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Chapter 9

ME THUS OFTEN THE EVIL MONSTERS

THRONGING THREATENED. WITH THRUST OF MY SWORD,
THE DARLING, | DEALT THEM DUE RETURN!

NOWISE HAD THEY BLISS FROM THEIR BOOTY THEN
TO DEVOUR THEIR VICTIM, VENGEFUL CREATURES,
SEATED TO BANQUET AT BOTTOM OF SEA;

BUT AT BREAK OF DAY, BY MY BRAND SORE HURT,

ON THE EDGE OF OCEAN UP THEY LAY,

PUT TO SLEEP BY THE SWORD. AND SINCE, BY THEM
ON THE FATHOMLESS SEA-WAYS SAILOR-FOLK

ARE NEVER MOLESTED. — LIGHT FROM EAST,

CAME BRIGHT GOD’S BEACON;, THE BILLOWS SANK,
SO THAT | SAW THE SEA-CLIFFS HIGH,

WINDY WALLS. FOR WYRD OFT SAVETH

EARL UNDOOMED IF HE DOUGHTY BE!

AND SO IT CAME THAT | KILLED WITH MY SWORD

NINE OF THE NICORS. OF NIGHT-FOUGHT BATTLES
NE'ER HEARD | A HARDER ‘NEATH HEAVEN’S DOME,
NOR ADRIFT ON THE DEEP A MORE DESOLATE MAN!
YET | CAME UNHARMED FROM THAT HOSTILE CLUTCH,
THOUGH SPENT WITH SWIMMING. THE SEA UPBORE ME,
FLOOD OF THE TIDE, ON FINNISH LAND,
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fHE WELLING WATERS. NO WISE OF THEE

HAVE | HEARD MEN TELL SUCH TERROR OF FALCHIONS,
BITTER BATTLE. BRECA NE’ER YET,

NOT ONE OF YOU PAIR, IN THE PLAY OF WAR

SUCH DARING DEED HAS DONE AT ALL

WITH BLOODY BRAND, — | BOAST NOT OF IT! —

THOUGH THOU WAST THE BANE [FOOTNOTE 1] OF THY BRETHREN DEAR,
THY CLOSEST KIN, WHENCE CURSE OF HELL AWAITS THEE, WELL AS THY WIT MAY
SERVE!

FOR | SAY IN SOOTH, THOU SON OF ECGLAF,

NEVER HAD GRENDEL THESE GRIM DEEDS WROUGHT,
MONSTER DIRE, ON THY MASTER DEAR,

IN HEOROT SUCH HAVOC, IF HEART OF THINE

WERE AS BATTLE-BOLD AS THY BOAST IS LOUD!

BUT HE HAS FOUND NO FEUD WILL HAPPEN,;

FROM SWORD-CLASH DREAD OF YOUR DANISH CLAN

HE VAUNTS HIM SAFE, FROM THE VICTOR-SCYLDINGS.

HE FORCES PLEDGES, FAVORS NONE

OF THE LAND OF DANES, BUT LUSTILY MURDERS,

FIGHTS AND FEASTS, NOR FEUD HE DREADS

FROM SPEAR-DANE MEN. BUT SPEEDILY NOW

SHALL | PROVE HIM THE PROWESS AND PRIDE OF THE GEATS,
SHALL BID HIM BATTLE. BLITHE TO MEAD

GO HE THAT LISTETH, WHEN LIGHT OF DAWN

THIS MORROW MORNING O’ER MEN OF EARTH,

ETHER-ROBED SUN FROM THE SOUTH SHALL BEAM!”

JOYOUS THEN WAS THE JEWEL-GIVER,

HOAR-HAIRED, WAR-BRAVE;, HELP AWAITED

THE BRIGHT-DANES’ PRINCE, FROM BEOWULF HEARING,
FOLK'S GOOD SHEPHERD, SUCH FIRM RESOLVE.

THEN WAS LAUGHTER OF LIEGEMEN LOUD RESOUNDING
WITH WINSOME WORDS. CAME WEALHTHEOW FORTH,
QUEEN OF HROTHGAR, HEEDFUL OF COURTESY,
GOLD-DECKED, GREETING THE GUESTS IN HALL;

AND THE HIGH-BORN LADY HANDED THE CUP

FIRST TO THE EAST-DANES’ HEIR AND WARDEN,

BADE HIM BE BLITHE AT THE BEER-CAROUSE,

THE LAND’S BELOVED ONE. LUSTILY TOOK HE
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BANQUET AND BEAKER, BATTLE-FAMED KING.
THROUGH THE HALL THEN WENT THE HELMINGS’ LADY,
TO YOUNGER AND OLDER EVERYWHERE

CARRIED THE CUP, TILL COME THE MOMENT

WHEN THE RING-GRACED QUEEN, THE ROYAL-HEARTED,
TO BEOWULF BORE THE BEAKER OF MEAD.

SHE GREETED THE GEATS’ LORD, GOD SHE THANKED,
IN WISDOM’S WORDS, THAT HER WILL WAS GRANTED,
THAT AT LAST ON A HERO HER HOPE COULD LEAN
FOR COMFORT IN TERRORS. THE CUP HE TOOK,
HARDY-IN-\WAR, FROM WEALHTHEOW'S HAND,

AND ANSWER UTTERED THE EAGER-FOR-COMBAT.
BEOWULF SPAKE, BAIRN OF ECGTHEOW .—

“THIS WAS MY THOUGHT, WHEN MY THANES AND |
BENT TO THE OCEAN AND ENTERED OUR BOAT,

THAT | WOULD WORK THE WILL OF YOUR PEOPLE
FULLY, OR FIGHTING FALL IN DEATH,

IN FIEND’S GRIPE FAST. | AM FIRM TO DO

AN EARL’S BRAVE DEED, OR END THE DAYS

OF THIS LIFE OF MINE IN THE MEAD-HALL HERE.”
WELL THESE WORDS TO THE WOMAN SEEMED,
BEOWULF’S BATTLE-BOAST. — BRIGHT WITH GOLD
THE STATELY DAME BY HER SPOUSE SAT DOWN.
AGAIN, AS ERST, BEGAN IN HALL

WARRIORS’ WASSAIL AND WORDS OF POWER,

THE PROUD-BAND’S REVEL, TILL PRESENTLY

THE SON OF HEALFDENE HASTENED TO SEEK

REST FOR THE NIGHT, HE KNEW THERE WAITED
FIGHT FOR THE FIEND IN THAT FESTAL HALL,

WHEN THE SHEEN OF THE SUN THEY SAW NO MORE,
AND DUSK OF NIGHT SANK DARKLING NIGH,

AND SHADOWY SHAPES CAME STRIDING ON,

WAN UNDER WELKIN. THE WARRIORS ROSE.

MAN TO MAN, HE MADE HARANGUE,

HROTHGAR TO BEOWULF, BADE HIM HAIL,

LET HIM WIELD THE WINE HALL: A WORD HE ADDED:—
“NEVER TO ANY MAN ERST | TRUSTED,

SINCE | COULD HEAVE UP HAND AND SHIELD,

THIS NOBLE DANE-HALL, TILL NOW TO THEE.
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HAVE NOW AND HOLD THIS HOUSE UNPEERED;
REMEMBER THY GLORY; THY MIGHT DECLARE;
WATCH FOR THE FOE! NO WISH SHALL FAIL THEE

IF THOU BIDEST THE BATTLE WITH BOLD-WON LIFE.”

Footnotes
1. Murder
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