that you and your people endured of yore."
Then the gold hilt was handed over
to the old lord, a relic from long ago
for the venerable ruler. That rare smithwork
was passed on to the prince of the Danes
when those devils perished; once death removed
that murdering, guilt-steeped, God-cursed fiend,
eliminating his unholy life
and his mother's as well, it was willed to that king
who of all the lavish gift-lords of the north
was the best regarded between the two seas.
Hrothgar spoke; he examined the hilt,
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that relic of old times. It was engraved all over
and showed how war first came into the world

i% and the flood destroyed the tribe of giants.

They suffered a terrible severance from the Lord;
the Almighty made the waters rise,

drowned them in the deluge for retribution.

In pure gold inlay on the sword-guards

165  there were rune-markings correctly incised,
stating and recording for whom the sword
had been first made and ornamented
with its scrollworked hilt. Then everyone hushed
as the son of Halfdane spoke this wisdom:

10  "A protector of his people, pledged to uphold
truth and justice and to respect tradition,
is entitled to affirm that this man
was born to distinction. Beowulf, my friend,
your fame has gone far and wide,

IAp  you are known everywhere. In all things you are even-tempered,
prudent and resolute. So I stand firm by the promise of friendship
we exchanged before. Forever you will be
your people's mainstay and your own warriors'
helping hand.

Heremod was different,
1710  the way he behaved to Ecgwela's sons.
His rise in the world brought little joy
to the Danish people, only death and destruction.
He vented his rage on men he caroused with,
killed his own comrades, a pariah king

175 who cut himself off from his own kind,
even though Almighty God had made him
eminent and powerful and marked him from the start
for a happy life. But a change happened,
he grew bloodthirsty, gave no more rings

170  to honor the Danes. He suffered in the end
for having plagued his people for so long:
his life lost happiness.

So learn from this
and understand true values. I who tell you
have wintered into wisdom.
It is a great wonder

175  how Almighty God in His magnificence
favors our race with rank and scope
and the gift of wisdom; His sway is wide.
Sometimes He allows the mind of a man
of distinguished birth to follow its bent,

170  grants him fulfillment and felicity on earth
and forts to command in his own country.

He permits him to lord it in many lands
until the man in his unthinkingness
forgets that it will ever end for him.

175  He indulges his desires; illness and old age
mean nothing to him; his mind is untroubled
by envy or malice or the thought of enemies
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with their hate-honed swords. The whole world
conforms to his will, he is kept from the worst
until an element of overweening
enters him and takes hold
while the soul's guard, its sentry, drowses,
grown too distracted. A killer stalks him,
an archer who draws a deadly bow.
And then the man is hit in the heart,
the arrow flies beneath his defenses,
the devious promptings of the demon start.
His old possessions seem paltry to him now.
He covets and resents; dishonors custom
and bestows no gold; and because of good things
that the Heavenly Powers gave him in the past
he ignores the shape of things to come.
Then finally the end arrives
when the body he was lent collapses and falls
prey to its death; ancestral possessions
and the goods he hoarded are inherited by another
who lets them go with a liberal hand.
"O flower of warriors, beware of that trap.
Choose, dear Beowulf, the better part,
eternal rewards. Do not give way to pride.
For a brief while your strength is in bloom
but it fades quickly; and soon there will follow
illness or the sword to lay you low,
or a sudden fire or surge of water
or jabbing blade orjavelin from the air
or repellent age. Your piercing eye
will dim and darken; and death will arrive,
dear warrior, to sweep you away.
"Just so I ruled the Ring-Danes' country
for fifty years, defended them in wartime
with spear and sword against constant assaults
by many tribes: I came to believe
my enemies had faded from the face of the earth.
Still, what happened was a hard reversal
from bliss to grief. Grendel struck
after lying in wait. He laid waste to the land
and from that moment my mind was in dread
of his depredations. So I praise God
in His heavenly glory that I lived to behold
this head dripping blood and that after such harrowing
I can look upon it in triumph at last.
Take your place, then, with pride and pleasure,
and move to the feast. Tomorrow morning
our treasure will be shared and showered upon you."
The Geat was elated and gladly obeyed
the old man's bidding; he sat on the bench.
And soon all was restored, the same as before.
Happiness came back, the hall was thronged,
and a banquet set forth; black night fell
and covered them in darkness.
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Then the company rose
for the old campaigner: the gray-haired prince
was ready for bed. And a need for rest
came over the brave shield-bearing Geat.
He was a weary seafarer, far from home,
so immediately a house-guard guided him out,
one whose office entailed looking after
whatever a thane on the road in those days
might need or require. It was noble courtesy.

[BEOWULF RETURNS HOME]

That great heart rested. The hall towered,
gold-shingled and gabled, and the guest slept in it
until the black raven with raucous glee
announced heaven's joy, and a hurry of brightness
overran the shadows. Warriors rose quickly,
impatient to be off: their own country
was beckoning the nobles; and the bold voyager
longed to be aboard his distant boat.
Then that stalwart fighter ordered Hrunting
to be brought to Unferth, and bade Unferth
take the sword and thanked him for lending it.
He said he had found it a friend in battle
and a powerful help; he put no blame
on the blade's cutting edge. He was a considerate man.
And there the warriors stood in their war-gear,
eager to go, while their honored lord
approached the platform where the other sat.
The undaunted hero addressed Hrothgar.
Beowulf, son of Ecghteow, spoke:
"Now we who crossed the wide sea
have to inform you that we feel a desire
to return to Hygelac. Here we have been welcomed
and thoroughly entertained. You have treated us well.
If there is any favor on earth I can perform
beyond deeds of arms I have done already,
anything that would merit your affections more,
I shall act, my lord, with alacrity.
If ever I hear from across the ocean
that people on your borders are threatening battle
as attackers have done from time to time,
I shall land with a thousand thanes at my back
to help your cause. Hygelac may be young
to rule a nation, but this much I know
about the king of the Geats: he will come to my aid
and want to support me by word and action
in your hour of need, when honor dictates
that I raise a hedge of spears around you.
Then if Hrethric should think about traveling
as a king's son to the court of the Geats,
he will find many friends. Foreign places
yield more to one who is himself worth meeting."
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Hrothgar spoke and answered him:

"The Lord in his wisdom sent you those words
and they came from the heart. I have never heard
so young a man make truer observations.

You are strong in body and mature in mind,
impressive in speech. If it should come to pass
that Hrethel's descendant dies beneath a spear,
if deadly battle or the sword blade or disease
fells the prince who guards your people

and you are still alive, then I firmly believe

the seafaring Geats won't find a man

worthier of acclaim as their king and defender
than you, if only you would undertake

the lordship of your homeland. My liking for you
deepens with time, dear Beowulf.

What you have done is to draw two peoples,

the Geat nation and us neighboring Danes,

into shared peace and a pact of friendship

in spite of hatreds we have harbored in the past.
For as long as I rule this far-flung land

treasures will change hands and each side will treat
the other with gifts; across the gannet's bath,
over the broad sea, whorled prows will bring
presents and tokens. I know your people

are beyond reproach in every respect,

steadfast in the old way with friend or foe."

Then the earls' defender furnished the hero
with twelve treasures and told him to set out,
sail with those gifts safely home
to the people he loved, but to return promptly.
And so the good and gray-haired Dane,
that highborn king, kissed Beowulf
and embraced his neck, then broke down
in sudden tears. Two forebodings
disturbed him in his wisdom, but one was stronger:
nevermore would they meet each other
face to face. And such was his affection
that he could not help being overcome:
his fondness for the man was so deep-founded,
it warmed his heart and wound the heartstrings
tight in his breast.

The embrace ended
and Beowulf, glorious in his gold regalia,
stepped the green earth. Straining at anchor
and ready for boarding, his boat awaited him.
So they went on their journey, and Hrothgar's generosity
was praised repeatedly. He was a peerless king
until old age sapped his strength and did him
mortal harm, as it has done so many.

Down to the waves then, dressed in the web
of their chain-mail and war-shirts the young men marched
in high spirits. The coast-guard spied them,
thanes setting forth, the same as before.

/
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His salute this time from the top of the cliff

was far from unmannerly; he galloped to meet them
and as they took ship in their shining gear,

he said how welcome they would be in Geatland.
Then the broad hull was beached on the sand

to be cargoed with treasure, horses and war-gear.
The curved prow motioned; the mast stood high
above Hrothgar's riches in the loaded hold.

The guard who had watched the boat was given
a sword with gold fittings, and in future days
that present would make him a respected man
at his place on the mead-bench.

Then the keel plunged
and shook in the sea; and they sailed from Denmark.

Right away the mast was rigged with its sea-shawl;
sail-ropes were tightened, timbers drummed
and stiff winds kept the wave-crosser
skimming ahead; as she heaved forward,
her foamy neck was fleet and buoyant,

a lapped prow loping over currents,

until finally the Geats caught sight of coastline
and familiar cliffs. The keel reared up,

wind lifted it home, it hit on the land.

The harbor guard came hurrying out
to the rolling water: he had watched the offing
long and hard, on the lookout for those friends.
With the anchor cables, he moored their craft
right where it had beached, in case a backwash
might catch the hull and carry it away.

Then he ordered the prince's treasure-trove
to be carried ashore. It was a short step

from there to where Hrethel's son and heir,
Hygelac the gold-giver, makes his home

on a secure cliff, in the company of retainers.

The building was magnificent, the king majestic,
ensconced in his hall; and although Hygd, his queen,
was young, a few short years at court,
her mind was thoughtful and her manners sure.
Haereth's daughter behaved generously
and stinted nothing when she distributed
bounty to the Geats.

Great Queen Modthryth
perpetrated terrible wrongs.’
If any retainer ever made bold
to look her in the face, if an eye not her lord's®
stared at her directly during daylight,
the outcome was sealed: he was kept bound,

6. This could refer to her husband or her father

abruptly introduced as a foil to Queen Hygd's vir-
tues. A transitional passage may have been lost, but
the poet's device is similar to that of using the ear-
lier reference to the wickedness of King Heremod
to contrast with the good qualities of Sigemund
and Beowulf.

before her marriage. The story resembles folktales
about a proud princess whose unsuccessful suitors
are all put to death, although the unfortunate vic-
tims in this case seem to be guilty only of looking
at her.
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in hand-tightened shackles, racked, tortured

until doom was pronounced—death by the sword,

slash of blade, blood-gush, and death-qualms

in an evil display. Even a queen

outstanding in beauty must not overstep like that.

A queen should weave peace, not punish the innocent

with loss of life for imagined insults.

But Hemming's kinsman” put a halt to her ways

and drinkers round the table had another tale:

she was less of a bane to people's lives,

less cruel-minded, after she was married

to the brave Offa, a bride arrayed

in her gold finery, given away

by a caring father, ferried to her young prince

over dim seas. In days to come

she would grace the throne and grow famous

for her good deeds and conduct of life,

her high devotion to the hero king

who was the best king, it has been said,

between the two seas or anywhere else

on the face of the earth. Offa was honored

far and wide for his generous ways,

his fighting spirit and his farseeing

defense of his homeland; from him there sprang Eomer,

Garmund's grandson, kinsman of Hemming,®

his warriors' mainstay and master of the field.
Heroic Beowulf and his band of men

crossed the wide strand, striding along

the sandy foreshore; the sun shone,

the world's candle warmed them from the south

as they hastened to where, as they had heard,

the young king, Ongentheow's killer

and his people's protector,” was dispensing rings

inside his bawn. Beowulf's return

was reported to Hygelac as soon as possible,

news that the captain was now in the enclosure,

his battle-brother back from the fray

alive and well, walking to the hall.

Room was quickly made, on the king's orders,

and the troops filed across the cleared floor.
After Hygelac had offered greetings

to his loyal thane in a lofty speech,

he and his kinsman, that hale survivor,

sat face to face. Haereth's daughter

moved about with the mead-jug in her hand,

taking care of the company, filling the cups

/
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know nothing about Hemming other than that
Offa was related to him. Offa II (757—96) was king
of Mercia, and although the story is about the sec-
ond Offa's ancestor on the Continent, this is the
only English connection in the poem and has been
taken as evidence to date its origins to 8th-century
Mercia.

8. Le., Eomer, Offa's son. See previous note. Gar-
mund was presumably the name of Offa's father.
9. ILe., Hygelac. Ongentheow was king of the
Swedish people called the Shylfings. This is the
first of the references to wars between the Geats
and the Swedes. One of Hygelac's war party named
Eofer was the actual slayer of Ongentheow.
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that warriors held out. Then Hygelac began
to put courteous questions to his old comrade
1985 in the high hall. He hankered to know
every tale the Sea-Geats had to tell:
"How did you fare on your foreign voyage,
dear Beowulf, when you abruptly decided
to sail away across the salt water
1990 and fight at Heorot? Did you help Hrothgar
much in the end? Could you ease the prince
of his well-known troubles? Your undertaking
cast my spirits down, I dreaded the outcome
of your expedition and pleaded with you
1995 long and hard to leave the killer be,
let the South-Danes settle their own
blood-feud with Grendel. So God be thanked
I am granted this sight of you, safe and sound."
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
2000 "What happened, Lord Hygelac, is hardly a secret
any more among men in this world—
myself and Grendel coming to grips
on the very spot where he visited destruction
on the Victory-Shieldings and violated
2005 life and limb, losses I avenged
so no earthly offspring of Grendel's
need ever boast of that bout before dawn,
no matter how long the last of his evil
family survives.
When I first landed
2010 I hastened to the ring-hall and saluted Hrothgar.
Once he discovered why I had come,
the son of Halfdane sent me immediately
to sit with his own sons on the bench.
It was a happy gathering. In my whole life
2015 I have never seen mead enjoyed more
in any hall on earth. Sometimes the queen
herself appeared, peace-pledge between nations,
to hearten the young ones and hand out
a torque to a warrior, then take her place.
2020 Sometimes Hrothgar's daughter distributed
ale to older ranks, in order on the benches:
I heard the company call her Freawaru
as she made her rounds, presenting men
with the gem-studded bowl, young bride-to-be
2025 to the gracious Ingeld,’ in her gold-trimmed attire.
The friend of the Shieldings favors her betrothal:
the guardian of the kingdom sees good in it
and hopes this woman will heal old wounds
and grievous feuds.
But generally the spear
2030 is prompt to retaliate when a prince is killed,

no matter how admirable the bride may be.

1. King of the Heatho-Bards; his father, Froda, was killed by the Danes.



2. One of the Heatho-Bard leaders.

3. lLe.,
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"Think how the Heatho-Bards are bound to feel,
their lord, Ingeld, and his loyal thanes,
when he walks in with that woman to the feast:
Danes are at the table, being entertained,
honored guests in glittering regalia,
burnished ring-mail that was their hosts' birthright,
looted when the Heatho-Bards could no longer wield
their weapons in the shield-clash, when they went down
with their beloved comrades and forfeited their lives.
Then an old spearman will speak while they are drinking,
having glimpsed some heirloom that brings alive
memories of the massacre; his mood will darken
and heart-stricken, in the stress of his emotion,
he will begin to test a young man's temper
and stir up trouble, starting like this:
'Now, my friend, don't you recognize
your father's sword, his favorite weapon,
the one he wore when he went out in his war-mask
to face the Danes on that final day?
After Withergeld? died and his men were doomed,
the Shieldings quickly claimed the field;
and now here's a son of one or other
of those same killers coming through our hall
overbearing us, mouthing boasts,
and rigged in armor that by right is yours.'
And so he keeps on, recalling and accusing,
working things up with bitter words
until one of the lady's retainers lies
spattered in blood, split open
on his father's account.? The killer knows
the lie of the land and escapes with his life.
Then on both sides the oath-bound lords
will break the peace, a passionate hate
will build up in Ingeld, and love for his bride
will falter in him as the feud rankles.
I therefore suspect the good faith of the Heatho-Bards,
the truth of their friendship and the trustworthiness
of their alliance with the Danes.

But now, my lord,
I shall carry on with my account of Grendel,
the whole story of everything that happened
in the hand-to-hand fight.
After heaven's gem

had gone mildly to earth, that maddened spirit,
the terror of those twilights, came to attack us
where we stood guard, still safe inside the hall.
There deadly violence came down on Hondscio
and he fell as fate ordained, the first to perish,
rigged out for the combat. A comrade from our ranks

the young Danish attendant is killed veteran of that campaign.

because his father killed the father of the young

/
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Heatho-Bard who has been egged on by the old
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had come to griefin Grendel's maw:
28 he ate up the entire body.
There was blood on his teeth, he was bloated and dangerous,
all roused up, yet still unready
to leave the hall empty-handed;
renowned for his might, he matched himself against me,
28  wildly reaching. He had this roomy pouch,
a strange accoutrement, intricately strung
and hung at the ready, a rare patchwork
of devilishly fitted dragon-skins.
I had done him no wrong, yet the raging demon
290 wanted to cram me and many another
into this bag—but it was not to be
once I got to my feet in a blind fury.
It would take too long to tell how I repaid
the terror of the land for every life he took
2% and so won credit for you, my king,
and for all your people. And although he got away
to enjoy life's sweetness for a while longer,
his right hand stayed behind him in Heorot,
evidence of his miserable overthrow
200  as he dived into murk on the mere bottom.
"I got lavish rewards from the lord of the Danes
for my part in the battle, beaten gold
and much else, once morning came
and we took our places at the banquet table.
216 There was singing and excitement: an old reciter,
a carrier of stories, recalled the early days.
At times some hero made the timbered harp
tremble with sweetness, or related true
and tragic happenings; at times the king
21i0  gave the proper turn to some fantastic tale,
or a battle-scarred veteran, bowed with age,
would begin to remember the martial deeds
of his youth and prime and be overcome
as the past welled up in his wintry heart.
2ii5 "We were happy there the whole day long
and enjoyed our time until another night
descended upon us. Then suddenly
the vehement mother avenged her son
and wreaked destruction. Death had robbed her,
2po  Geats had slain Grendel, so his ghastly dam
struck back and with bare-faced defiance
laid a man low. Thus life departed
from the sage Aeschere, an elder wise in counsel.
But afterward, on the morning following,
215 the Danes could not burn the dead body
nor lay the remains of the man they loved
on his funeral pyre. She had fled with the corpse
and taken refuge beneath torrents on the mountain.
It was a hard blow for Hrothgar to bear,
2130  harder than any he had undergone before.
And so the heartsore king beseeched me
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in your royal name to take my chances

underwater, to win glory

and prove my worth. He promised me rewards.

Hence, as is well known, I went to my encounter

with the terror-monger at the bottom of the tarn.

For a while it was hand-to-hand between us,

then blood went curling along the currents

and I beheaded Grendel's mother in the hall

with a mighty sword. I barely managed

to escape with my life; my time had not yet come.

But Halfdane's heir, the shelter of those earls,

again endowed me with gifts in abundance.
"Thus the king acted with due custom.

I was paid and recompensed completely,

given full measure and the freedom to choose

from Hothgar's treasures by Hrothgar himself.

These, King Hygelac, I am happy to present

to you as gifts. It is still upon your grace

that all favor depends. I have few kinsmen

who are close, my king, except for your kind self."

Then he ordered the boar-framed standard to be brought,

the battle-topping helmet, the mail-shirt gray as hoar-frost,

and the precious war-sword; and proceeded with his speech:

"When Hrothgar presented this war-gear to me
he instructed me, my lord, to give you some account
of why it signifies his special favor.
He said it had belonged to his older brother,
King Heorogar, who had long kept it,
but that Heorogar had never bequeathed it
to his son Heoroward, that worthy scion,
loyal as he was. Enjoy it well."
I heard four horses were handed over next.
Beowulf bestowed four bay steeds
to go with the armor, swift gallopers,
all alike. So ought a kinsman act,
instead of plotting and planning in secret
to bring people to grief, or conspiring to arrange
the death of comrades. The warrior king
was uncle to Beowulf and honored by his nephew:
each was concerned for the other's good.
I heard he presented Hygd with a gorget,
the priceless torque that the prince's daughter,
Wealhtheow, had given him; and three horses,
supple creatures brilliantly saddled.
The bright necklace would be luminous on Hygd's breast.
Thus Beowulf bore himself with valor;
he was formidable in battle yet behaved with honor
and took no advantage; never cut down
a comrade who was drunk, kept his temper
and, warrior that he was, watched and controlled
his God-sent strength and his outstanding
natural powers. He had been poorly regarded
for a long time, was taken by the Geats
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for less than he was worth:* and their lord too
had never much esteemed him in the mead-hall.
They firmly believed that he lacked force,
that the prince was a weakling; but presently
every affront to his deserving was reversed.

The battle-famed king, bulwark of his earls,
ordered a gold-chased heirloom of Hrethel's>
to be brought in; it was the best example
of a gem-studded sword in

This he laid on Beowulf's

the Geat treasury.
lap

and then rewarded him with land as well,
seven thousand hides; and a hall and a throne.
Both owned land by birth in that country,
ancestral grounds; but the greater right

and

sway were inherited by the higher born.

[THE DRAGON WAKES]

A lot was to happen in later days
in the fury of battle. Hygelac fell

and the shelter of Heardred's shield proved useless
against the fierce aggression of the Shylfings:®¢
ruthless swordsmen, seasoned campaigners,
they came against him and his conquering nation,

and with cruel force cut him down

so that afterwards

the wide kingdom

reverted to Beowulf.

He ruled it well

for fifty winters, grew old and wise

2210 as warden of the land

until one began

to dominate the dark, a dragon on the prowl. *

from the steep vaults of a

where he guarded a hoard;
unknown to men,

2215 to enter by it and interfere

with the heathen trove.

4. There is no other mention of Beowulf's
unpromising youth. This motif of the "Cinderella
hero" and others, such as Grendel's magic pouch,
are examples of folklore material, probably circu-
lating orally, that made its way into the poem.

5. Hygelac's father and Beowulf's grandfather.

6. There are several references, some of them
lengthy, to the wars between the Geats and the
Swedes. Because these are highly allusive and not
in chronological order, they are difficult to follow
and keep straight. This outline, along with the
Genealogies (p. 32), may serve as a guide. Phase I:
After the death of the Geat patriarch, King Hrethel
(lines 2462—70), Ohthere and Onela, the sons of
the Swedish king Ongentheow, invade Geat terri-
tory and inflict heavy casualties in a battle at
Hreosnahill (lines 2472-78). Phasc 2: The Geats
invade Sweden under Haethcyn, King Hrethel's
son who has succeeded him. At the battle of Rav-
enswood, the Geats capture Ongentheow's queen,
but Ongentheow counterattacks, rescues the

stone-roofed barrow
there was a hidden passage,

but someone’ managed

He had handled and removed

queen, and kills Haethcyn. Hygelac, Haethcyn's
younger brother, arrives with reinforcements;
Ongentheow is killed in savage combat with two of
Hygelac's men; and the Swedes are routed (lines
2479-89 and 2922-90). Phase 3: Eanmund and
Eadgils, the sons of Ohthere (presumably dead),
are driven into exile by their uncle Onela, who is
now king of the Swedes. They are given refuge by
Hygelac's son Heardred, who has succeeded his
father. Onela invades Geatland and kills Heardred;
his retainer Weohstan kills Eanmund; and after
the Swedes withdraw, Beowulfbecomes king (lines
2204-8, which follow, and 2379-90). Phase 4:
Eadgils, supported by Beowulf, invades Sweden
and kills Onela (lines 2391-96).

7. The following section was damaged by fire. In
lines 2215—31 entire words and phrases are miss-
ing or indicated by only a few letters. Editorial
attempts to reconstruct the text are conjectural
and often disagree.
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a gem-studded goblet; it gained him nothing,
though with a thief's wiles he had outwitted
the sleeping dragon. That drove him into rage,

as the people of that country would soon discover.

The intruder who broached the dragon's treasure
and moved him to wrath had never meant to.
It was desperation on the part of a slave
fleeing the heavy hand of some master,
guilt-ridden and on the run,
going to ground. But he soon began
to shake with terror;? in shock
the wretch

panicked and ran

away with the precious
metalwork. There were many other
heirlooms heaped inside the earth-house,
because long ago, with deliberate care,
some forgotten person had deposited the whole
rich inheritance of a highborn race
in this ancient cache. Death had come
and taken them all in times gone by
and the only one left to tell their tale,
the last of their line, could look forward to nothing
but the same fate for himself: he foresaw that his joy
in the treasure would be brief.

A newly constructed

barrow stood waiting, on a wide headland
close to the waves, its entryway secured.
Into it the keeper of the hoard had carried

all the goods and golden ware
worth preserving. His words were few:
"Now, earth, hold what earls once held
and heroes can no more; it was mined from you first
by honorable men. My own people

have been ruined in war; one by one
they went down to death, looked their last
on sweet life in the hall. I am left with nobody

to bear a sword or to burnish plated goblets,

put a sheen on the cup. The companies have departed.

The hard helmet, hasped with gold,

will be stripped of its hoops; and the helmet-shiner
who should polish the metal of the war-mask sleeps;
the coat of mail that came through all fights,
through shield-collapse and cut of sword,

decays with the warrior. Nor may webbed mail
range far and wide on the warlord's back

beside his mustered troops. No trembling harp,

no tuned timber, no tumbling hawk

swerving through the hall, no swift horse

pawing the courtyard. Pillage and slaughter

have emptied the earth of entire peoples.”

8. Lines 2227—30 are so damaged that they defy guesswork to reconstruct them.
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And so he mourned as he moved about the world,
deserted and alone, lamenting his unhappiness
day and night, until death's flood
20  brimmed up in his heart.
Then an old harrower of the dark
happened to find the hoard open,
the burning one who hunts out barrows,
the slick-skinned dragon, threatening the night sky
with streamers of fire. People on the farms
225  are in dread of him. He is driven to hunt out
hoards under ground, to guard heathen gold
through age-long vigils, though to little avail.
For three centuries, this scourge of the people
had stood guard on that stoutly protected
280 underground treasury, until the intruder
unleashed its fury; he hurried to his lord
with the gold-plated cup and made his plea
to be reinstated. Then the vault was rifled,
the ring-hoard robbed, and the wretched man
2%  had his request granted. His master gazed
on that find from the past for the first time.
When the dragon awoke, trouble flared again.
He rippled down the rock, writhing with anger
when he saw the footprints of the prowler who had stolen
290  too close to his dreaming head.
So may a man not marked by fate
easily escape exile and woe
by the grace of God.
The hoard-guardian
scorched the ground as he scoured and hunted
2%  for the trespasser who had troubled his sleep.
Hot and savage, he kept circling and circling
the outside of the mound. No man appeared
in that desert waste, but he worked himself up
by imagining battle; then back in he'd go
200 in search of the cup, only to discover
signs that someone had stumbled upon
the golden treasures. So the guardian of the mound,
the hoard-watcher, waited for the gloaming
with fierce impatience; his pent-up fury
2B  at the loss of the vessel made him long to hit back
and lash out in flames. Then, to his delight,
the day waned and he could wait no longer
behind the wall, but hurtled forth
in a fiery blaze. The first to suffer
2310  were the people on the land, but before long
it was their treasure-giver who would come to grief.
The dragon began to belch out flames
and burn bright homesteads; there was a hot glow
that scared everyone, for the vile sky-winger
B15 would leave nothing alive in his wake.
Everywhere the havoc he wrought was in evidence.
Far and near, the Geat nation
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bore the brunt of his brutal assaults
and virulent hate. Then back to the hoard
230  he would dart before daybreak, to hide in his den.
He had swinged the land, swathed it in flame,
in fire and burning, and now he felt secure
in the vaults of his barrow; but his trust was unavailing.
Then Beowulf was given bad news,
235 the hard truth: his own home,
the best of buildings, had been burned to a cinder,
the throne-room of the Geats. It threw the hero
into deep anguish and darkened his mood:
the wise man thought he must have thwarted
230  ancient ordinance of the eternal Lord,
broken His commandment. His mind was in turmoil,
unaccustomed anxiety and gloom
confused his brain; the fire-dragon
had razed the coastal region and reduced
235  forts and earthworks to dust and ashes,
so the war-king planned and plotted his revenge.
The warriors' protector, prince of the hall-troop,
ordered a marvelous all-iron shield
from his smithy works. He well knew
240 that linden boards would let him down
and timber burn. After many trials,
he was destined to face the end of his days,
in this mortal world, as was the dragon,
for all his long leasehold on the treasure.
PAZ5) Yet the prince of the rings was too proud
to line up with a large army
against the sky-plague. He had scant regard
for the dragon as a threat, no dread at all
of its courage or strength, for he had kept going
230 often in the past, through perils and ordeals
of every sort, after he had purged
Hrothgar's hall, triumphed in Heorot
and beaten Grendel. He outgrappled the monster
and his evil kin.
One of his cruelest
2¥5 hand-to-hand encounters had happened
when Hygelac, king of the Geats, was killed
in Friesland: the people's friend and lord,
Hrethel's son, slaked a swordblade's
thirst for blood. But Beowulf's prodigious
B0  gifts as a swimmer guaranteed his safety:
he arrived at the shore, shouldering thirty
battle-dresses, the booty he had won.
There was little for the Hetware® to be happy about
as they shielded their faces and fighting on the ground
25  began in earnest. With Beowulf against them,
few could hope to return home.
Across the wide sea, desolate and alone,

9. A tribe of the Franks allied with the Frisians.
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the son of Ecgtheow swam back to his people.
There Hygd offered him throne and authority
as lord of the ring-hoard: with Hygelac dead,
she had no belief in her son's ability
to defend their homeland against foreign invaders.
Yet there was no way the weakened nation
could get Beowulf to give in and agree
to be elevated over Heardred as his lord
or to undertake the office of kingship.
But he did provide support for the prince,
honored and minded him until he matured
as the ruler of Geatland.
Then over sea-roads

exiles arrived, sons of Ohthere.!
They had rebelled against the best of all
the sea-kings in Sweden, the one who held sway
in the Shylfing nation, their renowned prince,
lord of the mead-hall. That marked the end
for Hygelac's son: his hospitality
was mortally rewarded with wounds from a sword.
Heardred lay slaughtered and Onela returned
to the land of Sweden, leaving Beowulf
to ascend the throne, to sit in majesty
and rule over the Geats. He was a good king.

In days to come, he contrived to avenge
the fall of his prince; he befriended Eadgils
when Eadgils was friendless, aiding his cause
with weapons and warriors over the wide sea,
sending him men. The feud was settled
on a comfortless campaign when he killed Onela.

And so the son of Ecgtheow had survived
every extreme, excelling himself
in daring and in danger, until the day arrived
when he had to come face to face with the dragon.
The lord of the Geats took eleven comrades
and went in a rage to reconnoiter.
By then he had discovered the cause of the affliction
being visited on the people. The precious cup
had come to him from the hand of the finder,
the one who had started all this strife
and was now added as a thirteenth to their number.
They press-ganged and compelled this poor creature
to be their guide. Against his will
he led them to the earth-vault he alone knew,
an underground barrow near the sea-billows
and heaving waves, heaped inside
with exquisite metalwork. The one who stood guard
was dangerous and watchful, warden of the trove
buried under earth: no easy bargain
would be made in that place by any man.

The veteran king sat down on the cliff-top.

1. See p. 80, n. 6, Phases 3 and 4.
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He wished good luck to the Geats who had shared
his hearth and his gold. He was sad at heart,
unsettled yet ready, sensing his death.
His fate hovered near, unknowable but certain:
it would soon claim his coffered soul,
part life from limb. Before long
the prince's spirit would spin free from his body.
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:

"Many a skirmish I survived when I was young
and many times of war: I remember them well.
At seven, I was fostered out by my father,
left in the charge of my people's lord.
King Hrethel kept me and took care of me,
was openhanded, behaved like a kinsman.
While I was his ward, he treated me no worse
as a wean? about the place than one of his own boys,
Herebeald and Haethcyn, or my own Hygelac.
For the eldest, Herebeald, an unexpected
deathbed was laid out, through a brother's doing,
when Haethcyn bent his horn-tipped bow
and loosed the arrow that destroyed his life.
He shot wide and buried a shaft
in the flesh and blood of his own brother.
That offense was beyond redress, a wrongfooting
of the heart's affections; for who could avenge
the prince's life or pay his death-price?
It was like the misery endured by an old man
who has lived to see his son's body
swing on the gallows. He begins to keen
and weep for his boy, watching the raven
gloat where he hangs: he can be of no help.
The wisdom of age is worthless to him.
Morning after morning, he wakes to remember
that his child is gone; he has no interest
in living on until another heir
is bom in the hall, now that his first-born
has entered death's dominion forever.
He gazes sorrowfully at his son's dwelling,
the banquet hall bereft of all delight,
the windswept hearthstone; the horsemen are sleeping,
the warriors under ground; what was is no more.
No tunes from the harp, no cheer raised in the yard.
Alone with his longing, he lies down on his bed
and sings a lament; everything seems too large,
the steadings and the fields.

Such was the feeling
of loss endured by the lord of the Geats
after Herebeald's death. He was helplessly placed
to set to rights the wrong committed,
could not punish the killer in accordance with the law
of the blood-feud, although he felt no love for him.

2. A young child [Northern Ireland; Translator's note].
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Heartsore, wearied, he turned away

from life's joys, chose God's light

and departed, leaving buildings and lands
to his sons, as a man of substance will.

"Then over the wide sea Swedes and Geats
battled and feuded and fought without quarter.
Hostilities broke out when Hrethel died.
Ongentheow's sons were unrelenting,
refusing to make peace, campaigning violently
from coast to coast, constantly setting up
terrible ambushes around Hreosnahill.

My own kith and kin avenged

these evil events, as everybody knows,

but the price was high: one of them paid
with his life. Haethcyn, lord of the Geats,
met his fate there and fell in the battle.
Then, as I have heard, Hygelac's sword
was raised in the morning against Ongentheow,
his brother's killer. When Eofor cleft

the old Swede's helmet, halved it open,

he fell, death-pale: his feud-calloused hand
could not stave off the fatal stroke.

"The treasures that Hygelac lavished on me
I paid for when I fought, as fortune allowed me,
with my glittering sword. He gave me land
and the security land brings, so he had no call
to go looking for some lesser champion,
some mercenary from among the Gifthas
or the Spear-Danes or the men of Sweden.

I marched ahead of him, always there

at the front of the line; and I shall fight like that
for as long as I live, as long as this sword

shall last, which has stood me in good stead
late and soon, ever since I killed

Dayraven the Frank in front of the two armies.
He brought back no looted breastplate

to the Frisian king but fell in battle,

their standard-bearer, highborn and brave.

No sword blade sent him to his death:

my bare hands stilled his heartbeats

and wrecked the bone-house. Now blade and hand,
sword and sword-stroke, will assay the hoard."

[BEOWULF ATTACKS THE DRAGON]

Beowulf spoke, made a formal boast
for the last time: "I risked my life
often when I was young. Now I am old,
but as king of the people I shall pursue this fight
for the glory of winning, if the evil one will only
abandon his earth-fort and face me in the open."

1.See p. 80, n. 6, Phases 3 and 4.
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Then he addressed each dear companion
one final time, those fighters in their helmets,
resolute and highborn: "I would rather not
use a weapon if I knew another way
to grapple with the dragon and make good my boast
as I did against Grendel in days gone by.

But I shall be meeting molten venom

in the fire he breathes, so I go forth

in mail-shirt and shield. I won't shift a foot

when I meet the cave-guard: what occurs on the wall
between the two of us will turn out as fate,

overseer of men, decides. I am resolved.

I scorn further words against this sky-borne foe.

"Men-at-arms, remain here on the barrow,
safe in your armor, to see which one of us
is better in the end at bearing wounds
in a deadly fray. This fight is not yours,
nor is it up to any man except me
to measure his strength against the monster
or to prove his worth. I shall win the gold
by my courage, or else mortal combat,
doom of battle, will bear your lord away."

Then he drew himself up beside his shield.
The fabled warrior in his war-shirt and helmet
trusted in his own strength entirely
and went under the crag. No coward path.

Hard by the rock-face that hale veteran,

a good man who had gone repeatedly

into combat and danger and come through,
saw a stone arch and a gushing stream

that burst from the barrow, blazing and wafting
a deadly heat. It would be hard to survive
unscathed near the hoard, to hold firm

against the dragon in those flaming depths.
Then he gave a shout. The lord of the Geats
unburdened his breast and broke out

in a storm of anger. Under gray stone

his voice challenged and resounded clearly.
Hate was ignited. The hoard-guard recognized
a human voice, the time was over

for peace and parleying. Pouring forth

in a hot battle-fume, the breath of the monster
burst from the rock. There was a rumble under ground.
Down there in the barrow, Beowulf the warrior
lifted his shield: the outlandish thing

writhed and convulsed and viciously

turned on the king, whose keen-edged sword,
an heirloom inherited by ancient right,

was already in his hand. Roused to a fury,

each antagonist struck terror in the other.
Unyielding, the lord of his people loomed

by his tall shield, sure of his ground,

while the serpent looped and unleashed itself.

/93
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Swaddled in flames, it came gliding and flexing
and racing toward its fate. Yet his shield defended
the renowned leader's life and limb
for a shorter time than he meant it to:
that final day was the first time
when Beowulf fought and fate denied him
glory in battle. So the king of the Geats
raised his hand and struck hard
at the enameled scales, but scarcely cut through:
the blade flashed and slashed yet the blow
was far less powerful than the hard-pressed king
had need of at that moment. The mound-keeper
went into a spasm and spouted deadly flames:
when he felt the stroke, battle-fire
billowed and spewed. Beowulf was foiled
of a glorious victory. The glittering sword,
infallible before that day,
failed when he unsheathed it, as it never should have.
For the son of Ecgtheow, it was no easy thing
to have to give ground like that and go
unwillingly to inhabit another home
in a place beyond; so every man must yield
the leasehold of his days.
Before long

the fierce contenders clashed again.
The hoard-guard took heart, inhaled and swelled up
and got a new wind; he who had once ruled
was furled in fire and had to face the worst.
No help or backing was to be had then
from his highborn comrades; that hand-picked troop
broke ranks and ran for their lives
to the safety of the wood. But within one heart
sorrow welled up: in a man of worth
the claims of kinship cannot be denied.

His name was Wiglaf, a son of Weohstan's,
a well-regarded Shylfing warrior
related to Aelfhere.* When he saw his lord
tormented by the heat of his scalding helmet,
he remembered the bountiful gifts bestowed on him,
how well he lived among the Waegmundings,
the freehold he inherited from his father> before him.
He could not hold back: one hand brandished
the yellow-timbered shield, the other drew his sword—
an ancient blade that was said to have belonged
to Eanmund, the son of Ohthere, the one

Weohstan had slain when he was an exile without friends.

He carried the arms to the victim's kinfolk,

4. Although Wiglaf is here said to be a Shylfing 5. Le., Weohstan, who, as explained below, was

(i.e., a Swede), in line 2607 we are told his family
are Waegmundings, a clan of the Geats, which is
also Beowulf's family. It was possible for a family
to owe allegiance to more than one nation and to
shift sides as a result of feuds. Nothing is known
of Aelfhere.

the slayer of Onela's nephew Eanmund. Possibly,
Weohstan joined the Geats under Beowulf after
Eanmund's brother, with Beowulf's help, avenged
Eanmund's death on Onela and became king of the
Shylfings. See p. 80, n. 6, Phase 2.
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2615 the burnished helmet, the webbed chain-mail
and that relic of the giants. But Onela returned
the weapons to him, rewarded Weohstan
with Eanmund's war-gear. He ignored the blood-feud,
the fact that Eanmund was his brother's son.®
260 Weohstan kept that war-gear for a lifetime,
the sword and the mail-shirt, until it was the son's turn
to follow his father and perform his part.
Then, in old age, at the end of his days
among the Weather-Geats, he bequeathed to Wiglaf
X5 innumerable weapons.
And now the youth
was to enter the line of battle with his lord,
his first time to be tested as a fighter.
His spirit did not break and the ancestral blade
would keep its edge, as the dragon discovered
2630 as soon as they came together in the combat.
Sad at heart, addressing his companions,
Wiglaf spoke wise and fluent words:
"I remember that time when mead was flowing,
how we pledged loyalty to our lord in the hall,
2%  promised our ring-giver we would be worth our price,
make good the gift of the war-gear,
those swords and helmets, as and when
his need required it. He picked us out
from the army deliberately, honored us and judged us
240 fit for this action, made me these lavish gifts—
and all because he considered us the best
of his arms-bearing thanes. And now, although
he wanted this challenge to be one he'd face
by himself alone—the shepherd of our land,
265 a man unequaled in the quest for glory
and a name for daring—now the day has come
when this lord we serve needs sound men
to give him their support. Let us go to him,
help our leader through the hot flame
250 and dread of the fire. As God is my witness,
I would rather my body were robed in the same
burning blaze as my gold-giver's body
than go back home bearing arms.
That is unthinkable, unless we have first
X%  slain the foe and defended the life
of the prince of the Weather-Geats. I well know
the things he has done for us deserve better.
Should he alone be left exposed
to fall in battle? We must bond together,
260 shield and helmet, mail-shirt and sword."
Then he waded the dangerous reek and went
under arms to his lord, saying only:
"Go on, dear Beowulf, do everything

6. An ironic comment: since Onela wanted to kill Eanmund, he rewarded Weohstan for killing his nephew
instead of exacting compensation or revenge.
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you said you would when you were still young
and vowed you would never let your name and fame
be dimmed while you lived. Your deeds are famous,
so stay resolute, my lord, defend your life now
with the whole of your strength. I shall stand by you."
After those words, a wildness rose
in the dragon again and drove it to attack,
heaving up fire, hunting for enemies,
the humans it loathed. Flames lapped the shield,
charred it to the boss, and the body armor
on the young warrior was useless to him.
But Wiglaf did well under the wide rim
Beowulf shared with him once his own had shattered
in sparks and ashes.
Inspired again
by the thought of glory, the war-king threw
his whole strength behind a sword stroke
and connected with the skull. And Naegling snapped.
Beowulf's ancient iron-gray sword
let him down in the fight. It was never his fortune
to be helped in combat by the cutting edge
of weapons made of iron. When he wielded a sword,
no matter how blooded and hard-edged the blade,
his hand was too strong, the stroke he dealt
(I have heard) would ruin it. He could reap no advantage.
Then the bane of that people, the fire-breathing dragon,
was mad to attack for a third time.
When a chance came, he caught the hero
in a rush of flame and clamped sharp fangs
into his neck. Beowulf's body
ran wet with his life-blood: it came welling out.
Next thing, they say, the noble son of Weohstan
saw the king in danger at his side
and displayed his inborn bravery and strength.
He left the head alone,” but his fighting hand
was burned when he came to his kinsman's aid.
He lunged at the enemy lower down
so that his decorated sword sank into its belly
and the flames grew weaker.
Once again the king
gathered his strength and drew a stabbing knife
he carried on his belt, sharpened for battle.
He stuck it deep in the dragon's flank.
Beowulf dealt it a deadly wound.
They had killed the enemy, courage quelled his life;
that pair of kinsmen, partners in nobility,
had destroyed the foe. So every man should act,
be at hand when needed; but now, for the king,
this would be the last of his many labors
and triumphs in the world.
Then the wound

., he avoided the dragon's flame-breathing head.
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dealt by the ground-burner earlier began

to scald and swell; Beowulf discovered

deadly poison suppurating inside him,

surges of nausea, and so, in his wisdom,

the prince realized his state and struggled

toward a seat on the rampart. He steadied his gaze

on those gigantic stones, saw how the earthwork

was braced with arches built over columns.

And now that thane unequaled for goodness

with his own hands washed his lord's wounds,

swabbed the weary prince with water,

bathed him clean, unbuckled his helmet.
Beowulf spoke: in spite of his wounds,

mortal wounds, he still spoke

for he well knew his days in the world

had been lived out to the end—his allotted time

was drawing to a close, death was very near.
"Now is the time when I would have wanted

to bestow this armor on my own son,

had it been my fortune to have fathered an heir

and live on in his flesh. For fifty years

I ruled this nation. No king

of any neighboring clan would dare

face me with troops, none had the power

to intimidate me. I took what came,

cared for and stood by things in my keeping,

never fomented quarrels, never

swore to a lie. Ail this consoles me,

doomed as I am and sickening for death;

because of my right ways, the Ruler of mankind

need never blame me when the breath leaves my body

for murder of kinsmen. Go now quickly,

dearest Wiglaf, under the gray stone

where the dragon is laid out, lost to his treasure;

hurry to feast your eyes on the hoard.

Away you go: I want to examine

that ancient gold, gaze my fill

on those garnered jewels; my going will be easier

for having seen the treasure, a less troubled Ietting-go

of the life and lordship I have long maintained."
And so, I have heard, the son of Weohstan

quickly obeyed the command of his languishing

war-weary lord; he went in his chain-mail

under the rock-piled roof of the barrow,

exulting in his triumph, and saw beyond the seat

a treasure-trove of astonishing richness,

wall-hangings that were a wonder to behold,

glittering gold spread across the ground,

the old dawn-scorching serpent's den

packed with goblets and vessels from the past,

tarnished and corroding. Rusty helmets

all eaten away. Armbands everywhere,

artfully wrought. How easily treasure
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2/ buried in the ground, gold hidden
however skillfully, can escape from any man!
And he saw too a standard, entirely of gold,
hanging high over the hoard,
a masterpiece of filigree; it glowed with light
ZID  so he could make out the ground at his feet
and inspect the valuables. Of the dragon there was no
remaining sign: the sword had dispatched him.
Then, the story goes, a certain man
plundered the hoard in that immemorial howe,
275 filled his arms with flagons and plates,
anything he wanted; and took the standard also,
most brilliant of banners.
Already the blade
of the old king's sharp killing-sword
had done its worst: the one who had for long
2Z8) minded the hoard, hovering over gold,
unleashing fire, surging forth
midnight after midnight, had been mown down.
Wiglaf went quickly, keen to get back,
excited by the treasure. Anxiety weighed
2  on his brave heart—he was hoping he would find
the leader of the Geats alive where he had left him
helpless, earlier, on the open ground.
So he came to the place, carrying the treasure
and found his lord bleeding profusely,
Z0  his life at an end; again he began
to swab his body. The beginnings of an utterance
broke out from the king's breast-cage.
The old lord gazed sadly at the gold.
"To the everlasting Lord of all,
2%  to the King of Glory, I give thanks
that I behold this treasure here in front of me,
that I have been allowed to leave my people
so well endowed on the day I die.
Now that I have bartered my last breath
280 to own this fortune, it is up to you
to look after their needs. I can hold out no longer.
Order my troop to construct a barrow
on a headland on the coast, after my pyre has cooled.
It will loom on the horizon at Hronesness®
BB and be a reminder among my people—
so that in coming times crews under sail
will call it Beowulf's Barrow, as they steer
ships across the wide and shrouded waters."
Then the king in his great-heartedness unclasped
28io  the collar of gold from his neck and gave it
to the young thane, telling him to use
it and the war-shirt and gilded helmet well.
"You are the last of us, the only one left
of the Waegmundings. Fate swept us away,

8. A headland by the sea. The name means "Whalesness."
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sent my whole brave highborn clan
to their final doom. Now I must follow them."
That was the warrior's last word.
He had no more to confide. The furious heat
of the pyre would assail him. His soul fled from his breast
to its destined place among the steadfast ones.

[BEOWULF'S FUNERAL]

It was hard then on the young hero,
having to watch the one he held so dear
there on the ground, going through
his death agony. The dragon from underearth,
his nightmarish destroyer, lay destroyed as well,
utterly without life. No longer would his snakefolds
ply themselves to safeguard hidden gold.
Hard-edged blades, hammered out
and keenly filed, had finished him
so that the sky-roamer lay there rigid,
brought low beside the treasure-lodge.
Never again would he glitter and glide
and show himself off in midnight air,
exulting in his riches: he fell to earth
through the battle-strength in Beowulf's arm.
There were few, indeed, as far as I have heard,
big and brave as they may have been,
few who would have held out if they had had to face
the outpourings of that poison-breather
or gone foraging on the ring-hall floor
and found the deep barrow-dweller
on guard and awake.
The treasure had been won,
bought and paid for by Beowulf's death.
Both had reached the end of the road
through the life they had been lent.
Before long
the battle-dodgers abandoned the wood,
the ones who had let down their lord earlier,
the tail-turners, ten of them together.
When he needed them most, they had made off.
Now they were ashamed and came behind shields,
in their battle-outfits, to where the old man lay.
They watched Wiglaf, sitting worn out,
a comrade shoulder to shoulder with his lord,
trying in vain to bring him round with water.
Much as he wanted to, there was no way
he could preserve his lord's life on earth
or alter in the least the Almighty's will.
What God judged right would rule what happened
to every man, as it does to this day.
Then a stern rebuke was bound to come

from the young warrior to the ones who had been cowards.

Wiglaf, son of Weohstan, spoke

/
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disdainfully and in disappointment:

"Anyone ready to admit the truth

will surely realize that the lord of men

who showered you with gifts and gave you the armor
you are standing in—when he would distribute
helmets and mail-shirts to men on the mead-benches,
a prince treating his thanes in hall

to the best he could find, far or near—

was throwing weapons uselessly away.

It would be a sad waste when the war broke out.
Beowulf had little cause to brag

about his armed guard; yet God who ordains

who wins or loses allowed him to strike

with his own blade when bravery was needed.

There was little I could do to protect his life

in the heat of the fray, but I found new strength
welling up when I went to help him.

Then my sword connected and the deadly assaults
of our foe grew weaker, the fire coursed

less strongly from his head. But when the worst happened
too few rallied around the prince.

"So it is good-bye now to all you know and love
on your home ground, the open-handedness,
the giving of war-swords. Every one of you
with freeholds of land, our whole nation,
will be dispossessed, once princes from beyond
get tidings of how you turned and fled
and disgraced yourselves. A warrior will sooner
die than live a life of shame."

Then he ordered the outcome of the fight to be reported
to those camped on the ridge, that crowd of retainers
who had sat all morning, sad at heart,
shield-bearers wondering about
the man they loved: would this day be his last
or would he return? He told the truth
and did not balk, the rider who bore
news to the cliff-top. He addressed them all:
"Now the people's pride and love,
the lord of the Geats, is laid on his deathbed,
brought down by the dragon's attack.

Beside him lies the bane of his life,
dead from knife-wounds. There was no way
Beowulf could manage to get the better
of the monster with his sword. Wiglaf sits
at Beowulf's side, the son of Weohstan,
the living warrior watching by the dead,
keeping weary vigil, holding a wake
for the loved and the loathed.

Now war is looming
over our nation, soon it will be known
to Franks and Frisians, far and wide,
that the king is gone. Hostility has been great
among the Franks since Hygelac sailed forth
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at the head of a war-fleet into Friesland:
there the Hetware harried and attacked
and overwhelmed him with great odds.
The leader in his war-gear was laid low,
fell among followers: that lord did not favor
his company with spoils. The Merovingian king
has been an enemy to us ever since.

"Nor do 1 expect peace or pact-keeping
of any sort from the Swedes. Remember:
at Ravenswood,” Ongentheow
slaughtered Haethcyn, Hrethel's son,
when the Geat people in their arrogance
first attacked the fierce Shylfings.
The return blow was quickly struck
by Ohthere's father.! Old and terrible,
he felled the sea-king and saved his own
aged wife, the mother of Onela
and of Ohthere, bereft of her gold rings.
Then he kept hard on the heels of the foe
and drove them, Ieaderless, lucky to get away
in a desperate rout into Ravenswood.
His army surrounded the weary remnant
where they nursed their wounds; all through the night
he howled threats at those huddled survivors,
promised to axe their bodies open
when dawn broke, dangle them from gallows
to feed the birds. But at first light
when their spirits were lowest, relief arrived.
They heard the sound of Hygelac's horn,
his trumpet calling as he came to find them,
the hero in pursuit, at hand with troops.

"The bloody swathe that Swedes and Geats
cut through each other was everywhere.
No one could miss their murderous feuding.
Then the old man made his move,
pulled back, barred his people in:
Ongentheow withdrew to higher ground.
Hygelac's pride and prowess as a fighter
were known to the earl; he had no confidence
that he could hold out against that horde of seamen,
defend his wife and the ones he loved
from the shock of the attack. He retreated for shelter
behind the earthwall. Then Hygelac swooped
on the Swedes at bay, his banners swarmed
into their refuge, his Geat forces
drove forward to destroy the camp.
There in his gray hairs, Ongentheow
was cornered, ringed around with swords.
And it came to pass that the king's fate

9. The messenger describes in greater detail the ish wars on p. 80, n. 6.
Battle of Ravenswood. See the outline ofthe Swed- I. Ie., Ongentheow.

/93
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was in Eofor s hands,? and in his alone.

2% Waulf, son of Wonred, went for him in anger,
split him open so that blood came spurting
from under his hair. The old hero
still did not flinch, but parried fast,
hit back with a harder stroke:

20 the king turned and took him on.

Then Wonred's son, the brave Wulf,

could land no blow against the aged lord.
Ongentheow divided his helmet

so that he buckled and bowed his bloodied head

295 and dropped to the ground. But his doom held off.

Though he was cut deep, he recovered again.
"With his brother down, the undaunted Eofor,

Hygelac's thane, hefted his sword

and smashed murderously at the massive helmet

28 past the lifted shield. And the king collapsed,
the shepherd of people was sheared of life.
Many then hurried to help Wulf,
bandaged and lifted him, now that they were left
masters of the blood-soaked battle-ground.

28  One warrior stripped the other,
looted Ongentheow's iron mail-coat,
his hard sword-hilt, his helmet too,
and carried the graith® to King Hygelac,
he accepted the prize, promised fairly

290 that reward would come, and kept his word.

For their bravery in action, when they arrived home,
Eofor and Wulf were overloaded

by Hrethel's son, Hygelac the Geat,

with gifts of land and linked rings

2% that were worth a fortune. They had won glory,

so there was no gainsaying his generosity.

And he gave Eofor his only daughter

to bide at home with him, an honor and a bond.
"So this bad blood between us and the Swedes,

3000  this vicious feud, I am convinced,
is bound to revive; they will cross our borders
and attack in force when they find out
that Beowulfis dead. In days gone by
when our warriors fell and we were undefended,

3B  he kept our coffers and our kingdom safe.
He worked for the people, but as well as that
he behaved like a hero.

We must hurry now
to take a last look at the king
and launch him, lord and lavisher of rings,

10 on the funeral road. His royal pyre

will melt no small amount of gold:

2. lLe., he was at Eofor's mercy. Eofor's slaying of means boar; Wulfis the Old English spelling of
Ongetheow was described in lines 2486—89, where wolf.
no mention is made of his brother Wulf's part in 3. Possessions, apparel.

the battle. They are the sons of Wonred. Eofor
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heaped there in a hoard, it was bought at heavy cost,
and that pile of rings he paid for at the end
with his own life will go up with the flame,
XI5 Dbe furled in fire: treasure no follower
will wear in his memory, nor lovely woman
link and attach as a torque around her neck—
but often, repeatedly, in the path of exile
they shall walk bereft, bowed under woe,
0 now that their leader's laugh is silenced,
high spirits quenched. Many a spear
dawn-cold to the touch will be taken down
and waved on high; the swept harp
won't waken warriors, but the raven winging
X5  darkly over the doomed will have news,
tidings for the eagle of how he hoked and ate,
how the wolf and he made short work of the dead."*
Such was the drift of the dire report
that gallant man delivered. He got little wrong
JB0 in what he told and predicted.
The whole troop
rose in tears, then took their way
to the uncanny scene under Earnaness.5
There, on the sand, where his soul had left him,
they found him at rest, their ring-giver
X8 from days gone by. The great man
had breathed his last. Beowulf the king
had indeed met with a marvelous death.
But what they saw first was far stranger:
the serpent on the ground, gruesome and vile,
00 lying facing him. The fire-dragon
was scaresomely burned, scorched all colors.
From head to tail, his entire length
was fifty feet. He had shimmered forth
on the night air once, then winged back
X5 down to his den; but death owned him now,
he would never enter his earth-gallery again.
Beside him stood pitchers and piled-up dishes,
silent flagons, precious swords
eaten through with rust, ranged as they had been
X80 while they waited their thousand winters under ground.
That huge cache, gold inherited
from an ancient race, was under a spell—
which meant no one was ever permitted
to enter the ring-hall unless God Himself,
I mankind's Keeper, True King of Triumphs,
allowed some person pleasing to Him—
and in His eyes worthy—to open the hoard.
‘What came about brought to nothing
the hopes of the one who had wrongly hidden

4. The raven, eagle, and wolf—the scavengers Translator's note].
who will feed on the slain—are "the beasts of bat- 5. The site of Beowulf's fight with the dragon. The
tie," a common motif in Germanic war poetry. name means "Eaglesness.”

"Hoked": rooted about [Northern Ireland,
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3060  riches under the rock-face. First the dragon slew
that man among men, who in turn made fierce amends
and settled the feud. Famous for his deeds
a warrior may be, but it remains a mystery
where his life will end, when he may no longer

306  dwell in the mead-hall among his own.

So it was with Beowulf, when he faced the cruelty

and cunning of the mound-guard. He himself was ignorant
of how his departure from the world would happen.

The highborn chiefs who had buried the treasure

300  declared it until doomsday so accursed
that whoever robbed it would be guilty of wrong
and grimly punished for their transgression,
hasped in hell-bonds in heathen shrines.

Yet Beowulf's gaze at the gold treasure

305  when he first saw it had not been selfish.

Wiglaf, son of Weohstan, spoke:
"Often when one man follows his own will
many are hurt. This happened to us.
Nothing we advised could ever convince

3080 the prince we loved, our land's guardian,
not to vex the custodian of the gold,
let him lie where he was long accustomed,
lurk there under earth until the end of the world.
He held to his high destiny. The hoard is laid bare,

3085 but at a grave cost; i