
Beoƿulfens So̜ᵹuðum 

Þe Beoƿulf’s Tale 

yn lede, comer her ond sit meᵹen, 

ond schal let meᵹ tell ðe att tale, þis 

tale is við about heleðen, som att 
ƿise, ᵹeleafaden⸗ƿoll einn, som ƿæs ƿoll⸗knoƿn 

fyrir hens adventures, oᵹso ᵹreater ƿæs þe 

beasts ȝetæl som ðerrer fiŋeren ond toeren áll 
ofer. Þis hens talum: ‘‘Við older times, hƿænne 

Miðᵹarðr ƿæs youŋ, ond við á far⸗aƿay lands af 

‘‘Denmark’’, á þe vær far Norðe, hƿænne ƿhite 
fiertly dominates ond heat niederlaᵹered by 

cold, hƿænne þe treen are just broƿn, blyleʃ 

sticks comer ut afþer ᵹrounden ƿiþ fler 
leaves… Þere ƿæs such som en ledesked kiŋ 

ond hens nammes ƿæs: ‘‘Heroþᵹár Ƿullfʃon, 

sondr á Ƿullf Þrýarni’’. Silver ƿæs hens beard 
tiȝteniŋ í just littleninn ᵹold riŋ ond att rubien 

stuck í its middlen. Ƿæs Heroþᵹár en ᵹreat, 
ᵹlamorous, att kiŋen ꝥæt kneƿ ond ƿon so much 

fiȝts till tellen,  croƿnned ƿiþ bloody siȝes, sits 

ƿæll herr í hens Middle⸗Aᵹeren bloomed 
kiŋdom ꝥæt ƿidenned fram ‘‘Berᵹen’’ ꝥæt við 

þe norð till ‘‘Mainland’’; som í ‘‘Shetland’’ í 

þe norðƿestur; till ‘‘Hammonia’’ ꝥæt í souþ; till 
‘‘Malmo̹’’ som í ‘‘Ᵹotland’’; ꝥæt við þe east; 

Hens kiŋdoms hearþ ƿæs í ‘‘Korsør’’ ꝥæt í þe 

island af ‘‘Sjælland’’. Korsør is ƿoll 
sheldenned, it is umbed í att ⸗ sevon talls red 

liniŋ ⸗blocks ƿall. Þese ƿere ieþe timenum, 

hƿænne áll lede ond ƿolede ƿere við þeir 
busineʃ, þe Outer⸗Ƿorld ƿæs  just att far 

ƿhensper, ond rarely ƿæs it, ꝥæt att har riȝt 

stillred þe leden mind, but, þis har áll   ƿended; 
Hƿænne att har shadoƿ  come fram deep ond far 

till Heroþᵹárs droƿsy land, att shadoƿ ꝥæt came 

í vortale till beᵹhern its loot; Att darker more 
ꝥan dark, att blacker more ꝥan blackneʃ, 

nammed: ‘‘Ᵹrendel’’. Ꝥæt ƿæs att sinister ond 

en yfelƿillende ond att ᵹruesome beast came 

straiȝt fram þe deepen af þe deepestum af 

‘‘Helheim’’; þe ƿerlden af deaþ ond af þose ƿho 

died ƿiþ no honor; or í sickneʃ; or í  en old elde. 
So came ‘‘Beoƿulf Þe Ᵹreat’’; fram þe harren, 

came, fram oþer islands; ꝥæt hens adventures 

ꝥær made hens namme ƿoll ⸗knoƿn í áll af 
‘‘Norðlland’’, ‘‘Þe Norðern Lands’’; þose 

islands nammen ƿillar not saᵹwen her; her 

paʃed som many som ⸗ƿoll poʃible miles í hens 
ƿoll⸗made ƿooden craft, “Œᵹirsþrymjarný”, 

“Þe Ponds Þunder”; her paʃed þrouȝ many 

stillrmiŋ ƿaves; ƿater surᵹes; ꝥæt splashed 
hard, þrouȝ forᵹotten Monsters fram deepen, 

ƿho ƿanted till droƿn him doƿn, but dident 

ƿollᵹain, sið⸗þæm our Beoƿulf is ᵹreaten, ond 
noawihꝥiŋ ƿill niederlaᵹ him before hens time, 

ond ꝥæt time, ƿæs still loŋ loŋ aƿay, far í þe 

utiedly  afterhood, ꝥæt no man can ƿatch yet. 
Her paʃed þrouȝ rains ond storms, her paʃed 

þrouȝ freeʒiŋ cold, ond freeʒiŋ ƿind. Ond ðen, 

áfar áll, her came till þe vorlade, rocky ⸗ ᵹrey 
shore af Denmark, or á its old namme, ꝥæt ƿæs 

used þere   í þe elde time:  ‘‘Danmörk’’. Came 

by att blare ꝥæt heard ƿoll hæfde fram far, 
ƿhose blare aknoƿs ꝥæt att frecennes her lies, it 

ƿæs att horn blare, till Heroþᵹárs hall uppon þe 

hill: ‘‘Heorot’’, ‘‘Þe stoolled Hall’’.Till ansƿer 
ᵹiven á þe friȝt ꝥæt Ᵹrendel fleonned hæfde ond 

casted við Heroþᵹárs poor kiŋdoms poor lede. 

Ðen held Beoƿulf í hens briȝt silver sƿords 
hæft, ‘‘Blóðsljónarr’’, ‘‘Bloods Briȝtneʃ’’, ond 

riȝt við step by steps ƿent har till hens ƿæy till 
þe  hunt áfar þe damn beast, ꝥæt  við her head, 

ƿæs offered att sore   ᵹenerous ond nys price  ⸗ 

att sack full af elded ᵹold ‘‘Koronas’’, ‘‘elder 
Norðllandicenn coiner’’. Froʒen berƿes; 

ᵹreenery hills; deep dales;, narroƿ ond openned 

fíourds; ond ƿæll⸗planted fields her paʃeden 

hæfde í hens unstoppiŋ oht áfar þe beasten. Ond 

ᵹeleŋainly, Beoƿulf ƿæs shoutiŋ: ‘‘Þaŋað sem 

ertu þú, feiknstafir Ᵹrendel?!,,. ‘‘Hƿær are you, 

cursed Ᵹrendel?!,,. But no ansƿer har comen 

hæfde, but af att harsh tilesind af Ᵹrendel, sƿiŋs 

folloƿiŋ fyrir vær loŋ milenum. Days ond niȝts 
hat paʃed som feƿ oþers, stars are shiniŋ fram 

above,  paʃiŋ like att life time af funks. Drops  

af sƿeat har dribbled við tillp af hens bodiȝ, 
hens muscler  shrieked af pain. Ond ðen áfar so 

many suns ond moons, her came  ƿearied ond 

tired ⸗ vær much, till en ⸗ unknoƿn district, att 
cold ond fœrletnned, lack af awihꝥiŋs, ꝥæt no 

so much ledes  feet stepped before har.,,  “Hér 

af⸗,,, ‘‘Her,,, stillpped Édollanður hens yarn, 
“Kúnnan vír vita einn ᵹildr⸗vel ritaðureyᵹjanstr 

af mál líðat kuminn um laŋen den Beoƿulfs 

eltar æfter á Ᵹrendel, sháfar hyᵹᵹiandi einn 
huᵹðarír,,, ‘‘ƿe can see att fine  ⸗ ƿritiŋ beƿrite 

af time paʃes þrouȝ Beoƿulfs hunt áfar þe 
Ᵹrendel, hƿæt en fantasy, ‘‘Stars are shiniŋ fram 

above,  paʃiŋ like att life time af funks.,, þis 

beƿrite ƿæs næfre noted í ƿharvæl ƿritiŋcraft 
before,,. ‘‘Nú, fleyᵹja við!,,, “Noƿ, let is stir 

forƿærd!,,, tiðered Édollanður till him⸗self. 

‘‘Beoƿulf flashed þe omᵹive around himself, 
áll ƿæs froʒen, Ᵹrendel ƿæs unfounded, but 

hens aƿful fetidneʃ ƿæs still carried við lift, her 

could folloƿ it, som her did many times before, 
hƿænne her ƿæs youŋ, hƿænne hȝollen fyrst 

called him. Á once her  þurhƿunianned till hens 

ƿay, somawihꝥiŋ har stuŋ him but, við hens 
heel. Beoƿulf felt doƿn till froʒen ᵹreenery  ⸗ 

ᵹray ᵹraʃ, kƿealled af pains, hens heel ƿæs  

itchiŋ ond burniŋ, her har lost hens  mind. Att 
sour smell har stiped till hens nose, hens  bodiȝ 

har ƿrenched fram it, sickneʃ har held í him,  

ond her openned⸗up hens eyes, þey hæfde 
fluttered   fyrir att oþer, contillrtiŋ fyrir fler 

oþers, hƿænne her har openned þem, áll ƿæs 

dark, stars hat shined við þe niȝts darkneʃ, 

fallers hat liȝted þe skies fyrir oþers ond fliȝted 

aƿay till oþer heofons, ⸗aƿay fram ledes hand, 

noawihꝥiŋ ƿæs att seen ⸗ ᵹeseƿenblic till him, 
but þe smell, ꝥæt sour smell, her þraƿanned 

hens ᵹaʒe ond saƿ ꝥæt it comes fram hens heel, 

áll skin around it ƿæs deeptedred við  dark, red 
við da, pus ƿæs rosiniŋ fram att little dot, þe 

stiŋiŋ point, ‘‘Hvat ᵹeiᵹa minn ᵹesviðir, á 

Oðins stórr?!,, ‘‘Hƿæt stuŋ me hæfde, í Oðins 
ᵹreatneʃ?!,, þouȝt Beoƿulf till him⸗self, ‘‘ꝥæt 

cannot be, leʃ Ᵹrendels yfelƿills,,. Her stood up, 

alðouȝ þe hard pains ꝥæt aŋribed him, craƿliŋ 
fram hens fit, uppon till hens bodiȝs mind, ond  

her har ȝedon fyrst steps ꝥæt beᵹun till en auðr 

hoppe, ðen, till en auðr runniŋ oᵹso, runniŋ, 
ond ðen, finally, att vær fast runniŋ. Her started 

till paʃ att ᵹreat dead ond verlored field; ꝥæt 

hæfde streched one hundred Æels till each 
ƿind, some ⸗hoƿ, ꝥæt field ƿæs knoƿn till 

Beoƿulf, but þe understandiŋ af ƿhy 

wiþfaranned fram him hæfde, som⸗ƿoll, 
sodenly, att fear aŋribed Beoƿulf hæfde, att true 

fear, en old and elðerry fear fram hens heart, 

perhaps leaded by att hiȝer awihꝥiŋ fram Lede. 
Att fear ꝥæt ordered him í    not paʃ þis field í 

any way som⸗ƿoll  happenned, hens fear ƿæs 

riȝt, ꝥæt field, ꝥæt í far days aƿay fram noƿ, ƿill 
be called ‘‘Víᵹríðr’’, ‘‘Þe Risiŋ ᵹefeoht’’, í our 

maol. Þere í áfar so many ƿinters till tellen, ond 

áfar þe folloƿed ‘‘Fimbulvinter’’, þe ‘‘Næfre  ⸗ 
Endiŋ Ƿinter’’. Ðen ƿillar comenum ‘‘Surtr’’, 

‘‘Þe Black Ᵹiant’’; fram Souþ, till þe openned 
aƿfold ond ‘‘Raᵹnaro̹k’’, ‘‘Tƿiliȝts af Ᵹods’’, 

ƿill beᵹin. Lede ond heleðent som⸗ƿoll Beoƿulf 

ƿillar ƿant paʃen aƿfoldum, ꝥæt our Raᵹnaro̹k, 
ledes ond þe eiȝt left Ƿorlds  ‘‘Raᵹnaro̹k’’ ƿill 

happen. Som⸗ƿoll, Beoƿulf þraƿanned back 

ond reþraƿanned þree ond forty miles back 

souþ ond ðen þraƿanned till þe east í meaniŋ till 

abspire Ᵹrendel, á niȝter    tƿiliȝten, hƿænne att 

soft sliȝtly reddish liȝt sloƿly sloƿly ƿæs risiŋ í 

forƿard hens onlete. Her saƿ att couple af old 

neᵹlected houses ᵹaþered ætᵹædere, liȝted by 

alikely feƿ flares. Ond ꝥæt villaᵹe nammed: 
‘‘Fíourdernmiðlihlaᵹ’’. Its meaniŋ is: ‘‘Þe 

Villaᵹe ꝥæt Lays Betƿeen Fíourds’’, sið⸗þæm 

ꝥæt villaᵹe ƿæs set betƿeen tƿo fíourds. 
Beoƿulf stepped till þe fyrst house, ond við its 

hiȝest understated beam þere ƿæs inhærented 

att rusty shield ond við it ƿritten: 
‘‘Leiᵹerúmer’’, ‘‘Rooms Fyrir Niȝt’’. Beoƿulf 

pushed doƿn þe handle ond infaranned þe 

room, þere ƿæs þere att ᵹrey bearded ƿiȝt, hens 
onlete tired, ƿaitiŋ fyrir þe un⸗forƿerpenned 

end, Beoƿulf ƿæs í stand till see hens life 

dolᵹsƿæþs við hens ploƿed ƿrinkles onlete, 
Beoƿulf came till att  tripod ꝥæt ƿæs þere ond 

þraƿanned till þe old man ꝥæt sat þere ond 
demanded: ‘‘Aðeinsrúmer fyrir að nótt!,,, ‘‘Att 

siŋle room fyrir en niȝt!’’, ðen, ansƿered back 

þe old: ‘‘ᵹildr⸗vel, tƿeir Penniŋrír, ᵹjo̜rðu svo 
vel, annarren hurð úr veᵹr vinstri,,. ‘’Vær⸗ƿoll, 

tƿo coins, please, þe oþer door fram þe left,,. Þe 

old ᵹave Beoƿulf att rusty  ᵹreasey key, 
Som⸗ƿoll , Beoƿulf, ƿent till hens room, þe 

floor creaked hƿil her stepped að en þe room 

ꝥæt ƿæs dark ond rushoveriŋly sultry, þere ƿere 
tƿo pilloƿs ƿhose ƿere full af Stearn feaþers, 

ond att ƿhite Sheep ⸗ ƿool fairneʃ leʃ hƿitel, 

Beoƿulf biþecchenned  him⸗self ƿiþ þe hƿitel 
ond  soon fell  ⸗ asleep, to fast till þinken.Við 

niȝt, Beoƿulf hæfde hens fyrst neƿ kind af att 

dream, att niȝtmare, her ƿæs dreamiŋ ꝥæt 
‘‘Jo̜rmuŋandr’’, þe ᵹreat ormmen af 

‘‘Miðᵹarð’’, ‘‘Þe Ledes Ƿorld’’, þraƿans till 

him ond tells him: ‘‘Velkoma Beoƿulf, sondr á 
Ecᵹþeoƿ.,, ‘‘Ƿelcome Beoƿulf, son af 

Ecᵹþeoƿ.,, Ond openned hens mouþ, Beoƿulf 

could see þousands af þousands af broken 

teeþes before þe ormmen fretanned him. 

Beoƿulf sodenly ƿoke, it ƿæs att not typical 

morniŋ till þe rade, sun seemed till ᵹlimmer í 
en oraŋe briȝt more ꝥan ᵹeƿanely, ond þere ƿere 

no clouds á skies ond í horizon, seems till bleʃ 

todays, hƿænne þe liȝt ƿæs to shiny ond þe sun 
ƿæs almost forƿard hens onlete, Beoƿulf, 

finally ᵹot ut af þe bed, but á once daʒled fram 

þe liȝt, her yelled: ‘‘Ách! Feiknstafiren  
ro̹ðull!,,. ‘‘Ach! Þe damneted sun!,,. Her stirred 

hens head á í stand fyrir till miþe þe blindiŋ 

pain, afterƿards, Beoƿulf ᵹave þe key back ond 
left þe inn, ond ƿent till hens ƿay. ‘‘Over hƿær 

could her  ᵹo? Þouȝt Beoƿulf till him ⸗self, hƿil 

paʃiŋ att auður ᵹrey bœrᵹs bœrᵹerlijttid. Till 
‘‘Jo̹tunheimr’’? Till ‘‘Múspellsheimr’’? 

‘‘Niflheim’’?,,. Beoƿulf tried till remember í 

Heroþᵹars um færelds speech, á Korsørs 
heaþor, þe honored kiŋ spoke ƿoll; about þe till 

happen, hoƿ Beoƿulf ƿill defeat þe cursed 

Ᵹrendel, som⸗ƿoll við, but, hoƿ did her portray 
Ᵹrendel? ‘‘ Sem í Jo̜tun? Neinn, neinn, 

ómo̜ᵹuleᵹurr ask, hvort hann var eins Jo̜tun, eᵹ 

ᵹetað skál sinn hanns fars, kannski sem á 
Íʃho̜t ⸗,,. ‘‘Som att ᵹiant? No, no… cannot be, if 

her ƿæs att ᵹiant, I could see hens ƿakes, 

mayhap som en Ice⸗ᵹia ⸗,, ond ðen her 
remembered hæfde, við þe speech, þe kiŋ said 

hæfde: ‘‘Flasóresfélaᵹis… Efstrn meiri þan 

tƿeir vólkr…,,. ‘‘Att dandruffen bodiȝ… hiȝer 
more þan tƿo lede…,,. ‘‘Já!,, ‘‘Yes!,,,, ‘‘Noƿ, 

noƿ Iᵹ kunƿ over hƿær! Till Norðen! Till 
Niflheimen!,,  ‘‘Som⸗ƿoll har ƿendenned till 

hens ƿay, one af Norðeslede haillest man. Ans 

so myn excellency, þis is hoƿ our ledesked 
Beoƿulf kunƿ hens ƿay till oht áfar þe 

Ᵹrendelen. Tomorᵹen, þe en som oᵹ⸗ƿoll is 

aƿaitted fram ðe við our Stóra Dolᵹa, 

Einherjars læstan Hildarþinᵹ; Ond læstaneinn 

ᵹefeoht fyrir Miðᵹarðr; one ond læstan ᵹefeoht   

ond læstaneinn ᵹefeoht fyrir í Yᵹᵹdrasillen.,,  
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