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Hweet, wé Gar-Dena in gear-dagum,

Peod-cyninga prym gefrinon,
hi 0a aepelingas ellen fremedon!
Oft Scyld Scéfing sceapena préatum,

s monegum ma&gpum meodo-setla oftéah,
egsode eorl[as], syOdan drest weard
féa-sceaft funden; he pees frofre gebad —
weéox under wolcnum, weord-myndum pah,
00 peet him @&ghwylc para ymb-sittendra

10 ofer hron-rade hyran scolde,

gomban gyldan: peet wees god cyning!

Listen!
We have heard of the glory in bygone days
of the folk-kings of the spear-Danes,
how those noble lords did lofty deeds.
Often Scyld Scefing seized the mead-benches
s from many tribes, troops of enemies,
struck fear into earls. Though he first was
found a waif, he awaited solace for that —
he grew under heaven and prospered in honor
until every one of the encircling nations
10  over the whale’s-riding had to obey him,
grant him tribute. That was a good king!

Nees hit lengra fyrst,

135 ac ymb ane niht eft gefremede
moro-beala mare, ond no mearn fore,
feehde ond fyrene; wees t6 feest on pam.
ba wees ead-fynde pé him elles hwaer
geramlicor reaeste [sohte],

140 bed eefter burum, da him gebéacnod wees,

gesaegd sodlice sweotolan tacne
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heal-0egnes hete; héold hyne sydpan

fyr ond feestor sé pam feonde eetwand.
Swa rixode ond wid rihte wan,

ana wid eallum, 00 peet idel stod

hiisa sélest. Waes séo hwil micel:

twelf wintra tid torn gepolode

wine Scyld[ing]a, weéana gehwelcne,

sidra sorga; fordam [secgum] wearo,

ylda bearnum, undyrne cto,

gyddum gedmore, peette Grendel wan

hwile wid Hropgar, hete-nidas weeg,

fyrene ond feehde fela misséra,

singale saece; sibbe ne wolde

wid manna hwone meaegenes Deniga,

feorh-bealo feorran, fea pingian,

né par nénig witena weénan porfte

beorhtre bote  to ban[an] folmum;

(ac se) &gleeca ehtende wees,

deorc deap-scua, dugupe ond geogope,

seomade ond syrede; sin-nihte héold

mistige moras; men ne cunnon,

hwyder hel-rinan hwyrftum scripad.

It was no long wait,
but the very next night he committed
a greater murder, mourned not at all
for his feuds and sins — he was too fixed in them.
Then it was easy to find a thane
who sought his rest elsewhere, farther away,
a bed in the outbuildings, when they pointed out —
truly announced with clear tokens —
that hall-thane’s hate; he who escaped the fiend
held himself afterwards farther away and safer.
So he ruled, and strove against right,
one against all, until empty stood
the best of houses. And so it was for a great while —
for twelve long winters the lord of the Scyldings
suffered his grief, every sort of woe,
great sorrow, when to the sons of men
it became known, and carried abroad
in sad tales, that Grendel strove
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long with Hrothgar, bore his hatred,

sins and feuds, for many seasons,

perpetual conflict; he wanted no peace

with any man of the Danish army,

nor ceased his deadly hatred, nor settled with money,
nor did any of the counselors need to expect
bright compensation from the killer’s hands,

for the great ravager relentlessly stalked,

a dark death-shadow, lurked and struck

old and young alike, in perpetual night

held the misty moors. Men do not know
whither such whispering demons wander about.
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—Translated from the Old English by Roy M. Liuzza
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