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Chapter 34

WIGLAF HIsS NAME WAS, WEOHSTAN’S SON,
LINDEN-THANE LOVED, THE LORD OF SCYLFINGS,
AELFHERE’S KINSMAN. HIS KING HE NOW SAW

WITH HEAT UNDER HELMET HARD OPPRESSED.

HE MINDED THE PRIZES HIS PRINCE HAD GIVEN HIM,
WEALTHY SEAT OF THE WAEGMUNDING LINE,

AND FOLK-RIGHTS THAT HIS FATHER OWNED

NOT LONG HE LINGERED. THE LINDEN YELLOW,

HIS SHIELD, HE SEIZED; THE OLD SWORD HE DREW. —
AS HEIRLOOM OF EANMUND EARTH-DWELLERS KNEW IT,
WHO WAS SLAIN BY THE SWORD-EDGE, SON OF OHTERE,
FRIENDLESS EXILE, ERST IN FRAY

KILLED BY WEOHSTAN, WHO WON FOR HIS KIN
BROWN-BRIGHT HELMET, BREASTPLATE RINGED,

OLD SWORD OF EOTENS, ONELA’'S GIFT,

WEEDS OF WAR OF THE WARRIOR-THANE,

BATTLE-GEAR BRAVE: THOUGH A BROTHER’S CHILD

HAD BEEN FELLED, THE FEUD WAS UNFELT BY ONELA. [FOOTNOTE 1]
FOR WINTERS THIS WAR-GEAR WEOHSTAN KEPT,
BREASTPLATE AND BOARD, TILL HIS BAIRN HAD GROWN
EARLSHIP TO EARN AS THE OLD SIRE DID:

THEN HE GAVE HIM, MID GEATS, THE GEAR OF BATTLE,
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PORTION HUGE, WHEN HE PASSED FROM LIFE,

FARED AGED FORTH. FOR THE FIRST TIME NOW

WITH HIS LEADER-LORD THE LIEGEMAN YOUNG

WAS BIDDEN TO SHARE THE SHOCK OF BATTLE.

NEITHER SOFTENED HIS SOUL, NOR THE SIRE’'S BEQUEST
WEAKENED IN WAR. [FOOTNOTE 2] SO THE WORM FOUND OUT
WHEN ONCE IN FIGHT THE FOES HAD MET!

WIGLAF SPAKE, — AND HIS WORDS WERE SAGE,;

SAD IN SPIRIT, HE SAID TO HIS COMRADES: —

“| REMEMBER THE TIME, WHEN MEAD WE TOOK,

WHAT PROMISE WE MADE TO THIS PRINCE OF OURS

IN THE BANQUET-HALL, TO OUR BREAKER-OF-RINGS,

FOR GEAR OF COMBAT TO GIVE HIM REQUITAL,

FOR HARD-SWORD AND HELMET, IF HAP SHOULD BRING
STRESS OF THIS SORT! HIMSELF WHO CHOSE US

FROM ALL HIS ARMY TO AID HIM NOW,

URGED US TO GLORY, AND GAVE THESE TREASURES,
BECAUSE HE COUNTED US KEEN WITH THE SPEAR

AND HARDY ‘NEATH HELM, THOUGH THIS HERO-WORK
OUR LEADER HOPED UNHELPED AND ALONE

TO FINISH FOR US, — FOLK-DEFENDER

WHO HATH GOT HIM GLORY GREATER THAN ALL MEN

FOR DARING DEEDS! NOW THE DAY IS COME

THAT OUR NOBLE MASTER HAS NEED OF THE MIGHT

OF WARRIORS STOUT. LET US STRIDE ALONG

THE HERO TO HELP WHILE THE HEAT IS ABOUT HIM
GLOWING AND GRIM! FOR GOD IS MY WITNESS

| AM FAR MORE FAIN THE FIRE SHOULD SEIZE

ALONG WITH MY LORD THESE LIMBS OF MINE! [FOOTNOTE 3]
UNSUITING IT SEEMS OUR SHIELDS TO BEAR

HOMEWARD HENCE, SAVE HERE WE ESSAY

TO FELL THE FOE AND DEFEND THE LIFE

OF THE WEDERS’ LORD. | WOT ‘TWERE SHAME

ON THE LAW OF OUR LAND IF ALONE THE KING

OUT OF GEATISH WARRIORS WOE ENDURED

AND SANK IN THE STRUGGLE! MY SWORD AND HELMET,
BREASTPLATE AND BOARD, FOR US BOTH SHALL SERVE!”
THROUGH SLAUGHTER-REEK STRODE HE TO SUCCOR HIS CHIEFTAIN,
HIS BATTLE-HELM BORE, AND BRIEF WORDS SPAKE .—
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“BEOWULF DEAREST, DO ALL BRAVELY,

AS IN YOUTHFUL DAYS OF YORE THOU VOWEDST

THAT WHILE LIFE SHOULD LAST THOU WOULDST LET NO WISE
THY GLORY DROOP! NOW, GREAT IN DEEDS,

ATHELING STEADFAST, WITH ALL THY STRENGTH

SHIELD THY LIFE! | WILL STAND TO HELP THEE.”

AT THE WORDS THE WORM CAME ONCE AGAIN,

MURDEROUS MONSTER MAD WITH RAGE,

WITH FIRE-BILLOWS FLAMING, ITS FOES TO SEEK,

THE HATED MEN. IN HEAT-WAVES BURNED

THAT BOARD [FOOTNOTE 4] TO THE BOSS, AND THE BREASTPLATE FAILED
TO SHELTER AT ALL THE SPEAR-THANE YOUNG.

YET QUICKLY UNDER HIS KINSMAN’S SHIELD

WENT EAGER THE EARL, SINCE HIS OWN WAS NOW

ALL BURNED BY THE BLAZE. THE BOLD KING AGAIN

HAD MIND OF HIS GLORY: WITH MIGHT HIS GLAIVE

WAS DRIVEN INTO THE DRAGON’S HEAD, —

BLOW NERVED BY HATE. BUT NAEGLING [FOOTNOTE 5] WAS SHIVERED,
BROKEN IN BATTLE WAS BEOWULF'S SWORD,

OLD AND GRAY. ‘TWAS GRANTED HIM NOT

THAT EVER THE EDGE OF IRON AT ALL

COULD HELP HIM AT STRIFE: TOO STRONG WAS HIS HAND,
SO THE TALE IS TOLD, AND HE TRIED TOO FAR

WITH STRENGTH OF STROKE ALL SWORDS HE WIELDED,
THOUGH STURDY THEIR STEEL. THEY STEADED HIM NOUGHT.
THEN FOR THE THIRD TIME THOUGHT ON ITS FEUD

THAT FOLK-DESTROYER, FIRE-DREAD DRAGON,

AND RUSHED ON THE HERO, WHERE ROOM ALLOWED,
BATTLE-GRIM, BURNING; ITS BITTER TEETH

CLOSED ON HIS NECK, AND COVERED HIM

WITH WAVES OF BLOOD FROM HIS BREAST THAT WELLED.
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Footnotes
1. That 1s, although Eanmund was brother’s son to Onela, the slaying of the former by Weohstan
1s not felt as cause of feud, and is rewarded by gift of the slain man’s weapons.

2. Both Wiglaf and the sword did their duty. — The following is one of the classic passages for
illustrating the comitatus as the most conspicuous Germanic institution, and its underlying sense
of duty, based partly on the idea of loyalty and partly on the practical basis of benefits received
and repaid.

3. Sc. “than to bide safely here,” — a common figure of incomplete comparison.

4. Wiglaf’s wooden shield.

5. Gering would translate “kinsman of the nail,” as both are made of iron.
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