BEOWULF

Listen!


We have heard of the glory in bygone days

of the folk-kings of the spear-Danes,

how those noble lords did lofty deeds.


Often Scyld Scefing seized the mead-benches

from many tribes, troops of enemies,

struck fear into earls. Though he first was

found a waif, he awaited solace for that –

he grew under heaven  and prospered in honor

until every one of the encircling nations

over the whale’s-riding had to obey him,

grant him tribute. That was a good king!

A boy was later born to him,

young in the courts, whom God sent

as a solace to the people – He saw their need,

the dire distress they had endured, lordless,

for such a long time. The Lord of Life,

Wielder of Glory, gave him worldly honor;

Beowulf, the son of Scyld, was renowned,

his fame spread wide in the Scandinavian lands.

Thus should a young man bring about good

with pious gifts from his father’s possessions,

so that later in life loyal comrades

will stand beside him when war comes,

the people will support him – with praiseworthy deeds

a man will prosper among any people.


Scyld passed away at his appointed hour,

the mighty lord went to the Lord’s keeping;

They bore him down to the brimming sea,

his dear comrades, as he himself had commanded

while the friend of the Scyldings wielded speech –

that dear land-ruler had long held power.

In the harbor stood a ring-prowed ship,

icy, outbound, a nobleman’s vessel;

there they laid down their dear lord,

dispenser of rings, in the bosom of the ship,

glorious by the mast. There were many treasures

loaded there, adornments from distant lands;

I have never heard of a more lovely ship

bedecked with battle-weapons and war-gear,

blades and byrnies, in its bosom lay

many treasures, which were to travel

far with him into the keeping of the flood.

With no fewer gifts did they furnish him there,

the wealth of nations, than those did who

at his beginning first sent him forth

alone over the waves while still a small child.

Then they set a golden ensign

high over his head, and let the waves have him,

gave him to the Deep with grieving spirits,

mournful in mind. Men do not know

how to say truly – not trusted counselors,

nor heroes under the heavens – who received that cargo.



(Translated by Roy Liuzza)

ofer hronrade         hyran scolde, 

gomban gyldan.         þæt wæs god cyning! 

