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HWÆT: WE GAR-DENA    IN GEARDAGUM      1 
þeodcyninga    þrym gefrunon. 
Hu ða æþelingas    ellen fremedon! 
 
So.  The Spear-Danes in days gone by       1 
And the kings who ruled them had courage and greatness. 
We have heard of those princes’ heroic campaigns. 
 
Oft Scyld Scefing    sceaþena þreatum 
monegum mægþum    meodosetla ofteah,      5 
egsode eorl,    syððan ærest wearð 
feasceaft funden.    He þæs frofre gebad, 
weox under wolcnum,    weorðmyndum þah, 
oð þæt him æghwylc    þara ymbsittendra 
ofer hronrade    hyran scolde,        10 
gomban gyldan.    Þæt wæs god cyning. 
 
There was Shield Sheafson, scourge of many tribes, 
A wrecker of mead-benches, rampaging among foes.      5 
This terror of the hall-troops had come far. 
A foundling to start with, he would flourish later on 
As his powers waxed and his worth was proved. 
In the end each clan on the outlying coasts 
Beyond the whale-road had to yield to him                                           10 
And begin to pay tribute.  That was one good king. 
 
Ðæm eafera wæs    æfter cenned, 
geong in geardum,    þone God sende 
folce to frofre.    Fyrenðearfe ongeat. 
Þæt hie ær drugon    aldorlease        15 
lange hwile.    Him þæs Liffrea, 
wuldres wealdend,    woroldare forgeaf. 
Beowulf wæs breme,    blæd wide sprang, 
Scyldes eafera    Scedelandum in. 
Swa sceal geong guma    gode gewyrcean,      20 
fromum feohgiftum    on fæder bearme, 



þæt hine on ylde    eft gewunigen 
wilgesiþas,    þonne wig cume, 
leode gelæsten.    Lofdædum sceal 
in mægþa gehwære    man geþeon.       25 
 
Afterwards a boy-child was born to Shield, 
A cub in the yard, a comfort sent 
By God to that nation.  He knew what they had tholed, 
The long times and troubles they’d come through      15 
Without a leader; so the Lord of Life, 
The glorious Almighty, made this man renowned. 
Shield had fathered a famous son: 
Beow’s name was known through the north. 
And a young prince must be prudent like that,                               20 
Giving freely while his father lives 
So that afterwards in age when fighting starts 
Steadfast companions will stand beside him 
And hold the line.  Behavior that’s admired 
Is the path to power among people everywhere.      25 
 
Him ða Scyld gewat    to gescæphwile 
felahror feran    on Frean wære. 
Hi hyne þa ætbæron    to brimes faroðe, 
swæse gesiþas.    Swa he selfa bæd 
þenden wordum weold    wine Scyldinga.      30 
Leof landfruma    lange ahte. 
Þær æt hyðe stod    hringedstefna, 
isig ond utfus,    æþelinges fær. 
Aledon þa    leofne þeoden, 
beaga bryttan    on bearm scipes,        35 
mærne be mæste.    Þær wæs madma fela 
of feorwegum    frætwa gelæded. 
Ne hyrde ic cymlicor    ceol gegyrwan 
hildewæpnum    ond heaðowædum, 
billum ond byrnum.    Him on bearme læg      40 
madma mænigo;    þa him mid scoldon 
on flodes æht    feor gewitan. 
Nalæs hi hine læssan    lacum teodan, 
þeodgestreonum,    þonne þa dydon, 
þe hine æt frumsceafte    forð onsendon       45 



ænne ofer yðe    umborwesende. 
Þa gyt hie him asetton    segen gyldenne 
heah ofer heafod,    leton holm beran 
geafon on garsecg.    Him wæs geomor sefa, 
murnende mod.    Men ne cunnon       50 
secgan to soðe    selerædenne, 
hæleð under heofenum,    hwa þæm hlæste onfeng. 
 
Shield was still thriving when his time came 
And he crossed over into the Lord’s keeping. 
His warrior band did what he bade them 
When he laid down the law among the Danes: 
They shouldered him out to the sea’s flood,                                         30 
The chief they revered who had long ruled them. 
A ring-whorled prow rode in the harbour, 
Ice-clad, outbound, a craft for a prince. 
They stretched their beloved lord in his boat, 
Laid out by the mast, amidships,        35 
The great ring-giver.  Far-fetched treasures 
Were piled upon him, and precious gear. 
I never heard before of a ship so well furbished 
With battle tackle, bladed weapons 
And coats of mail.  The massed treasure                                     40 
Was loaded on top of him: it would travel far 
On out into the ocean’s sway. 
They decked his body no less bountifully 
With offerings than those first ones did 
Who cast him away when he was a child       45 
And launched him alone out over the waves. 
And they set a gold standard up 
High above his head and let him drift 
To wind and tide, bewailing him 
And mourning their loss.  No man can tell,                                          50 
No wise man in hall or weathered veteran 
Knows for certain who salvaged that load. 
 
 .I. 
ÐA wæs on burgum    Beowulf Scyldinga 
leof leodcyning    longe þrage, 
folcum gefræge.    Fæder ellor hwearf,       55 



aldor of earde.    Oþ þæt him eft onwoc 
heah Healfdene,    heold þenden lifde, 
gamol ond guðreouw,    glæde Scyldingas. 
Ðæm feower bearn    forðgerimed 
in worold wocun:    weoroda ræswa,       60 
Heorogar, ond Hroðgar,    ond Halga til. 
Hyrde ic þæt ides    wæs æþelan cwen, 
Heaðo-Scilfingas    healsgebedda. 
 
Then it fell to Beow to keep the forts. 
He was well regarded and ruled the Danes 
For a long time after his father took leave       55 
Of his life on earth.  And then his heir, 
The great Halfdane, held sway 
For as long as he lived, their elder and warlord. 
He was four times a father, this fighter prince: 
One by one they entered the world,                                                  60 
Heorogar, Hrothgar, the good Halga 
And a daughter, I have heard, who was Onela’s queen, 
A balm in bed to the battle-scarred Swede. 
 
Þa wæs Hroðgare    heresped gyfen, 
wiges weorðmynd,    þæt him his winemagas      65 
georne hyrdon,    oðð þæt seo geogoð geweox 
magodriht micel.    Him on mod bearn 
þæt healreced    hatan wolde, 
medoærn micel    men gewyrcean, 
þone yldo bearn    æfre gefrunon,        70 
ond þær on innan    eall gedælan 
geongum ond ealdum,    swylc him God sealde, 
buton folcscare    ond feorum gumena. 
Ða ic wide gefrægn    weorc gebannan 
manigre mægþe    geond þisne middangeard,      75 
folcstede frætwan.    Him on fyrste gelomp, 
ædre mid yldum,    þæt hit wearð ealgearo, 
healærna mæst.    Scop him Heort naman, 
se þe his wordes geweald    wide hæfde. 
He beot ne aleh,    beagas dælde,        80 
sinc æt symle.    Sele hlifade, 
heah ond horngeap.    Heaðowylma bad, 



laðan liges.    Ne wæs hit lenge þa gen 
þæt se secghete    aþum swerian, 
æfter wælniðe    wæcnan scolde.        85 
Ða se ellengæst    earfoðlice 
þrage geþolode,    se þe in þystrum bad, 
þæt he dogora gehwam    dream gehyrde 
hludne in healle.    Þær wæs hearpan sweg, 
swutol sang scopes.    Sægde, se þe cuþe,      90 
frumsceaft fira    feorran reccan, 
cwæð þæt se Ælmihtiga    eorðan worhte, 
wlitebeorhtne wang,    swa wæter bebugeð, 
gesette sigehreþig    sunnan ond monan, 
leoman to leohte    landbuendum.        95 
ond gefrætwade    foldan sceatas, 
leomum ond leafum,    lif eac gesceop 
cynna gehwylcum    þara ðe cwice hwyrfaþ. 
 
The fortunes of war favored Hrothgar. 
Friends and kinsmen flocked to his ranks,       65 
Young followers, a force that grew 
To be a mighty army.  So his mind turned 
To hall-building: he handed down orders 
For men to work on a great mead-hall 
Meant to be a wonder of the world forever;                           70 
It would be his throne-room and there he would dispense 
His God-given goods to young and old--- 
But not the common land or people’s lives. 
Far and wide through the world, I have heard, 
Orders for work to adorn that wall stead       75 
Were sent to many peoples.  And soon it stood there, 
Finished and ready, in full view, 
The hall of halls.  Heorot was the name 
He had settled on it, whose utterance was law. 
Nor did he renege, but doled out rings                        80 
And torques at the table.  The hall towered, 
Its gables wide and high and awaiting 
A barbarous burning.  That doom abided, 
But in time it would come: the killer instinct 
Unleashed among in-laws, the blood-lust rampant.      85 
Then a powerful demon, a prowler through the dark, 



Nursed a hard grievance.  It harrowed him 
To hear the din of the loud banquet 
Every day in the hall, the harp being struck 
And the clear song of a skilled poet                                  90                       
Telling with mastery of man’s beginnings, 
How the Almighty had made the earth 
A gleaming plain girdled with waters; 
In His splendour He set the sun and moon 
To be earth’s lamplight, lanterns for men,       95 
And filled the broad lap of the world 
With branches and leaves; and quickened life 
In every other thing that moved. 
 
Swa ða drihtguman    dreamum lifdon 
eadiglice,    oð ðæt an ongan        100 
fyrene fremman,    feond on helle. 
Wæs se grimma gæst    Grendel haten, 
mære mearcstapa,    se þe moras heold, 
fen ond fæsten.    Fifelcynnes eard 
wonsæli wer    weardode hwile,        105 
siþðan him Scyppend    forscrifen hæfde 
in Caines cynne.    Þone cwealm gewræc, 
ece Drihten,    þæs þe he Abel slog. 
Ne gefeah he þære fæhðe,    ac He hine feor forwræc, 
Metod for þy mane    mancynne fram.       110 
Þanon untydras    ealle onwocon, 
eotenas ond ylfe    ond orcneas, 
swylce gigantas,    þa wið Gode wunnon 
lange þrage.    He him ðæs lean forgeald! 
 
So times were pleasant for the people there 
Until finally one, a fiend out of Hell,                       100 
Began to work his evil in the world. 
Grendel was the name of this grim demon 
Haunting the marches, marauding round the heath 
And the desolate fens; he had dwelt for a time 
In misery among the banished monsters,       105 
Cain’s clan, whom the creator had outlawed 
And condemned as outcasts.  For the killing of Abel 
The Eternal Lord had exacted a price: 



Cain got no good from committing that murder 
Because the Almighty made him anathema                       110 
And out of the curse of his exile there sprang 
Ogres and elves and evil phantoms 
And the giants too who strove with God 
Time and again until He gave them their final reward. 
 
 .II. 
Gewat ða neosian,    syþðan niht becom,       115 
hean huses,    hu hit Hring-Dene 
æfter beorþege    gebun hæfdon. 
Fand þa ðær inne    æþelinga gedriht 
swefan æfter symble.    Sorge ne cuðon, 
wonsceaft wera.    Wiht unhælo,        120 
grim ond grædig,    gearo sona wæs, 
reoc ond reþe,    ond on ræste genam 
þritig þegna.    Þanon eft gewat 
huðe hremig    to ham faran, 
mid þære wælfylle    wica neosan.       125 
 
So, after nightfall, Grendel set out        115 
For the lofty house, to see how the Ring-Danes 
Were settling into it after their drink, 
And there he came upon them,  a company of the best 
Asleep from their feasting, insensible to pain 
And human sorrow.  Suddenly then                                     120 
The God-cursed brute was creating havoc: 
Greedy and grim, he grabbed thirty men 
From their resting places and rushed to his lair, 
Flushed up and inflamed from the raid, 
Blundering back with the butchered corpses.       125 
 
Ða wæs on uhtan    mid ærdæge 
Grendles guðcræft    gumum undyrne. 
Þa wæs æfter wiste    wop up ahafen, 
micel morgensweg.    Mære þeoden 
æþeling ærgod,    unbliðe sæt,        130 
þolode ðryðswyð,    þegnsorge dreah, 
syðþan hie þæs laðan    last sceawedon, 
wergan gastes.    Wæs þæt gewin to strang, 



lað ond longsum.    Næs hit lengra fyrst, 
ac ymb ane niht    eft gefremede        135 
morðbeala mare,    ond no mearn fore 
fæhðe ond fyrene.    Wæs to fæst on þam. 
Þa wæs eaðfynde    þe him elles hwær 
gerumlicor    ræste sohte, 
bed æfter burum,    ða him gebeacnod wæs,      140 
gesægd soðlice    sweotolan tacne 
healðegnes hete.    Heold hyne syðþan 
fyr ond fæstor,    se þæm feonde ætwand. 
 
Then as dawn brightened and the day broke 
Grendel’s powers of destruction were plain: 
Their wassail was over, they wept to heaven 
And mourned under morning.  Their mighty prince, 
The storied leader, sat stricken and helpless,                       130 
Humiliated by the loss of his guard, 
Bewildered and stunned, staring aghast 
And the demon’s trail, in deep distress. 
He was numb with grief, but got no respite 
For one night later the merciless Grendel       135 
Struck again with more gruesome murders. 
Malignant by nature, he never showed remorse. 
It was easy then to meet with a man 
Shifting himself to a safer distance 
To bed in the bothies, for who could be blind                 140 
To the evidence of his eyes, the obviousness 
Of that hall-watcher’s hate?  Whoever escaped 
Kept a weather-eye open and moved away. 
 
Swa rixode    ond wið rihte wan, 
ana wið eallum,    oð þæt idel stod       145 
husa selest.    Wæs seo hwil micel, 
twelf wintra tid,    torn geþolode, 
wine, scyldenda,    weana gehwelcne, 
sidra sorga.    Forðam sona wearð 
ylda bearnum    undyrne, cuð,        150 
gyddum geomore,    þætte Grendel wan 
hwile wið Hroþgar,    heteniðas wæg, 
fyrene ond fæhðe    fela missera, 



singale sæce.    Sibbe ne wolde 
wið manna hwone    mægenes Deniga       155 
feorhbealo feorran,    fea þingian. 
Ne þær nænig witena    wenan þorfte 
beorhtre bote    to banan folmum. 
Atol æglæca   ehtende wæs, 
deorc deaþscua,   duguþe ond geogoþe,       160 
seomade ond syrede,   sinnihte heold 
mistige moras.    Men ne cunnon 
hwyder helrunan    hwyrftum scriþað. 
 
So Grendel ruled in defiance of right, 
One against all, until the greatest house       145 
In the world stood empty, a deserted wall stead. 
For twelve winters, seasons of woe, 
The lord of the Shieldings suffered under 
His load of sorrow; and so, before long, 
The news was known over the whole world.                              150 
Sad lays were sung about the beset king, 
The vicious raids of Grendel, 
His long and unrelenting feud, 
Nothing but war; how he would never 
Parley or make peace with any Dane        155 
Nor stop his death-dealing nor pay the death-price. 
No counsellor could ever expect 
Fair reparation from those rabid hands. 
All were endangered; young and old 
Were hunted down by that dark death-shadow                   160                      
Who lurked and swooped in the long nights 
On the misty moors; nobody knows 
Where these reavers from Hell roam on their errands. 
 
Swa fela fyrena    feond mancynnes, 
atol angengea,    oft gefremede,        165 
heardra hynða.    Heorot eardode, 
sincfage sel    sweartum nihtum. 
No he þone gifstol    gretan moste 
maþðum for Metode,    ne his myne wisse. 
 
So Grendel waged his lonely war, 



Inflicting constant cruelties on the people,       165 
Atrocious hurt.  He took over Heorot, 
Haunted the glittering hall after dark, 
But the throne itself, the treasure-seat, 
He was kept from approaching; he was the Lord’s outcast. 
 
Þæt wæs wræc micel    wine Scyldinga,       170 
modes brecða.    Monig oft gesæt 
rice to rune;    ræd eahtedon, 
hwæt swiðferhðum    selest wære 
wið færgryrum    to gefremmanne. 
Hwilum hie geheton    æt hrærgtrafum       175 
wigweorþunga,    wordum bædon 
þæt him gastbona    geoce gefremede 
wið þeodþreaum.    Swylc wæs þeaw hyra, 
hæþenra hyht.    Helle gemundon 
in modsefan,    Metod hie ne cuþon,       180 
dæda Demend,    ne wiston hie Drihten God. 
Ne hie huru heofena Helm    herian ne cuþon, 
wuldres Waldend.    Wa bið þæm ðe sceal 
þurh sliðne nið    sawle bescufan 
in fyres fæþm,    frofre ne wenan,        185 
wihte gewendan.    Wel bið þæm þe mot 
æfter deaðdæge    Drihten secean 
ond to fæder fæþmum    freoðo wilnian. 
 
These were hard times, heart-breaking                         170 
For the prince of the Shieldings; powerful counselors, 
The highest in the land, would lend advice, 
Plotting how best the bold defenders 
Might resist and beat off sudden attacks. 
Sometimes at pagan shrines they vowed       175 
Offering to idols, swore oaths 
That the killer of souls might come to their aid 
And save the people.  That was their way, 
Their heathenish hope; deep in their hearts 
They remembered Hell.  The Almighty Judge                    180 
Of good deeds and bad, the Lord God, 
Head of the Heavens and High King of the World, 
Was unknown to them.  Oh, cursed is he 



Who in time of trouble had to thrust his soul 
In the fire’s embrace, forfeiting help;        185 
He has nowhere to turn.  But blessed is he 
Who after death can approach the Lord 
And find friendship in the Father’s embrace. 
 

.III. 
Swa ða mælceare    maga Healfdenes 
singala seað.    Ne mihte snotor hæleð       190 
wean onwendan.    Wæs þæt gewin to swyð, 
laþ ond longsum,    þe on ða leode becom, 
nydwracu niþgrim,    nihtbealwa mæst. 
 
So that troubled time continued, woe 
That never stopped, steady affliction                         190 
For Halfdane’s son, too hard an ordeal. 
There was panic after dark, people endured 
Raids in the night, riven by terror. 
 
Þæt fram ham gefrægn    Higelaces þegn, 
god mid Geatum,    Grendles dæda.       195 
Se wæs moncynnes    mægenes strengest 
on þæm dæge    þysses lifes, 
æþele ond eacen.    Het him yðlidan 
godne gegyrwan.    Cwæð, he guðcyning 
ofer swanrade    secean wolde,        200 
mærne þeoden,    þa him wæs manna þearf. 
Ðone siðfæt him    snotere ceorlas 
lythwon logon.   Þeah he him leof wære, 
hwetton higerofne.   Hæl sceawedon. 
Hæfde, se goda    Geata leoda,        205 
cempan gecorone,    þara þe he cenoste 
findan mihte.   Fiftyna sum 
sundwudu sohte,    secg wisade, 
lagucræftig mon    landgemyrcu. 
 
When he heard about Grendel, Hygelac’s thane 
Was on home ground, over in Geatland.       195 
There was no one else like him alive. 
In his day, he was the mightiest man on earth, 



High-born and powerful.  He ordered a boat 
That would ply the waves.  He announced his plan: 
To sail the swan’s roads and search out that king,                   200 
The famous prince who needed defenders. 
Nobody tried to keep him from going, 
No elder denied him, dear as he was to them. 
Instead, they inspected omens and spurred 
His ambition to go, whilst he moved about       205 
Like the leader he was, enlisting men, 
The best he could find; with fourteen others 
The warrior boarded the boat as captain, 
A canny pilot along coast and currents. 
 
Fyrst forð gewat.    Flota wæs on yðum,       210 
bat under beorge.    Beornas gearwe 
on stefn stigon.    Streamas wundon, 
sund wið sande.    Secgas bæron 
on bearm nacan    beorhte frætwe, 
guðsearo geatolic.    Guman ut scufon,       215 
weras on wilsið    wudu bundenne. 
Gewat þa ofer wægholm,    winde gefysed, 
flota famiheals    fugle gelicost, 
oð þæt ymb antid    oþres dogores 
wundenstefna    gewaden hæfde,        220 
þæt ða liðende    land gesawon, 
brimclifu blican,    beorgas steape, 
side sænæssas.    Þa wæs sund liden, 
eoletes æt ende.    Þanon up hraðe 
Wedera leode    on wang stigon,        225 
sæwudu sældon.    Syrcan hrysedon, 
guðgewædo.    Gode þancedon 
þæs þe him yþlade    eaðe wurdon. 
 
Time went by, the boat was on water,                          210 
In close under the cliffs. 
Men climbed eagerly up the gangplank, 
Sand churned in surf, shining war-gear 
In the vessel’s hold, then heaved out, 
Away with a will in their wood-wreathed ship.      215 
Over the waves, with the wind behind her 



And foam at her neck, she flew like a bird 
Until her curved prow had covered the distance 
And on the following day, at the due hour,                           220 
Those seafarers sighted land, 
Sunlit cliffs, sheer crags 
And looming headlands, the landfall they sought. 
It was the end of their voyage and the Geats vaulted 
Over the side, out on to the sand,        225 
And moored their ship.  There was a clash of mail 
And a thresh of gear.  They thanked God 
For that easy crossing on a calm sea. 
 
Þa of wealle geseah    weard Scildinga, 
se þe holmclifu    healdan scolde,        230 
beran ofer bolcan    beorhte randas, 
fyrdsearu fuslicu.    Hine fyrwyt bræc 
modgehygdum    hwæt þa men wæron. 
Gewat him þa to waroðe    wicge ridan, 
þegn Hroðgares,    þrymmum cwehte       235 
mægenwudu mundum,    meþelwordum frægn. 
 
When the watchman on the wall, the Shieldings’ lookout 
Whose job it was to guard the sea-cliffs,                            230 
Saw shields glittering on the gangplank 
And battle-equipment being unloaded 
He had to find out who and what 
The arrivals were.  So he rode to the shore, 
This horseman of Hrothgar’s, and challenged them      235 
In formal terms, flourishing his spear: 
 
"Hwæt syndon ge    searohæbbendra, 
byrnum werede,    þe þus brontne ceol 
ofer lagustræte    lædan cwomon, 
hider ofer holmas?"    He on handscole wæs      240 
endesæta,    ægwearde heold; 
þe on land Dena    laðra nænig 
mid scipherge    sceðþan ne meahte. 
"No her cuðlicor    cuman ongunnon 
lindhæbbende,    ne ge leafnesword       245 
guðfremmendra    gearwe ne wisson, 



maga gemedu.    Næfre ic maran geseah 
eorla ofer eorþan    ðonne is eower sum, 
secg on searwum.    Nis þæt seldguma, 
wæpnum geweorðad.    Næfre him his wlite leoge,     250 
ænlic ansyn.    Nu ic eower sceal 
frumcyn witan,    ær ge fyr heonan 
leassceaweras    on land Dena 
furþur feran.    Nu ge feorbuend, 
mereliðende    mine gehyrað        255 
anfealdne geþoht:    ofost is selest 
to gecyðanne.    Hwanan eowre cyme syndon?" 
 
“What kind of men are you who arrive 
Rigged out for combat in coats of mail, 
Sailing here over the sea lanes 
In your steep-hulled boat?  I have been stationed                    240 
As lookout on this coast for a long time. 
My job is to watch the waves for raiders, 
And danger to the Danish shore. 
Never before has a force under arms 
Disembarked so openly---not bothering to ask      245 
If the sentries allowed them safe passage 
Or the clan had consented.   Nor have I seen 
A mightier man-at-arms on this earth 
Than the one standing here: unless I am mistaken, 
He is truly noble.  This is no mere                                   250 
Hanger-on in a hero’s armour. 
So now, before you fare inland 
As interlopers, I have to be informed 
About who you are and where you hail from. 
Outsiders from across the water,        255 
I say it again: the sooner you tell 
Where you came from and why, the better.” 
 
  .IIII. 
Him se yldesta    andswarode, 
werodes wisa,    wordhord onleac: 
"We synt gumcynnes    Geata leode       260 
ond Higelaces    heorðgeneatas. 
Wæs min fæder    folcum gecyþed, 



æþele ordfruma,    Ecgþeow haten. 
Gebad wintra worn,    ær he on weg hwurfe, 
gamol of geardum.    Hine gearwe geman,      265 
witena welhwylc,    wide geond eorþan. 
We þurh holdne hige    hlaford þinne, 
sunu Healfdenes,    secean cwomon, 
leodgebyrgean.    Wes þu us larena god. 
Habbað we to þæm mæran    micel ærende,      270 
Deniga frean.    Ne sceal þær dyrne sum 
wesan þæs, ic wene.    Þu wast, gif hit is 
swa we soþlice   secgan hyrdon, 
þæt mid Scyldingum    sceaðona ic nat hwylc, 
deogol dædhata,    deorcum nihtum,       275 
eaweð þurh egsan    uncuðne nið, 
hynðu ond hrafyl.    Ic þæs Hroðgar mæg, 
þurh rumne sefan,    ræd gelæran, 
hu he, frod ond god,    feond oferswyðeþ - 
gyf him edwendan    æfre scolde,        280 
bealuwa bisigu,    bot eft cuman. 
ond þa cearwylmas    colran wurðaþ, 
oððe a syþðan    earfoðþrage, 
þreanyd þolað,    þenden þær wunað 
on heahstede    husa selest."        285 
 
The leader of the troop unlocked his word-hoard; 
The distinguished one delivered this answer: 
“We belong by birth to the Geat people                        260 
And owe allegiance to Lord Hygelac. 
In my day, my father was a famous man, 
A noble warrior name Ecgtheow. 
He outlasted many a long winter 
And went on his way.  All over the world       265 
Wise men in council continue to remember him. 
We come in good faith to find your lord 
And nation’s shield, the son of Halfdane. 
Give us the right to advise and direction. 
We have arrived here on a great errand                        270 
To the lord of the Danes, and I believe therefore 
There should be nothing hidden or withheld between us. 
So tell us if what we have heard is true 



About this threat, whatever it is, 
This danger abroad in the dark nights,       275 
This corpse-maker mongering death 
In the Shieldings’ country.  I come to proffer 
My wholehearted help and counsel. 
I can show the wise Hrothgar a way 
To defeat his enemy and find respite---                       280 
If any respite is to reach him, ever. 
I can calm the  turmoil and terror in his mind. 
Otherwise, he must endure woes 
And live with grief for as long as his hall 
Stands at the horizon, on its high ground.”       285 
 
Weard maþelode,    ðær on wicge sæt, 
ombeht unforht:    "Æghwæþres sceal 
scearp scyldwiga    gescad witan 
worda ond worca,    se þe wel þenceð. 
Ic þæt gehyre,    þæt þis is hold weorod       290 
frean Scyldinga.    Gewitaþ forð beran 
wæpen ond gewædu.    Ic eow wisige. 
Swylce ic maguþegnas    mine hate 
wið feonda gehwone    flotan eowerne, 
niwtyrwydne    nacan on sande,        295 
arum healdan,    oþ ðæt eft byreð 
ofer lagustreamas    leofne mannan, 
wudu wundenhals   to Wedermearce. 
Godfremmendra    swylcum gifeþe bið 
þæt þone hilderæs    hal gedigeð."        300 
 
Undaunted, sitting astride his horse, 
The coast-guard answered, “Anyone with gumption 
And a sharp mind will take the measure 
Of two things: what’s said and what’s done. 
I believe what you have told me: that you are a troop               290 
Loyal to our king.  So come ahead 
With your arms and your gear, and I will guide you. 
What’s more, I’ll order my own comrades 
On their word of honor to watch your boat 
Down there on the strand---keep her safe       295 
In her fresh tar, until the time comes 



For her curved prow to preen on the waves 
And bear this hero back to Geatland. 
May one so valiant and venturesome 
Come unharmed through the clash of battle.”                  300 
 
Gewiton him þa feran.    Flota stille bad, 
seomode on sole,    sidfæþmed scip, 
on ancre fæst.    Eoforlic scionon 
ofer hleorberan,    gehroden golde; 
fah ond fyrheard    ferhwearde heold.       305 
Guþmod grummon,    guman onetton, 
sigon ætsomne,    oþ þæt hy æltimbred, 
geatolic ond goldfah,    ongyton mihton. 
Þæt wæs foremærost    foldbuendum 
receda under roderum.    On þæm se rica bad.      310 
Lixte se leoma    ofer landa fela. 
Him þa hildedeor    of modigra 
torht getæhte,    þæt hie him to mihton 
gegnum gangan.    Guðbeorna sum 
wicg gewende,    word æfter cwæð.       315 
"Mæl is me to feran.    Fæder alwalda 
mid arstafum    eowic gehealde, 
siða gesunde.    Ic to sæ wille, 
wið wrað werod    wearde healdan." 
 
So they went on their way.  The ship rode the water, 
Broad-beamed, bound by its hawser 
And anchored fast.  Boar-shapes flashed 
Above their cheek-guards, the brightly forged 
Work of goldsmiths, watching over        305 
Those stern-faced men.  They marched in step, 
Hurrying on till the timbered hall 
Rose before them, radiant with gold. 
Nobody on earth knew of another 
Building like it.  Majesty lodged there,                             310 
And its light shone over many lands. 
So their gallant escort guided them 
To that dazzling stronghold and indicated 
The shortest way to it; then the noble warrior 
Wheeled on his horse and spoke these words:       315 



“It is time for me to go.  May the Almighty 
Father keep you and in His kindness 
Watch over your exploits.  I’m away to the sea, 
Back on alert against enemy raiders.” 
 
 .V. 
Stræt wæs stanfah,    stig wisode        320 
gumum ætgædere.    Guðbyrne scan 
heard, hondlocen,    hringiren scir 
song in searwum,    þa hie to sele furðum 
in hyra gryregeatwum    gangan cwomon. 
Setton sæmeþe    side scyldas,        325 
rondas regnhearde    wið þæs recedes weal, 
bugon þa to bence.    Byrnan hringdon, 
guðsearo gumena.    Garas stodon 
sæmanna searo,    samod ætgædere, 
æscholt ufan græg.    Wæs se irenþreat       330 
wæpnum gewurþad. 
 
It was a paved track, a path that kept them                         320 
In marching order.  Their mail-shirts glinted, 
Hard and hand-linked; the high-gloss iron 
Of their armour rang.  So they duly arrived 
In their grim war-graith and gear at the hall, 
And, weary from the sea, stacked wide shields      325 
Of the toughest hardwood against the wall, 
Then collapsed on the benches; battle-dress 
And weapons clashed.  They collected their spears 
In a seafarer’s stook, a stand of grayish 
Tapering ash.  And the troops themselves                             330 
Were as good as their weapons. 
 

Þa ðær wlonc hæleð 
oretmecgas    æfter hæleþum frægn: 
"Hwanon ferigeað ge    fætte scyldas 
græge syrcan    ond grimhelmas, 
heresceafta heap?    Ic eom Hroðgares       335 
ar ond ombiht.    Ne seah ic elþeodige 
þus manige men    modiglicran. 
Wen' ic þæt ge for wlenco,    nalles for wræcsiðum, 



ac for higeþrymmum    Hroðgar sohton." 
 

Then a proud warrior 
Questioned the men concerning their origins: 
“Where do you come from, carrying these 
Decorated shields and shirts of mail, 
These cheek-hinged helmets and javelins?       335 
I am Hrothgar’s herald and officer. 
I have never seen so impressive or large 
An assembly of strangers.  Stoutness of heart, 
Bravery not banishment, must have brought you to Hrothgar.” 
  
Him þa ellenrof    andswarode,        340 
wlanc Wedera leod,    word æfter spræc, 
heard under helme.    "We synt Higelaces 
beodgeneatas.    Beowulf is min nama. 
Wille ic asecgan    sunu Healfdenes, 
mærum þeodne,    min ærende,        345 
aldre þinum,    gif he us geunnan wile 
þæt we hine swa godne    gretan moton." 
 
The man whose name was known for courage,                    340 
The Geat leader, resolute in his helmet, 
Answered in return: “We are retainers 
From Hygelac’s band.  Beowulf is my name. 
If your lord and master, the most renowned 
Son of Halfdane, will hear me out        345 
And graciously allow me to greet him in person, 
I am ready and willing to report my errand.” 
 
Wulfgar maþelode.    Þæt wæs Wendla leod, 
wæs his modsefa    manegum gecyðed, 
wig ond wisdom:    "Ic þæs wine Deniga,      350 
frean Scildinga,    frinan wille, 
beaga bryttan,    swa þu bena eart, 
þeoden mærne    ymb þinne sið, 
ond þe þa andsware    ædre gecyðan 
ðe me se goda    agifan þenceð."        355 
 
Wulfgar replied, a Wendel chief 



Renowned as a warrior, well known for his wisdom 
And the temper of his mind: “I will take this message,       350 
In accordance with your wish, to our noble king, 
Our dear lord, friend of the Danes, 
The giver of rings.  I will go and ask him 
About your coming here, then hurry back 
With whatever reply it pleases him to give.”       355 
 
Hwearf þa hrædlice    þær Hroðgar sæt, 
eald ond unhar,    mid his eorla gedriht. 
Eode ellenrof    þæt he for eaxlum gestod 
Deniga frean.    Cuþe he duguðe þeaw. 
Wulfgar maðelode    to his winedrihtne:       360 
"Her syndon geferede,    feorran cumene, 
ofer geofenes begang    Geata leode. 
Þone yldestan    oretmecgas 
Beowulf nemnað.    Hy benan synt, 
þæt hie, þeoden min,    wið þe moton       365 
wordum wrixlan.    No ðu him wearne geteoh 
ðinra gegncwida,    glædman Hroðgar. 
Hy on wiggetawum    wyrðe þinceað 
eorla geæhtlan.    Huru se aldor deah, 
se þæm heaðorincum    hider wisade."       370 
 
With that he turned to where Hrothgar sat, 
An old man among retainers; 
The valiant follower stood four-square 
In front of his king: he knew the courtesies. 
Wulfgar addressed his dear lord:                                     360 
“People from Geatland have put ashore. 
They have sailed far over the wide sea. 
They call the chief in charge of their band 
By the name of Beowulf.  They beg, my lord, 
An audience with you, exchange of words       365 
And formal greeting.  Most gracious Hrothgar, 
Do not refuse them, but grant them a reply. 
From their arms and appointment, they appear well-born 
And worthy of respect, especially the one 
Who has led them this far: he is formidable indeed.”                 370 
 



 .VI. 
Hroðgar maþelode,    helm Scyldinga: 
"Ic hine cuðe    cnihtwesende. 
Wæs his ealdfæder    Ecgþeo haten. 
Ðæm to ham forgeaf    Hreþel Geata, 
angan dohtor.    Is his eaforan nu        375 
heard her cumen,    sohte holdne wine. 
Ðonne sægdon þæt,    sæliþende, 
þa ðe gifsceattas    Geata fyredon 
þyder to þance,    þæt he þritiges 
manna mægencræft    on his mundgripe       380 
heaþorof hæbbe.    Hine halig God 
for arstafum    us onsende, 
to West-Denum,   þæs ic wen hæbbe, 
wið Grendles gryre.   Ic þæm godan sceal 
for his modþræce   madmas beodan.       385 
Beo ðu on ofeste,    hat in gan 
seon sibbegedriht    samod ætgædere. 
Gesaga him eac wordum    þæt hie sint wilcuman 
Deniga leodum."              390a 
 
Hrothgar, protector of Shieldings, replied: 
“I used to know him when I was a young boy. 
His father before him was called Ecgtheow. 
Hrethel the Greath gave Ecgtheow 
His daughter in marriage.  This man is their son,      375 
Here to follow up an old friendship. 
A crew of seamen who sailed for me once 
With a gift-cargo across to Geatland 
Returned with marvelous tales about him: 
A thane, they declared,  with the strength of thirty                 380 
In the grip of each hand.  Now Holy God 
Has, in His Goodness, guided him here 
To the West-Danes, to defend us from Grendel. 
This is my hope; and for his heroism 
I will recompense him with a rich treasure.       385 
Go immediately, bid him and the Geats 
He has is attendance to assemble and enter. 
Say, moreover, when you speak to them, 
That they are welcome in Denmark.”        390a 



 
[Þa to dura healle      390a 

Wulfgar eode,]    Word inne abead:       390b 
"Eow het secgan,    sigedrihten min,        
aldor East-Dena,    þæt he eower æþelu can, 
ond ge him syndon    ofer sæwylmas 
heardhicgende    hider wilcuman. 
Nu ge moton gangan    in eowrum guðgeatawum,     395 
under heregriman,    Hroðgar geseon.        
Lætað hildebord    her onbidan, 
wuduwælsceaftas,    worda geþinges." 
 

[At the door of the hall,     390a 
Wulfgar duly] delivered the message:                           390b 
“My lord, the conquering king of the Danes, 
Bids me announce that he knows your ancestry; 
Also that he welcomes you here to Heorot 
And salutes your arrival from across the sea. 
You are free now to move forward        395 
To meet Hrothgar, in helmets and armor, 
But shields must stay here and spears be stacked 
Until the outcome of the audience is clear.” 
 
Aras þa se rica,    ymb hine rinc manig, 
þryðlic þegna heap.    Sume þær bidon,       400  
heaðoreaf heoldon,    swa him se hearda bebead. 
Snyredon ætsomne,   þa secg wisode 
under Heorotes hrof, 
heard under helme,    þæt he on heoðe gestod. 
Beowulf maðelode.    On him byrne scan,      405 
searonet seowed    smiþes orþancum:        
"Wæs þu, Hroðgar, hal.    Ic eom Higelaces 
mæg ond magoðegn.    Hæbbe ic mærða fela 
ongunnen on geogoþe.    Me wearð Grendles þing 
on minre eþeltyrf    undyrne cuð.        410 
Secgað sæliðend    þæt þæs sele stande, 
reced selesta    rinca gehwylcum, 
idel ond unnyt,    siððan æfenleoht 
under heofenes hador    beholen weorþeð. 
Þa me þæt gelærdon,    leode mine,       415 



þa selestan,    snotere ceorlas, 
þeoden Hroðgar,    þæt ic þe sohte, 
for þan hie mægenes cræft    mine cuþon; 
selfe ofersawon,    ða ic of searwum cwom, 
fah from feondum,    þær ic fife geband,       420 
yðde eotena cyn,    ond on yðum slog 
niceras nihtes,    nearoþearfe dreah, 
wræc Wedera nið.    Wean ahsodon, 
forgrand gramum.    ond nu wið Grendel sceal, 
wið þam aglæcan    ana gehegan        425 
ðing wið þyrse.   Ic þe nu ða, 
brego Beorht-Dena    biddan wille, 
eodor Scyldinga,    anre bene, 
þæt ðu me ne forwyrne,    wigendra hleo, 
freowine folca,    nu ic þus feorran com:       430 
þæt ic mote ana,    na minra eorla gedryht 
ond þes hearda heap,    Heorot fælsian. 
Hæbbe ic eac geahsod    þæt se æglæca 
for his wonhydum    wæpna ne recceð. 
Ic þæt þonne forhicge,    swa me Higelac sie,      435 
min mondrihten,    modes bliðe, 
þæt ic sweord bere    oþðe sidne scyld, 
geolorand to guþe.    Ac ic mid grape sceal 
fon wið feonde    ond ymb feorh sacan, 
lað wið laþum.    Ðær gelyfan sceal       440 
Dryhtnes dome,    se þe hine deað nimeð. 
Wen' ic þæt he wille,    gif he wealdan mot 
in þæm guðsele,    Geotena leode 
etan unforhte,    swa he oft dyde 
mægenhreð manna.    Na þu minne þearft      445 
hafalan hydan,    ac he me habban wile 
deore fahne,    gif mec deað nimeð. 
Byreð blodig wæl,    byrgean þenceð, 
eteð angenga    unmurnlice, 
mearcað morhopu.    No ðu ymb mines ne þearft     450 
lices feorme    leng sorgian. 
Onsend Higelace,    gif mec hild nime, 
beaduscruda betst    þæt mine breost wereð, 
hrægla selest.    Þæt is Hrædlan laf 
Welandes geweorc.    Gæð a wyrd swa hio scel.      455 



 
The hero arose, surrounded closely 
By his powerful thanes.  A party remained                            400 
Under orders to keep watch on the arms; 
The rest proceeded, lead by their prince 
Under Heorot’s roof.  And standing on the hearth 
In webbed links that the smith had woven, 
The fine-forged mesh of his gleaming mail shirt,      405 
Resolute in his helmet, Beowulf spoke: 
“Greetings to Hrothgar.  I am Hygelac’s kinsman, 
One of his hall-troop.  When I was younger, 
I had great triumphs.  Then news of Grendel, 
Hard to ignore, reached me at home:                           410 
Sailors brought stories of the plight you suffer 
In this legendary hall, how it lies deserted, 
Empty and useless once the evening light 
Hides itself under Heaven’s dome. 
So every elder and experience councilman       415 
Among my people supported my resolve 
To come here to you, King Hrothgar, 
Because all knew of my awesome strength. 
They had seen me boltered in the blood of enemies 
When I battled and bound five beasts,                         420 
Raided a troll-nest and in the night-sea 
Slaughtered sea-brutes.  I have suffered extremes 
And avenged the Geats (their enemies brought it 
Upon themselves, I devastated them). 
Now I mean to be a match for Grendel,       425 
Settle the outcome in a single combat. 
And so, my request, O king of Bright-Danes, 
Dear prince pf the Shieldings, friend of the people 
And their ring of defense, my one request 
Is that you won’t refuse me, who have come this far,                 430 
The privilege of purifying Heorot, 
With my own men to help me, and nobody else. 
I have heard moreover that the monster scorns 
In his reckless way to use weapons; 
Therefore, to heighten Hygelac’s fame       435 
And gladden his heart, I hereby renounce 
Sword and the shelter of the broad shield, 



The heavy war-board: hand-to-hand 
Is how it will be, a life-and-death 
Fight with the fiend.  Whichever one death fells                     440 
Must deem it a just judgment by God. 
If Grendel wins, it will be a gruesome day; 
He will glut himself on the Geats in the war-hall, 
Swoop without fear on that flower of manhood 
As on others before.  Then my face won’t be there      445 
To be covered in death; he will carry me away 
As he goes to ground, gorged and bloodied; 
He will run gloating with my raw corpse 
And feed on it alone, in a cruel frenzy, 
Fouling his moor-nest.  No need then                          450 
To lament for long or lay out my body: 
If the battle takes me, send back 
This breast-webbing that Weland fashioned 
And Hrethel gave me, to Hygelac. 
Fate goes ever as fate must.”         455 


