Beowulf 1492-1540: Beowulf dives into the monsters’ lake
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(@)
AEfter psem wordum  Wedergeata leod
efste mid elne,  nalas ondsware
bidan wolde;  brimwylm onfeng
1495 hilderince.  da waes hwil daeges
&r he pone grundwong  ongytan mehte.
Sona paet onfunde  se de floda begong
heorogifre beheold  hund missera,
grimond greedig,  peet paer gumena sum
1500 elwihtaeard ufan cunnode.
Grap pa togeanes,  gudrinc gefeng
atolan clommum.  No py &r in gescod
halan lice;  hring utan ymbbearh,
paet heo pone fyrdhom durhfon ne mihte,
1505 locene leodosyrcan  lapan fingrum.
Beer pa seo brimwylf,  pa heo to botme com,
hringa pengel to hofe sinum,
swa he ne mihte,  no he pas modig wees,
weaepna gewealdan,  ac hine wundra pees fela
1510 swencte on sunde,  sadeor monig
hildetuxum  heresyrcan brac,
ehton agleecan.  da se eorl ongeat
beet he in nidsele  nathwylcum waes,
peer him n&nig waeter  wihte ne scepede,
1515 ne him for hrofsele  hrinan ne mehte
feergripe flodes;  fyrleoht geseah,
blacne leoman,  beorhte scinan.
Ongeat pa se goda  grundwyrgenne,
merewif mihtig;  maegenras forgeaf
1520 hildebille,  hond sweng ne ofteah,
peet hire on hafelan  hringmeel
agol graedig gudleod.  da se gist onfand
beet se beadoleoma  bitan nolde,
aldre scepdan,  ac seo ecg geswac
1525 d&eodne &t pearfe;  dolode ar fela
hondgemota,  helm oft gesceer,
feeges fyrdhraegl;  da wees forma sid
deorum madme,  peet his dom aleeg.
Eft wees anreed,  nalas elnes let,
1530 marda gemyndig  maeg Hylaces.
Wearp da wundenmal  wrattum gebunden
yrre oretta,  paet hit on eordan leaeg,
stid ond stylecg;  strenge getruwode,
mundgripe magenes.  Swa sceal man don,
1535 ponne he @t gude  gegan penced
longsumne lof,  na ymb his lif cearad.



Gefeng pa be eaxle  nalas for fehde mearn

Gudgeata leod  Grendles modor;

breegd pa beadwe heard,  pa he gebolgen wees,
1540 feorhgenidlan, pet heo on flet gebeah.

(b)
Ad toludum ordum  tok Vedrar-Gauti
fljotur til fota,  fekk hann eigi
andsvara bigid;  6ldur gripu
1495 horskan hildirekk.  Heillengi dags
leid &dur liti  lagarbotn.
Fann pad fljotlega  su er fledagong
herské vaktadi  hundrad missera,
grimm og gradug,  ad gumi mennskur
1500 undirheim Oveetta  ofan kannadi.
Greid pa gradug  gunnrekk mati
otulum klém,  ei matti p6 skada
hraustan likama,  hringserkur barg,
han ei pa brynju  brjéta meetti,
1505 lokinn limserk  leidum fingrum.
Bar pa seylgur  er hin botni naai,
hringapengil til heima sinna,
matti hann vart - p6 médugur veeri -
vopnum valda,  er vidundur morg
1510 sottiad i sundi,  seedyra fjold
hvoéssum vigtonnum  hjorserk nistu,
eltu hann 6veettir.  Eigi duldist
ad hann i naudsal  nokkrum var staddur,
hvar hann vatn eigi  veeta matti, [vann ad skada,
1515 pvi ad pak skyldi  fyrir pungum bylgjum
og sjavarsogum.  S& hann eld brenna,
bleikan loga  bjartan skina.
Pekkti p4 inn g6di  grunnvargynju
maravif mektugt.  Magnlega hjo
1520 hildibildi,  hond fylgdi eftir,
henni um héfud  hringvolur gol
grimmadug gunnljéd.  En pad gestur fann
ad booljomi  beit honum eigi
til aldurskada,  pvi eggin sveik
1525 i praut pungri;  poldi &dur margt
a handmotum,  hjalma risti,
feigra verjur;  pad var fyrsta sinn
ad dyr malmur  dugdi eigi.
Urraedi fann  og eigi hikadi
1530 freegdar minnugur  freendi Hugleiks:
Varp undaveli  veenlegum grip
fokreidur halur, & foldu la [halur fokreidur
stalegg stinn;  styrkleika treysti,
mattugum handtokum.  Svo skal madur gera,
1535 saeristridi  stundar ad vinna



lofstir langeean;  né um lif sitt hirdir.

Greip paibeaegsli - glimdi 6smeykur -

Gautaleidotogi  Grendils modur;

bra pa bodhardur, - brimi var i skapi -
1540 fordeeduflagdi, uns a fleti hun I4.

(©)

After these words, the prince of the Weather-Geats
was impatient to be away and plunged suddenly:
without more ado, he dived into the heaving
depths of the lake. It was the best part of a day
before he could see the solid bottom.

Quickly the one who haunted those waters,

who had scavenged and gone her gluttonous rounds
for a hundred seasons, sensed a human

observing her outlandish lair from above.

So she lunged and clutched and managed to catch him
in her brutal grip; but his body, for all that,

remained unscathed: the mesh of the chain-mail
saved him on the outside. Her savage talons

failed to rip the web of his war-shirt.

Then once she touched bottom, that wolfish swimmer
carried the ring-mailed prince to her court

so that for all his courage he could never use

the weapons he carried; and a bewildering horde
came at him from the depths, droves of sea-beasts
who attacked with tusks and tore at his chain-mail

in a ghastly onslaught. The gallant man

could see he had entered some hellish turn-hole

and yet the water did not work against him

because the hall-roofing held off



the force of the current; then he saw firelight,
a gleam and flare-up, a glimmer of brightness.

The hero observed that swamp-thing from hell,
the tarn-hag in all her terrible strength,

then heaved his war-sword and swung his arm:
the decorated blade came down ringing

+and singing on her head. But he soon found
his battle-torch extinguished: the shining blade
refused to bite. It spared her and failed

the man in his need. It had gone through many
a hand-to-hand fight, had hewed the armour
and helmets of the doomed, but here at last
the fabulous powers of that heirloom failed.

Hygelac’s kinsman kept thinking about

his name and fame: he never lost heart.

Then, in a fury, he flung his sword away.

The keen, inlaid, worm-loop-patterned steel
was hurled to the ground: he would have to rely
on the might of his arm. So must a man do
who intends to gain enduring glory

in a combat. Life doesn’t cost him a thought.
Then the prince of War-Geats, warming to this fight
with Grendel’s mother, gripped her shoulder
and laid about him in a battle frenzy:

he pitched his killer opponent to the floor
but she rose quickly and retaliated,

grappled him tightly in her grim embrace.
The sure-footed fighter felt suddenly daunted,
the strongest of warriors stumbled and fell.

So she pounced upon him and pulled out

a broad, whetted knife: now she would avenge
her only child. But the mesh of chain-mail

on Beowulf’s shoulder shielded his life,
turned the edge and tip of the blade.



