] Prose

Beowulf is a long, alliterative poem, written in Old English around the ninth
century. The author is probably an Anglo-Saxon monk who wrote down the
story that had been circulating orally for centuries; he inserted some Christian
elements. Beowulf is an example of a traditional epic: a long poem with serious
subject matter, told in a formal style, which narrates the actions of a heroic
character in whose hands lie the fate of a tribe, a nation or humanity.

Beowulf

After these words the man of the Weather-Geats turned away boldly, would wait for no answer: the surging water took the
warrior. Then was it a part of a day before he might see the bottom’s floor. Straightway that which had held the flood’s tract a
hundred halfiyears, ravenous for prey, grim and greedy, saw that some man from above was exploring the dwelling of monsters.
Then she groped toward him, took the warrior in her awful grip. Yet not the more for that did she hurt his hale body within:
his ring-armor shielded him about on the outside so that she could not pierce the war-dress, the linked body-mail, with hateful
fingers. Then as she came to the bottom the sea-wolf bore the ring-prince to her house so that - no matter how brave he was -
he might not wield weapons; but many monsters attacked him in the water, many a sea-beast tore at his mail-shirt with
wartusks, strange creatures afflicted him. Then the earl saw that he was in some hostile hall where no water harmed him

at all, and the flood’s onrush might not touch him because of the hall-roof. He saw firelight, a clear blaze shine bright.

Then the good man saw the accursed dweller in the deep, the mighty mere-woman. He gave a great thrust to his sword — his
hand did not withhold the stroke - so that the etched blade sang at her head a fierce war-song. Then the stranger found that
the battle-lightning would not bite, harm her life, but the edge failed the prince in his need: many a hand-battle had it endured
before, often sheared helmet, war-coat of man fated to die: this was the first time for the rare treasure that its glory had failed.

But still he was resolute, not slow of his courage, mindful of fame, the kinsman of Hygelac. Then, angry warrior, he threw
away the sword, wavy-patterned, bound with ornaments, so that it lay on the ground, hard and steel-edged: he trusted in his
strength, his mighty hand-grip. So ought a man to do when he thinks to get long-lasting praise in battle: he cares not for his
life. Then he seized by the hair Grendel’s mother - the man of the War-Geats did not shrink from the fight. Battle-hardened,
now swollen with rage, he pulled his deadly foe so that she fell to the floor. Quickly in her turn she repaid him his gift with her
0! grim claws and clutched at him: then weary-hearted, the strongest of warriors, of foot-soldiers, stumbled so that he fell. Then
Il she sat upon the hall-guest and drew her knife, broad and bright-edged. She would avenge her child, her only son. The woven
il breast-armor lay on his shoulder: that protected his life, withstood entry of point or of edge. Then the son of Ecgtheow would
§ have fared amiss under the wide ground, the champion of the Geats, if the battle-shirt had not brought help, the hard warnet -
I and holy God brought about victory in war; the wise Lord, Ruler of the Heavens, decided it with right, easily, when Beowulf had
stood up again.

Then he saw among the armor a victory-blessed blade, an old sword made by the giants, strong of its edges, glory of
warriors: it was the best of weapons, except that it was larger than any other man might bear to warsport, good and adorned,

I the work of giants. He seized the linked hilt, he who fought for the Scyldings, savage and slaughter-bent, drew the
il patternedblade; desperate of life, he struck angrily so that it bit her hard on the neck, broke the bone-rings. The blade went
| through all the doomed body. She fell to the floor, the sword was sweating, the man rejoiced in his work.
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