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Chapter 35

‘TWAS NOW, MEN SAY, IN HIS SOVRAN’S NEED

THAT THE EARL MADE KNOWN HIS NOBLE STRAIN,
CRAFT AND KEENNESS AND COURAGE ENDURING.
HEEDLESS OF HARM, THOUGH HIS HAND WAS BURNED,
HARDY-HEARTED, HE HELPED HIS KINSMAN.

A LITTLE LOWER THE LOATHSOME BEAST

HE SMOTE WITH SWORD; HIS STEEL DROVE IN

BRIGHT AND BURNISHED;, THAT BLAZE BEGAN

TO LOSE AND LESSEN. AT LAST THE KING

WIELDED HIS WITS AGAIN, WAR-KNIFE DREW,

A BITING BLADE BY HIS BREASTPLATE HANGING,

AND THE WEDERS’-HELM SMOTE THAT WORM ASUNDER,
FELLED THE FOE, FLUNG FORTH ITS LIFE.

SO HAD THEY KILLED IT, KINSMEN BOTH,

ATHELINGS TWAIN: THUS AN EARL SHOULD BE

IN DANGER’S DAY! — OF DEEDS OF VALOR

THIS CONQUEROR’'S-HOUR OF THE KING WAS LAST,

OF HIS WORK IN THE WORLD. THE WOUND BEGAN,
WHICH THAT DRAGON-OF-EARTH HAD ERST INFLICTED,
TO SWELL AND SMART; AND SOON HE FOUND

IN HIS BREAST WAS BOILING, BALEFUL AND DEEP,
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PAIN OF POISON. THE PRINCE WALKED ON,

WISE IN HIS THOUGHT, TO THE WALL OF ROCK;

THEN SAT, AND STARED AT THE STRUCTURE OF GIANTS,
WHERE ARCH OF STONE AND STEADFAST COLUMN
UPHELD FOREVER THAT HALL IN EARTH.

YET HERE MUST THE HAND OF THE HENCHMAN PEERLESS
LAVE WITH WATER HIS WINSOME LORD,

THE KING AND CONQUEROR COVERED WITH BLOOD,
WITH STRUGGLE SPENT, AND UNSPAN HIS HELMET.
BEOWULF SPAKE IN SPITE OF HIS HURT,

HIS MORTAL WOUND; FULL WELL HE KNEW

HIS PORTION NOW WAS PAST AND GONE

OF EARTHLY BLISS, AND ALL HAD FLED

OF HIS FILE OF DAYS, AND DEATH WAS NEAR:

“l WOULD FAIN BESTOW ON SON OF MINE

THIS GEAR OF WAR, WERE GIVEN ME NOW

THAT ANY HEIR SHOULD AFTER ME COME

OF MY PROPER BLOOD. THIS PEOPLE | RULED

FIFTY WINTERS. NO FOLK-KING WAS THERE,

NONE AT ALL, OF THE NEIGHBORING CLANS

WHO WAR WOULD WAGE ME WITH ‘WARRIORS -FRIENDS’ [FOOTNOTE 1]
AND THREAT ME WITH HORRORS. AT HOME | BIDED
WHAT FATE MIGHT COME, AND | CARED FOR MINE OWN;
FEUDS | SOUGHT NOT, NOR FALSELY SWORE

EVER ON OATH. FOR ALL THESE THINGS,

THOUGH FATALLY WOUNDED, FAIN AM [!

FROM THE RULER-OF-MAN NO WRATH SHALL SEIZE ME,
WHEN LIFE FROM MY FRAME MUST FLEE AWAY,

FOR KILLING OF KINSMEN! NOW QUICKLY GO

AND GAZE ON THAT HOARD ‘NEATH THE HOARY ROCK,
WIGLAF LOVED, NOW THE WORM LIES LOW,

SLEEPS, HEART-SORE, OF HIS SPOIL BEREAVED.

AND FARE IN HASTE. | WOULD FAIN BEHOLD

THE GORGEOUS HEIRLOOMS, GOLDEN STORE,

HAVE JOY IN THE JEWELS AND GEMS, LAY DOWN
SOFTLIER FOR SIGHT OF THIS SPLENDID HOARD

MY LIFE AND THE LORDSHIP | LONG HAVE HELD.”
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Footnotes
1. That is, swords.
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