Sequentia

Charms, Riddles and Elegies of the Medieval Northlands
	original text 

	translation


	Eiris sazun Idisi, sazun hera duoder.

suma hapt heptidun, suma heri lezidun,

suma clubodun umbi cuoniouuidi:

insprinc haptbandum, invar vigandum.
	Once the women alighted, sat here and there. Some bound a prisoner, some hampered the army, some undid the bonds: jump up from the bondage, escape from the warriors!



	Phol ende Uuodan uuorum zi holza.du uuart demo Balderes volon sin uuoz birenkit. 

Thu biguol en Sinthgunt, Sunna era svister; thu biguol en Friia, Volla era svister; thu biguol en Uuodan, so he uuola conda: 

Sose berenki, sose bluotrenki, sosa lidirenki: ben zi bena, bluot zi bluoda, 

lid zi geliden, sose gelimida sin.


	Phol and Wodan went to the wood. Then Baldur's foal sprained its foot. 

Then Sinthgunt charmed it, and Sunna her sister; then Friia charmed it, and Volla her sister; then Wodan charmed it, as he well knew how. 

Be it sprain of the bone, be it sprain of the blood, be it sprain of the limb: bone to bone, blood to blood, limb to limb, be they as stuck together.



	Biþ foldan dæl fægre gegierwed mid þy heardestan ond mid þy scearpestan ond mid þy grymmestan gumena gestreona— corfen, sworfen, cyrred, þyrred, bunden, wunden, blæced, wæced, frætwed, geatwed, feorran læded to durum dryhta.

Dream bið in innan cwicra wihta: clengeð, lengeð þar þar ær lifgende longe hwile wilna bruceð ond no with spriceð,ond þonne æfter deaþe deman onginneð, meldan mislice.

Micel is to hycganne wisfæstum menn hwæt seo wiht sy.
	Part of the earth grows lovely and grim

With the hardest and fiercest of bitter-sharp treasures— felled, cut, carved, bleached, scrubbed, softened, shaped, twisted, rubbed, dried, adorned, bound, and borne off to the doorways of men.

This creature brings in hall-joy— sweet music clings to its curves, live song lingers in a body where before bloom-wood said nothing. After death it sings a clarion joy. 

Wise listeners will know what this creature is called.

[Solution : harp]

	Welund him be wurman wræces cunnade, anhydig eorl earfoþa dreag, hæfde him to gesiþþe sorge ond longaþ, wintercealde wræce; wean oft onfond, siþþan hine Niðhad on nede legde, swoncre seonobende on syllan monn.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!

Beadohilde ne wæs hyre broþra deaþ on sefan swa sar swa hyre sylfre þing, þæt heo gearolice ongieten hæfde þæt heo eacen wæs;æfre ne meahte þriste geþencan, hu ymb þæt sceolde.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!

We þæt Mæþhilde monge gefrugnon wurdon grundlease Getes frige, þæt hi seo sorglufu slæp ealle binom.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!

Ðeodric ahte þritig wintra Mæringa burg; þæt wæs monegum cuþ.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!

We geascodan Eormanrices wylfenne geþoht; ahte wide folc Gotena rices. Þæt wæs grim cyning. Sæt secg monig sorgum gebunden, wean on wenan, wyscte geneahhe þæt þæs cynerices ofercumen wære.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!

Siteð sorgcearig, sælum bidæled, on sefan sweorceð, sylfum þinceð þæt sy endeleas earfoða dæl.

Mæg þonne geþencan, þæt geond þas woruld witig dryhten wendeþ geneahhe, 

eorle monegum are gesceawað, wislicne blæd, sumum weana dæl.

Þæt ic bi me sylfum secgan wille, þæt ic hwile wæs Heodeninga scop, dryhtne dyre.

Me wæs Deor noma. Ahte ic fela wintra folgað tilne, holdne hlaford, oþþæt Heorrenda nu, leoðcræftig monn londryht geþah, þæt me eorla hleo ær gesealde.

Þæs ofereode, þisses swa mæg!


	Weland the smith made a trial of exile. The strong-minded man suffered hardship all winter long—his only companions were cold and sorrow. He longed to escape the bonds of Nithhad who slit his hamstrings, tied him down with severed sinews, making a slave of this better man.

That passed over—so can this.

To Beadohild her brother’s death was not so sad as her own suffering when the princess saw she was pregnant. She tried not to think how it all happened.

That passed over—so can this.

Many have heard of the cares of Mæthhild— she and Geat shared a bottomless love. Her sad passion deprived her of sleep.

That passed over—so can this.

Theodric ruled for thirty winters the city of the Mærings—that’s known to many.

That passed over—so can this.

We all know the wolfish ways of Eormanric — That grim king ruled the land of the Goths. Many a man sat bound in sorrow, twisted in the turns of expected woe, hoping a foe might free his kingdom.

That passed over—so can this.

A man sits alone in the clutch of sorrow, separated from joy, thinking to himself that his share of suffering is endless.

The man knows that all through middle-earth, wise God goes, handing out fortunes, giving grace to many—power, prosperity, wisdom, wealth—but to some a share of woe.

Let me tell this story about myself: I was singer and shaper for the Heodenings,  dear to my lord. 

My name was Deor. For many years I was harper in the hall, honored by the king,

until Heorrenda now, a song-skilled shaper, has taken my place, reaping the rewards, the titled lands, that the guardian of men once gave me.

That passed over—so can this.

	Ad signandum domum contra diabolum : 

Wola, wiht, taz tu weist, taz tu with heizist, Taz tu neweist noch nechanst cheden chnospinci.


	To bless a house against a devil :

It is well, spirit, that you know that you are just a spirit, that you have neither wisdom nor can you speak, you little squirt.


	Wiþ ymbe nim eorþan, oferweorp mid þínre swíþran handa under þínum swíþran fét and cweð: Fó ic under fót, funde ic hit,

Sitte gé, sige-wíf, sígað tó eorþan!

hwæt!  Eorðe mæg wið ealra wihta gehwilce, and wið andan and wið æmindeand wið þá micelan mannes tungan.

Sitte gé, sige-wíf, sígað tó eorþan!

And wið ðon forweorp ofer gréot, þonne hí swirman, and cweð:

næfre gé wilde tó wudu fléogan.

Sitte gé, sige-wíf, sígað tó eorþan!

Béo gé swá gemindige mínes gódes, swá bið manna gehwilc, metes and éþeles.

Sitte gé, sige-wíf, sígað tó eorþan!


	For a swarm of bees, take earth and throw it down with your right hand under your right foot, saying: I catch it under foot—under foot I find it.

Settle down, little victory-women, down on earth—

Look! Earth has power over all creatures,

over grudges, over malice, over evil rites, over even the mighty, slanderous tongue of man.

Settle down, little victory-women, down on earth—

Afterwards as they swarm, throw earth over them, saying:

Stay home, never fly wild to the woods.

Settle down, little victory-women, down on earth—

Be wise and mindful of my benefit,

As every man remembers his hearth and home, his life and land, his meat and drink.

Settle down, little victory-women, down on earth—



	Kirst, imbi ist hucze! Nu fliuc du, vihu minaz, hera, Frida frono in godes munt heim zi commenne gisunt.

Sizi, sizi, bina: inbot dir Sancte Maria!

Hurolob ni habe du, zi holce ni fluc du !
Sizi, sizi, bina: inbot dir Sancte Maria!

Noh du mir nindrinnes, noh du mir nintwinnest.
Sizi, sizi, bina: inbot dir Sancte Maria!

Sizi vilu stilo, wirki godes willon.
Sizi, sizi, bina: inbot dir Sancte Maria!


	Christ! The bees are swarming! Now fly, my little beasts, to your home! In the peace of the Lord and under the protection of God, come home safely.

Sit tight, stay still, my little bee, as commanded by Saint Mary!

You are not allowed to fly away, nor to fly into the woods.

Sit tight, stay still, my little bee, as commanded by Saint Mary!

Don't run away from me, or try to escape from me.

Sit tight, stay still, my little bee, as commanded by Saint Mary!

Now sit very still, and do God's will.

Sit tight, stay still, my little bee, as commanded by Saint Mary!



	Ic seah wrætlice wuhte feower samed siþian; swearte wæran lastas, swaþu swiþe blacu.Swift wæs on fore fuglum framra; fleag on lyfte deaf under yþe.

Dreag unstille winnende wiga, se him wægas tæcneþ ofer fæted gold feower eallum.


	I saw four weird fellows traveling together as one. This creature seemed swift, bolder than birds—left black tracks. It flew through air and dove under waves.

The warrior who winds all four over gold- plated roads pushed restlessly on.

[Solution: Quill-Pen and Fingers] 



	Moððe word fræt—me þæt þuhte wrætlicu wyrd þa ic þæt wundor gefrægn,

þæt se wyrm forswealg wera gied sumes, þeof in þystro, þrymfæstne cwide and þæs strangan staþol.

Stælgiest ne wæs wihte þy gleawra þe he þam wordum swealg.


	A moth ate songs—wolfed words! That seemed a weird dish—

that a worm should swallow, dumb thief in the dark, the songs of a man, his chants of glory, their place of strength.

That thief-guest was no wiser for having swallowed words.

[Solution: Bookworm]



	Ic þis giedd wrece bi me ful geomorre, minre sylfre sið. Ic ðæt secgan mæg, hwæt ic yrmþa gebad, siþþan ic up weox niwes oþþe ealdes, no ma þonne nu.

A ic wite wonn minra wræcsiþa.

Ærest min hlaford gewat heonan of leodum ofer yþa gelac; hæfde ic uhtceare hwær min leodfruma londes wære. 

Ða ic me feran gewat folgað secan, wineleas wræcca, for minre weaþearfe.

Ongunnon þæt þæs monnes magas hycgan þurh dyrne geþoht, þæt hy todælden unc, þæt wit gewidost in woruldrice lifdon laðlicost, ond mec longade.

Het mec hlaford min herheard niman, ahte ic leofra lyt on þissum londstede, holdra freonda.

Forþon is min hyge geomor, ða ic me ful gemæcne monnan funde, heardsæligne, hygegeomorne, mod miþendne, morþor hycgendne.

Bliþe gebæro ful oft wit beotedan þæt unc ne gedælde nemne deað ana owiht elles; eft is þæt onhworfen, is nu neawest swa hit no wære freondscipe uncer.

Sceal ic feor ge neah mines felaleofan fæhðu dreogan. Heht mec mon wunian on wuda bearwe, under actreo in þam eorðscræfe.

Eald is þes eorðsele, eal ic eom oflongad, sindon dena dimme, duna uphea, bitre burgtunas, brerum beweaxne, wic wynna leas. 

Ful oft me her wraþe begeat fromsiþ frean. 

Frynd sind on eorþan, leofe lifgende, leger weardiað,  þonne ic on uhtan ana gonge under actreo geond þas eorðscrafu. Þær ic sittan mot sumorlangne dæg, þær ic wepan mæg mine wræcsiþas, earfoþa fela; 

forþon ic æfre ne mæg þære modceare minre gerestan, ne ealles þæs longaþes þe mec on þissum life begeat.

A scyle geong mon wesan geomormod, heard heortan geþoht, swylce habban sceal bliþe gebæro, eac þon breostceare,sinsorgna gedreag,

sy æt him sylfum gelong eal his worulde wyn, sy ful wide fah feorres folclondes, 

þæt min frond siteð under stanhliþe storme behrimed, wine werigmod, wætre beflowe on dreorsele. Dreogeð se min wine micle modceare; he gemon to oft wynlicran wic.

Wa bið þam þe sceal of langoþe leofes abidan.


	I tell this story from my grasp of sorrow— I tear this song from a clutch of grief. My stretch of misery from birth to bed rest Has been unending, no more than now.

My mind wanders—my heart hurts.

My husband, my lord, left hearth and home, crossing the sea-road, the clash of waves. My heart heaved each dawn, not knowing where in the world my lord had gone.

I followed, wandering a wretched road, seeking some service, knowing my need for a sheltering home. I fled from woe. His cruel kinsmen began to plot, scheming in secret to split us apart. They forced us to live like exiles : wretched, distant lives. Now I lie with longing.

My lord commanded me to live here where I have few friends, little love, and no sense of home. 

Now my heart mourns. I had found the best man for me, my husband and companion, hiding his mind, closing his heart, brooding on murder beneath a gentle bearing.

How often we promised each other at night that nothing would part us except death. But fate is twisted— 

everything’s turned. Our love is undone, our closeness uncoupled. 

Something now seems as if it never was— our friendship together. Far and near, I must suffer the feud of my dear lord’s brooding. I was forced to live in a cold earth-cave, under an oak tree in an unhappy wood.

My earth-house is old. I lie with longing. Here are steep hills and gloomy valleys, dark hideouts under twisted briars, bitter homes without joy. My lord’s leaving harrows my heart. 

Somewhere friends share a lover’s bed, couples clinging to their closeness at dawn, while I sing each morning’s sorrow outside my earth-cave, under my oak tree,

where I spend the summer-long day, mourning my exile, the cares of my heart, the wandering of my tormented mind.  

My spirit cannot rest, my mind be free from this life’s longing.

A young man must surely wake at dawn with hard-edged sadness in his lonely heart. He must brook misery beneath a gentle bearing while he suffers his own stretch of sorrow. May he look for joy in an empty bed, exiled also in an alien land— 

So that my friend sits under stone cliffs, pelted by storms, stranded by waves, chilled to the bone in his cruel hall. 

In the comfort of cold, the embrace of anguish, he may remember a kinder hearth and home.

Woe waits for the lover who lies longing.

	Gang uz, nesso, mid niun nessinchilinon,

uz fonna marge in deo adra,

vonna den adrun in daz fleisk,

fonna demu fleiske in daz fel,

fona demo velle in diz tulli.

Gang uz, nesso, mid niun nessinchilinon.


	Get out, worm, with your nine little worm babies. 

From the marrow into the bloodstream, 

from the bloodstream into the flesh, 

from the flesh into the fur,

and from the fur into this needle.

Get out, worm, with your nine little worm babies. 

[sung together with The Lord's Prayer]

	Wið færstice fefer-fuige and seo reade netele, ðe þurh ærn inwyxð, and weg-brade; wyll in buteran.

Hlude wæran hy, la, hlude, 

ða hy ofer þone hlæw ridan, wæran an-mode, ða hy ofer land ridan.

Scyld ðu ðe nu, þu ðysne nið genesan mote.

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

Stod under linde, under leohtum scylde,

þær ða mihtigan wif hyra mægen beræddon and hy gyllende garas sændan; ic him oðerne eft wille sændan, fleogende flane forane togeanes.

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

Sæt smið, sloh seax lytel, iserna, wundrum swiðe.

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

Syx smiðas sætan, wæl-spera worhtan.

Ut, spere, næs in, lytel spere!

Gif her inne sy isernes dæl, hægtessan geweorc, hit sceal gemyltan. Gif ðu wære on fell scoten, oððe wære on flæsc scoten, oððe wære on blod scoten, oððe wære on lið scoten, næfre ne sy ðin lif atæsed;

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

gif hit wære esa gescot, oððe hit wære ylfa gescot, oððe hit wære hægtessan gescot, nu ic wille ðin helpan.

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

Þis ðe to bote esa gescotes, ðis ðe to bote ylfa gescotes, ðis ðe to bote hægtessan gescotes; ic ðin wille helpan.

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sie!

Fleoh þær on fyrgen-heafde. Hal!  

Hal westu! Helpe ðin drihten!

Ut, lytel spere, gif her inne sy!

Nim þonne þæt seax, ado on wætan.


	Boil feverfew and plantain and the red nettle that grows in the grain—boil in butter, saying:

Loud, they were loud, yes, loud!

Riding over the mound, fierce and resolute, riding over the land.

Find a shield for their evil and save yourself.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

I stood under linden, under a light-shield,

When the mighty women stole strength and sent screaming spears against my skin. I will send them back an answering spear, an arrow flying back at their savage front.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

A smith sat shaping a little knife, forging a blade, a wounding iron.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

Six smiths sat, shaping slaughter-spears.

Get out, not in, little spear.

If there is any iron stitch in here, the work of witches, let it melt in here. If you were shot in skin or shot in flesh, or shot in blood or shot in bone, or shot in limb, may your life be unscathed.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

If you were shot by Æsir or shot by elves, or shot by hags, I will help you now.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

Take this for Æsir-shot, this for elf-shot, this for hag-shot—this will help and heal.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

Fly out, fly away, to the woods or hills.

Be whole, whole, whole, and be healthy. May the Lord help you.

Get out, little spear, if you are in here.

Take this knife now and wash it in water.



	Wiht cwom æfter wege wrætlicu liþan;

cymlic from ceolan cleopode to londe, hlinsade hlude— hleahtor wæs gryrelic, egesful on earde.

Ecge wæron scearpe; wæs hio hetegrim, hilde to sæne, biter beadoweorca. Bordwealles grof heardhiþende. Heterune bond! 

Sægde searocræftig ymb hyre sylfre gesceaft: “Is min modor mægða cynnes þæs deorestan þæt is dohtor min eacen uploden; swa þæt is ældum cuþ, firum on folce, þæt seo on foldan sceal on ealra londa gehwam lissum stondan.”


	An awesome beauty angled the wave;

The deep-throated creature called to land, laughed loud-lingering, struck terror home to men. 

Her blades honed sharp, she was slow to battle but battle-grim, savage wound-worker. The slaughterer struck ship-walls, carried a curse. 

The cunning creature said of herself:

“My mother, who comes from the kind of women dearest and best, is my daughter grown great and pregnant; so is it known to men on earth that she shall come and stand gracefully on the ground in every land.”

[Solution: Iceberg]

	Frod wæs min fromcynn biden in burgum, siþþan bæles weard wera lige bewunden, fyre gefælsad.

Nu me fah warað eorþan broþor, se me ærest wearð gumena to gyrne.

Ic ful gearwe gemon hwa min fromcynn fruman agette eall of earde; ic him yfle ne mot, ac ic hæftnyd hwilum arære wide geond wongas.

Hæbbe ic wunda fela, middangeardes mægen unlytel, ac ic miþan sceal monna gehwylcum degolfune dom dyran cræftes, siðfæt minne. 

Saga hwæt ic hatte.


	My race is old, my seasons many, my sorrows deep. I have dwelt in cities since the fire-guardian wrought with flame my clean beginning in the world of men, purged my body with fire.

Now a fierce earth-brother stands guard, the first to shape my sorrow. 

I remember who ripped our race, hard from its homeland, stripped us from the ground. I cannot bind or blast him, yet I cause the clench of slavery round the world. 

Though my wounds are many on middle-earth, my strength is great. My craft and course, power and rich passage, I must hide from men.

Say who I am.

[Solution: Gold]



	Þær wæs swylcra fela in ðam eorðhuse ærgestreona, swa hy on geardagum gumena nathwylc, eormenlafe  æþelan cynnes, þanchycgende  þær gehydde,

deore maðmas.  

Ealle hie deað fornam ærran mælum, ond se an ða gen leoda duguðe, se ðær lengest hwearf, weard winegeomor, 

wende þæs ylcan, þæt he lytel fæc longgestreona brucan moste.  

Beorh eallgearo wunode on wonge wæteryðum neah, niwe be næsse, nearocræftum fæst. 

þær on innan bær  eorlgestreona hringa hyrde hordwyrðne dæl, fættan goldes, fea worda cwæð: 

"Heald þu nu, hruse, nu hæleð ne

moston, eorla æhte!  Hwæt, hyt ær on ðe gode begeaton.  

Guðdeað fornam, feorhbealo frecne, fyra gehwylcne leoda minra,  þara ðe þis lif ofgeaf, gesawon seledream.  

Nah hwa sweord wege oððe feormie fæted wæge, dryncfæt deore; duguð ellor sceoc. 

Sceal se hearda helm hyrsted golde fætum befeallen;  feormynd swefað, þa ðe beadogriman  bywan sceoldon, ge swylce seo herepad, sio æt hilde gebad ofer borda gebræc bite irena, brosnað æfter beorne.  

Ne mæg byrnan hring æfter wigfruman wide feran, hæleðum be healfe. 

Næs hearpan wyn, gomen gleobeames, ne god hafoc geond sæl swingeð, ne se swifta mearh burhstede beateð.  

Bealocwealm hafað fela feorhcynna forð onsended!" 

Swa giomormod giohðo mænde an æfter eallum, unbliðe hwearf dæges ond nihtes, oððæt deaðes wylm hran æt heortan 


	The cave was filled, the old earth-house, with twisted treasures, ancestral gold, ancient heirlooms, hidden by the last of a lost race, the sole survivor of a fallen tribe. 

Death took them all except for one, the last guardian who mourned his people, remained waking for a stretch of years, walked alone, expecting to enjoy the hall-gifts by himself in his last brief days. 

A barrow stood ready, an old earth-hall, on the high headland near the surging sea, secure because of its secret entrances.

The ring-guardian bore the hoard to the barrow, placed the ancient gold and gems back in the ground, speaking these words:

„Hold now, earth, what heroes cannot, the treasures of men, the gifts they took from your mines and quarries.

Battle-death has drawn them down. Savage strife has seized all my people who knew the hall-joys. claiming their lives.

I've no one left to carry the sword or polish the cup – the tribe is gone. 

The hard helmet, plated with gold, has lost its edge, stripped of its skin. The polishers sleep who would make it shine, the bright war-mask. The mail-coat that endured blade-bites over the crash of shields decays like its wearer.

The corselet cannot ride to war with its rings, cannot sing its battle song. 

No longer the harp-joy, the song of the wood, no longer the good hawk swinging through the hall, no longer the swift horse striking the court-stones. 

Savage death has sent forth the races of men on a dread road.“

Sad in spirit, the survivor mourned, moved like a lone wraith down life's road, keening all day and night, until death’s hunger devoured his heart.



	Her com in gangan, in spiderwiht, hæfde him his haman on handa, cwæð þæt þu his hæncgest wære, legde þe his teage an sweoran.
Ongunnan him of þæm lande liþan; sona swa hy of þæm lande coman, þa ongunnan him ða liþu colian.
Þa com in gangan dweores sweostar; þa geændade heo and aðas swor ðæt næfre þis ðæm adlegan derian ne moste, ne þæm þe þis galdor begytan mihte,

oððe þe þis galdor ongalan cuþe.
Amen. Fiað.

	Here came a spider-creature crawling in;

his web was a harness held in his hand. Stalking, he said that you were his steed. Then he threw his net around your neck, reining you in. 

Then they both began to rise from the land, spring from the earth. As they leapt up, their limbs grew cool.

Then the spider-dwarf’s sister jumped in, ending it all by swearing these oaths: No hurt should come to harm the sick, no pain to the patient who receives this cure,

no harm to the one who sings this charm.

Amen. Let it be done.

	Wenne, wenne, wen-chichenne,

Her scealt þu timbrien, ne nenne tun habben, ac þu scealt north eonen to þam nihgan berhge, þer þu havest, ermig, enne broþer. He þe sceal legge leaf at heafde.

Wenne, wenne, wen-chichenne,

Under fot wolves, under veþer earnes, under earnes clea, a þu geweornie,

Wenne, wenne, wen-chichenne,

Clinge þu alswa col on heorþe, scring þu alswa scerne awage, and weorne alswa weter on anbre.

Cyst, boil, little tumor!

Swa litel þu gewurþe alswa linset-corn and micli lesse alswa anes hand-wurmes hupe-ban, and alswa litel þu gewurþe þet þu nawiht gewurþe.

Wenne, wenne, wen-chichenne.


	Cyst, wen, little tumor!

Build no house to enter in, no town to hold. Go north, wretch, to the neighboring hill where your brother waits with a leaf for your head. 

Cyst, wen, little tumor!

Under wolf’s paw, under eagle’s wing, under eagle’s claw, you always will fade.

Cyst, wen, little tumor!

May you shrivel like coal in the catch of fire, disappear like dirt on the wall, water in a bucket,

Cyst, wen, little tumor!

Tiny as linseed, may you become smaller than a hand-worm’s hip-bone, smaller than something that is not. 

Cyst, wen, little tumor!

	Ic on wincle gefrægn weaxan nathwæt, þindan ond þunian, þecene hebban.

On þæt banlease bryd grapode, hygewlonc hondum;

hrægle þeahte þrindende þing þeodnes dohtor.


	I heard of something rising in a corner, swelling and standing up, lifting its cover.

The proud-hearted bride grabbed at that boneless wonder with her hands;

the prince’s daughter covered that swelling thing with a swirl of cloth.

[Solution: Bread Dough]



	Ic eom wunderlicu wiht, wifum on hyhte, neahbuendum nyt.

Nængum sceþþe burgsittendra nymþe bonan anum. Staþol min is steapheah; stonde ic on bedde, neoþan ruh nathwær.

Neþeð hwilum ful cyrtenu ceorles dohtor, modwlonc meowle, þæt heo on mec gripeð,

ræseð mec on reodne, reafað min heafod, fegeð mec on fæsten. 

Feleþ sona mines gemotes seo þe mec nearwað, wif wundenlocc— wæt bið þæt eage.


	I am a wonderful help to women, the hope of something to come.

I harm no citizen except my slayer. Rooted I stand on a high bed. I am shaggy below. 

Sometimes the beautiful peasant’s daughter, an eager-armed, proud woman grabs my body,

Rushes my red skin, holds me hard, claims my head.

The curly-haired woman who catches me fast will feel our meeting. Her eye will be wet.

[Solution: Onion]



	Hyse cwom gangan þær he hie wisse stondan in wincle;

stop feorran to hror hægstealdmon, hof his agen hrægl hondum up, hrand under gyrdels hyre stondendre stiþes nathwæt worhte his willan: wagendan buta.

Þegn onnette; wæs þragum nyt tillic esne; teorode hwæþre æt stunda gehwam strong ær þonne hio, werig þæs weorces.

Hyre weaxan ongon under gyrdelse þæt ofte gode men ferðþum freogað ond mid feo bicgað.


	The young man came over to the corner where he knew she stood. 

He stepped up, eager and agile, lifted his tunic with hard hands, thrust through her girdle something stiff, worked on the standing one his will. Both swayed and shook.

The young man hurried, was sometimes useful, served well, but always tired sooner than she, weary of the work.

Under her girdle began to grow a hero’s reward for laying on dough.

[Solution: Butter-Churn]



	Leodum is minum swylce him mon lac gife; willað hy hine aþecgan, gif he on þreat cymeð.

Ungelic is us.

Wulf is on iege, ic on oþerre. Fæst is þæt eglond fenne biworpen. Sindon wælreowe weras þær on ige; willað hy hine aþecgan, gif he on þreat cymeð

Ungelice is us.

Wulfes ic mines widlastum wenum dogode; þonne hit wæs renig weder ond ic reotugu sæt, þonne mec se beaducafa bogum bilegde, wæs me wyn to þon, wæs me hwæþre eac lað. 

Ungelice is us. 

Wulf, min Wulf, wena me þine seoce gedydon, þine seldcymas, murnende mod, nales meteliste.

Gehyrest þu, Eadwacer? Uncerne earne hwelp bireð wulf to wuda.

Þæt mon eaþe tosliteð þætte næfre gesomnad wæs, uncer giedd geador.
	If he comes home here to my people, it will seem a strange gift. Will they take him into the tribe and let him thrive or think him a threat?

It’s different with us. 

Wulf is on an island; I am on another. Fast is that island, surrounded by fens. There are bloodthirsty men on that island. If they find him, will they take him into the tribe and let him thrive or think him a threat?

It’s different with us.

I’ve endured my Wulf’s wide wanderings— While I sat weeping in rainy weather—    

When the bold warrior wrapped me in his arms— That was a joy to me and also a loathing.

It’s different with us.

Wulf, my Wulf, my old longings, my hopes and fears, have made me ill; Your seldom coming and my worried heart have made me sick, not lack of food.

Do you hear, Eadwacer, guardian of goods? Wulf will bear our sad whelp to the wood.

It’s easy to rip an unsewn stitch or tear the thread of an untold tale— the song of us two together.



	Ad stringendum sanguinem.

Tumbo saz in berke mit timbemo kinde in arme.

Tumb hiez der berch, tumb hiez daz kint:

Ter heilego Tumbo versegene tiusa wunda.


	A charm to stop bleeding.

Dumbo sat on the mountain, with a Dumbo-child in his arms.

The mountain was called Dumb, and the child was called Dumb. 

May Holy Dumbo heal this wound!

	Ad fluxum sanguinis narium. 

Christ unde Johan giengon zuo der Jordan. Do sprach Christ: stant Jordan,

biz ih unde Johan uber dih gegan.

Also Jordan do stuont, so stant du, [Benno] bluod.


	Charm against a nosebleed.

Christ and John went to the Jordan River.

Then Christ said: stand still, Jordan,

Until John and I have crossed over.

And as the Jordan stood still, so too you stand still, blood [of Ben].

	Wyrm com snican, toslat he man; ða genam Woden nigon wuldor-tanas, sloh ða þa naeddran, þaet heo on nigon tofleah.

Þaer geaendade aeppel and attor, þaet heo naefre ne wolde on hus bugon.

Fille and finule, fela-mihtigu twa, þa wyrte gesceop witig Drihten, halig and heofonum, þa he hongode; sette and saende on siofon worulde earmum and eadigum eallum to bote.

Stond heo wið waerce, stunað heo wið attre, seo maeg wið ðrie and wið ðritig, wið feondes hond and wið faer-bregde, wið malscrunge manra wihta.

Nu magon þas nigon wyrta  wið nigon wuldor-geflogenum, wið nigon attrum and wið nygon onflygnum,

wið ðy readon attre, wið ðy runlan attre, wið ðy hwitan attre, wið ðy wedenan attre, wið ðy geolwan attre, wið ðy grenan attre, wið ðy wonnan attre, wið ðy wedenan attre, wið ðy brunan attre, wið ðy basewan attre,

wið wyrm-geblaed, wið waeter-geblaed, wið þorn-geblaed, wið þystel-geblaed, wið ys-geblaed, wið attor-geblaed.

Gif aenig attor cume eastan fleogan oððe aenig norðan cume oððe aenig westan ofer wer-ðeode.

Crist stod ofer adle aengan cundes.

Ic ana wat ea rinnende þaer þa nygon naedran nean behealdaþ;

moton ealle weoda nu wyrtum aspringan, saes toslupan, eal sealt waeter, ðonne ic þis attor of ðe geblawe. 


	A snake came crawling and tore open a man. Then Woden grabbed the nine glory-twigs and struck the serpent so it burst into nine pieces.

Then crabapple and poison struggled so that the venomous one had to leave the house.

Chervil and fennel are two mighty herbs created by the Lord, holy and wise, as he hung in heaven. He established each, set them up and sent them to the seven worlds as a remedy and cure for the rich and poor.

Herbs stand against pain and push back poison with power against three and power against thirty, against the fiend’s fist or its sudden attack, against the wily witchcraft of evil creatures.

These nine herbs have power against nine poisons. Against nine hell-fliers, nine dark spells, against nine poisons, against nine infections,

Against the red venom, against the reeking venom, against the white venom, against the purple venom, against the yellow venom, against the green venom, against the dark poison, against the blue poison, against the brown poison, against the crimson poison,

against worm-blister, against water-blister, against thorn-blister, against thistle-blister, against ice-blister, against poison-blister.

Should any powerful poison, any vicious venom, come flying in from the east or the north, from the west or the south, over the world of men.

Christ stood over all the old illnesses, all the evil and malevolent creatures.

Now I alone know the running waters, the healing streams where the nine adders are held watching for the nine herbs.

Let the herbs spring up from their roots, their roots spring up from the earth. Let the saltwater seas relax and roll, as I breathe and blow this poison out, as I suck and spit this venom out.



	Genzan unde Jordan keiken sament sozzon. To versoz Genzan Jordane te situn. To verstont taz plot. Verstande tiz plot. Stant plot.  Stant plot fasto! 


	Genzan and Jordan went together shooting. Then Genzen shot Jordan in the side. The blood was stilled. So may this blood be stilled. Be still, blood! Be still, blood, completely still!



	Nú eru komnar til konungs húsa framvísar tvær, Fenja ok Menja; þær ro at Fróða Friðleifssonar máttkar meyjar at mani hafðar.

Þær at lúðri leiddar vóru ok grjóts griá gangs of beiddu;

hét hann hvárigri hvíld né ynði, áðr hann heyrði hljóm ambátta. Þær þyt þutu þögnhorfinnar: 

"Leggium lúðra, léttum steinum."

Bað hann enn meyjar, at þær mala skyldu. Sungu ok slungu snúðga-steini,  svá at Fróða man flest sofnaði; þá kvað þat Menja, var til meldrar komit:

"Auð mölum Fróða, mölum alsælan,  mölum fjölð fiár á feginslúðri; siti hann á auði, sofi hann á dúni, vaki hann at vilja, þá er vel malit!

Hér skyli engi öðrum granda, til böls búa né til bana orka, né höggvagí hvössu sverði, þó at bana bróður bundinn finni."

En hann ekki kvað orð it fyrra: 

"Sofið eigi þit meir en syngr at gaukar eða lengr en svá ljóð eitt kveðak."

"Vartattu, Fróði, fullspakr of þik, málvinr manna, er þú man keyptir; kaustu at afli ok at álitum, en at ætterni ekki spurðir.

Harðr var Hrungnir ok hans faðir, þó var Þjazi þeim öflgari; Iði ok Aurnir, okkrir niðjar, brœðr bergrisa, þeim erum bornar.

Kœmia Grótti ór griáfjalli né sá hinn harði hallr ór jörðu, né mœli svá mær bergrisa, ef vissim vit vætr til kvernar.

Vit vetr níu vórum leikur öflgar, alnar fyr jörð neðan; stóðum meyjar at meginverkum, hófum sjalfar setberg ór stað. Veltum grjóti of garð risa, svá at fold fyrir fór skjalfandi; svá slöngðum vit snúðga-steini, höfga-halli, at halir tóku.

En vit síðan á Svíþjóðu framvísar tvær í fólk stigum, beittum björnu, en brutum skjöldu, gengum í gegnum gráserkjat lið. Steypðum stilli, studdum annan,  veittum góðum Gotþormi lið; vara kyrrseta, áðr Knúi felli.

Fram heldum því þau misseri, at vit at köppum kenndar vórum; þar skorðum vit skörpum geirum blóð ór benjum ok brand ruðum.

Nú erum komnar til konungs húsa  miskunnlausar ok at mani hafðar;

aurr etr iljar, en ofan kulði, drögum dolgs sjötul, daprt er at Fróða!

Hendr skulo hvílaz, hallr standa mun, malit hefi ek fyr mik; mitt of hleiti;

munum a höndum hvíld vel gefa, áðr fullmalit Fróða þykki! Hendr skulu höndla harðar trjónor,  vápn valdreyrug, vaki þú, Fróði !

Vaki þú, Fróði ! ef þú hlýða vill söngum okkrum ok sögnum fornum!

Eld sé ek brenna fyr austan borg,  vígspjöll vaka, þat mun viti kallaðr, mun herr koma hinig af bragði ok brenna bœ fyr buðlungi.

Munat þú halda Hleiðrar stóli, rauðum hringum né regingrjóti; tökum á möndli, mær, skarpara, eruma varmar í valdreyra.

Mól míns föður mær ramliga, þvíat hon feigð fira fjölmargra sá; stukku stórar støðr frá lúðri járn i varðar: mölum enn framarr!

Mölum enn framarr! Mon Yrsu sonr, vígs Halfdanar, hefna á Fróða; sá mun hennar heitinn verða burr ok bróðir, vitum báðar þat."

Mólu meyjar, megins kostuðu, váru ungar í jötunmóði; skulfu skapttré, skautz lúðr ofan, hraut inn höfgi hallr sundr í tvau. En bergrisa brúðr orð um kvað:

"Malit höfum, Fróði, sem munum hætta,

hafa fullstaðit fljóð at meldri."
	Now there have come into the king’s houses two weirding women, Fenia and Menia, powerful and prescient, bound to Frodi, Fridleaf’s son, serving as his slaves.

They were led to the mill, the gray grindstones, to break their backs in endless labor, robbed of rest, the joy of leisure,

till he could see them sweat, hear them sing the hard slave-song of endless steps, to the grim clamor of the grinding stones. Their arms ached, their feet festered:

“Keep on grinding, mind the stones!”

They sang their song, thrusting the rock round and round till most of Frodi’s household help sank into sleep, drifting into dreams as Menia chanted:

“Let’s grind out gold and precious wealth, peace and prosperity with this wondrous stone, secured through our own slaving strength.

Let Frodi rest on his piled up riches, let him lie on the snug eiderdown of his own dreams and wake to his wishes— the gift of stones so well ground. Let no harm come to his hearth and home, no devious death, even if he discovers his brother’s killer bound, utterly defenseless.”

The king could only offer these words:

“You will never sleep longer than the cuckoo sleeps in silence above the hall, or longer than the song I choose to sing.”

The women said, “Frodi, teller of tales, lord of men, you were not so wise in choosing slave-girls for their brawn and beauty, for you forgot to inquire about their lineage.

Hrungnir was strong and stern as his father, but Thiazi was mightier.

Idi and Aurnir, our close kinsmen, were mountain giants, strong as stone— we are the wild women descended from them.

No mill would have come from the gray mountain — no mountain maid would be here grinding, if we had known nothing of the shapes to come.

Nine winters we played in the embrace of stones, growing strong under the earth,

two girls doing mighty deeds, moving mountains, breaking bedrock.

We rolled this stone from the giants’ home till the earth itself began to quake.

We heaved it down and set it spinning, a mighty millstone for men to seize.

Savage women who could see through time, we went to Sweden to wind up war. We smashed through shields, slashed mailcoats, slaughtered warriors.

We overthrew one ruler and propped up another; we offered support to Gothorm’s good rule. We proposed no peace till Knui fell—

no still state till the man was gone.

We made war for many seasons, winning fame, gathering glory, wounding warriors till our killing swords ran red.

Now we have come to the king’s dwellings to serve as slaves bound to the stone without rest. Mud clutches our feet, cold clenches our hands.

We grind our share without respite bound to the wheel. It is dangerously dull at Frodi’s house.”

“These hands should rest, the stone stand still. I’ve ground too much. I’ve done my share.”

“Yet we know our hands may find no rest till Frodi decides we have finished here.

Hands shall grip the hard shafts, the blood-bound slaughter-spears. Wake up, Frodi!

Wake up, Frodi! It’s time to hear our ancient songs, our telling truths.

“I see fire burning east of the city, a beacon of blood. An army approaches, a host of vengeance. It will engulf the king in a fortress of flame.”

“You will never hold the throne of Lejre, the red-gold rings or the magic millstone. 

So let’s seize the handle, my mountain sister, grind out an army of savage soldiers.”

“My father’s daughter ground fiercely, foreseeing the doom of these murdered men. Millshafts strained and began to break their iron bonds. Keep grinding, girl.”

“Keep grinding, girl! Now grind some more! The son of Yrsa will soon avenge the death of Frodi with the Half-Danes;

He will find fame as her son and brother, born of incest, as we two know.”

The women ground, no slaves to stone, they used their strength in a muscled rage

To shake the frame and rip the shaft, the stone split, the mill collapsed. Then the mountain-giant women said:

“Frodi, we have finally reached our end. Our work is done, our dark revenge is drawing near. We women have worked long enough in your lethal mill!”




Translations: 

Craig Williamson (Old English and Old Icelandic) 

Benedikt Vollmann, Walter Haug, Stephan Müller, Benjamin Bagby  (Old High German and Latin).
