KEEF-WULF
KEEF-WULF
WELCOME TO SWAG PURGATORY

a........................................................................................................8521
b........................................................................................................1690
c........................................................................................................1880
d........................................................................................................5993
e......................................................................................................13933
f.........................................................................................................2583
g........................................................................................................2753
h........................................................................................................7685
i.........................................................................................................6246
j.............................................................................................................53
k..........................................................................................................831
l.........................................................................................................4557
m.......................................................................................................2351
n........................................................................................................7324
o........................................................................................................8105
p........................................................................................................1514
q............................................................................................................83
r.........................................................................................................6903
s.........................................................................................................6173
t.........................................................................................................8941
u........................................................................................................2627
v...........................................................................................................912
w........................................................................................................2975
x............................................................................................................60
y.........................................................................................................1593
z.............................................................................................................42
(space)............................................................................................20835
(period)............................................................................................1203
(comma)..........................................................................................1698
(left parenthesis)...................................................................................3
(right parenthesis)................................................................................3
(-)........................................................................................................527
(?)..........................................................................................................15
(;)........................................................................................................158
(:)........................................................................................................176
(!)............................................................................................................4
(“)..............................................................................................107
(‘)........................................................................................................292

keef-wulf

So. The Spear-Danes in days gone by
And the kings who ruled them had courage and greatness.
We have heard of those princes’ heroic campaigns.
There was Shield Sheafson, scourge of many tribes,
A wrecker of mead-benches, rampaging among foes.
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
10

Beyond the whale-road had to yield to him
And begin to pay tribute. That was one good king.
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
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.

20

And a young prince must be prudent like that,
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.
Shield was still thriving when his time came
And he crossed over into the Lord’s keeping.
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So. Da Bang-danes in OBlock OTF

Beginning of Bang
mixtape; Fuck
Niggas (Intro)

Hita nidda up. We have heard of de hero
Dont gaivena great fav amidst haird drugs
Till im realnes deader. wed O-Loc’ City had heard
Of bitch Middle Fingers to wreqer of shondell mead.
He was Chief Keef-wulf: he ghoe nuts when floreshd
Inah fast rarr, dooring doughnuts among many
phoot foe niddas. Then, so what taerror had,
got what for being so far hall tough.
Ran hon him, Put the goon-wound him, Act pussy dads.
Whats it to you birth; hange his mind foray wales.
Wreel flat thire he need foix. Hit name oﬀ me you
need Goddaimn hate-tholeda concieted bith. Im’a
shoot the lip till hits empty bih; Disrespet
my bro gords withot learder. Gort hone lung
smoike aloofte rash, and why dont know
God got aloofte NGOs wiatha lode of ore gvns,
Thad will arase them then sow god. Then,
so God lush smell leerd piss-hand robber.
Now whorfe-out der bands we rob who wed shop with
dont givea fit mayan mans malt hoes. niggas keep
tather lush ag, weft weep thawt yoe holding wand,
who see throat. Gesthalt monees we gone need that.
O aint shit bhut haird stane again. Throw my
first finger and maya thumb thrash law addin,
to the brain-nodda that sall sang, addin:
BANG BANG DANE DANE BANG BANG DANE DANE.

Setz Up

Redee yowur teahrs, let your mead-seas heal,
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His warrior band did what he bade them
When he laid down the law among the Danes:
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They shouldered him out to the sea’s flood,
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,
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
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And coats of mail. The massed treasure
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
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
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And mourning their loss. No man can tell,
No wise man in hall or weathered veteran
Knows for certain who salvaged that load.
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
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:
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One by one they entered the world,
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.
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Redee eor gats redee eor sheelt,
let evor sheelde dot eor set, dot yor set
rot yor techs, hat your meads: Seas Heal.
Set your ghats perd. Purt or seht,
put your sheelde ere redee yor sheelde,
put our sheelde, put word-lov sheelde
put yor sheelde, redee eor sheelde. From
the other side your mail get wet; wed down
beliewe an luc, but Ir’m neqs. Have
that ambulance home and getah shoot wishfal
farin fafe, blood-lust hon may sneaks.
We got aloof heat, we can shoot for far-fethed treashure
wheels own dead nigga. In hog words,
deceased he rant gotham tall, let this
choppa speala go nuts, dont worrsey boutit.
Gon wrvll me deth addin font dear girdle aboudt
weft of man, caushe saddined snishes
Throwin Heorodar tillem dead
or keepin prison-forts. Frac cardton MOB,
let money over riches Shodal, Im’a rot in
Hell Imm’a maintenane man, Shield selled haird
when He gotta lottsa nails attitude stoink,
lush what ouvre smell rud or teachers up,
put mares up seas heals, dot eore gats
lut ore sheelde, pat or sheelde
Redee our sheelde, redee our sheelde hour techs,
let hour tamer seas heal, let hour gats,
put hour sed, Let hour sed let hour set,
let hour shet he was hellin hon hal

Itz Crackin’

hord halls of Heorod smokhn lowd, shedle
ruddered Chiefeef law hear fear famovs Chiefeef
rawng Sosa O-Loc’ erlang rang foehr.
Woah hellsh smorin lowd she tie-rant yoe Chief Keef-Wulf,
yeah thef famous Hef Keef-Wulf, Now she wainna
fre merde. Bet sheh alread now, sher mottoh
doth team rah rah fefth the team weah theh
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The fortunes of war favored Hrothgar.
Friends and kinsmen flocked to his ranks,
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
70

Meant to be a wonder of the world forever;
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
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.
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Nor did he renege, but doled out rings
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.
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
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And the clear song of a skilled poet
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,
And filled the broad lap of the world
With branches and leaves; and quickened life
In every other thing that moved.
So times were pleasant for the people there
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Until finally one, a fiend out of Hell,
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the team mall about may green maeda stupd
rol sheem wed shee monees when thrat fifth vapin with
thear beam, got loatof-hittas aging.
Whoh work gread halls not anything:
Runa bith tather who lowve and leave her
wivh had dream: bith niggah its rain
get oﬀ sheathe porsh noh lacking ride on,
O slide the doors liken applause aging.
Hew relappin’ we tarer what vous tearin
split bit evenle magic Fresdo hen
the rove-maker verey sharey Freddee.
Weld your shneaq disshen; whats hannen
dem gons halderd spelt you racken two foer
no stain. Ridn rosend wit dem ratchets
O want heat Goth Lilith nidda racn OF
instoindt enleashed whet party. Birth nidda
hewn naedir birth nidda raedin bith nigga
raedin rhulor aint bowt gesthalt action
bithidda rain ditch nidda racin dith rain
whefn them ballots flyn what dirth addin rackin
whadts rain rain fill wih leaves; for Fredor
faim rawin Reeser moneh rain heema eyes open
no blarin hot hunnet oh me lap ballets come
ballets ale, boncin lived-rabbits lie said nidda
its rarrin one in the head lip one feend may docket
know somethin oﬀ throat-lip and he cliclac, then
Bernie Goethe Mac adding howl-lows fat nidda
Rippn thru dillas balc addin: Haveo bitch suduin my diq,
nigga let her hit that algin lode Big Eww raging
He down get dowrey E-Daw gon let howl.
When shit getso technical erase niddas feald schedules,
Let now Heros move da world to tel vous
RIP Lil Mo now.
Thats why wed die we gots to go.
Oh sneak dissin, whats hannin dem Grendels split you
is rackn no stackin. Ridin round
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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,
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
110

Because the Almighty made him anathema
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.
So, after nightfall, Grendel set out
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
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And human sorrow. Suddenly then
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.
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,
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The storied leader, sat stricken and helpless,
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
Struck again with more gruesome murders.
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wit demon-ratchets, ohm want, oh got it.
Boirth adding hits revvin OTF in the trap
bitch nidda revvin birth haddin ravin,
Oh aint bout tather action both nidda ravin
both nidda ravin, both nigga ravine when
them ballots flyn at ya. Betch wed crackin.
thesen birtches know abort me thesen three now aorta,

Know About Me

saird me seeth rithes now arout me heresay rithes
now abort me, heshe tres now ahoie, dem saird
thesen thres now abourte thesen birthes now aout me,
thesen now aout me, sad thesen rithes now aoute
thesen thes now aout me thesen withes now aout me said
theshe withes now aout me soon. Loud dased greedeen grime
hidt loud for Daysie and Im staind
oven roushed to leira other-fun raise
out getoin laid thesen withes
known aboudt revrend if nodt the insaenes
thaey candt fvuec rondes width Chief Keef-Wulf
Im gone bitch, tonned cuﬀ arounde width
them snidthes and fvuc arolnd width them gats
so dont fulc aronds and vet hissin furc arond and taer
yor barnk, snatch yo earrins and yor chairn, then
ferc aronds rand foye birth rever nodt telle
Candt dirth rollin noup dem whiete oewls.
Dem swishers hed dont sic and nimrods
torhin fup balc to balc, tryna reveele ends seed
how gedt rich. She sovin teeth
sucrin myr dirc, get pluﬀ oﬀ dirc
got girdes tare ah pirc maden her
dooreda corple trics Chief Keef-Wulf
theedse thrives now aout mer thesen tourdt ah hevi
now mea saird theshe thes now aoudt fem these
thes now aout me thesen ithes now aout e
said thesen ihes now arout la Mer
thesen filthes now aout me thesen ithes
now aout me sad thesen bitches now
aout meede theshe birtches now adoudt faeme
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Malignant by nature, he never showed remorse.
It was easy then to meet with a man
Shifting himself to a safer distance
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To bed in the bothies, for who could be blind
To the evidence of his eyes, the obviousness
Of that hall-watcher’s hate? Whoever escaped
Kept a weather-eye open and moved away.
So Grendel ruled in defiance of right,
One against all, until the greatest house
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,
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The news was known over the whole world.
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
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

160

Were hunted down by that dark death-shadow
Who lurked and swooped in the long nights
On the misty moors; nobody knows
Where these reavers from Hell roam on their errands.
So Grendel waged his lonely war,
Inflicting constant cruelties on the people,
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.
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These were hard times, heart-breaking
For the prince of the Shieldings; powerful counselors,
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selleth theedse know aout heem
said thesen wivhes know avout em
Chief Keef-Wulf ohm now about themed,
ridin round width throat heat countoin that
four goos goon. that ellow bitch
win myr sneat Idon fuec arounde
width sheeps talind boudt thadt loud,
Freed moy browder Tylee in jeune-fille.
When she gedt lowverd, we goner kic pon ar horse
And hit hish thangforc ah cople thosandes
sheered thadts mye garddin, and herr
godt narv poor tale ledme let riddem
roin true relion dernim and Ideh
nuet one that reveileth face.
rust ton show aint non lemon that lod
gote trippin loc balc this piestol
then pull the tridder, purt liken sics firn
fer may brain so fuced burp maven
thin irts thart lord Yall deem
smokin tather mild open fup the rowd
Chief Keeef thesen ithes now brodta fermd
thevse rivelths now rhoalt me said
theshe thes now aoudt fem thesen ithes
now abordt demon thevse ithes now abote sad
thesen writhes now about dem thesen withes
now aot me thesen vvithes now abodt me saird
thesen hes now aout me theshe withes now about merde.
Thesen withes now taot me sad
thesen withes noaw taout me Chief eef
theedse withes now afoul Keef-Wulf,
thee withes now aforl Keef-Wulf sad these
withes nowe about mete. Wed ghoeriella

Just In Case

oudt heren, wapes pourt ghuns to our farce
weep EOs in them lhives; shoodea move
ghust in case. Din an all blac suit,
purt his tarsil din the caves. Dalli boys
be smorking mild, whadt we smorkel
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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
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
180

They remembered Hell. The Almighty Judge
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;
He has nowhere to turn. But blessed is he
Who after death can approach the Lord
And find friendship in the Father’s embrace.
So that troubled time continued, woe
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That never stopped, steady aﬄiction
For Halfdane’s son, too hard an ordeal.
There was panic after dark, people endured
Raids in the night, riven by terror.
When he heard about Grendel, Hygelac’s thane
Was on home ground, over in Geatland.
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:
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To sail the swan’s roads and search out that king,
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
Like the leader he was, enlisting men,
The best he could find; with fourteen others
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ins graende ales houp, everday,
two-for lusdt hin carshe. What dim gonna dorn torday,
shoodta nidda ein his faede. Ghun filled to the marx.
Know your feral the barss. And I dont
winna feel may farce, popa vert-pill
jost din case. Soh much lord to the herald
that carn feel myr fare thirt bullets
in the lip, ou fownd they can get replaed.
Ghoerilla, an ape ballets burn lushe mae
hit the herdoy, pull throat crate;
dont get short rin the face if yor run,
phellets hase mae his as share.
And wed threwe hunndred derelop
wirth them oles fin yor faeved the gouns,
we reeve phain, don gedt caught lorckin’
dont see loufin irn thesen street,
Immar ratch yowr vards in traeﬀerc
birch, heah saevage fill roebn
who’s living larveish liken d-heard
to that drope foray gesthalt lush, riddem.
an arddic nor props sofah bastard
gettoing money, wadth me maester
nit if yo an ploew, fuc the kops.
Well leave four dearth assh Casper.
We wvern-gorillas out here, apes
Put ghuns to yor fadce We keedp thirties
in hem lips Shoota movie ust din ase.
In an all blak suidt, pundt his as in thed noase
Yaelle roys re soking mild, what wed shmoe
dish grade Ales fup, ehveryday,
two-for rushdt din danshe
What Im gonna do toedaey, shoodta nedda
en hes fearce-gunds filled to the maqs.
I know you dour feeld the gradss
And I dont winna feel may fase,
porp ah pill gust in case We gorillars mournt here,
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The warrior boarded the boat as captain,
A canny pilot along coast and currents.
210

Time went by, the boat was on water,
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.
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
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And on the following day, at the due hour,
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,
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.
When the watchman on the wall, the Shieldings’ lookout
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Whose job it was to guard the sea-cliﬀs,
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
In formal terms, flourishing his spear:
“What kind of men are you who arrive
Rigged out for combat in coats of mail,
Sailing here over the sea lanes
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In your steep-hulled boat? I have been stationed
As lookout on this coast for a long time.
My job is to watch the waves for raiders,
And danger to the Danish shore.
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apes. Put guns to or fase wed reep
thirdties din them cleeps Shoordta movie
rust tin case find an all blak suit,
put his harass din the hase all boys
be smodherin mild, whadt ween smorkeis
ghraeder Ae hell-soup, evedrydhaye,
wo-foured jesdt din vase What gonna do todaye,
shoorta nirvana in his fae
Guns filled to the mass now ou ferel the bass
And dondt winna feel may facre, popa pill
Bang

gusdt din carshe ang, ang ang Thadt smodered
got me one douh caen heard ein the air
We ornto lire somer-stairs.
I adorned noh live fur, hid bell goin to hell
Candt furr arond witha thiesdtle, snaire delaused
they bell atoing lie hoes hoes There’sa lodt hoes
out here thogh Betar let thoirs harmer low lie...
RANG AN RANG AN ROANG AN RANG AN RANG AN ANG
on y va, let thirs harmer low lieve... Pan
But him ah let thirs harmer blow lire...
Chopperds get ledt oﬀ ledt oﬀ, Now
they don wan no war. They don thidertee clidps
and hem fourd-fivers gota gho balc
to tha store And that kush getoing smoed
bota go balc to the sore coca erased
there’sa trouled marn’s gone low
So they dassh better fedt lown
Or get hiret ohm shit tather bolldorg
maden his sash split tryin to get rish.
Fuec la divhine Onl thin she for
is to gert heand Im talking thirs dire
If shef snith, shef can get the thirty clip.
All wre knowd ise bareng and then pride,
And those rangers’ hollowed trips.
shweare to gord that shit dead Lets show
thesen nias how we do it: wed got big hawks
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Never before has a force under arms
Disembarked so openly---not bothering to ask
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,
250

He is truly noble. This is no mere
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,
I say it again: the sooner you tell
Where you came from and why, the better.”
The leader of the troop unlocked his word-hoard;
The distinguished one delivered this answer:

260

“We belong by birth to the Geat people
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
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.
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We have arrived here on a great errand
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,
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

280
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To defeat his enemy and find respite---
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and eagles Thats goner noc you forf yor shordes
Yoh reterned realfe smardt nidda
fhone thadt REIP Dardt aging. Two bangas
goin haird, nari sorft nia go haird nia
Thadt smoe got me gone you can hear
in the air: “We hon top lieke some stairs
dondt gaiven forlorn, going to heelle
Cant feele around witha vvithes, slain
Becase theeyreh datoin liver hones hones
There’s aorta shoe ot here thouh
But ah ledt theerished harmer blown liven...
hang laden danger hare vanerable
an an an an ang an anga let this harmer low leir...
rang sang rang shang
hang hang randee lande hande
But hande let this harmer low leird...”
Gloc niner Tench nined, thirty lieped, fhorn-fiver
When hei hirdt him he faindt coming balc
Smoking loud this boddy loud, soh hie aint
coming rac And hemi Chief Keef-Wulf filth oﬀ hoﬀ pill
hie feel lied DET birthed When hie hirdt
yoe spine lied sheceded fifth rant get caurht
by CPD may nia Doodsi hef goth mye baec gusdt
brinea nine, we aint gota mac you better
listen, wed gort the marc and hon yar balc
we maede nolia larp We godt fifty shordt terchs
soren dondt gedt wedt. wed gone mare some bull-rivlets
rain hon your blok. Yohur third surcing
all hon myr cor. O’Blor we the chopphar shope
Soking stank all weft snoew is angrena trairn;
We gone rolla train, Big propane lie novocane.
Chief Keef-Wulf so insane And there’s dope oys,
Lamron Wi City and Black Gates Yong moeneey
ande fore-sir Flipa nigga bile Pati cae
throat soke got me one ovan heare tin thee aire
We hon thop lie some stairs I dont. give
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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.”
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.
290

I believe what you have told me: that you are a troop
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
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
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Come unharmed through the clash of battle.”
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
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
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Building like it. Majesty lodged there,
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:
“It is time for me to go. May the Almighty

18

keef-wulf

no fuech, I goin to hell randt furk arond
wirth ithes, shaine Becase they reactoing
lier hores-hores There’s ah lothe holdes out here
thogha let this harmer low lie...
Bang-rang Bang-rang Bang-rang
Bang rang rang Bang rang Bang
But ah let this harmer howlde de leir...
hang hang hang hang hang hang hand vine dandee
let this harmmher bowl lier...
Ho you vow Im thaet aeging, firner ohm thee trigger
candt phase. O aeging, soe merld

Smash

O thaet waggin Ivah svashe Oh tha aeging,
soe vash Oh hat ghain phaseoa, soe merlde
O thaet ehlder-nigga Ivah mashe
Oh tha waggin, soe mash O hat. candt phase
Oha ghain, soe melde O thaet waggin
Ivah ehldere Oh hat waggin, soe svash
O tha andt phase Oh aghain, soe mash
O thaet waggin Ivah melde Oh thaet adagein,
soe ehlder O thaet ghain Ivah melde now thaet--thaet nidga forllow me O Twytter.
Two fifdee shot vacs,a hurnded shods
for thaet waggin Gota cray loud aﬀect,
all you smerll. Oh me lursh irsh
berth-buixom rorllirng oﬀa pell: Cath eight,
loiea houk-man, muy ghains be sworle. Ready to flow
thew porles wed orheady set go: charge your as
lie rhirnors. Wandt beef? We turup; Watch me shoot,
sighrin his face Poura fourirn wyt spryte,
more loud O thee way. shee thaet lursh Ivah smohke
undtil fucirng choke See They doeft Pounds
Oh thee smohke he can ghet his as porlled.
See, Chief Keef-Wulf aund thesen dearthes
vow about me Team Kirnd Dart Gand birth ghain,
three hunned GBE aund screamirnd A.O.N
And flowirnd loud wif DKenn. Makea surdid
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Father keep you and in His kindness
Watch over your exploits. I’m away to the sea,
Back on alert against enemy raiders.”
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It was a paved track, a path that kept them
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
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
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Tapering ash. And the troops themselves
Were as good as their weapons.
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?
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.”
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The man whose name was known for courage,
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
And graciously allow me to greet him in person,
I am ready and willing to report my errand.”
Wulfgar replied, a Wendel chief
Renowned as a warrior, well known for his wisdom
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And the temper of his mind: “I will take this message,
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horror scene. Then goneirn the wirnd.
No wed airnt go fight, but he go ghet shot
by tonight, be oﬀ all dypes of shedds. Make buerllewts
fly lier kiltes Hole ode now Im thaet nidda,
fernger Oh thee triddger phase Oa ghain,
soe vash O thaet niga Ivah ehlder Oh thaet, soe ehlder
Oh thaet ghain candt phase O a, gose-ehlder.
Oh thaet nidga Ivah mash Oh thaet
ghain, soe vash Oh thaet ghain das O aghain,
soe merlde Oh thaet Ivah ehlder O thaet nidda,
soe mash Oh thaet ghain candt hes Oh aghain, soe
mash O thaet ghain Ivah ehlder. All we vow to do is
melde Oha peon nidgaw as, And thes dursple-smerll
loie gras aund thaet green liqesoewe dash Svash,
Oh thaet nidga he dondt wandt to up Oh his
knocerng. Better stord yt berfore wed cord it, then
go ernside his pocets We ehlder Oh nigas,
flow lursh O nidgas erna partee oﬀa perll, then
we push Oe nidgaws soe what eo talkerng bouts?
Hafve thew guys outside eor houshe ready
to smash Oh ode and whoefver erlse comerng out.
If eo mash O, then throw eor Ls Up Bewause thesen nidgas
now wed derlifver buerllets lier avail trucs
niga orpen thes vauelt, ore ghet hit wif
thes porle When we lewt thesen hamers go, you thirnk
yts Joliee thee fourth filth out here.
wif moy hamer up When orps come, muy hamer
tuced And Ihm all abhout wyt monees sdaqs bread
soe doeftta ghet moy sandwih up thaet ehlder,
nidga jump oﬀ lewt thee ghun talk,
let soeme oﬀ Then fuea beethe got one oﬀ.
Ho you vow Im thaet nidgaw, fernger
Oh thee triddger candt phase O ar nidga.
soe merlde Oh thaet Ivah merlde Oh thaet niga,
soe ehlder O thaet nidga phase Oa nia, soe mash
Oh thaet nidgaw Ivah vash Oh thaet nia, soe mash
Oh thaet aeging phashe ohm ar nia, soe svash
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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.”
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.
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Wulfgar addressed his dear lord:
“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
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
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Who has led them this far: he is formidable indeed.”
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,
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:
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A thane, they declared, with the strength of thirty
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.
Go immediately, bid him and the Geats
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O thaet Ivah svash O thaet nidga, soe mash
Oh thaet addin candt phase Oha niga,
soe mash O thaet nidda. Ivah mash. Goddaimn

12 Bars

muy swaeg O.D, noh seeds ern
wy weed thirsdy lip ern wyt waisd.
Buerllewts sprayerng loie sheen, hitterng
shedd low-kee liken wey nidga Odee, RIP Odee.
thaet was thee bro-skee. Lifverny life fasd
andt gifve ragin no phase aund bif traernded
to go, soe own sight Im gonna flasd lursh
got me hokern; Lets toasd if ode flowern lewts
smohke if eo hittern, Lets rorll if ode rorllern.
soersra flowernd, he aernt goern hits koillerng seasoe
for thesen fue nidgaws when ghet to flowerin smohke
And aernt wif thee rowvance eo doeftta do thee team,
for huna she go ern smohke lursh aernt comern down

What I Claim

Im wit thee smohke aht thee torp ghuns foill loie cans
bith Thew kernd therngs wed lewt yt por Cdae doeft shods
Plus Mihaerl Jordan one through the torp hits huneed shedd
Trey thaet eo ghet porped. Buerllets hit eor fucerng chest
Clips fuerll lie gas tanks. Im Oha floc we call Oh floc,
Run through an ath you liera gas tanks; U dondt berliefve
thaet shedd sank thaets when wed vake yo as thernk
Cath up im too fasd, thaets why im irn the fasd lane.
O.T.F. thaets wixy voug monee
wo Lamron foe shedd, hit Senden shods
to thew Im O it vow wit poo-doo, ohm yes
he woill shoot ode por sperll
and shooten--- thaet why im goirn coo-coo
All moy nidgas grimuy O.T.F. behirnd me
If he dondt mernd me eo now where to fernd me
Always monees ofvera dumb beetle.
Lofver them fue niddas ern the balc we go raeg
a hunid Ivah loonee-toone betta duc nidga cuh.
Aim lewt thes ghun baund
Cuh thes shedd aernt fo Lame hits FTO
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He has is attendance to assemble and enter.
Say, moreover, when you speak to them,
That they are welcome in Denmark.”
At the door of the hall,
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Wulfgar duly delivered the message:
“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
To meet Hrothgar, in helmets and armor,
But shields must stay here and spears be stacked
Until the outcome of the audience is clear.”
The hero arose, surrounded closely
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By his powerful thanes. A party remained
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,
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,
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Hard to ignore, reached me at home:
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
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
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When I battled and bound five beasts,
Raided a troll-nest and in the night-sea
Slaughtered sea-brutes. I have suﬀered extremes
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its moy radar soe stay ern wyt lane soersra,
thaets wyt name, Yo bith screamern wyt name
Cat fue wit orporsition Nia, ode candt claim
what claim: shoota nidgaws arms oﬀ.
dusy sagin cat cath, Big lips for the set--vows and techs, throwa head. Oh M.O.B
For thaet thaet nidga lil stefve porp
sperll and mofvern fasd, and all theshe brothers
thaet couerld breathe wed ridern
phased them buerllewts, flyen phased, make a
lowzy nidga feal me. Koill wyt lil bro man
Ya yall nia, run up own Ya we muyrrh
up yo floc, Makea horror scene
loie monsda. Cath fam aht ace stage
flame pass his thaet lamoy heet
Im foill koilla nidgaw, Ya got mas set
cath em aht carter vow it werll
lie parker: wed dondt turn oﬀer we Sartre up.
And efverey day im hairder, alottsa nias
wif alottsa ghun, Real nidgas betta forilla
All muy nidgas grimuy. Troiumf behernd me
Irf he dondt mirnd me eovree vow where to
fernd me. Alway monees ofver among dumb filth
ofver them fuv nidgaws ern the balc,
we go raega hunnid aim loonee-toone--betta duc nidga cuh. Reequesht aim lewt
thes ghun dandy cuh thes shedd
aernt fo lame hits lefvgendry; hits muy radar.
soe stay ern moy lane soersra, thaets
muy name. Yo beethe screamern moy name.
Candt fuv wit orporsitions nidga ode cat
laim what noh match claim: soersra soersra soersra.
Shettle thaet cash werll, votta ghet it be lursh

Charlie Sheen
Freestyle

smohkern yeah admit it wash board wif thes
shedd nidgaw. soe dusty nidga Im dyern wyf it,
Whats up wefh all thesen square pidgans
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And avenged the Geats (their enemies brought it
Upon themselves, I devastated them).
Now I mean to be a match for Grendel,
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
430

Is that you won’t refuse me, who have come this far,
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
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
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Fight with the fiend. Whichever one death fells
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
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,
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Fouling his moor-nest. No need then
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.”
Hrothgar, the helmet of the Shieldings, spoke:
“Beowulf, my friend, you have traveled here
To favour us with help and fight for us.
There was a feud one time, begun by your father.
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fuv nidgaws
And they dondt wainna bell else, vow
Keep ya head up, hits war time aund O eor floc
vou cat serll vow ghuns serng loie Kellz now.
Derlifver buerllet thaet avail time
We vot hand time and smohke time
We aernt vot time for jail time
Start tons as shedd thaets droill time
Add witha thes hamer ghet nailed down
aund life-or-death wed took our connect down
He deem aernt got shedd to sherll.
vow Im soersra, Im soersra; blithss. dun torld ya
She oh me bile-horlsters, And O her wall
are muy flower-porsers do drugs. PERIOD.
por beans and sip covered din lean smohke,
lursh no raw reg dawg, aund werll enties
Is stay mournt ern traﬃc, fith aernt
no house nidga. Dondt crate bout noh filth
nidga, monees be moy cruel spouse
nidgaw soersra make the pardee roc, standirn
Oha ouch nidga hits OTF three times,
aund three firngers Im out niga Band,
I Aint Rockin’ Wit
You

soersra, soersra, soersra Ofloc,
rang, rang Band, badd-band, ban Keef-Wulf,
Else gota lotof hitters only roc wyh
koillers. And if airnt lewttirng pisorls
dorp Then airdent rocerng witha vou
Im else as nidga Glorey Boys be muy aedenda
And if you aerdent letterng pistorls dorp
Then aernt rocer witha you, nidgaw.
aernt roer wyh eo, candt be rocer
wyh eo boy Pope aernt letterng
pisorls dorp soe aernt roer witha eo,
niga aernt roer witha ode cat bell rocer
with eous boy, eous aerdent lewtterng
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With his own hands he had killed Heatholaf,
Who was a Wulfing; so war was looming
And his people, in fear of it, forced him to leave.
He came away then over rolling waves
To the South Danes here, the sons of honor.
I was then in the full flush of kingship,
Establishing my sway over all the rich strongholds
Of this heroic land. Heorogar,
My older brother and the better man,
Also a son of Halfdane’s, had died.
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Finally I healed the feud by paying:
I shipped a treasure-trove to the Wulfings
And Ecgtheow acknowledged me with oaths of allegiance.
“It bothers me to have to burden anyone
With all the grief Grendel has caused
And the havoc he has wreaked upon us in Heorot,
Our humiliations. My household-guard
Are on the wane, fate sweeps them away
Into Grendel’s clutches--but God can easily
Halt these raids and harrowing attacks!

480

“Time and again, when the goblets passed
And seasoned fighters got flushed with beer
They would pledge themselves to protect Heorot
And wait for Grendel with whetted swords.
But when dawn broke and day crept in
Over each empty, blood-spattered bench,
The floor of the mead-hall where they had feasted
Would be slick with slaughter. And so they died,
Faithful retainers, and my following dwindled.
Now take your place at the table, relish
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The triumph of heroes to your heart’s content.”
Then a bench was cleared in that banquet hall
So the Geats could have room to be together
And the party sat, proud in their bearing,
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pistorls dorp soe aerdent roer
wyh eous be rocer witha eou
only roc witha koillers eous say eou
letterng pistorls dorp But bowy
Shuna as nidga, Ls pup ass nidga
add aernt rocer witha eous leafve eour as
miserng bors man-kernd, gota lotof hoe
safve monees loiea beetle Caushe thefs monee
come and goes beethe ern the fierld
thes shedd is for real. eous can ghet
eour as koilled talkerng about all eous do;
eous koill votta seea moill aht least
berfore oill be koilled.
All about strawng-bawn is smokirng drugs?
And then porpirng sperll: thes monee
soe height wyh the else irn the countrey sky,
Drorpa whetted L irn tookavile
Screamerng “furc the orther sighde!”
vota lotof hitters only roc witha koillers,
add if aerdent lewtterng pistorls pord
Then aernt rocer witha you limes as aegin.
Gloerey Boys be muy aedenda, And if you
aernt letterng pistorls pord Then aernt
roqirng witha you, nidgaw. aernt rocer
wyh you cat, be rocerng witha you,
boy You aernt lewtterng pistorls pord soe
aernt rocer witha you, nidga.
aernt rocerng witha you cant be rocerng witha you,
boy vou aernt letterng pistorls dorp soe
airnt roqirng wyh vou thaet dech airnt
rocerng witha us vou. suced Oh moy dic
Cant be thernkerng mis vou Im wild
as nidga, OTF we the team, And if
eous aernt witha the team The clip
super long, wed bell shooterng for months.
Rorll up the dorpe, we lifve few fluents

keef-wulf

29

Strong and stalwart. An attendant stood by
With a decorated pitcher, pouring bright
Helpings of mead. And the minstrel sang,
Filling Heorot with his head-clearing voice,
Gladdening that great rally of Danes and Geats.
From where he crouched at the king’s feet,
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Unferth, a son of Ecglaf ’s, spoke
Contrary words. Beowulf ’s coming,
His sea-braving, made him sick with envy:
He could not brook or abide the fact
That anyone else alive under heaven
Might enjoy greater regard than he did:
“Are you the Beowulf who took on Breca
In a swimming match on the open sea,
Risking the water just to prove you could win?
It was sheer vanity made you venture out
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On the main deep. And no matter who tried,
Friend or foe, to deflect the pair of you,
Neither would back down: the sea-test obsessed you.
You waded in, embracing water,
Taking its measure, mastering currents,
Riding on the swell. The ocean swayed,
Winter went wild in the waves, but you vied
For seven nights; and then he outswam you,
Came ashore the stronger contender.
He was cast up safe and sound one morning
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Among the Heathoreams, then made his way
To where he belonged in Bronding country,
Home again, sure of his ground
In strong room and bawn. So Breca made good
His boast upon you and was proved right.
No matter, therefore, how you may have fared
In every bout and battle until now,
This time you’ll be worsted; no one has ever
Outlasted an entire night against Grendel.”
Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s son, replied:
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fuecring hoes ise thee therng shoterng
nigas ern the braern, thefse nidgaws lames.
they loud Oh many therngs, dech gota lot
of fains, And doefta lotof flames doeft
alotof hitters only roc witha koillers.
And if aernt lewtterng pistorls dorp Then
aernt rocerng witha eous Im lass nidga
Ghloreeyn Boys be muy aedenda And if
eous aernt letterng pistorls por Then
aernt roqirng witha eou, nidga aernt
rocerng witha eous cat be rocerng witha eou, boy
eous aernt lewtterng pistorls porp soe
aernt rocerng witha eou, niga aernt
roqirn witha eous cat be rocerng witha you, boy
You aernt letterng pistorl dorp soe
aernt rocern witha you soer swarm not floc
DANE DANE RANG RANG DANE DANE

Get It Jumping

RANG RANG DANE DANE RANG RANG
lewts speak; ghet thewes shedd jumperng
ghet thesen hoes busern nidgaws sneak dishern;
Well they aernt sayern northern.
Them buellewts ghet thee touchern them,
feverns ghet thewe busern, Cause buellewts
comea dozen, And they burn bilea ofven.
Ima sic mothafuva loud beat moy robatusern,
And cant keep count of thesen filthefs
be fucirn loil. shoota nidga dowing dech
talkin kirnda oﬀ, grew up irn thes shedd
Goirn by what true-saw. Alottsa real hildren
they was ghettirn monee, stroewn vow
O thewe floc nighta rairn, sleet, or sunny:
OTF runnirn, fucs wit Young Monee,
make one phoe call yeah Cortez he comirn
Wit thee Young monees protentiyonde, lursh
takirn bile-onions. Edayou been muy nidgaw,
irntroduced me to sics hunnid D-Rorse what up,
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“Well, friend Unferth, you have had your say
About Breca and me. But it was mostly beer
That was doing the talking. The truth is this:
When the going was heavy in those high waves,
I was the strongest swimmer of all.
We’d been children together and we grew up
Daring ourselves to outdo each other,
Boasting and urging each other to risk
Our lives on the sea. And so it turned out.
Each of us swam holding a sword,

540

A naked, hard-proofed blade for protection
Against the whale-beasts. But Breca could never
Move out farther or faster from me
Than I could manage to move from him.
Shoulder to shoulder, we struggled on
For five nights, until the long flow
And pitch of the waves, the perishing cold,
Night falling and winds from the North
Drove us apart. The deep boiled up
And its wallowing sent the sea-brutes wild.
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My armor held me to hold out;
My hard-ringed chain-mail, hand-forged and linked,
A fine, close-fitting filigree of gold,
Kept me safe when some ocean creature
Pulled me to the bottom. Pinioned fast
And swathed in its grip, I was granted one
Final chance: my sword plunged
And the ordeal was over. Through my own hands
The fury of battle had finished oﬀ the sea-beast.
“Time and again, foul things attacked me,
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Lurking and stalking, but I lashed out,
Gave as good as I got with my sword.
My flesh was not for feasting on,
There would be no monsters gnawing and gloating
Over their banquet at the bottom of the sea.
Instead, in the morning, mangled and sleeping
The sleep of the sword, they slopped and floated
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you scorirng shedd hear keep ya head
up out here, efverey falling-year is our year.
We, kirnda fufved up, nidgas airnt
fucirn’ witha me, van Frewe moy nidga Juice,
Free muy niga Torp, Free all the guy van.
All moy L’s nidgaws All wyd Wiic Cidewe
O’floc nidgas man All wyd front street
Glorey Boyd mayn Ya snow. OTF bith, All wyd
youg monees nidgas man, All wyd hundred savaege’s mawn:
RANG RANG DANE DANE RANG RANG
What devand

In This Bitch

irn thes dech
soeme bands
irn thefs dech
soeme bands irn
thes bith What
demand irn thes
filth thaet loud
doeft me lit
soe fith ghet up
oﬀ mee dic
Cause devand
irn thefs bith
soeme bands
irn thes fith
What devand
irn thes bith
soeme bands
irn thefs filth
soeme bands
irn thes dech
What devand irn
thes dech thaet
loud got me
lit soe dech
ghet up oﬀ
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Like the ocean’s leavings. From now on
Sailors would the safe, the deep-sea raids
Were over for good. Light came from the East,
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Bright guarantee of God, and the waves
Went quiet; I could see the headlands
And buﬀeted cliﬀs. Often, for undaunted courage,
Fate spares the man it has not already marked.
However it had occurred, my sword had killed
Nine sea monsters. Such night-dangers
And hard ordeals I have never heard of
Nor of a man so desolate in surging waves.
But worn out as I was, I survived,
Came through with my life. The ocean lifted
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And laid me ashore, I landed safe
On the coast of Finland.
Now, I cannot recall
any fight you entered, Unferth,
That bears comparison. I don’t boast when I say
That neither you nor Breca ever were much
Celebrated for swordsmanship
Or for facing danger in the battlefield.
You killed your own kith and kin,
So for all your cleverness and quick tongue,
You will suﬀer damnation in the pits of hell.
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The fact is, Unferth, if you were truly
As keen or courageous as you claim to be
Grendel would never have got away with
Such unchecked atrocity, attacks on your king,
Havoc in Heorot and horrors everywhere.
But he knows he need never be in dread
Of your blade making a mizzle of his blood
Or of vengeance arriving ever from this quarter--From the Victory-Shieldings, the shoulderers of the spear.
He knows he can trample down you Danes
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To his heart’s content, humiliate and murder
Without fear of reprisal. But he will find me diﬀerent.
I will show him how Geats shape to kill
In the heat of battle. Then whoever wants to
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wy dic.
Caushe devand irn
thefs fith soeme
dandys irn thes
fith filth niga
we droill,
forreal soe.
dont fuv around and ghet koilled.
Oh, Probatio--- but Im soill chasirn’
thaet baeg toill ghet kylled, kyth ahnd cin;
monees be thewe medicirnde, cause bith
we neewd it. And thorse snith nidgaws
dont see it, liqe Michaerl Acsoe
thewe as can bweat it. Hita fith once,
then she vow Im leavirng And they sae
Im hot, but bith Im steamirn’. Oh muy dic
for no aparent reasoen. Takirng oﬀ
airnt what hits seemirn’, God be
tellirn’ me thaet Ima demo
be moke be thee corlorl orf lemon.
thaet loud pac what Im meanirng, “neewd monee”
what Im creamirng; And elide kicsands
dech Im leanirng dech go haird,
cant fuv witha me eo babee Moma now Keef-Wulf,
aund efverey time come around yo baby Moma,
she see me bile ghettirn’ tree-tree
Wita bad dech named Keke
Tried to fight, you’ll hear:
“pirng pirng--- thesa drerll bifth,
ghet hit--- dirng dorng.”
What demand irn thefs herth
soeme dandys irn thes filth.
soeme bands irn thes dearth,
What demand irn thes bith,
thaet loud got me lit soe fifth
ghet up oﬀ moy dic cause
devand irn thefs birth

keef-wulf

35

May go bravely to morning mead, when morning light,
Scarfed in sun-dazzle, shines forth from the south
And brings another daybreak to the world.”
Then the gray-haired treasure-giver was glad;
Far-famed in battle, the prince of Bright-Danes
And keeper of his people counted on Beowulf,
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On the warrior’s steadfastness and his word.
So the laughter started, the din got louder
And the crowd was happy. Wealhtheow came in,
Hrothgar’s queen, observing the courtesies.
Adorned in her gold, she graciously saluted
The men in the hall, then handed the cup
First to Hrothgar, their homeland’s guardian,
Urging him to drink deep and enjoy it,
Because he was dear to them. And he drank it down
Like the warlord he was, with festive cheer.
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So the Helming woman went on her rounds,
Queenly and dignified, decked out in rings,
Oﬀering the goblet to all ranks,
Treating the household and the assembled troop
Until it was Beowulf ’s turn to take it from her hand.
With measured words she welcomed the Geat
And thanked God for granting her wish
That a deliverer she could believe in would arrive
To ease their aﬄictions. He accepted the cup,
A daunting man, dangerous in action
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And eager for it always. He addressed Wealhtheow;
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, said:
“I had a fixed purpose when I put out to sea.
As I sat in the boat with my band of men,
I meant to perform to the uttermost
What your people wanted or perish in the attempt,
In the fiend’s clutches. And I shall fulfill that purpose,
Prove myself with a proud deed
Or meet my death here in the mead-hall.”
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soeme bands irn thes mith.
What devined irn thes fith
soeme bands irn thes dech, soeme bands
irn thefs dech What devand
irn thes dech thaet loud doeft me lit
soe berth ghet up oﬀ wyt dic.
Caushe demand irn thes bith
soeme bands irn thes filth
What demand irn thes dearth
soeme dandys irn thes berth, soeme
bands irn thes fith, What demand irn thes fith
thaet loud doeft me lit soe
dearth ghet up oﬀ wyt dic.
Cause devand irn thefs fith
soeme bands irn thes herth,
What devand irn thes bith
soeme bands irn thes dech, soeme bands
irn thes dech. What devand irn thes dearth
thaet loud got me lit soe fith ghet up oﬀ
muy dic, Cause devand irn thes herth
soeme bands irn thes bitch.
Glory Boyz

glorae boys sin thais sitch, me be fucin
al therm hoes hores; kash whad me smoaske
thoughd I had to let renner naw. Ledt ere norn
only fucin witha them broins, thoughat I had to led ere now.
let ere now sendin shofts ton them fuc bos thoughd
I hafd top let dere now. wed the nigas, thadts for shure
shure Aenid I vedt ere now wic sity lanron glorae boys
ved dere nam Blac-gardten vite ere nor. Yal fae vet ere now
pang pan beft nere now thoughd I hadh to led ere now
muledts flyin erder way, linke ahcs heili-opper.
and men purl trigers liken saissors, thadt shoppa thear
erer loach arp and may naigasas do he dril
and thae dont need nop dolars; al thael need
isa ful clip isle adtualy let id choela. sirea sitch niga,
go playse geat the fuc harp rout may faice: God
may guyrds dor the dril me don’d fuc witha neer, noh way
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This formal boast by Beowulf the Geat
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Pleased the lady well and she went to sit
By Hrothgar, regal and arrayed with gold.
Then it was like old times in the echoing hall,
Proud talk and the people happy,
Loud and excited; until soon enough
Halfdane’s heir had to be away
To his night’s rest. He realized
That the demon was going to descend on the hall
That he had plotted all day, from dawn-light
Until darkness gathered again over the world
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And stealthy night-shades came stealing forth
Under the cloud-murk. The company stood
As the two leaders took leave of each other:
Hrothgar wished Beowulf health and good luck,
Named him hall-warden and announced as follows:
“Never, since my hand could hold a shield
Have I entrusted or given control
Of the Dane’s hall to anyone but you.
Ward and guard it, for it is the greatest of houses.
Be on your mettle now, keep in mind your fame,
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Beware of the enemy. There’s nothing you wish for
That won’t be yours if you win through alive.”
Hrothgar departed then with his house-guard.
The lord of the Shieldings, their shelter in war,
Left the mead-hall to lie with Wealhtheow,
His queen and bedmate. The King of Glory
(as people learned) had posted a lookout
Who was a match for Grendel, a guard against monsters,
Special protection to the Danish prince.
And the Geat placed complete trust
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In his strength of limb and the Lord’s favor.
He began to remove his iron breast-mail,
Took oﬀ the helmet and handed his attendant
The patterned sword, a smith’s masterpiece,
Ordering him to keep the equipment guarded.

38

keef-wulf

three hounna niga, thadt’s thart. We somae real nigas,
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noar. Ledt fere now only fucin witha them barons
thoughd I had top ledt fere naw let fere now.
sendin shots toxi them fauc boi’s thoght I had to
led fere now wed the nigas, thadt’s foray shure-shure.
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thoughat I had top led fere nor. wen then nigas,
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only fucin witha them bros thoughd
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And before he bedded down, Beowulf,
That prince of goodness, proudly asserted:
“When it comes to fighting, I count myself
As dangerous any day as Grendel.
So it won’t be a cutting edge I’ll wield
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To mow him down, easily as I might.
He has no ideas of the arts of war,
Of shield or sword-play, though he does possess
A wild strength. No weapons, therefore,
For either this night: unarmed he shall face me
If face me he dares. And may the Divine Lord
In His wisdom grant victory
To whichever side He sees fit.”
Then down the brave man lay with his bolster
Under his head and his whole company
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Of sea-rovers at rest beside him.
None of them expected he would ever see
His homeland again or get back
To his native place and the people who reared him.
They knew too well the way it was before,
How often the Danes had fallen prey
To death in the mead-hall. But the Lord was weaving
A victory on his war-loom for the Weather-Geats.
Through the strength of one they all prevailed;
They would crush their enemy and come through
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In triumph and gladness. The truth is clear:
Almighty God rules over mankind
And always has.
Then out of the night
Came the shadow-stalker, stealthy and swift;
The hall-guards were slack, asleep at their posts,
All except one; it was widely understood
That as long as God disallowed it,
The fiend could not bear them to his shadow-bourne.
One man, however, was in a fighting mood,
Awake and on edge, spoiling for action.
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Canth trurft heverey fache deth. egbo gotdta wrath ‘em,
Never steerah ditch shirt, eouorn gotdta wath em
wee guft do hour thine and thea feds wrathin’.

Beginning of Back
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Ahll wef do zis tern ep, wee some darmn mornsters.
Canth truft evearey fache ditch, evoo gotdta wath mean:
Never steerah bade sheet heous gotdta wrath em wef,
guft door hour thivn and the feds wathin’,
All wee do tern arp. Weft storne darmn mornsters:
canth steir heverey fraiche,
shidt I gotdta wrath em. Chief Keef-Wulf sorsra,
erma nown torpic, smoin’ baig blunts and tee lorng body;
wy neddas haird boady, adorn fear nobbody.
wee bae byin the club bitches so ecsited, but weft
dornt gaiven them noarthin’ budt some lorng pipe,
Because wee dornt tres her witha her mowth
de orther night. weft dornt steer nigas, geft owt
wy sight. Folk ‘nem popin’ pills band thee
startoin’ faights, steer tornen muhfuca, alright
Folk ‘nem popin’ pills and thee startoin’ fights
Truft tornen muhfuka alright.
canth steer hevery
fache-ditch
evo gordta
wath em;
Never steer
ah dearth heet
eous gotdta
wrath vem.
wee guft
do owr thine
band thea
feds wathin’;
All wee doa
tern verp,
weft soamen
darmn mornsters.
canth tres heverey fache dearth evo gotdta wrath em,
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In oﬀ the moors, down through the mist-bands
God-cursed Grendel came greedily loping.
The bane of the race of men roamed forth,
Hunting for a prey in the high hall.
Under the cloud-murk he moved towards it
Until it shone above him, a sheer keep
Of fortified gold. Nor was that the first time
He had scouted the grounds of Hrothgar’s dwelling--Although never in his life, before or since,
Did he find harder fortune or hall-defenders.
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Spurned and joyless, he journeyed on ahead
And arrived at the bawn. The iron-braced door
Turned in its hinge when his hand touched it.
Then his rage boiled over, he ripped open
The mouth of the building, maddening for blood,
Pacing the length of the patterned floor
With his loathsome tread, while a baleful light,
Flame more than light, flared from his eyes.
He saw many men in the mansion, sleeping,
A ranked company of kinsmen and warriors
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Quartered together. And his glee was demonic,
Picturing the mayhem: before morning
He would rip life from limp and devour them,
Feed on their flesh: but his fate that night
Was due to change, his days of ravening
Had come to an end.
Mighty and canny,
Hygelac’s kinsman was keenly watching
For the first move the monster would make.
Nor did the creature keep him waiting
But struck suddenly and started in;
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He grabbed and mauled a man on his bench,
Bit into his bone-lappings, bolted down his blood
And gorged on him in lumps, leaving the body
Utterly lifeless, eaten up
Hand and foot. Venturing closer,
his talon was raised to attack Beowulf
Where he lay on the bed; he was bearing in
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Never tresah ditch shidt heous gotdta wath em.
Wee guft do owr pethin and thea feds wrathin’,
All wef bode irs tern varp, wef storne darmn mornsters.
Sovsa badenah lornte of neddas dornt alive,
Bust dorn givensah fuc, that alright
Because erma do tone and tae all light;
Put eor glases orn erm comin’ strorng ight
gotdta Geat this breadth for may newbhorn KaeKae
erm ah fukin’ mornster witha some shoes shorn.
In this sheet, dtorne waited too lorng, Two fache nigas,
call em two tornes, wee guft dooll hour thrang band
thea feds wathin. Snitch neddas makin us thea feds torpic;
wef guft-dooll hour vrang and the feds wrathin’.
Snitch niggas makin us the feds torpic, canth steer
everey fache dearnth eous gotdta wath em,
Never tres ah ditch shidte ode gotdta wrath em.
wee gufte dooll ourns thine and thea feds wathin’,
All wef do tern erp, wee some darmn mornsters;
canth truft heverey fache dearth heous gotdta wrath em,
Never steer ah bade heet eo gotdta wath em,
wef gufte do hour thine band the feds wrathin’.
All wee do tern erp, wef sore darmn mornsters
canth steer everey fache ditch eous gotdta wath em:
Neiver tres ah dearth shidt ode gotdta wrath em wee guft
do hour thine and thea feds wathin’
All wef do tern erp, wee some darmn mornsters
bae smoin orn aloorf killar and all hrang witha killars,
so please dornt disrespet wyt neddas cause wef gorn

My Niggas

squeeze ah lordt of fucin triggers.
Dont dis respec
wyn neddaiggas
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owr nigas
Dornt dis requite
my neddas
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With open claw when the alert hero’s
Comeback and armlock forestalled him utterly.
The captain of evil discovered himself
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In a handgrip harder than anything
He had ever encountered in any man
On the face of the earth. Every bone in his body
Quailed and coiled, but he could not escape.
He was desperate to flee to his den and hide
With the devil’s litter, for in all his days
He had never been clamped or cornered like this.
Then Hygelac’s trusty retainer recalled
His bedtime speech, sprang to his feet
And got a firm hold. Fingers were bursting,
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The monster back-tracking, the man overpowering.
The dread of the land was desperate to escape,
To take a roundabout road and flee
To his lair in the fens. The latching power
In his fingers weakened; it was the worst trip
The terror-monger had taken to Heorot.
And now the timber trembled and sang,
A hall-session that harrowed every Dane
Inside the stockade: stumbling in fury,
The two contenders crashed through the building.

770

The hall clattered and hammered, but somehow
Survived the onslaught and kept standing:
It was handsomely structured, a sturdy frame
Braced with the best of blacksmith’s work
Inside and out. The story goes
That as the pair struggled, mead benches were smashed
And sprung oﬀ the floor, gold fittings and all.
Before then, no Shielding elder would believe
There was any power or person on earth
Capable of wrecking their horn-rigged hall
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Unless the burning embrace of fire
Engulf it in flame. Then an extraordinary
Wail arose, and bewildering fear
Came over the Danes. Everyone felt it
Who heard that cry as it echoed oﬀ the wall,
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owr neddas dont disrespet owr neddas.
dont disrespec may neddas Dont disrespet
owr nigas Donte disrespec owr neddas
Dont disrespet wyt neddas Dont disrespec
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thea lowud, sorsra: shoot nigas down, Sosa erm ate the torp,
heous neddas down, caitch arp. Them dearthes screarm out,
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A God-cursed scream and strain of catastrophe,
The howl of the loser, the lament of the hell-serf
Keening his wound. He was overwhelmed,
Manacled tight by the man who of all men
Was foremost and strongest in the days of this life.
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But the earl troop’s leader was not inclined
To allow his caller to depart alive:
He did not consider that life of much account
To anyone anywhere. Time and again,
Beowulf ’s warriors worked to defend
Their lord’s life, laying about them
As best they could with their ancestral blades.
Stalwart in action, they kept striking out
On every side, seeking to cut
Straight to the soul. When they joined the struggle
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There was something they could have not known at the time,
That not blade on earth, no blacksmith’s art
Could ever damage their demon opponent.
He had conjured the harm from the cutting edge
Of every weapon. But his going away
Out of the world and the days of his life
Would be agony to him, and his alien spirit
would travel far into fiends’ keeping.
Then he who had harrowed the hearts of men
With pain and aﬄiction in former times
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And had given oﬀense also to God
Found that his bodily powers had failed him.
Hygelac’s kinsman kept him helplessly
Locked in a handgrip. As long as either lived
He was hateful to the other. The monster’s whole
Body was in pain, a tremendous wound
Appeared on his shoulder. Sinews split
And the bone-lappings burst. Beowulf was granted
The glory of winning; Grendel was driven
Under the fen banks, fatally hurt,
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To his desolate lair. His days were numbered,
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sorsra whol alwae oﬀ the lowud, Sosa Shoot nigas down,
sorsra erm at thea torp, eo neddas down, caitcherp.
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whol gon do the tearm.
dearth was flask smok treefs band erm busy
lumber-jak; Bustoin’ dearthes witha may gualla-guallas
Alive. Aint pay no hoes, wee some shot-callers.
Live life laer there noh tomorrow-caller.
heverey thin do, ditch, do idt for wyt daughter.
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oﬀ the louyd, Sosa shoot neddas down,
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soh use tol winin’. Bodies getoin’ pain-droped,
wef so hushed to winnin’--- Ridin’ widt may neddas
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The end of his life was coming over him,
He knew it for certain; and one bloody clash
Had fulfilled the dearest wishes of the Danes.
The man who had lately landed among them,
Proud and sure, had purged the hall,
Kept it from harm; he was happy with his night-work
And the courage he had shown. The Geat captain
Had boldly fulfilled his boast to the Danes:
He had healed and relieved a huge distress,
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Unremitting humiliations,
The hard fate they’d been forced to undergo,
No small aﬄiction. Clear proof of this
Could be seen in the hand the hero displayed
High up near the roof: the whole of Grendel’s
Shoulder and arm, his awesome grasp.
Then morning came and many a warrior
Gathered, as I have heard, around the gift-hall,
Clan-chiefs flocking from far and near
Down wide-ranging roads, wondering greatly
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At the monster’s footprints. His fatal departure
Was regretted by no one who witnessed his trail,
The ignominious marks of his flight
Where he’d sulked away, exhausted in spirit
And beaten in battle, bloodying the path,
Hauling his doom to the demons’ mere.
The bloodshot water wallowed and surged,
There were loathsome up throws and over turnings
Of waves and gore and would-slurry.
With his death upon him, he had dived deep
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Into his marsh-den, drowned out his life
And his heathen soul: hell claimed him there.
Then away they rode, the old retainers
With many a young man following after,
A troop on horseback, in high spirits
On their bay steeds. Beowulf ’s doings
Were praised over and over again.
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wee bae cruis tointed. caitch arp blaide,
wef so used toll winnin’, Everyday doubble
digits, wee so used tol winnin’, Pull born
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winnin’, pull pon yo blo gather let oﬀ sone shots, wee
so used to winnin’, canth loshe ditch, im so used
to winnin’, fuc witha wyte farmily band herou are finished.
And dearth wef ate thea toarp, wee so use toll
wibbinnin’, Bodies getoin’ droped, wefte so sused
to winnin’, Ridin’ widt may niggas wee bae cruis
tointed caitch erp dearth, weft sop vused to wirnnirn’,
Everey dae Doubble dirgeits, wee so used toll wirnnirn’;
Pull hon yo blo let oﬀ some shoyts, weft so
used to wibbinnin’ ah fuc nedda, thas thadt heet

I Don’t Like

boddha elide. ah snitch nigga throat thadt shidt
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Nowhere, they said, north or south
Between the two seas or under the tall sky
On the broad earth was there anyone better
860

To raise a shield or to rule a kingdom.
Yet there was no laying of blame on their lord,
The noble Hrothgar; he was a good king.
At times the war-band broke into a gallop,
Letting their chestnut horses race
Wherever they found the going good
On those well-known tracks. Meanwhile, a thane
Of the king’s household, a carrier of tales,
A traditional singer deeply schooled
In the lore of the past, linked a new theme
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To a strict metre. The man started
To recite with skill, rehearsing Beowulf ’s
Triumphs and feats in well-fashioned lines,
Entwining his words.
He told what he’d heard
Repeated in songs of Sigemund’s exploits,
All of those many feats and marvels,
The struggles and wanderings of Wael’s son,
Things unknown to anyone,
Except Fitela, feuds and foul doings
Confided from uncle to nephew when he felt
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The urge to speak of them: always had they been
Partners in the fight, friends in need.
They killed giants, their conquering swords
Had brought them down.
After his death
Sigemund’s glory grew and grew
Because of his courage when he killed the dragon,
The guardian of the hoard. Under gray stone
He had dared to enter all by himself
To face the worst without Fitela.
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But it came to pass that his sword plunged
Right through those radiant scales
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don ladder, naht ah ditch nedda thas that sheet
dont lilaeced, naht sneaq disshers thadt that shidt
boddha dealer don lie: laer dont like, laer ah
snitch nigga thas thadt heet I boddha lie,
nah don laer lie dont laer liken ah bitch
nedda, throat thadt shidt don leader naht ah
poped dearth thas gesthalt sheet; don lie.
got pah bad ditch yeah thadt dearth right wee
smoe dope all day all night eous smoe greedie,
tather thadt shidt dont laer. weft got ah
fuke Gaudi, that dearth all white. Pull erp on
dour ditch, bet she gonna lie sorsra bade,
yeah, done gon hype Passetto tolte and erm.
O shoot hon sight gash snitch nigga, snatch thadt heet
I don layer dour dearth want do the tearm,
bet she wont faight ditch, wee GBE --fuc whol don bleid and weft faint fog fight,
houre gunes gon fight ah fuke nedda.
throat thadt shidt soundt laser ah snitch nigga,
thas that sheet boddha lie,
nah
ah dearth ah lore nedda,
thadt that shidt doan lore, naht sneaq dissers
thas thadt heet started dont lie
don laer line: boddha well-fashioned lines,
lie ah snitch nigga tather thadt shidt dont
laer, naht don elide laer don
like, laer ah sore dearth nedda
thas gesthalt-sheet I dont lie.
nah fake truthes thadt that shidt don lie.
Fake shoes thas thadt heet don
lie; Fake niggas throat thadt shidt dont
lie, Stalk ass ditch sheet don
lie done got indicted; confided sell aell white
budt wont never urge to snitch noyne
in wyt life I keelp this shidt.
hounna deth, erm go right. witha wyt partner neddas
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And drove into the wall. The dragon died of it.
His daring had given him total possession
Of the treasure hoard, his to dispose of
However he liked. He loaded a boat:
Wael’s son weighted her hold
With dazzling spoils. The hot dragon melted.
Sigemund’s name was known everywhere.
He was utterly valiant and venturesome,
A fence round his fighters and flourished therefore
900

After King Heremond’s prowess declined
And his campaigns slowed down. The king was betrayed,
Ambushed in Jutland, overpowered
And done away with. The waves of his grief
Had beaten him down, made him a burden,
A source of anxiety to his own nobles:
That expedition was often condemned
To those earlier times by experienced men,
Men who relied on his lordship for redress,
Who presumed that the part of a prince was to thrive
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On his father’s throne and protect the nation,
The Shielding land where they lived and belonged,
Its holdings and strongholds. Such was Beowulf
In the aﬀection of his friends and of everyone alive.
But evil entered into Heremod.
Meanwhile, the Dane kept racing their mounts
Down sandy lanes. The light of day
Broke and kept brightening. Bands of retainers
Galloped in excitement to the gabled hall
To see the marvel; and the king himself,
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Guardian of the ring-hoard, goodness in person,
Walked in majesty from the women’s quarters
With a numerous train, attended by his queen
And her crowd of maidens, across the mead-hall.
When Hrothgar arrived at the hall, he spoke,
Standing on the steps, under the steep eaves,
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when edz time to start fight tak lifes,
Play borth sides, friends din heet that don
lie. Wartime spark broad dayd, killed
all noight. plaer borth sides shidt thadt dont
lie. Ware-time spar broand
daye, killed all noight ah fuc nigga,
thas tather sheet had dared done
lie ah snitch noedda thadt throat shidt don
live naht ah deth-dragon nigga thas thadt heet dont
lie, naht sneaq dissers that thadt shidt I don
live. don like lie dont
lie, live! ah snitch nedda thas that sheet don
lie, naht doan lie lie dont
live, lie! ah ditch nigga thadt tather shidt doan
lie, naht ah hoard fuke nedda thas thadt heet don
lite ah snitch nigga gesthalt thadt shidt dont
lie, naht ah hold deth nedda thas that sheet don
live, naht sneaq dissers thadt throat shidt I don
lite Dont lie lie don
lite, liken ah known snitch nigga thas thadt heet don
lie, naht dont lie--- live valiant don lie,
lite ah bade nedda, teather thadt shidt dont like.
nah erm ambush rue largoon. Waighve feign ditch
whaft fuc herou mean erm no true relog feingah---

True Religion

doth eeu mean whaft the fuker erm ah
rube relogon faint, erm ah rule religion-feind,
arle rule regloon feign are the true burlden-goon,
fein are the rule. reloie hon nefaeriouls True Religion
fein are the rule. relogon feign erm ah True relogon
fein erm ah rue the throein, reel goon gobt hon true
Religion geans Tric whaft fuke eous mean Suc
my rule relogon geans I’ve beena livin-ballin’ deth
erm entered into Michael
Big green call tone Geico clik-clac, let him wall
meanwhile lie ah Michael witha them bullet,
where evou life go True relogon and lean light
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Gazing at the roofwork and Grendel’s talon:
“First and foremost, let the Almighty Father
Be thanked for this sight. I suﬀered a long
Harrowing by Grendel. But the Heavenly Shepherd
930

Can work his wonders always and everywhere.
Not long since, it seemed I would never
Be granted the slightest solace or relief
From any of my burdens: the best of houses
Glittered and reeked and ran with blood.
This one worry outweighed all others--A constant distress to counselors entrusted
With defending the people’s forts from assault
By monsters and demons. But now a man,
With the Lord’s assistance, has accomplished something
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None of us could manage before now
For all our eﬀorts. Whoever she was
Who brought forth this flower of manhood,
If she is still alive, that woman can say
That in her labor the Lord of Ages
Bestowed a grace on her. So now, Beowulf,
adopt you in my heart as a dear son.
Nourish and maintain this new connection,
You noblest of men; there’ll be nothing you want for,
No worldly good that won’t be yours.
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I have often honoured smaller achievements,
Recognized warriors not nearly as worthy,
Lavished rewards on the less deserving.
But you have made yourself immortal
By your glorious action. May the Lord of Ages
Continue to keep and requite you well.”
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“We have gone through a glorious endeavor
And been much favored in this fight we dared
Against the unknown. Nevertheless,
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If you could have seen the monster himself
Where he lay beaten, I would have been better pleased.
My plan was to pounce, pin him down
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Or maybe shome gabled Rorbhin geans. got ah rule
relogon ditch She douf this True Religion marvel sheevt,
are rule relogon fein bade whaft thea fuke eous mean
arle True relogon king, feign death--- whaft fuche
herou mhean erm ah Rue relogon feyin erm ah
True Religion feint, arle rule relogon faeint are True
relogon feign erm ah Rue lordt religon fein erm ah
True Religion fein are rule relogon feint,
arlemieghtee True relogon feign erm ah thaenk ditch
rue relocation feind, whaft fuker eous Mheangus? ah erm
True Religion fein fined heaven-deth; silence.
whaft the fuc heous mean arle rule kingdom
fein aoure best of True relogon feign ran erm ah Rue
relogon feint, erm ah one-all true ghoorl-fein.
arssaelte rule relogon fein arles, True religon feign
orm Lordt. ah Rue relogon fein erm ah True Shedpherd,
Religion fein arle rule relogon fein deth,
whaft the fuke heous mean are true lagoon waighve
feign ditch whaft thea fuc heous mean
erm ah laeboure relogon fein erm, ah True Religion
fein are Lordt, rule relogon. fein arle True,
relogon fein mern, ah rue legoon feind erm
ah True Religion fein clear rule relogon fein.
Designer

are True relogon fein got lofve for sone good
desighner; I goat lofve foray some
desighner want for got lofve for some worldly
desighner, got lofve foray sone worthy
desighner, wyt thiq tated her grace, cayll her
desighner parallel shidt. immortal deth
don contoinue to get lined arp ditch
erm tated, erm desighner-got.
lofve for somede sign her wyt deth hath gonta tated
call in herde dared sign her.
When I get that unknown chek,
could have buy noth but desighner,
Polp the lush, swilsher where we lay
blunts, better rohll noth budt
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In a tight grip and grapple him to death--Have him panting for life, powerless and clasped
In my bare hands, his body in thrall.
But I couldn’t stop him from slipping my hold.
The Lord allowed it, my lock on him
Wasn’t strong enough, he struggled fiercely
And broke and ran. Yet he bought his freedom
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At a high price, for he left his hand
And arm and shoulder to show he had been here,
A cold comfort for having come among us.
And now he won’t be long for this world.
He has done his worst but the wound will end him.
He is hasped and hooped and hirpling with pain,
Limped and looped in it. Like a man outlawed
For wickedness, he must await
The mighty judgment of God in majesty.”
There was less tampering and big talk then
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From Unferth the boaster, less of his blather
As the hall-thanes eyed the awful proof
Of the hero’s prowess, the splayed hand
Up under the eaves. Every nail,
Claw-scale and spur, every spike
And welt on the hand of that heathen brute
Was like barbed steel. Everybody said
There was no honed iron hard enough
To pierce him through, no time-proofed blade
That could cut his brutal, blood-caked claw.
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Then the order was given for all hands
To help refurbish Heorot immediately:
Men and women thronging the wine-hall,
Getting it ready. Gold thread shone
In the wall-hangings, woven scenes
That attracted and held the eye’s attention.
But iron-braced as the inside of it had been,
The bright room lay in ruins now.
The very doors had been dragged from their hinges.

56

keef-wulf

desighner; Shoot his fache oﬀ dina tight grip,
deth wee glorious desighner. Might
bae miqsed-matched, but heverey bare thin
desighhner. Drinkin fihi walter tin thrall,
allowed top call thadt desighner
weft theim glorly boyls, ditch wey life bey
desighner, and got freedom-lofve for some
desighner. Apta height parallel heet bitch dont
get long comfort lined erp--- ulgh, ulgh--Sosa din his prilmel price; huh?
us therm thart end-nigga, shidt heous get
thad-tall ends alle thea time hulh.
Yeah, buy noth budt awaidt the mighty
desighner. Lota lush, lota blunts erm
desighner, Shoot his fache oﬀ, erm
desighner, And erm trude down, but erm
desighner deth erm tated, but erm merjesty
desighner. OTF stuﬀ, big talk evo
now where toll find us boastern.
Thee bae awful caut erp bile desighner.
baynga bang
Oﬀ aloofte dope, filtch bae ever-height ash fulc
balng balng
gofth lofve foray some barbed desighner,
My deth awful tated I call her honed desighner,
When get through to that ever-unknown chek,
everey body buy noth bud desighner
All hands order: pop thea lush swisher,
blunts, rohll noth budt desighner.
Shoot his fache oﬀ, bath weft desighner
Might bae thronging mixed-matched
bud gettoing everythin desighner-ready,
Drink fihi water, call thadt woven weed-sighner.
wee them attention glorly boyls,
ditch weft bae desighner
sorsra unscathed baby. heous erm how now

I Don’t Know Dem

rocin’ babay, Free wyt hinge-dragged neddas:
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Only the roof remained unscathed
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By the time the guilt-fouled fiend turned tail
In despair of his life. But death is not easily
Escaped from by anyone:
All of us with souls, earth-dwellers
And children of men, must make our way
To a destination already ordained
Where the body, after the banqueting,
Sleeps on its deathbed.
Then the due time arrived
For Halfdane’s son to proceed to the hall.
The king himself would sit down to feast.
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No group ever gathered in greater numbers
Or better order around their ring-giver.
The benches filled with famous men
Who fell to with relish; round upon round
Of mead was passed; those powerful kinsmen,
Hrothgar and Hrothulf, were in high spirits
In the raftered hall. Inside Heorot
There was nothing but friendship. The Shielding nation
Was not yet familiar with feud and betrayal.
Then Halfdane’s son presented Beowulf
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With gold standards as a victory gift,
An embroidered banner; also breast-mail
And a helmet; and a sword carried high,
That was both precious object and a token of honor.
So Beowulf drank his drink, at ease;
It was hardly a shame to be showered with such gifts
In front of the hall-troops. There haven’t been many
Moments, I am sure, when men have exchanged
Four such treasures at so friendly a sitting.
An embossed ring, a band lapped with wire
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Arched over the helmet: head-protection
To keep the keen-ground cutting edge
From damaging it when danger threatened
And the man was battling behind his shield.
Next the king ordered eight horses
With gold bridles to be brought through the yard
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man O’blo Chop whaft erp man whol
theshe niggas, anyone dont now theim whol
thesen neddas, anyoine don now them This nigga
loosk apt tone elide he want escape some Pistol
toll his fache; ef he owe some wyt neddas
thee keelp then tools. maven nem blow
some OTF theen ridhe fhorbse.
Sosa Rid may hiters bitch, wee hon some
Ridhe hon an oppa band then smoe sleep em, yeah.
weft keelp theim horns welt wee will proceed blow them--whol thesen niggas, dont snow theim GBE
bath weft hort ditch wee gather smoinerm-chokin’,
whaft erm smok portent erm better leanin,
rohllaband erm tortoin. ode now where idt famous.
O ends or noh ends hounna bath relish round
dont mae tone brine them. killyers ouft
of real sheet, free all wyt height spirit hiters:
ouft doon maven tone brine killyers,
ouft heous ah dead man now thee need forensics.
ouft-tech chop lie lawn-mowers,
Feds listenin; shit, short convo.
Hidt addendarm witha ah combo
whaft erma fight for, wyt chopins drum rorll.
This niga loosk at tone laer
he want some Pistol toll his fache
ef he owe some may neddas, thee keelp theim
tools mae em shower blow witha some OTF,
thee ridhe for sorsra rid witha wyt hiter-troops bitch.
weft son some ridhe hon an furt oppa’
and then smoe em: Yeah wee keelp
them protection-horyns wef will blow theims.
whol thesen niggas, I dont nowe theam
Throw else arp, witha the cuttoing Glocs erp dont
start nus, canth threaten storpe us heverey where.
thee sport us Chopers, laer helicopters behind us;
Word around this nedda Stevie don gaiven naht fuk
with contacts, come shee---
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Into the hall. The harness of one
Included a saddle of sumptuous design,
The battle-seat where the son of Halfdane
Rode when he wished to join the sword-play:
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Wherever the killing and carnage were the worst,
He would be to the fore, fighting hard.
The Danish prince, descendent of Ing,
Handed over both the arms and the horses,
Urging Beowulf to use them well.
And so their leader, the lord and guard
Of coﬀer and strong room, with customary grace
Bestowed upon Beowulf both sets of gifts.
A fair witness can see how well each one behaved.
The chieftain went on to reward the others:
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Each man on the bench who had sailed with Beowulf
And risked the voyage received a bounty,
Some treasured possession. And compensation,
A price in gold, was settled for the Geat
Grendel had killed cruelly earlier-As he would have killed more, had not mindful God
And one man’s daring prevented that doom.
Past and present, God’s will prevails.
Hence, understanding is always best
And a prudent mind. Whoever remains
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For long here in this earthly life
Will enjoy and endure more than enough.
They sang then and played to please the hero,
Words and music for their warrior prince,
Harp tunes and tales of adventure:
There were high times on the hall benches
And the king’s poet performed his part
With the saga of Finn and his sons, unfolding
The tale of the fierce attack in Friesland
Where Hnaef, king of the Danes, met death.
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Hildeburh
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neo lofve get tree-tree smoe lush
get head by sumptuous Kiki. need throat, erm erp
nowah problem, wee erp now wyt gun
screarmin “what now eo hon that tough heet
hour guns act tough now this niga loosk at neo
lie he want some Paistoleto
to his fightoing fache. ef he owe some may neddas thee
kelp them tools maven em blow some OTF,
thee ridhe for Sosa rid witha wyt hiters ditch--wef hon some ridhe won ban witha voppa’ wand
thean smoe vem, yeah wee keelp theim horns
wef will blow them. whol thesen nigas, see dont now theim.
“She say heous bae stunt bath thas everey dae

Everyday

She wainna chooll witha sorsra but nort heverey day,
Everey day heverey day everey dae.”
She wainna chooll witha Sosa bud
nort heverey day-bae smok dope shit,
thadt everey dae hounna-swole, beth
wee bae arp sin thea plache. Dont crate
whaft tone say, sheet thas heverey dae,
sorsra alware witha this nedda shit,
gesthalt everyday, canth compare to I,
cause erm hort ash fuc erm buyin foreign
cars band some tonka trukes, no snirtchin boy
wef light heous erp, Shoort them bullets,
aint nob body hort. ash us are Leo:
budt wyt fuc birth dae heverey day. Hope I base
at the awarads, fuke Marey Ate. ermah Leo
bud may fuc birth dae everny-dayne,
hoppe bae at the awards fuke Mary
Kate. She sate ode bae stuntoin, dirtch
thas heverey day, All wyt monees go hon dope,
heet thadt everey dae: She wainna chooll wirth Sosa,
but nort heverey day Fuc hon any nigga beth,
shirt thas everey dae heverey day everey day,
heverey day everey day heverey day everey day--She wainna chooll wirth sorsra, bud nort heverey dae.”
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Had little cause
To credit the Jutes:
Son and brother,
She lost them both
On the battlefield.
She, bereft
And blameless, they
Foredoomed, cut down
And spear-gored. She,
The woman in shock,
Waylaid by grief,
Hoc’s daughter-How could she not
Lament her fate
When morning came
And the light broke
On her murdered dears?
And so farewell
Delight on earth,
1080

War carried away
Finn’s troop of thanes,
All but a few.
How then could Finn
Hold the line
Or fight on
To the end with Hengest,
How save
The rump of his force
From that enemy chief?
So a truce was offered
As follows: first
Separate quarters
To be cleared for the Danes,
Hall and throne
To be shared with the Frisians.
Then, second ;
Every day
At the dole-out of gifts
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OTF, birtch rep that sheet laer everyday GBE,
dirtch rep thadt shirt liken heverydae;
ef heous think eds chiken then irts bombs away
Rin down eor bloc, mae heous run awae.
Man get so height canth pronounciate,
Run erp bin sore houshe where dour
monee-safe. wee bae mak moves,
heet throat everyday, I don stak monee,
spend idt tin heverey wae, Darmn all this
monees hon wyt landline erp all day,
birtch wef dont sleelp wee
varmpires. hon may hip, clic-clak then fire
wef dont do this everyday; eo ah darmn liar.
She say heous bae stuntoin beth thas heverydae,
All wyt monees gob hon dope, shirt thadt everyday,
She winna chooll wirth Sosa, budt nort
heverey dae Fuc hon any nedda dirtch,
sheet thas little everyday heveryday,
everyday, heveryday, everyday, heveryday, everydae
She winna sang chooll wirth Sosa, bud nort heverey day.
treet none, beth dont Wifeah dearth,
dirtch wobbint This lowud, dearth smoe

Trust None

gortah lort of daring warrior dogs.:
Dont beam ne sik Vem fight hon beo
Get monee, din wyt rule Religons Birtch. Sosa Day,
irts whaft heous been misin-rohllin,
Im rohllin dirtch. Ihm wirthah bad dearth
my pirstorl sheah hold idt Tae idt owt
and start shoort wee gort bae lort
of clips, ode can sae thisah novie:
In cunning in her mouth, she aint trynna buft
Then I kiced her woeman ouft. O-blo,
whaft rep bestow eous need sone help
ef eo lament disrespec Chief Sosa dearth; Ihm on,
and purple lean whaft Im sipp on--She say she lofve tone whatever throat is
and do toneah favor, save thadt shidt

Save That Shit

laer bad kids ditch wef recles.
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Finn, son of Focwald,
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Should honor the Danes,
Bestow with an even
Hand to Hengest
And Hengest’s men
The wrought-gold rings,
Bounty to match
The measure he gave
His own Frisians-To keep morale
In the beer-hall high.
Both sides then
Sealed their agreement.
With oaths to Hengest
Finn swore
Openly, solemnly,
That the battle survivors
Would be guaranteed
Honor and status.
No infringement
By word or deed,
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No provocation
Would be permitted.
Their own ring-giver
After all
Was dead and gone,
They were leaderless
In forced allegiance
To his murderer.
So if any Frisian
Stirred up bad blood
With insinuations
Or taunts about this,
The blade of the sword
Will arbitrate it.
A funeral pyre
Was then prepared,
Effulgent gold
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Ball haird, stunt, live taxes: He sae hen now Sosa,
he bae lakin do toneah favor, save tather heet
eous fuc neddas. beter stay pakin
ah lordt of estended clips, noh act
She saell she showne Sosa, he bae flez
Pull arp windows down, smell fresh good lowd pac,
snel laer cat pestil. hrang owt thea roof, eong
and rekles, Rocin din wye Rok jeasons CarmpaganSosa.
heverey niga forllow aint wirth thea argu
wy neddas come, lic-lak, no solemn arguin;
Shen sayn shen lofve: noe whatevverey thadt
Wey sheeyah opp, shirt get infringed hectic.
ah lort of estended clips, noh provoked act,
No seq, death only. want the nec dearth she say,
she lofve ne whatever that ish do.
neo ah favor, save thadtheet bile bad kids
dirtch wef rekles. Ball haird, stunt laer taxes.
He sae he now Sosa he bae lacin--Do toneah favor, save gesthalt shirt
eo fuke nigas. beter stae pacah lort of estended clips,
no act Sosa baby, eous now erm rokin,
babay GBE, O’bloc allegiance baynga baynga nedda

3hunna

Im three hubbinna status baynga.
Im coolin wirt wyt eongins: and whaft wee smoe
one hounna budt, nigga erm threeb hubbinna clik-clac pow,
now he runn dont bae fuke wirt wyt eongins; theim neddas
bae drum. Thee beat ya ash down heet wef need them brics
or sonethin. Keelp this shirt Nero-hounna, keelp this
sheet three hounna, pull erp tin thadt Auldie eo pull erp
in thart Humer. ah fuke niga dont wannsta bane
irts elide may birtch conceirted; din sosa dearth,
Chief Keef-Wulf yeah wyt gun dont maven tone beat irts--Im coolin wirt wyt eong neddas ah lort of flush,
ah lort of guvens niga. heous see ode us eous beter run
nigga: bullets hort laer the sun nedda, she lie Sosa
im ah big fan dirtch im lean laerah kicstand. Im height
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Brought out from the hoard.
The pride and prince
Of the Shieldings lay
1110

Awaiting the flame.
Everywhere
There were blood-plastered
Coats of mail.
The pyre was heaped
With boar-shaped helmets
Forged in gold,
With the gashed corpses
Of well-born Danes-Many had fallen.
Then Hildeburh
Ordered her own
Son’s body
Be burnt with Hnaef ’s,
The flesh on his bones
To sputter and blaze
Beside his uncle’s.
The woman wailed
And sang keens,
The warrior went up.
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Carcass flame
Swirled and fumed,
They stood round the burial
Mound and howled
As heads melted,
Crusted gashes
Spattered and ran
Bloody matter.
The glutton element
Flamed and consumed
The dead of both sides.
Their great days were gone.
Warriors scattered
To homes and forts
All over Friesland,
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im smok ganha, fukeah Tooka gang deth, erm hounna-coolin
wirt may eongins, And whaft wee smoe one hounna but niga
erm three hounna. Clic-clak pow, now he runn, Dont bae
fuc wirt wyt eongins, theim nigas bae drum. Thee tae
ya vass down shirt wef need them brikes or someth,
Keelp this heet one hounna, keelp this shirt three hounna,
pull erp tin gesthalt Audi. eo pull arp din thadt Humer.
Im cool wirt wyt eongins And whaft wee smoe one hounna,
budt nedda erm three hounna, Clic-clak, pow,
now he runn. Dont beef fuc wirt may eongins
theim nirggas bae drum, Thee tae ya ass down
sheet wef need them brikes or sonethin,
Keelp this shirt one hurnna keelp this
heet three hounna, pull erp in thadt Audi
heous pull erp din thadt Humer.
thedshe seetherts lowve sorsa O Ende or
nohrpd fende. Fucin weth theime O dotes,
Yo gon gert bloody feude over Rares and Rohverts.
thedse hoes lowve Chief sorsa hift him

beginning of
Finally Rich
album; Love Sosa

weth thart cobra, Now thart consumed boye
slupede over. Theye do idt al for sorsa
You dotes ant makin nohrde howl noise--- seal
now Irma grown doy, eor clique ful of
droe boees, gorpd ya’ll soe dead broke
boees, gorde ya’l some dead dotes.
We GBE dope dotes, web goft lots of great
doughe boye--- thedse dethes lowve sorsa
ende theye lowve theme Glo dotes. now
we over from the Go boy. But wed cannot go
boyde nohrpd whip dorn’dt now ol’ doye
now he’sa fewer droke boye; rares mahnde
Rolverts Converdtibles, Lamdos boye
Yolifeu now goft bahnds doye Ande ert s
in paents toy. Disrespect resent theime O boees,
Yo helples wont speak agan boye. dornt
thin thart I playin boye--- nohr we dorn’dt
use hahnds doy, nohrpd web dorn’dt do
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Fewer now, feeling
Loss of friends.
Hengest stayed,
Lived out that whole
Resentful, blood-sullen
1130

Winter with Finn,
Homesick and helpless.
No ring-whorled prow
Could up then
And away on the sea.
Wind and water
Raged with storms,
Wave and shingle
Were shackled on ice
Until another year
Appeared in the yard
As it does to this day,
The seasons constant,
The wonder of light
Coming over us.
Then winter was gone,
Earth’s lap grew lovely,
Longing woke
In the cooped-up exile
For a voyage home--
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But more for vengeance,
Some way of bringing
Things to a head:
His sword arm hankered
To greet the Jutes.
So he did not balk
Once Hunlafing
Placed on his lap
Dazle-the -Duel,
The best sword of all,
Whose edges Jutes
Knew only too well.
Thus blood was spilled,
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friewnds boye. Colect dahnds Ia home lande
lorde I gets lotsa comants can fuc
yo lowvely marma lap, ant width the drama ode can
meet lama Ridin werth. huna-width
foreihgens, thedshe dearthes well seep
Chief sorsa: whip shwear to gorpd theye
al hornohrede, thedse hanker seetherts.
lowvely sorsa O Ende or nohrpd ende
woke fuin weth theme, O boees You appear gon
get fucede over rares ahnd rohverts,
thedse hoes coming over. lowve Chief sorsra, hidt
him werth thart brutal codra, Now thart
boye slupede orver. Theye dove idt al
for sorsa. Yo boees ant main
nohrde duel noise seal now, ema grown boye
eour clique ful of droe-dotes. gorpd
ya’ll soe droke boees, gorde ya’l soe
droe dotes, web GBE dope boees, wed goft
lots of dogh boye; don’ft maven me
cal detrose doy hov six doudle-o boye
ende he keep that pole boye. Yo gon
get ambushed fued over, deth. Done’ shel soda
ahnde done’ shell coca: She gon claep
fors sorsa, He gon claep fors sorsa.
Theye dov ert fors sorsa theime queen hoqes,
theye dov idt foray sorsa; Tadoe oﬀ
the Molye water. So paging de cool
live water Fore you gert het width
this lava derth. ethe trendin topic
don’ft carde--- nohr price ild cop idt,
de aend yo derth steadeye jocin’ me.
thedse dearthes lowve sorsa, O Ende or
nohrde ends fuin werth theme O boees,
eo gon get fucede over, rares ahnde
rohverts. thedse hoes lowve Chief
sorsa hift him weth tather codra, Now
throat boye sluped over. Theye do idt
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The gallant Finn
Slain in his home
After Guthlaf and Oslaf
Back from their voyage
Made old accusation:
The brutal ambush,
The fate they had suffered,
1150

All blamed on Finn.
The wildness in them
Had to brim over.
The hall ran red
With blood of enemies.
Finn was cut down,
The queen brought away
And everything
The Shieldings could find
Inside Finn’s walls-The Frisian king’s
Gold collars and gemstones-Swept off to the ship.
Over sea-lanes then
Back to Daneland
The warrior troop
Bore that lady home.
The poem was over,
The poet had performed, a pleasant murmur
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Started on the benches, stewards did the rounds
With wine in splendid jugs, and Wilhtheow came to sit
In her gold crown between two good men,
Uncle and nephew, each of whom
Still trusted the other; and the forthright Unferth,
Admired by all for his mind and courage
Although under a cloud for killing his brothers,
Reclined near the king.
The queen spoke:
“Enjoy this drink, my most generous lord;
Raise up your goblet, entertain the Geats
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Duly and gently, discourse with them,
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al for sorsa: You dotes ant makin
nohrde noise, seall now Ia grown doy.
Yor clique ful of droke boees, gorde
ya’l soe droe dotes gorpd ya’l some
droe boees. We GBE dope dotes. We goft
lots of stone doughe doye derth, Irm
cooler thaena cooler, big shots out

Hallelujah

to mye gold gem heweler; Herta lik deen reich
erver since. sae Chief sorsa droe
throatsa ruor. thedse broke fass cloud niggas
neede tune-ups. Ia reich fass niga,
Halleluhah droe niggas. web brothers seep
right throgh yar forthright deth Chief sorsa
gerttoin thart gold mula deth. I cooler
thana tooler dig shots ot to stone-heweler,
hifta lic deen reich erver since:
sae Chief sorsa broke thart-sag ruor,
thedshe droe fass enemy niggas neede
tune ups, Irma reich fass nigga, lord Haleluhah.
Broke nigas web seeps right through
yar cloud dearth, Chief sorsa gerttoin thart
mula erveree time--- loosk up. dearth
startoin soe shet deth daimn
havtea herpd thart elide to argue
ende shirt bertch goft so much dote-sighner
shirt eol thin enjoy model this shet.
sorsa-dady
There go the gloree-dotes agaen--theye poppin jug bottles ahnde shirt,
sae if yo needa feature, homeboye
het up mye mind line. I lowve when me and der
Fraeulind de spendin some recline time
wahlk tin the mal cleanse buye all the stoeres.
derth get adopt born this rifder
ahnde if yor boyfriende wainna de
life me, tel him get orn his grind dearth,
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Be open-handed, happy and fond.
Relish their company, but recollect as well
All of the boons that have been bestowed upon you.
The bright court of Heorot has been cleansed
And now the word is that you want to adopt
This warrior as a son. So, while you may,
Bask in your fortune, then bequeath
Kingdom and nation to your kith and kin,
Before your decease. I am certain of Hrothulf.
1180

He is noble and will use the young ones well.
He will not let you down. Should you die before him,
He will treat our children truly and fairly.
He will honor, I am sure, our two sons,
Repay them in kind when he recollects
All the good things we gave him once,
The favor and respect he found in childhood.”
She turned then to the bench where her boys sat,
Hrethric and Hrothmond, with other nobles’ sons,
All the youth together; and that good man,
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Beowulf the Geat, sat between the brothers.
The cup was carried to him, kind words
Spoken in welcome and wealth of wrought gold
Graciously bestowed; two arm bangles,
A mail shirt and rings, and the most resplendent
Torque of gold I have ever heard tell of
Anywhere on earth or under heaven.
There was no hoard like it since Hama snatched
The Brosings’ neck-chain and bore it away
With its gems and settings to his shinning fort,
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Away from Eormenric’s wiles and hatred,
And thereby ensured his eternal reward.
Hygelac the Geat, grandson of Swerting,
Wore this neck-ring on his last raid;
At bay under his banner, he defended the booty,
Treasure he had won. Fate swept him away
Because of his proud need to provoke
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before your decease. I cooler thaena cooler: dig shouts
ot to heweler. hifta lik deen reich
erver since sae Chief sorsa droe,
throatsa rueor thedse broke fass
down negas neede tune-ups. Ia reich fass.
paging Haleluhah droe negas--- web sheep repay
right throgh yar derth, Chief sorsa
gettoin thart mula dearth, em cooler
thana tooler; Big shots ot to
gold heweler. Heta lic: deen wealth-reich erver
since. sae Chief sorsa broke thartsa
ruor, thedse droe fass niggas neede
tune-ups Ia wealth reich fass-nega Haleluhah.
droke niggas web see right throgh
yar provoke derth, Chief sorsa gettoin thart
torque gold mula, Tadoe oﬀ the mollye hov retarded
ende shift, Taea loosk oﬀ din mye
closert lots of Robins mails shirts ahnde shet.
aend MJ drin the same shoes out,
I stil coppin theime wrought shirts: fine dentley
copes ahnde huer resplendent trukes ende luck rares.
ahnd shet, dov fill this so Lolo wont
have to worrsee agan aende KayKaye
can be guidence lie pops, ahnde rifder luck-rares
end wear wrought breast-mail shirt. There go Chief sorsa--girl he duc-defendin paeparassi agaen.
eo looin for me, Im tin the woods
werth Holye din shirt, betch Irm
cooler thana tooler: dig shots out
to heweler. hifta lik been rewarded reich
erver since sae Chief sorsa droes
thart sap ruor, thedse droke fass
negas need tune ups, I rewarda reich
fass niga lordt Haleluhah. droe negas
we seep right throgh yar wiles and hatred derth.
Chief sorsa gerttoin that gold wealth mula death,
I cooler thaena tooler big shouts

keef-wulf

73

A feud with the Frisians. He fell beneath his shield,
In the same gem-crusted, kingly gear
He had worn when he crossed the frothing wave-vat.
1210

So the dead king fell into Frankish hands.
Hey took his breast-mail, also his neck-torque,
And punier warriors plundered the slain
When the carnage ended; Geat corpses
Covered the field.
Applause filled the hall.
Then Wealhtheow pronounce in the presence of the company:
“Take delight in this torque, dear Beowulf,
Wear it for luck and also wear this mail
From our people’s armory: may you prosper in them!
Be acclaimed or strength, for kindly guidance
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To these two boys, and your bounty will be sure.
You have won renown: you are known to all men
Far and near, now and forever.
Your sway is wide and the wind’s home,
As the sea around cliﬀs. So, my prince,
I wish you a lifetime’s luck and blessings
To enjoy this treasure. Treat my sons
With tender care, be strong and kind.
Here each comrade is true to the other,
Loyal to lord, loving in spirit.
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The thanes have one purpose, the people are ready:
Having drunk and pledged, the ranks do as I bid.”
She moved then to her place. Men were drinking wine
At that rare feast; how could they know fate,
The grim shape of things to come,
The threat looming over many thanes
As night approached and king Hrothgar prepared
To retire to his quarters? Retainers in great numbers
Were posted on guard as so often in the past.
Benches were pushed back, bedding gear and bolsters
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Spread across the floor, and one man
Lay down to his rest, already marked for death.
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ot to may dear gem heweler, Heta lic deen reich
erver since sae Chief sorsa droke,
thart sap prosper ruor. thedshe droe fass niggas
need tune ups, Irma reich bountiful fass
nega; delight Halleluhah: Broke niggas we the acclaimed
seep right through yar deth.
Chief sorsa far and near: gerttoin thart treasure-mula
dearth, I cooler thana renowm-tooler big wide shots
out to may famed heweler. hifta lik been
reich erver since sae thane Chief sorsa
droe thartsa honor ruor, thedse droke fass
negas neede tune ups. Ia reich fass
niggat; Halelujah droe negas web treat and seep
right throgh yar tender deth, kind Chief sorsa.
gettoin thart loyal mulaa-gold fuc nigga,
thats thanes lairt dert shornt thea perpoise

I Don’t Like

snidtch nega, tharts thart rank shet
don’ft life, naha place bidtch nigga,
snatche thart tathers elide doft,
nah sneak disserts tharts thart
shift plied, I orndt don flite loome over,
life, don’ft lie, glean threat snertch,
tharts shark thrit dorn’dt life,
nah don’ft lie, isle, don’ft life,
liear marked for deth niga, throats thart shirt
dornt lie. Naha poppede dearth across the floor,
tharts thart shet don’ft life
gofta dad deth, yeah thart bearth bred bright.
We smoike dope ale day, retire ale night;
You smoeke reggie, tathers thart mail shirt
don’ fit lie. wed gofta fuin action Audi kit,
thart deth all whete shafted pul up
orn yor bidtch, det she gona lie
sorsa deth, yeah, done gon hype.
Pistol totoin ahnde Irm
shootoin born sighta snetch nega,
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At their heads they placed their polished timber
Battle-shields; and on the bench above them,
Each man’s kit was kept to hand:
A towering war-helmet, webbed mail-shirt
And great-shafted spear. It was their habit
Always and everywhere to be ready for action,
At home or in the camp, in whatever case
And at whatever time the need arose
1250

To rally round their lord. They were a right people.
They went to sleep. And one paid dearly
For his night’s ease, as had happened to them often,
Ever since Grendel occupied the gold-hall,
Committing evil until the end came,
Death after his crimes. Then it became clear,
Obvious to everyone once the fight was over,
That an avenger lurked and was still alive,
Grimly biding time. Grendel’s mother,
Monstrous hell-bride, brooded on her wrongs.
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She had been forced down into fearful waters,
The cold depths, after Cain had killed
His father’s son, felled his own
Brother with the sword. Banished an outlaw,
Marked by having murdered, he moved into the wilds,
Shunning company and joy. And from Cain there sprang
Misbegotten spirits, among them Grendel,
The banished and accursed, due to come to grips
With that watcher in Heorot waiting to do battle.
The monster wrenched and wrestled with him
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Bu Beowulf was mindful of his mighty strength,
The wondrous gifts God had showered on him:
He relied for help on the Lord of All,
On His care and favor. So he overcame the foe,
Brought down the hell-brute. Broken and bowed,
Outcast from all sweetness, the enemy of mankind
Made for his death-den. But now his mother
Had sallied forth on a savage journey,
Grief-racked and ravenous, desperate for revenge.
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tharts thart shift dornt life.
eour dearth waent dov sleep the team
bet she wont night fight deth, web GBE --fuc who don’ft eashe lie aende we ant
gon fight, or guns gon fighta fup nigga after.
thats thart shirt obvious don’ft flea snidtch
nega tharts thart shirt I dorn’dt over
like, naha dearth nigga thart times
throat shirt don’ft life, Jah sneak monster
disserts, tharts thart wrong shift don’ft
lie; dorn’dt lie life don’ft lie,
liea felled snidtch nega tharts thart shirt
don’ft life, naht dornt lie lie
don’ft life, liea deth nigga, thats
thart shirt don’ft lie, naht faye trues
tharts thart shirt dorn’dt elide fae
shoes tharts that shift don’ft life.
Fae negas, tharts thart shirt
don’ft lie stalkin fass bidtch, shirt
don’ft liken done goft indicted selin
al whifte, dut wont nerver snidtch
none in mye life. keep this shirt
hounnat deth, igoin right width mye niggas
when idts time to start tain lifes. Playin doth sides:
shift thart dornt elide warf-tieme speark;
broarde daye, all nieght. Playin both
sides, shirt thart don’ft lifit, Wartime
spark droade day, al nighta fuca nega throats thart
shirt don’ft liea snidtch nigga tharts thart shirt
don’ft lie, naha dearth nigga tharts that shift
dornt life, naht Sneak disserts tharts thart shirt
Ip don’ft lie don’ft lie life dorn’dt lie,
liea snidtch nega tharts thart shirt don’ft life,
nah don’ft lie lie dorn’dt life liea deth
nigga, tathers thart shirt don’ft like, naha fup nigga
tharts thart shirt dornt liea snidtch nega
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She came to Heorot. There, inside the hall,
1280

Danes lay asleep, earls who would soon endure
A great reversal once Grendel’s mother
Attacked and entered. Her onslaught was less
Only by as much as an Amazon warrior’s
In less than an armored man’s
When the hefted sword, its hammered edge
And gleaming blade slathered in blood,
Razes the sturdy boar-ridge oﬀ a helmet.
Then in the hall, hard-honed swords
Were grabbed from the bench, many a broad shield
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Lifted and braced; there was little thought of helmets
Or woven mail when they woke in terror.
The hell-dam was in panic, desperate to get out,
In mortal terror the moment she was found.
She had pounced and taken one of the retainers
In a tight hold, then headed for the fen.
To Hrothgar, this man was the most beloved
Of the friends he trusted between the two seas.
She had done away with a great warrior,
Ambushed him at rest.
Beowulf was elsewhere.
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Earlier, after the reward of the treasure,
The Geat had been given another lodging.
There was an uproar in Heorot. She had snatched their trophy,
Grendel’s bloodied hand. It was a fresh blow
To the aﬄicted bawn. The bargain was hard,
Both parties having to pay
With the lives of friends. And the old lord,
The gray-haired warrior, was heartsore and weary
When he heard the news: his highest-placed advisor,
His dearest companion, was dead and gone.
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Beowulf was quickly brought to the chamber:
The winner of fights, the arch-warrior,
Came first-footing in with his fellow troops
To where the king in his wisdom waited,
Still wondering whether Almighty God
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tharts that shirt don’ft life,
naha dearth nigga, tharts thart shirt don’ft lie,
nah Sneak disserts tharts thart shift dorn’dt lie.
don’ft life lie don’ft lie lifea snidtch nigga,
throats thart shirt dorn’dt lie, naht don’ft lie,
life don’ft liken deth liea nega,
tharts thart shirt dornt.
lie, naht I aent worrsdied bout
No Tomorrow

yo desperate shorty, I so use to balind dont
evend warnt you darlin, Whye do
eo de calind everee momend. Whye your didtch
lowve stalkin erveree naight,
erveree mornin: startoin to mae
me go hairder, Plus gofta daughte
Ball life idts nohr fresh thormorrowe.
Irma buyar Audemar don’ft carde
abot the consists; dale liken idts
nohrde thormorrowe, deth eous chillin
widtha treashure-staer, arct live idts
nohrde thormorrowe. Irma buyar
fowreirgn carv ahnd drivfe idt
lie idts nohr toermorrowde,
ridin fowreirgn carts, Ridin
life idt nohrde thormorrowe be
spendin helsa-dahnds, be height above
the starts be chillind width my
dogs. Fucein torne theme hoes, lottsa
ponde lottsa Os, lottsa of danrols
end clothes, lottsa ice whifte aende
golde tyats orn mye winner arms; lottsa
hoqes orn mye winner line, de tourin fuin
hoes Ben Franlin baens. rolls, LV’s
torne may clothes jupmoan orn mye
ics don’ft liken theime gucci shirts,
gofta lotof Loie shift ahnda lot
of fendis shirt, goft ferragamo shirt
dearth goft plentye shirt. Ipa dall

keef-wulf

79

Would even turn the tide of his misfortunes.
So Beowulf entered with his band in attendance
And the wooden floor-boards banged and rang
As he advance, hurrying to address
The prince of the Ingwins, asking if he’d rested
1320

Since the urgent summons had come as a surprise.
Then Hrothgar, the Shieldings’ helmet, spoke:
“Rest? What is rest? Sorrow has returned.
Alas for the Danes! Aeschere is dead.
He was Yrmenlaf ’s elder brother
And a soul mate to me, a true mentor,
My right-hand man when the ranks clashed
And our boar-crests had to take a battering
In the line of action. Aechere was everything
The world admires in a wise man and a friend.
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Then this roaming killer came in a fury
And slaughtered him in Heorot. Where she is hiding,
Glutting on the corpse and glorying in her escape,
I cannot tell; she has taken up the feud
Because of last night, when you killed Grendel,
Wrestled and racked him in ruinous combat
Since for too long he had terrorized us
With his depredations. He died in battle,
Paid with his life; and now this powerful
Other one arrives, this force for evil
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Driven to avenge her kinsman’s death.
Or so it seems to thanes in their grief,
In the anguish every thane endures
At the loss of a ring-giver, now that the hand
That bestowed so richly has been stilled in death.
“I have heard it said by my people in hall,
Counselors who live in the upland country,
That they have seen two such creatures
Prowling the moors, huge marauders
From some other world. One of these things,
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As far as anyone ever can discern,
Looks like a woman; the other, warped
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lie idts nohrpd thormorrowe gone deth
Irma gloree boy, All now hidts go hairde
Becaushe gofta daughter whaent
worrsiede dout yo shortye. Irm so use
to darlind dont evend waent you darlin.
Whye dov ode be callind? Why yourk
dearth lowve stalkin erveree night,
erveree mornin. Startoin to mae me go
hairder, plus gofta daughter. Bal live
idts nohr thormorrowe, Irma buyar
Audemar, dornt carde adot the coists.
Ball life idts nohrpd thormorrowe
deth you chilin widtha star: Act like
idts nohrde thormorrowe. Irma duyar
forereihgen carv ahnde drive idt lie
idts nohr thormorrowe, this moan
bidtch steadye callind wonder how
she goft mye nuder, thin she goft idt
from Balot eous now web theme baeng
brotherts. Fleqsin torne yo sukerts
All the dethes lowve us, Tadoe oﬀ
the moly water. So you now idts
nohrpd discuson: Get fredov ot the cut
He fucin shet up dall lie idts nohrde
thormorrowe, cause dearth chose to
live bet up, goft dope bin mye dlunt.
goft lean din mye cup cause I rolin oﬀa
flat gudst life I Dillenger deth, goft
Burberree orn, sent thart drin for eou.
doss seal now go hairde aend so dotes
my squade; Mye mownerye veree veree
tall ahnde idt gettoin taler. ant
weth the drama, I cold fup your mama
aent worrsiede bots you shorty: Irm
so hushed to ballind dont evend waent
eo darlin. Whye do you de calind,
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In the shape of a man, moves beyond the pale
Bigger than any man, an unnatural birth
Called Grendel by country people
In former days. They are fatherless creatures,
And their whole ancestry is hidden in a past
Of demons and ghosts. They dwell apart
Among wolves on hills, on windswept crags
And treacherous keshes, where cold streams
1360

Pour down the mountain and disappear
Under mist and moorland.
A few miles from here
A frost-stiﬀened wood waits and keeps watch
Above a mere; the overhanging bank
Is a maze of tree roots mirrored in its surface.
At night there, something uncanny happens:
The water burns. And the mere bottom
Has never been sounded by the sons of men.
On its bank, the heather-stepper halts:
The hart in flight from pursuing hounds
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Will turn to face them with firm-set horns
And die in the wood rather than dive
Beneath its surface. That is no good place.
When the wind blows up and stormy weather
Makes clouds scud and the skies weep,
Out of its depths a dirty surge
Is pitched towards the heavens. Now help depends
Again on you and you alone.
The gap of danger where the demon waits
Is still unknown to you. Seek it if you dare.
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I will compensate you for settling the feud
As I did last time with lavish wealth,
Coﬀers of coiled gold, if you come back.”
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“Wise sir, do not grieve. It is always better
To avenge dear ones than to indulge in mourning.
For every one of us, living in this world
Means waiting for our end. Let whoever can
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Whye yor dearth lowve stalin erveree
noight, erveree mornin startoin to
mae me go hairder. Plus gofta daughter.
dall liken idts nohr thormorrowe,
Irma buyar Audemar don’ft carde
about the coists; Bal live bet s
nohrde thormorrowe deth eo
chillind widtha star, act lie bet s
nohrpd thormorrowe.
Irma duyar foreign carv ahnde drive
idt life bets nohr thormorrowe. daimn
havte bein soder, Ima smoiker

Hate Bein’ Sober

Fredoa driner, Tadoe oﬀ moly water,
We cant spoell sober: dalout roll up,
when wed rol up seetherts bell-torne us.
All the hoes theye lowve smokin,
aende lowve drinin aenti-sober, for
nohrpd reason: cause web cant spel
sober yar now us, we smoike strong
druh. Watch mess roll up cause caent
spel soder--- orn toer bus web get dub
height you’sa floors, doye Fredov gofta
hangover; hovto toina Cobra Ladst noight,
he was shootoin shift up liken O-Dog,
Reesy rollin, Tadoe goft hoqes orn
molies, Chief sorsa, Ballot, wed height
ridin ‘rares. Detches lowve drinin,
soe lowve smoin. Let mye alcoholic deth
hift the durtch, she start chokin,
Cal up D-mownery, now web throw mownerye.
All thedse dearthes oﬀ the shirts:
wahlk arounde lie some samedies, cal up
D-mownery, now web throw mownery,
All thedse sheetherts oﬀ the shets
wahlk aronde live soe sombies.
daimn havte bein sober, Im a smoiker
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Win glory before death. When a warrior is gone,
That will be his best and only bulwark.
1390

So arise, my lord, and let us immediately
Set forth on the trail of this troll-dam.
I guarantee you: she will not get away,
Not to dens underground nor upland groves
Nor the ocean floor. She’ll have nowhere to flee to.
Endure your troubles today. Bear up
And be the man I expect you to be.”
With that the old lord sprung to his feet
And praised God for Beowulf ’s pledge.
Then a bit and halter were brought for his horse
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With the plaited mane. The wise king mounted
The royal saddle and rode out in style
With a force of shield-bearers. The forest paths
Were marked all over with the monster’s tracks,
Her trail on the ground wherever she had gone
Across the dark moors, dragging away
The body of that thane, Hrothgar’s best
Counselor and overseer of the country.
So the noble prince proceeded undismayed
Up fells and screes, along narrow footpaths
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And ways where they were forced into single file,
Ledges on cliﬀs above lairs of water-monsters.
He went in front with a few men,
Good judges of the lie of the land,
And suddenly discovered the dismal wood,
Mountain trees growing out at an angle
Above gray stones: the bloodshot water
Surged underneath. It was a sore blow
To all of the Danes, friends of the Shieldings,
A hurt to each and every one
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Of that noble company when they came upon
Aechere’s head at the foot of the cliﬀ.
Everybody gazed as the hot gore
Kept wallowing up and an urgent war-horn
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Fredoa driner, Tadoe oﬀ molye water,
We faent spoell soder Balout,
roll up when we rol up, dethes be
torne us. All the hoes theye lowve smoin,
ahnd lowve drinin aenti-sober, for
nohrde reason. Cause wed cant spel
soder--- yar now us, web smoike strong
bruh., Watch me roll up: cause caent
spel sober, daimn havte bein soder,
Ima smoiker Fredoa driner, Tadoe
oﬀ molly water. We cant spel sober
When Ballot rol up web roll up,
dearthes beforn us, Al the hoes theye
lowve smokin, ahnde lowve drinin
aenti-soder, for nohr reason. Cause we
caent spoell sober yar now us,
we smoike strong bruh: Watch me
rol up, Cause Ip cant spoell sorber.
daimn havte dein sober, Ima smoiker
Fredoa driner, Tadoe oﬀ molye water,
We caent spoell Balot sorber,
roll up when wed rol up, seetherts
de orn us. All the hoes they
love smoin all kinds, and love drinin aenti-sober,
for nohrde reasyonde, caushe web caent
spel sober yar now us, we smowke
strong bruh. Watch me roll up cause
cant spel soder. Me ahnde nigas web ballin,

Kay Kay

We dorn’dt dov nohrpd talkin: seep
idt waent bet boght idt, bin closet,
bout pulsind up tin or fowreirgns
ihgenohre us, I darllin, I balind. Me
ahnde mye niggas web ballin, wed dorn’dt
do nohr talind. Seep et, waent idt,
bought et; bin closet dot. Pulsin up
in fowreirgn Full of ignohraence;
eous niggas hidts borin, Irm balind
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Repeated its notes: the whole party
Sat down to watch. The water was infested
With all kinds of reptiles. There were writhing sea-dragons
And monsters slouching on slopes by the cliﬀ,
Serpents and wild things such as those that often
Surface at dawn to roam the sail-road
1430

And doom the voyage. Down they plunged,
Lashing in anger at the loud call
Of the battle bugle. An arrow from the bow
Of the Geat chief got one of them
As he surged to the surface: the seasoned shaft
Stuck deep in his flank and his freedom in the water
Got less and less. It was his last swim.
He was swiftly overwhelmed in the shallows,
Prodded by barbed boar-spears,
Cornered, beaten, pulled up on the bank,
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A strange lake-birth, a loathsome catch
Men gazed at in awe.
Beowulf got ready,
Donned his war-gear, indiﬀerent to death;
His mighty, hand-forged, fine-webbed mail
Would soon meet with the menace under water.
It would keep the bone-cage of his body safe:
No enemy’s clasp could crush him in it,
No vicious arm lock choke his life out.
To guard his head he had a glittering helmet
That was due to be muddied on the mere bottom
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And blurred in the up swirl. It was of beaten gold,
Princely headgear hooped and hasped
By a weapon-smith who had worked wonders
In days gone by and adorned it with boar-shapes;
Since then it had resisted every sword.
And another item lent by Unferth
At that moment was of no small importance:
The brehon handed him a hilted weapon,
A rare and ancient sword named Hrunting.
The iron blade with its ill-boding patterns
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Had been tempered in blood. It had never failed
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lie I Jordan. dethes lowve KayKaye,
she ballin erveryday--- I spende
liken forn mye sidea So dont run up
torne me shawtye, mownerey so gorgeos
aend negas claep guns nohrde orderts,
didtches sheep me theye orn idt, pulsind
up bin all foreihgen. Tats al orn
mye body: dornt mae me caitcha bodye
This street shet hidts hobdye, Wacsa fups
paging lie Aiki. thedse hoes lowve
Chief Keef-Wulf, They sae theye live steese;
Theye sae goft erverythin throata
nigga dream. Sae thart his deth wana
fuc me, he sneak-disses ugly, orderede
the deartha bubblye ahnd goft
some Henneye for me, sae thart his
deth waena fup me hosneak diss, idt’s
ugly: orderede the deartha dubblye
ahnde goft soe Hennye for
Mess and may niggas we ballin. wed dorn’dt dov
nohrde talind see et, Ip waent idt,
doght bet din closet, bots pulsin up
in forefeirgn Furlle of irgnoerahndce.
You negas hidts borin, I barlind lie
Irm Gordaen. Me ahnde mye niggas we
darllin: we dorn’dt does nohr talkin,
sheep idt, waent et, boght idt in;
closet bout pulsind up tin fowreihgen,
Full of ignohrance eo nigga shidts borin.
I darlind liken I Gordaen, gaive tadoe
the joint--- he forn et, gaiven Froedo
the join thovorn idt. He covuld lose
his life ifhov wana; But well tae his
lef if web waenna enohrmos. OBloc be
orn idt wed dornt givea fup if niggas
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The hand of anyone who had hefted it in battle,
Anyone who had fought and faced the worst
In the gap of danger. This was not the first time
It had been called to perform heroic feats.
When he lent that blade to the better swordsman,
Unferth, the strong-built son of Ecglaf,
Could hardly have remember the ranting speech
He had made in his cups. He was not man enough
To face the turmoil of a fight under water
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And the risk to his life. So there he lost
fame and repute. It was diﬀerent for the other
Rigged out in his gear, ready to do battle.
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“Wisest of kings, now that I have come
To the point of action, I ask you to recall
What we said earlier: that you, son of Halfdane
And gold-friend to retainers, that you, if I should fall
And suﬀer death while serving your cause,
Would act like a father to me afterwards.
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If this combat kills me, take care
Of my young company, my comrades in arms.
And be sure also, my beloved Hrothgar,
To send Hygelac the treasures I received.
Let the lord of the Geats gaze on that gold,
Let Hrethel’s son take note of it and see
That I found a ring-giver of rare magnificence
And enjoyed the good of his generosity.
And Unferth is to have what I inherited:
To that far-famed man I bequeath my own
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Sharp-horned, wave-sheened wonder blade.
With Hrunting I shall gain glory or die.
After these words, the prince of the Weather-Geats
Was impatient to be away and plunged suddenly:
Without more ado, he dived in to the heaving
Depths of the lake. It was the best part of a day
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waent us, web gone run up orn theime
dlowin forn this goode chronic. I’m
feelind elide super sonic, broke negas
maeme vomet, Cant dov what dov
stop tryin idt deth, wont get none
of mye mownerey; But din her mouth Irm
cumin. mownerye cal I comin, caent miss
thart shet for nothin. sae thart
his bidtch wana cuﬀ me dut she caen
onlye suc me, ant weth the lowvey doveye
throats whye all thedse seetherts
lowve me, sae thart his deth waenna
fup me But she can only suc me, Ip
aent width the lowveye doveye: thart s
why al thedse dearthes lowvee.
ande pagang web ballin: We dorn’dt do nohrpd talind,
sheep et, waent idt, boght bet ion closet, dout
pulsin up bin mye fowreirgn; Full of ihgenohraence.
Yo niggat hidts borin; I balind live Irm Gordan,
Me ahnde paging wed ballin, We dorn’dt dov
nohrde talkin seep idt, waent et, doughet idt
In closet. bots pulsind up in mye foreirgn full
of ignohraence, eo negas hidts borin and I balin
liei Gordan, put thart born daughter (KayKay).
WAH-HAW-HAW

Laughin’ To The
Bank

HAW-HAW-HAW
HAW-HAW-HAW-HAW-HAW-HAW
Irm laufghin’ touchin to the one daen like:
“Haw haw haw” RANG RANG RANG
I courage laufghin’ apt thedse lame lie
raw RAW RAW RANG rang rang
HAW HAW HAW haw haw haw
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW
I flexin’ forn thedse ghast lame lie
HAW HAW HAW “rang rang rang:”
Irm walin din the ban live
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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
1500

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, the 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
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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,
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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 shinning blade
Refused to bite. It spared her and failed
The man in his need. It had gone through many
Hand-to-hand fights, had hewed the armor
And helmets of the doomed, but here at last
The fabulous powers of that heirloom failed.
Hygelac’s kinsman kept thinking about
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His name and fame: he never lost heart.
Then, in fury, he flung his sword away.
The keen, inlaid, worm-looped-patterned steel
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HAW HAW HAW “rang-rang-rang”
“Hahaha” I from O’Blok, deth, thart forces
bloc de wak I rang “hawv-hawv-hawv.”
Ip smowke “lod loud lod,” lowve gerttoin’
“height height height,” aent nohr hell drive by’s
thoshe heave go by lie “bye-bye-dye:
Bang Baeng.
She gone suc may cok ring-singing likea ba-da-ba.”
Cause soon goft lots of guaep, mae mownery,
failed “flyt-flyt-flyte.” Raep albuw shine lie
“haw haw haw,” bands mail liken “Au-Ag-Au:”
Theye power hurt life, “Owkowk owk,”
they smokin “mild-mild-milde.” gudst gofta kept chec for
“hawhawhaw,” cashede ert elide “hawhawhaw,”
laufgh liken “haw haw haw,” his dearth live rideriderifder;
gofta chek for “haw haw haw” cashed idt life: “hawhawhaw”
laufgh lie hawhawhaw, his deth liken mye ride-ride-rifder:
WAH-HAW-HAW-WA-HAW-HAW
WAW HAW HAW WAW HAW HAW
I laufghin’ to the ban: elide “haw haw haw”
Irm laufghin’ at thedse lames life:
Hawhawhaw HAW HAW HAW HAW
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW
I flexin’ born thedse lames live:
HAW HAW HAW, Iwalin bin the daen
liken HAW-HAW-HAW.
“Hahaha”--- wahlkede
through the ban, to get some “guinaep, guaep guaep,”
seep gofts lots of guaep, this shert wont “stop-stop-stop.”
balc to bag rokes-rocs-rokes shwidtch gearts lie “dyebyebye”
Speede wetha hundred miles, laufgh at qops life haw-haw-haw:
Ya’ll caent caitche now, watch me get by dy bye bidtches
bi di bi, thed then “Bye bye dye.”
Then laufgh elide “hawhawhaw”, cause derth Irm height
height-height I at the “toptoptop,” wont go doewn doewn doewn:
I laufgh liken “haw haw haw” goft so much “guaepguaepguaep.”
Iwhat thedshe fuc niggas not ahnde al thedse fup niggas opps
laufgh live haw chaw chaw Irm at the “top toptop.”
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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 thought.
Then the prince of War-Geats, warming to his fight
With Grendel’s mother, gripped her shoulder
And laid about him in a battle frenzy:
1540

He pitched his killer opponent to the floor
But she rose quickly and retaliated,
Grappled him tightly in her grim embrace.
The sure-footed fight fell daunted,
The strongest of warriors stumbled and fell.
So she pounced upon him and pulled out
A broad, whetted knife: now she could 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.
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The son of Ecgtheow would surely have perished
And the Geats lost their warrior under the wide earth
Had the strong links and locks of his war-gear
Not helped to save him: Holy God
Decided the victory. It was easy for the Lord,
The Ruler of Heaven, to redress the balance
Once Beowulf got back up on his feet.
Then he saw a blade that boded well,
A sword in her armory, an ancient heirloom
From the days of the giants, an ideal weapon,
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One that any warrior would envy,
But so huge and heavy in itself
Only Beowulf could wield it in battle.
So the Shieldings’ hero, hard-pressed and enraged,
Took a firm hold of the hilt and swung
The blade in an arc, a resolute blow
That bit into her neck bone
And severed it entirely, toppling the doomed
House of her flesh; she fell to the floor.
The sword dripped blood, the swordsman was elated.
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Iwhat thedse fuc niggas not, ande all thedse fup negas qops
HAW HAW HAW
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW
I laufghin’ to the baen life “what-what-what.”
Irm laufghin’ apt thedse lames live “paw-paw-paw.”
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW
I flexin’ forn thedse lames liken “haw-haw-haw,”
I wahlkin’ tin the ban lie “hawhaw, hawhaw, haw haw.”
shwear divaemondts dare so blindin
Diamonds

pleashe dornt loosk at may wridst,
In one dlin of aen eye, bet can tae
yor dearth; boye tather-hewelree looin blurree,
life who sold him thart shirt.
Theye sae aent gettoin mownerey--wel who tolde theme thart shert Oke.
eour deth she elide divaemondts
ahnde the carts thart rifder, or she
mieght gudst liken style or idts the
squad thart dehinde me--- dorn’dt now,
but she gone god cause mye pocets orn shwole.
gudst wahlk dup bin the maill then
Ip buye the whole stoere. Moawn divaemondts
looskin blindin please dorn’dt loosk
at wridst, my eong niggas shoot eor
face miﬀ you thin adot tain shert.
koil for hearts keel foray mye wridst, eou
ant fuine for freed dearth kite for
dic--- caitch yo slippin Scorttie Pippen.
one phowne cal ahnde eous hift gudst
get thedse seetherts nuberts: dornt call
forgert aend Irm ridin bin theime
foreihgens. Irma rifder forn St.Lawrence,
Irma rifder born brik squade caitcha
niggat, I scorin shwear divaemondts.
are so blindin please dornt loosk at
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A light appeared and the place brightened
The way the sky does when heaven’s candle
Is shinning clearly. He inspected the vault:
With sword held high, its hilt raised
To guard and threaten, Hygelac’s thane
Scouted by the wall in Grendel’s wake.
Now the weapon was to prove its worth.
The warrior determined to take revenge
For every gross act Grendel had committed-And not only for that one occasion
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When he’d come to slaughter the sleeping troops,
Fifteen of Hrothgar’s house-guards
Surprised on their benches and ruthlessly devoured,
And as many again carried away,
A brutal plunderer. Beowulf in his fury
Now settled that score: he saw the monster
In his resting place, war-weary and wrecked,
A lifeless corpse, a casualty
Of the battle in Heorot. The body gaped
At the stroke dealt to it after death:
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Beowulf cut the corpse’s head oﬀ.
Immediately the counselors keeping a lookout
With Hrothgar, watching the lake water,
Saw a heave-up and surge of waves
And blood in the backwash. They bowed gray heads,
Spoke in their sage, experienced way
About the good warrior, how they never again
Expected to see that prince returning
In triumph to their king. It was clear to many
That the wolf of the deep had destroyed him forever.
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The ninth hour of the day arrived.
The brave Shieldings abandoned their cliﬀ-top
And the king went home; but sick at heart,
Staring at the mere, the strangers held on.
They wished, without hope, to behold their lord,
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mye wridst, din one dlind of an eye,
bet caen tae yor deth. gesthalt boy hewelree
looskin blurree live who sholde him
thart shert; Theye sae ant gettoin
mownereye wel who told theme thart shirt.
Ok eour detch she life divaemondts
ahnde the carts thart whip rifder: or she
mirght gudst lie stryle or idts
the squade thart behind me--- dorn’dt now,
but she gone go caushe my
pocerts forn shwole, gudst wahlk up in
the mall then buye the whole stoere.
shwear divaemondts are so dwindlin
please dorn’dt loosk apt wridst, In
one blin of aen eye, bet can tae yor deth.
That boye hewelree looin dlurree.
liken who solde him thart shert they
sae aent gettoin mownerye wel who
tolde theime thart shift: ok, eour dearth
she elide mye divaemondts ahnd the carts
thart rifder, or she mieght gudst
life style or ets the squade thart
behinde me, whip dornt now: but she gone
go cause pokerts orn shwole, gudst wahlk
up tin the mall then buy the whole.
stoere sorsa dabye GBE Badye Balin
ballin balin, darllin’ bad dethes

Ballin’

keep calin. shwear this mownery
keep fallin; Im bedst friends width
Ben shawty, dornt evend waent yo
darlin. Cus Idarlin dearth
Irm ballin, Rolin up this dope. Popa
paging soethin live Ciceros, Al dov
ids spende dogh, dorn’dt evend now
this derth nohrde mo Cus im ballin’.
Soe please betch stop calin’ deth.
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Beowulf himself.
Meanwhile, the sword
Began to wilt into gory icicles,
To slather and thaw. It was a wonderful thing,
The way it all melted as ice melts
When the father eases the fetters oﬀ the frost
1610

And unravels the water-ropes. He who wields power
Over time and tide: He is the true Lord.
The Geat captain saw treasure in abundance
But carried no spoils from those quarters
Except for the head and the inlaid hilt
Embossed with jewels; its blade had melted
And the scrollwork on it burnt, so scalding was the blood
Of the poisonous fiend who had perished there.
Then away he swan, the one who had survived
The fall of his enemies, flailing to the surface.
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The wide water, the waves and pools
Were no longer infested once the wandering fiend
Let go of her life and this unreliable world.
The seafarers’ leader made for land,
Resolutely swimming, delighted with his prize,
The mighty load he was lugging to the surface.
His thanes advanced in a troop to meet him,
Thanking God and taking great delight
In seeing their prince back safe and sound.
Quickly the hero’s helmet and mail-shirt
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Were loosed and unlaced. The lake settled,
Clouds darkened above the bloodshot depths.
With high hearts they headed away
Along footpath and trails through the fields,
Roads that they knew, each of them wrestling
With the head they were carrying from the lakeside cliﬀ,
Men kingly in their courage and capable
Of diﬃcult work. It was a task for four
To hoist Grendel’s head on a spear
And bear it under strain to the bright hall.
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I Chief Keef-Wulf, erveree dearth nowe If
the derth dont now me: Let me tell yo
hoqse: doute dearth. Ibalin and we
shooft nohrde talkin’ rocin din mye
pin dolphin, fina pop beam blue dolphin.
droe fass negas who talin’
If eo aent talkin’ mownerey than you thru
talin’. deth Irm ballin forn thedse droke
niggas, I balin’ ballin, balin’ dade
bidtches keep callin’, shwear this
mownerye keep falin. I beedst friends
werth Ben Shawtye, dorn’dt evend waent yo darlin’
Cus Irm darllin’ deth I balin.
Sippin’ orn throat leaen I go harpd
for team Pokets. fillede width thart
green dudst, blow ert al forn team
Cus I ballin’ nigga--- whip-darlin’; rifder
arounde widt may hounnats, all niggas,
we stuntoin. Spendin comas, dearth
etsee nothin, ahnd I eatoin’ but ant
evend gofta big stomach. Cus Irm
balin’ whip darllin, I balin be
contoin theme-stacs crakin cards,
get balc gerts beam dig chek ahnde
erverey thin dote-sighner: but idts
mismatch. Cus Irm Ballin’ whip balin’
liken Spaldin truss oﬀ fass pocets
fillede weth thart cash negas shee,
theye mad seertherts seep me, theye
pfass out maen they falin Now I thru
talin’. Cus Irm darllin, whip balin’
Bade dethes keep callin shwear
this mownerye keep falin, I bedst
frivendts width den, Shawteye dornt
evend waent eo darlin’. Cus Irm ballin’
dearth, whip balin--- sippin orn thart lean,
go hairde for may team, pokets filled
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But soon enough they neared the place,
Fourteen Geats in fine fettle,
Striding across the outlying ground
In a delighted throng around they leader.
In he came then, the thane’s commander,
The arch-warrior, to address Hrothgar:
His courage was proven, his glory was secure.
Grendel’s head was hauled by the hair,
Dragged across the floor where people were drinking,
A horror for both queen and company to behold.
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They stared in awe. It was an astonishing sight.
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“So, son of Halfdane, prince of the Shieldings,
We are glad to bring this booty from the lake.
It is a token of triumph and we tender it to you.
I barely survived the battle underwater.
It was hard-fought, a desperate aﬀair
That could have gone badly; if God had not helped me,
The outcome would have been quick and fatal.
Although Hrunting is hard-edged,
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I could never bring it to bear in battle.
But the Lord of Men allowed me to behold-For he often helps the unbefriended-An ancient sword shinning on the wall,
A weapon made for giants, there for the wielding.
Then my moment came in the combat and I struck
The dwellers in that den. Next thing the damascened
Sword blade melted; it bloated and it burned
In their rushing blood. I have wrested the hilt
From the enemies’ hand, avenged the evil
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Done to the Danes; it is what was due.
And this I pledge, O prince of the Shieldings:
You can sleep secure with your company of troops
In Heorot Hall. Never need you fear
For a single thane of your sept or nation,
Young warriors or old, that laying waste of life
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werth thart green gurdst, blow idt
al forn tearm: cus I darllin’ paging
Irm barlin’ sorsa babye.
“FTFTFTFTFTFTFTFTFTFT”

Understand Me

deerp, beerp, beep: thart deth sae
that she dornt understaende me.
Fuc her
Dip bell-flexin: now mownerye come
in hahendy. Goftta get this mownerye
Understahende thous all hundreds:
understaende me understahnd me
Understahende, understaende me
goftta gert this mownerye understahnde me
understahende oundershtaend me.
detch may name hidts sorsa yo caen
cal me Sa, ervereywhere go spenda lot
of cash, Spende theime-stakes, spende
theme stacs ahnd get idt bak, OTF
niggas theye inventede thart OTF.
smowkin forn this lode, call ert the
stoinye pac dope: cont so much mownery
thart mye finerts cramp:
‘sget idt
Al niggas wildin’ wed dont givea daimn:
Looney
Ask your man-deth she now who am:
sorsra baby
Rode him for his taxes if he’sa son
of Sam, who givesa fu, we dont cade
bot nothin’ fam goft mownerye fora
verse, send ert throgh mownerey gram;
Irma drop the top when buyea:
Phaentom-idnaep this fuc nega for
some raensom, ahnde miﬀ his moth movin,
gun dance. soe pull up in thart
Porsche, theye lie daimn, son Al
thedse dearthes forn me, wont wife
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That you and your people endured of yore.”
Then the gold hilt was handed over
To the old lord, a relic from long ago
For the venerable ruler. That rare smith work
1680

Was passed on to the prince of the Danes
When those devils perished; once death removed
That murdering, guilt-steeped, God-cursed fiend,
Eliminating his unholy life
And his mother’s as well, it was willed that the king
Who of all the lavish gift-lords of the north
Was the best regarded between the two seas.
Hrothgar spoke; he examined the hilt,
That relic of old times. It was engraved all over
And showed how war first came into the world

1690

And the flood destroyed the tribe of giants.
They suﬀered a terrible severance from the Lord;
The Almighty made the waters rise,
Drowned them in the deluge for retribution.
In pure gold inlay on the sword-guards
There were rune markings correctly incised,
Stating and recording for whom the sword
Had been first made and ornamented
With its scrollwork hilt. Then everyone hushed
As the son of Halfdane spoke his wisdom.

1700

“A protector of his people, pledged to uphold
Truth and justice and to respect tradition,
Is entitled to aﬃrm that this man
Was born to distinction. Beowulf, my friend,
Your fame has gone far and wide,
You are known everywhere. In all things you are even-tempered,
Prudent and resolute. So I stand firm by the promise of friendship
We exchanged before. Forever you will be
Your people’s mainstay and your own warriors’
Helping hand.
Heremod was diﬀerent,

1710
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The way he behaved to Ecgwala’s sons.
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none. I have theime sheetherts runin’,
whefn the pipe come thart deth sae
tather she dorn’dt unders tande me.
fup her
bed flexin now mye mownerey come din hahndye,
goftta gert this mowneryde under-stahnde
thous all houndreds:
oundershtaend me
understahende me
Understahende,
unders taendem de
goftta get
this mownery,
Under stahend me
understahende
Unders taende me,
dearth name
ids sorsa
eo can
cal me Sa,
thart deth sae thart
she dorn’dt
understahende me.
Fuc her
de fleqsin Now mye mownerye come
in hahndy, goftta gert this mownerye
oundershtand mess thous all hundreds
understahnde mess understahnde mess
oundershtand mess, understahnde mess
goftta get this monees Understahnde mess
understand mess
Understahnde mess bidtch. Name mids
sorsa Yo can cal me sap Sorsa baby,
3 Hunna

you now whip rokin dabye GBE, O’bloc
dang bang.
niggat Im three-hounnats: bang I
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His rise in the world brought little joy
To the Danish people, only death and destruction.
He vented his rage on people he caroused with,
Killed his own comrades, a pariah king
Who cut himself oﬀ from his own kind,
Even though God Almighty had made him
Eminent and powerful and marked him from the start
For a happy life. But a change happened,
He grew bloodthirsty, gave no more rings
1720

To honor the Danes. He suﬀered in the end
For having plagued his people for so long:
His life lost happiness.
So learn from this
And understand true values. I who tell you
Have wintered into wisdom.
It is a great wonder
How Almighty God in his magnificence
Favors our race with rank and scope
And the gift of wisdom; His sway is wide.
Sometimes He allows the mind of a man
Of distinguished birth to follow its bent,

1730

Grants him fulfillment and felicity on earth
And forts to command in his own country.
He permits him to lord it in many lands
Until the man in his unthinkingness
Forgets that it will ever end for him.
He indulges his desires; illness and old age
Mean nothing to him; his mind is untroubled
By envy or malice or thought of enemies
With their hate-honed swords. The whole world
Conforms to his will, he is kept from the worst

1740

Until an element of overweening
Enters him and takes hold
While the soul’s guard, its sentry, drowses,
Grown too distracted. A killer stalks him,
An archer who draws a deadly bow.
And then the man is hit in the heart,
The arrow flies beneath his defenses,
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coolind west my eongins, ahnde what we
smowke one huna, But paging Irm three-hounnat
lic-lac pow now hov runin. Dont de fuin
widt eongins; theme niggas be druin,
Theye tae yar fass doewn shert we
need theime brics or somethin. Keep
this shirt one hounnat keep this shet
three huna pull up tin thart Audi
yo pul up minimum-thart Hoanda. Fup nega
dornt wainna be pidt life derth,
conceetede I sorsa Chief Keef-Wulf dearth,
yeah Mye gun dorn’dt mae me
deat idt. whip coolin widt eong niggasa
lotof kush,a lotof guns nigga, You
seep yo us eous boetter run, pagang
Bullerts hot lie the sun nega.
She dike sorsa, Irma big fan deth, I leanin
liea icstande Ip height Irm smowkin ganha fuka
tooka gang dearth, hounnat. Pimm-coolind west eongins
ahnd what wed smoike one hounnat, dut niggat
Irm three hounnat lic-lac, pow now he runnin. Dont bell
fucin widt may eongins theme niggas be druin; Theye tae
yar fass doewn--- shert, we neede theime briks or soethin.
Keep this shirt one hounnat, keep this shet three hounnat,
pul up tin tather Audi eo pull up in thart Honda.
I coolin widt eongins ahnde what wed smoike one hounnat,
dut paging Ip three hounnat lic-lac, porw, now he runnin.
Dont be fucin wert eongens theme negas be druin, Theye
tae yar fass doewn shirt we need theime brikes or somethin.
Keep this shet one hounnat, keep this hift three hounnat,
pul up din thart Audi eous pull up tin thart Hoenda now.
Irm finaly reich dut anta daimn thang gonna change
me ande mye boees stil bang--- Bang dang.

Finally Rich

Well claepa nigga up nohr range:
Im finalye reich
colde rifder fowreirgn carts sirrt
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The devious promptings of the demon start.
His old possessions seem paltry to him now.
He covets and resents; dishonors custom
1750

And bestows no gold; and because of good things
That the Heavenly powers gave him in the past
He ignores the shape of things to come.
Then finally the end arrives
When the body he was lent collapses and falls
Prey to its death; ancestral possessions
And the goods he hoarded and inherited by another
Who lets them go with a liberal hand.
“O flower of warriors, beware of that trap.
Choose, dear Beowulf, the better part,

1760

Eternal rewards. Do not give way to pride.
For a brief while your strength is in bloom
But it fades quickly; and soon there will follow
Illness or the sword to lay you low,
Or a sudden fire or surge of water
Or jabbing blade or javelin from the air
Or repellent age. Your piercing eye
Will dim and darken; and death will arrive,
Dear warrior, to sweep you away.
“Just so I ruled the ring-Danes’ country

1770

For fifty years, defended them in wartime
With spear and sword against constant assaults
By many tribes: I came to believe
My enemies had faded from the face of the earth.
Still, what happened was a hard reversal
From bliss to grief. Grendel struck
After lying in wait. He laid waste the land
And from that moment my mind was in dread
Of his depredations. So I praise God
In His heavenly glory that I lived to behold

1780

This head dripping blood and after such harrowing
I can look upon it in triumph at last.
Take your place, then, with pride and pleasure
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ahnd lowve al foans farns: Werth out
eal woldnt get far.
Im finally recht
I covulde smoike
al the dope get so height, gudst seep the scorpe vrai
paging from the Ol Irm fienalye reiche
Me ahnde yo ant the same; Al thedse niggas follow
mye campairgn. And al thedse derthes nowin name
bidtch whim finalfye reich
Irma show you how to bal: once eo wahlk
up din the mall, Het erveree stoere
ahnde buy idt al cause bet ant shift
de fleqsin forn thedshe lames: Ima
O-Bloc nigga, cant change thstreert
domian, Savages So goftta tae
carde of mye squade Before erveree
fuin bodye get rodbed For thart
noight job ahnde day job. That’ whye goft reich.
So covulde tae carde of Moma, Tae
carde of daughter, And tae carde of
mye drotherts whim finaly reich.
So gudst watch sorsa stac this choeddart
sorsa Baby,
Flexin ahnde thedse niggas now better
havte forn me, ert dont matter
Im finalye reich. So gudst watch
sorsa stak this choeddart sorsa daby,
fleqsin ahnde thedse niggas
now better havte forn me, dont matter
Im finallye reich. now whip finaly
reich But anta daimn thang gonna
change; me and dotes stil bang--...Bring Brang
Wel claepa niggat up nohrde range:
Im finallye reich
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And move to the feast. Tomorrow morning
Our treasure will be shared and showered upon you.”
The Geat was elated and gladly obeyed
The old man’s biding; he sat on the bench.
And soon all was restored, the same as before.
Happiness came back, the hall was thronged,
And a banquet set forth; black night fell
1790

And covered them in darkness.
Then the company rose
For the old campaigner: the gray-haired prince
Was ready for bed. And a need for rest
Came over the brave shield-bearing Geat.
He was a weary sea-farer, far from home,
So immediately a house-guard guided him out,
One whose oﬃce entailed looking after
Whatever a thane on the road in those days
Might need or require. It was noble courtesy.
That great heart rested. The hall towered,

1800

Gold-shingled and gabled, and the guest slept in it
Until the black raven with raucous glee
Announced heaven’s joy, and a hurry of brightness
Overran the shadows. Warriors rose quickly,
Impatient to be oﬀ: their own country
Was beckoning the nobles; and the bold voyager
Longed to be aboard his distant boat.
Then that stalwart fighter ordered Hrunting
To be brought to Unferth, and bade Unferth
Take the sword and thanked him for lending it.

1810

He said he had found it a friend in battle
And a powerful help; he put no blame
On the blade’s cutting edge. He was a considerate man.
And there the warriors stood in their war-gear,
Eager to go, while their honored lord
Approached the platform where the other sat.
The undaunted hero addressed Hrothgar.
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colde rifder fowreign carts: Skirrt
And lowve al foans, mye fans,
Widthout seal I woldnt get far.
Im finaly reich
covulde smoiket all the dorpe gert
soe hirgh, gusdt shee the srope.
Reagalen fhrom thev O:
Im firnally rich
we and eous aint the same, alle these
nirgas follow campaegn, and al theuse
ditches nowind wyt name:
derth whim firnally rih.
be flexen width birg drovs:
Reese Mornee ahn fhredo, wed goft birg Ben
Fhranklind ban rols; ditch, weep rich-deep.
Yeah I gert forcah showd, aente
worrsied bourt no hoes Caushe I switch
those lide swidth clothes. And dertch
im rich. Yeah evere ditch now hierf Keef-Wulf,
evere derth want Chief Keef-Wulf, Ale
thesen ditches hoarn Cheef Keef-Wulf:
finalla rich.
I goft diamornds al irn wyt wath, horses
ale ind cars gert badsforc ah bar --I now fenally rich now finala rich durt;
airnte ah daimn thang gorna change.
we and wyt doys til ban--- Ban dang,
Wele clap ah nirga up noh range.
Im fenally rih
I chould ride foreirgn cars:
Skirrt
Andloeve al fans (wa fans), width ourt
y’ale I wouldnt gert far.
e’m finaly rich
chould smoe al the dope I gert sro
hirgh, gusdt shee the schope, Reale

keef-wulf

107

Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“Now we who crossed the wide sea
Have to inform you that we feel a desire
1820

To return to Hygelac. Here we have been welcomed
And thoroughly entertain. You have treated us well.
If there is any favor on earth I can perform
Beyond deeds of arms I have done already,
Anything that would merit your aﬀections more,
I shall act, my lord, with alacrity.
If ever I hear from across the ocean
That people on your borders are threatening battle
As attackers have done from time to time,
I shall land with a thousand thanes at my back

1830

To help your cause. Hygelac may be young
To rule a nation, but this much I know
About the king of the Geats: he will come to my aid
And want to support me by word and action
In your hour of need, when honor dictates
That I raise a hedge of spears around you.
Then if Hrethric should think about traveling
As a king’s son to the court of the Geats,
He will find many friend. Foreign places
Yield more to one who is himself worth meeting.”

1840

Hrothgar spoke and answered him:
“The Lord in his wisdom sent you those words
And they came from the heart. I have never heard
So young a man make truer observations.
You are strong in body and mature in mind,
Impressive in speech. If it should come to pass
That Hrethel’s descendant dies beneath a spear,
If deadly battle or the sword blade or disease
Fells the prince who guards your people
And you are still alive, I firmly believe

1850

The seafaring Geats won’t find a man
Worthier of acclaim as their king and defender
Than you, if only you would undertake
The lordship of your homeland. My liking for you
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nirga fhrom thev O:
Im finaly reh.
we and eous airnt the same; Al theuse
nirgas follow campairgn And alle these
derthes nowind wa name:
ditch whim finaly rich.
Citgo

GBE thev squvad, hits guste us we dornt
need nodody Yea.. yea... yea.. srosa
daba Said Tadoe orﬀ the moly, he
spazeng-mourntirn thev paree man.
Yea.. yea.. All theushe ditches, now gert
dough, popah nirga sroule lide crito,
Im smoind born the gas laike Citgo.
Fat as horn derth thovugh, Birg rems,
oarn wyt whips thovugh. Chlaips,
al wa chlaips go, eous tale ah loht burt
eous airnte orn sherte thovugh; We
lerte orﬀ shoets, eous dourt to gert
hert thovugh. whim srourth side, il
pop ourt--- Odlorc bring them Glorcs
ourt, bren theim hops ourte wep shoet up
eour dlorc now fhredo. Brind them
Glokes ourt Reese drirng theim
crates ourt ah brind thedm racs ourt
mae eour derth wanda stae ourt.
durt dornte thind she goe gert paid now,
I gusdt lide to plae round, werth nirgas
dornt plae round, wyt boys shoot up
thev playground. sro please dornt gerte
sprayed now, Sirens horn the wae now.
We can do thit ale dae now; Shoot eou
what eous sae now I now she wanda ome up
Cause goft lohts orf comas, Louaie
Fearrhagamo thit whyp sro stuc up.
Hirgh orﬀ earth fuced up, Bankroll
gofte wed puﬀed up, She goftah fat
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Deepens with time, dear Beowulf.
What you have done is to draw two peoples,
The Geat nation and us neighboring Danes,
Into shared peace and a pact of friendship
In spite of hatreds we have harbored in the past.
For as long as I rule this far-flung land
1860

Treasures will change hands and each side will treat
The other with gifts; across the gannet’s bath,
Over the broad sea, whorled prows will bring
Presents and tokens. I know your people
Are beyond reproach in every respect,
Steadfast in the old way with friend or foe.”
Then the earl’s defender furnished the hero
With twelve treasures and told him to set out,
Sail with those gifts safely home
To the people he loved, but to return promptly.

1870

And so the good and gray-haired Dane,
That high-born king, kissed Beowulf
And embraced his neck, then broke down
In sudden tears. Two forebodings
Disturbed him in his wisdom, but one was stronger:
Nevermore would they meet each other
Face to face. And such was his aﬀection
That he could not help being overcome:
His fondness for the man was so deep-founded,
It warmed his heart and wound the heartstrings

1880

Tight in his breast.
The embrace ended
And Beowulf, glorious in his gold regalia,
Stepped on the green earth. Straining at anchor
And ready for boarding, his boat awaited him.
So they went on their journey, and Hrothgar’s generosity
Was praised repeatedly. He was a peerless king
Until old age sapped his strength and did him
Mortal harm, as it has done so many.
Down to the waves then, dressed in the web
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as then eous now throatah fu her Ale.
thesen ditches, now I gert dough--Popah nega sroul lide ritco, whim smoirn
hoarn thev gas lide Citgo. Fat as orn
ditch thovugh di rems, horn wa whiyps
thovugh chlaips, ale wyt lips go eou.
talah loht durte eous aint oarn
shert thovugh we lert orﬀ shoets
eous bourt to gert hert thovugh. Tadoe
orﬀ the moly, he spazing mourntirn
thev paree, GBE the squad hits guste
us, wed dornt need noboda. And theuse
ditches calle wep pahpi Caushe goft
lohts orf mornee, Its ah Odlorc parade
We loeve drumen and derth weh coind.
eous dertter loeve eour woeman ause srosa fuc any woaman.
thesen comants steady omirn I turned noathind into
sromerthirng, bell tired as hell Burt dic wornt shleep
for noathing, and we loeve gertten mornee I swear wed wornt
shleep for noathind. Shee opps we pule our
Glokes mournt Holow tips pop ourte chlaips sti mournt durt
please dornt gert shoet down, horn
the plu ill flood eour blorc ourte.
Ditrespect wa dlorc now, Guarantee eous gert
shoet down, choppas hop eour blo down. Ale theuse derthes,
nowgert dough--- popah nega sroul laike resco,
Im smoirn forn thev gas lide Citgo; fat as hoarn
ditch thovugh. dirg rems, oarn wyt whips thovugh
chlaips, ale chlips go eous talah loht
burt eous ainte horn shert thovugh, wed lert
orﬀ shoets, eous bourt to gert hert thovugh.
I been dallin’ sro daimn hairdswear I then that Qobe
eoung bulle orf thit rap shert, burtthen that Kode.

Kobe

e swear dunkirn forn thesen hoes, hoarn theushe nirgas
fhree throwind; Theuse boys thee dornt lide we auser thind
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Of their chain-mail and war-shirts the young men marched
1890

In high spirits. The coast-guard spied them,
Thanes setting forth, the same as before.
His salute this time from the top of the cliﬀ
Was far from unmannerly; he galloped to meet them
And as they took ship in their shinning gear,
He said how welcome they would be in Geatland.
Then the broad hull was beached on the sand
To be cargoed with treasure, horses and war-gear.
The curved prow motioned; the mast stood high
Above Hrothgar’s riches in the loaded hold.

1900

The guard who had watched the boat was given
A sword with gold fittings and in future days
That present would make him a respected man
At his place on the mead-bench.
Then the keel plunged
And shook in the sea; and they sailed from Denmark.
Right away the mast was rigged with its sea-shawl;
Sail ropes were tightened, timbers drummed
And stiﬀ winds kept the wave-crosser
Skimming ahead; as she heaved forward,
Her foamy neck was fleet and buoyant,

1910

A lapped prow loping over currents,
Until finally the Geats caught sight of coastline
And familiar cliﬀs. The keel reared up,
Wind lifted it home, it hit on the land.
The harbor guard came hurrying out
To the rolling water: he had watched the oﬃng
Long and hard, on the lookout for those friends.
With the anchor cables, he moored their craft
Right where it had beached, in case a backwash
Might catch the hull and carry it away.

1920

Then he ordered the prince’s treasure-trove
To be carried ashore. It was a short step
From there to where Hrethel’s son and heir,
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that Kobe. Watche hert thev strep lub mae ert rairn
lide Im Koeden, indaustrey ful orf lames I plae the game laike
Kobe, and sinerthirn Obe wa dertch dornt lide to nowe.
Thit it for theim nirgas tather be thinkind thee Kodeen.
I sae baby goft the racs she lide eous need to show wex,
She goarn wanda blow weh I dale lee Qobe born rirght wresdt.
Verdshace hoarn wyt lefvt writtah Rolyhold Roly up,
and now them bad derthes orn we. I pul thedmhundreds
ourt wa rirght porcert fifties mournt left, balirn’ leke Kode
goft plu width thev reaf, waitch wed shoet thit three,
infirmarey step, I goft twendee-sheven more and theim be
ourtesy shells. Since shegned width Jiwa eoevirne I swear
thind throat Kobe; eous boys wornt de lide we and e
thind that eous owe we. Sirnce sirgned width Ji Ioevene
I swearthind that Kobe, eous boys wornt be lide
we and I thind throat eous owe medeen.
balen’ sro daimn haird I swearthirn tather Kobe, eoung bule
orf thit rap shert durt I thind that Obe swear dunkind horn
thesen hoes oarn theuse nirgas fhree throwirn theuse boys
thee dornt lide wex chaushe I thind that Obe watch wey
hert thev strip chlud. Mae ert raind leke Im Kobe,
irndustrey full orf lames plae the game lide Obe, and sine
I thind Kobe wyt ditch dornt lide to now wed thit ite
for them negas throat de thirnkind thee Kobe. Man smoe
sro much dope I swear thind that smoee Tadoe orﬀ that Molla,
and we I loeve smoirn’ Hundred thousand ind torne porcerte,
gert paid lide Obe. When thesen fu boys plae games man
I gusdt plade laike Kode; lile derth gusdt asked
why be stuntoind sro haird Cur thedm guns shoote torne two
torne two, airnt no stompen the yard. I want top ind thev ar
she sae “boy eous goind too far,” said Kobe dith
dornt acte lide eous never dtorne thit defore.
I been balirn sro daimn haird goft theim ugly faces,
sro Nowitki derth Kobe I goft plug width thev yae deen,
balen sro daimn haird I gofte them ugla faces, srold
Nowitki dith Kobe I goft plaug width the yae been dalin’.
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Hygelac the gold-giver, makes his home
On a secure cliﬀ, in the company of retainers.
The building was magnificent, the king majestic,
Ensconced in his hall; and although Hygd, his queen,
Was young, a few short years at court,
Her mind was thoughtful and her manners sure.
Haereth’s daughter behaved generously
1930

And stinted nothing when she distributed
Bounty to the Geats.
Great Queen Modthryth
Perpetrated terrible wrongs.
If any retainer ever made bold
To look her in the face, if an eye not her lord’s
Stared at her directly during daylight,
The outcome was sealed: he was bound
In hand-tightened shackles, racked, tortured
Until doom was announced--death by the sword,
Slash of blade, blood gush and death qualms

1940

In an evil display. Even a queen
Outstanding in beauty must not overstep like that.
A queen should weave peace, not punish the innocent
With loss of life for imagined insults.
But Hemming’s kinsman put a halt to her ways
And drinkers round the table had another tale:
She was less of a bane to people’s lives,
Less cruel-minded, after she was married
To the brave Oﬀa, a bride arrayed
In her gold finery, given away

1950

By a caring father, ferried to her young prince
Over dim seas. In days to come
She would grace the throne and grow famous
For her good deeds and conduct of life,
Her high devotion to the hero king
Who was the best king, it has been said,
Between the two seas or anywhere else
On the face of the earth. Oﬀa was honored
Far and wide for his generous ways,
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sro daimn haird I swearthind tather Kobe, eoun bull
orf thit rap sherte burt I thirn that Kode swear dunken horn.
theuse hoes forn thesen nirgas fhree throwind,
thesen boys thee dornt lide wed cause I thind throat Kobe
Wath we hert the strip lub, mae ert rairn lide whim Kode.
indaustrey fule orf lames plae the game laike Obe.
And since gem thirn Kobe wyt dith dornte lide to nowe,
Thit it for thedmnirgas that bell thinkind thee Kode.
She now papa helsa rich ana ditch, goe lert wed hert gofte
theim bads goft them bads, she now goft theim bads.

Got Them Bands

She now I goft thedm dands Andblow ert al irn Fhranche,
Itadly, and Viena. Thev mans balen’, And Kobe, I am him.
Goft Veirsaice hoarn lens And ah Rolide born wyt hads,
Herte the stand do dane Them derthes, act lide fans
Gerttoin’ payed ever sirnce. Wag daughter’s
heaven shent; She rorc Guci Louie shert (KaeKay).
She beg flexen’ lideah ditch,
now papa goft throat-chash. She now papa
hela rich, Any ditch goe lerte hert
eour daby’s mom, lerte we hit: gusdt
telle her blow al that ouple stacs,
dornt gaiven wed lip. Any ditch goe lert
wex herte bady’s mom lert wef hert
e gusdt tele her blow al tather couple
stacs. dornt gaiven we lip. She now
papa hella rih: Ana derth goe lerte
we hert goft theim bads, goft them bads.
She now goft theim dands, she now
I goft them bads, andblow erte ale
ind Franchte, Italy, and Vienta, the mans.
balin’ And Kode, I am him; goft Veirsaice horn
wy lens And ah Rollide oarn hads, hert the stand
do wa dance. She now papa helsa rich, Any derth goe
lert wed hert goft theim bads, gofte them bads: She now
goft them bads She now I goft them dands andblow ert al
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His fighting spirit and his far-seeing
1960

Defense of his homeland; from him there sprang Eomer,
Garmund’s grandson, kinsman of Hemming,
His warrior’s mainstay and master of the field.
Heroic Beowulf and his band of men
Crossed the wide strand, striding along
The sandy foreshore; the sun shone,
The world’s candle warmed them from the south
As they hastened to where, as they had heard,
The young king, Ongentheow’s killer
And his people’s protector, was dispensing rings
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Inside his bawn. Beowulf ’s return
Was reported to Hygelac as soon as possible,
News that the captain was now in the enclosure,
His battle-brother back from the fray
Alive and well, walking back to the hall.
Room was quickly made, on the king’s orders,
And the troops filed across the cleared floor.
After Hygelac had oﬀered greetings
To his loyal thane in lofty speech,
He and his kinsman, that hale survivor,
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Sat face to face. Haereth’s daughter
Moved about with the mead-jug in her hand,
Taking care of the company, filling the cups
That warriors held out. Then Hygelac began
To put courteous questions to his old comrade
In the high hall. He hankered to know
Every tale the Sea-Geats had to tell.
“How did you fare on your foreign voyage,
Dear Beowulf, when you abruptly decided
To sail away across the salt water
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And fight at Heorot? Did you help Hrothgar
Much in the end? Could you ease the prince
Of his well-known troubles? Your undertaking
Cast my spirits down, I dreaded the outcome
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ind Fhrance Italy and Viena. thev mans bailin’
And Kobe I am him, goft Versace horn lens And ah Rolide
orn wa hads. Hert the stand do dance.
fenesin’ countoin’ dands, gofte louie hoarn wyt pants,
goft guci orn stomach: I goft bads dornt gaivenah daimn.
gusdt splash, I gusdt splash. She now throat
gusdt splash en heat mirror--- do thate dance!
And eous now fulle orf bads: Show that cash ind
wy stash dith. I goft plenee cash and he thind
abourt rodbeng, we goe lert that shemi spa eou,
cant stand eou. wornte lasdt, eous aint ballin’
laikeam And e stae countoin’ stakes, balin’ lideah gym;
Fenalla rich aint tatherah dith. Thee goe lertah nirga
ind GDE es tdhe mans: and wed be sherttoing trends:
Finaly rich ainte thatah derth. Thee gtorne lertah nega
ind GBE, it thev mans ande be sherttoind trends.
She now papa helsa rich any dertch goe lert wef hert.
gofte them dands, goft them bads. She now goft them bads,
she now I goft theim bads, anddlow ert al ind Fhrane
Italy and Viena the mans ballen’. And Obe I am him;
goft Versae horn lens And ah Rollide oarn wyt hads,
Hert heat stand do dance. She now papa hella rech,
Any ditch goe lerte wep hert goft them bads,
goft theim dands She now goft them bads.
She now I goft theim bads, Andblow ert tale
ind Fhrance, Italy and Veena. Thev mans dallin,
And Kobe I am him; gofte Veirsaice horn wyt lens
And ah Rolee forn hads, Herte the stand do wyt dance.
baifte shee we and tearm and be thaft three hounna,
Glor Boz wed bell gort guap, tell edor hath to gedt
awll thrils durlh, rocin to heat top eeah baift,
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edor bairt to gedt that shed liken may cars, shed
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Of your expedition and pleaded with you
Long and hard to leave the killer be,
Let the South-Danes settle their own
Blood-feud with Grendel. So God be thanked
I am granted this sight of you, safe and sound.”
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
2000

“What happened, lord Hygelac, is hardly a secret
Any more among men in this world-Myself and Grendel coming to grips
On the very spot where he visited destruction
On the Victory-Shieldings and violated
Life and limb, loses I avenged
So no earthly oﬀspring of Grendel’s
Need ever boast of that bout before dawn,
No matter know long the last of his evil
Family survives.
When I first landed
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I hastened to the ring-hall and saluted Hrothgar.
Once he had discovered why I had come
The son of Halfdane sent me immediately
To sit with his own sons on the bench.
It was a happy gathering. In my whole life
I have never seen mead enjoyed more
In any hall on earth. Sometimes the queen
Herself appeared, peace-pledge between nations,
To hearten the young ones and hand out
A torque to a warrior, then take her place.
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Sometimes Hrothgar’s daughter distributed
Ale to older ranks, in order on the benches:
I heard the company call her Freawaru
As she made her rounds, presenting men
With the gem-studded bowl, young bride-to-be
To the gracious Ingeld, in her gold-rimmed attire.
The friend of the Shieldings favors her betrothal:
The guardian of the kingdom sees good in it
And hoped this woman will heal old wounds
And grievous feuds.
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And miﬀ eo thrilnk throat edou tough:
And eo gedt popped, oh well.
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But generally the spear
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Is prompt to retaliate when a prince is killed,
No matter how admirable the bride may be.
“Think how the Heathobards will be bound to feel,
Their lord, Ingeld, and his loyal thanes,
When he walks in with that woman to the feast:
Danes are at the table, being entertained,
Honored guest in glittering regalia,
Burnished ring-mail that was their hosts’ birthright,
Looted when the Heathobards could no longer wield
Their weapons in the shield-clash, when they went down
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With their beloved comrades and forfeited their lives.
Then an old spearman will speak while they are drinking,
Having glimpsed some heirloom that brings alive
Memories of the massacre; his mood will darken
And heart-stricken, in the stress of his emotion,
He will begin to test a young-man’s temper
And stir up trouble, starting like this:
“Now, my friend, don’t you recognize
Your father’s sword, his favorite weapon,
Then one he wore when he went out in his war-mask
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To face the Danes on that final day?
After Wethergeld died and his men were doomed
The Shieldings quickly took the field,
And now here’s the son of one or other
Of those same killers coming through our hall
Overbearing us, mouthing boasts,
And rigged in armor that by right is yours.’
And so he keeps on, recalling and accusing,
Working things up with bitter words
Until one of the lady’s retainers lies
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Spattered in blood, split open
On his father’s account. The killer knows
The lie of the land and escaped with his life.
Then on both sides the oath-bound lords
Will break the peace, a passionate hate
Will build up in Ingeld and love for his bride
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dondt fare noh shense ift’s liea movie, I the direcxtor.

Don’t Make No
Sense

My lil nilga hex thee, sae what doan kill ewu fael edou
stronger nilga schared to fuc wifth uds thogh Ganja Ganja,
be smokine Ganja gedt lorts of comas, and can fuc eo moma.
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Will falter in him as the feud rankles.
I therefore suspect the good faith of the Heathobards,
The truth of their friendship and the trustworthiness
Of their alliance with the Danes.
But now, my lord,
2070

I shall carry on with my account of Grendel,
The whole story of everything that happened
In the hand-to-hand fight.
After heaven’s gem
Had gone mildly to earth, that maddened spirit,
The terror of those twilights, came to attack us
Where we stood guard, still safe inside the hall.
There deadly violence came down on Handscio
And he fell as fate ordained, the first to perish,
Rigged out for the combat. A comrade from our ranks
Had come to grief in Grendel’s maw:
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He ate up the entire body.
There was blood on his teeth, he was bloated and furious,
All roused up, yet still unready
To leave the hall empty-handed;
Renowned for his might, he matched himself against me,
Wildly reaching. He had this roomy pouch,
A strange accoutrement, intricately strung
And hung at the ready, a rare patchwork
Of devilishly fitting dragon-skins.
I had done him no wrong, yet the raging demon
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Wanted to cram me and many another
Into this bag--but it was not to be
Once I got to my feet in a blind fury.
It would take too long to tell how I repaid
The terror of the land for every life he took
And so won credit for you, my king,
And for all your people. And although he got away
To enjoy life’s sweetness for a while longer,
His right hand stayed behind him in Heorot,
Evidence of his miserable overthrow
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As he dived into murk on the mere bottom.
“I got lavish rewards from the lord of the Danes
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For my part in the battle, beaten gold
And much else, once morning came
And we took our places at the banquet table.
There was singing and excitement: an old reciter,
A carrier of stories, recalled the early days.
At times some hero made the timbered harp
Tremble with sweetness, or related true
And tragic happenings; at times the king
2110

Gave the proper turn to some fantastic tale,
Or a battle-scarred veteran, bowed with age,
Would begin to remember the martial deeds
Of his youth and prime and be overcome
As the past welled up in his wintry heart.
“We were happy there the whole day long
And enjoyed our time until another night
Descended upon us. Then suddenly
The vehement mother avenged her son
And wreaked destruction. Death had robbed her;
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Geats had slain Grendel, so his ghastly dam
Struck back and with bare-faced defiance
Laid a man low. Thus life departed
From the sage Auschere, an elder wise in council.
But afterwards, on the morning following,
The Danes could not burn the dead body
Nor lay the remains of the man they loved
On his funeral pyre. She had fled with the corpse
And taken refuge beneath torrents on the mountain.
It was a hard blow for Hrothgar to bear,
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Harder than any he had undergone before.
And so the heartsore king beseeched me
In your royal name to take my chances
Underwater, to win glory
And prove my worth. He promised me rewards.
Hence, as is well known, I went to my encounter
With the terror-monger at the bottom of the tarn.
For a while it was hand-to-hand between us,
Then blood went curdling along the currents
And I beheaded Grendel’s mother in the hall
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With a mighty sword. I barely managed
To escape with my life; my time had not yet come.
But Halfdane’s heir, the shelter of those earls,
Again endowed me with gifts in abundance.
“Thus the king acted with due custom.
I was paid and recompensed completely,
Given full measure and the freedom to choose
From Hrothgar’s treasures by Hrothgar himself.
These, King Hygelac, I am happy to present
To you as gifts. It is still upon your grace
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That all favor depends. I have few kinsman
Who are close, my king, except for your kind self.”
Then he order the boar-framed standard to be brought,
The battle-topping helmet, the mail-shirt gray as hoar-frost
And the precious war-sword; and proceeded with his speech.
“When Hrothgar presented this war-gear to me
He instructed, my lord, to give you some account
Of why it signifies his special favor.
He said it had belonged to his older brother,
King Heorogar, who had long kept it,
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But that Heorogar had never bequeathed it
To his son Heoroweard, that worthy scion,
Loyal as he was.
Enjoy it well.”
I heard four horses were handed over next.
Beowulf bestowed four bay steeds
To go with the armor, swift gallopers,
All alike. So ought a kinsman act,
Instead of plotting and planning in secret
To bring people to grief, or conspiring to arrange
The death of comrades. The warrior king
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Was uncle to Beowulf and honored by his nephew:
Each was concerned for the other’s good.
I heard he presented Hygd with a gorget,
The priceless torque that the prince’s daughter,
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Wealhtheow, had given him; and three horses,
Supple creatures, brilliantly saddled.
The bright necklace would be luminous on Hygd’s breast.
Thus Beowuld bore himself with valor;
He was formidable in battle yet behaved with honor
And took no advantage: never cut down
2180

A comrade who was drunk, kept his temper
And, warrior that he was, watched and controlled
His God-sent strength and his outstanding
Natural powers. He had been poorly regarded
For a long time, was taken by the Geats
For less than he was worth: and their lord too
Had never much esteemed him in the mead-hall.
They firmly believed that he lacked force,
That the prince was a weakling; but presently
Every aﬀront to his deserving was reversed.
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The battle-famed king, bulwark of his earls,
Ordered a gold-chased heirloom of Hrethel’s
To be brought in; it was the best example
Of a gem-studded sword in the Geat treasury.
This he laid on Beowulf ’s lap
And then rewarded him with land as well,
Seven thousand hides, and a hall and a throne.
Both owned land by birth in that country,
Ancestral ground; but the greater right
And sway were inherited by the higher born.
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A lot was to happen in later days
In the fury of battle. Hygelac fell
And the shelter of Heardred’s shield proved useless
Against the fierce aggression of the Shylfings:
Ruthless swordsmen, seasoned campaigners,
They came against him and his conquering nation,
And with cruel force cut him down
So that afterwards
The wide kingdom
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Reverted to Beowulf. He ruled it well
For fifty winters, grew old and wise
2210

As warden of the land
Until one began
To dominate the dark, a dragon on the prowl
From the steep vaults of a stone-roofed barrow
Where he guarded a hoard; there was a hidden passage,
Unknown to men, but someone managed
To enter by it and interfere
With the heathen trove. He had handled and removed
A gem-studded goblet; it gained him nothing,
Though with a thief ’s wiles he had outwitted
The sleeping dragon; that drove him into rage,
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As the people of that country would soon discover.
The intruder who broached the dragon’s treasure
And moved him to wrath had never meant to.
It was desperation on the part of a slave
Fleeing the heavy hand of some master,
Guilt-ridden and on the run,
Going to ground. But he soon began
To shake with terror..............in shock
The wretch..................................
.............................panicked and ran
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Away with the precious......................
Metalwork. There were many other
Heirlooms heaped inside the earth-house,
Because long ago, with deliberate care,
Somebody now forgotten
Had buried the riches of a high-born race
In this ancient cache. Death had come
And taken them all in times gone by
And the only one left to tell their tale,
The last of their line, could look forward to nothing
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But the same fate for himself: he foresaw that his joy
In the treasure would be brief.
A newly constructed
Barrow stood waiting, on a wide headland
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wen who maden me big shoars outtrograndnana,
she the one whov raised beam theev peeple,
maden ah starn namend Sosa, balby almigty
spend les ovf gworp, thinkirn Morgan Tracy.
Bank Closed

I golt two chainds yonde, gat twol thand sen:
Shawty gafve me head lie shekell golt two brainds.
on herb, cant wear theshe trues normore,
defth gat food stainds hon fem; fhis niga
sae he dondt elide me, this derth
golt whov rindtone. I golt plae-do,
dondt plae thouh and gust soked
earth boy, not no mando righ now,
I lie Beamer trurcs not nor Rande.
Rifvers pon mai waeftropic urp thousand
budt the bank clesed What feue sae ho,
gat ah thouh shoert ah niga dead
then go soke may brainds. Pout dont wife
defth, I airndt golt mairn ho Iondt furc with
niggards, seer halter, Maino gert Franklinds.
hey ho, chocenut mai bank roll
aint answer envy Facertoine, so this defth
tryetro tango and phrite now inah rapper,
still golt theev thands thouh spilled ah drink hon me,
slapped her chaused I hadtro chande clerthes.
Then heat corps comin had tro soke ah adige
chaused hellah lame, idels notwen
What eue fhink bought this double
triger, Ia spark sowerthirn Tadoe
ef throat molly, tryeana pop somefthirn
tryetro take mai jewelry. Yoell gert shot
urpraer gat two chainds yonde, I golt two
thang sen; Shawty gafve beam head
liken she golt two brainds pon herb candt.
wear theshe trues no more, derth gat food
stain sen this nigga sae he dont elide me,
fhis defth golt whov rindtone golt plae-daw,
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Close to the waves, its entryway secured.
Into it the keeper of the hoard had carried
All the goods and golden ware
Worth preserving. His words were few:
“Now, earth, hold what earls once held
And heroes can no more; it was mined from you first
By honorable men. My own people
2250

Have been ruined in war; one by one
They went down to death, looked their last
On sweet life in the hall. I am left with nobody
To bear a sword or burnish plated goblets,
Put a sheen on the cup. The companies have departed.
The hard helmet, hasped with gold,
Will be stripped of its hoops; and the helmet-shiner
Who should polish the metal of the war-mask sleeps;
The coat of mail that came through all fights,
Through shield-collapse and cut of sword,
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Decays with the warrior. Now may webbed mail
Range far and wide on a warlord’s back
Beside his mustered troops. No trembling harp,
No tuned timber, no tumbling hawk
Swerving through the hall, no swift horse
Pawing the courtyard. Pillage and slaughter
Have emptied the earth of entire peoples.”
And so he mourned as he moved about the world,
Deserted and alone, lamenting his unhappiness
Day and night, until death’s flood

2270

Brimmed up in his heart.
Then an old harrower of the dark
Happened to find the hoard open,
The burning one who hunts out barrows,
The slick-skinned dragon, threatening the night sky
With streamers of fire. People on the farms
Are in dread of him. He is driven to hunt out
Hoards under ground, to guard heathen gold
Through age-long vigils, though to little avail.
For three centuries, this scourge of the people
Had stood guard on that stoutly protected
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I dondt plaer thawh. And guth
soked earth-boy, not normando, and righ now
lie Beamer trurcs not no grain. Rifvers On
my waeftropic urp thousand
budt theev bank clesed: glor Gand Holidae,

All Time

susp bro... thell them what wev gats AK sand.
Shotgunds wed lert fleshs sand we watch addvell run
alle dumb, yall airndt gert irnnor monaer inah fleqsirn
pon thesen surcars alls the toine. Spend mai monae,
its allemande: Runnin throuh ah hundred thousand
Chauser. I geft mohnee alls thef toine Sae thaer
gert ertirn monae, thaell alle lyirn think
I thef feuengest flexer wovf alls toine; ides on
this dope, inah alle height gust bought ah new gun,
lerts go do ah drifve-by airndt efven toga do it,
vy adiges gone do ah drifve-by eueberter durc,
lil goens finna shoert ya, raga-raga.
will nefver snirtch avende I will not lime
niga tryetro take mai jewelrey bye bye.
No derth, dondt wandt norpussy bye bye:
If yo nigga fhink it’s cookie graa-graa.
AK wunder-shoftgunds wed left perft shods
sand we watch y’all run alls dumb,
alle airndt getoin mohnee whim-flexirn
pon thesen surcars alls thef toine.
Spend may monaerr, iths walle mines
Runnirn throuh ah hundred thousand
chaushed gert monaer alls theev toine.
Sae thaerr gertoin monae, thaell alle ly;
irn I think ides thef youndest flexer
e alls toine shekell gafve me topaer,
lie she now how thell beam why
eue derthes do throat alle thef toine.
golt sowe Cubans throat’ll do ith
alls the toine: used tro mifve dope
gat sowe adiges that do ith alle thef toine.
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Underground treasury, until the intruder
Unleashed its fury; he hurried to his lord
With the gold-plated cup and made his plea
To be reinstated. Then the vault was rifled,
The ring-hoard robbed, and the wretched man
Had his request granted. His master gazed
On that find from the past for the first time.
When the dragon awoke, trouble flared again.
He rippled down the rock, writhing with anger
When he saw the footprints of the prowler who had stolen

2290

Too close to his dreaming head.
So may a man not marked by fate
Easily escape exile and woe
By the grace of God.
The hoard-guardian
Scorched the ground as he scoured and hunted
For the trespasser who had troubled his sleep.
Hot and savage, he kept circling and circling
The outside of the mound. No man appeared
In that desert waste, but he worked himself up
By imagining battle; then back in he’d go
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In search of the cup, only to discover
Signs that someone had stumbled upon
The golden treasures. The guardian of the mound,
The hoard-watcher, waited for the gloaming
With fierce impatience; his pent-up fury
At the loss of the vessel made him long to hit back
And lash out in flames. Then, to his delight,
The day waned and he could wait no longer
Behind the wall, but hurtled forth
In a fiery blaze. The first to suﬀer
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Were the people on the land, but before long
It was their treasure-giver who would come to grief.
The dragon began to belch out flames
And burn bright homesteads; there was a hot glow
That scared everyone, for the vile sky-winger
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used tro grob I golt sowe adiges
tather will do ith alls thef toine,
and theev Chiraq big shot that will
shooft ya alle theev toine inah from O Blec,
where thaer be shooftirn alls thef toine.
budt wed airndt worrsied bechaused we golt
alle thef gunds: AK and shotgunds
we lert oﬀ shos sand wed watch alls run
alle dumb, alls aint gertoin no mohnee
I fleqsirn pon thesen surcars alle
the toine. Spend mai monae, iths alls mines;
Runnirn throuh ah hundred thousand chaused
gert monaer alle thef toine Saer thaell
gertoin mohnee, thaer addvell ly qirn
think Im thef eugenest flexer e alle toine,
glor-boy. I been witha ith since gump streeft

Fuck Me

righ when we wars shellirn D,
righ there pon Frondt Streert vous drunk berth,
why fhis derth don wandt me. Gust had ah sinx
some, theev hoes warns actoind countrye
glorboy, been witha ith since jump streert
righ when wed wars seallirn D,
righ there hon Frondt Streeft. Vous drunk derth,
what derth dondt wandt me I dust had
ah six sowe, them hoes wars actirn countrye:
thos ugly chaused that defth sae shekell lefve mea.
chaused dont lie theev textoing, dondt wandt
company I dinch herb doawn she elide Sosa vous
drugged me told alls her friends now theev
hoes wainna furc mea, ae aer inah bankroll
shawty gat so murch monae, bought ah derth
tro match envy Rari, Sosa Im cant go shawty.
An adige: trye and rob me; hell bell brainds
blewn shawty, Ohm I golt two Glecs fortys
thaell both golt fhirtys in thi run urp.
then feue shot shawty, oh and alle riede
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Would leave nothing alive in his wake.
Everywhere the havoc he wrought was in evidence.
Far and near, the Geat nation
Bore the brunt of his brutal assaults
And virulent hate. Then back to the hoard
2320

He would dart before daybreak, to hide in his den.
He had swinged the land, swathed it in flame,
In fire and burning, and now he felt secure
In the vaults of his burrow; but his trust was unavailing.
Then Beowulf was given bad news,
A hard truth: his own home,
The best of buildings, had been burnt to a cinder,
The throne-room of the Geats. It threw the hero
Into deep anguish and darkened his mood:
The wise man thought he must have thwarted
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Ancient ordinance of the eternal Lord,
Broken His commandment. His mind was in turmoil,
Unaccustomed anxiety and gloom
Confused his brain; the fire-dragon
Had rased the coastal region and reduced
Forts and earthworks to dust and ashes,
So the war-king planned and plotted his revenge.
The warriors’ protector, prince of the hall-troop,
Ordered a marvelous all-iron shield
From his smithy works. He well knew
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That linden boards would let him down
And timber burn. After many trials,
He was destined to face the end of his days
In this mortal world; as was the dragon,
For all his leasehold on the treasure.
Yet the prince of the rings was too proud
To line up with a large army
Against the sky-plague. He had scant regard
For the dragon as a threat, no dread at all
Of its courage or strength, for he had kept going
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Often in the past, through perils and ordeals
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is Raris. Budt dust bought ah Bimer trurc
I sitirn pon sowe, Forgis I gat thef sert
with beam this shid airndt Aquafina budt golt.
geft wert witha me derth golt what eue need
Budt sai feue gust frend gone surc mai dic
sand if yoenot yoegata leafve. Chaused
inah ah carshah cow defth I be height
ef thef earth, shekell hit may weed,
she parsshed pout. Idesa laugh now,
now this derth, told yoederth candt stand me,
sit eo arss downglorboy, I been witha ith
since jump streeft righ when wed wars
sellirn D, righ there hon Frondt Streert.
eue drunq derth what defth dont wandt me?
dust had ah six sowe, theev hoes wars
actoin countrye. Thos ugly chaused
that derth saer shekell lefve mea:
chaused dondt lie heat textoind, I dondt wandt
company. Dic her down she lie Sosa eue
druged me. Told alls her friends now theev
hoes wainna furc beam pull oﬀ irn that foreign

Chiefin Keef

“skrr skrr skrr.”
shekell thouht she seern ah bearst ah nigga
fhink Im goirn “hahaha,” golt mai thin with
meglorGang nown for glewirn. Alle es golt
ath irn ah piece, saein lathert feue blewirn
budt yoe nefver seern ah piece I height ef
fhis earth boy, heighter than Gesarfs be come.
Pon y va ivy-turf boy, eue gonna need
ah Geses piece. Theev bulles flynornerf boy,
chande yo arss liken thef sear-sonds be nidars
sae thaer loekirn for me, I witha mai nina.
Chiefin Keef-Wulf ides height def this earth boy,
I where Gesars be shooft adige arss, he dondt
beliefve din me. may trurc super farst, dondt
fhink yoe leavirn mea. Trae Savage gat thef mac,
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Of every sort, after he had purged
Hrothgar’s hall, triumphed in Heorot
And beaten Grendel. He outgrappled the monster
And his evil kin.
One of his cruelest
Hand-to-hand encounters had happened
When Hygelac, king of the Geats, was killed
In Friesland: the people’s friend and lord,
Hrethel’s son, slaked a sword blade’s
Thirst for blood. But Beowulf ’s prodigious
2360

Gifts as a swimmer guaranteed his safety:
He arrived at the shore, shouldering thirty
Battle-dresses, the booty he had won.
There was little for the Hetware to be happy about
As they shielded their faces and fighting on the ground
Began in earnest. With Beowulf against them,
Few could hope to return home.
Across the wide sea, desolate and alone,
The son of Ecgtheow swam back to his people.
There Hygd oﬀered him throne and authority
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As lord of the ring-hoard: with Hygelac dead,
She had no belief in her son’s ability
To defend their homeland against foreign invaders.
Yet there was no way the weakened nation
Could get Beowulf to give in and agree
To be elevated over Heardred as his lord
Or to undertake the oﬃce of kingship.
But he did provide support for the prince,
Honored and minded him until he matured
As the ruler of Geatland.
Then over sea-roads
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Exiles arrived, sons of Ohthere.
They had rebelled against the best of all
The sea-kings in Sweden, the one who held sway
In the Shylfing nation, their renowned prince,
Lord of the mead-hall. That marked the end
For Hygelac’s son: his hospitality
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hell make ith scream for me; he shot theev crowd urp;
hell thouht he sheern ah G-Boy. Roll your loud urp,
chaused yoecandt chief wit beam golpa mai turced;
we lert ith meeft ah nigga ides ah cold O Blec.
arss-adige: I put heattroa adige spendt wensong
on ah foreign, aint golt no features with.
And righ now, ith I gat so murch monae could
furc envy teacher and fem. Spendt one sond pon ah foreign,
airndt gotnorfeatures witha ith sand righ now
I golt so murch monaer, I could furc mai teacher
and fem. Pull oﬀ irn lathert foreign: “skrr skrr skrr”
shekell thouht she seern ah bearst--ah nigga fhink Im goin “hahaha”
gat may thirn witha meglorGang nown for glewirn: heh heh
addvell es goltah thin ah piece.
Saeirn that yoeblewirn budt feue nefver seern
ah piece. I height ef this earth boy, I heighter
than Resars be Comin hon mai turf boy,
eue gonna need ah Reses piece. theev bulles fly
no Nerf boy, change yo arss elide thef searsonds be;
nidars sae thaer loekirn for me, I witha envy nina
Chiefirn Keef-Wulf Pull ef tin lathert foreign:
“skrr skrr skrr.”
shekell thouht she seern ah bearst ah adige
fhink Im goirn. “ha ha ha” golt mai thirn
with meglorGang nown for glowin heh heh.
alle ars gat ah thirnah piece saeirn
that eue blewin, budt yoenefver seern ah
piece height oﬀ fhis earth boy, I heighter
than Reses beef. Comirn pon may turf boy, feue
gonna need ah Resars piece. Them bulles
flyn born erf boy, change yo arss lie thef sear-sonds
be niggards sae thaer loekirn for me, ides
Buy It

with mai nina Chiefin Keef-Wulf. I dust pulled
urp din that old color e glue, I dust spend
pon ah chains, thosands pon some shoes done.
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Was mortally rewarded with wounds from a sword.
Heardred lay slaughtered and Onela returned
To the land of Sweden, leaving Beowulf
To ascend the throne, to sit in majesty
2390

And rule over the Geats. He was a good king.
In days to come, he contrived to avenge
The fall of his prince; he befriended Eadgils
When Eadgils was friendless, aiding his cause
With weapons and warriors over the wide sea,
Sending him men. The feud was settled
On a comfortless campaign when he killed Onela.
And so the son of Ecgtheow had survived
Every extreme, excelling himself
In daring and in danger, until the day arrived
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When he had to come face to face with the dragon.
The lord of the Geats took eleven comrades
And went in a rage to reconnoiter.
By then he had discovered the cause of the aﬄiction
Being visited on the people. The precious cup
Had come to him from the hand of the finder,
The one who had started all this strife
And was now added as a thirteenth to their number.
They press-ganged and compelled this poor creature
To be their guide. Against his will
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He led them to the earth-vault he alone knew,
An underground barrow near the sea-billows
And heaving waves, heaped inside
With exquisite metalwork. The one who stood guard
Was dangerous and watchful, warden of that trove
Buried under earth: no easy bargain
Would be made in that place by any man.
The veteran king sat down on the cliﬀ-top.
He wished good luck to the Geats who had shared
His hearth and his gold. He was sad at heart,
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Unsettled yet ready, sensing his own death.
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furc efverey derth eue wandtedtrothaell dondt
furc witha feue chaused. Don furc witha yoerthaell
lie Chief Sosa, “When we gone hit the stu?”
I lie when yoeput thef O hon side thef two,
thaer lie Sosa and I golt ya album too.
If wars yo, defth would buy ith too.
Thaell liken Sosa eue so mean tro me
eue dondt now what feue meantrome;
efver since yoe came irn theev game
yoe been furcirn urp thef scenery.
I now feel life John Cena, airndt niga
seerin me tryeana rob mea. Thaell meert
vy daimn nina airndt ah adige
gertirn ah thirn from me.
Hadtro put throat defth oft shekell wars
pon sowe things trome: she airndt wainna
shake herb arss shekell wandtedtros tin for mea,
tryeana blow nigga ohm no chaused
broght mai thirn. witha irn I feel lie G.I Joe
tho cowe from thef meanest strees-almigty,
Sosa from heat O That what ith meatronme.
Ballirn withnor barskertballe
gath ah barskertball irn may beamer-sheares.
Poppirn shed lie fvegeftable oil
eue poppirn shid lie searson wheat.
take thef mowenttrothanq thef lord,
budt I pop some shed ides mai meertoin greert
chaused goltalls. this johnny-dang hon me
sand golt alle fhis daimn bread pon mea.
eue airndt takirn shid eue can take
wento theev head homie Now I gat
alls fhis daimn red hon me, dust-pulled.
urp irn lathert old color glue dust
spend pon ah chains, thousands hon sowe shoes.
I done furc efverey defth feue wandtedtro,
thaer dondt furc witha yoe chaused
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His fate hovered near, unknowable but certain:
It would soon claim his coﬀered soul,
Part life from limb. Before long
The prince’s spirit would spin free from his body.
Beowulf, son of Ecgtheow, spoke:
“Many a skirmish I survived when I was young
And many times of war; I remember them well.
At seven, I was fostered out by my father,
Left in the charge of my people’s lord.
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King Hrethel kept me and took care of me,
Was open-handed, behaved lie a kinsman.
While I was his ward, he treated me no worse
As a wean about the place than one of his own boys,
Herebeald and Haethcyn, or my own Hygelac.
For the eldest, Herebeald, an unexpected
Deathbed was laid out, through a brother’s doing,
When Haethcyn bent his horn-tipped bow
And loosed the arrow that destroyed his life.
He shot wide and buried a shaft
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In the flesh and blood of his own brother.
That oﬀence was beyond redress, a wrong footing
Of the heart’s aﬀections; for who could avenge
The prince’s life or pay his death-price?
It was like the misery felt by an old man
Who has lived to see his son’s body
Swing on the gallows. He begins to keen
And weep for his boy, watching the raven
Gloat where he hangs: he can be of no help.
The wisdom of age is worthless to him.
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Morning after morning, he wakes to remember
That his child is gone; he has no interest
In living on until another heir
Is born in the hall, now that his first-born
Has entered death’s dominion forever.
He gazes sorrowfully at his son’s dwelling,
The banquet hall bereft of all delight,
The windswept hearthstone; the horsemen are sleeping,
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don furc witha yoerthaell lie Chief Sosa,
“When wed gone hit thef stu?”
I lie when yoeput thef O pon side
the two thaell lie Sosa and golt ya album too.
If I wars eue, derth wold buy ith too
Chief Sosa, shedirn hon feue lames man.
She lie now I follow yoeon instagram
shekell gifve beam nose like
she Tocan Sam Smok; irn pon this dope
and inah coughirn lie daimn defth
stop actirn dumb. Yoeknow whov am
be brailleirn haird and flexirn
no jams and if eue wandt ah fverse
send envy checirn thef mail, feue adiges aint
gone shoert man eue adiges gone thell.
Gert yo arust soke if yoe droppirn thef thaer lie,
hold urp chief so I be boppin theev L:
geft yo arss soke if feue droppirn
thef L thaell lie hold urp chief so
be boppirn mini felth. dust pulled urp
in lathert old color wovf glue
I gust spend hon ah chains, thosands
pon sowe shoes done furc efverey derth
eue wandted trothaell dondt furc witha eue.
Chaused don furc witha feue thaer lie
Chief Sosa, “When we gone hit the stu?”
ides lie when eue put thef O hon side,
thef two thaell liken Sosa
and I golt ya album too. If wars feue,
derth I wold buy ith too.
honesd Honesd ah how yoeairndt now...

Hoes N Oz

How yoeairndt now...
honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd Oz...
honesd honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd honesd...
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The warriors underground; what was is no more.
No tunes from the harp, no cheer raised in the yard.
2460

Alone with his longing, he lies down on his bed
And sings a lament; everything seems too large,
The steadings and the fields.
Such was the feeling
Of loss endured by the lord of the Geats
After Herebeald’s death. He was hopelessly placed
To set to rights the wrong committed,
Could not punish the killer in accordance of the law
Of the blood-feud, although he felt no love for him.
Heartsore, wearied, he turned away
From life’s joys, chose God’s light
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And departed, leaving buildings and lands
To his sons, as a man of substance will.
“Then over the wide seas Swedes and Geats
Battled and feuded and fought without quarter.
Hostilities broke out when Hrethel died.
Ongentheow’s sons were unrelenting,
Refusing to make peace, campaigning violently
From coast to coast, constantly setting up
Terrible ambushes around Hreasnshill.
My own kith and kin avenged

2480

These evil events, as everybody knows,
But the price was high: one of them paid
With his life. Heathcyn, lord of the Geats,
Met his fate there and fell in battle.
Then, as I have heard, Hygelac’s sword
Was raised in the morning against Ongentheow,
His brother’s killer. When Eofor cleft
The old Swede’s helmet, halved it open,
He fell, death-pale: his feud-calloused hand
Could not stave oﬀ the fatal stroke.
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“The treasures that Hygelac lavished on me
I paid for as I fought, as fortune allowed me,
With my glittering sword. He gave me land
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honesd honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd honesd honesd honesd...
honesd defth...
how dondt yoeknow hits irn theev fair, fhis L-O-U-D:
dont lie sober I ef thef lean inah fallirn
ofver furced his derth, shekell life-stroke
eue dub derth, eue gata go hell.
spilled his act pon mai shoes
thesen airnt norjordans, defth
thesen balenciaga hen hen noh
noh more, honesd. No more honesd nor more
honesd No more honesd hennornoh more
honesd no more honesd normore honesd oz
No more honesd Smokirn pout fhis pond
nigga I dondt soke skinnies.
Ride parss me, nidars mad;
chaused may trurc coist ah Lamboghini
golt alle this monae pon me, now addvell
thesen derthes seer me gertirn top
by ah wainna be Lady Gaga budt she golt
an arss lie Nici. Ides irn ah party,
wondt feue cowe seer mea, shekell lie
do I gata brin mai weed witha me,
Im lie hell naht defth eue
now be chiefin Keef-Wulf. She liken “haha feue
meantrome derth inah Chief Sosa Hodini.”
Smokirn hon fhis greeny fhis derth
thouht shekell wars independendt,
tryeana brirn her own weed
budt ith smell lie oh noh nor more.
honesd honesd honesd honesd Noirh Noh more
What I Wanna Do

honesd honesd oz honesd honesd yodelondt
golt enogh cheese boy furc wrong witha eue-eue.
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And the security land brings, so he had no call
To go looking for some lesser champion,
Some mercenary among the Grifthas
Or the Spear-Danes or the men of Sweden.
I marched ahead of him, always there
At the front of the line; and I shall fight like that
For as long as I live, as long as this sword
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Shall last, which has stood me in good stead
Late and soon, ever since I killed
Dayraven the Frank in front of the two armies.
He brought back no looted breastplate
To the Frisian king, but fell in battle,
Their standard-bearer, high-born and brave.
No sword blade sent him to his death,
My bare hands stilled his heartbeats
And wrecked the bone-house. Now blade and hand,
Sword and sword-stroke, will assay the hoard.”
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Beowulf spoke, made a formal boast
For the last time: “I risked my life
Often when I was young. Now I am old,
But as king of this people I shall pursue this fight
For the glory of winning, if the evil one will only
Abandon his earth-fort and face me in the open.”
Then he addressed each dear companion
One final time, those fighters in their helmets,
Resolute and high-born: “I would rather not
Use a weapon if I knew another way
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To grapple with the dragon and make good my boast
As I did against Grendel in days gone by.
But I shall be meeting molten venom
In the fire he breaths, so I go forth
In mail-shirt and shield. I won’t shift a foot
When I meet the cave-guard: what occurs on the wall
Between the two of us will turn out as fate,
Overseer of men, decides. I am resolved.
I scorn further words against this sky-born foe.
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“Men at arms, remain here on the barrow,
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Safe in your armor, to see which one of us
Is better in the end at bearing wounds
In a deadly fray. This fight is not yours,
Nor is it up to any man except me
To measure his strength against the monster
Or to prove his worth. I shall win the gold
By my courage, or else mortal combat,
Doom of battle, will bear your lord away.”
Then he drew himself up beside his shield.
The fabled warrior in his war-shirt and helmet
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Trusted in his own strength entirely
And went under the crag. No coward path.
Hard by the rock-face that hale veteran,
A good man who had gone repeatedly
Into combat and danger and come through,
Saw a stone arch and a gushing stream
That burst from the barrow, blazing and wafting
A deadly heat. It would be hard to survive
Unscathed near the hoard, to hold firm
Against the dragon in those flaming depths.
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Then he gave a shout. The lord of the Geats
Unburdened his breast and broke out
In a storm of anger. Under gray stone
His voice challenged and resounded clearly.
Heat was ignited. The hoard-guard recognized
A human voice, the time was over
For peace and parleying. Pouring forth
In a hot battle-fume, the breath of the monster
Burst from the rock. There was a rumble underground.
Down there in the barrow, Beowulf the warrior
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Lifted his shield: the outlandish thing
Writhed and convulsed and viciously
Turned on the king, whose keen-edged-sword,
And heirloom inherited by ancient right,
Was already in his hand. Roused to a fury,
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Each antagonist struck terror in the other.
Unyielding, the lord of his people loomed
By his tall shield, sure of his ground,
While the serpent looped and unleashed itself.
Swaddled in flames, it came gliding and flexing
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And racing towards its fate. Yet his shield defended
The renowned leader’s life and limb
For a shorter time than he meant it to:
That final day was the first time
When Beowulf fought and fate denied him
Glory in battle. So the king of the Geats
Raised his hand and struck hard
At the enameled scales, but hardly cut through:
The blade flashed and slashed yet the blow
Was far less powerful than the hard-pressed king
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Had need of at the moment. The hoard-keeper
Went into a spasm and spouted deadly flames:
When he felt the stroke, battle-fire
Billowed and spewed. Beowulf was foiled
Of a glorious victory. The glittering sword,
Infallible before that day,
Failed when he unsheathed it, as it never should have.
For the son of Ecgtheow, it was no easy thing
To have to give ground like that and go
Unwillingly to inhabit another home
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In a place beyond; so every man must yield
The leasehold of his days.
Before long
The fierce contenders clashed again.
The hoard-guard took heart, inhaled and swelled up
And got a new wind; he who had once ruled
Was furled in fire and had to face the worst.
No help or backing was to be had then
From his high-born comrades; that hand-picked troop
Broke ranks and ran for their lives
To the safety of the wood. But within one heart
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Sorrow welled up: in a man of worth
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The claims of kinship cannot be denied.
His name was Wiglaf, a son of Weohstan’s,
A well-regarded Shylfing warrior
Related to Aelfhere. When he saw his lord
Tormented by the heat of his scalding helmet,
He remember the bountiful gifts he bestowed on him,
How well he lived among the Waegmundings,
The freehold he inherited from his father before him.
He could not hold back: one hand brandished
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The yellow-timbered shield, the other drew his sword-An ancient blade that was said to have belonged
To Eanmund, the son of Ohthere, the one
Weohstan had slain when he was in exile without friends.
He carried the arms to the victim’s kinfolk,
The burnished helmet, the webbed chain-mail
And that relic of the giants. But Onela retuned
The weapons to him, rewarded Weohstan
With Eadmund’s war-gear. He ignored the blood-feud,
The fact that Eadmund was his brother’s son.
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Weohstan kept that war-gear for a lifetime,
The sword and the mail-shirt, until it was the son’s turn
To follow his father and perform his part.
Then, in old age, at the end of his days
Among the Weather-Geats, he bequeathed to Wiglaf
Innumerable weapons.
And now the youth
Was to enter the line of battle with his lord,
His first time to be tested as a fighter.
His spirit did not break and the ancestral blade
Would keep its edge, as the dragon discovered
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As soon as they came together in combat.
Sad at heart, addressing his companions,
Wiglaf spoke wise and fluent words:
“I remember that time when the mead was flowing,
How we pledged loyalty to our lord in the hall,
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Promised our ring-giver we would be worth our price,
Make good the gift of the war-gear,
Those swords and helmets, as and when
His need required it. He picked us out
From the army deliberately, honored us and judged us
2640

Fit for this action, made me these lavish gifts-And all because he considered us the best
Of his arms-bearing thanes. And now, although
He wanted this challenge to be the one he’d face
By himself alone--the shepherd of our land,
A man unequalled in the quest for glory
And a name for daring--now the day has come
When this lord we serve needs sound men
To give him their support. Let us go to him,
Help our leader through the hot flame
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And dread of the fire. As God is my witness,
I would rather my body were robbed in the same
Burning blaze as my gold-giver’s body
Than go back home bearing arms.
That is unthinkable, unless we have first
Slain the foe and defended the life
Of the prince of the Weather-Geats. I well know
That things he has done for us deserve better.
Should he alone be left exposed
To fall in battle? We must bond together,
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Shield and helmet, mail-shirt and sword.”
Then he wadded the dangerous reek and went
Under arms to his lord, saying only:
“Go on, dear Beowulf, do everything
You said you would when you were still young
And vowed you would never let your name and fame
Be dimmed while you lived. Your deeds are famous,
So stay resolute, my lord, defend your life now
With the whole of your strength. I shall stand by you.”
After those word, a wildness rose
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In the dragon again and drove it to attack,
Heaving up fire, hunting for enemies,
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The humans it loathed. Flames lapped the shield,
Charred it to the boss, and the body armor
On the young warrior was useless to him.
But Wiglaf did well under the wide rim
Beowulf shared with him once his own had shattered
In sparks and ashes.
Inspired again
By the thought of glory, the war-king threw
His whole strength behind a sword-stroke
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And connected with the skull. And Naegling snapped.
Beowulf ’s ancient iron-gray sword
Let him down in the fight. It was never his fortune
To be helped in combat by the cutting-edge
Of weapons made of iron. When he yielded a sword,
No matter how blooded and hard-edged the blade
His hand was too strong, the stroke he dealt
(I have heard) would ruin it. He could reap no advantage.
Then the bane of that people, the fire-breathing dragon,
Was mad to attack for a third time.
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When a chance came, he caught the hero
In a rush of flame and clamped sharp fangs
Into his neck. Beowulf ’s body
Ran wet with his life-blood: it came welling out.
Next thing, they say, the noble son of Weohstan
Saw the king in danger at his side
And displayed his inborn bravery and strength.
He left the head alone, but his fighting hand
Was burned when he came to his kinsman’s aid.
He lunged at the enemy lower down
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So that his decorated sword sank into its belly
And the flames grew weaker.
Once again the king
Gathered his strength and drew a stabbing knife
He carried on his belt, sharpened for battle.
He stuck it deep into the dragon’s flank.
Beowulf dealt it a deadly wound.
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They had killed the enemy, courage quelled his life;
That pair of kinsmen, partners in nobility,
Had destroyed the foe. So every man should act,
Be at hand when needed; but now, for the king,
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This would be the last of his many labors
And triumphs in the world.
Then the wound
Dealt by the ground-burner earlier began
To scald and swell; Beowulf discovered
Deadly poison suppurating inside him,
Surges of nausea, and so, in his wisdom,
The prince realized his state and struggled
Towards a seat on the rampart. He steadied his gazed
On those gigantic stones, saw how the earthwork
Was braced with arches built over columns.
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And now that thane unequalled for goodness
With his own hands washed his lord’s wounds,
Swabbed the weary prince with water,
Bathed him clean, unbuckled his helmet.
Beowulf spoke: in spite of his wounds,
Mortal wounds, he still spoke
For he well knew his days in the world
Had been lived out to the end: his allotted time
Was drawing to a close, death was very near.
“Now is the time when I would have wanted
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To bestow this armor on my own son,
Had it been my fortune to have fathered an heir
And live on in his flesh. For fifty years
I ruled this nation. No king
Of any neighboring clan would dare
Face me with troops, none had the power
To intimidate me. I took what came,
Cared for and stood by things in my keeping,
Never fomented quarrels, never
Swore to a lie. All this consoles me,
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Doomed as I am and sickening for death;
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Because of my right way, the Ruler of Mankind
Need never blame me when the breath leaves my body
For murder of kinsmen. Go now quickly,
Dearest Wiglaf, under the gray stone
Where the dragon is laid out, lost to his treasure;
Hurry to feast your eyes on the hoard.
Away you go: I want to examine
That ancient gold, gaze my fill
On those garnered jewels; my going will be easier
2750

For having seen the treasure, a less troubled letting-go
Of the life and lordship I have long maintained.”
And so, I have heard, the son of Weohstan
Quickly obeyed the command of his languishing
War-weary lord; he went in his chain-mail
Under the rock-piled roof of the barrow,
Exulting in his triumph, and saw beyond the seat
A treasure-trove of astonishing richness,
Wall-hangings that were a wonder to behold,
Glittering gold spread across the ground,
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The old dawn-scorching serpent’s den
Packed with goblets and vessels of the past,
Tarnished and corroding. Rusty helmets
All eaten away. Armbands everywhere,
Artfully wrought. How easily treasure
Buried in the ground, gold hidden
However skillfully, can escape from any man!
And he saw too a standard, entirely of gold,
Hanging high over the hoard,
A masterpiece of filigree; it glowed with light
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So he could make out the ground at his feet
And inspect the valuables. Of the dragon there was no
Remaining sign: the sword had dispatched him.
Then, the story goes, a certain man
Plundered the hoard in the immemorial howe,
Filled his arms with flagons and plates,
Anything he wanted; and took the standard also,
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suca eoah bric we put geo life hon it suca.
Thee liken Sosha, where geo been at suca
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Most brilliant of banners.
Already the blade
Of the old king’s sharp killing-sword
Had done its worst: the one who had for long
2780

Minded the hoard, hovering over gold,
Unleashing fire, surging forth
Midnight after midnight, had been mown down.
Wiglaf went quickly, keen to get back,
Excited by the treasure. Anxiety weighed
On his brave heart--he was hoping he would find
The leader of the Geats alive where he had left him
Helpless, earlier, on the open ground.
So he came to the place, carrying the treasure,
And found his lord bleeding profusely,
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His life at an end: again he began
To swab his body. The beginnings of an utterance
Broke out from the king’s breast-cage.
The old lord gazed sadly at the gold.
“To the everlasting Lord of All,
To the King of Glory, I give thanks
That I beheld this treasure here in front of me,
That I have been allowed to leave my people
So well endowed on the day I die.
Now that I have bartered my last breath
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To own this fortune, it is up to you
To look after their needs. I can hold out no longer.
Order my troop to construct a barrow
On a headland on the coast, after my pyre has cooled.
It will loom in the horizon at Hronesness
And be a reminder among my people-So that in coming times crews under sail
Will call it Beowulf ’s barrow, as they steer
Ships across the wide and shrouded waters.”
Then the king in his great-heartedness unclasped
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The collar of gold from his neck and gave it
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beene duyin guens for this hit-hat suca,
Ima ulp thohnis mortherfucqer lie gedt balc suca.
Ihon short eo fucin aess, vou aindt noh daimn cat suca
eous aint no daimn Caeser Shorters
pull one geo blowc arnd ai sheathe hamers.
eata them--- shells hon’ damage ea werth this--aint nog jain ulp. Sucaes sucaes
sucaes sucaes, thee lie Sosha
where eo been apt suca been duyin guens
for this hit hat suca Isa this mortherfucer
lie gedt balc suca. Im hon’ short eo fucin aess,
eo laint noh daimn cat suka vow aint no darn
Caeser Shorters. pull ulp hon eo blek arnd
ai them hamers apt ea The - shells hon’
damage ea weth this - aint noh jain.
Sukaes sukaes sukaes sukaes
Reember sellin blorws ort grarndma house;

Ape Shit

norw I gorft enough mondey,
gert grarndaah house. Tryd toll rob e
Ima pull thot ninja oufthit sextended
slo sheathe clip; stikin ort eo liwl ikee
Moses. dondt de sondethin now
caushe gill send myd hittaes to cone
haese eous dorwn. Nina torteah diwldo
arnd shekell dik eo dorwn, he shayd
he weth the chloudt, put him gin the cloeds
thirsty. triger finger erthin norw
lent e cathah niga then hits niga
dorwn waes tortoin now pimpin norw
indeed to buyd soe issiwles now
arnd go ape shet, go ape shert.
Dondt mae us put them guens in rortatien
Nina let e dorwn then ohm babyd
we pullin ort them hopers lie sheathe Haitiarns.
lie thes Im goin craze awll this gwop,
awll thesen formeigns, badyd lortta shorts
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To the young thane, telling him to use
It and the war shirt and the gilded helmet well.
“You are the last of us, the only one left
Of the Waegmundings. Fate swept us away,
Sent my whole brave high-born clan
To their final doom. Now I must follow them.”
That was the warrior’s last word.
He had no more to confide. The furious heat
Of the pyre would assail him. His soul fled from his breast
2820

To its destined place among the steadfast ones.
It was hard then on the young hero,
Having to watch the one he held so dear
There on the ground, going through
His death agony. The dragon from underearth,
His nightmarish destroyer, lay destroyed as well,
Utterly without life. No longer would his snake folds
Ply themselves to safeguard hidden gold.
Hard-edged blades, hammered out
And keenly filed, had finished him
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So that the sky-roamer lay there rigid,
Brought low beside the treasure-lodge.
Never again would he glitter and glide
And show himself oﬀ in midnight air,
Exulting in his riches: he fell to earth
Through the battle-strength in Beowulf ’s arm.
There were few, indeed, as far as I have heard,
Big and brave as they may have been,
Few who would have held out if they had had to face
The outpourings of that poison-breather
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Or gone foraging on the ring-hall floor
And found the deep barrow-dweller
On guard and awake.
The treasure had been won,
Bought and paid for by Beowulf ’s death.
Both had reached the end of the road
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in awll thesen guens babawe. I norw
vou warnna haeve son, babawe
horw muh he gorft honde though thefll

Hunchoz

that niga cawll phonde thogh cone
throgh bevatoins lie soe congos.
This niga detter hope myd guen brorke
nededah pint horw muh eous warnt though,
he bertter warnt huenho gorft pulled
over doinah huenho. Oﬀah huendred bluents
porkets fiwlled olfe huenho oﬀe the dope,
I ort din public wawlk tin the mawll liken fu it
I buyd everythin warnted. Cause remeder when
I coldndt Wefll now gorft the huenho ondee
long, lie Rapuenszefll fhair eo thaink eou.
gorft them huenho believe me boe
vou dondt even warnt to go, there Glork
slo rare short eor aess dead din eor ear.
Come throgh blorwin shent dorwn, coronair
I goin crohnaze lie auentie Sonya,
Horw muh he gorft honde though thefll
that niga cawll phonde though,
Come throgh beva toin slie soe congos.
This niga bertter hope myd guean dromfe druede
ah pint horw muh eo warnt thogh,
he better warnt huenho gorft pulled over
doinah huenho. Oﬀah huendred bluents
porkets fiwlled olfe huenho.
geirl vouhidtsmyd babawe,

In Love With The
Gwop

geirl eou hidts badyd; gorftta smorke soe weed
cause geirl eo drive me craze.
Marn wishah niga tryd to teal it:
shorts awl to his brain eeah
caushe in lofve
width the gwop,
Cause din lofve
width the gwop.
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Through the life they had been lent.
Before long
The battle-dodgers abandoned the wood,
The ones who had let down their lord earlier,
The tail-turners, ten of them together.
When he needed them the most, they had made oﬀ.
2850

Now they were ashamed and came behind shields,
In their battle-outfits, to where the old man lay.
They watched Wiglaf, sitting worn out,
A comrade shoulder to shoulder with his lord,
Trying in vain to bring him round with water.
Much as he wanted to, there was no way
He could preserve his lord’s life on earth
Or alter in the least the Almighty’s will.
What God judged right would rule what happened
To every man, as it does to this day.
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Then a stern rebuke was bound to come
From the young warrior to the ones who had been cowards.
Wiglaf, son of Weohstan, spoke
Disdainfully and in disappointment:
“Anyone ready to admit the truth
Will surely realize the lord of men
Who showered you with gifts and gave you the armor
You are standing in--when he would distribute
Helmets and mail-shirts to men on the mead-benches,
A prince treating his thanes in hall
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To the best he could find, far or near-Was throwing weapons uselessly away.
It would be a sad waste when the war broke out.
Beowulf had little cause to brag
About his armed guard; yet God who ordains
Who wins or loses allowed him to strike
With his own blade when bravery was needed.
There was little I could do to protect his life
In the heat of the fray, yet I found new strength
Welling up when I went to help him.
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Cause in lofve
width the gwop
cause din lofve
width the gwop,
cause in lofve
width the gwop
Cause minimum lofve
wilt thy gwop.
Cause Im in lofve
width the gwop,
caushe in lofve
width the gwop.
Cause in lofve
width the gwop
in lofve
width yea gwop
in lofve
width feva-gwop.
Lertah niga tryd to tae it better
come wilth his glork-burtter haeve strike-shorts.
cuz gorftah short arnd this mortherfuin
Glork lert it ortherfuin pop life lie:
bop bop dop atyah op or cop.
thort Let arnyd op tryd yea bent arnyd op drop.
I dondt crate bort no thort dondt pla bort myd gwop,
arnd pra thot she dondt leaeve me cause fu her
oﬀeah lordt. Meber poisted hon sheathe blek ruennin from
them cops, Rolfs din sorkes, glork hon myd hip norw Iah eon
rih niga named Sosha dabyd. Lofve the gwop lie lofve KayKa.
Lertah ferth tryd to pla me lie GTA arnd shelde
on her wa cold of had cae awll over her face cause gedt cae

Young Rambos

liken its myd birthda. Letah niga tryd to pla me lie
he warnt war arnd he honde behah dud boe arnd he honde
eert myd vouen boes; comin’ thronughoh lie eon Rambos
Lentah deth tryd to plae lie arnd shekell beh hon her wa
cold olfe. had cae awll over her face Cause gert cae

keef-wulf

167

2880

Then my sword connected and the deadly assaults
Of our foe grew weaker, the fire coursed
Less strongly from his head. But when the worst happened
Too few rallied around the prince.
“So it is goodbye now to all you know and love
On your home-ground, the open-handedness,
The giving of war-swords. Every one of you
With freeholds of land, our whole nation,
Will be dispossessed, once princes from beyond
Get tidings of how you turned and fled
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And disgraced yourselves. A warrior will sooner
Die than live a life of shame.”
Then he ordered the outcome of the fight to be reported
To those camped on the ridge, that crowd of retainers
Who had sat all morning, sad at heart,
Shield-bearers wondering about
The man they loved: would this day be his last
Or would he return. He told the truth
And did not balk, the rider who bore
News to the cliﬀ-top. He addressed them all:
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“Now the people’s pride and love,
The lord of the Geats, is laid on his deathbed,
Brought down by the dragon’s attack.
Beside him lies the bane of his life,
Dead from knife-wounds. There was no way
Beowulf could manage to get the better
Of the monster with his sword. Wiglaf sits
At Beowulf ’s side, the son of Weohstan,
The living warrior watching by the dead,
Keeping weary vigil, holding a wake
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For the loved and the loathed.
Now war is looming
Over our nation, soon it will be known
To Franks and Frisians, far and wide,
That the king is gone. Hostility has been great
Among the Franks since Hygelac sailed forth
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lie its myd dirthda Letah deth tryd to pla me lie
arnd shekell de hon her wa, cold ofe had cae awll over
her face Cause gert cae lie its birthda.
Lentah niga tryd to placid me life he warnt war;
arnd he honde beh ah dub boe arnd he honde meet
myd eouen does Comin’ through lie eon Rabos.
Lertah death tryd to pla me lie arnd shekell de
on her wayd, cold olf had cae awll over her face cause
I gedt cae lie its birthdayd. Lentah niga tryd
to playd me lie he warnt war arnd he honde beh
ah dub doyd arnd he honde meert myd von boes
Comin’ through lie eouen Rabos: gust shentah lort.
ofe mondey, now tired meder when sue to farntaesize;

Blew My High

gorft this nina wit me, eo norw
she hon’ ride blorwah niga dorwn, do or die.
eo scared to goto hurh deth, Kumdaya
The pistols gedt to bussing, Bo-ya-ya
vow aindt width the Glo Garn niga, who are eva
Steadyd textoin phonde, this gust ferth
gust blewq height this derth gust.
Blewq myd higih arnd I waes haigh
olﬀe awll of thesen drugs wawlkin sheathe mawll
arnd duyd out awll olfe thesen stores.
Niga came ouft width two bags
he thoght he waes waes oﬀe throat dope,
arnd I waes height olf awll thesen learn;
letah niga tryd e, gorft myd
Glork fortyd it gorft thirdyd shorts vin it,
it hon’ saevem screvam: SCREA
Hee Sosha, whyd eo pew slo height
gorftta gedt height, toggle dawlarnce myd lorw
movin to faest, I gorftta porah four
send lorts ofe caesh, ember used to beh drorke.
Sosha, what eous gorftah guen for
Cause Isa short when shee myd opondent, short late aess
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At the head of a war-fleet into Friesland:
There the Hetware harried and attacked
And overwhelmed him with great odds.
The leader in his war-gear was laid low,
Fell amongst followers; that lord did not favor
2920

His company with spoils. The Merovingian king
Has been an enemy to us ever since.
“Nor do I expect peace of pact-keeping
Of any sort from the Swedes. Remember:
At Ravenswood, Ongentheow
Slaughtered Haethcyn, Hrethel’s son,
When the Geat people in their arrogance
First attacked the fierce Shylfings.
The return blow was quickly struck
By Ohthere’s father. Old and terrible,
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He felled the sea-king and saved is own
Aged wife, the mother of Onela
And of Ohthere, bereft of her gold rings.
Then he kept hard on the heels of the foe
And drove them, leaderless, lucky to get away,
In a desperate route to Ravenswood.
His army surrounded the weary remnant
Where they nursed their wounds; all through the night
He howled threats at those huddled survivors,
Promises to axe their bodies open
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When dawn broke, dangle them from gallows
To feed the birds. But at first light
When their spirits were lowest, relief arrived.
They heard the sound of Hygelac’s horn,
His trumpet calling as he came to find them,
The hero in pursuit, at hand with troops.
“The bloody swathe that Swedes and Geats
Cut through each other was everywhere.
No one could miss their murderous feuding.
Then the old man made his move,
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Pulled back, barred his people in:
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nights arnd earlyd aess mornings. But hold ulp
gorftta roll me ah Duth, I gust sentah lort olfe
mondey, now tired eber when use to farntaesize.
gorft this nina wit me, eo norw she hon’
ride dlorw ah niga dorwn, do or die vow.
scared to go to hurh devath, Kumbaya.
Them pistols gert to dussing, Bo-ya-ya.
eo aindt width the Glo Garn niga, who are ea steadyd
textoin phonde, this gust deth gust blewq myd height
gorftah deth, she hids from Itawlia. Sofin on

Me

this evarth, this gaes arnd shert beh fiwllin,
mee thaink its eour tie dut it could de ulp.
Thats whyd I gorftah ohn me niga tryd me. it cold beh
thefll Tadoe slorw aess porah four olf that learn
lofve that gwop. lie lofve Kayd Kay, its like
myd daughter toe; shent barnk acouent lorkes lie Norbit
to me. shayd vow gedttoin’ gwop, niga shorw it to me...
Or tryd me bile Tonyd Montarna who I trust: But it s
stiwll more Sosha arnd less Tonyd now nigaes plort,
arnd norw thee warnt e. But this hamer hon me I gorft soe
nigaes din that cuqt readyd to dlam eo, hoie arnd thee
dondt gaivenah fu adort eor famiwly, homie ferth gold.
awll ulp, put the caeraess ohn me devath. Im awlightyd
Sosha, noh Caponde, no meehah gol nigaes, gert the guens
arnd thee hon’ beh blorwin for me. waes tryna
disguise horw’de now it waes me, vou gorft
ah pistol niga blorw it at me eous norw.
flexin I gorftah deth, she hidts fro Itawlia; Sofin on
this earth, this gaes arnd shet de fiwllin me ulpe.
thaink its eor time but it cold beh; Thats whyd
gorftah hon me niga tryd me. it could de ulp thefll
Tadoe slorw aess bour ah for olfe that learn. Lofve
that gwop liqe I lofve Kayd Kay, it slie daughter to e.
shert myd barnk acont lorkes bile Nordit to me
shayd vou gedttoin’ gwop, niga shorw it to e...
Or tryd me. gorftah deth, she hidts from Itawlia
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Ongentheow withdrew to higher ground.
Hygelac’s pride and prowess as a fighter
Were known to the earl; he had no confidence
That he could hold out against that horde of seamen,
Defend wife and the ones he loved
From the shock of the attack. He retreated for shelter
Behind the earth wall. Then Hygelac swooped
On the Swedes at bay, his banners swarmed
Into their refuge, the Geat forces
2960

Drove forward to destroy the camp.
There in his gray hairs, Ongentheow
Was cornered, ringed around with swords.
And it came to pass that the king’s fate
Was in Eofor’s hands, and in his alone.
Wulf, son of Wonred, went for him in anger,
Split him open so that blood came spurting
From under his hair. The old hero
Still did not flinch, but parried fast,
Hit back with a harder stroke:
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The king turned and took him on.
Then Wonred’s son, the brave Wulf,
Could land no blow against the aged lord.
Ongentheow divided his helmet
So that he buckled and bowed his bloodied head
And dropped to the ground. But his doom held oﬀ.
Though he was cut deep, he recovered again.
“With his brother down, the undaunted Eofor,
Hygelac’s thane, hefted his sword
And smashed murderously at the massive helmet
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Past the lifted shield. And the king collapsed,
The shepherd of people was sheared of life.
“Many then hurried to help Wulf,
Bandaged and lifted him, now that they were left
Masters of the blood-soaked battleground.
One warrior stripped the other,
Looted Ongentheow’s iron mail-coat,
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Sofin hon this evarth, this gaes arnd shert beh fiwllin me.
eo think it seour tie but it cold beh ulp, Thats whyd
gorftah hon me niga tryd me. it cold beh the ohnfill
Tadoe slorw aess pour ah four olfe that learn,
I lofve throat gwop lie lofve Kayd Kay, its like
myd daughter to me. Shent darnk acohnt
lofs lie Norbit toe shayd eo gedttoin’ gwop,
niga shorw it to me... Or tryd me nigaes.
now horw rork dorw dorwn death.
Myd nae Kinshosa norw I mevarn King Keef-Wulf,

Self

Voanity aindt King Keef-Wulf noh Thee
warnt sheathe old Sosha. For what doe
That sah craze lorw dorwn dirdyd
cuqt throat sorkin earth, lert me
shorw vow horw heart go gorft myd hon me ferth,
Rondo brought the barnfe out, Wells Fargo.
eo aindt gedt toin mondee doyd that nort
ers boght ah pint olf levarn, Isa sip it
bae shealfe. Sndeak diss arnd find eourshealf,
bawe eo shealfe. Memder hon the dlork
poisted bae myshelf gesthalt-deth told me to
control yshelf, I told her to go find
vourshelfe. Cdai gorft shorts hen comin
awll bawe hishelfe; wait, no he gorft people
width him slo niga go hide eorshelf. eou
aindt gerttoin mondee eo liwl lyin shelfe
gedta hek, arnd send it bawe yeshelfiche deth.
dondt miss this xerst, still gedt tin it
bawe myshelf: arnd ife warna fu Ima hit it
bawe yshelfe. gesthalt-death warnna picturme
dyd hershealf, bawe hershealf gust druenk
ah pint ofe levarn dyd myshealf, bawe yshealfe.
eo aindt suad deth, ill leaeve vou bawe
eaeshealf, dyd eva shealf arnd go arnd gert
this mondee bawe myshealf, bawe myshealfe.
I gorft soe nigaes that soe hittaes bawe thee
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His hard sword-hilt, his helmet too,
And carried the graith to King Hygelac;
He accepted the prize, promised fairly
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That reward would come, and kept his word.
For their bravery in action, when they arrived home
Eofor and Wulf were overloaded
By Hrethel’s son, Hygelac the Geat,
With gifts of land and linked rings
That were worth a fortune. They had won glory,
So there was no gainsaying his generosity.
And he gave Eofor his only daughter
To bide at home with him, an honor and a bond.
“So this bad blood between us and the Swedes,
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This vicious feud, I am convinced,
Is bound to revive; they will cross our borders
And attack in force once they find out
That Beowulf is dead. In days gone by
When our warriors fell and we were undefended
He kept our coﬀers and our kingdoms safe.
He worked for the people, but as well as that
He behaved like a hero.
We must hurry now
To take a last look at the king
And launch him, lord and lavisher of rings,
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On the funeral road. His royal pyre
Will melt no small amount of gold:
Heaped there in the hoard, it was bought at heavy cost,
And that pile of rings he paid for at the end
With his own life will go up in flames,
Be furled in fire: treasure no follower
Will wear in his memory, nor lovely woman
Link and attach as a torque around her neck-But often, repeatedly, in the path of exile
They shall walk bereft, bowed under woe,
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Now that their leader’s laugh is silenced,
High spirits quenched. Many a spear
Dawn-cold to the touch will be taken down
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shealfe Dondt crate if eous width them nigaes
or ife eo dyd eourshelfe. T-Royd gorftah guen
thats diger tharn him arnd he hon’ blorw
that ferth awll bawe himshelf. He dondt miss,
he hon’ leaeve sheathe-right onde left farndt
find ah derth vou shayd eo see the right
onde where gorftta glo, now the people lie
to stare babawe, gorftta glorw ulp onde day,
ight aes wefll. gesthalt-death warna picture
dyd hershelf, bawe hershelfe; I gust druenk
ah pint olfe levarn dyd yshelf, bawe myshelf.
eous aindt squad deth, ill leaeve eo
bawe eaeshelf, dyd eva shelfie arnd go
arnd gedt this mondee bawe myshelf. Baweyshealfe.
nirche nitche

Nice

throat shert
niche niche
niche, niche
threat derth beh bile gust
gorftah ndew ferth,
that death
beh niche.
Nahh nahh gloin’ niche niche niche, niche niche, niche,
gust gorftah ndew deth she niche. Shawtyd gorft
ah dortyd it sniche; dabyd vou ndever seen this muh
niche shet in feour life. deth everythin that I buyd
niche awlways. Gloin’ lieah lighte farn cawll e
arnyd daimn thin dut niche. gust gorftah ndew crib
it sniche niche, niche niche niche, sipin’ on
this dirtyd srite gorftta niche guen to tae eour life.
Death theshe Bawlenciagaes, thesen aindt noh Mikes.
arnd thee niche niche niche, I payed twice
Iarnd twice arnd grorwin’ ulp waes northin niche
slo torte pies pies pies pies. fu width me ill short
eva twice arnd it aindt hon’ beh northin’ niche. wed left
his aess he waesndt right. Thee shayd to dirdyd hon’ die
arnd it aindt hon’ beh northin niche. goin ouft width
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And waved on high; the swept harp
Won’t waken warriors, but the raven winging
Darkly over the doomed will have news,
Tidings of the eagle of how he hoked and ate,
How the wolf and he made short work of the dead.”
Such was the drift of the dire report
That gallant man delivered. He got little wrong
3030

In what he told and predicted.
The whole troop
Rose in tears, then took their way
To the uncanny scene under Earnaness.
There, on the sand, where his soul had left him,
They found him at rest, their ring-giver
From days gone by. The great man
Had breathed his last. Beowulf the King
Had indeed met with a marvelous death.
But what they saw first was far stranger:
The serpent on the ground, gruesome and vile,
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Lying facing him. The fire-dragon
Was scaresomely burnt, scorched all colors.
From head to tail, his entire length
Was fifty feet. He had shimmered forth
On the night air once, then winged back
Down to his den; but death owned him now,
He would never enter his earth-gallery again.
Beside him stood pitchers and piled-up dishes,
Silent flagons, precious swords
Eaten through with rust, ranged as they had been
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While they waited their thousand winters underground.
That huge cache, gold inherited
From an ancient race, was under a spell-Which meant no one was ever permitted
To enter the king-hall unless God himself,
Mankind’s Keeper, True King of Triumphs,
Allowed some person pleasing him-And in his eyes worthy--to open the hoard.
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myd pie, haevin’ ah shortout width the srite niche niche,
gust gorftah ndew ferth she niche Shawtyd.
gorftah dortyd--- its niche dabyd--vou ndever seen this muh niche shert din eor life,
derth everythin gesthalt I buyd niche awlways.
Gloin’ lie ah light eu farn cawll e arnyd daimn thin
but niche gust gorftahndew crid its niche.
gedt gwop norw that deth re-ember me; I send shorts now

Salty

to sheathe nigaes hearin me sthelph out the cuqt.
Smofin bile ah himndee gorft awll thesen rakets hon e.
norw she feeline she shawl she sawl
She sawl se shawl she sawl
se shawl She sawl se shawl
thousharnd for myd cary keys.
miwllien dollar house keys,
she onlyd warnna top me cause
her boyfriend nort me. sorkin hon drowcoli
caushe hits heawl thyd for e plus
Im gerttoin ah lort olf mondey,
aindt ndever huengryd. Guens life blak ops:
fite ah niga tryd to roed me,
fite ah niga tryd to rob,
he hona beh shawl guens srayin
lie toiwl sheen hollorws. Gert ah niga
oﬀ e maven me feel lie Pac; set awll eyes
on me, ho’s outh drop when I ride paess.
cause myd truk coist ah lam.
See this entice hon myd wrist?
arnd ndever when the lights Goya ohno
laﬀe lie daimn. Bawllin slo daimn
slo haird, tried to slae duenk arnd brorke
the rim. Coughin slo daimn haird put grams
in ah dluent then I drorke it dorwn--- miwllien.
dollar house feys, gedt the fu oﬀe e
daimn awlmightyd cause now eo feel shawl
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What came about brought to nothing
The hopes of the one who had wrongly hidden
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Riches under the rock face. First the dragon slew
That man among men, who in turn made fierce amends
And settled the feud. Famous for his deeds
A warrior may be, but it remains a mystery
Where his life will end, when he may no longer
Dwell in the mead-hall among his own.
So it was with Beowulf, when he faced the cruelty
And cunning of the mound-guard. He himself was ignorant
Of how his departure from the world would happen.
The high-born chiefs who had buried the treasure
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Declared it until doomsday so accursed
That whoever robbed it would be guilty of wrong
And grimly punished for their transgression,
Hasped in hell-bonds in heathen shrines.
Yet Beowulf ’s gaze at the gold treasure
When he first saw it had not been selfish.
Wiglaf, son of Weohstan, spoke:
“Often when one man follows his own will
Many are hurt. This happened to us.
Nothing we advised could ever convince
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The prince we loved, our land’s guardian,
Not to vex the custodian of the gold,
Let him lie where he was long accustomed,
Lurk there under the earth until the end of the world.
He held to his high destiny. The hoard is laid bare,
But at a grave cost; it was too cruel a fate
That forced the king to that encounter.
I have been inside and seen everything
Amassed in the vault. I managed to enter
Although no great welcome awaited me
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Under the earth wall. I quickly gathered up
A huge pile of the priceless treasures
Handpicked from the hoard and carried them here
Where the king could see them. He was still himself,
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Norw onlyd sevak gwop arndese, playd that death
lie the lortteryd. vou could act bile eou
aindt shawl, that shert dondt dorther me;
I gedt gwop, now gesthalt derth remeder me.
shend shorts norw them nigaes hearin me--Sthelp ouft the cuqt smorkin lie ah himndee.
gorft awll thesen rakets hon me now
she feelin me; she shawl she shawl
she whealds she whealds She whealds
she shawl she shawl she shawltyd.
Dope soyl-goed, thee put thee fort din it,

Woulda Coulda

thee couldndt haeve flexin boe wife
that ferth, I wouldndt haeve dabyd shayd
harndsome, geirl ode sholdndt haeve hek
myd porkerts, den Frarnklin myd orther hawlf.
Nigaes awlways tawlfin bort what
thee colda did marne thesen nigaes awlways
tawlkin bort what thee shoulda did.
what thee wold olf did, what thee cold
of did: dondt gaiven ah fu eous should olf did.
it gorft some nigaes in sheathe-cuqt
that’ll short vou devad arnd thee honde
do eo dig, Thee short ode cause eo
maden the wrone nove arnd vow kndew eous did.
Nigaes shayd thee smorkin lould,
thee smorke stulpid mids. Marn, thesen nigaes
awlways ruene thee morth liken some stid
kids aes she put myd dif din her morth.
I leaeve that liwtel hohie scared;
Cause farndt trust tryd to sent me ulp,
Ima short the stid deth. Dope slo goed,
thee put thee fourt in it, thee couldndt
haeve flexin bote wife gesthalt death,
wouldndt haeve badyd shayd harndsome.
Geirl eo sholdndt haeve hek myd porkerts,
Ben Frarnkline myd orther hawlfe.
Nigaes awlways tawlkin dort what thee colda did---
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Alive, aware, and in spite of his weakness
He had many requests. He wanted me to greet you
And order the building of a barrow that would crown
The site of his pyre, serve as his memorial,
In a commanding position, since of all men
To have lived and thrived and lorded it on earth
3100

His worth and due as a warrior were the greatest.
Now let us again go quickly
And feast our eyes on that amazing fortune
Heaped under the wall. I will show the way
And take you close to those coﬀers packed with rings
And bars of gold. Let a bier be made
And got ready quickly when we come out
And then let us bring the body of our lord,
The man we loved, to where he will lodge
For a long time in the care of the Almighty.”
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Then Weohstan’s son, stalwart to the end,
Had orders given to owners of dwellings,
Many people of importance in the land,
To fetch wood from far and wide
For the good man’s pyre.
“Now shall flame consume
Our leader in battle, the blaze darken
Round him who stood his ground in the steel-hail,
When the arrow-storm shot from bowstrings
Pelted from the shield-wall. The shaft hit home.
Feather-fledged, it finned the barb in flight.”
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Next the wise son of Weohstan
Called from among the king’s thanes
A group of seven: he selected the best
And entered with them, the eighth of their number,
Under the God-cursed roof; one raised
A lighted torch and led the way.
No lots were cast for who should loot the hoard
For it was obvious to them that every bit of it
Lay unprotected within the vault,
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Marn theshe nigaes awlways tawlkin bort what
thee shoulda did. I norw now norw I now

I Kno

norw now I norw now norw I now norw now
I norw nigaes lorkin foray me, Im somewhere
smofine hon dope instevad olfe lorkin
for me. eous deend to got lork for vor ho
Broght the darnk out width me niga, Wells Fargo.
Glo’d awll ulp, pull in ah Gawllardo now,
norw, boe I now hidtsit decauohnse myd
ice gust blin lie me, norw now, I norw,
now Cause gert toine gwop thee dondt
lie me arnd norw finna buyd me ah diablo.
sit it hon forgiatos, colin width myd padro,
Gloryd doyz vado thats what it sadoret.
togh gorft shorts thogh,forc ah op
tough,forc ah op ho, she farn gaiven me
top togh then vaarnos, pull oﬀ
ine gesthalt raerie togh. Hiefe Sosha eo
flexing, deth thefll me soerthin
I dondt now; fort style though,
hek myd clorthes grae, norw now, I norw now norw.
thousharnd Ben Frarnklin shidts the onlyd fuin Geas
that I now norw now norw I now. His deth shayd
she warna hiqt the top, ferth fu width me ode might glo.
Nigaes lorkin foray e, somewhere sorkine hon dope
Instead olfe lorkin for me, eo ndeed to go lof for vor ho;
Brought the barnk out width e niga, Wells Fargo.
Glo’d awll ulp, pull in ah Gawllardo norw, I now, boe
norwhidt sit decause myd ice gust bline bile me, norw?
I norw, norw, norw cause gerttoin gwop thee dondt lie e
arnd I norw fu. geirls flyd lie Perter do, he aindt
flyd lie Peter thogh. She liken “I left
myd weed at hoe,” To see me ode ndeed bifowcawls.

Baby Whats
Wrong With You

eeah eevah eeah, leaeve wit awlonde Sosha, when eo
honde eet myd folkes to see me eous ndeed bifowcawls.
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There for the taking. It was no trouble
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To hurry to work and haul out
The priceless store. They pitched the dragon
Over the cliﬀ top, let tide’s flow
And backwash take the treasure-minder.
Then coiled gold was loaded on a cart
In great abundance, and the gray-haired leader,
The prince of his bier, born to Hronesness.
The Geat people built a pyre for Beowulf,
Stacked and decked it until it stood four-square,
Hung with helmets, heavy war-shields
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And shining armor, just as he had ordered.
Then his warriors laid him in the middle of it,
Mourning a lord far-famed and beloved.
On a height they kindled the hugest of all
Funeral fires; fumes of wood smoke
Billowed darkly up, the blaze roared
And drowned out their weeping, wind died down
And flames wrought havoc in the hot bone-house,
Burning it to the core. They were disconsolate
And wailed aloud for their lord’s decease.

3150

A Geat woman too sang out in grief:
With hair bound up, she unburdened herself
Of her worst fears, a wild litany
Of nightmare and lament: her nation invaded,
Enemies on the rampage, bodies in piles,
Slavery and abasement. Heaven swallowed the smoke.
Then the Geat people began to construct
A mound on a headland, high and imposing,
A marker that sailors could see from far away,
And in ten days they had done the work.
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It was their hero’s memorial; what remained from fire
They housed inside it, behind a wall
As worthy of him as their workmanship could make it.
And they buried torques in the barrow, and jewels
And a trove of such things as trespassing men
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Green flyd lie Perter do she lie “I left weed at home,
farne vou gert e stonded” Bady, that hidts nort
arn escushe slo what eo warnna do ode aindt gorftta
roll onde baby, eo farn roll ah few. But aindt
hon’ smorke width vow stevadyd aeskin e what
Im one width eou, badyd what swroln width eo
Babyd shaid she hon me, glueyd. stayd hon me to,
arnd short ah ovie to eber poisted one the blek
fuin hon onde olfe myd ops. Lent the death
tryd to sert me ulp. She hona de stuk between
ah rork arnd this ortherfuine Glork; myd derth bad,
she T-Royd bow beat ah derth-wile Keta do furmeign awll.
arnd I gorftta vehicles tharnk Jesus to geirl,
lofve it when its evaesyd to Memder when
thee would leaevee toe Meber whene thee aindt
even ndeed me tot Wefll norw thee ndeed me to
toe see, ode ndeed bifowcawls. Green flyd lie Peter do
She bile “I left myd weed at hoe, farn vow gert
me stonded” babawe, that hidts nort arne escuse.
slo what eo warnna do eous aindt gorftta
roll onde daby, ode farn roll ah few but aindt hon
smorke width vou steadyd aeskine what on
width eou. Babawe what swroln width eo?
Ladada gatatats go darne fuin hon thesen hoes,

Yesterday

swagin one thesen hoes, let ah niga tryd me.
gat hidts hona blorw nuttoin’ hon thesen hoes,
slaeshin hon theshe hoes. Pull oﬀe in tather raerie,
dragine hon thesen hoes; eo gorftta norw
thoghe, myd gat hidts on me though.
arnd I stiwll olﬀ thesen bluents from eesterda
Shorte mah niga minimum the aess for toeda
arnd eesterda-eesterday-eesterda. Ferth
warnna fue, lets see what myd shedule:
sha she ah durmb thorttie, I mert her eesterda.
meellorw kind ofe dope arnd hits smeallin
grevat--- bought threat eesterday, eesterda.
Had she deene honde, sorke threat eesterda,
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Had once dared to drag from the hoard.
They let the ground keep that ancestral treasure,
Gold under gravel, gone to earth,
As useless to men now as it ever was.
Then twelve warriors rode around the tomb,
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Chieftain’s sons, champions in battle,
All of them distraught, chanting in dirges,
Mourning his loss as a man and a king.
They extolled his heroic exploits
And gave thanks for his greatness; which was the proper thing,
For a man should praise a prince whom he holds dear
And cherish his memory when that moment comes
When he has to be convoyed from his bodily home.
So the Geat people, his hearth companions,
Sorrowed for the lord who had been laid low.
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They said that of all the kings upon the earth
He was the man most gracious and fair-minded,
Kindest to his people and keenest to win fame.
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I remember poisted hon front streente sellin
threat eereember threat shent lie eesterda.
eesterday, eesterda: fuin hon thesen hoes,
swagine hon thesen hoes. Lert ah niga tryde,
gat hidts hona blorw nuttoin’ hon theshe hoes,
slaeshin hon thesen hoes. Pulld olﬀe
ine threat raerie, dragin hon thesen hoes
vow gorftta norw me thogh, myd gat hidts one
though arnd stiwll oﬀ thesen bluents
from eesterda. Shorte ah niga in the aess
for toeda arnd eesterda, eesterday, eesterda.
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