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Beowulf spake in spite of his hurt, 
his mortal wound; full well he knew 
his portion now was past and gone 
of earthly bliss, and all had fled 
of his file of days, and death was near: 
"I would fain bestow on son of mine 
this gear of war, were given me now 
that any heir should after me come 
of my proper blood. This people I ruled 
fifty winters. No folk-king was there, 
none at all, of the neighboring clans 
who war would wage me with 'warriors'-friends' 
and threat me with horrors. At home I bided 
what fate might come, and I cared for mine own; 
feuds I sought not, nor falsely swore 
ever on oath. For all these things, 
though fatally wounded, fain am I! 
From the Ruler-of-Man no wrath shall seize me, 
when life from my frame must flee away, 
for killing of kinsmen! Now quickly go 
and gaze on that hoard 'neath the hoary rock, 
Wiglaf loved, now the worm lies low, 
sleeps, heart-sore, of his spoil bereaved. 
And fare in haste. I would fain behold 
the gorgeous heirlooms, golden store, 
have joy in the jewels and gems, lay down 
softlier for sight of this splendid hoard 
my life and the lordship I long have held." 
 
          I have heard that swiftly the son of Wexstan  
at wish and word of his wounded king,— 
war-sick warrior,—woven mail-coat, 
battle-sark, bore 'neath the barrow's roof. 
Then the clansman keen, of conquest proud, 
passing the seat, saw store of jewels 
and glistening gold the ground along; 
by the wall were marvels, and many a vessel 
in the den of the dragon, the dawn-flier old: 
unburnished bowls of bygone men 
reft of richness; rusty helms 
of the olden age; and arm-rings many 
wondrously woven.—Such wealth of gold, 
booty from barrow, can burden with pride 
each human wight: let him hide it who will!— 
His glance too fell on a gold-wove banner 
high o'er the hoard, of handiwork noblest, 
brilliantly broidered; so bright its gleam, 
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all the earth-floor he easily saw 
and viewed all these vessels. No vestige now 
was seen of the serpent: the sword had ta'en him. 
Then, I heard, the hill of its hoard was reft, 
old work of giants, by one alone; 
he burdened his bosom with beakers and plate 
at his own good will, and the ensign took, 
brightest of beacons.—The blade of his lord 
—its edge was iron—had injured deep 
one that guarded the golden hoard 
many a year and its murder-fire 
spread hot round the barrow in horror-billows 
at midnight hour, till it met its doom. 
Hasted the herald, the hoard so spurred him 
his track to retrace; he was troubled by doubt, 
high-souled hero, if haply he'd find 
alive, where he left him, the lord of Weders, 
weakening fast by the wall of the cave. 
So he carried the load. His lord and king 
he found all bleeding, famous chief 
at the lapse of life. The liegeman again 
plashed him with water, till point of word 
broke through the breast-hoard. Beowulf spake, 
sage and sad, as he stared at the gold.— 
"For the gold and treasure, to God my thanks, 
to the Wielder-of-Wonders, with words I say, 
for what I behold, to Heaven's Lord, 
for the grace that I give such gifts to my folk 
or ever the day of my death be run! 
Now I've bartered here for booty of treasure 
the last of my life, so look ye well 
to the needs of my land! No longer I tarry. 
A barrow bid ye the battle-fanned raise 
for my ashes. 'Twill shine by the shore of the flood, 
to folk of mine memorial fair 
on Hrones Headland high uplifted, 
that ocean-wanderers oft may hail 
Beowulf's Barrow, as back from far 
they drive their keels o'er the darkling wave." 
From his neck he unclasped the collar of gold, 
valorous king, to his vassal gave it 
with bright-gold helmet, breastplate, and ring, 
to the youthful thane: bade him use them in joy. 
"Thou art end and remnant of all our race 
the Waegmunding name. For Wyrd hath swept them, 
all my line, to the land of doom, 
earls in their glory: I after them go." 
This word was the last which the wise old man 
harbored in heart ere hot death-waves 
of balefire he chose. From his bosom fled 
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his soul to seek the saints' reward. . . . 
 
          Then fashioned for him the folk of Geats 
firm on the earth a funeral-pile, 
and hung it with helmets and harness of war 
and breastplates bright, as the boon he asked; 
and they laid amid it the mighty chieftain, 
heroes mourning their master dear. 
Then on the hill that hugest of balefires 
the warriors wakened. Wood-smoke rose 
black over blaze, and blent was the roar 
of flame with weeping (the wind was still), 
till the fire had broken the frame of bones, 
hot at the heart. In heavy mood 
their misery moaned they, their master's death. 
Wailing her woe, the widow old, 
her hair upbound, for Beowulf's death 
sung in her sorrow, and said full oft 
she dreaded the doleful days to come, 
deaths enow, and doom of battle, 
and shame.—The smoke by the sky was devoured. 
The folk of the Weders fashioned there 
on the headland a barrow broad and high, 
by ocean-farers far descried: 
in ten days' time their toil had raised it, 
the battle-brave's beacon. Round brands of the pyre 
a wall they built, the worthiest ever 
that wit could prompt in their wisest men. 
They placed in the barrow that precious booty, 
the rounds and the rings they had reft erewhile, 
hardy heroes, from hoard in cave,— 
trusting the ground with treasure of earls, 
gold in the earth, where ever it lies 
useless to men as of yore it was. 
Then about that barrow the battle-keen rode, 
atheling-born, a band of twelve, 
lament to make, to mourn their king, 
chant their dirge, and their chieftain honor. 
They praised his earlship, his acts of prowess 
worthily witnessed: and well it is 
that men their master-friend mightily laud, 
heartily love, when hence he goes 
from life in the body forlorn away. 
Thus made their mourning the men of Geatland, 
for their hero's passing his hearth-companions: 
quoth that of all the kings of earth, 
of men he was mildest and most beloved, 
to his kin the kindest, keenest for praise. 

 


