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béore druncen ymb Brecan spr&ce,

78 Beowulf
VIII Unferd mapelode, Ecglafes bearn, VIII
500 pe =t fotum szt fréan Scyldinga, 500
onband beadu-riine— wes him Béowulfes sid,
modges mere-faran, micel zfpunca
forpon pe hé ne tpe pxt 2nig 68er man
&fre m®&rda pon ma middan-geardes
505 gehédde under heofenum ponne hé sylfa: 505
“Eart pii s¢ Beéowulf, s& pe wid Brecan wunne,
on sidne s& ymb sund flite,
ozr git for wlence wada cunnedon
ond for dol-gilpe on déop water
510 aldrum né&pdon? NEé inc Znig mon, 510
né Ieof né 139, beléan mihte
sorh-fullne si3, pa git on sund réon;
p&r git Eagor-stréam earmum behton,
m&ton mere-str&ta mundum brugdon,
515 glidon ofer gar-secg; geofon ypum weol, 515
wintrys wylm[um]. Git on weateres Zht
seofon niht swuncon; hé pé =t sunde oferflat,
bzfde mare magen. Pa hine on morgen-tid
on Heapo-RZmes holm up tbar;
520 Jonon hé gesohte sw&sne €pel, 520
I€of his 1€odum, lond Brondinga,
freodo-burh fzgere, p&r hé folc ahte,
burh ond béagas. Béot eal wi§ pe
sunu B&anstanes s0de gel®ste.
525 Donne wene ic to p& wyrsan gepingea 525
O€ah pu heado-r&sa gehwzr dohte
grimre giide, gif pi Grendles dearst
niht-longne fyrst néan bidan.”
Beowulf mapelode, bearn Ecgp&owes:
530 “Hwat pd worn fela, wine min Unferd, 530

499a MS. HVN ferd: em. Rieger, as also in 530, 1165, 1488. Apparently
the scribe succumbed to the analogy of other Germanic names such as Hun-

lafing 1143.
516a MS. wylm: em. Kluge,
530b MS. hun fers.
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Unferth, Ecglaf’s son, rose up to speak,
who sat at the feet of the lord of the Scyldings;
he unbound a battle-rune— the journey of Beowulf,
the brave seafarer, caused him chagrin,
for he would not grant that any other man
under the heavens might ever care more
for famous deeds than he himself:
“Are you the same Beowulf who challenged Breca
to a swimming match on the open sea?
There out of pride you both tested sea-ways,
through foolish boasting risked lives on the deep.
None could dissuade you, friend nor foe,
keep either of you from that hapless trip,
when you two went swimming out of the bay,
your arms embracing the crests, sea-currents,
flung out your hands to measure the sea-roads,
the ocean of wind. The steep seas boiled
in winter’s pourings. You both toiled seven nights,
driven by the waves, and in that swimming
he overcame you, had greater strength.
The sea cast him up on the Heatho-Rems’ shore;
from there at daybreak he sought his homeland,
beloved by his people, came back to the Brondings,
fair peace-fort where he had subjects,
stronghold, and treasures. The good son of Beanstan
had truly fulfilled his whole boast against you.
And so at your hand I expect worse results,
although you have been always successful
in fierce battle-rushes, if you really dare
wait here for Grendel the whole night long.”
Beowulf replied, the son of Ecgtheow:
“What a great deal, Unferth my friend,
full of beer, you have said about Breca,
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Beowulf
segdest from his side. S68 ic talige
p=t ic mere-strengo maran ahte,
earfepo on ypum, donne 2nig Oper man.
Wit pzt gecwzdon cniht-wesende
ond geb&otedon— wzron bégen pa git
on geogod-feore— pat wit on gar-secg it
aldrum n&ddon ond pzt gezfndon swa.
Hafdon swurd nacod, pa wit on sund réon,
heard on handa; wit unc wid hron-fixas
werian pohton. N6 hé wiht fram mé
fiod-ypum feor fleotan meahte,
hrapor on holme, nd ic fram him wolde.
Pa wit ztsomne on s w&ron

fif nihta fyrst, oppat unc flod todraf
wado weallende, wedera cealdost,

nipende niht, ond norpan-wind
heado-grim ondhwearf. Hréo w2ron jpa,
was mere-fixa mod onhréred;

p&r mé wid 1adum Iic-syrce min,

heard, hond-locen, helpe gefremede,

beado-hragl broden on bréostum lzg

golde gegyrwed. ME to grunde téah

fah féond-scada, faste hzfde

grim on grépe; hwzpre mé gyfepe weard

pat ic agl@can orde gerZhte,

hilde-bille; heapo-r&s fornam

mihtig mere-déor purh mine hand.
“Swa mec gelome 1a8-getéonan

préatedon pearle. Ic him pénode

déoran sweorde, swa hit gedéfe wes.

Nas hie zre fylle geféan hafdon,

man-fordzdlan, p=t hie mé p&gon,

symbel ymb-s&ton s&-grunde néah;

ac on mergenne mécum wunde

be y3-lafe uppe l&gon,

sweo[rldum aswefede, pxt sydpan na

567a MS. sweodum from Thorkelin A only: em. Kemble.
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told of his deeds. But to tell the true story,
I had more sea-strength, power in swimming,

and also more hardship, than any other man.
To each other we said, as boys will boast,
—we both were still young— that we two alone
would swim out to sea, to the open ocean,

dare risk our lives, and we did as we said.

We held naked swords hard in our hands

as we swam on the sea; thought to protect us
from whales’ tusks. He could not glide,

swim farther from me, away on the surge,

the heaving waves, no swifter in water,

nor would I leave him. Five nights we swam,
together on the ocean, till it drove us apart
in its churning, sliding; that coldest weather
turned against us, dark night and water,
the north wind war-sharp. Rough were the waves,
and angry sea-beasts had been stirred up.
Then my body-armor, hard-linked, hand-joined,
did me some service against their attack;
my chain-metal war-shirt, worked with gold,
covered my chest. A fierce sea-monster
dragged me down deep, held me on the bottom
in his cruel grip. However, it was granted
that my point reached him; I stabbed as I could
with my sharp sword, with battle-thrust killed
the huge sea-beast by my own hand.

“Again and again the angry monsters
made fierce attacks. I served them well
with my noble blade, as was only fitting.
Small pleasure they had in such a sword-feast,
dark things in the sea that meant to eat me,
sit round their banquet on the deep sea-floor.
Instead, in the morning, they lay on the beach,
asleep from my sword, the tide-marks bloodied
from their deep gashes, and never again
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ymb brontne ford brim-Iidende

lade ne letton. Léoht €astan com,
beorht b&acen Godes, brimu swapredon,
pat ic s@-nzssas geséon mihte

windige weallas. Wyrd oft nere§
unfgne eorl, ponne his ellen déah.
Hwapere mé geszlde,
niceras nigene. NGO ic on niht gefrzgn
under heofones hwealf heardran feohtan,
n€ on €g-stréamum earmran mannon;
hwapere ic fara feng féore gedigde

sipes werig. Pa mec s& opbar,

fiod =fter farode on Finna land

wlaldu weallendu. No6 ic wiht fram p&
swylcra searo-nida secgan hyrde,

billa brogan. Breca n&fre git

2t heado-lace, né gehwazper incer,

swa déorlice dzd gefremede

fagum sweordum
péah &t pinum brodrum
héafod-m&gum;

570

575

580

585

pas pt in helle scealt
werhdo dréogan, péah pin wit duge.
Secge ic pé to sode, sunu Ecglafes,
pxt n&fre Gre[n]del swa fela
atol &gl&ca ealdre pinum,
hyndo Heorote, gif pin hige w&re,
sefa swa searo-grim, swa pi self talast;

590

Beowulf

570

pat ic mid sweorde ofslch

575

580

585

—no ic pas [fela] gylpe—
to banan wurde,

590

gryra gefremede,

595 ac hé hafad onfunden pat hé pa f&hde ne pearf, 393
atole ecg-prace €ower 1eode
swide onsittan, Sige-Scyldinga;
nymed nyd-bade, nZnegum arad
leode Deniga, ac hé lust wiged, 600

600 swefed ond s[reldep, secce ne wénep

581a MS. wudu: em. Grundtvig.
586b No gap in MS: supplied by Grein.
591a MS. gre del: em. Thorkelin.

600a MS. sendep: em. Rudolph Imelmann, ESt 66 (1932), 324 ff. The

MS. form could mean “sends (to death).”
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did they trouble the passage
across the ocean.
God’s bright beacon,
till I saw at last

the windy shore.

of seafaring men
Light came from the east,
and the seas calmed,

the sea-cliffs, headlands,

So fate often saves

an undoomed man when his courage holds.
However it was, I had chanced to kill

some nine sea-beasts. I never have heard

of a harder night-fight under heaven’s vault,

or a man more oppressed on the ocean streams.
Yet I survived those clutches and lived,

weary in my venture. The sea bore me,

ocean’s current, lifting walls of water,

to the land of the Lapps. I never have heard
such struggle, sword-terror, told about you.
Never in the din and play of battle

did Breca or you show such courage

with shining blades —not to boast about it—
though you were a man-slayer, killed your brothers,
closest kinsmen, for which you must suffer
damnation in hell, clever though you are.

I'll tell you a truth, son of Ecglaf:

never would Grendel have done so much harm,

the awesome monster, against your own leader,
shameful in Heorot, if heart and intention,

your great battle-spirit, were sharp as your words.

But he has discovered he need not dread

too great a feud, fierce rush of swords,

not from your people, the ‘Victory-Scyldings.’

He exacts his tribute, has mercy for none

of the Danes he finds, but hugs his feast-joys,

kills and devours, expects no attack
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t6 Gar-Denum. Ac ic him Ggéata sceal
eafod ond ellen ungeara ni
giipe gebéodan. Gzp eft s€ pe mot
to medo modig, sippan morgen-1€oht
ofer ylda bearn opres dogores,
sunne swegl-wered stipan scined!”

pa was on sdlum sinces brytta,
gamol-feax ond giid-rof; géoce gelyfde
brego Beorht-Dena, gehyrde on Béowulfe
folces hyrde fest-r&dne gepoht.
bzr was hzlepa hleahtor, hlyn swynsode,
word wZron wynsume. Eode Wealhpeow ford,
cwén Hrodgares cynna gemyndig;
grétte gold-hroden guman on healle,
ond pa fréolic wif ful gesealde
&rest East-Dena €pel-wearde;
bad hine blidne @t p@re beor-pege,
Ieodum I€ofne; hé on lust gepeah
symbel ond sele-ful sige-rof kyning.
Ymb-€ode pa ides Helminga
dugupe ond geogope dzl 2ghwylcne
sinc-fato sealde opp=t szl alamp,
pxt hio Béowulfe, béag-hroden cwén
mobde gepungen medo-ful @tbar;
grétte Géata léod, Gode pancode
wis-fest wordum, pes Je se willa gelamp,
pxt héo on Znigne eorl gelyfde
fyrena frofre. He p=t ful gepeah,
wel-réow wiga, @t Wealhpéon,
ond pa gyddode gipe gefysed;
Béowulf mapelode, bearn Ecgpeéowes:
“Ic p=t hogode, pa ic on holm gestdh,
s&-bat gesat mid minra secga gedriht,
p&t ic anunga &owra léoda

willan geworhte, op8e on wzl crunge,
féond-grapum fest. Ic gefremman sceal
eorlic ellen, opde ende-deg

on pisse meodu-healle minne gebidan.”
Pam wife pa word wel licodon,
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from any Spear-Danes. But I will soon show him,
this very night, the courage and strength

of the Geats in combat. Whoever pleases

may walk brave to mead once a new day,
tomorrow’s dawn, the sun clothed in light

shines from the south on the sons of men.”

Then the treasure-giver was greatly pleased,
gray-bearded, battle-famed, chief of the Bright-Danes;
the nation’s shepherd counted on Beowulf,
on the warrior’s help, when he heard such resolve.
There was laughter and noise, a pleasing din,
the glad words of men. Wealhtheow came forward,
Hrothgar’s queen, mindful of courtesies;
attired in her gold, she welcomed the men.

The noble lady gave the first cup,

filled to the brim, to the king of the Danes,
bade him rejoice in this mead-serving,
beloved by his people; he took it happily,
victory-famed king, the hall-cup and feast.
The lady of the Helmings walked through the hall,
offered the jeweled cup to veterans and youths,
until the time came that the courteous queen,
splendid in rings, excellent in virtues,

came to Beownulf, brought him the mead.

She greeted him well, gave thanks to God,
wise in her words, that her wish came to pass,
that she might expect help against crimes

from any man. He accepted the cup,
battle-fierce warrior, from Wealhtheow’s hand,
then made a speech, eager for combat—
Beowulf spoke, Ecgtheow’s son:

“I made up my mind, when I set out to sea,
boarded our ship with my band of men,

that I would entirely fulfill the desire

of the Danish nation or else fall slaughtered,
in the grip of the foe. Tonight I will do

a heroic deed or else I will serve

my last day of life here in this mead-hall.”
These words well pleased the royal lady,
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640 gilp-cwide Geates; gode gold-hroden 640 the boast of the Geat. The gracious queen,
fréolicu folc-cwén to hire fréan sittan. her cloak gold-laden, then sat by her lord.

Pa was eft swa 2r inne on healle Again as before many words were spoken,
pryd-word sprecen, 82od on szlum, great noise in the hall, the company rejoicing,
sige-folca swég,  opp=t semninga a victorious folk,  until, before long,

645 sunu Healfdenes s&cean wolde 645 the son of Healfdene wished to retire,
&fen-reste; wiste p2m ahlZcan take his night’s rest. He knew an attack
t6 p2m h&ah-sele hilde gepinged, upon his high hall ~ had been planned by the monster
sid0an hie sunnan léoht  geséon meahton, ever since dawn,  when first light was seen,
op 8e nipende niht ofer ealle, until darkening night should cover them all

650 scadu-helma gesceapu scridan cwdman, 650 and dark shapes of shadow come gliding out,
wan under wolcnum. Werod eall aras. black under clouds. The troop all arose.
[Gelgrétte pa guma operne, Then the old king addressed the young warrior,
Hrodgar Beowulf, ond him h2l 3bgad, Hrothgar to Beowulf, wished him good luck,
win-zrnes geweald, ond pa2t word acwzd: control of the wine-hall, and spoke these words:

655 “N#fre ic Znegum men &r alyfde, 655 “Never before, since I could lift shield-arm,
sipdan ic hond ond rond hebban mihte, have I entrusted the hall of the Danes
Oryp-2m Dena biton pé ni Ja. to any other man, except to you now.

Hafa nii ond geheald hiisa s&lest, Now hold and guard this royal house,
gemyne m&rbo, magen-ellen cyd, remember fame and show brave strength,

660 waca will wrapum! Ne bi§ pé wilna gad 660 watch for your foe! A work of such courage
gif pt pat ellen-weorc aldre gedigest.” will have full reward if you come through alive.”

X  Pa him Hropgar gewat mid his hzlepa gedryht, X  Then Hrothgar went with his band of men,
eodur Scyldinga it of healle; the Scylding king, out from the hall;
wolde wig-fruma Wealhpéo sécan, the great man wanted to find Wealhtheow,

665 cwén to gebeddan. Hzfde Kyning-wuldor 665 his bed-companion. The King of Glory
Grendle togeanes, swa guman gefrungon, had now set a hall-guard brave against Grendel,
sele-weard aseted; sundor-nytte beh€old so men had learned; he did special service
ymb aldor Dena, eoton-weard’ abéad. for the lord of the Danes, kept giant-watch.
Hiiru Géeata léod georne truwode And the Geatish man trusted completely

670 modgan magnes, Metodes hyldo. 670 in his proud strength and the favor of God.
Pa hé him of dyde isern-byrnan He unlaced his chain-shirt, iron body-warden,
helm of hafelan, sealde his hyrsted sweord, undid his helmet, gave his gold-wrapped sword,
irena cyst, ombiht-pegne, finest iron, his gear to a steward,
ond gehealdan hét hilde-geatwe. bade him look well to that equipment.

675 Gesprec pa se goda gylp-worda sum, 675 Then the good warrior, Beowulf the Geat,
Béowulf Geata, &r hé on bed stige: made his boast known before he lay down:

652a MS. grette: em. Grundtvig.
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“N6 ic mé an here-wasmun hnagran talige
glip-geweorca, ponne Grendel hine;
forpan ic hine sweorde swebban nelle,

aldre benéotan, péah ic eal mzge.

Nat hé para goda, pzt hé mé ongéan sléa,
rand gehéawe, peah 8e he rof sie
nip-geweorca; ac wit on niht sculon

secge ofersittan, gif h[é] ges€écean dear

wig ofer wpen, ond sipdan witig God

on swa hwapere hond, halig Dryhten

m&rdo déme, swa him gemet pince.”

Hylde hine pa heapo-déor, hl€or-bolster onféng
eorles andwlitan, ond hine ymb monig

snellic s&-rinc sele-reste gebeah.

Nznig heora pohte p=t hé panon scolde

eft eard-lufan 2fre gesécean,

folc opde fréo-burh, p&r hé aféeded was;

ac hie hafdon gefriinen pxt hie &r to fela micles
in p&Zm win-sele wal-déad fornam,

Denigea l€éode. Ac him Dryhten forgeaf
wig-spéda gewiofu, Wedera l€odum,

frofor ond fultum, bet hie féond heora

Ourh dnes creft ealle ofercomon,

selfes mihtum. S63 is gecyped,

pat mihtig God manna cynnes

weold wide-ferhd. Com on wanre niht
scridan sceadu-genge. Scéotend swzfon,
pa pat horn-reced healdan scoldon,
ealle biton anum. Pt was yldum cip,
pat hie ne moste, pa Metod nolde,

se syn-scapa under sceadu bregdan,

ac hé waccende wrapum on andan

bad bolgen-mod beadwa gepinges.
Pa com of more under mist-hleopum
Grendel gongan, Godes yrre bar;

684b MS. het: em. Kemble.
702a Edge of MS. entirely gone, but “ride” in Thorkelin A, who made
ninety-six errors of “r” for “w.”
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“No poorer I hold my strength in a fight,
my work in battle, than Grendel does his;
and so I will not kill him by sword,
shear off his life, though I easily might.
He does not know the warrior’s arts,
how to parry and hew, cut down a shield,
strong though he be in his hateful work;
so swords are laid by if he dare seek battle,
tonight no weapons, and then mighty God,
the Lord wise and holy, will give war-glory
to whichever side He thinks the right.”
Then he lay down, the pillow took the cheek
of the battle-brave noble, and round him many
valiant sea-fighters sank to hall-rest.
None of them thought he would ever return
from that long hall-floor to his native land,
the people and home-fort where he’d been raised,
for each one knew dark murder had taken
too many men of the Danes already,
killed in the wine-hall. But the Lord had granted
the men of the Weders comfort and help,
a weaving of war-luck, that they overcame
their enemy entirely, by one man’s strength,
by his own powers. It is a known truth
that mighty God has ruled mankind
throughout far time. Now in the night
the dark walker came gliding in shadow;
the bowmen slept who were to hold
the gabled hall —all but one.
It was known to men that the demon could not
drag them into shadows when God did not wish it.
And Beowulf, wakeful, on watch for the foe,
angrily awaited the outcome of battle.

Then up from the marsh, under misty cliffs,
Grendel came walking; he bore God’s wrath.
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mynte se man-scada
sumne besyrwan
Wod under wolcnum
gold-sele gumena,
f2ttum fahne. Ne weas pxt forma IO
pat heé Hrodgares ham gesohte;

n&fre hé on aldor-dagum &r ne sipdan
heardran hzle, heal-3egnas fand.

Com pa to recede rinc sidian
dréamum bedled. Duru s6na onamn
fyr-bendum fast
onbred pa bealo-hydig,
recedes mipan. Rape zfter pon

on fagne flor féond treddode,

€ode yrre-mad; him of agum stod
ligge gelicost leoht unfZger.

Geseah hé in recede rinca manige,
swefan sibbe-gedriht samod ztgzdere,
mago-rinca héap. Pa his m6d ahlog;
mynte bat hé ged&lde,
atol agl&ca,
1if wid lice,
wist-fylle wén.
pxt hé ma moste
Jicgean ofer pa niht.
mag Higelaces,
under f2r-gripum
NE p=t se agleca
ac hé geféng hrade
slzpendne rinc, slat unwearnum,
bat ban-locan, bléd édrum dranc,
syn-sn&dum swealh; sona hzfde
unlyfigendes eal gefeormod,

745 fét ond folma. Ford néar ®tstop,

manna cynnes
in sele pam héan.

715 gearwost wisse,

720

725

730

anra gehwylces
pa him dlumpen wes
Ne was pet wyrd pa gén,
735 manna cynnes
hi se man-scada
gefaran wolde.
yldan pohte,

740 forman side

722b MS. ..hran from Malone, NC, p. 59: restored by Zupitza.

Pryd-swid beheold,

Beowulf

to pas pe hé win-reced,

715

720

sypdan hé hire folmum [ge]hran;
03 hé [gelbolgen was,

725

730

&r pon deg cwome,

735

740

745

723b “ne” from Conybeare (1826). MS. ...bolgen, much faded, restored
tentatively by Zupitza and Malone. Norman Davis would restore the whole

passage as “[p@r a]bolgen.”

Text and Translation 91

The evil thief planned
one of man’s kind,
Under dark skies he came till he saw

the shining wine-hall, house of gold-giving,

a joy to men, plated high with gold.

It was not the first time he had visited Hrothgar;
never in his life, before or after,

did he find harder luck or retainers in hall.

The evil warrior, deprived of joys,

came up to the building; the door burst open,
though bound with iron, as soon as he touched it,
huge in his blood-lust; enraged, he ripped open
the mouth of the hall; quickly rushed in—

the monster stepped on the bright-paved floor,
crazed with evil anger; from his strange eyes

an ugly light shone out like fire.

There in the hall he saw many men—

the band of kinsmen all sleeping together,

a troop of young warriors. Then his heart laughed;
evil monster, he thought he would take

the life from each body, eat them all

before day came; the gluttonous thought

of a full-bellied feast was hot upon him.

No longer his fate to feed on mankind,

after that night. The mighty man,

kinsman of Hygelac, watched how the killer
would want to move in sudden attack.

Nor did the monster think long to delay:

he lunged the next moment, seized a warrior,
gutted him sleeping —ripped him apart—

bit into muscles, swilled blood from veins,

tore off gobbets, in hardly a moment

had eaten him up, all of the dead man,

even hands and feet. He stepped further in,

to trap some human,
in the towering hall.



