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ALL but one of the thirteen selections in this vocal
anthology are lyrics. This single exception, nine-
ty-one lines from a long poetic version of the
Biblical Genesis, is however handled by the Anglo-
Saxon poet as a kind of lyric drama. More impor-
tant, the lines are both beautiful and powerful:

Mr. Raffel and I first decided to include the pas-
sage and only then discovered this plausible justifi-
cation.

The wide range of Old English lyric -- except for
the most exalted religious songs of the

Cynewulfian school -- is represented in this

baker's dozen. There is the simple but moving
thanksgiving for creation by the swineherd Caedmon,
There is the ever briefer and simpler meditation
attributed to Bede and first sung sometime before
his death in AD 735,

Between these opening and closing songs there are
the tones of many other voices. In '"The Husband's
Message' there is the strong voice of the lover

who has endured exile and overcome it. In the
strange ""Wulf and Eadwacer'' one seems to hear --
even through the mysterious vagueness of the get-
ting -~ the authentic sound of anguished love. '""The
Ruin, " itself now a monumental ruin in the manu-
script, sounds the note of awe and romantic reverie
over the past.

The "Riddles' recorded here range from the blus-
tering but beautiful ""Storm," through the somewhat
unctuous ""Wine' on through the happy teasing of the
"Jay'" to that most graceful of lyric puzzles called
here "Moon and Sun.'

One final voice -- strange to our times -- com-
pletes this chorus. The three-line fragment from
the '""Charm for Bewitched Land" is both a prayer
and a piece of magic. It is also a lyric cry from
the deepest source of such cries -- from the heart
that would create by the fiat of its well-shaped
lyrics the world it desires.

ok ok Kk K %

Caedmon's "Hymn' may be the oldest English poem
we possess, for the Venerable Bede tells, in his
History of the English Church, that Caedmon mirac-
ulously began his career as a poet with this very
poem. This must have been before AD 680. The
"Riddles,' ""The Husband's Message,' ""Wulf and
Eadwacer,' and ""The Ruin' are all contained in "'a
great English book'' donated to the library of Exeter
cathedral sometime before the year 1072, though they
were probably sung and copied down some years be-
fore that date. The delightfully illustrated manu-
script containing ""Abraham and Isaac' also dates
from the eleventh century, but again the poems it
contains appear to be several centuries older.

* ok Kk Kk Kk X

The nameless Anglo-Saxon poets represented here,
as well as Caedmon and Bede, were neither heathen

nor unsophisticated. Bede was the greatest Euro-
pean scholar of his time, though Caedmon, the
swineherd who was illiterate at least at the begin-
ning of his career, seems to have been the greater
poet. It was possible all through the Anglo-Saxon
age -- that is, from about the middle of the fifth
century AD until the end of the eleventh -- to be a
poet, even a great one, without being able to write
or read. It was possible because the poet trained
himself from listening to other poets to use a vocab-
ulary which was made up of phrases and words which
were exactly shaped to fit the needs of his rhythm
and alliteration. He could use these '"formulas"
mechanically or he could employ them -- as the poets
in this anthology do most of the time -- as skilfully
and as subtly as any literate poet can do with his
vocabulary. This traditional poet, or "singer,"
made his poems as he stood or sat before an audience
in the hall of the nobleman or king, or in the re-
fectories of the great monastic estates. The singer
belonged to a long line of singers -- each generation
training the next -- who had carried their art in their
heads when they had left their homes in the north of
Europe and, in the fifth century AD, sailed westward
to the island of Britain.

For the modern reader no more convincing proof of
the sophistication of this art and these artists can

be found than Mr. Raffel's translations. This con-
temporary poet, steeped in the work of such moderns
as Hopkins, Eliot, Pound and Yeats, has discovered
that only the accurate language and honest rhythms
created by these men fit the thousand-year-old lyrics
of their predecessors.

Mr. Raffel's Poems from the Old English (University
of Nebraska Press, 1960) contains many of the
translations read in this anthology. All of the trans-
lations recorded here will soon appear in a revised
and augmented edition of this volume to be published
in 1964.

* ok % Kk % %

The texts of the Old English poems printed below
differ somewhat in spelling and occasionally in
wording from the texts published in the most com-
prehensive and scholarly modern edition, that
edited by G. P. Krapp and E. V. K. Dobbie (Co-
lumbia University Press, 6 volumes, 1931-1953).
The main reason for these minor differences is
the need for consistency. I have tried to use the
same dialect throughout -- so far as scholars
have been able to reconstruct and I to maintain it
-- the dialect of King Alfred of Wessex who lived
during the last half of the ninth century. The
specific details of the spelling (and hence of the
pronunciation) of the Old English poems are bor-
rowed from the work of Professor Francis P.
Magoun, Jr., of Harvard University. The rhythm
of these readings is my own modification of the
scansion first worked out by Professor John C.
Pope of Yale University.
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To Professors Magoun and Pope in particular, and
to the vast host of Anglo-Saxon scholars in general,
the Old English part of this anthology owes every-
thing but the errors that must inevitably have crept
into it. To Mr. Bruce H. Nicoll and the University
of Nebraska Press thanks are due for generous
permission to reprint, and to print for the first
time, poems from the present and, the projected edi-
tions of Mr. Raffel's Poems from the Old English.
To Mr. GBran Dahlin, Head of External Relations for
Radio Sweden, and to the expert assistance of the
station's technical staff, great Brown University.

Robert P. Creed



I: CAEDMON'S HYMN

NG wé sculon herian Heofon-riles Weard,
Meotodes meahte and His méd-zebpanc,
weorce Wuldor-Feder, swd Hé wundra zehw=zsa,
#&e Dryhten, &r onstealde.
Hé &rest scSp lelda besrnum
Heofon to hréfe, h#liz Scieppend;
b€ middan-zeard mann-cynnes Weard,
#8e Dryhten =fter téode --

firum foldan Fréa eall-mihtiz!

I1: RIDDLE EIGHT: JAY

I¢ purh mlp sprece manigum reordum,
wrenéum singe, wrixle zeneahhe
héafod-wéde, hlde c{erme,
healde mfine wfsan, hléodre ne mfde,
eald #fen-scop, eorlum bringe
blisse on burgum, panne 1é& blgendre
stefne styrme; stille on wicum
sittap hnfzende. Seze hwet 1é hatte,
be ewd sclernicge scéawend-wisan
hldde onhyrie, hsledum bodie

will-cumena fela w&de nf{nre.

(A1l the translations here reproduced are Copyright © 1960 by
University of Nebraska Press.)

¥ CAEDMON'S HYMN

Now sing the glory of God, the King
Of Heaven, our Father's power and iHis perfect
Labor, the world's conception, worked
In miracles as eternity's Lord made
The beginning. First the heavens were formed as a roof
For men, and then the holy Creator,
Eternal Lord and protector of souls,
Shaped our earth, prepared our home,

The almighty Master, our Prince, our God.

II. RIDULE EIGHT: A JAY'S SPRING SONG

My mouth talks with a thousand tongues;
I sing with an easy art, often
Altering my volce as it rings the loud
Clamor of my song. AS an old poet
Of the evening I tune my sliding music
Where, in their towns, men take pleasure
In the sound, sitting quietly, sinking
Along my words. tYho can I be,
Aping a singingz buffoon with a shining,
Brassy voice that bDellows happiness,

The welcome sound of my strident cry ?

the



III: RIDDLE ONE: STORM

Hwelé 18 hzleda bes horsc and b=s hyze-crzftigz

pet b=t msze asecgan, hwé meé on slb wrasce,

bonne 1€ astize strang, stundum r&de,

brymmful punie, brégum wrazce
fére geond foldan, folc-salu barne,

reéed réafize? Riedas stigaD,

haswlz ofer hr§fum. Hlemm blp on eordan,

wel-cwealm wera, ponne 1€ wudu hrére,

bearwas bl#&d-hwete, béamas flelle,
holme ze-hr®@fed, héahum meshtum

wrecen on wédde, wide sended;

hzbbe meé on hrycge bzt #r hddas wréh

fold-blendra, flazsc and g#stas,
samod on sunde. Seze hwéd meé beéce,

oppe hii 1é hétte, pe bd hlsst bere.

Iv: THa dUSBAND'S MESSAGE

NG 1& onsundran [, secgan wille
ymb plessum tréo-cynne [&r 1é tldre awdox;
in meé ealdor sceal ellor landes
setten gearu-stafas, sealte stréeames
e Full oft 1é on bétes
hrycge helele hémas zeabhte

pér meé man-dryhten min onsende

fepr v.fah w-fu: eom .5 LEr cumen

1

RIDDLE ONE: STORM ON LAND

How many men are so knowing, so wise,
That their tongues can tell YWho drives me into exile,
Swells me brave and strong and fierce,
Sends me roaring across the earth,

Wild and cruel, burning men's homes,
Wrecking their palaces ? Smoke leaps up,
Grey like a wolf, and all the world
Crackles with the sounds of pain and death.
“hen I shake forests, uproot peaceful
Groves, clouds cover me; exalted

Powers hurl me far and wide.

what once protected the world, sheltered
Men, I bear on my back, bodies

And souls whirled in the mist. V‘here

Am I swallowed down, and what is my name ?

Iv: THE HUSBAND'S MESSAGE
(Spoken by the staff on which the message has been ir cribed. The MS is
torn; this text is partly based on reconstructions. T1..e Runes of lines
49-50 may mean, in slightly expancded form, either "Follow the sun's path
across the ocean, and ours will be joy and the happliness and prosperity

of the bright day," or "Follow the sun's path across the sea to find
joy with the man who is waiting for you.")

A tree grew me; I was green, and wood.
That came first. I was cut and sent
Away from my home, holding wily
Words, carried out on the ocean,
5= Riding a bLoat's back., I crossed
Stormy seas, seeking the thresholds
Where my master's message was meant to travel

And be known. And now the knotted planks




on &8ol-bele, &and ni cunnan scealt Of a ship have brought me here, and you

hd bl ymb méd-lufan mines fréan 10 10- Shall read my lord's heart and hear
on hyze hycge. 1I& zehdtan dearr His soul's thought. I promise a glowing
b=t bl pér tir-fmste tréowe findest. Faith shall be what you find. Read.

Hwat, beé bonne biddan hét ge pilsne béem agréf
See: this wood has come to make you
b2t b eine-hroden self zemunde
Remember the hands that carved it, to take you
on zewitlocan word-b&otunga, 15
15- Back to the love and the pledges you shared,
be zit on #r-dagum oft zesprécon,
You two, in that buried time when you both
benden 31t méston on meodu-burgum
Could walk unharmed across this testive
eard weardian, 4#n-land bdgan,
Town, the land yours, and you
friond-scipe fremman. Hine f#hpu adrif
Each other's. Your people fought, and the feud
of plze-péode; hét ni selfa pé 20
20=- Brought him exile. Now he asks you
lustum léran, bat bl lagu drdéfde,
To listen for the sad cuckoo calling
sippan bl zehferde on hl{8es Sran
In the grove: when its song has reached the edge
galan ze morne 3zéac on bearve.
Of the woods, he wants you to come to him over
Ne lat bl beé sipban sfles zetwdfan,
The waves, letting nothing lead you
1éfe zelettan 1lifiendne mann. 25
25= Aside and no man living stop you.
Onzinn mere sdfan, méwes &el,
Go down to the sea, the gull's home,
onsite s&-nacan, bst b sGp hlonan
And come to a ship that can carry you south,
ofer mere-l14de mannan findest,

bér se béoden is bin on wénum.

Away, out on the water to where

Your husband and lord longs for your coming.
Ne m»z hlim weorolde willa zelimpan 30
30= Nothing the world can send him, he says
mfra on zemyndum, bme-pe hé mé smzde,
Through me, could bring him more delight
pbanne inec zeunne ealwealdend God
Than for Almighty God to grant him you,
b=t zit stsamne slbban mStan
And for you and he together to bless
secgun and zesfdum sinc brytnilan
His soldiers and friends with treasure, with hammered
nazlede béagas; hé zendg hafab 35
35= Bracelets and rings. For though his home
fattan goldes féoh-zestréona
Is with strangers, he lives in a lovely land
b=t hé mid el-péode &3el healde,

fmzere foldan and him fela béowiap,
holdra hzleda, béah-bpe hér mfn wine

And is rich: shining gold surrounds him.
And though my master was driven from here,

Rushing madly down to his ship
nfede zeb#ded, nacan Gt aprang, 40
40~ And onto the sea, alone, only
and on §da zeond &na ecolde
Alive because he fled, and glad




faran on flot-we, forp-sfdes zeorn,

mengan mere-stréamae. N se mann hafap

wéan oferwunnen; nis him wilna géd,

ne méara ne m&dma ne meodu-dréama, 45
#nizes ofer eordan eorl zestréona,

béodnes dohtor, zief hé& pin beneah

ofer eald zebfot incer twhza.

3e8yre 1& mteamne sizel, réd zeador

éar, wynn and dsz #3a benexnaxn, 50
b2t hé p& wére and pé wine-tréowe

be him 1ifiendum 1&stan wolde,

he 3it on &#r-dagum oft zespriécon.

V: RIDDLE 11: WING

Hral is min hasu-fég, hyrete beorhte,
réade and scire, on réafe m{num.
1€ dysize dwelle and dole hwette
unrédsf{8as, 63rum stfere
nyttre fére. I& bses ni-wiht wit
bet hfe swé zem#dde, méde bestolene,
d#de zedwolene, dferap mine
wann wi{san zehwam. W& him bms pSawes,
sibban héah bringap horda dferest,

3lef hfe unr#des &r ne zeswicab.

VI: THE RUIN

Wréttl1é is bes weall-stén, wyrde zebrécon;
vurg-gtede burston, brosnap enta zeweorc.

Hréfas sind zehrorene, hréorize torras,

To escape, yet now he is served and followed,
Loved and obeyed by many. He has beaten
Misery: there's nothing more he wants,

L5- Oh prince's daughter, no precious gems,
No stallions, no mead-hall pleasure, no treasure
On earth, but you, you to enjoy
In spite of the ancient oath that parted you.
And I fit together an S and an R,

50= And E, an A, a W and D,

In an oath to prove that your pledge is sacred
To him, and his faith as steady as his heart.
As long as life shall be in him, he'll long

To fulfill the vows and the love you shared.

RIDDLE ELEVEN: WINE

I wear grey, woven over
With bright and gleaming gems. I bring
The stupid to folly's paths, fool
The ignorant with sin, urge all useless
Roads and ruin the rest. I can't
Explain their madness, for I push them to error
And pick their brains, yet they praise me more
For each seduction. Their dullness will be sorrow,
When they lead their souls on high, unless

They learn to walk wisely, and without my help.

VI: THE RUIN

(Ancient Roman wreckage, perhaps Bath. Lines 12-19a and 42b-49 are
fragmentary; the MS was partly destroyed by fire.)

Fate has smashed these wonderful walls,
This broken city, has crumbled the work

Of giants. The roofs are gutted, the towers




hrung-zeat berofen, hrim on lime, Fallen, the gates ripped off, frost

sceaerde sciir-beorge scorene, zedrorene, 5 5= In the mortar, everything moulded, gaping,
ieldu underetene. Eorp-grép hafabp Collapsed. The earth has clutched at rulers
wealdend wyrhtan forworene, zelorene, And builders, a hundred generations rotting
heard-gripe hriisan, op hund cnéo In its rigid hands. These red-stained stones,
wer-L8oda zewiton. Oft bas wég zebld Streaked with grey, stood while governors
r@3-hér and réad-fég rfée after S3rum, 10 10~ And kingdoms dissolved into dust, and storms
ofstanden under stormum; stéap zéap zedréas. Crashed over them; they were broad and high, and they fell.
ol ik e B O R T TR T s Hae o
o h e 518152 9 5.8 e 8 o s 1 3 [ IS b 8 9 i i w1
grimme zegrunden . . . 19- eessssesssesess Strong-hearted men hung

“ s e 15 20- The walls together with beaten wire.

) It was a shining city, filled with bath-houses,
wAeiky 14m-rindum béag With towering gables, with the shouts of soldders,
méd médizra myne swiftne zebrazd With dozens of rousing drinking-halls,

hwet-r#d in hringas, hyze-réf zeband Until Fate's strength was swung against 1t.
weall-walan wirum wundrum tozadere. 20 25- The riches dried away, pestilence

Beorht wé#ron burg-refed, burn-sele manize, Came, the crowds of soldiers were dead;

héah horn-zestréon, here-swhz mifel Their forts and camps crumbled to the ground,
medu-heall maniz mann-dréama full, And the city, with all 1ts idols and temples,
op-pxt pmt onwende wyrd sfo swile. Decayed to these ruins, its buildings rotted,
Crungon walu wide, cémon wél-degas, 25 30- Its red-stoned arches splitting brick

swylt eall fornam secg-réfra wera; From brick. And the ruined site sank

wurdon hira w{z-steall wdsten stadolas, Po 5 Danp 5f ConlLal Bldiets MEars Shts

brosnade burg-steall. Bétend crungon Cheerful, strutting warriors flocked,

herzas to hriisan. For-pon pas hofu dréoriziap, Golden arior gleaming, glday

and pes téafor-zéapa tigelum scédep 30 35- With wine; here was wealth, silver,

hrGet-béagen hréf. Hryre wang gecrang Gems, cattle, land, in the crowning

gebrocen to beorgum, par 666 beorn maniz City of a far=flung kingdom. There were buildings

gl#d-méd and gold-beorht glioma zefratwod, Of stone, where gleaming currents threw up

wlanc and win-gdl w{z-hyrstum scén; Burelug best) & Anllsaniiendsd

seah on sinc, on slolfur, on searu-gzlamas, 35 40~ That brightness, with the baths inside at the glowing

on éad, on £ht, on eorcan-stén, Heart. Life was easy and lush.




~n bds beorhtan burg brédan ries.
Sté&n-hofu stddon, stréam héte wearp

widan wielme; weall eall beféng

beorhtan bSeme, paér péd badu waéron, 40
hdt on hredere. DIat was hjde-11§.

Léton banne zéotan . . .

ofer hérne stén héte stréamas

un .« . .

ob-bat hring-mere héte stréamas 45

p&r péd badu waron.
Panne 1g . . .
b=t 1s cyne-118 bing,

hiise . . . burg . . .

VII: RIDDLE 32: A SHIP

Is bes middan-zeard missenliéum
wisum zewlitigod, wrattum zefratwod.
8f8um sel1{é 1é seah searu hweorfan,
grindan wip gréote, zlellende faran.

Nefde selliéu wint sfene ne folme,

eaxle ne earmas; sceal on dnum fdt
searu-8éap swifan, swi{de féran,
faran ofer feldas. Hzafde fela ribba;
mip was on middan. Man-cynne nytt,
ferep fédor-welan, folc-scipe dréogeb,
wist in wizep, and werum zleldep

gafol zéera zehwam bazs-be guman bricabp,
rie and héane. Reéfe, zlef pd cunne,

wis, worda gléaw, hwet sfo wiht sfe.

They'd make the warm streams pour over
0ld grey stones

cesssssesssse until

L5~ The rounded pools grew hot ...vececencences
tessssatessssesansas Rt s nsEnaanruse

48« sansssni saRERasE s sIs sineen ssvee B Ningly thng,

49~ A hOouS® .eesreessacovsccesnsnsrncse @ CLEY tvvvconean:

RILVDLE THIRTY-TWO: A SHIP

Our world is lovely in different ways,
Hung with beauty and works of hands.
I saw a strange machine,made
For motion, slide against the sand,
Shrieking as it went. It walked swiftly
On its only foot, this odd=shaped monster,
Travelled in an open country without
Seeing, without arms, or hands,
With many ribs, and its mouth in its middle.
Its work is useful, and welcome, for it loads
Its belly with food, and brings abundance
To men, to poor and to rich, paying
Its tribute year after year. Solve

This riddle, if you can, anc¢ unravel its name.



VIII: WULF AND EADWACER

Léodum 1s minum swelée him man léc zlefe;
willap hie hine apecgan, zlef hé on préat cymep.

Ungelié is Gs.

Wulf is on feze, 1& on éperre.

Fest 1a pat fez-land, fenne bi-worpen.
Sindon wal-réowe weras par on fege;
willap hfe hine apecgen, zief hé on préat cymep.

Ungelfée is Gs.

Wulfes 1€ mines wid-l4stum wdnum dogode;
panne hit wae rezniz weder and 1é réotizu sast,
banne meé se beadu-cdfa bogum belezde,
was mfn wynn to pan, wes mé hwmdere Sac 1lép.

Wulf, min Wulf, wéna mé pine
sdoce zedydon, bine eeld-cymas,
murnende méd, nealles mete-léaste.

3ehferest b, Ead-wacer? Uncerne eargne hwelp
birep wulf to wuda.

Pat man éale toslitep bpmtte néfre zesamnod was,

uncer zledd zeador.

IX: RIDDLE 29: MOON AND SUN

I& wiht zeseah wundorl{ée
ornum betwéonum hi(da lédan,
lyft-fat léohtlfé, 1listum zezlerwed,
hide to p#m hdm of p&m here-side;
wealde hire on p&re byriz bir atimbran,

searwum asettan, zief hit swd meahte.

VIII. WULF AND EADWACER

(Wulfmthe exiled lover; Eadwacer=the captor husband.)

My people may have been given a warning:

Will they receive him, if he comes with force 7

It is different for us.

Wulf is on an island, I on another.
An island of forts, surrounded by swamp.
That island belongs to bloody barbarians:

Will they receive him, if he comes with force ?

It is different for us.

Hope has wandered in exile, with Wulf.

When the rain was cold and my eyes ran red

With tears, when heavy arms reached out and took me
And I suffered pleasure and pain. Wulf,

Oh my Wulf, it was hoping and longing for you

That sickened me, starved for the sight of you,

Bent with a despair deeper than hunger.

Listen, Bacdwacer! The wolf will carry
OQur wretched suckling to the shade of the wood.
It's easy to smash what never existed,

You and I together.

IX. RIDDLE TWENTY=-NINE: THE MOON AND THE SUN

I saw a silvery creature scurrying
Home, as lovely and light as heaven
Itself, running with stolen treasure
Between its horns. It hoped, by deceit
And daring and art, to set an arbor

There in that soaring castle. Then,



P4 cém wundorlféu wiht ofer wealles hréf, A shining creature, known to everyone

sfo is eallum clp eorp-biendum, On earth, climbed the mountains and cliffs,
ahredde pd pé hide and to hdm bedrdf Rescued his prize, and drove the wily
wreééan ofer willan, 3zewdt hire west banan Impostor back to darkness. It fled

} féhpum féran, forp Snette. To the west, swearing revenge. The morning
Dist stanc to heofonum, déaw féoll on eordan, Dust Scattered away, dew
niht forp zewdt. N#nlz sibpan Fell, and the night was gone. And no one
wera sewiste [&re wihte sip. Knew where the soft-footed thief had vanished.
X: A FRAGMENT FROM A CHARM FOR BEWITCHED LANI X. A FRAGMENT FROM A CHARM FOR BEWITCHED LAND

H&l wes pd, folde, ffra médor!
5011, be well again.
Bfo pd gréwende on Godes fadme,
Earth, mother of men,
fédre zefylled firum to nytte.
Let God fulfill you with food, be ripe

And fruitful, and give us life.

XI: RIDDLE SEVEN: SWAN XI. RIDDLE SEVEN: SWAN

Hrazl min swigad panne ié¢ hrisan trede
My clothes are silent as I walk the earth

ob-pe b wié blle op-be wadu dréfe.

Or stir the waters. Sometimes that which
Hwi{lum meé ahebbap ofer haleda byht

Makes me beautiful raises me high
hyrste mine and pifos héah 1lyft

Above men's heads, and powerful clouds
and meé panne wide wolcna strengu

Hold me, carry me far and wide.
ofer folc birep. Frztwe mina

The loveliness spread on my back rustles
swSégap hldde and swinsiap,

And sings, bright, clear songs,
torhte singap banne 1 zetenge ne biom

And loud, whenever I leave lakes
fl8de and fcldan, férende zlest.

And earth, floating in the air like a spirit.

XII. ABRAHAM AND ISAAC
XII: ABRAHAM AND ISAAC ﬁths episode comprises the final 91 lines of the long poem "Genesis
D4 pzs rinces se rica ongann
And then God determined to tempt

Cyning costian, cunnode jzeorne

Abraham, test His blesséd prince




hweld pms adellinges ellen wire,

st{8um wordum sprac him stefne té:
"Jewit pd ofostlf{ée, Abraham, f@ran,

1dstas lecgan and pé 1ldde mid

pin 4gen bearn. DPii scealt Isaac wé

onsecgan, sunu pinne, self to tifre.

Sippan bl zestizest stéapa dine,

hrycg bas hefin landes Dbe 1 hinan zetée,

upp pinum dgnum fétum, pér pd sceal 44 zezlerwan,

b&l-f§r bearne pfnum, and blStan self

sunu mid sweordes ecge and banne sweartan lfeze

léofes 118 forbsrnan and mé ldc bebdodan."”

Ne forset hé by s{de ac sdna ongann
f§ean to fére. Him wss Fréan engla
word ondrysne and his Wealdend léof.
D4 se Sadiga Abraham sine
niht-raste ofzeaf. Nealles Nerlendes

h#se wiphogode ac hine se hdlga wer

gyrde grégan sweorde, c§pde pat him gdsta Weardes
ezgesa on bréostum wunode. Ongann pd his esolas bdtan
gamol-ferhp goldes brytta, hét hine zeonge twkzen

menn mid s{dlan. Mzz was his dgen bridda

and hé feorda self. D& hé fls zewdt
fram hie édgnum hofe Isaac lédan,

bearn unweaxen, swh him bebéad Meotod.
& fste pE swide and Snette

forp fold-weze, sowé him Fréa taéhte
wegas ofer wésten, op-pat wuldor-torht
dmzes priddan upp ofer déop weter

ord ar#mde. D& se Sadiga wer

zeseah hl{fian hed diina

ewé him smzde #r swezeles Ealdor.

P& Abraham sprac to his ambihtum:
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And try his strength. The Lord's stern voice
Called:
"Go, Abraham, take
Isaac, your only son, and go
Quickly. Your child must die on my altar,
And You must make the offering. Leave
This place, and c¢limb the steep mountain,
Ringed around with rocky peaks, which I shall shew you.
Ascend on foet, and there build a funeral fire,
A blazing mound for your son, and take your sword and kill him
In honor of my name, and let the dark flames destroy
The flesh of his beloved body, burn it and leave me my offering."”
Abraham hurried to obey, began
To prepare for his journey. The Ruler of angels
Spoke Law, and Abraham loved his Lord.
He rose from his bed, that blessed prince,
No rebellioen in his heart, no protest at his Lerd
And Saviour's command: quickly, he dressed
And called for his grey sword, declaring that fear of the King
Of angels still dwelled in his breast, and filled it. He ordered
Saddled, that saintly old giver of rings, and commanded two men
To ride with him. They were four in all, his servants, himself,
And Isaac his son. And then he was ready
And left his dwelling, leading his half-grown
Son, exactly as God had said.
He drove the beasts, hurried them down
Winding desert paths, as the Lord
Had declared, until the glowing Source
Of day and light rose over the deep
Ocean a third time, and that b1es§5d
Man saw, as the Prince of Heaven
Had teld him, a steep, towering moeuntain.

Then Abraham turned to his sServants, and said:

asses



"Rincas mine, restap incit
hér on plesum wicum. Wit eft cumap
sibpban wit #rende uncer twdza
Gést-cyninge azlefen habbap."
3ewdt him béd se adeling and his &gen sunu
t6 pzs zemearces pe him Meotod téhte,
wadan ofer wealdas. Wudu bar sunu,
fader fyr and eweord. D& bas fricgan ongann
wer wintrum zeong wordum Abraham:
"4it hér f§r and sweord, fréa min, habbap;
hw#r 1s pmt tifer pat bl torht Gode
to bam byrne-zlelde bringan bendest?”
Abraham madelode --hafde on &n zehogod
pat hé zed#de swd hine Dryhten hét--:
"Him bat S8pb-cyning Selfa findep,
mann-cynnes Weard, swd him zemot pynéeb."
3estfg pd stip-hydiz stéape diine
upp mid his eaforan, swé him se (& &e bebéad,
pet hé on hréfe zestéd hedn landes
on b&#re stéwe pe him se Stranga té,
war-fzast Meotod, wordum tahte.
Ongann b4 &4 hladan, Hled wedéan,
and zefeterode f&t and handa
bearne sfnum and b& on bEl ahéf
Isaac zeongne, and pA #dre zegrép
sweord be zehiltum, wolde his sunu cwellan
folmum sfinum, f¥re ascenéan
mfzes dréore.
D4 Meotodes bezn,
ufan engla sum Abraham hlidde
stefne éfezde. HE stille zebdd
fres spréfe and bsm engle oncwab.

Him P4 ofostum t6 ufan of rodorum
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"Wait, my men; rest here, both of yeu,
And wait for us. Isaac and I will return,
Ceme back down the mountain when we've done what God
Has commanded."

Then the prince, and Isaac his only

Son, climbed through woods and groves,
As his Maker had said. The boy brought wood,
Abraham brought fire and his sword. As they walked
The child began to ask his father:

"We've brought fire, my lord, and a swerd,
But where is the burnt-offering, the sacrifice,
You plan to kill in God's bright name ?"

Abraham answered, never intending
Anything but whatever the Lord had commanded:

"The King of Truth, Protector of Men,
Will provide a victim as He thinks it best."

Then he climbed steadily on, up
The steep mountain, Isaac at his side,
Until he stood at the top of that towering
Place, in the spot the Almighty, Creator
Of covenants and men, had directed. Then he built
The funeral pyre, and kindled flame,
And bound his son, foot and hand,
And 1lifted the boy and laid him on the pyre,
And swiftly took his sword in his hand,
Ready to kill his son, Isaac,
Pour his blood, smoking and hot,
For the fire to drink. Then God's messenger,
An angel high in the clouds, called
To Abraham with a loud voice. And Abraham
Stood and listened for the angel's words.

Anc the servant of eternity's Lord, hidden



wuldor-gést Godes wordum m@ius:
“Abraham l6ofa, ne sleah pfn &gen bearn
ac pl cwiéne abrezd cniht of &de, 2915 2915~
eaforan pfnne. Him ann wuldres God.
Magu Ebréa, bl médum scealt
burh pms Hilgan hand, Heofon-cyninges,
863um sigor-l8anum selfa onfdn,

3inn-festum zlefum. DP§ wile aésta Weard 2920 2920~
lissum zleldan bat bé was léofra His
sibb and hyldu panne pin selfes bearn.”
Ad st8d onfled. Hmfde Abrahame
Meotod mann-cynnes, m#ze LSthes,
bréost zeblissod pd HS him his bearn forgeaf, 2925 2925~
Isaac cwilne. D& se 8adiga bewldt,
rinc ofer eaxle, and him b#r ramm zeseah
unfeorr panan &nne standan,
brédor Haranes, brembrum fmstne.
Pone Abraham zenam and hine on &4 ahéf 2930 2930-
ofostum mifelum for his &gen bearn.
Abrmzd b4 mid b§f bille, byrne-zield onhréad,
réocende wioh rammes bléde,
onbléot pmt ldc Gode, Bsmzde léana banc
and eallra bédra s#lda Dpe Hé him sfp and &r, 2935 2935-
3lefena Dryhten forzlefen hafde.

XIII: BEDE'S DEATH SONG

For bam néad-féra n#nlz wyrbeb
bances snotora, panne him pearf sie
to zehycgenne &r his hlonan-gange
hwat his g@ste gddes oppe yfeles

UTHO B Us.A- SERVEEL after déade hionan démed weorde.

In Heaven, spoke quickly, saying:
"Beloved Abraham, take back your child,
Lift him from the pyre alive, your only
Son! God has granted him glory!
And you, son of a Hebrew father,
Accept your reward from the hands of Heaven's
King Himself =- rewards beyond pumber
For the victory you've won, joy and grace
From the Saviour of Souls, to whom you were loyal,
Whose love and protection meant more than your son."
The fire burned on. God had filled
Abraham's heart with joy, allowing him
Isaac, his only son, alive.
Then Lot's blesséd kinsman, Haran's
Brother, looked, suddenly, and saw
A ram standing nearby, its horns
Caught in bramble. Abraham took it,
Quickly raised it onto the pyre
In Isaac's place, then killed it with his sword:
Its steaming blood stained the altar
Red, a perfect burnt-offering
To Ged. And Abraham thanked the Lord
For the ram, and for all the blessings, the happiness,

God had sent him, and would send again.

XIII., BEDE'S DEATH SONG

For no man thinks
More than he need,
Of where he is going
And what he will meet

At the hands of Heaven's King.



