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PREFACE

THis book is necessanly, as far as the chapter on King
4Elfred, a recast of my previous book on Early English
Literature up to the Days of Alfred. That book, in two
volumes, was too expensive and too long for students
in schools. [ chose to write it at that length, and I am
glad Idid so. I was enabled to introduce a great deal
of correlative matters which I thought were neceded to
bring the literature into touch with the history of the
country ; and in order to gne hfe, colour, and realty to
a time so far away, and in which so httle mterest is
taken by the English public  But having tricd to do this,
I have now left out these correlative matters; shortened
the whole of the history up to /Eifred ; rewntten 1t, and
rearranged it. Of course, some of the older book remains
mixed up with the new ,—those parts of it especially
which give an account of the pocms. The translations,
though carefully revised, are the same , but many of them
have been omitted. I have written about King Elfred
at a length somewhat out of proportion with the rest of
the book, but the freshly awahened interest of the public
in his life and character induced me to give a full account
of all that was personal in his literary work. The chapters
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from “ /Elfred” to the end of the book carry the history
of Anglo-Saxon or Old English Literature up to the
Conquest. A concluding chapter sketches the tale of
Old English as far as the beginning of the thirteenth
century. The Appendix consists of translations of some
remarkable Anglo-Saxon poems; and I have to thank
Miss Kate Warren for her excellent translation in full of
the “ Battle of Maldon,” as well as for the Index and the
Bibliography, which, to my pleasure, she undertook. My
gratitude is also due to Professor John Rhys and to

Professor Ker for their kind answers to a number of
questions,

STOPFORD A. BROOKE,

SCHAFFHAUSEN,
231d cugust 1808,
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CHAPTER 1
THE RLLATION OF TARLY BRITAIN TQ FNGLISH LITERATURE

‘THE land in which Enghsh lterature bas grown into the mighty
tree which now spreads uts branches over so many peoples was
for many centuries unconscious of any Enghsh footfall, Its first
indwellers, at a time when 1t formed part of 2 continent strerching
far into the Northern and Western seas, bived in caves or in trees
or in rude huts made of boughs, and saw the great glaciers of the
quaternary age push from the mountains nto the plawns, retreat,
advance sgam, and pass away  Thewr climate was cold and wet.
A short warm summer was succeeded by a long winter.  Heavy
and constant must hung over the stagnant fens and waods and the
icy gorpes of the hills, but the wen enjoyed the hunting and
fishing by which they hved  Thev learned at last to smute the
flints and chert into axe, spear and arrow-heads ; they imented
the bow ; they made thewr hmves of flakes of fhint, and as time
went on fitted these weapons into rude handles of hom and bone.
Skins, roughly sewn together with sinews, clothed them ; they could
make the fire by which they cooked the beasts they slew, but they
had no domesticanimals  Nor ware they, after some centuries had
[
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gone by, without pleasure in the work of their hands. They drew,
incising the handles of bone and horn, the figures of the bensts,
they hunted—the stag, the reindeer, the hairy mammoth, anfi t‘he
bison. These were the Paleolithic tribes of prehistoric Britain,
and they were contemporary at their beginning with the cave lion
and hywna, with a sabre-toothed tiger, with the brown and the
grizzly bear, with a woolly rhinoceros and three kinds of elephant,
with the great urus, the elk, and the bison, and with other animalsi
existing at the present day. ,

No one can tell how long this people lasted, nor what space
of time separates them from the Neo/ithic tribes whose remains
we find in caves, in tombs, and in the lake-dwellings which, as
their civilisation grew, they learnt how to build. It is possible
that the people we call Neolithic were the direct and developed
descendants of the Paleolithic folk. The glaciers had now gone ;
the land had risen and was divided from the continent by the
Channel.  The more ancient and the more savage animals had
disappeared. The urus, the brown bear, the great stags, the
reindeer remained among the mountain valleys and the northern
moors; and the wild boar, the wolf, the fox, the wild cat, and a
host of the beasts of flood and field haunted in vast numbers the
thick, dark, monstrous woods. The climate was warmer and more
damp. The lowlands were half water,—out-spreading fens, and
swamps, and chains of lakes. The estuaries, like that of the
Thames, opened ont into leagues of morass and sand. The ice-
carved mountains were bare and inaccessible, but all along the
coast where the fens did not encroach, in the hidden creeks and
reedy isles, on the edges of the lakes, on the knolls in the fens, by
t?m river-channels, and on the low dry downs and rocky plateaus,
lived and hunted a short, black-haired, dark-skinned, dark-eyed.
race, with an oval face and a long and narrow skull, who had with
tl:xem domesticated animals. Their weapons were of bone and
fling, C‘\fltt and greenstone, polished and carefully wrought, not
rough l.\ke those of their predecessors. They were hunters, but
they mingled the mere hunting life of the savage with pastoral
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employments.  Living at first in cases, they finally seitled into
hamlets or into lake-dwellings built on piles. They kept sheep
and cattle, wove u rude cloth for garments, and made pottery and
ormaments  Sometimes they buried tbeir dead in caves, but they
came to bury them i farge-chambered tombs, urder long barrows
and mounds of eanth, Jined sith stones ; and the greater number
of “standing stones,” “stone creles,” and the rude burial huts
built of great blocks of rock,! which are the denuded remnants of
these tombs, attest their seserence for the dead, and ther activity,
These barrows otcur over our land from Dorset to the Yorkshire
Wolds, and {rom the Wolds to Caithness, and they prove that this
people occupied the whole country  They also ised over the
length and breadth of Iredand.  Some think that they came from
North Afnca actoss Span, and the Dasque people are certainly
their descendants; others think that some of them came from
Spain to Ireland, and thence made thewr way to Britain, but it
is alsn maintained that they came across the north of Europe,
They were not an Aryan race, but they are of a very endoring
1ype.  Lven now, we meet thar descendants i the west of
Treland, and traces of their nature myths, their rehgion, and their
customs, enter into the Insh mythology—sombre and grim
tradiions, as of those who had come out of the “ mght-country.”
Their Irish tribal names, sa far as we have been able to isolate
them, have 1o do with gloom and mst, as dark as thewr eyes
and hair. In Wales, the mamn bedy of the Silures, small men,
dark, and of a courngeous natute, belonged, as well as other scat-
tered folk i North Wales, to this Neolthic people.  Men bave
also traced strange out-csops of this swarthy race m the mudtand
and south western counties of England, even m the present day,
Beyond the Enghsh and Scotush barder, and on 2, they were less
got 1id of by the Celtic myvaders and more mingled with them. A
separate body of them, after much admsviuse, 1solated themselves

¥ 1n Vreach arthoslogy these are called menkrs, cromlecks, and detmons
iy in Fagland we eall the yade of three oe four upstanding s'ones wih a fat
1oct testing an them, a eromicek, tot & dolmen
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in Galloway. On the west coast and islands of Scotland, they
Jasted, and kept up their tribal life alongside of the Scats from
Treland, the Brythons, and afterwards the English.  But the
larger number of them settled in the Northern Highlands ; and
the description which Scott gives in the Zegend of Montrose of
the “Children of the Mist” may serve to paint what this fine
and steady-hearted race would become when, left to its wild
instinct for liberty, it was hunted like a beast of the field. The
Celtic races owed much to these predecessors, more perhaps than
we imagine, and through the Celt the English may have assimilated
some of the elements of the nature of the Nealithic race. There are
certain weird, primeeval, unaccountable, dark, sometimes monstrous
conceptions in our nature-poetry which may have their far-off roots
in the dim world the Neotlithic people made for their imagination.

The next race which invaded our island, and who, it is sup-
posed, established settlements from Sweden to Spain, were tall
men, round-faced, with short round skulls, stoutly built, light-
haired, with probably gray eyes. It is still debated whether they
were or not an Aryan race. Some scholars call them Celtic—the
earliest band of the Celtic migrations. Others consider them
to be of a Finnish or Ugrian type. They were warriors and
hunters, and their weapons of battle and chase were at first
of stone, shaped with great skill and highly polished. But when
they came to our land they had learnt how to make bronze
weapons, and are the first men of the bronze age in this country,
But they were much more than warriors and hunters. They
established some kind of commerce with the continent, and they
kept flocks and herds. Their stone querns prove that they had
some knowledge of agriculture. Their persons were decorated
with gold and silver ornaments, with amber, jet and glass beads
and necklaces. They beat gold wire into their swords, wore a
woven cloth, and made good pottery,—vases, cups, food-dishes,
a-nd incense-burners. They dwelt in communities and continued,
like the Neolithic folk, the building of large, underground,
chambered tombs. T hey set up temples, perhaps like Stone.
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henge, to their gods.  But their barrows, which are crowded round
Salisbury Plain, are not long but round and shaped like 2 bowl
Lastly they mixed with, rather than conquered the Neolithic
people.  This type may also be distinguished, it is s2id, in various
parts of England to the present day.!

History, save in the description by Latin writers of the rude
tribes in the intenior of Britain, is silent of these two races, the
second of which, until more evidence is brought to prove it to be
Celiic, we may belicve to be as pre-Celtic and non-Aryan as the
first. ‘Though history 15 silent concerning them, they have left
traces behind them of their occupation of the country in the myth
and legend of the Celtic races which succeeded them, and
mingled with them.  Old words, not Celtic, in the Celtic tongue,
some place-names, some personal names of Celtic heroes, some
sculptured stones with unknown designs and unknown alpha-
betical signs, some strange customs, chiefly of inheritance, are
found among the Celts and dernve from their predecessors.

How long these races lived undisturbed from without cannot
be known, but they were at last broken mnto by the first great
Celtic migration, which, coming along the southern shores of the
Baltic between the forest and the sea, passed down the Rhine and
the Moselle, and a part of which crossed the narrow seas to our
land. This people established itself dunng some centunies over

1 It has been sought to mark out, with greater definition, these pre-Celtc
peoples. M. de Jubamwille, speahing of France, arranges them 1o this
manner, (1) The quaternary man. (2) A people who Lived in caves, had
no knowledge of the metals, and hunted the reindeer  (3) A more avihised
51k who koew something of the metals, who could make drawings on horn
and bone, who tult megalithic monuments, who buned their dead in cadanes
funtraives (dolmens=our cromlechs) {4} A sl more crvilised folk who burned
thesr dead, put the ashes inlo urns, and hid them under tumuh,  (5) The
Celts or Gauls, an anstocratic race, who enslaved the conquered, with long
won swords and war chanots, who buned but did not burn their dead.  For
2 Ceht 1o burn Tus dead was 10 do them dwshonour  {6) The Roman penod.
{7} The Ik, Such a disision mught do for Britam also, if we divide the
Celts into two related races, the Gowels and the Brythons (Gauls), 2nd
vead the English fov the Frand
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the habitable parts of England, Ircland, and Scotland, driving the
Neolithic folk before them to the remoter lands, but also absorb-
ing them in their progress. It may be thata number of them
landed first in Ireland, and afterwards crossed the Irish Channel
into Wales. Such Irish immigration has taken place in historic
times. It is probable it alse took place in prehistoric times.
These are the Gaelic or Goidelic tribes.  Their occupation of the
country lasted for some centuries. Meanwhile a new migration
of the Celtic hordes had begun. This Second Wandering, as it
poured down towards Western Europe, took a more southward
direction than the first. When it reached the Alps, some of the
folk descended into Italy or went castward by the Danube;
but others, crossing the mountains, made their way into the regions
we call Gaul and Spain. Those of them who finally seitled on
the northern coasts of Gaul, either pushed from behind, or eager
for adventure and land, or lured by the shimmer of the white cliffs
in the morning sun and by the mysterious legends of a land of
the happy dead, which, in the elder days, gathered round our
islands, made their way over the straits, perhaps as carly as
300 B.C., and fell upon the Goidels of the south-castern shores.
We call this second people of the Celts Bryihons. Like the
English afterwards, they first settled themselves in Kent and
round the mouths of the Thames. Like the English also, their
immigration was gradual. They came, one relay after another,
and the Goidels were only slowly driven back before them. The
last who arrived, about 100 B.C., if not carlier, were the Belgae.
When the Romans came first, 55 B.c, these tribes certainly
held all the south-eastern districts, and those along the east coast
as far as the Wash; but they probably held also the land east
of the Trent, the Avon, the Parret and the Stour of Dorsetshire
—that is, nearly half of our England. During the ninety years
between the.invasion of Julius Cwmsar and the fresh congquests
under Claudius, 43 A.p., the Brythons pushed steadily on, and
t}}e whole c01.mtry, with a few exceptions, fell under their power.
These exceptions were the counties of Devon and Cornwall, afi
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South Wales, west of the Severn and south of the Teme and
the Wyre, North Wales and Anglesea from the river Mawddach
to the Dee, Cumberland and Westmoreland and part of Lanca-
shire.  In these lands the Goidels remained, mixed more or less
with the Neolithic races which preceded them.  Dut even this rem-
nant of the Goidels became, as time went on, Brythonic in language,
manners, and customs, so that we may say that at last no tribes
cxisted in England and Wales speaking the Goidelic tongue, ¢~

North of the Solway and the Tweed the country was less
cxclusively Drythome.  The Godels in Scotland were even more
mixed with the Neolthic tribes than in Wales; and imnto this
admixture the Drythons drove their way, penetrating from the East
in wedges into the Goidels northwards and westwards, either sub-
duing them or intermingling with them, or living in allance with
them.  So 1t came to pass that the three races—the Neolithic folk
{who may be sard to represent the Picts of history), the Goidels,
and the Brythons—ran m and out of one another over the southern
half of Scotland, Iike the ch patterns 1n a kaleidoscope made
by three differently coloured pieces of glass  The Brythons were
thickest 1 the east. The Neolithic people concentrated them-
selves in Galloway and the western 1sles, but the Goidels were so
dominant among them that their speech and tradiions became
in time Goidehe.  In the northern ssles and Highlands the Neo-
Tithic people were most numerous, but they also, partly influenced
by the invading Scots from Ireland, adopted, as the centunes
went on, the customs and speech of the Gowdels At last Scot-
Iand broke into two wmun divisions.  The Highlands became
Goidelicised  The Lowlands, with the exception of Galloway,
were rapidly becoming Drythonssed, when the wictory which
made Kenneth MacAlpin (834-860) King of the Picts introduced
again the Goidel elements, and by the ime of the Norman Con-
quest the Lowlinds were probably Goidehcised agan  Dut this
was after the time of which we speak. At present, we may sum
up the whole by saying that those who spoke Goidel, and be-
came at one with the Goidel strain, existed in the north of Scot-

-~
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Jand, in Galloway, in the Isle of Man, and in Ireland. The rest
of England, Scotland, and Wales spoke the Brythonic tongue,
and, though largely mixed with Goidels and Neolithic folk, had
all become or were becoming Brythons in name and manners.

Into this heterogeneous mass of three or perhaps four races,
two pre-Celtic, two Celtic, and the last two infiltrated by the
Roman law, language, and custom, the English in the fifth cen-
tury began to push their plough. During the first hundred years
of their conquest their main policy was destruction,! and they
almost blotted out the Roman and Brythonic civilisation from
Kent to Devonshire ; from the eastern counties to an east-curving
line drawn from Chester to Bristol ; from the Humber to the Forth,
and thence westward over more than half of Northern England
and the Lowlands to the borders of the kingdom of Strathclyde. -
Their policy of destruction was then followed by a policy of
amalgamation, whenever they took any new portions of the
Brythonic lands into their power. At last the pure Brythons were
isolated into three places—into Cornwall, into our Wales, and
into Cumbria—and the name adopted by the Brythons of Wales
and Cumbria was Cymry, that is, “fellow-countrymen.”

This general sketch of the localisation in Great Britain and
Ireland of the various races which occupied the country, and of
their intermingling, is of more use to a history of English litera-
ture than one would at first imagine.

Ques.tions of race are often questions of literature. They
cannot, it is true, provide us with certainties, only with conjec-
tures; but good conjectures, subject to strict experiment, may
lead to certainties; and problems—such as the fuller growth of
early English poetry in the North rather than in Wessex or Mercia 3
the remarkable development of the baliad poetry of the sixteenth,

* The Brythons were by no wmeans alt destroyed. From the first years
of the Conquest, and for more than a century after,
them emigrated to Armorica.
kept for slaves,

' a large proportion of
Morveover, as the Brythonic women were
t the English blood was from the beginning mixed with a Celtic
strain.  The admixture increased to the west and north,
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seventeenth, and eigh h ies, chiefly in the wild march-
land of the Border, why the Lnglish Iyric poetry began, with few
exceptions, near the W "elsh border; how it happened that the later
poetry of natural description had a more original and earlier begin-
ning in Scotland than in England, and yet was only brought to its
finest form in England ; and many other problems belonging to the
introduction of fresh elements into our poctry, are, not completely,
but partly solved by the distnbution of races in this country, and
by our knowledge of the characteristics of these races.

Four other subjects, on each of which a little book might be
written, remain to be briefly treated in this introduction, (1) The
first of these 1s the eatly condition of the country, and how far it
bore on lterature. History, before the time of Ceesar, 15 almost
silent with regard to Britain. We know, however, that Timzus,
the Sicthan historian, who flourished 350-326 E.C., was aware
of the Brtish tin trade; and Pytheas, his contemporary, whose
Trarels were set forth shortly after 330 © c, eight years after the
death of Aristotle, speaks, 1n the fragments which alone remain of
his book, of the Cornish mmners bnnging their tin eastward along
the coast, storng it in an island,! and exchanging it for goods
with the Gauls of the continent. This mtrepid voyager of Mar-
seilles, who seems to have sailed as far as the Northern seas until
he touched the 1ce, landed twice on the south-eastern coasts of our
island, and found the inhabitants farly civilised by their trading.

Tosidonius, who vojaged to Brtain about go B.C, wsited
Cornwall; and Diodorus Siculus, probably quoting Posidonius,
gives an account of the tin trade between Britun and Gaul,
which the tin brought from Belerion (Cornwall) was carried to ap
istand called Ictis (Vectis?), and from thence to Gaul and the
mouth of the Rhone. The mhabrtants, he says, are fond of
strangers ; and, from their intercourse with foreign merchants, are
civilised 1n their manner of Ife.  The nature of the other trades
we learn from Strabo, who wrote about t-19 &p  The Brtons

1 Some suppose this 1sland to be Thanct, and others, more probably,
that 1t was the Isle of Wight. I daresay both sslands were used.
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land, in Galloway, in the Isle of Man, and in Irctand. The rest
of England, Scotland, and Wales spoke the Brythonic tongue,
and, though largely mixed with Goidels and Neolithic folk, had
all become or were becoming Brythons in name and manners.

Into this heterogeneous mass of three or perhaps four races,
two pre-Celtic, two Celtic, and the last two infiltrated by the
Roman law, language, and custom, the English in the fifth cen-
tury began to push their plough. During the first hundred years
of their conquest their main policy was destruction,! and they
ahmost blotted out the Roman and Brythonic civilisation from
Kent to Devonshire ; from the eastern counties to an east-curving
line drawn from Chester to Bristol ; from the Humber to the Forth,
and thence westward over more than half of Northern England
and the Lowlands to the borders of the kingdom of Strathclyde. -
Their policy of destruction was then followed by a policy of
amalgamation, whenever they took any new portions of the
Brythonic lands into their power. At last the pure Brythons were
isolated into three places—into Cornwall, into our Wales, and
into Cumbria—and the name adopted by the Brythons of Wales
and Cumbria was Cymry, that is, “ {ellow-countrymen.”

This general sketch of the localisation in Great Britain and
Ireland of the various races which occupied the country, and of
their intermingling, is of more use to a history of English litera-
ture than one would at first imagine.

Questions of race are often questions of literature. They
cannot, it is true, provide us with certainties, only with conjec-
tures; but good conjectures, subject to strict experiment, may
lead to certainties; and problems—such as the fuller growth of
early English poetry in the North rather than in Wessex or Mercia ;
the remarkable development of the ballad poetry of the sixteenth,

L The Brythons were by no means all destroyed. From the first years
of the Conquest, and f{or more than a century after, a large proportion of
them cmigrated to Armorica, Morcover, as the Brythonic women were
kcpf for staves, the English blood was from the beginning mixed with a Celtic
strain. The admixture increased to the west and north.
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h, and eigh h ies, chiefly in the wild warch-
land of the Border; why the English Iyric poetry began, with few
exceptions, near the Welsh border; kow it happered that the Inter
pocuy of natural description had a more original and earlier begin-
ning in Scotland than in England, and yet was only brought to its
finest form in England ; and many otker problems belonging to the
introduction of fresh elements into our poetry, zre, not completely,
but pantly soived by the distribution of races in this country, and
by our knowledze of the characteristics of these races,

Four other subjects, on each of which a little book might be
wtitten, remain 1o be briefly treated in thus introduction. (1) The
first of these is the early condition of the country, ard kow far it
bore on literature.  History, before the time of Cazsar, 15 almost
silent with regard to Britain, We know, howerer, that Tim=us,
the Sicilian historian, who flounshed 350-326 E.C, was aware
of the British tin trade, and Pytheas, his contemporary, wkose
Trarels were set forth shonly after 330 nc., erght years after the
death of Anstotle, speaks, in the fragments which aloze remain of
his book, of the Cornish miners bnnzing therr tin eastward along
the coast, storing it 1 an islaind,? and exchanging it for goods
with the Gauls of the continent.  This intrepid soyager of Mar-
seilles, who seems to have sailed as far as the Northern seas untl
be touched the ice, landed twice on the south-eastern coasts of our
island, and found the whabuants fanrly avilised by their trading.

Posidonius, who voyaged to Brtamn about ¢o w.c, visited
Cornwall; and Diodorus Siculus, probably quouny Pos:donius,
gives an account of the tin trade between Bntauin and Gaul, i
which the tin brought from Belerion (Cornwall) was carried to an
istand called Teus (Vectis?), and from thence to Gaul ard the
mouth of the Rhone. The inhabstants, be says, are fond of
strangers; and, from their intercourse with foseign merchants, are
chiilised in their manner of Ife.  The nature of the other trades

- weleam from Strabo, who wrote about 1-19 An.  The Bntons

1 Some seppore s tshand to be Ttaret, and othens, more frotabiy,

that it was the Isle of Wight, I daresay both 1lands were osed.
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exported corn, cattle, gold, silver, iron, skins, slaves, and dogs.
They imported, among other things, “ivory bracelets and neck-
laces, red amber beads, vessels of glass, and such-like trumpery.”
Ceesar mentions the tin of the intetior, and speaks ol copper as
one of the British imports.

South-eastern and south-western Britain had thus reached a
somewhat civilised manner of life when Crwesar came to Britain.
In fact, whatever civilisation the Gauls had gained in contact
with the Greek and the Roman they carried with them into
Britain, and we hear even of a rude luxury and spléndour in the
dress and manners of the Brythons. Inland, however, where
the Goidels yet roamed and fought, the men had not passed
beyond the pastoral stage. They were as wild as the Highland-
men of the seventeenth century, and lived in much the same way.
They grew no corn, were clad in skins, and painted themselves
for love and war. The farther men were from the coasts the
less was civilisation possible, not only from the absence of trade-
influences, but also from the conditinn of the country.
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devoured one another ; and enormous flocks of land- and water-
birds hunted their prey in the woods and over the widespread
marshes, 'The forests in many places approached the coast, and
left only a narrow strip of land fit for the dwelling of man
Elsewhere, the tides carrfed the sea, especially on the eastern
shores, far into the land, making waste leagues of recdy fen over
which the cold or clammy mists vose and fell i the sunless
summers, and where the winters settled down as grim as death.
Men hved only on the outskirts of these ragged soltudes of
forest and fen, on the fringe of coast, along the rivers, in sparse
glades of the woods, on the hills and downs, and on the ridges
and moors of chalk, grantte, himestone and sandstone that rose
above the levels of the steaming forest land

The Romans, under Agricola and after his time, wrought a
great change on this condiuon  Where they settled, the nivers
were embanked, the morasses bridged, the fens drained; the
trees felled along the roads, the woods cleared back from the
tiver-valleys, the valleys made fit for tillage and pasture.  Agri-
culture increased, great corn-flects carried the produce of Britain
to the provinces on the continent, the decp grass of the river-
valleys nourished vast herds of cattle, the hills were covered with
thousands of sheep, the export of wool was immense. Gold,
silver, and iron were sent out of the country, and the tall power-
ful hunting dogs of Britain sere imported by the wealthy Romans.
Yet scarcely a sixth of the land was redeemed  When the English
came, the forest-land opposed ther advance conunually  The
fenlands of the cast and the wide marshes of Somerset remained
desolate. The great woods of Andred, of Arden, of Dean, and
of many others, were still huge wastes where only the outlaw hved.
Wales was one ¢cnormous woodland.  Even in Elizabeth's time 2
third of England was waste land

The constant presence of this wild country has had a remark-
able infl on i ‘That nft 1s strongest where
the Celtic element 15 strongest 1n our folk, and 1t appears among

such folk as a love of wild nature,  The carly English poetry of
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exported corn, cattle, gold, silver, iron, skins, slaves, and dogs.
They imported, among other things, “ivory bracelets and neck-
laces, red amber beads, vessels of glass, and such-like trumpery.”
Caesar mentions the tin of the interior, and speaks ot copper as
one of the British imports.

South-castern and south-western Britain had thus reached a
somewhat civilised manner of life when Cxsar came to Dritain.
In fact, whatever civilisation the Gauls had gained in contact
with the Greck and the Roman they carried with them into
Britain, and we hear even of a rude luxury and spléndour in the
dress and manners of the Brythons, Inland, however, where
the Goidels yet roamed and fought, the men had not passed
beyond the pastoral stage. They were as wild as the Highland-
men of the seventeenth century, and lived in much the same way.
They grew no corn, were clad in skins, and painted themselves
for love and war. The farther men were from the coasts the
less was civilisation possible, not only from the absence of trade-
influences, but also from the condition of the country.

Before the Romans came, far the greater portion of Britain
was uninhabitable, a desolation of vast woods full of sleepy
swamps into which the choked-up rivers spread; huge tracts of
bleak moorland covered with Jow scrub and heather and dry grass ;
and in every hollow deep and treacherous bogs, while rugged
and pathless labyrinths of rocks led up to the higher mountains.
The interior was wholly unexplored.  Over it the wolves ranged
in packs and ran down the stags ; the wild swine fed in thousands
on the acorns and mast of the oak and beech forests ; the white-
maned urus ran through the glades among the tangled under-
growth of yew and holly and wild briars, and the wild, small
black cattle, short-horned and with close-curled manes, he‘rded
on the hills. The bear still lingered in the deepest recesses of
the forests, and in the caves of the northern mountains, The
reindeer was still to be found in Scotland. The beavers built
their ‘dams across the rivers; hosts of the smaller wild beasts,
the fox, the weasel tribe, the badger, the otter, the wild cat,
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desoured one another; and enormous flocks of land- and water-
birds hunted their prey 1n the woods and over the widespread
marshes.  The forests in many places approached the coast, and
left only a namow stmp of land fit for the dwelling of man.
Elsenhere, the tides carried the sea, especially on the eastern
shores, far into the land, making waste leagues of reedy fen over
which the cold or clammy mists rose and fell n the sunless
sunimers, and where the winters scttled down as grim as death
Men lised only on the outskirts of these ragged solitudes of
forest and fen, on the fringe of coast, along the rivers, m sparse
glades of the woods, on the hills and downs, and on the ndges
and moors of chalk, gramite, himestone and sandstone that rose
above the levels of the steaming forest land.

The Romans, under Agnicola and after his time, wrought a
great change on this conditton  Where they scttled, the nvers
were embanked, the morasses bridged, the fens dramned; the
trees felled along the roads, the woods cleared back from the
river-valleys, the vafluys made fit for tillage and pasture.  Agriv
culture inereased, great corn-flects carried the produce of Butan
to the prosinces on the contment, the deep grass of the river-
valleys nounished vast herds of cattle, the hills were covered with
thousands of sheep, the export of wool was immense. Gold,
silver, and iron were sent aut of the country, and the tall power-
ful hunting dogs of Britasn were imported by the wealthy Romans.
Yet scarcelya sixth of the land was redeemed.  When the English
came, the forestland opposed their advance conunually.  The
fenlands of the east and the wide marshes of Somerset remained
desolate.  The great woods of Andred, of Arden, of Dean, and
of many others, were still huge wastes where only the outlaw lived.
Wales was one enormous woodland  Even m Elzabeth's time a
third of England was waste land.

The constant presence of this wild country has had a remark-
able influence on hterature. That influence s strongest where
the Celtic element 15 strongest m our folk, and 1t appears among
such folk as a love of wild nature  The early Englsh poctry of
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exported corn, cattle, gold, silver, iron, skins, slaves, and dogs.
They imported, among other things, “ivory hracelets and neck-
laces, red amber beads, vessels of glass, and such-like trumpery.”
Ceesar mentions the tin of the interior, and speaks ot copper as
one of the British imports. '

South-eastern and south-western Britain had thus reached a
somewhat civilised manner of life when Cwmsar came to Britain.
In fact, whatever civilisation the Gauls had gained in contact
with the Greek and the Roman they carried with them into
Britain, and we hear even of a rude luxury and spléndour in the
dress and manners of the Brythons. Inland, however, where
the Goidels yet roamed and fought, the men had not passed
beyond the pastoral stage. They were as wild as the Highland-
men of the seventeenth century, and lived in much the same way.
They grew no corn, were clad in skins, and painted themselves
for love and war. The farther mien were from the coasts the
less was civilisation possible, not only from the absence of trade-
influences, but also from the condition of the country.

Before the Romans came, far the greater portion of Britain
was uninhabitable, a desolation of vast woods full of sleepy
swamps into which the choked-up rivers spread ; huge tracts of
bleak moorland covered with low scrub and heather and dry grass ;
and in every hollow deep and treacherous bogs, while rugged
and pathless labyrinths of rocks led up to the higher mountains,
The interior was wholly unexplored.  Over it the wolves ranged
in packs and ran down the stags ; the wild swine fed in thousands
on the acorns and mast of the oak and beech forests ; the white-
maned urus ran through the glades among the tangled under-
growth of yew and holly and wild briars, and the wild, small
black cattle, short-horned and with close-curled manes, herded
on the hills. The bear still lingered in the deepest recesses of
th.e forests, and in the caves of the northern mountains. The
renfdeer was still to be found in Scotland. The beavers built
their ‘dams across the rivers ; hosts of the smaller wild beasts,
the fox, the weasel tribe, the badger, the otter, the wild cat,
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desoured one anather; and enormous flocks of land- and water.
birds hunted therr prey in the woods and over the widespread
marshes,  The forests in many places approached the coast, and
left only a namow strip of Iand fit for the dwelling of man.
Elsewhere, the tides carried the sen, especially on the eastern
shores, far into the land, making waste leagues of reedy fon over
which the cold of clammy mists tose and fell in the sunless
summers, and shere the winters settled down as grim as death.
Men lived only on the outskirts of these ragged solitudes of
forest and fen, on the fnge of coast, along the nivers, in sparse
glades of the woods, on the hills snd downs, and on the ridges
and moors of chalk, gramte, himestone and sandstone that rose
above the levels of the steaming forest land.

The Ramans, under Agrnicola and after his time, wrovght 2
great change on this condittion  Where they settled, the nivers
were embanked, the morasses bndged, the fens drained, the
trees felled along the roads, the woods cleared back from the
river-valleys, the valleys made fit for tilage and pastore.  Agri.
culutre increased, great corn-flects carned the produce of Britam
to the prosinces on the continent, the deep grass of the mver-
ralleys nourished vast herds of cattle, the Ills were covered with
thousands of sheep, the export of wool was immense. Gold,
silver, and iron were sent out of the country, and the tall poser.
ful hunting dogs of Britan were imported by the wealthy Romans,
Vet scarcely 2 sixth of the land was redeemed.  When the Enghish
came, the forest-land opposed therr advance continually  The
fendands of the cast and the wide marshes of Somerset remained
desolate,  The great woods of Andred, of Arden, of Dean, and
of many others, were still huge wastes where only the outlaw lived,
Wales was one enormous woodland.  Even in Elizabet's ume 2
third of England was waste land

‘The constant presence of thys wild country has bad a remarh-
able inft on i Thay ”® gest where
the Celtic clement is strongest n ovr folk, and 1t appears among
such folk as a lose of wild nature.  The early Enghsh yoetry of
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exported corn, cattle, gold, silver, iron, skins, slaves, and dogs.
They imported, among other things, “iyory bracelets and neck-
laces, red amber beads, vessels of glass, and such-like trumpery.”
Ceesar mentions the tin of the interior, and speaks ol copper as
one of the British imports.

South-eastern and south-western Britain had thus reached a
somewhat civilised manner of life when Cwmsar came to Britain. -
In fact, whatever civilisation the Gauls had gained in contact
with the Greek and the Roman they carried with them into
Britain, and we hear even of a rude luxury and spléndour in the
dress and manners of the Brythons. Inland, however, where
the Goidels yet roamed and fought, the men had not passed
beyond the pastoral stage. They were as wild as the Highland-
men of the seventeenth century, and lived in much the same way.
They grew no corn, were clad in skins, and painted themselves
for love and war. The farther men were from the coasts the
less was civilisation possible, not only from the absence of trade-
influences, but also from the condition of the country.

Before the Romans came, far the greater portion of Britain
was uninhabitable, a desolation of vast woods full of sleepy
swamps into which the choked-up rivers spread; huge tracts of
bleak moortand cavered with low scrub and heather and dry grass:
and in every hollow deep and treacherous bogs, while rugged
and pathless labyrinths of rocks led up to the higher mountains.
jI‘he interior was wholly unexplored.  Over it the wolves ranged
in packs and ran down the stags ; the wild swine fed in thousands
on the acorns and mast of the oak and beech forests ; the white-
maned urus ran through the glades among the tangled under-
growth of yew and holly and wild briars, and the wild, small
black cat.tle, short-horned and with close-curled manes, herded
Z;le t?oie};tlils;l ndTi:e ti)ear still lingered in the deepest recesses of

_ » and 1e caves of the northern mountains. The
the fox, the el ; hosts of the smaller wﬂd.beasts,
) el tribe, the badger, the otter, the wild cat,
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devoured one another ; and enormous flocks of land- and water-
birds hunted their prey in the woods and over the widespread
marshes, The forests in many places approached the coast, and
left only a narow strip of land fit for the dwelling of man
Elsewhere, the tides carrfed the seq, especially on the eastern
shores, far into the land, making waste leagues of rcedy fen over
which the cold or clammy mists rose and fell in the sunless
summers, and where the winters settled down as gnm as death.
Men Ined only on the outskirts of these ragged sohtudes of
forest and fen, on the fringe of coast, along the rivers, in sparse
glades of the woods, on the lls and downs, and on the ndges
and moors of chalk, granite, hmestone and sandstone that rose
above the levels of the steaming forest land.

‘The Romans, under Agricola and after his time, wrought a
great change on this condition  Where they settled, the nvers
were embanked, the momasses bridged, the fens drained, the
trees felled along the roads, the woods cleared back from the
nvervalleys, the salleys made fit for tillage and pasture.  Agri-
culture increased, great corn-flects carned the produce of Britan
to the provinces on the continent, the deep grass of the nver-
valleys nounshed vast herds of cattle, the hills were covered with
thousands of sheep, the export of wool was inmense. Gold,
silver, and iron werc sent out of the country, and the tall poner-
ful hunting dogs of Britain were imported by the wealthy Romans.
Yet scarcelya sinth of the land was redecmed  When the English
came, the forest-land opposed their advance continually.  The
fen-lands of the east and the wide marshes of Somerset remained
desolate.  The great woods of Andred, of Arden, of Dean, and
of many others, were still huge wastes where only the outlaw Ined.
Wales was one enormous noodland.  Esen in Elizabeth’s time a
third of England was waste land.

The constant prcscnce of this wild country has had a remark-
alle wfl on That 1nfl 2 is gest where
the Celtic element is strongest i our folk, and it appears among
such folk as a love of wild nature.  The carly Enghsh postry of
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exported corn, cattle, gold, silver, iron, skins, slaves, and dogs.
They imported, among other things, “ivory bracelets and neck-
laces, red amber beads, vessels of glass, and such-like trumpery.”
Ceesar mentions the tin of the interior, and speaks of copper as
one of the British imports.

South-eastern and south-western Britain had thus reached a
somewhat civilised manner of life when Cresar came to Britain,
In fact, whatever civilisation the Gauls had gained in contact
with the Greek and the Roman they carried with them into
Britain, and we hear even of a rude luxury and spléndour in the
dress and manners of the Brythons. Inland, however, where
the Goidels yet roamed and fought, the men had not passed
beyond the pastoral stage. They were as wild as the Highland-
men of the seventeenth century, and lived in much the same way.
They grew no corn, were clad in skins, and painted themselves
for love and war. The farther men were from the coasts the
less was civilisation possible, not only from the absence of trade-
influences, but also from the condition of the country.

Before the Romans came, far the greater portion of Britain
was uninhabitable, a desolation of vast woods full of sleepy
swamps into which the choked-up rivers spread ; huge tracts of
bleak moorland covered with low scrub and heather and dry grass ;
and in every hollow deep and treacherous bogs, while rugged
and pathless labyrinths of rocks led up to the higher mountains.
The interior was wholly unexplored.  Over it the wolves ranged
in packs and ran down the stags ; the wild swine fed in thousands
on the acorns and mast of the oak and beech forests ; the white-
maned urus ran through the glades among the tangled under-
growth of yew and holly and wild briars, and the wild, small
black cattle, short-horned and with close-curled manes, he}ded
on the hills. The bear still lingered in the deepest recesses of
th‘e forests, and in the caves of the northern mountains, The
reufdeer was still to be found in Scotland.  The beavers built
their ‘dams across the rivers; hosts of the smaller wild beasts,
the fox, the weasel tribe, the badger, the otter, the wild cat,
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devoured onc another ; and enormous focks of land- and water-
birds hunted therr prey in the woods and over the widespread
marshes.  The forests in many places approached the coast, and
left only a narrow strip of land fit for the dwelling of man.
Llsewhere, the tides earried the ses, espeaally on the eastern
shores, far into the land, making waste Jeagues of reedy fen over
which the cold or clammy mists rose and fell in the sunless
summers, and where the winters settled down as grim as death.
Men lived only on the outskits of these ragged solitudes of
forest and fen, on the fringe of coast, along the risers, in sparse
glades of the woods, on the hlls and downs, and on the ridges
and moors of chalk, granite, imestone and sandstone that rose
above the levcls of the steaming forest land

The Romans, under Agricola and after his time, wrought a
great change on this condiion  Where they settled, the miers
were cmbanked, the morasses bridged, the fens dramned, the
trees felled along the roads, the woods cleared back from the
riveryalleys, the valleys made fit for tillage and pasture  Agri-
culture increased, great corn-flects carned the produce of Britain
to the provinces on the continent, the decp grass of the river-
valleys nounshed vast herds of cattle, the hills were covered with
thousands of sheep, the evport of wool was mmmense. Gold,
sther, and sron were sent out of the country, and the tall power-
ful hunting dogs of Britain were tmported by the wealthy Romans.
Yet scarcely a sixth of the land was redeemed  When the English
came, the forest-land opposed thar advance conttually.  The
fen-lands of the east and the wide marshes of Somerset remained
desolate.  The great woods of Andred, of Arden, of Dean, and
of many others, were still huge wastes where only the outlaw hived.
Wales was one dland. Esenin Elzabeth's ttme a
third of England was waste land.

The constant presence of this wild country has had a remark-
able influence on 1 That i : 18 sest where
the Celtic element is strongest i our folk, and it appears amang
such folk as a fove of wild nature.  The carly English poetry of
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Northumbria is full of the sentiment of the savage weather and
storm-lashed cliffs of the sea-coasts, and of the passion of the
furious sea. The poem of Layamon, written on the Welsh border,
is alive with the natural description of the wild scenery which the
poet loved. The work of the Lancashire poet who wrote Sir
Gawayne and the Grene Knight is equally full of the love of the
rocks and hills and woodland of that Celtic country. When the
description of nature in the reigns of Henry VIL and VIIL is
conventional in England, it is passionate and done directly from
nature in Scottish poetry. Spenser’s special pleasure in unin-
habited forests and lonely streams, swift rivers and rugged
mountains, came partly of his stay in Tancashire and of his life in
Ireland. Nor is it without significance that the love of nature for
its own sake in modern English poetry began in the eighteenth
century from Scotland, and that the great nature-poetry of the
nineteenth century was born and grew into strength in the heart
of a Cumbrian poet.

The wild country acted differently on the German side of the
English race. It was felt, not as a thing to be loved, but to be
feared. The solitary moors, the cruel woods, the fens where the
wild birds cried like demons, the black morass, are alive in
early English literature with the evil-bringing powers of nature.
Monsters like Grendel haunted the misty moors and the black
seapots where the waves boiled ; the dragon lurked in the fen or
in the caves of the rocks; hateful phantoms rode on the storm-
clouds or lay in wait for the traveller when he crossed the swollen
stream or passed the gray stones on the heath. A whole world
of fearful imagination was born which has never left our literature,

Out of both, out of the Celtic love and the German fear of
wild nature, has grown at last the modern poetry of nature, a
mingled web of love and awe. And between both, and also
influencing modern poetry, was all the romance of the wildwood
which collected itself in story and ballad round the life of the
bo'ld outlaw in the forests, and was mingled with the gaiety of the
fairy crew that danced by moonlight in the pleasant glades,
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{2} The second subject of which a sketch is here to be given
is the Roman occupation, and how far it influenced our literature.
On such 2 land as 1 have described the Romans came for the
first time with Juhus Casar in 55 n.c, and then again the year
after; and the noble defence of south-castern England made
against them by Cassticlaunos n his stronghold of Verulam is
not unremembered w literature.  Nor has Caraticos missed in
letters the tribute due 10 his covrage and his patriotism, He,
leading the Silures, of a sturdier temper than the Celiic tribes,
defended the northern and mdland parts of Britain agamnst
the legions of the Emperor Claudius, when, ninety years after
Cresar's landing, the Romans made the south-cast of the island
into a province of the empire. In Nero’s reign, Suetonivs
Taulinus took and sacked the island of Mona, slew the Druid
bands and cut down their sacred groves  But he had left the
east of Britain unp d, and Boad {Boudicea), Queen of
the Iceni, rased the country to avenge her bitter wrongs,
and destroyed with ternble slaughter London, Verulam, and
Camalodunon, but was at last defeated and died of paison.
These two events have often been cclebrated by Englsh poetry.
Cowper sang, »ith his own melodious grace, the Briush Queen
in her wrath and sotrow.  One of Tennyson’s daring experiments
in metre sang of the Druids, the Brythonic gods, the yelfow-
Taired queen, the bloody vengeance which she took, and mvented
her prophecy of the fall of Rome and the glory of England.

‘The better government of Agricots, under Vespasian, tedeemed
the cruelties of Paulinus and drew all the Bntish chiefians below
the Forth and the Clyde into the Roman peace.  The line of forts
he set up between Glasgos and Edimburgh was made into a
wall by Antoninus in 130 A b, ; and Hadman, twenty years before,
had built another wall, whose nuns now stretch Letween Newcastle
and Carlisle. ‘These huge walls with their forts and towers, the
fontifications with which the Romans encompassed their towns,
_their white stone buldings, the temples, theatres, and pubtic baths,
the rich country-houses and the magmficent roads with wlich they
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quartered the land, were marvels to the Britons. They were still
more wonderful to the English. Early English poetry is foll of
allusions to these ““works of giants” ; and one of its finest Elegics
describes the wondrous walls, the gates, the crumbling towers, the
heap of shattered houses, the pillars and pinnacles, the market-
place and the marble baths of Bath-—or perhaps of Caerleon on
Usk, built by the second Augusta legion—a noble town which, in
literature, is “towered Camelot.” In this way the Romans left
some trace on the letters of England.

1t was the Romans, also, who brought Christianity into Britain,
and British Christianity has faintly entered into English literature.
It seems possible that some of the soldiers of the legion which
had served at Jerusalem, and which was sent to Britain in the
first century, may have been Christians, and have spread their
faith among the British folk ; and Wiilker conjectures that it is
owing to this that the Eastern elements were so strong in the
British Church, When Christianity came, it grew steadily. Ter-
tullian speaks of the British Christians at the end of the second
century ; and at the end of the third and beginning of the fourth
century Britain had three martyrs of the faith—Alban of Verulam,
and two citizens of Caerleon, Aaron and Julius, After 386 A.D.
the Church of Christ was fully established.

Jt is in the legends of saints, as, for example, of Alban of
Verulam, handed down from the days of the Roman occupation,
that we find traces of the influence on English literature of the
Christianity Britain owed to Rome. The chief story is that of
Helena and her “Invention of the true Cross.” Constantine,
who was proclaimed emperor at York, was the son of Helena, the
daughter of a Dacian innkeeper, whom legend made into a British
princess.  One of Cynewnlf's noblest poems celebrates the dream
and victory of Constantine, the voyage of Helena to Jerusalem,
and her discovery of the Rood ; nor is the story unrepresented
in the later literature of England.

But, on the whole, the influence of British Christianity on
English literature is all but imperceptible.  The slaughter the
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Tnglish heathen made of the British, and the destruction of
their shrines in the first bot years of the Conquest, left only a
few traces of the Roman civilisation and Christianity, Canterbury
may have retained a remnart of Christian churches and schools,
Roman civilisation and Christianity remained alive in Wales,
but where the English heathen passed, ruin was on their right
hard and their lef. When England became Christian, the
memory of those cruel days kept the British Church apart in
hatred from the English; and when i the later conquests
the Dritons were absorbed into the English, they became children
of the Latin not of the Bntish Church. There was one place,
howeser, where Brtish Chnsuamty and its traditions were handed
on without a break into Enghsh Chnstianuy, and whence the
Celtic desotion and imagmation flowed into English Lterature,
That place was Glastonbury. When Cenwealh, i 658, passing
over the great marshes, captured Glastonbury Tor, he found there
the British Chusch and morastery, which, since the overthrow of
Ambresbury, had been the centre of Bnush Christianity,  Unlike
Ambresbury, it was not d d by the English, for Cenweath,
Iately made 2 Chnstian and founder of the bishopric of Win-
chester, saw brethren, not enemies, i the monks of Glastonbury.
When Ine, some thirty years after, came to the throne of Wessex,
he too honoured the ancient site, added to the ancient Church
another of his own, and ennched the monastery. Hence Glaston-
bury was the only place in southern England where British
Christianity continued mto English, where the religion, the tradi-
tions, the legends of saints, and a church of the Brythons mingled
in a3 happy marriage with those of the Enghsh.  The Celtic
Christian legends, which carried the story of Glastonbury back to
Joseph of Anmathea, to the Apostles, even to the Last Supper
and the Cross, though they took their literary form much later,
had fised at Glastonbury i embryonic Celtic forms, some of them
heathen in origin. The story of the Holy Grail, springng ott of
early Tnsh roots, grew, like 2 myth, by aceretion, in Glastonbury,
and taking at last a Interary form, not orly brought the centrai
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doctrine of the Roman Church into thase imaginative affections
of the common people which story-telling nourishes, but also went
from England all over Europe. But its origins were in the Celtic
Christianity which passed through Glastonbury into the English
Church.

It was not only Brythonic Christianity which had a centre
of dispersion at Glastonbury. The place had close connections
with Goidelic, with Irish Christianity. It is supposed that =
second Patrick refuged there. Columb and Bridget are both
brought to Avalon. We know that many pilgrims came yearly
from Ireland to worship at Glastonbury, and that many Irish
scholars studied in the monastery, added to its library, and brought
to its folk the legends of their saints, perhaps the stories of their
heroes. Irish influence thus came into England, not only from
the north through Tona, but from the south through Glastonbury.
In fact Goidelic, Brythonic, and English Christianity met and
mingled their powers in this ancient seat of learning. The spirit
of all these powers, though they had grievously dwindled when
he was young, concentrated itself in Dunstan, who, brought up
as a child in the sight of the monastery and taught by its Irish
pilgrims, became its abbot in manhood, and made it the source
from which the revival of monastic life and learning spread over
England. The literature which blossomed in Afthelwold, and
bore such copious fruitage in Alfric, was sown in the great school
of Glastonbury, and by the hand of Dunstan. And Dunstan was
perhaps as much the child of Celtic as of English Christianity.

To return from this necessary episode, not much now remains
to say of Roman Britain. Severus, in 210, drove back the tribes
beyond the walls with great slaughter. Seventy years afterwards
two other foes added to the troubles of the provincials, The
Scots from the north of Ireland began in 286 their constant raids
on the north and west of the istand. The Saxons, as the Britons
called. ther_n, ravaged the eastern and south-eastern coasts for the
first time in 290 A.D., and so incessant was their piracy that the
whole coast from Southampton to the Wash was called by the



T TO EXGLISH LITCRATURE 17

Romans the “Saxon shore.” By the middle of the fourth century
these preedy enemies of Britain leaped fram every side upon her
flanks. ‘They were beaten back by Theodosius; and retuming,
were again touted Ly Maximus in 384. In 396 and 400 the notth
and the sousth were agan attacked, and Stilicho rescued the
provinces for the fast time. ¢ Me perishing by my neighbour’s
hands,” sang Britannia in Claudian’s poem, “Stilicho defended,
when the Scot cxcited all [erne to arms, and the ocean was white,
Leaten by the oars of the invaders”  But Rome was now defend.
ng her heart against the German sword, and the invasion of the
Vandals drew the Romans away from Brtun.  Constantine, a
private soldier, made emperor of the west by the army, sent for
the Roman legions from Bmtain in 4o7. One of his generals,
Gerontius, a Brython, conceiving himself injured by Constantine,
invited the Germans to joir hum in a conquest of Brtain  The
“cities of Brtain” ratlied to thew own defence, repulsed the in-
vaders, and declared theur independence of Rome.  'The Emperor
Honorlus agreed to that shich he was powerless to prevent, and
bid the cities take care of themselies  They rephied by bamshing
all the Roman officials, and setting up governments of their own

Britain now, in 410, stood alone, but she was not able to support
hier freedom.  Her various governments bad no bond of umon
they fought with one another, famine and pestilence followed on
civil war; and then her three enemies, Picts, Insh, and Saxons,
closed in upon her.  She fought with great courage for more than
thitty years against desperate odds, but she was at last worn out

In 446 or 437 1t is said that a pitcous letter of appeal was
addressed by the Bentons to Actws.  “We are drisen by the
savages into the sea, and by the sea we are thrown among the
savages—ne are cither batchered or drowned.” It s not hikely
that this appeal, if it ever was wntten, was ever presented. At
any rate, no help came from Rome; and m an evit hour for the
Britons, Gwerthigerm (Vortigern), their most powerful king, called
on the Fnglish marauders for their belp, and Hengst and Horsa,
whose names also belong to Sagy, landed in Thanet.  They

c
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quarrelled with Vortigern ; the land pleased them better than the}r
Jutish flats; they sent with fraternal pleasure for more of their
bands; and in 451 A.D. their conquest of Kent began the con-
quest of Britain by the English. -

It may well be asked how it was that the civilised rule‘of
Rome for so long a period had no influence whatever on English
law and literature, and left so few traces on the British. With
regard to the British, the hatred between them and the .Romzms
was deep. The relation between them had grown into the
relation between cruel oppressors and their victims. The arrival
of the tax-gatherers in a British town was like the arrival of a band -
of plundering and torturing Pindarees in an Indian village. The
Britons and their tyrants were two nations in one country.
When the Romans left, it was almost as if they had never come.
Even the Latin language only existed for a short time. It had
been spoken largely in the towns and their suburban country;
thousands of Britons served in the Roman legions, and of course
spoke the tongue of Rome, but it did not get far into the interior
of Britain. It has been conjectured that a Romance language
arose. This is excessively improbable. As in Wales and Ireland
when conquered by the English, so in Britain conquered by the
Romans, two languages were spoken ; and when the Romans left,
Latin, as a popular tongue, except among the priests and upper
classes, died away. The tribes also went back at once, each to

* his own individuality,—to that jealous separate existence which is
so dear to all races in the earlier stages of their history, and
which Rome strove to destroy. It was suppressed in Britain but
not destroyed. The Roman unity had never taught the British
tribes to live, govern, or war as one people. Nor did the de-
nationalising Roman law and order penetrate into the British
nature, any more than English law and order has penetrated
into the nature of the Irish people. Britain hated the Romans
and their laws because they strove to turn the Britons into
Romans, to destroy their nationality. Ireland and Wales have hated
the English and their laws whenever they strove to turn them
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into English; and it is no wonder. The account which Gildas
gives of the condition of the British kingdows, however exag-
gerated by personal feeling, shows how ineffective the Roman
order and obedience had been to root out each tribe’s desire of
selfgovernment. Rome left the land, and the land forgot her
with joy. What happened is what would happen now in India if
the English Raj were withdravn. In a few genemations an
invader would scarcely be aware, save by their public works,
that the English people had ever been in the provinces of Indix

So when the Enghsh invaded Britain, they found, save among
the remnant who fought at the siege of Mount Badon, Lttle of
the Roman government or power, and the Lttle that was left
they destroyed.  Nothing, save the roads and the ruins, was left
of PBritish-Roman cmbsation from Canterbury to Bnstol and
from London to York.  This destruction seemed to educated men
of the time, Iike Gildas, to be an irreparable el All ciwilisation,
they said, was blotted out, God Himself has forsaken mankind ;
the most cruel heatherusm has destroyed Chnstuanity in one of
its most sacred homes

But these cultured people are the most often mustaken. It
was of first-rate importance for the progress of the world that the
steadfast and powerful indivaduality of the English people should
be unhampered by the decayed cimbsation of Rome, or by the
reckless nature of the Celtic Gauls; that England, when she
came to exist, should develop her Chnstianity tn ber own fashion,
and weave her lterature out of the threads of her own nature.
The English tongue, the Enghsh spirit, and the Englsh law were
secured to mankind by the merciless carnage of the early years
of the Conquest. The true influence of Rome came back again
with the Roman Christamity, and brought with it Rome's amal-
gamating and umitig power, not in the political, but in the
spiritual realm; and a mighty influence it had on the deselop-
ment of a national hterature.  But by that time the special lan-
guage, character, customs, ways of thought and feeling of they,
English people had so established themselies, that they remained, ~
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in spite of the Jarge Celtic admixture, in spite of Rome, in spite' of
the Danish invasions, in spite of all the French influences which
bore upon them, the foundation power, the most enduring note in
our literature from the songs of Credmon to the poems of Tenny-
son, from the prose of /Elfred to the prose of to-day. And this
has been more the case with England than with any other nation
which came under the influence of the Roman Church.

(3) The third question to ask is—What indirect influence, if
any, the Goidels had on the eatly literature of England. We
have seen that the Goidels only existed, as a race apart, in Ireland,
in Man, and in the western and northern parts of Scotland, where
they were largely mixed with a previous Neolithic people. They
seemed from their remoteness to be very unlikely to touch
us with their spirit. The Brythons, on the other hand, were
not remote from the English, They lay, side by side with them,
along the border of Devon and Cornwall, along the March in
Mercia, and along the edge of Cumbria, in the land of mountain
and moor which extended from the Ribble to the Clyde. Both
these Celtic races had each a literature of tales and songs, but
owing to strange circumstance it was the Goidels, the more dis-
tant of the two, which first influenced England. Ireland in the
sixth century had a plentiful literature in her own tongue, and a
great school of learning; and the learning and the literature were
brought to the west coast of Scotland by Columba in 563. There
he founded the monastery of Iona, and for twenty years evangel-
ised the mainland from his lonely island. He died in the very
year, 597, in which Augustine landed at Thanet. He was himself
an Irish poet, and we still possess some lyrics of his, of warm
devotion and of passionate regret for his exile from Erin. His
friend, Dallan Forgaill, who wrote his Praises, was chief of the multi-
tudinous Irish bards. From his monastery, where Irish poetry was
loved and honoured, Northumbria, after Paullinus’s flight, was
evangelised by Irish-speaking, Irish-hearted monks 5 and all the
elements of religion and devotion which move and pierce the soul
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most deeply, and which through the soul develop the imagination,
came to the northern English, and indeed into a great part of
Mercia and Anglia, through the Irish spirit. It is scarcely
possible to deny that this had some effect, and perhaps not 2
small one, on the prowth in Notthumbtiz, where the Irish in-
fluence was greatest, of a larger imagination and of a love of
natural description, such as we do not find elsewhere in early
English poetry. ‘There is no direct connection between Trish
and Northumbrian poetry ; it is always plainly English poctry on
which we Jook, but it is English poetry with a difference, and we
may justly claim that diflerence as due to the Celtic spirit.  And
this claim is supported by histoneal facts  There was evidently,
even before Aidan crossed the border, an educational relation
between Tona and the court of Northumbriz, Oswald, with
twelve princely companions, six of whom were sons of Zthelinth,
was trained at Tona, He came to that monsstic school when he
was thirteen years of age, about 616, He lived at Yona for seven-
teen years. He and the rest of the Zthelings learned Irish and
spoke it fluently He must have known the Irish poetry that
Columba kaew, and the Irish monks had no religious objections
to their own sagas of war and love and sosrow.  When he and his
princes returned to Northumbria (and he came to the throne m
633) they brought back with them the Insh learmng charged with
the Irish spitit. He summoned Tona monks to Christianise his
kingdom, and when Aidan brought to Northumbria “the milk
of the Gospel,” Oswald travelled with him, interpreting his preach-
ing to the nobles and the people, until Aidan had learned English,
Oswin in Deira, and Oswiu when he made Northumbna into one
kingdom, were both attached to Aidan and carned sul} forther the
Jrish inflaence.  Oswiu had been baptized and educated at Toma,
and after the battle of Winwied, when Nonthumbna was freed
from the lcr{or and paganism of Penda, the country was peryaded
by monasteries set up on the Ttish model, 2nd directed by monks
who hm:l fearnt all their religion and the spmt of their desotion
rom Irish teachers  As Oswald had sep 1p Lindisfarme and us
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subject monasteries, SO Oswiu now set up Whitby on the same
Irish pattern. And Whitby became the educational centre of
more than half of Northumbria, and sent forth from its loins a
aumber of related monasteries, of bishops and missionaries to the
midland and south of England. The monasterics were founded
on the Trish model, the men had received an Irish training, and
knew at least some of the Irish literature. Later on, even after
the Synod of Whitby, 664, when the Roman Church established
its ascendancy over the Celtic, the Irish influence, though lessened
as an ecclesiastical, remained as an intellectual and literary power.
Shoals of Irish scholars came over to Northumbria, and numbers
of English went to Ireland to drink the wine of knowledge, to
read and love the Irish tales and songs. King Aldfrith also, who
died in yo5, almost as fond of literature as Alfred, was educated
in Ireland and Jona, as well as at Canterbury, and was recognised
as a scholar by Ealdhelm. It was only when Beeda had raised the
school of Jarrow into pre-eminence, and when, after his death, the
school of York became the centre of European learning, that
the Latin influence entirely prevailed over the Celtic in North-
umbria. This was the Goidelic invasion of England.

Its first indivect influence—1 have said that its direct influence
was very small—has been already alluded to, It was the infiltration
into the northern English character of a more emotional atmo-
sphere of feeling, of a more imaginative way of looking at man
and nature, of a more intense sense of life in all things, than the
German tribes possessed. It was the creation in the English soul
of a direct love of nature for her own sake which the German
people did not at this time possess at all.  To this we owe Cyne-
wulfs passion for the sea, for the changes of the sky, for the
storms and the wild scenery of the eastern coast. To this we
owe the vivid personification and description of natural objects in
the Riddles of Cynewulf, the extraordinary fire of his religious
hymns, and the singular self-consciousness of his poetry.  We
0\\:8. tf) thi's the fulness with which he conceives the varied and
rejoicing life of heaven, and the mythical elements with which he
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has suffused his picture in the Phanix of the land of eternal youth.
I believe that we also owe to it the deightsome elements in the
Ilistory Beeda wrote, its profound pleasure in mystic and romantic
legends, the charm of its story-telling, and the grace of its tender-
ness. It is certainly at these points that Beda differs as a writer
from -Elfred or /Eific. Lastly, it js not improbable that the
eagerness of the Irish feeling for sagas had something to do with
the preservation of Beswnlf in the North, and with the poetising
of the saga stories of the Old Testament in the early Genests, in
Exodus, and in Judik, 2ll of which, as I think, took form n
Northumbria.

The second influence the Goidelic invaston had on English
literature was also indirect, and the assertion of it 15 open to
dispute. I believe that the steady tendency in Northumbria
towards the making of religious poetry mn the vernacular rather
than in Latin, was owing to the Irish influence, whnch, carrying
with it the Irish passion for the use of the national tongue, bore
upon the English poets The Insh, alnays using their native
langnage for war-tales, used it also for religrous tales and songs;
and a people Christianised by the Insh would tend to do the
same, It would not even occur to a Northumbrian poet tramed
by Aidan or his followers to write sacred poetry in Latin verse.
Tt is the first thing which would occur to a poet tramned in the
Latin schools of Theodore, of Ealdhelm, of Beda, of Egcberht of
York  Baxda, it is true, loved English verse, and wrote it, but his
chief verse was in Latm, and his practice illustrates what would
have happened in Northumbria had all the monasteries been,
like Jarsow, linked to Rome  Ealdhelm, also a writer of Englsh
songs, wrote on all serious subjects in Latm  His English verses
were probably popular lays, Some say they were hymns, bat the
only one which lasted to Wiliam of Malmesbury’s ume was 2
carmen friviale.  But the Northumbran poets, with the Insh
traditton behind -them, wrote on the great subjects of the Old
Testament, on the mystencs of rederption, on the hves of apastles
and martyrs, in their own tongue.  When Cadmon began to sing
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in English, the heads of the monastery received his Englis.h ver§e
with joy, and urged him to go on writing on sacred subjects in
English. This would not have becn the case at Canterbury
under Theodore, or at Malmesbury under Ealdhelm. And that
it was the case in the North was largely due to the Irish influence. -

These were the good things which the Goidelic branch of the
Celts did for English literature and learning. Its influence, how-
ever, soon lessened, and its direct force perished in the Danish
invasion. I believe, however, that it continued in Scotland when -
it had faded in England, and that we owe to it not only the re-
markable love of nature for its own sake which we find in Dunbar,
Douglas, and even Lyndsay, but also the rough, satirical, rollicking
humour of these and other Scottish poets. The “fytings” of
Dunbar may be said to be the direct descendants of the satirical
poems of the Irish bards. And Fergusson and Burns, both in
their love of nature and their satire, share in the Irish spirit. But
the full Celtic spirit did not reassert itself until the prose poems
published under the name of Ossian by Macpherson in the last
century drew again the heroic imagination of Europe around the
adventures of the Feinne and the gests and sorrows of Cucullainn,
Macpherson found the skeletons of his tales in the Highlands, and
he filled them up with such literary flesh and blood as it was given
him to create. It was a pity he claimed them as true translations.
For their value lay in their not being translations, but original
transformations of old legends. Their power was derived partly
from their origin and partly from Macpherson’s own Celtic genius,
and they carried with them a great deal of the ancient passion of
the legends. They have been unduly depreciated, and we must
not forget that they were one of the most stirring and kindling
elements in the movement which reawakened romance and the
love of nature in the poetry not only of England but of Europe.
But having done this, the Gaelic witch fell asleep again.  She had
been clothed in false garments, and though her beauty shone
through them, she put them away and retired to hidden hills and
woods. Her influence is felt, but her direct voice is not heard in
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the poetry of Wordsworth, Byron, Scott, Shelley, Keats, Browning
or Tennyson. But of late she has again awakened, and clothed
by schalats in her own garments, has once more unfolded, for the
pleasure and pricking of poets, the sagas and the songs of the first
Celtic immigrants into Great Britain and Ireland.

{4) The Brythonic Celts whose infiuence on our literature we
bave nowto indicate began almost immediatelyafter the first English
conquests a movement which had in the end a good deal to do
with English literature. They also produced about the same time
one writer, whose Latin book, D¢ Excidio, and bis Epistola, have
come down to us. The movement was the emigration of many
of the Britons to Armonca: the writer was Gildas

Gildas was the first national historian of the Bntons, a man
whose learning was recogoised in Ireland, in Bewain, and in Brit-
tany;a samt, of whom two ancient lives exist, one of which is
based on the traditions and documents of the Abbaye de Ruis,
an Abbey of which he was the founder. e was bom in 493 {the
Annales Cambriae make the date 516), and died in 570? He gives
an account of the landing of the Jutes in their “ three keels”  The
passage in which he describes the dreadfu! sfaughter and cruel
destruction of the British towns is the vivid record of an eye-
witness of the ruin, and the language m which he denounces the
English “whelps of the barbarian lioness” 15 worthy of a priest,
It is strange to think that two hundred years after he wrote of
the hopeless overthrow of all culture and rehgion by these heathen
butchers they were to become the mstructors of all Europe in
leasning and the most active supporters of Christiamty at home
and abroad,

_His Epistola addressed to the kings and priests of the Britans,
and written within and without with lamentation and mouming
and woe, is a bitter denunciation of the iniquities of the kings and
a stil more bitter attack on the false and immoral priesthood,
Tts denunciations are those natural 1o 2 man who lived apart from
the stress of life 1 2 closter, and we gather from their violence
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that the Britons were bad, but not so bad as he represents. He
uses, to express his wrath, long strings of texts taken in order from
all the prophets and from the New Testament, and this unrelenting
accumulation of prophetic angers has a weight and menace in it
which at last affects the reader like the darkness and flashing of
a thunder-storm. But violent words in those days brought no
trouble to a priest, and he seems to have lived an honoured and a
safe life. He had many relations with the Irish, especially with
S. Brigit and S. Finnian of Clonard. When he was weary of the
troubles in Britain he fled to Gaul, built his Abbey, and died in
peace. British-Roman culture says its last word in this writer.

As to the movement now begun, it was the emigration of the
Britons to a new home in Armorica, and Gildas notices it in
a single sentence. It began after the battles of Aylesford and
Crayford, 455, 457. The English slew all the Britons they caught,
but a good number escaped over the Channel. For we find that
the first band of hunted Britons, the source of the Breton people,
were numerous enough in 461 to have a church and a bishop of
their own. Mansuetus, Bishop of the Bretons, Metropolitan of
Armorica, represented them at the Council of Tours in 461. We
hear from Sidonius Apollinaris that in 468 there were Bretons
above the Loire (Britannas super Ligerinum silos), that is, north
of the Loire, in Armorica. This was the beginning of an emi-
gration which so steadily continued, as the English pushed their
conquests farther to the west, that, in the middle of the sixth
century, Armorica is altogether Brittany—name, language, manners
entirely changed. Cornwall and Devon sent their emigrants over
bet\:feen 509 and 577, and the emigration did not lessen till the
begmnifxg of the seventh century, It was “not an infiltration,
but an inundation.” Nevertheless, it was slowly done, and with-
out violence. ’Fhe people of Armorica were not slaughtered, tﬁey
set'tl‘ed down with the emigrants, and the isolated and successive
British bands that came over for a century and a half found plenty
of land and room for all their wants.

Here then, in a much more unmixed way than in Ingland
< )
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the old traditions, legends, myths, customs, and the imaginathe
spirit of the Brythonie Celt, both in poetry and in tale-telling,
were supported and developed : and even Wales was less pu_rely
Iirythonic than Brttany.  Of course, a certain amount of Goidel
blood and tradition went from Devon, Comwall, and South
Wales into Brittany, but it nas not a large amount, and the Bry-
thonic spirit dominated it. That spirit passed with the wandering
Breton bards into Normandy, and having mingled with French
romance was brought back by the Normans into England, and
added its power afterwards to the hterature of England. The
best illustration of this is the Arthur story. As a stoty it was not
indigenous to Bnttany. It had not devcloped m the scventh
century.  But when it came to Brittany from Wales it was rapidly

inlated : pure Bryth Breton myths were added 1o 1t it
was freshly developed and locally expanded , and falling then into
the hands of the neighbouning Normans, was thrown out of scat-
tered legends into clearer form and so brovght back to England,
where it first received its fuller development as a great tale at the
hands of Geoffrey of Monmouth ~ The emigration of the Briton to
Brittany was of lugh wnport to English literature,

This seems the best place to say a word about the Hisforia
Britonum which goes under the name of Nenmus, and which 1s a
phantom-comparion of the book of Gildas.  Gildas has weight
as an historical authority  But we know nothing of Nennus, and
the book which goes under his name 15 a compilation from sarsous
sources.  Critical investigation has selected two pieces out of the
eight which compose this hustory as the kemel of the book—the
Historia Britonum and the Civstates Britanmar ‘The first of
these is judged from internal evidence to have been writters about
the year 822, and both are the only pieces which occur 1n all the
manuscripts  The compiler, says Guest,! “used fragments of
earlter works which are of great interest and valpe,” Bus the
;::j:stf‘et;ftsi:i "P?" ;0 an Tﬂ‘stormn of htemtu}’c 18 that which

ggle of the Eritons against the English under the
1 Orgettes Celtrene, vol, w p gom
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leadership of Arthur, Tt contains and secures for us the first and
most ancient record of those popular legends of Britain which
gave birth afterwards to the romances of the Brut, of Merlin, of
Arthur, and of the cycle of romance which goes under his name.
They are not the inventions of the writer; they are the
genuine record of popular stories, stories afterwards used by
Geoffrey of Monmouth, and added to by him from Welsh and
Breton legends and from his own imagination.

After Gildas there is silence, save for the cries of the conquered.
‘The emigration went on, but the Brythons who had remained at
home had, in the last quarter of the sixth century, been driven back
by the English to Devon and Cornwall and the south of Somerset-
shire, and to the lands on the west from the Severn to the Clyde.
In 577 Ceawlin, by the battle of Deorham, divided the Brythons
of the south-west from those who dwelt in our Wales, and the
influence of these south-western tribes on our literature is scarcely -
appreciable. It is well, however, to reassert in this place three
considerations : first, that Glastonbury in the unconquered part of
Somerset held till 658 the Brythonic as well as Goidelic traditions
and legends, and handed them on unbroken to the English, so
that they stole into English thought ; secondly, that when Devon-
shire was conquered, the Brythons were not destroyed, but being
amalgamated with the English carried their thought and feeling
into the life of their conquerors; thirdly, that the Brythons who,
mixed with the Goidels, had emigrated from West Wales into
Brittany, took with them their heroic tales and their imaginative
spirit; and in after-times sent both back to England through the

additions which the Norman versifiers made to the Breton versions
of the Arthurian legends.

The influence of the Cymry was much more important. They
were the Brythons who dwelt from the Severn to the Dee in
Cambria as Wales came to be called, and in Cumbria from the
Dee to the Clyde. Cambria and Cumbria are two forms of the
same word—the land of the Cymry. At what date these Bry-
thonic tribes took the common name of Cym»y is not known, but
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a5 it means “ fellow-countrymen * it points to a time when all the
tribes Tecognised their unity as against 3 common cr.wmf- 5‘:7‘:
great misfortune probably drove them into this urity of fetizz,
and no greater misfortune befell the Cymry than the faal baxle
of Chester in 653 when /Ethelftith cut into two paris bz
Cymric kingdoms, seized on the tract of land between the Do
and the Derwent, and isolated the nonhern Cymry from e
Cymry of Wales.
1t §s possible that at this time the name of Cymry passed
into comman out of cosual use. At any rate, it was now thar s
desperate struggle began on the part of all the Brythozic tribes to
tecover the contintuty of the country which bad been Jost; 224
it seems that they were helped by their Celtic brethrea is cther
tands, The Brythons of Damnomiz and Armorica, the Go.2zis
of Dublin and of Scotland, allied themselves wuh the Cyzoy
against the English, and the struggle camed on by Cadwaleon 223
that of his son Cadwaladr, 1o alliance with Penda of Merca,
against the Northumbrians, and during the reigns of Eadwis
Oswald, only ended when QOswiu overthrew the Cymry 224 Pexnds
at the bottle of Winwmd i 655 That is the deze of t5e £t
overthrow of the Cymry State as it was of old, when x smetchot
unbroken from the Sevem to the Solway, and from the & [
the Clyde.
During the whole of this time, from the middle of th+
the middie of the seventh century, the Cymry, who werz 2
people, sang the fortunes of the stnfe, its batiles and ¢
sieges and feasts. Four great bards are said to b
among them towards the end of the sinth cony Iy, 203 e
of their work continued into the seventh. They »
Tahesyin, Llywarch Hen, and Merddin, We ezns
whether the names represent real men.  Merddn, xt
the Mexlx.n of the Arthur tales, and Tahessin, weem to Pt
OUF Exes inte mythical personages, but at least we ta
e e
e tuelfth to the fourteentl century  Trey fas

L]

R

e



30 THE RELATION OF EARLY BRITAIN CHAT.

modernised, added to and mishandled, but the ancient body of
them is allowed to be historical and contemporary with the events
of which they sing. Though the poems have no direct influence
on English literature, yet they are the carliest records we possess
of English war. Poems attributed to Taliessin and to Llywarch
Hen record the wars of Urien, Rhydderch Hen, Gwallawg and
Morcant against the Angles of Bernicia under Hussa, King
of Bernicia, 567-574. A well known Taliessin poem, the * Battle ‘
of Argocd-Llwynfain,” sings the struggle, 580-587, of Urien
and his son Owain against Decodric the Flamebearer, the son
of Ida of Bamborough. It is probable, as Dr, Guest believes,
that the old Marwnad or Elegy on the death of Kyndylan,
contained in the Red Book of Hergest and said to have been
written by Liywarch Hen in his old age, is an account of the
sacking of the town of Uriconium, the “ White Town in the
Valley,” by Ceawlin, King of Wessex, in 584, when the English
cagles, “eager for the flesh of Kyndylan,” came down from
Shrewsbury and Eli, burnt the town and slew the chieftain, ¥,
Gododin, part of which seems to be by Ancurin, tells of the
fight at Cattracth and Gododin, two districts near one another
and the sea, and probably in the north of Lothian. There the
Dritons and the Scots fought about 596 with the Pagan English
and the Pagan Picts. For many years afterwards, until the death
of Cadwallon in 659, the poets chanted the great patriotic -
struggle of Cadwallon and Cadwaladr against the Angles in
poems, some of which remain in modernised versions to the
present day. The poems then, if we follow Mr. Skene, arose
among the northern Cymry, and at first drifted loosely from
mouth to mouth, but were thrown into some ordered form in
the seventh century. After the battle of Winweed, the northern
Cymry remained under English rule, till Ecgfrith fell on the fatal
day of Nechtansmere. The Cymry north of the Solway were
then independent till 946, when the Scots’ kingdom, established
at Alclyde, was subdued by Eadmund, who bestowed all Cumbria
from the Derwent to the Clyde on Maleolm the Scottish king.
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Meanchl

a great migration of the hern Cymry took place
to Wales, and the heroic history of Cumbria was transferred to
Cambriz. This is Mr. Skene's explanation, and I give in what
follows his theory of what now took place.) He holds that the
bards of the migration carried with them the nerth-Cymric poems
(tbe first period poems) to the dwellings which the migratory
tnbes were given in South Wales, and, as time went on devouring
the memories of the past, *the recollection of the hingdom they
had lefi passed away from them,” but the poems remained.
These “poems, obscurely reflecting the history of the North,”
were now appled to the present in which they Ined. The
names, battles, and exploits of old Cumbrian warriors were Nitted
1o the history of North and South Wales, and to the new land the
northem Cymry now inhabited. This transference was chiefly
made in and about the time of Howe) the Good, who reigned
over the whole of Wales from 940 to 948, and its poetry makes
the second petiod of old Cymnic poetry.  About the same time
the older Mabinog: took therr finished form.

Not long afterwards a third *#school of Welsh poetry, which
speedily assumed Jarge dimensions and excrased a powerful
influence, arosc in North Wales ; whule the literary spinit of South
Wales manifested atself more in prose composition,” that 1s, in
the creation of new mythical and romantic tales

Stll later, and growing gradually, a forrtk school of poctry
grew up in South Wales It imutated the old poetry of the North,
and wrote in the names of Taltessin, of Liywarch Hen and the
Ytﬁ‘t.of the ancients, stving with arying success to reproduce the
spiritand the style of the men it imutated. This “spurious poetry
belongs, for the most part, to the time of Rlys ap Tewdwr, who
ay slininroge  Athis death the Normans occupied Glamorgan-
shire, and the kingdom of South Wales came to an end.  But the
production of this imitative poetry, under farged names, continued
through the Norman-Welsh rule, untl, in the time of Henry 11,

1
" See for a full account of this theory, Skene's Jour dmint Books of
ales, pp. 24, ete.



3 THE RELATION OF EARLY BRITAIN cuar.

some of the ancient poems were first transcribed in a manuscript
of the twelith century—the Black Book of Carmarthen. Three
other books, containing the old and the spurious-old poetry,
appeared in the following centuries—the Book of Aneurin, the
Book of Taliessin, and the Red Book of Hergest; the last is a
manuscript of the fourteenth century.

Of the poems contained in these books I have only alluded
to those which bear on English history. The rest of them, and
they are many, ranging from the sixth to the twelfth century, are
employed only on subjects belonging to the Cymry, on their early
traditions, their cities, legendary heroes, sieges, battles, defeats,
and on the personal feelings of the bards who sang these fates
of men. Along with these war-poems there is a crowd of miscel-
laneous poems on religion, on the lives of the writers, on philo-
sophic subjects, on the natural scenery and animal life of the
seasons of the year; and some of these last appear to have had an
influence on the rise of the lyric poetry of England. Such an
influence was certainly exercised by the Welsh poetry of a fif2%
period, which, growing more copious after the twelfth century,
unfolded itself into impassioned lyrics of love and of nature;
lovelier but weaker than the older work, and exceedingly per-
sonal both in love and in sorrow. As time went on this poetry
grew more feeble and, at last, merely sentimental. This further
development, however, lies outside of the limits of this book.

Looking back, then, over the six centuries on which we write,
we find that a great mass of poetry and legendary tales, differing
from that of the English, and full of a different spirit, existed
among the Cymry, and were sung and told along the marches of
the Cymry and the English. These two people came to act fre-
quently together in war, and to communicate in peace. In such
border relations a bilingual community grows up, and the songs
and stories of each people become common property, and mix
together their imaginative elements.

The legends, tales, and poems of the Brythons, and the manner
- in which they felt about man and nature, could not fail to have
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some influence on their English conguerors.  And for this thero
was plenty of opportunity. We hear so much of the annihilat
ing slaughter done on the Brythons, that we forget how clasely,
in after-times, they were bound up with the English. Even in
the first fifty years of the Conquest 2 number of the non-fighting
Brythonic population must have been kept by the English as staves
and concubines. The Brtons of West Wales, of Devon, Corn-
wall, and part of Somerset, and perhaps of certain parts of Wilt-
shire, were received nto the English peace mn the seventh century,
and Ealdhelm, to take anc example, was in courteous communica-
tion with the King of Damnoat. After the Conquest we find,
from Domesday Book, that almost all the landed proprietors of
Cornwall have English names—farmers who led, harmoaiously
enough, among a population which was Brythome n language
and manner,
‘The intercourse which thus prevailed betwesn the dwellers
i West Wales and the English existed also on the borders he.
tween the English and the Cymry of Cambna and Cumbna; bat
after the migration of the Cumbrans to Scuth Wales, it was
. greatest on the borders of Cambna  In the seventh century, to
begin with an early example, Penda was m &l allance with
Cadwallon, the King of the Cymny, and =d tum for a whole
year in his mortal attack upon Nort: Merctans and
Cymry fought together, camped and sa: When Ofa
pushed forwards the border of Merewr he took in had
more Brythomc than English indwe! %0 races nter-
nungled all along the new strip o Bristol. The
border inhabitants of north-west Yerc = 1m, and No=o-
umberland were in constant touca wit: *3 of Lapeast®s
Westmoreland, and Curaberland. wz = Rotborgs, =£
Berwick ; and, when Westmorelan terland wers o
queted by the Danes and zfe
Cymry infused their spimit w20 t2=
querors.  In /Blfred’s tme Wessx x
Wales. ‘The story of Asser 222 &
o

s,

1 vrews bow oo S
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frequent was this inter-communication. Many of the Welsh kings
took ZElfred for their overlord. Many charters of thelstan are
signed by chicftains (reguli) of Wales; and there are traces in
the Welsh legends of English names and English stories. The
gentus of the Celt, and perhaps as much of the Goidel as of the
Brython, stole in with more or less influence across the northern
and western borders of England, from Berwick to Carlisle, from
Carlisle to Chester, from Chester to Bristol, and from Bristol to
Glastonbury and Exeter.

After the Conguest, this mingling of the English and Cymric
spirit along the border went on with greater speed, but a third
element, the Norman element, was now added to it. The French,
the English, and the Welsh spirit were woven together in the
doings of poetry and of story-telling all over Hereford, Mont-
gomery, Radnor, and Monmouth. “In Powys, at the end of the
eleventh century, the English element was considerable. Bleddyn,
King of Powys, at the battle of Mechain in 1068, had under his
orders a large body of English troops. ¥rom the end of the
cleventh century, when the Normans took possession of a good
part of South Wales, the relations between them and the Welsh
chicftains are continuous; and at the end of the twelfth century
the two aristocracics are entirely mingled together.”?! In like
manner the Norman and Welsh mingled and interchanged their
literature of tales and poetry. We can trace in the Arthurian
storics of Wales elements which have come over from Normandy,
and, in the Norman stories, clements fram Wales,

It remains only to mention the rise of that great Brythonic
subject which passed from the Brythons, whether in Wales or
Brittany, into England and into Europe. This is the subject of
Arthur, who has been so mighty a king in English literature, from
the days of Henry II to the days of Victoria. 1 might trace in
the close of this chapter the upgrowth of the myth of Arthur, from
the time when the Brythons were still on the Continent to the
time when the Normans crossed the channel, but it will be better

1 J. Loth, ** Les Romans Arthuriens,” Revue Celtigne, vol. xiii,
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to keep the whole story tagether, and to tell it in a history of
Middle English It appears first in English in the Brus of Lay-
amon. In that poem, English poetry having been, Yike Arthur,
almost wounded to the death by foes; having, ltke him, lain hid
in Avalon watched by weeping queens; retumed again, as was
prophesied of Arthur, to life and war, to singing and to love.
It returned hand-m-hand with Arthur; and, as the centuries
moved on, bound 1mto one fair unity of story-telling the ima-
gination of the Celt, the romance of France, and the strength of
England,



CHAPTER II
OLD ENGLISH HEATHEN POETRY

TuE Teutonic tribes who came to our island, and {from their name
of Engle called it England, dwelt in the peninsula of Denmark
and around the mouths of the Elbe. The most northern of
these tribes lived in South Sweden and the upper part of Den-
mark, and the men of it were called the Jutes. Their southern
boundary was the river Sley near Schleswig. Below them were
the Angles, in a little country “about as large as Middlesex,”
and its capital town was named, said Ethelweard in his Chronicle,
“in Saxon Sleswic, but in Danish Haithaby,” The same town is
mentioned in Ohthere’s account to King Alfred of his second
voyage down the west of Norway to Sciringesheal, and thence to
Haithaby. ¢ Two days before he came to Haithaby,” wrote the
king, *he had on the right Jutland and Zealand and many
islands. In these lands dwelt the English before they came into
this land.” Below the Angles, on the neck of the peninsula and
probably in the existing islands of Harde, Eiderstedt, and Nord-
strand were the settlements of the Saxons; but these islands
were at this time not islands, but spaces of higher ground in a
tract of marshy land which is now a great lagoon. This was the
homeland of the Saxons, but they were continually extending
themselves along the coast and inland, and Old Saxony finally
stretched westward from the mouth of the Elbe across the Low
Countries and into the lands of the Chauci and the Frisians.
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The Argles also were not confined to the small piece of land
between the Jutes and the Saxons.  I%Zsith, the Traveller’s Song,
tells of Offz of Ongle ““that he won the greatest of realms with his
single sword ; he advanced his boundaries towards the Myrgings
by Fifeldor, and the Angles and the Sueves henceforth stayed on
in the land as Offa had won it” Fifeldor, or the Monster's Gate,
probably means the mouth of the Eyder. The island of Angeln
was one of their colonies. We hear from Tacitus and Ptolemy
that Anzles had settled along the Elbe, “between the river and the
forest,” somewhere in the north of Hanover; and Tacitus makes
them one of the trnbes who bad a nght to worshup “Mother
Earth” in the awful forest of the Holy Isle. As their onginal
country, like that of the Saxons, was chiefly marsh, and their
life 2 continual battle with the encroaching sea, we are not sur-
prised when we hear from Bzda that the whole population
left it for Britain, and that, in his time, 1t remained a lonely
waste.

The land of the Jutes as 1t tose towards the north, and the
eastern coasts and islands of the peninsula, seem to have been
the most fitted for habitation Hundreds of small settlements
were crowded together on the eastern side, where the sea did not,
as on the west, ceaselessly eat away the land.  But on the west,
where rivers had laid down wide morasses, and the land lay leve:
or even lower than the sea, the dwellers—Jutes, Angles, and
Saxons—from the northcmn point of Jutland to the Rhine, had
to fight daily a fierce contest with the waves  When a high tide,
driven by a storm, ran ds, 1t over d therr z:
and it is told of them that when this took place, the warrors
seized their arms and, as they fled, shook sword and spear n
wrath against the gods of the sea who dared to disturb them.
Full of bold defiance, they returned and butt their houses in the
stme places when the sea retreated, *feanng,” as was sud of
them, “neither flood nor earthquake.” Pytheas descnbes those
who lived about the Elbe in the middle of the third century before
Chrst. They dwelt in a great fen-land, over which the tide flowed

bel, Teolli




38 OLD ENGLISH HEATHEN POETRY CHAP.

and ebbed twice a day, traversed by a number of channels which
the river made for itself ‘through the delta. Some of these, near
the tands of the Chauci and Frisians, Pytheas calls the Ostians. -
Their dwellings were also in the fens. “In their huts on the
banks they looked like sailors aboard ship when the tide was in,
and like shipwrecked men at the ebb. They hunted the fish round
their hovels as they tried to escape with the tide ; they had no cattle,
made fishing-nets out of tangle and rushes, and were stiffened with
the cold.” These, if they were Saxons, were the more miserable
folk, and though likely to make bold sailors under bold leaders,
would not he the owners of those pirate boats who made life so
difficult to the Gauls and the Roman provincials of the “Saxon
shore.” The pirate bands lived probably higher up the rivers in
! clusters of villages, or on the northern and eastern coasts of
l‘: Denmark among the fiords or in its archipelago of islands;
.building their hall and town, as Heorot is built in Besrondf, on
the fringe of land between the sea and those inland wastes of
-moor which had no indwellers but the wild beasts and the black
elves. It is said that Heligoland was the favourite assembling
place of these sea-rovers. Taught to build ships and sail them,
perhaps by Carausius about 287, they soon excelled their teachers
and became the terror of all the neighbouring coasts, “terrible
“for courage and activity, vehemence and valour, strength and
warlike fortitude,” equally famed for merciless cruelty and destruc-
tiveness, sudden as lightning in attack and in retreat, of an
"incredible greed for plunder, laughing and joyous in danger.
They chose the tempest in which to sail, that they might find
their enemijes unprepared, and wherever the wind and waves
-drove them, there they ravaged. * Every oarsman among them
is a leader; they all command, all obey, all teach and learn the
art of pillage. TFiercer than any other enemy, if you be unguarded
they attack ; if ready for them they slip away. Those who resist
them they despise ; those who are off their guard they destroy;
whf:n they pursue they overtake ; when they retreat they escape.
Shipwrecks do not frighten, but discipline them: they not only
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know, but are familiar with the perils of the sea” These were
the dwellings, and this the character of the three tribes whom the
Britons called Saxons, but sho called themselves by the common
name of English.
v They were, ltke other nations of the time, Iike even the savage
!hordes of the Huns, a singing folk.  Every chieftam had his bard,
T his Scép, attached to his hall, who sang in the evening at the feast
}lhe war-deeds of the day or the sagas of the past. Often the
i chieftain, like Hrothgar in Beowulf, was himself a singe. The
fstorc of lays contmined, and was, the history and the literature of
the tribe.  The warrior went into the fight chapting as he smote
with the sword; the pirate captain stood on his vessel's prow in
the tempest and sang defiance to the winds and waves ; the dying
hero versed his glory in war and hus farewells to his people,
i\\'hen the feast was oser and the dnioking began, the wandering
Iguest told his story to the harp and clumed hospiahity, Lays
were sung in the chambers of the women. /Elfred heard the
ballads of his people when he was a boy. At the feasts of the
.} commoner folk 1t was the same as in the nobles’ kall.  Freedmen,
i peasants, even the scfs, sent round the barp to each in tumn
!A man was ashamed who could not sing his tale, as Coedmon was
" ashamed at the feast at Whitby
Chnstians as well as heathen sang.  Preachers like Ealdhelm
chanted old ballads to Jure the people into the cburch.  Dunstan
carried his harp with lum from house to house and sang the
legends of Glastonbury, the stories of the hamlets near hus burth-
place, or the battles of Elfred A legend makes <Elfred himself
{asinger. We know from the Chronrcle that great victones were
Jhanded down to fame m verse The very weapons when therr
;lcrd bore them into battle were thought to break into music
tThe spear yells, the shield hums, the bow screams, the sword
shouts, the chariot wheels roar 1n the battle, and above the fight
the Shicld Maidens sang aloud the Joys of a warnior’s death.  The
raven, the wolf, the gray-winged eagle, hfted their ““dreadful song,
hoping for the carrion ”
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and ebbed twice a day, traversed by a number of channels which
the river made for itself ‘through the delta. Some of these, near
the lands of the Chauci and Frisians, Pytheas calls the Ostians,
Their dwellings were also in the fens. “In their huts on the
banks they looked like sailors aboard ship when the tide was in,
and like shipwrecked men at the ebb. They hunted the fish round
their hovels as they tried to escape with the tide ; they had no cattle, .
made fishing-nets out of tangle and rushes, and were stiffened with
the cold.” These, if they were Saxons, were the more miserable
folk, and though likely to make bold sailors under bold leaders,
would not be the owners of those pirate boats who made life so
difficult to the Gauls and the Roman provincials of the “Saxon
}shore.” The pirate bands lived probably higher up the rivers in
fclusters of villages, or on the northern and eastern coasts of
l';Demnark among the fiords or in its archipelago of islands;
.building their hall and town, as Heorot is built in Beowwnlf; on
the fringe of land between the sea and those inland wastes of
moor which had no indwellers but the wild beasts and the black
elves. It is said that Heligoland was the favourite assembling
place of these sea-rovers. Taught to build ships and sail them,
perhaps by Carausius about 287, they soon excelled their teachers
and became the terror of all the neighbouring coasts, “terrible
;‘or courage and activity, vehemence and valour, strength and
warlike fortitude,” equally famed for merciless cruelty and destruc-
tiveness, sudden as lightning in attack and in retreat, of an
incredible greed for plunder, laughing and joyous in danger.
‘They chose the tempest in which to sail, that they might find
-their enemies unprepared, and wherever the wind and waves
-drove them, there they ravaged. *Every oarsman among them
_is a leader; they all command, all obey, all teach and learn the
art of pillage. Fiercer than any other enemy, if you be unguarded
they attack ; if ready for them they slip away. Those who resist
them they despise ; those who are off their guard they destroy;
whf:n they pursue they overtake ; when they retreat they escape.
Shipwrecks do not frighten, hut discipline them: they not only
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know, but are familiar with the penls of the sca” These were
the dwellings, and this the character of the three tribes whom the
Dritons called Saxons, but who called themselves by the common
name of English.

‘They were, like other nations of the time, Iike even the savage
hordes of the Huns, a singing folk.  Every chieftam had his bard,
*his Scop, attached to his hall, who sang 1n the evening at the feast
ithe war-deeds of the day or the sagas of the past Ofen the

i chieftain, like Hrothgar in Beownlf, was himself a singer. The
stote of lays contained, and was, the history and the literature of
the tribe.  The warrior went mnto the fight chanting as he smote

'whh the sword; the pirate captain stood on his vessel’s prow in

| the tempest and sang defiance to the winds and waves; the dying
hero versed his glory m war and his farewells to s people.
When the feast was aver and the dunling began, the wandening
guest told his story to the harp and clamed hospitality. Lays
were sung in the chambers of the women /Elfred heard the

Flallads of his people when he was a boy At the feasts of the
Z commoner folk it was the same as in the nobles’ hall.  Freedmen,

(peasants, even the serfs, sent round the harp to each in turn
A man was ashamed who could not sing hus tale, as Credmon was
ashamed at the feast at Whitby

Chnstians as well as heathen sang.  Preachers like Ealdhelm
chanted old ballads to lure the people nto the church  Dunstan
carried his harp with him from house to house and sang the
legends of Glastonbury, the stortes of the hamlets near s burth-

'place, or the battles of ZElfred. A legend makes Elfred himself
{asinger. We know from the Chrontce that great victonies were
thanded down to fame mn verse The very weapons when thesr
'lord bore them into battle were thought to break mto music

{The spear yells, the shield hums, the bow screams, the sword
shouts, the chariot wheels roar in the battle, and above the fiz ght
the Shield Maidens sang sloud the Joys of a warrior’s death The
raven, the wolf, the gray winged eagle, hited therr “dreadful son-

hoping for the carnion,” “
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7 The art itself, thus widely spread, was greatly honoured. Tt
‘came from the gods. Saga was Odin’s daughter among the north-
‘men. - There was a god of song, and when men sang well it was
by his inspiration. And the Christian singers did not change
‘the thought, though they changed the inspirer. Every one at
fiWhitby said that Ceedmon’s gift was from God Himself “God
iunlocked my heart,” said Cynewulf, “and gave me the power of
isong.” The gift itself was a “gift of joy.” Glee, delight, and
Erapture are synonymous with music and singing. The lay in
* Beotwulf is the “ravishment of the hall” The harp is the “wood
of delight.” Playing and singing are the “awaking of glee,” and
all the listeners “sit by in silence, thinking of the past,” stirred
to joy or sorrow, as Ulysses was in the hall of Alcinous, when they
hear the poet sing.

But we maust not mix up the Christian poet with the Scop.
When Caedmon began to write, he changed the position of the
poet. The Scdp, that is, the shaper, had a fixed position. He
received lands and rights from his lord. He was the equal of the
noble, often himself a noble. The Christian singer might be of
a lower class, a dependent of a monastery, as Ceedmon was, a.
.,monk as he chose to be; a layman under monastic guidance, as
.Cynewulf in all probability became, But he was no less noble in
‘men’s eyes. His Master was Christ, and under that Master all
were great who served well. Sometimes the Scdp who had sung
in youth at the chieftain’s board changed into the poet who sang
at evening in the refectory, and this double career seems to have
been Cynewulf’s. But whatever change was wrought in the lives of
the pocts, whether they were Christian or not, they honoured their
own art. The Christian singer praised it no less than the heathen
bard, and lived for it with the same eagerness. Nor did he ever
forget the poetry out of which his own poetry sprang. He trans-
ferred its usages, its phrases, its motives to his own work, especially
;when he sang of the great subjects of his predecessors, of battle

‘and of ships at sea, The Christian poets transfused their own
matter with the spirit of the ancient song.
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As far as we can go back with certainty we find the
“Teutomic tribés harpists and singers A fairhaired folk,” says
"Facitus, * blue-eyed, strongly built, who celebrate in ancient lays
‘Tuiseo, their earth-born god, and Mannus hisson” 1. . . *who have
songs in honour of Arminivs and others which they sing at their
feasts and in theirbivouacs.” Religion, then, andwar, were the fullest
sources of their poetry, and bolh flowed together when they went ’
into the hght, for, of all ceremonies, going into battle was the most
religious. At one special point, however, their religion and their
war (and this is common to all nations) were ¢ombined to song— !
in the mingling of the great myths with the lives of the tribal heroes
The English, like the other Teutonic nations, worshipped origmally
the Heaven and the Eanh, the Father and Mother of all things,
and their son, the glorious Summer, who fought with the Winter
and the Frost Giants, with the cloud monsters who made the
blight and the fog and drove the destroying hail on the works
of thc farmer.  And the domgs of the light and darkness, of the
heat and cold, were made into mythical stones which gathered
‘around a few and afterwards round many gods whom the
*personating passion of mankind fitted to the vanous domngs of
Nature. These stortes grew into lays and sagas of the gods,
They became a part of worship.  But the myths thus existing

tooka fresh life in the war stonies.  When a great hero arose, did
famous deeds and died, his history also grew mnto a saga, and
in 2 few generations he became almost divine 1n the munds of
men.  Then, because wonder must belong to him, the Nature-
myths stole also snto his story, and the tales of wmter and
summer, of the gentle doings of the light and of the battle of
light with darkness, were modified and varied mto the hero’s real
adventures, tlt at Jast we can scarcely distingussh between the
heto and the divine being, between, for example, Beowulf and
Beowa, in all those matters which from day to day represent the
struggle between winter and summer, light and. dathness The
religious myth becomes inextrnicably mixed up with the heroic
tale of war. Thus both the frutful sources of poetry, worship
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and battle, give passion and dignity to the character and deeds of
the hero.

This was the origin of the early unhistoric sagas, like that of
Beownlf, and such a saga was the highest form of the oral
literature of the German tribes. It was not, however, thrown
into a complete form, like that which we possess in Beowulf, till
long after its origin. It existed at first in short ballads, each
celebrating some separate act of the hero. Such short lays, and
other lays celebrating the battles of the day ; marriage songs, funeral
dirges, and religious hymns, were the daily literature which went
unwritten from mouth to mouth.  Of all this heathen poetry we
have scarcely any remains in England. It was not likely to be
written down by the monks, and it perished before the disapproval
of Christianity. There exist, however, the remnants of the
original lays which are embedded in Beown(f; a fragment of a saga
concerning Finn, Z%e Battle of Finnsburg ; another fragment of
the story of Walther of Acquitaine, Waldlere; a poem made in
praise of his art by a wandering bard, Midsith; another by a
bard whose lord had abandoned him to poverty, Zhe Complaint
of Deor; and a few scattered verses in the Charms which the
peasant sang when he ploughed, when he swarmed his bees, when
he went on a voyage, or when he suffered from cramp and fever.

The Charms, in which we find the oldest heathen remnants,
were kept in the mouths of the people, and their paganism was
afterwards overlaid by Christianity. They are like an ill-rubbed
palimpsest.  The old writing continually appears under the
new ; the new is blurred by the old, the old by the new. The
heathen superstitions have Christian clothing, and the Christian
heathen. The monks could not destroy them, but they changed
the gods. Jesus, the Holy Ward of Heaven, replaces Father
Heaven; and the prayer to Mother Earth is made into a prayer to
the Virgin Mary. In one of the Charms, that for bewitched land,
we have some lines of poetry which are quite heathen ; and other
lines in which heathen and Christian work are intermingled.
The first is the prayer to the Earth :—
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Exce, Erce, Erce! O Larth, our Mother
May the All Wielder, Ever-Lord, grant thee
Acres a-waxing, upwards a growing,

Tregnant with corn and plenteous in strength ;
Tosts of grain-shafts and of glittening plants 1
Of broad batley the blossoms,

And of white wheat ears waxing,

Of the whole land the harvest.

‘This is part of an ancient lay sung by the ploughers in the old
Germame lands long before the Englsh tnbes came to Britain.
The only Chnstian touch is the *Ever-Lord,” for the “All-
Wielder ” may well stand for the Father of gods and men, The
song breathes the pleasure and worship of the tillers of the soil in
the pregnancy and labour of Mother Earth and in the plenteous
children of her womb. It has grown, 1t seems, out of the breast
of Earth hersell mto the gratitude of men A few lines after, 1n
the same Charm, we come upon another fragment, gray with
antiqmty, and sung when the plougher had cut the first furrow,
in which we hear of Father Heaven embracing his spouse the
Larth, and filing her with fruitfulness —

Hale be thou Larth, Mother of men *
Fruitful be thot i the arms of the god.
Be filled with thy frust for the fare-need of man ¢
T daresay these verses were sung by the first dwellers on the
North Sea when the Teutonic {olk were born and eradled. They
may be the oldest stave 1n any modern language A little farther
on, when the farmer had taken each kind of meal and kneaded
them into 2 Joaf with mik and laid 1t under the first furrow, he
sang again s—
Acre, full-fed, bring forth fodder for men !
Blossoming brightly, blessed Lecome !
And the god who wrought witls Larth ) grant us gt of growing
That each of all the coras may come into our need !
4And when the farmer had so sung, the nite was done and he drove
the plough straight through his acre.

$ “These grounds” or * ficlds *



<44 . OLD ENGLISH IIEATHEN POETRY CHAPD.

In the first verses of the same Charm we have a heathen lay
to Heaven and Earth overworked by some Christian monk of the
eighth or ninth century very curiously. The farmer, having said
nine times * Wax and increase and fill this land” over turfs taken
from four parts of the field and hallowed, said as often the Pater
Noster, and bowed himself nine times very humbly, and sang :—

To the East I stand, and for help I bid me !

To the Mighty One I pray, to the Mickle Lord,

To the Holy One I pray, to the Ward of Heaven’s realm ;
And to Earth I pray, and to Heaven on high,

And to Mary, ever holy, and for ever true,

To the Might of Heaven and to his high-built hali,

That 1 may this evil spell utterly dissolve away

By these words I sing, and by thoughts of power,

To waken up the swelling crops for the needs of men.

This is half heathen, balf Christian, and the ceremony which
precedes it is a heathen ceremony with Christian rites and names
imposed upon it. The turfs which here are taken to the Church
and their green side turned to the altar, the names of the
evangelists written on the crosses of bast, and the repeating of the
Lord’s Prayer, are the old sacrificial rites of the ploughing, when
the turfs were taken to the shrine of the god, and their green side
turned to his symbol, and divine names were written on strips of
bast, and the song of dedication and prayer was sung to Earth
and Heaven in times when the cornfield, as Professor Rhys says,
was the battlefield where the powers favourable to a2 man made
war on those that wished to blast the fruits of his labour,

In two other Clarms we may meet with the Valkyrie or with
the Fate-Maidens. In the first of these, a charm for swarming
bees, the spell-master, taking some earth and throwing it with his
right hand under his right foot, sings +—

Lo, this Earth be strang ’gainst all wights whatever,
then, throwing gravel over the bees, cried this verse of the old
time s—

Sit ye, Victory-women, sink ye to the earth !
Never to the wood fly ye wildly more !
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The next brings us closer to the Valkyrie, for the “ Victory-woren”
addressed to the bees is more like a term of endearment than an
allusion to the wild maidens of Woden. But in this new Charm,
they come riding over the hill, whitling their spears, as Wagner
has drawn them 1 music. The charm is against a stitch or
cramp made by the spear of a witch-maiden. The charm-doctor
stands over the sick man with his shield outstretched against
the dart, and anoints him with a salve, and sings this rattling
heathen song i~
Lozd were they, To ' loud, as over the Land they rode ;
Fierce of heart were they, as over the bill they rode !
Shield thee now thyself, from their spite thou may’st escape thee,
Out, lntle spear, 1f herein thou be !
Underneath the Linden stand I, undemesth the shinmg shield,
For the mighty mudens have mustered op their strength,
And have sent their spear, Screaming through the air !
Tack again to them will 1 send another,
Arrow forth a flymg from the front against them !
Out, bttle spear, 1f herein thou be '
In the Atne Herbs Charm, 2 most cunous piece, we come on
full heathendom in four bines about Woden .—
These nune hesbs did work nine poisons aganst.
A snake crept on sneahing and with teeth tore the man §
Then Woden 1 hand took the nine wonder-twigs,
And with these he smote the adder that 1t fle 1n pieces nine.

But these verses, since the mythical Heaven and Earth, the
nature deities, are here succeeded by the far more personal Woden
of the third century, are later 1n time than those which preceded
them. For the first worship of the English, as we see by these
fragments, was a nature-worshtp of Father Heaven and Mother
Earth, and of their benrgnant children, of nhom Thor was one;
and to these we may 2ad some kind of war-god, whose name was
Tiw. Below these deities there were semi-dnme ancestors of
:?:ﬁ::lk, T.;Rd 'ach famdy had probably their own household
gy e rites of these V!\'orshxps were cor‘lducred partly in

e households and partly in temples belonging to the tnbe,
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or in places like the Holy Isle held in wide and profound
veneration. After these great personages, a lower worship,
founded on fear, was given to the dark and destroying powers
of nature, embodied as giants, elves, and monsters, and also to
the elements, places, and things in which the gods, the ancestors,
and the meaner beings were supposed to dwell—the icy cliffs
and lands, the fire, the ocean caves, the dark hill-lake, the howes
and burial barrows, the islands in the river, the open spaces in
the woods, the great trees, the wells, the ancient pillars of stone
they found on the hilltops and the plain. But the root-thoughts
of their religion, as we see from thesc songs of the earth, were
homely and noble, reverent and simple. There were dark and
dreadful elements as well, even in the worship of the high gods;
but these, as in certain mystic rites to the earth, appear but seldom,
and did not touch the daily life of men.

These fragments in the Charms date back to the old England
before the conquest of Britain, Of the other heathen poems there
is one-—the 17dstth Jay—the personal part of which belongs also
to this early date. When the singer of IVidsith, the far-voyager
or voyage, describes the Angles as still on the Eyder, the Bards and
the later Longobards as on the lower Elbe, the East-Goths as
on the Vistula and eastward of it, he describes conditions which
only existed before the conguest of Britain by the English. More-
over he speaks, though this is no proof of his living at this early
date, of his being contemporary with the earliest chiefs whose
names are wellknown in the Teutonic saga-cycle. That cycle
did not begin before the time when the folk-wanderings began—
that is, in 375; and its main heroes were Theodoric (475-526),
the East-Goth, Gunther the Burgundian, and Hagen. The poet
of Widsith writes of Gifica (Gibich) the father of Gunther, of
Guthhere (Gunther), and of Hagena (Hagen). He declares that
he knew Eormanric (Ermanaric), King of the Bast-Goths, who
died in 375, and was alive in the time of Atla (Attila), who was
king in 433. We cannot say for certain that he lived between
these dates, but it is extremely probable. If so, he lived to listen
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to the first songs of the saga of Ermanaric, and before the great
saga of Theodoric had begun to form itself.

This is a romantic thought, but it is still more romantic to
think that the poet heard, fully formed, the lays of a saga-series
earlier even than those of Ermanaric, for he speaks of Finn the
Trisian, of Hnzf, of O heow, of Hrothgar, ing whom
lays are sung by the bards in Beownif. He speaks, as if that chiel
were near his own time, of the Offiz who ruled over the ancient
Engleland. ‘These names belong to the earhest part of the IF'rdsith,
but 1ts later editors, to display their learning, have intreduced into
the poet’s list of the kings and places he visited other names which
carry us backwards and forwards from the mddle of the fifth cen-
tury, We hear of Alexander the Great, of Casar, of Alboin who
was king in Italy in 568, and, along with the German folk, of
the Syrians and Medes, the Egyptians, the Persians, and the
Hebrews, These are plamly later interpolations, perhaps of the
elesenth century, to which date our manuscript of the poem
belongs.

As to the poem itself, the personal part is the oldest and the
most interesting. 1t begins with, * Widsith told hus tale, untocked
his word-hoard, he who most of men saw many kindreds and
nations, and often recenved for his singing fair gifts n hall  Of
the tribe of the Myrgings,' he went as Scop with Ealdhild, the
weaver of peace, to wisit Eormanrnc, King of the Hrethen, who
lived east from Ongle. Then /Etla ruled the Huns, Eormannc
the Goths, Becca the Banings, and Gifica the Burgundians *  This
prefaces the Iong list of kings and places which continues to the
87th line, when the personal matter agamn begins .—

For a longish time lived I with Eotmanne $

There the King of Gotens with bis gafts was good to me 3
He, the Prnce of burg-indwellers, gave to me an armlet s
This T gave to Eadgpls, to my lord who guarded me,

For my master's meed, Lord of Myrgngs e §

And another ift Ealdhild gave to me,

! They duelt between the Elle and the Eyder.
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Folk-queen of the doughty race, daughter of Eadwine {
Over many lands I prolonged her praise ;

Scifling oft, and with him I, in a voicing clear,

Lifted up the lay to our Jord victorious ;

Loudly at the harping lilting high our voice,

That our hearers many, haughty in their heart, -

They that couth it well, clearly cried their praise— -
That a better lay never had they listened.

This pleasant picture of his friend Scilling and himself singing
in hall to the applause of the warriors, comes to us from the old
fatherland beyond the seas, and paints the Scop in his prosperity.
Nor was he unworthy to sing of war; for, if we may trust the
verses, he had shared in the battles the Gothic chiefs had fought
with the Huns in the dark woods of the Vistula. “TFierce often
was the fight when the Hreth-Goths warded with swords their
fatherland all about the Wistla Wood, when Wudga and Hama
sent the spear yelling through the air amid the grim-faced folk.”

Of these things he sang, and he closes his poem by glorifying
his artt. “T have fared,” he said, *through many strange lands;
good and evil have 1 known; but the wandering gleemen are
always welcomed and have joy in their art.” Wherever they go,
they

Say in song their need, speak aloud their thankword,
Always South or North some one they encounter
Who, if he be learned in lays, lavish in his giving,
Would, before his men of might, magnify his sway,
Be of earlship worthy.  For, till all shall flit away —
Life and light together—laud who winneth thus,
Under Heaven hath high-cstablished power.

In another heathen poem, Zhe Complaint of Deor; or, The
Singer’s Consolation, we meet with a Scp who has borne as much
adversity as Widsith had prosperity. Deor is no rover like Wid-
sith ; but, like Widsith, he has had a lavish lord who enriched
him with gold and lands. But all has been taken from him by
his rival Heorrenda, and he writes this poem to console his heart.
We see from it that the saga of Weland was known to the earlier
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English, as it was known to /Elfred, and to the carver of the
ivory casket in the British Museum.

The poem also alludes to the sagas of Theodoric and of
Gudrun, for Heorrenda is the Horant of the Gudrun saga. It s
plain that the English Lept touch with their brethren abroad, and
received from them, as the fragment of 17'a/d/ere also proves, the
great Germame stories.  And Deor’s Complaint, though its manu-
script dates from the eleventh century, and though it contains a
Christian interpolation, is plunly of the old heathen time  None
of its examples are Chustian; all are from the heroic sagas.  Its
form also is remarkable It has a *refrain,” elsewhere unknown
n Anglo-Saxon verse.  And 1t 1s a true lyric, with one constant,
dominant motive, varied from verse to verse unto the close. I
give the first two verses which have to do with the Weland story,
and the last.

Welwnd, for 2 woman, knew too well exile ,
Strong of soul that Earl, sorrow sharp he bore ,
To companonship he had weary care and longing,
Wintes frozen wretchednesst  His was Woe agan, agam,
After that Nithad i a Need had tied him,
Severing hus sinews ! Sorrow-smitten man *
+  That he over-went, this also may I
Not to Beadohild was her brother's death
On her soul €0 sore, as was her self sorrou,
‘When that she was sure, with a surety far too great,
‘That with cluld she was ! Never could she think,
Wath a cler remembrance how that came to be

That she ovir went, this also may I
Of the Ileodemings, [ was hght of old the Scdp ,
Dear uato my Lord, Deor was my name
Well my service was to me, many winters through ,
Loving wis my Lord, till at last Heotrenda—
(Shulled in song the man)—seized tpon my land nght,
Wiuch the Guard of eatls granted erst to me

That he over-went 3 this also may 1

1 There 15 2 full account of this cashet tn my book on Zarly Lnglesh
Uiterature, ol 1 p 60
E
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Another fragment of an Old English poem, written on two
vellum pages which had been used for the binding of a book, was
found by Professor Werlauff in the National Library at Copen-
hagen. The two sheets were not continuous, but different portions
of the same poem—a poem belonging to the saga of Walther of
Acquitaine. This saga, then, which was one of the Theodoric cycle,
was domesticated in England; and if one story out of the-cycle,
and that one of the least important, is found in a southern English
dialect, it is of the highest probability that the Old English
possessed the rest of the Theodoric stories. The manuscript,
Stephens thought, was of the ninth century, but the Old English
poem may be much older, as old perhaps as the seventh
century,

There are three forms, independent of our fragments, in which
the story has come down to us—in a German form only known to
us by a translation into Latin hexameters written by Ekkehard of
St. Gall in the tenth century; in a Frankish form, and in a Polish
form. OQOur English poem is derived from the original German
form, not from its Latin translation. It has characteristics not
found in the later forms. The Anglo-Saxon Hildeguthe (Hilde-
gund), with whom Waldhere has fled from the Huns, does not cry
out when Guthere and Hagena come riding in pursuit—* Slay
e, lest T belong to the Huns, and not to thee; flee, flee !”—as
she cries in the Latin version of the poem, but kindles Waldhere
to the fight like an ancient Teuton maid, though he is one against
twelve pursuers. “Honour me in honouring thyself. Be, as
always, Atla's foremost fighter” “This points,” says Wiilker,
“to a high antiquity,” and indeed the Yines T quote have all the
ring of the earliest warrior times. Not a Christian thought in-
trudes. Weare with Weland and his sword Mimming (Mimungr),
the most famous sword of the northern world ; with ‘Widiz, his
son, the kinsman of Nithad who delivered Theodoric from
grievous straits ; that is, we are placed among the earliest lays of

the Theodoric saga. Here is Hildeguthe's cry to Waldhere,
couraging him greatly :—
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Truly of Weland the work ne’er deceiveth
Any of men who Mimming can wicld,
Hoary of edges | Oft fail in the war
Man after man, blood-marbled, sword wounded,
But thou, who art Ltla’s forefighter, O, let not thy force
Fail downward to-day, O droop not thy lordshup I
Now 15 the hour,
That thou shalt have one thing, or else another,
Or lose thy life, or long-lived domynian,
Make thiae among men—.Lifhere’s Son !
At no time, my Chuef, do I clude thee with words ;
Tor neser I saw thee, at the sword-playmng—
Through wretched fear of whatever warror—
Flee out of the Fight, or n Bight at the slaughter,
Or carc for thy corse, though a crowd of the foc
On thy breast-bymy with Lills were a-hewing ,
Dut fighting forward was for ever thy seehing
Now hornour thyself
By thy great doings, while good 1s thy fortune
And this good fortune 1s to stand in the battle, one against twelve.
It is not the thought of the woman of the ninth, but of 2 much
eather century, of that seventh century when a multutude of lays
were produced among the Lombards  There are, for example, m
the record of Paul the Deacon, two close paraphrases of AZlfwine
tays, and ZElfwine 1s Albon, King of the Lombards, who died m
572, The original German }a/dkere belonged to this seventh
century, and our English fragments seem to be of the same date.
“To an older realm of saga than that of Theodoric belongs the
fragment we possess of the saga of Finn, in the Bat#le of Finns-
éurg, and 1ts story is either preceded or continued by another
portion of the same saga tn the poem of Browwif, and which is
sung by the Scdp at the feast in Heorot The arrangement of
these two fragments of the same tale is differently made by
different critics.  Whch 1s truc, does not so much matter  What
I give here 1s Grein's, but that of Wuller! seems equally probable
3 Gremn makes the fragment 10 Beowull folow the fragment of Femns-
urg, Wulker mkes the Beownlf feagment preced. the fragment of Fesnsbr g,
50 that thyy latter comes in between the hines 1145 and 1146 in Becenlf
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What is important to us is the poetry. Finn, King of the North
Trisians, was married, to heal a feud, to Hildeburh, daughter of
Hoc the Dane and sister of Hnwzf.  Finn invited Hnzef, much
as Atla invites the Niblungs, to stay with him, desiring to slay
bim. Hnef, with his comrade Hengest and sixty men, are lodged
in a great hall, and at night Finn and his men encompass them
with fire and sword. At this point our fragment (which was
discovered by Dr. Hickes on the cover of a manuscript of homilies
in Lambeth Palace) begins with the alarm of Hnef,' who has
leaped to his feet, young and war-like, and shouts to his men :—

This no eastward dawning is, nor is here a dragon flying,

Nor of this high hall are the horns a-burping ;

But the foe is rushing here! Now the ravens sing ;

Growling is the gray wolf; grim the war-wood rattles ;

Shield to shaft is answering ! Shining is the moon,

Full below the welkin,

Now awaken, rouse ye, men of war of mine,

Ready have your hands, think on hero-deeds,

In the front be fighting, be of fiery mood.

Then did many a thegn

Spring to feet, begemmed with gold, girt him with his sword ;

Angd two lordly warriors went to guard the doors,

Sigeferth and Eaha, and their swords they drew.

At the other doors up-stood Ordlaf and Guthiaf;
And Hengest himself—he strode upon their track !

Then a fierce hero cried from without—Who holds the gate?
and Sigeferth answered—

Sigeferth's my name, quoth he. I'm the Secgas’ lord
Widely known a wanderer ! Many woes I've borne,
Battles hard to bear.

And now there rose the wail of deadly battle, and the shields
and helms were shattered, and the house-floor rang, till Garulf
fell, and many with him. The raven, swart and sallow-brown,
flew round and round, and the sword flashed so that all Finn'’s

I According to Wiilker, Hnwel has aiready fallen, and it is his war-
comrade Hengest who eries out that the 1edness is not the dawn,
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Burg seemed aflame.  Never did sixty swains of war better pay
thefe due to Hoef for gifts and mead than these bis fighting men.
Five days they fought and held the doors.  Then Hnef was slatn
—and here the frigment ends, and that in Berrelf begins.  There
we hear that Hengest fought on unti) nearly all Finn's men were
slain, and amonyg them Finn's sans by Hildebwh.,  So, Hildeburh
had lost her brother Hnzf by ber busband’s hands, and she has
fast her sons by her brother’'s hands.  Peace {s made, but the things
done bold so much of brooding in them, that the peace cannot
fast. AR the passion of the situation is 1 Hildeburh’s burial
of her sans, which is sung in Berwuil. Beside the pyre of Hnzf
Hildeburh bade~—

Lay her well-Leloved som, all along the low of fame;

So to burn hus bonechest, on the bale to set am*

Weetchel was the woman, wept npon fus shoalder,

Sang her sorrow-dirges * Now the war death-erroke arose 5
Cuthing to the clonds, flaned the greatest of corpse fires,

O'er the bawe 1t bissed, ull the heads were prolten,

And the gates of wounds were gaping, and outgashed the Livod,
From the foes’ bite on the body. Then the blaze devoured all,
OF 21t ghosts the greedsest.

But Hengest, staying with Fmn and Hideburh i Frestand,
kept wrath in his heart, and when the waves were unlocked from
ice, thought still more of sengeance, and s he brooded, Finn
knew of his thought and had bum slamn.  Then Guthiaf and Oslaf
took up the fend, antached Finn in his hall and brought sword-
bale to him, and bore back Hideburh to her own people  So they
avenged the death of Hnxf and Hengest. The cvents are passion-
ate, and it is to our sorrow that we have not the whole of this
sag which, arising on the North Sen, spread belf among the
Franks and Frisians. LR 08 vn

Beoreulf contains in its gnwodcs {ragments of, or allusions to
Tater shan the time of the hstoric Beowulf, and these
was  The'myth of Scyld begins the poem, a thing
hodry with antiquity, 3The maalty of Breea and Beowsd in
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swimming through the sea lashed by the northem- wind ma).7 be a
part of the ancient myth of the summer and the winter, but it allso
contains the common story of the young men of the North fighting
in youthful rivalry with the great water-beasts of the sea./s The
story of Heremod was in vogue when Beowulf grew into a poem-—
the story of the bad chieftain who was false to the heathen standard
of generosity, of honour, and of gentleness to }»ii_svggr_n‘r’qdes. 5 The
story of Thrytho, the wicked woman, is part of the ancient saga
of Offa of Engle, son of \\Cermund, a saga sung long before the
English came to Britain. > The story of Hrothgar’s daughter
Freaware, and of Ingeld the son of Froda, tells us of another
saga, a portion of which has slipped into Beowulf. In a battle
between Hrothgar and Froda, Froda is slain, and Hrothgar, to
heal the feud, gives Freaware his daughter to be wife to Ingeld,
Froda’s son. When Freaware comes into Ingeld’s hall, one of her
seven brothers (of whom seven sagas were written) carries the
sword of Froda by his side, and a gray-haired warrior knows the
jewelled hilt and turns to Ingeld: “Know’st thou not the sword?
Dear was that blade when the Danes murdered Froda; thyself of
right should’st have it,” and Ingeld, stirred to revenge, had his
wife’s brother slain, and the feud burst forth again.  We know the
conclusion of the matter, not from the poem of Beowwif but from
that of Vidsith. There we hear that Ingeld led a fleet into the
fiord, stormed over the hills and attacked Hrothgar in Heorot;
but © Hrothwulf and Hrothgar hewed down at Heorot the host of
the Heatho-beardnas. There they bowed the point of the sword
of Ingeld.”
I

In Beowulf also we touch for a moment on a yet' older saga
than the saga of Finn or Offa or Ingeld—on the oldest perhaps of
all the pure sagas, certainly on the most famous. ‘The singer at
Hrothgar’s court, thinking as he walked the meadows in the dawn
of wlfat he will sing at night, recalls the story of Sigmund the
Waelsxrﬁng, which afterwards grew into the Volsunga-Saga and into
the 1_\leelungen Lied. It is interesting that we have here in
English the very oldest form_of this great Teutonic story. The
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stayer of the dragon here i3 not Sigfrid, the son of Sigmund,
but Sigmund himsell  Sigfrid does not yet exist. Nor 15 the
dragon calied Fafnir, nor is the story at all connected either with
Woden or the Dwarfs, or with the Burgundian story of Gunther
and Hagen, or with any women. The singer_sings only “of
Sigmund’s noble deed, of his battles, of the fends and the crime,
of his far journeys of which men knew nothing certainly, save
Fitela (Sinfiotll) who was with him, for ever they were true
comrades in fighting and many of the race of the Eotens they
had shain with swords,  But fulness of fame came to Sigmand after
his death, for he had slain the Worm, the Watcher of the hoard.
He alone, the Mtheling-botn, dared the dreadful deed, gomnyg mnto
the cave under the gray rocks, and Fitela was not with him. Vet
s sword drave through the wondrous worm, til the good steel
clashed agamnst the rock-wall, and there the Drake lay dead  So
had he, pamfully fighting, wrought with his strength tiil he could
have the hoard of tngs av hus own will  And he called his sea-
boat, and the offspring of Wiels bore the gleaming gems and gold
into the womb of the shap  But the worm melted anay. Of ol
tovers he was the most famous for strong deeds, a shelter of
warriors, and for that in old time he had great honour.”

This 1 alt Beowewif knows of the famous story, and 1sts interest
Ties wn ats simpheity,  We catch the first sketch of that rale which
was developed 1nto & natonal eme i Iceland and 1 Germany,
which has 1 50 many centuries engaged the arts, and at Tast, i the
hands of Wagner, the art of music.

1 One other piece may be, 1 think, wsolated from the poem of
JFemorlf, not as a fragment of a saga, but as a separate lay of the
heathen ime.  Like the Sigmund story, it ts an example of the
short baflads in winch sagas began.  Introduced into Beownlf to
usher in the story of the dragon’s hoard and concermng things
which happened three hundred years before the ustoric Beowulf,
it is of great age and mngular charm, A prnce, three hundred
years ago, dwelt m the land of Hygelac, where Beawulfl now 1s
king A deadly life-bane swept away us folk and he alone was
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left. And he wandered to and fro mourning, yet wishing delay of
death that he might still look on the leavings of a high-bomn race

—the heaped-up rings and gold cups, jewels, helms, swords and

byrnies, a golden banner, great dishes of gold, and 6ld work of
the Eotens. At last, as death drew near, he hid them in a high
mound, in the dip of a headland, in sound of the moving waves,

and sang over them this lament, which has some likeness to the

poem of the Ruined Burg :-—

+Hold thou here, O Earth, since the heroes could not,
Hold the wealth of Earls ! On thee long ago
Warriors good had gotten it.  Ghastly was the life-bane,
And the battle-death that bore every bairn of man away,
All my men, mine own, who made yielding of this life !
They have had their joy in hall . . .
None is left the sword 1o bear,
Or the cup to carry, chased with flakes of gold ;
Costly was that cup for drinking, bat the Chiefs havé gone elsewhere t
Now the hard-forged helm, high-adorned with gold,
Of its platings shall be plundered ; sleeping are its polishers,
Those once bound to brighten battle-masks for war !
So alike the battle-sark that abode on stricken field
O'er the brattling of the boards biting of the swords,
Crumbles, now the chiefs are dead t . . .
Silent is the joy of harp,

Gone the glee-wood’s mirth ; nevermore the goodly hawk
Hovers through the hall ; the swift horse no more
Beats with hoof the Burg-stead. Bale of battle ruinous
Many souls of men sent away afar.”

So in spirit sad, in his sorrow he lamented,

All alone when all were gone—Thus unhappy did he weep,

In the day and in the night, till the surge of Death

On his heart laid hold,

Moreover, in the midst of an account given in Beowulf of the
* Tales of the Sons of Hrethel, which might be called the Saga of

Hrethel the Geilt, and of Ongentheow the Sweon, there s a lay
which voices the grief of Hrethel for his eldest son. It has the
thty of a lyric; and it seems to me as if the poet knew of this
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mournful song and used it for this place. Picturesqueness, sim-
plicity, passion, and 2 sweet movement characterise it.

Socraw laden daes he look, on the Bower of his son,

On the wasted wine-hll, on the wind-swept resting places,

Now bereft of happy noise.

For the Riders sleep ;
In their howe the beroes he,  Clang of harp 15 there no more,

1n the dwellings Ro delight, as in days of old

‘There ate other lays in Beowwl); but they belong to the very body
of the poem—the last and the longest of those Old English songs
which arose on the continent, shich have come down to us from

heathén e, but which were afterwards overlard by Chnstian
cditing.
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sixth century. Hygelze died in 520; Beowulf reigned for fifty
yéars after the death of Hygelac's son.  The lays, then, about the
historic Beownlf were fully sung in the beginning of the seventh
century, about the time of [Ethelitith in England, before North-
umbria had become Christian.

But these historic lays are of scarcely any consequence in the
poem. Thez onlz exist_as gpxsodes, and they are chiefly found
in the account Beowulf gives in his deathong of his early years,
andin W ig1als tale of the feud berween the Geits and the Sweons,
The main story of the poem hies 1n the transference to the historical
Beownlf of the mythical deeds of Beowa, who 15 here the god of
the sun and of the summer. The lays which told this story were
sung in South Sweden and Denmark, in the Isles, and about the

. Elbe, long before the historic Hygelac and Beowulf were born.
They probably came to England with the Angles, who possessed
them before they left their country Thcsej)s told how Beaws,
bringing with him summer, attacked and slew’the sinter-powers on
the sea-coast ; not only the demgoniac welter and destroying strength
of the icy and stormy sea, buf 2lso the deadly fogs, hail and ramn
of the winter-mooriand which brought disease to men and agri-
culture.  These winter-p are d by the
Grendel and his mother. E!(mu]ler’s derivation of Grendel,
if Grendel be German,—from grindan, “to gnnd to pieces,
1o utterly destroy,”—agrees with the myth. Grendel is the tearer,
the devourer of men , the crushing 1ce-laden sea that grinds the
rocks, breaks the ships and rends the seamen. This Beowa myth
is transferred to Beowulf and becomes his adsenture with the
dxcadful creatures which harry Heorot, the hall of Hrotbgar ; and
the | fight with Grendel's mother 1s a Iater and an addutional forra
of the fight with Grende! and of the same myth,

The Ssecond part of the poem ts the fight between Beowa and
the drazon;; the sepresentatives of the ancient myth of the bight
and !he darkpess, of the sun overcoming the nizht and d}mv "
the contest in order to live again  Ths, 1, the oldest myth in the
vrorld was extended, and especrally 1 lhc North, to the battle
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between the winter and summer, between the frost-giants and the
beneficent beings who brought life to men and fruitfulness to their
labour. Then it was further specialised to represent different
phases of the contest, and its scenery was modified by the peculiar
features of the climate and aspects of the place in which these
special developments arose. The scenery in which the contests
with Grendel and the dragon are placed is clnractenstxc of the
coasts about Denmark and Sweden and of their chmate, but the
specml features of the fight of Beowulf and the dravon represent
(it is thought by the mythologxsts) that phase of the winter and
summer myth in which the sun, here Beowa, fighting his last ﬁght
with the winter-dragon, rescues from him in late autumn the trea-
sures of the earth, the golden corn and ruddy fruits, but, having
given them back to men, dies himself of the winter’s breath, to rise
again, in the next summer, and renew the ever-recurring battle.
Whether we can specialise as closely as this the myth into the
poem is a matter open to much dispute. Those who are devoted
to the nature-myths specialise_even further the poem of Beowulf.
There is an episode in it of Beowulf and a rival of his, Breca, who
have a swimming adventure tovether on the stormy sea and slay
a number of nickers. The mythologists declare that Breca is
either the stormy wind of spring——the Breaker—who rivals Beowa,
the sun, in breaking up the ice ; or that Beowa is a wind-hero—
the cloud-sweeper—and that Breca who rules over the Brondings,
that is, the sons of the flaming brand, is the child of Beanstan, the
sun, and then this episode means that the wind and the sun with
rival powers fight the winter. But this is one of the instances, it
seems, where the nature-myth is driven too hard. All we have
here to say is that lays which told of Beowa, conceived of as the
summer god contending with the winter-monsters in early summer. ,
and then contending mth the winter-dragon in late autumn, were
transferred to the historic Beowulf, and made, with local colouring,
into adventures of his own. @L\slxere and when this trans-
ference was m‘tde, after the year 6oo, we cannot tell, but it was
prob'\bly made in the lands where the story of Beowulf took place

s
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—in South Sweden and Jutland; and the tale, thus developed,
was. brought to Northumbria by belated Angles, who, as they
came from the peninsula wherc 2 great part of its scene was laid,
had a special national interest in it. It would be gladly received
by the dwellers in Bernicia, Deira, and Mercia, and probably
reached its half epic proportions before 650 in Epgland  Poels
who Jived in different parts of England woold 2dd to it lays
and episodes of ther own; and in this way perhaps, to take
two instances, the story of Scyld was placed at its beginning, and
the fight with Grendel’s dam added to the original Grendel stosy.
Then in the eighth century 2 poet—who I think was a Northum-
brian, but others 2 Mercian—drew the mam story and its additions
together, gave 1t unity, and fitled 1t with his own personality. He
is thought to have added to 1t the Christtan elements we find
therein, but if so, he did this with so sparing a hand that we awe
him gratitude. 1t may even be the case that these Chrstian ele-
ments were added, not in the eighth century, but by the translator
who much later put the whole poem into the West-Saxon dialect,
and from whom we have the existing manuscript in the Cottoman
Librayy.

\The story of Beawulf, before the business of the poem, that
is, before his mythical adventure begns, 1s to be gathered from
vartous parts of the poem, but his character, which is the
English and North Germamic ideal of a hero, 1s to be inferred
from the whole of the poem, and 1s the creation of the single poet
who took the old lays and wrought them mto 2 enited poem. 'The
character is historcal even m the mythical portiors, that 1s, st 15
built up out of the 1deals of the time i which the poem was
wiitten.  So also the manners and customs are historical.  They
are those of our forefathers in the contnental Jands of the
English, and there is no other record of them, save a few hints
derived from the ancient Tewtomic laws. We see the works
of war and peace, the chiefs hall, the settled town with its
houses and gardens and the moorland beyond the clifis and
stormy sea, the harbour and the coast:guard, the ships satling
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and at anchor, the hunt, the feast, the warriors gathered to
hear the bard declaim his sagas, the chief and his friends, and
his way of governing. We understand the ideal of a king, his
relations to his war-comrades and people, the etiquette of the
coutt, the character and position of women, the sort of life the
young men lived who went a-sea-roving, the conduct of ceremonial
receptions, the burial of great personages. We have the doings
of one whole day from morning to night related in detail. Behind
the wars and contentions of the great we watch- in this poem the
continuous home-life, the passions and thoughts of our fathers
who lived for one another, fought and loved, from the sixth to
the eighth century. This is the historical value of Beowwlf, and
the record is one of surpassing interest.

w.f'f It collects around the character of the hero, and this lives
for us apart from the mythical framework. He was the son
of Ecgtheow, of the family of the Weegmundings, a wise warrior
who served Hrethel King of the Geits, and to whom Hrethel gave
his daughter to wife. Of these two came Beowulf, and to him
Hrethel left 2 coat of mail which Weland himself had smithied.
Hirethel had three sons, of whom only one, Hygelac, is alive when
the action of the poem opens, and be is uncle of Beowulf and his
lord. At the end of the poem, Hygelac and all his kindred are
dead. Thus on his mother’s side all Beowulf’s relations are gone.
On his father's side also, no one is left alive but Wiglaf, his
supporter against the dragon, and Beowulf himself is childless.
This loneliness is one of the pathetic points of the hero’s char-
acter. He speaks of it again and again. Tt is his last thought
when dying. This, as well as his immense strength, isolates
him, and the inward pathos of it gave him, it may be, the

gentleness for which among a violent race he is renowned in the
saga.

- Then, Ecgtheow is known for his wisdom—* All the wise men
far and wide remembered him.” This wisdom descends to his
son. We hear of Beowulfs good counsel as much as of his
strength.  Wealtheow, the queen of Hrothgar, begs him to be of
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good advice to ber sons. Hrothgar says that he holds his fame
with patience, and his might with prudence; that he is a comfort
to his people and a help to heroes. When Beowulf is dying, he
thinks more of his wisdom as a ruler than of his great deeds in war.
Even in his youth he speaks to Hrothgar, who might be his
father, with the steady gravity of an experienced man. “Sorrow
not overmuch for your friend; rather avenge him! Wait the
close of Iife ; win honour ; that 1s everything; and be patient of
your woes.”  Along with this went an iron resoluteness.  He had
the gentleness of Nelson, and his firmness in battle.  “Firm-
minded Prince” is one of ks names. Tear, as also 1n Nelson, is
wholly unknown to him, and he bas mspired his comrades with
his own courage. They all ie down and go to sleep a the hall
which Grendel haunts. It 15 a traut worthy of the captains at
Trafalger.  But his gentleness does not destroy the North Sea
elements in him.  His defence aganst those who attack him is
fierce, full of scom, of sasage retort. But when Unferth, who
mocks him, repents, he forgets the wrong with a swift generosity
This also is 1 Nelsons ch But the boastful of
Beowulf did not belong to Nelson. He 15 as boastful of his deeds
as all the Northern heroes are It is thewr fashion; part almaost of
therr duty. Nor 1s he less prompt in the blood-feud than
speech, but his vengeance was not hasty or private.  He “shared
inno blood-branls,” it 15 sud of hum, *he did not kil ks drunken
companions, nor was his mind cruel” So also his sense of
honour of which he was so jealous, was not 1 2 nice readiness to
take personal offence, but i fathfulness to his word, to his duty,
to his warcomrades. “I swore no false oaths,” he sud when
dying. “On foot, alone, in front, I was ever my lord’s defence.”
When the kingdom was offered him, he refused, for Heardred,
Hygela's son, was ale It 15 true he was but a boy, but
Beowu!f was faithful to the family of his Jord. He trined the
child to war and learning, “guarded him kindly with honour,”
served him and avenged his death.  His generostty and courtesy
were part of his honaur,  Hle gme away the gits he received ;
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women loved his gentleness as much as his audacity. But,
above all, he had the honour of undaunted courage. The two
great duties of an English chieftain’s life were to govern men in
peace so as to make them wise and happy ; and to win fame in
war out of the jaws of death. Beowulf never fails in battle, and
he dies, at the end, for the love and welfare of his people. *““Let
us have fame or death,” he cries; “gain praise that shall never
end, and care nothing for life.””  “Beloved Beowulf,” said Wiglaf
to him, when the dragon’s breath poured flame around him—
“ear thyself well. Thou wert wont in youth to say that thou
would'st never let Honour go.”

Before he went to Hrothgar he had borne himself bravely in
wars and troubles. In the long life that followed he was set to do
many heroic things and to bear the weight of government. So,
even when he was young, life seemed to him grim, needing fortitude
more than joy. And when he was old, and though he thought
his work well done, it had been done with bitter care. Neverthe-
less his soul had conquered fate. This double aspect of life was
deepened in colour by his belief in Wyrd, the Fate Goddess of
the North. She was the mistress of man, and none could avoid
her doom. But on a strong and noble character, like that of
Beowulf, the weight of unavoidable fate acts with distinction, and
so it is represented in the poem. “Wyrd will do as she choose,”
he says, as he goes forth to fight Grendel and to slay the dragon,
but the goddess “may save a man if his courage keep his
fighting power at full stretch.” Yet, the doom is settled, and
the mingling of unbreakable courage and of grave sadness which
arose from Beowulfs conception of the Wyrd gives him that
noble aspect which made Wulfgar say of him, when first he saw
him, “Never saw I a greater Earl, nor one of a more matchless
air”

.~ This is the hero's character; the English ideal of a prince
and warrior of the seventh century. It is well hewn out in the
poem, the best piece of art in it. And it is the type of all the
great sea-captains of our race ; and more, of the just governors
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who are called by the peaples they have ruled, as Teowulf was
called, “ the good hing, the folk-hing, the beloved king, the war
guard of the land, mildest and kindest to his comrades, gentlest
1o his people, keenest of all for fame”; who having won treasure
in death for his folk, thinks of those also who sl the sea ; and
muaking his barrow a beacon for seamen, 15 burned amid the tears
and praise of all,

- Many tragedies and wars 100k place when he was young, and
in all these he bore his part. At last, tumes of peace came on,
and Hygelac is established on the throne  Then Beowulf looks
for adventure, a5 was the manner of young men. He hears of
how Grendel torments Hrothgar, King of the Danes; and
he resolves to go and slay the monster. And so the poem
begins, Beowulf becomes Beowa.  The Summer goes to shay the
Winter. ———

T have adopted 1n this chapter the explanation giwen by ryth
ologists of the legends in Begronlf—of the Grendel story and of
the fight with the dragon, It 1s the common explanation, and is
doubtless part of the trath,  The stories came to mean the battle
of the summer god with the winter giants, and the vanations of
that combat.  But 1n a large and general way, not mn detal  The
detail for the most part was the creation of the poet's 1magwnation,
and was modified by the chroate and natural scenery of the place
where he lived, and by the character, manners, and customs of
us indwellers. Matters which the mythologists have explained
as nature myths—such as the story of the swimming match
between Beowulf and Breca, which seems to be nothing more
than a great feat of rivalry berween young men on o s:aliunt-
are common events made herowc by the poet for the sake of
exahing the hero. Moreover, 3 good many things in the story of
Grendel go back to a time when the mxuw:mh busu fs)'ﬂ
that is, the postic personification of the forces of mture——h:i] sn:t
come at all into the minds of men, when their minds were not far

enough advanced for such conceptions, and when actual savay
vaoe
8
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men and women existed in the dark woods and moors, among the
cliffs and caves, beyond the strip of cultivated land along the sca-
shore.

The original germ of Grendel, and of a host of other cog-
nate stories among many peoples, was sown at a time when the
primeval indwellers of the sea-coast were driven back by the first
invaders into the wild moors and rocks of the inland, where the
miscrable remnant of them took refuge. There, deprived of the
fruit of the sea, they were starved, and some became cannibals, if
they were not so before. There they gradually died down into a
very few who made raids at night on their conquerors. The mystery
which surrounded them made them a terror; their hideous
violence, hunger-bomn, their tiger-desire for revenge, made them
seem more than human, and mingled them with the brute. The
darkness of the night and the pale mists of the moors magnified
their size into monstrous proportions, and their life and its madness
gave them the strength of a wild beast.

This is at the root of the Grendel story and of stories of the
same kind, of ogres, trolls, and of their kindred forms, which we
find all over the world. It is a piece of common history, enshrin-
ing the last struggle between the earliest savages and their first
half-civilised conquerors, perhaps between Palreolithic and Neolithic
man. Having this basis in actual experience, it became a folk-tale;
incessantly, in every settlement, changing its form, and modified
by the individual fancy of every teller of the tale. Later on, when
men did begin to personify the forces of nature, the folk-tale was
taken up into the myth and woven into it ; and when a poet took
up the story and wound it round a hero, he used both the folk-
tale m‘\d the myth unconsciously, and gave them his own meaning ;
momh-sing them into a character, such a character as the poet
drc?v in Beowulf. Naturally, then, many odd, old, savage things
dem'c.d from the folk-tale of the cldest times remained ; curious
veversions o the original type—the claws on Grendel's hands,
the POUC].L the baleful eyes flaming in the night, the mist that
follows him, the terrific strength, the beast-delight in blood,
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the rending of the bodies of his victims, the cannibalism, the
poison in the pool on the moor, the corrupted blood in the
welter of the sea-pot, none of which seem justly or naturally to
belong to a nature myth.  The story of Grendel and Beowulf
is thus 2 mixture of the folk-tale, the nature-myth, the heroic
legend, and the poet’s imagination of a noble character.



CHAPTER IV
BEQWULF—THE POEM -

TuE poem opens with an account of the forefathers of Hrothgar,
the King of the Danes, and this opening may have been a preface
added after the body of the poem was composed. It is probably.
a fragment out of a mythical saga concerning Scef (who is here
called Scyld), the first Culture-hero of the North, and it is only
in our England that the myth has been preserved. TFour Eng-
lish chroniclers, Athelweard, William of Malmesbury, Simeon
of Durham, and Matthew of Westminster, as well as Besiwwif
record it. ‘Their stories, which differ somewhat, as if from
different sources, have their common origin in one heathen myth. -
They describe a boat drawing out of the deep to the Scanian
land, and a boy asleep in it, his head resting on a sheaf of corn.
Around him are treasures and tools, swords and coats of mail.
The boat, richly adorned, moves without sail and oar. The
people draw it to land, take up the child with joy, make him their
king, and call him Scef or Sceaf, because he came to them with a
sheaf of grain.

This is the same story as that in the beginning of Beownlf, but
it is told in the poem of Scyld the son of Scef. Though the myth
is only found as a whole in England, yet the names of Scyld and
Scef are scattered under various forms in the sagas which belong
to the tribes round the mouth of the Elbe, to Denmark and South
Sweden, that is, to the countries of the English. It is the legend-
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myth of the man who first taught them agriculture—the father of
the sheaf  The lines in Beouwnlf continue the sketch of him as
the Culture-hero, who, having taught agticulture, teaches Jasw and
government when he grows to man's estate.  “Then he subdued
the scattered tribes around him, and wrought them into one
nation.  All the folk around him gave him service.”

This is the history, under the myth, of the first civilisation in
Seania. Of him was bom Beowa, “the son of Scyld in Scede-
Iand,” the personage whose myth is transferred to the Beowulf of
the poem.  Then Scyld died and was buried, and the ancient lay
of his burial ends the preface of the poem. When the day came
his comrades bore him down to the flowing of the sea to bury
him, as HaXi is buried in the Ynglinga saga; as Sigmund bunes
Sinfiotl, as the gods themselves bury Balder. Haki, sorc
wounded, has his ship lzden with dead men and weapons, and a
pyre made in the midst of it. He 15 laid on the pyre, the sail
is hoisted, the wind blows from shore, the pyre is kindled

- Sigmund bears Sinfiotli to the beach, and Odm, mantled 1n gray,
receives the young warrior in his boat and sails away. Balder,
Iying on a great pyre in the womb of the ship, is pushed from the
land into the deep. The pyre is l, the flame soars high, the
wind anses, and the ship rushes out to sea, blaung il all
the headlands shine. But Scyld 1s not set on fire ; he sails anay
as he came, and none ever knew who recerved him

There at haven stood, hung with rings the ship ;

Iee-bnght, jor the out-path eager; eraft of Ethelings it was '
Then their lord, the loved one, all at Iength they lug

1In the bosom of the bark ; hum the bracelet-giver,

By the mast the mighty King  Many gfts s ere there,
Fretted things of faimess brought from far-off ways !

Never heard 1 of a keel hung more comelly about

With the weeds of war, with the weapons of the battfe,

‘With the bills and byrnies.  On hus breast there Iay

Jewels great and heaped, that should go with hun

Far to fare away inthe Flood's possession,
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Then they set a standard, alt of shining goid, )

High above his head. And they let the heaving ocean

Bear him j to the sea {hey gave him, Sad their soul was then,
Mourning was their mood. None of men can say,

None of heroes under heaven, nor in hail the rulers,

For a truthful truth, who took up that lading.

It is a fair and noble tale. As the hero came from the
sea alone, so at death he passes alone into the silence of the
deep, with the wind in his golden banner. It is also the
burial of a great sea-king, and the earliest of all such records.
Moreover it strikes the sea-note of the whole poem. We are
never in Beowoulf without the presence of the ocean. Beowulf is
in his youth a sea-rover, a fighter with sea-monsters, a mighty
swimmer of the sea. All the action is laid on the sea-caast.
Grendel and his dam are as much sea-demons as demons of the
moor. The king and the dragon fight in hearing of the waves. '
Beowulf's barrow, heaped high on the edge of Hronesnews, the
cliff whence men watched the tumbling of the whales, is a
beacon for those who sail through the mists of sea. The back-
ground of this story of the fates of men is that ocean life and
ocean mystery which here begins the English poetry, and whose
foam and roar and salt winds have in this century, after long and
curious neglect, entered again with an equal fulness into its
singing. : ' '

The first thing told of Beowulf sounds again that note of the
sea which is struck in thé preface. He hears at Hygelac’s court
of the monster Grendel who haunts Heorot, the great hall that
Hrothgar the Dane has built; and who has slain and devoured alt
who ventured into the hall at night.  Adventure stirred in his
heart to set Hrothgar free from this curse, and his war-comrades
whetted him to the deed. So helped by a sea-crafty man who

knew the ocean-paths, he sought his ship drawn up on the beach
under the high cliff,
There the well.geared heroes
Stepped upon the stem, while the stream of ocean
Whirled the sea against the sand.  To the deep ship-bosom



w BEOWULF—~THE POLM 7t

Eright and carvid things of cost carried forth the heroes,
And theic armout wellarrayed,  Then outpushed the men
On desired adventure their tight ocean-wooed !

Likest (0 a fowl, the Floater, foam around its nech,
Swifily went the wases along, with a wind well-fitted,
Tifl at fast the seamen saw the land ahead
Stining sea<h,, soating headlands,

Proad Sea-Nestes—So the Sailer of (he ses
Reathed the seaway's end.

And the Weder falk, at the end of the low bay between the
iffs, beached the ship, slipped down the plank ashore, and their
battle-sarks ranz on them as they moved. They tied up their
bark, thanked the gods the wave paths had been easy to them,
and saw on the tidge of the hill above the landmg-place the ward
of the Scyldings sitting on his borse, and his heavy spear 1n his
hand.  He shook it, and ented —

¢ YWho ase ye of men, baving arms in band,
Corered with your coats of maul, who, your keel a-foamirg,
O'er the ocean-street, thus have urged along,
Hither on the high-rused sea 2 Never saw I greater
Earl upon this earth than 1s one of you
*Less his looks bele hum, he 15 no home stayer,
Glorious 1s tus gear of war, =theling his air

Beowulf explains his comng, and is bid to go on to Heorot.
As he tops the hill, he finds the well-paved road leading to the
sown, and sees the hall below among its homes on a strip of
cultivated land, reclarmed from the moor, and on the sea-side of
it the ground sloped upwards to the chffs. The hall 15 2 long,
rectangular building; its gables are sharp, with stags’ horns on their
points, and the ridge of its roof ghtters n the sun.  Outside of
the hall the houses clustered, each with s garden; and 10 the
midst of the town was 2 wide meadow, where 1n the morning the
Queen walks with her maidens, and the poet muses apart, and
the young men breathe their horses. ‘This 1s an 1sland of tiled
and house bullt land between the edge of the sex and a wild
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'
;

waste of moorland which stretches away towards the horizon,

Over this the dark mists rose and fell, and in them at night, '
Grendel, the monstrous growth with eyes of fire, stalked, and’
thought to devour men. It is the image of a hundred settle-,
ments such as the Angles built along the margins of the sea;

and the monster, originating in a tale of elder days, is now clothed’
by the poet with their thoughts about the terror-haunted wastes

beyond their dwellings.

And now Beowulf and his men have reached Heorot, in their
grisly war-gear, their swords ringing as they walked. Sea-wearied,
they set down their shields; their spears of gray ash stood like
a grove where they struck them on the ground, and Hrothgar
asked their names and their wishes. His Queen Wealtheow and
his daughter Freaware sat with him, and at his feet Unferth lay,
the boon companion ; all of them on the dais, where the table
ran from east to west. The other tables stretched for nearly the
length of the hall, laden with boars' flesh and venison and cups
of ale and mead. In the midst on the paved floor, and between
the tables, were the long hearths for fire, and in the roof above,
openings for the smoke. The walls and supporting shafts, adorned
with gilding and walrus-bone, were hung with shields and spears
and tapestries. When Beowulf tells of his wish to fight with
Grendel there is a great welcoming, and then the feast begins.

Unferth, jealous of Beowulf, tells of Beowulf's rival Breca,
and that he beat Beowulf in swimming; but Beownlf, wrathful, .
defends himself. When his mocking is over, the Queen greets
the guests, brings the cup first to her lord, and last of all bears
the cup to Beownlf, who swears that he will slay Grendel. And
his boast pleased the Queen, who sat down again beside her lord.
Then the Scop chants clear in Heorot the ancient sagas, and the
feast is over. Night has come, the feasters depart ; only Beowulf
and his men are left in the hall, and Beowul, knowing that the
;nor:ister is charmed against all weapons, lies down with naked
hands.

Now Grendel enters on the tale—the ancient man-beast of the
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folk tale, the death-bringing winter of the myth to wrestle with the
Jife-bringing semmer of the early year. The colours are grim in
which he is painted. So strong is he that the strengthof thirty men
can scarcely overcome him ; four men must earry his huge head
when he is slain ; he smites in the great doors of the hall with a
single blow of his hand ; his nails are monstrous class, He is the
fiend of the morass and the moor, “lonely and terrible, a mighty
mark-stepper who holds the fastnesses of the fells.” Night is
his native air. “In evernight Grendel kept the misty moors,”
and the pools where the marsh-fire burns are his refuge. He s
also the fiend of the weltenng and furous sea.  His companions
are sea-monsters, and he lives with his fearful mother in a deep
sea-cave, in a ghastly hollow of the rocks, where the billows tumble
together and roar to heaven. Like his shape, like hus dwelling, is
his character ; greedy of blood, ravenous, furious, joyless, hating
men and their festive music, pleased with evil, always restless,
roaming for prey—the creature of the winter and uts fury, of the
sunless gloom and its despair I he find sleeping or drunken
men in Heorot, he rends them to pieces, breaking the bones and
drinking tho hlood, or bears them away to consume alone in the
caverns of the moor or the sea  And he came this might.  “In
the wan darkness, while the warriors slept, the shadow-stalker drew
near from the moorland; over the musty fells Grendel came
ganging on ; under the clouds he strode.” He smole the daor in,
and when he saw the heroes sleeping his heart laughed and loath-
some light flared from his eyes He tore a warnor into shreds,
and then he met the grip of Beowulf. Fear fell on him ; the hali
cracked and cried with the wrestling and the whoop of the beast;
but Beowulf held on, and at last rent Grendel's arm from its
socket ; *the bone burst, the blood streamed,” and the fiend fled
to the seacave to die.

So in the morning there was nondrous joy in Heorot, games,
horse-racing, poets making songs. The hing and queen come to
see Grendel's arm hung over the dais; fine gifts are given to the
rescuers; the feast is set, the hall 1s cleansed; the bards, even
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the king, sing old sagas; night comes again and all once more
sleep in the hall; each under his shield and spear and coat of
woven rings.

Then begins the vengeance of Gfendel’s Qam, This was
originally a separate and later lay, and “is now woven into the
poem by the poet of the whole. The monster is described over
again; new qualities are added to him, but Grendel’s mother is a
fresh creation. The details of the scenery are so particular that
it is probable this second lay actually described the cliff scenery
of the place where the maker of the lay lived. But the tale is
another version of the original folk-tale and myth. Grendel's dam
is like her son, only she belongs especially to the furious sea.
She is greedy, restless, a death-spirit, a scather of men, a creature
also of the mirk and mist. She swims the sea; clutches to Beo-
wulf like a sea-monster; she is a “sea-wolf, 2 sea-woman, a wolf
of the sea-bottom.” Her hands are armed with claws ; her blood.
is so venomous that even the magic-tempered blade which alone
can slay her melts in her blood like ice in the sun. Wrath for
her son drives her to Heorot, and she bursts into the hall, where
Beowulf is not that night, and rends Hschere, Hrothgar’s dearest
friend, limb from limb, and bears him away to her cave, * Hast
thou had a still night,” asks Beownlf of Hrothgar in the morning,
“Ask after no happiness,” answered the king, “ Aschere is dead,
Yrmenlaf’s elder brother, my rede-giver, my shoulder-to-shoulder-
man in war. Allis ill.” He tells the tale of the night and of the
place where Grendels mother lives. “Seek it, if thou dare it;
I will pay thee with old treasures.” “Life is nothing,” answers
Beowulf. * Better vengeance for a friend than too much of sorrow
for him. Who can win honour, let him do it before he die, for
that is best for him when he is dead. Have patience of thy woes
to-day ; I lock for that from thee. Neither in earth’s breast, nor
deep in the sea, shall Grendel's kin escape from me.”

So they rode to the cliffs, and found themselves above a deep
sea:gorge with a narrow entrance from the sea, where many
“nickers” or sea-monsters were stretched upon the rocks, and in
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which the waves, beaten from side to side, made a mad whirlpeol
which flung its welter, black and uleerous, into the sky, Landward
the moor sloped downswards, and a stream fell over an arm of gray
rock, under fce-nipt trees, into the pool below, The description,
often quoted, is the first of those natural dcscn'pt—ions for which
English poetry is famous, and shich, frequent in Old English
poetry, are so remarkable at this carly ime. It scems to hase
impressed the English writers, for there is a passage in the Bliclling
Homilics of the tenth century which reads almost like a quotation
of this description.!  Secret in gloom is the land

‘Where they ward, wolf-haunted slopes, swept with wind its nesses §
Fearful is its marish-path, where the moantain stream,
Undermneath the nesses’ mist, nither makes its way,
Under earth its flood 13 flowing, nor afar from here 1t 13,
But the measure of a mile where its mere 13 set

Over it, outreaching, hang the ice nipt trees ;

Held by roots the holt 15 fast, and o’er helms the water.
There an evil wonder every night & man may see—

In the flood a fire

None alive 13 wise enough that abyss to hnow.

If the heathee-stepper, harned by the hounds,

If the strong-horned stag seek unta this holt-woed,

Put to flight from fur, sconer wil) he flee his soul,

Yield his life breath on the bank—ere he will therein
Try to hide his head  Not unhaunted 1s the place !
Tor the welter of (he waves thence 13 wiurled on high,
‘Wan towards the clowls when the wind s stirring
Wiched weather up, and the hft 1s waxing dark

And the welken weeping

1 It occurs in the sermon on the Archangel Michael , ** s Paul loohed
towards the North from which all the flonds came down, he saw a gray rock
over the water and north of it were woods hung with 1cy nme  And dark
mists wers there, and under the elff (he dwelhngs of nickers and othee
monsters,  And he saw how on the lee-clad treey many black souls were
banging with bound hands and the devils In shape of wolves scized on them
hike hungry wolves, and the fload under the ehff wasblack  And twelve miles
beneath the cliffs was this water, and when the Lranches on which the souls
hung, broke off, the souls fcll into the water, and the water monsters gnppe® ™
them,”

z‘tlz
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They ride down to the shelving rocks, and find Aischere’s
bloody head, and the water is red and troubled. One of the.
strange sea-dragons, imaged by the poet from the walrus and the
tusked seal, is slain with arrows and spears, and thc men gaze on
the grisly guest; but Beowulf, arming himself, and taking Un-
ferth's sword, Hrunting, one of the old treasures of the world,
plunged into the ocean surge. But the sea-wolf saw him, and
bore him upwards into her dwelling, a cave where water was not.
A weird light was there, and the hero struck at the mere-woman,
But the war-beam would not bite, and Grendel’s dam seized Beowulf.
and flung him down as he stumbled, and drew her seax, brown-
cdged, and drove at his heart. His war-sark withstood the blow,
and Beowulf leaped to his feet.  And he saw, hanging on the wall,
an old sword of the Eotens, hallowed by victory, doughty of, edges,
a pride of warriors, and, seizing the gold.charmed hilt, he smote at
the sea-wolf’s neck. The brand gripped on her throat, broke
through the bone into the body, and she fell dead on the sand.
Again he looked round, rejoicing in his work, and there by the wall
lay Grendel, lifeless and weary of war; and his body sprang far
away as the hero smote off his head. The blood streamed into the
water and Hrothgar’s thegns saw it and crying, “We shall sce him
no more,” went their way to Heorot.  But Beowulf’s thegns sat
on, and at last the hero rose through the bloody sea, bearing the
golden hilt and Grendel's head. Proudly they marched back to
Heorot, and the four men who bore on spears the head of Grendel
flung it at the feet of Hrothgar. Beowulf told his tale of victory ;
feasting brought on the night, and night the morning, “over shadows
sliding.” Great gifts were given and alliance sworn ; and Beowulf
went home, over the meads and over the sea, to Hygelac, and gave
his gifts—horses and gray war-shirts, and a collar like the Brising
collar—to Hygelac and Hygd his queen. And Hygelac gave
Beownlf a gold-inlaid sword, and seven thousand in money,
and a country scat and the dignity of a prince-~and so the first
part of the poem is at an end.

The second part opens some sixty years afterwards, when Beo.
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wulf has succeeded Heardred, Hygelac’s son, and has reigned for
fifty years. He has outlived all enmity, and dwells in peace,
worshipped by his people, till he js past cighty years of age. The
summer of his life has died, late autumn has comme, and the sun-
king now goes forth to his Jast fight with the dragen of the winter,
and to secure for his people the golden fruits hidden in the earth
He wins the treasure, but in the battle dies.
The myth twists itself, through a folk-tale, into the following
story. One of Beowulf’s thegns found a high barrow on the cliffs,
“where a dragon watched a treasure Iid by three hundred years
ago, and stole a cup therefrom. At which the drake, funous, flew
forth at night to avenge his wrong, vormting flashes of fire. The
palace-hall, the homes, the country, were all aflame, and Beownlf,
hot as of old, Iet an 1ron shield be made, under which to slay the
rarager.  The cave where the dragon Jurks 1sin a valley-dip be-
" tween two headlands whose chiffs plunge mnto the sea, These
hae their names, Hronesnes and Earnanws, the Ness of the
Whale, the Ness of the Earns. The dell between them has low
dliffs on either side, and on the ridge of the nght-hand cliff 1s a
wood, where Beowulf sits and sings his death song before he goes
down into the meadow below, and where his frightened thegns
take refuge. It is on this side that Beowulf, with his back to
the rocks, is brought to bay by the dragon. On the other side,
but tugher up the dell, the great barrow stands, and near it the
cave, entered by a rocky arch, and here 1s the lair of the worm.
A stream breals from the mouth of the cave, and runs down the
dell to lose itself in the gray heath which from the inland rises to
the chffs.  Thus is the place where Beowwlf finds tus last foe and
bis death.  And he sat down, and sang the deeds of his hfe. #1
remember all, since T was seven years old.” He bade his men
Crrewell, and armed himsclf; for he has to fight with fire, *Not
4 foot will T fly the ward of the hull; but at the rock wall 1t shall
be 25 Wy wills, Wy rd, the measurer of the Yives of men, Wait
It 0on the hil, A2d in your byrnies. Then the fierce champion,
bease tnder helm, bore his mail sark down to the rocks.” And
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he shouted, seeing the cave and the stream smoking with the
dragon’s breath, and his shout was like a storm. Now the ward
of the hoard knew the voice of a man, and rolling in curves, and
his fiery breath burning before him while the earth roared, he
struck at Beowulf with his head. And the king smote hard, but
Negling, his sword, slid off the bone, and in 2 moment Beowulf
was wrapt in flame. Then all his thegns fled, save one, Wiglaf,
his kinsman, who, wading through the deadly reek, stood beside
his lord. “Ward thy life, loved Beowulf, think on fame, I will
stand by thee.” And the hero smote again, but Neegling broke,
and the drake clasped his paws round the king’s throat till the
life-blood bubbled forth in waves. But Wiglaf struck lower into
the belly of the beast, and the fire abated ; whereat Beowulf drew
his deadly seax, bitter and battle-sharp, and clove the worm in
two. So the battle ended.

But the king had got his death. The venom boiled in his
breast, and he sat down to think, and to look at the arch of the
cave, while Wiglaf unloosed his helm. And he spoke his death-
words: “Would I could give to a son this war-weed of mine, but
I have none sprung from my loins. Fifty winters I held my sway
over my folk ; nor durst any king greet me with his war-friends
or press on me the terror of war. 1 tarried at home on the hour
of my weird ; T held mine own fitly ; T sought no feuds; I swore
no oaths which I did not keep, and I swore few; so I may, for
all this, have comfort, since the Master of men may not charge
me with murder-bale of kinsmen, when life flies from my body.
Now hasten, dear Wiglaf, and bring the hoard out of the hollow
rock, that I may see the ancient wealth, so that, after sight of it,
T may the easier give up my life, and the peopleship I have held
so long.”

And Wiglaf, hastening, saw in the worm’s den the glittering
gold, and many treasures ; and, greatest of wonders, an all-golden
banner, curicus in handiwork, woven with magic songs, and shed-
ding a wizard light over all things in the cave. And he brought
forth the treasure.  “I thank the glorious king," cried Beowulf,
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“that, ere I die, I have won these things for my people; have
paid my old life for them. But do thou supply the need of my
folk, I may no longer be here.”

Bid the battle-famed tuild a barrow high,

Clear to sce when bale is burnt, on the blufis 2bove the surge.
Thus it may for folk of mme, for remembering of me,

Lift on high its kead, on the height of Hronesnzs ;

So that soon sea-sailing men, in succeeding days,

Calf it Teowuli's Barrow ; when, their barks a-foam,

From afar they make their way through the mists of Ocean.

And he did off from his neck the golden collar, and gave his
kelm and ring and matlcoat to Wiglaf. “Use them well,” he
siid, “Thou art the Jast of the Wxgmundings. Wyrd swept
them all away ; strong earls they were ; each at the wetrded hour.
Imust go after them This was the last of the thoughts of his
heart”  So Wiglaf sat alone, with tus dead lord in the green dell
between the twa cliffs, and on the meadow lay the fire-drake,
fifty feet of him, and the broken sword, and the gold cups and
dishes, rings, and jewels. swords rusted with three hundred
winters; and above them, as was Scyld's honour when he died,
the golden banner glistened. And all the host, and the twehe
thegns who had fled, came down to see the sight and their dead
king. And Wiglaf reproached the faithless who had deserted

their jord; and the passige marks one of the mamm Teutome
conceptions i~

Now shall getting gems, and the gving too of swords,
And the plessure of 2 home, and possession of the land,
Fe no more to ki of yours *  Every man of kin to yor
Shall bereft of Jand.right roam, when the lords shall hear
Of your deep damnation.  Death is better far,

For whatever warnor, than 3 woeful Iife of shame.

And thtt_lgesgc_nger»wbo tells of the king’s death to the host pro-
P‘-_’_El‘es that because of it the old feud with the Sweons will
break out again  “The leader of our battle has ceased from
laughter, from sport and the joy of song. The treasures will be
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borne away, the maidens shall walk in alien fields, the hands {of
ghosts?) shall lift the spear, morning cold, and the harp shall
never more

With its ringing rouse the warriors, but the Raven wan,

Eager, fiercely, o’er the fated, shall be full of talking,

Croaking to the sallow Earn how it sped him at the gorging,
When he, with the wolf, on the war-stead tore the slain.

So the three beasts, like the Valkyrie, shall speak of their bloody
work.

Then Wiglaf told of the battle, and of the burial the king
wished for; and they laded a wain with the treasures, and heaved
the drake over the cliff) and carried Beowulf to the further edge
of Whale’s Ness; and Wiglaf sang, while he laid with care the
gray-headed warrior on the bier:— <

Now the Gleed shall fret, )
And the wannish flame wax high, on this War-strength of his warriors—
Him who oft awaited iron showers in the battle,
\When the storm of arrows, sent a-flying from the strings,
Shot above the shield-wall ; and the shaft its service,
Fledged with feathers, did, following on the barb.

So they made a great barrow, labouring for ten days, timbered-up
on high, to be seen far and wide by those who fared the main;
and did into it armlets and bright gems and the ashes of their
lord, and hung it with shields and helms and shining shirts of
war,

Then about the barrow rode the beasts of battle,

Twelve in all they were, bairns of Aithelings,

Who would speak their sadness, sing their sorrow for their king.
So, with groaning, grieved, all the Geiit folk,

All his hearth-companions for their House-lord’s overthrow
Quoth they, that he was, of the world-kings all,

Of all men the mildest, and to men the kindest,

To his peaple gentlest, and of praise the keenest.

With these words of farewell Beoznif closes; and this care-
fully-wrought conclusion and the summing up of the hero’s
character go far to prove that, however many ancient laiv‘s were
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used by the writer, the poem was composed as a whole by one
poet who had the keenest sympathy with the heathen traditions
of his people, and who may himsclf have been, like many folk in
the cighth century, halr hca(hcn at heart.  The Christian inter-
polations, 1° made, not by hint, ,
bu ¢ 4 _tenth century, At
any rate, U ' ., tance.  Some, who
hase not, 1t seems, read the poem, make a great deal of them,
and say they spoil the poem. They are, It 1s true, quite out
of place and jarring when they occur.  But they are curiously
brief, with the cxeeption of the sermon of Hrothgar about pride ;
and they are casily set aside.  The poct was remarkably mereifal,
and thought too well of his onginal matenial to do much of
this Christianising work. I have, however, sometimes thought
that the second part of the poem, the fight with the dragon,
may have been franhly heathen, and that the later editor made
omissions in consequence, for this part 1s much broken up
and confused Whatever may be sad of this conjecture, it
remains true that the form of the first part 1s good and clear;
that of the second not.  Loose lags are introduced into 1t without
st arrangement, and the story of the theit from the dragon
is told twice over,  But when that is said, criticaism has but hittle
Ieft to say but praise, especially when we think of the early date
at which the poem was made.  Its lays go back to the seventh,
pc_rhaps to the sixth century; its composition as a whole to the
gighth, No other extant modern poem—the Welsh poems of the
uh century and some Irish verse being excepted—can approach
its age, save, perhaps, that fragment of Hadubrand and Hildebrand
found at Fulda, said to date from the eighth century, and to have
been sung as a lay in the seventh.  But this 1s a mere fragment ;
Beowulf is a complete poem  Its age dignifies ot, eveuses its.
want of form, an dcmnpds ouf reserence

“What po poctic standard jt reaches 1s another question. It has
been ‘called an epic, but it is narmatne rather than epic poetry
The subject has not the weight or dignuy of an epic poem, '

G
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nor the mighty fates round which an epic should revolve.. It.s
story is rather personal than national. The one epic quality it ‘
has, the purification of the hero, the evolution of his character

through trial into perfection—and Beowulf passes from the isolated
hero into the image of an heroic king who dies for his people—
may belong to a narrative poem. Moreover the poem is made
up of two narratives with an interval of some sixty years, an
interval which alone removes it from the epic method, which is
bound to perfect the subject in an ordered, allotted, and con-
tinuous space of time. But as a narrative, even broken as it is,
it attains unity from the unity of the myth it represents under
two forms, and from the unity of the hero’s character. He is
the same in soul, after fifty years, that he was when young.
There is also a force, vitality, clearness and distinctiveness of
portraiture, not only in Beowulf’s personality, but in that of all
the other personages, which raise the poem into a high place, and
predict that special excellence of personal portraiture which has
made the English drama so famous in the world. Great imagina-
tion is not one of the excellences of Beownlf, but it has pictorial
power of a fine kind, and the myth of summer and winter on
which it rests is out of the imagination of the natural and early
world. It has a clear vision of places and thinés and persons;
it has preserved for us two monstrous types out of the very early
world. When we leave out the repetitions which oral poetry
created and excuses, it is rapid and direct; and the dialogue is
brief, simple and human. Finally, we must not judge it in the
study. If we wish to feel whether Beownlf is good poetry, we
should place ourselves, as evening draws on, in the hall of the
folk, when the benches are filled with warriors, merchants and
seamen, and the Chief sits in the high seat, and the fires flame
down the midst, and the cup goes round ~—and hear the Shaper
strike the harp to sing this heroic lay. Then, as he sings of
the great fight with Grendel or the dragon, of the treasure-
giving of the king, and of the wellknown swords, of the sea-
rovings and the sea-hunts and the brave death of men, to sailors

]
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nha kaew the storms, to the fierce rovers who fought and died with
glee, to great chiefs who led their warriors, and to warriors who
never left a shield, we frel how heroic the verse is, how passionate
with national feeling, how full of noble pleasure. The poem is
great in its own way, and the way is an English way. The men,
the women, at home and in war, are one in character with us. 1t
is our Genesis, the book of our orizins.



CHAPTER V
SEMI-HEATHEN POETRY

We are still in heathen times when we accompany the Jutes
across the sea to the conquest of Kent. Other Jutes, a good
time afterwards, took and colonised the Isle of Wight and a small
piece of the adjacent maintand, News of the conguest of Kent
reached the Saxons, and the first band of them, landing near
Chichester, completed the conquest of Sussex in 491. Wessex
began to be made by a second band of Saxons under Cerdic, but
it was not till 579, after the battle of Deorham, that the West
Saxons, having previously conguered Dorset and Wilts, secured
the north of Somerset, reached the Bristol Channel, and seizing
the valley of the Severn, occupied our Herefordshire and
Worcestershire, The third tribe, the Angles, left Denmark about
547. ‘Theysettled in the district they named Norfolk and Suffolk ;
they seized the coasts of Yorkshire and subdivided it westward to
the Pennine chain. They subdued the northern coast as far as
the Firth of Forth and the land westward to the valley of the
Clyde and Cumberland. ‘The Yorkshire part they calied Deira,
“the southland,” and the northern Bernicia, “the land of the’
Braes,” and these two, when they were afrerwards united, made
Northumbria. Then all the rest of the Angles poured across the
sea, leaving their old lands so totally uninhabited that the Angles
are never mentioned again among the German tribes; and these -
belated invaders, passing through the East Anglian lands, turned
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south and west and won the middle of Ingland as far as the Vale
of the Severn. As these English called the borderland between
them and the Welsh the March, they called themsclves the
Mercians. Mecanwhile, other Saxon bands conquered Middlesex
where London was, and Essex where was Colchester. So all
Lngland, save the three Welsh kingdoms—the Kingdom of Deven
and Cornwall, that is, West Wales; the Kingdom of our North
and South Wales; and the Kingdom of Cumberland with the
Clyde valley—belonged to the English. This conquest-—for the
Drythons fought with desperate and steady courage, unlike the
English against the Normans after Senlac—took about 150 years.
During this period the poctry of England was altogether heathen,
unbroken by a single Christian voice  But there is no doubt that
every famous fight and the deeds of kings and warniors were sung
by the English bards i ballad form, and grew into sagas of the
Conquest of England.

The only English poem which has any relation to the Con-
quest is the fragment called the Runed Burg Tt 1s now generally
allowed 10 be a description of Bath (Bath ), which was
sached and burnt by Ceawlin after the battle of Deorham in 577}
The Saxens left it, for they scorned to dwell 1n towns, and the
wild forest grew in the colonnades and porches of the hot springs,
over the Forum and the public buldings of the Romans It
was not ull a century after, 1n 676, that Qsnic, an under-king of
the Hwiceas, founded a monastery among 1ts ruins, and more
than a century later, i 781, that Offa, sceing the 1mportance of
the place, encouraged the new town into a sigotous fe. Some
poet, coming in a chicfiain’s tran to visit the place—we may
say in the eighth century—and wandening on a frosty morning
among the fallen buildings, was smutten to the heart by the
sorraw of so much ruin, and made this poem, which has no
Christian clements in it, but much bumanity.  Its motive—imagin-

. i ‘ll is pos:nh!c that the Roman buddings may bave falien 1nto ram before
rlin attacked the town. It is also possible that the m 1,
not Dath, but Camelot, ¢ g ey dsnbe
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ative sadness for the departure of splendour and life—became
common in early English poetry.

Wondrous is this wall of stone; Weirds have shattered it !
Broken are the burg-steads, crumbled down the giants’ work !
Fallen are the roof-beams, ruined are the towers :
All undone the door-pierced turrets ; frozen dew is on their plaster.
Shorn away and sunken down, are the sheltering battlements,
Under-eaten of O1d Age ! Earth-is holding in her clutch
These, the power-wiclding workers ; all forworn and all forlomn in death are
they.
Hard the grip is of the ground, while a hundred generations
Move away. . . .
Long its wall abode
Through the rule that followed rule, ruddy-stained, and grey as goat,
Under storm-skies steady. Steep the Court that fell ;
Brilliant were the burg-steads ; burn-fed houses many ;
High the heap of hornéd gables ; of the host a mickle sound.
Many were the mead-halls, full of mirth of men,
Till the strong-willed Wyrd whirled that all to change.
In a slaughter wide they fell, woeful days of bale came on;
Famine-death fortook fortitude from men!
All their battle-bulwarks bared to their foundations are
Crumbled is the castle keep! . . .
. . Many a brave man there
Glad of yore, a-gleam with gold, gloriously adorned,
Hot with wine, and haughty, in war-harness shone ;
Saw upon his silver, on set gems and treasure,
On his welfare and his wealth, on his well-wrought jewels,
On this brightsome burg of a broad dominion !

Then the baths are described—the steam surging hotly through
the courts of stone and whirling round and round, the waves filling
the great circle of the bath, “a kingly thing,” or a place where a
“Thing” might assemble,

There is no trace of Christian sentiment in the poem, and this
want seems remarkable.  But we must remember that éﬁristianity,
after its introduction in 597, took nearly a century to conquer the
whole of England, and left, even after the last heathen district
was christianised in 686, a great part of the wild country and its
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farmers all but heathen. It is not strange then that a good deal
of poetry among the people was scarcely touched by Christianity.
It is probable that many laymen, who, Iihe Cynewnlf in his youth,
lived as poets in the train of chieftains, had, though nominally
Christians, little or no_Christian fecling.  Esen when they were
“converted ” they easily recurred, at least whenever they sang of
}War, or of the sea, or of personal sorrow other than that for sin, to
the old heathen lays for inspiration.  The Riddles of Cynewulf, the
Elegies, the passages concermng war in the Cedmonic poems and
in the Christian pocms of Cynewulf are all heathen in tone and
manner.  The same may be said of even so late a poem as the
Sorg of Brurandurk It is_not ull we come to the Battle of
Pl 7, 991, that we meet with 3 poem of war which mingles
fan prayer and nspiration with the noise of arms and the
passion of fame  Therefore, before we discuss the poetry which
is distinctively Christian, 1t will be well to cogsider that poetry of
war, of nature, and of daily hife which has no Chnstian elements in
it even when it occurs in Christian poems.

War was the chief business and the chief glory of the Germanic
tribes.  And being waged for the sake of home and fame, ad-
venture and revenge, it became, through the rdeality of these
things, the chief subject of song  Everything that belonged to it
was clothed in imagnatne dress. Al weapons, and chiefly the
sword, were glorified ; and the great smiths, like Welnd, were the
themes of legend,  Battle was attended by spmitual bemngs, by
Wyrd, by the Shield-Maidens, by Woden in his coat of gray, by
the spints who became at one with the famous swords and spears
of heroes. Even the creatures of the wood and the air who
devoured the dead, the gray-cagle, the raven, the kite, the hawk
from the cliff, the wolf and the hill foy, were inpersonated.  They
screamed, croaked, howled therr battlesong, they talked with one
another as they rent the dead, and the note of their cries foretold
the issue of the battle.  They are rarely absent from the poetry
of nan

Cynewulf conceires the sword in one of hus Aullies, and with
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ative sadness for the departure of splendour and life—became
common in early English poetry.

Wondrous is this wall of stone; Weirds have shattered it !
Broken are the burg-steads, crumbled down the giants’ work §
Fallen are the roof-beams, ruined are the towers : )
All undone the door-pierced turrets ; frozen dew is on their plaster.
Shormn away and sunken down, are the sheltering battlements,
Under-caten of Old Age ! Earth-is holding in her clutch
These, the power-wielding workers ; all forworn and all forlorn in death are
they.
Hard the grip is of the ground, while a hundred generations
Move away. . . .
Long its wall abode
Through the rule that followed rule, ruddy-stained, and grey as goat,
Under storm-skies steady. Steep the Court that fell ;
Brilliant were the burg-steads ; burn-fed houses many ;
High the heap of hornéd gables ; of the host a mickle sound.
Many were the mead-halls, {ull of mirth of men,
Till the strong-willed Wyrd whirled that all to change.
In a slaughter wide they fell, woeful days of bale came on
Famine-death fortook fortitude from men'!
All their battle-bulwarks bared to their foundations are ;
Crumbled is the castle keep ! . . .
. . . Many a brave man there
Glad of yore, a-gleam with gold, gloriously adorned,
Hot with wine, and haughty, in war-harness shone ;
Saw upon his silver, on set gems and treasure,
On his welfare and his wealth, on his well-wrought jewels,
On this brightsome burg of a broad dominion !

Then the baths are described—the steam surging hotly through
the courts of stone and whirling round and round, the waves filling
the great circle of the bath, “a kingly thing,” or a place where a
“Thing” might assemble,

There is no trace of Christian sentiment in the poem, and this
want seems remarkable.  But we must remember that Cﬁristianity,
after its introduction in 597, took nearly a century to conquer the
whole of England, and left, even after the last heathen district
was christianised in 686, a great part of the wild country and its
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fanners all but heathen. Tt s not strange then that 2 good deal
of poetry among the people was scarcely touched hy Christianity.
It is probable that many laymen, who, Like Cynenulf jn his youth,
Tived as poets in the train of ehicftains, had, though inally
Christians, little or no Christian feeling. Esen when they were
s“camcncd ” they easily recurred, at Jeast whenesver they sang of

the old heathen lays for inspiration.  The &rfidles of Cynewulf, the
Zlegies, the passages concerning war in the Credmonic poems and
in the Christian poems of Cynenulf ate all heathen in tone and
manner,  The same may be said of even so late a poem as the
Smg of Brunandurk. Itis_npt Nl we come_to the Battle of
Maldon, 991, that we meet with 2 poem of war which mingles
Christian prayer and inspiration with the nose of arms and the
passion of fame. Therefore, before we discuss the poctry which
is distirictively Christian, it will be well to congder that postry of
war, of nature, and of daty kfe which has no Christian elements in
_ixl even when it occurs tn Christian poems.

War was the chief business and the chief glory of the Germanic
tribes.  And being waged for the sake of home and fame, ad-
senture and revenge, it became, through the sdeality of these
things, the chicf subject of song  Lserything that belonged to it
was clothed n imaginathve dress, ANl weapons, and chiefly the
sword, were glerified ; and the great smths, ke Weland, were the
themes of legend, Battle was attended by spintual beings, by
Wyrd, by the Shicld-Mardens, by Woden in his coat of gray, by
the spirits who became at one with the famous swords and spears
of hetoes. Lven the creatures of the wood and the ar who
devouted the dead, the gray-<cagle, the rasen, the kite, the hawk
from the cliff; the wolf and the hill-fox, were impersonated.  They
screamed, croaked, howled their battle-song, they talked with one
another as they rent the dead, and the note of thair cries foretold
he dssue of the batde.  They aie mucly absent from the poeury
of war,

Cynewulf concetves the sword n one of his Kedidies, and with
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ative sadness for the departure of splendour and, life-~became -
common in early English poetry.

Wondrous is this wall of stone; “Weirds have shattered it !
Broken are the burg-steads, crumbled down the giants’ work !
Fallen are the roof-beams, ruined are the towers :
All undone the door-pierced turrets ; frozen dew is on their plaster.
Shora away and sunken down, are the sheltering battlements,
Under-caten of Old Age ! Earth-is holding in her clutch
These, the power-wielding workers ; all forwom and all forlomn in death are
they.
Hard the grip is of the ground, while a hundred generations
Move away. . . .
Long its wall abode
Through the rule that followed rule, ruddy-stained, and grey as goat,
Under storm-skies steady. Steep the Court that fell ;
Brilliant were the burg-steads ; burn-fed houses mauny 3
High the heap of hormed gables ; of the host a mickle sound.
Many were the mead-halls, full of mirth of men,
Till the strong-willed Wyrd whitled that all ta change.
In a slaughter wide they fell, woeful days of bale came on §
Famine-death fortook fortitude from men!
All their battle-bulwarks bared to their foundations are;
Crumbled is the castle keep ! . .
« . . Many 2 brave man there
Glad of yore, a-gleam with gold, gloriously adorned,
Hot with wine, and haughty, in war-harness shone ;
Saw upon his silver, on set gems and treasure,
On his welfare and his wealth, on his well-wrought jewels,
On this brightsome burg of 2 broad dominion !

Then the baths are described—the steam surging hotly through
the courts of stone and whirling round and round, the waves filling
the great circle of the bath, “a kingly thing,” or a place where a
“Thing” might assemble,

There is no trace of Christian sentiment in the poem, and this
want seemns remarkable.  But we must remember that Cfxristianity,
after its introduction in 597, took nearly a century to conquer the
whole of England, and left, even after the last heathen district
was christianised in 686, a great part of the wild country and its
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farmers all but heathen. It is not strange then that a good deal
of poctry among the people was scarcely touched by Christianity.
Tt is probable that many laymen, who, like Cynewulf in his youth,
lived as pocts in the train of chieftains, had, though nominally
Christians, ttle or no Christian feeling.  Lsen when they were
stconverted ” they easily recurred, at least whenever they sang of
war, or of the se3, or of personal sorrow other than that for sin, to
the old heathen Iays for inspiration. ‘The Krdidles of Cynewnlf, the
Elegies, the passages concerning war in the Credmonic poems and
in the Christian poems of Cynewulfl are all heathen in tone and
manner. ‘The same may be sid of even so late a2 poem as the
Song of Brunanturh  1tas_not till we come to_the Batile of
Maldon, 991, that we meet with 2 poem of war which mingles
tian prayer and inspranon with the noise of arms and the
passion of fame. Therefore, before we discuss the poetry which
is distifictively Chnstian, 1t will be nell to copsder that poetry of
war, of naturg, and of daily hife which has no Christian elements in
It, even when 1t occurs in Christian poems.

" War was the chief business and the chief glory of the Germanic
tribes.  And being waged for the sake of home and fame, ad-
venture and revenge, it became, through the ideality of these
things, the chief subject of song  Everything that belonged to it
was_clothed n imaginatne dress.  All weapons, and chuefly the
sword, were glonfied ; and the great smuths, ke Weland, were the
themes of legend.  Battle was attended by spintual beings, by
Wyrd, by the Shicld-Maidens, by Woden in his coat of gray, by
the spirits who became at one with the famous swords and spears
of heroes.  Even the creatures of the wood and the air who
devoured the dead, the gray-eagle, the raven, the Kite, the hawk
fram the cliff; the wolf and the hill fox, were smpersonated.  They
sereamed, croaked, howled their battlesong, they talked with one
another as they rent the dead, and the note of their cries foretold
the issue of the battle.  They ate rarely absent from the poetry
of war.

Cynewulf conceives the sword in one of his £172%s, and with
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all his impersonating power, as a warrior wrapped in his scabbard
as in a coat of mail, going like a hero into battle, hewing his path
into the ranks of the foe, praised in the hall by kings, and even
mourning, when it is laid by, for its childlessness and for the
anger with which women treat it as the slaughterer of men. Tm..
personation can scarcely go further, yet it is not too far among
men who conceived of a living being in the sword. In another
Riddle Cynewulf impersonates the shield, and in others the
helmet, the spear, and the bow. The shield is sick of battles,
no physician can heal its wounds, it is weary of the sword-edges,
notched day and night with the mighty strokes of the sword, that
“heritage of hammers.” The helmet mourns the bitter weather
it has to bear, and as the lines sketch a northern storm I quote
them :—

On me, still upstanding, smite the showers of rain ;
Hail, the hard grain, beats on me, and the hoar-frost covers me;
And the flying snow (in flakes) thickly falls on me,

The spear wails that as a sapling it was taken from the green
fields and forced to bow to a slaughterer’s will ; but as it comes to
know its master better, it learns to love his fame as its own, and
to be happy. Then it is proud of its small neck and fallow sides:
rejoicing when the sun glitters on its point and a hand of strength
is on its shaft, when it knows its way in battle. The bow exults,
singing with savage joy when out of its bosom fares forth an adder,
hot to sting, venomous against the foe,

Then a drink of death he buys,
Brimming sure the beaker that he buys with life.

The coat of mail cries that he was brought out of the bosom of
the dewy meadowland, and woven into rings, not with the shuttle,
not through the crafts of the Fate goddesses, but to be the
honoured web of fighters, famous far along the earth. The horn
boasts that he is kissed of warriors, that he summons comrades to
battle, that the horse on land and the ocean-horse on sea bear
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him on adventure, that he ealls the haughty beroes to the wine-
feast and makes the plundering pirates fly to their ships with his
shouting. ‘These are all sketches from Cynewulf's hand, and were
wntten while be was a wild boon-companion of his lord. No
touch of Christian thinking intrudes on their heathen hardihood.
They tell us how the ancient English thought of their war-
weapons, and they hayve abundant literary power.

Then, many of the finest passages in Old English poetry
are descriptions of bttles.  They oceur in Christian poems, but
they recollect in every ine the spirit of the heathen poetry.  When
the Jews in Jidith pressed towards the Assyrian bost, making 2
shield-burg as they went, they sent spear and arrow over their
yellow shiclds.

Letten forth be fiping shower-fights of darts,
Adders of the battle, arrows hard of temper,
From the horn-curved bows I Lood and bigh they shouted,
Waeriors fieree in fighting,

Then rejorced the gasat Welf,
Rushing from the wood ; and the Raven win,
Shaoghter-greedy fow! * Surcly well they knew
That the war-thegns of the fulk thought to w1 for them
Fill of feasting on the fated.  On theus track Rew fast the Tam,
Tusgry for lus fodler, all hus feathers dsopgang dew s
Sallow was hus garment, and Lz sarg a Lattle J2y ¢
Horny-nebbed he was.

When in the Zxedus Pharaoh’s host drans nigh, the poct sees

Forth and forward-faring Iarash's war array,
Ghiding on, a grove of spears ! Glittersr g the hoats |
Fluttered there the £223 of wr, thrre tha Gk the qarch teod.
Onmards surged the war, strode the apears aling,
Ilhckued the Lroad shuct !x, Joudly Llew the trumpeg,

\\heehn;: mund ln gyees, yr! o llz fonls of war,

Of the battle greety 1 Hoarsely batked tha Raven,
Dew upon bis featd ers, o'es the filles corpaes s

Swart was (ha? lzinchorser§ Londly mang the wilves
At e eve their awlul song, eages fus e earrlon
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When in the ZZne Constantine joins battle with the
Cynewulf’s description is pagan i—

Forth then fares the Fyrd of folk, and a fighting lay
Sang the wolf in woodland, wailed his slaughter-rune.
Dewy-feathered, on the foes’ track,
Raised the Earn his song. . .« .
. . . Loud upsang the Raven,

Swart and slaughter-fell.  Strode along the war-host,
Blew on high the hom-bearers, heralds of the battle shouted ;
Stamped the earth the stallion, and the host assembled
Quickly to the quarrel !

There the trumpets sang
Loud before the war-host, and the raven loved the work.
Dewy-plumed, the earn looked upon the march;

« + « Song the wolf uplifted

Ranger of the holt | Rose the Terror of the battle !

Huns,

There was rush of shields together, and the crush of men together
Hard was the hand-swinging there, and the dinging down of hosts,

After they had first encountered flying of the arrows,

Tull of hate, the hosters grim, on the fated folk

Sent the spears above the shields, and the shower of arrows.
Strode the stark of spirit, stroke on stroke they pressed along,
Broke into the board-wall, plunged their bills therein,

Where the bold in battle thronged, there the banner was uplifted ;

Victory's song was sung round the ensign of the host ;
And the javelins glistened, and the golden helm

O’er the field of fight ; 13}l there fell the heathen,
Dead in ruthless slaughter.

These are but a few examples of the pagan keenness in the war-
song lasting on into the Christian poetry, and they probably
belong to the eighth century when Christianity had been fully

established in England.

When we turn from war to that natural deseription which is so
remarkable in Old English poetry, we are neither in a specially
heathen nor in a specially Christian world of thought. Where
the descriptions, are connected _\\:it‘h the nature-myths, the h?alfh::n
clements of course exist, but the natdfal description in early Eng-
lish poetry goes far beyand the phrases derived from the myths,
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Where the descriptions occut in poems on Christian subjects,
they are as it were apast from the theme ; the poct steps aside,
a5 if led by a personal fondness, to describe the things he sees in
sea or sky.  The only set description of nature which is intimately
inwoven with Christian thought is that of the sinless and lovely
hnd in the Ilutmv, and 1t is not done from nature, but from
lm:x"lnnlxom “Moreover, its origin is 1 the poem of Lactanties
which the poct was adapting, and which itself had a far-off origin
in the Celtic myth of the Land of Eternal Youth. Independent,
however, of these descriptions, the Riddles of Cynewulf insert
delib and careful desenf of natural scenery, not as a
background for human interest, but for the sake of nature alone,
and this is quite singular in early modern poetry.

‘The chief natural things of which the English poets wrote were
the forest-land, the sky,and the sea.  The forest-land was all the wild
uncultivated country, on the outshirts of which, and continually
scooping their way back from the river valleys into it, the English
lived and set up thewr hamlets  Scattered records of this forest-
1and oceur in the poems.  The moor, roamed over by the wolves,
the grizzly heath-tramplers, 1n the pools and caves of which
dwelt the water clhes and the dragon of the English imagination ;
does not fill so large a place as the fens, where the anchorites
built their hermitages, and the fisher watched the “brown-backed
billow” come m with the tide, and the wild birds came to St.
Guthlac's hand.  But the woods were nearest to the English life.
‘The various trees are described in verse—the yew, the oak, the
holly, and the birch, “Laden with leaves is the birch, high is
n:1 helm, decked out with beauty uts branches, 1n touch with the
fur." A wild refuge 1n a forest hollow for the outlaw or the exile
is closely described ;—

Men have garred me dwelt 1n a2 grove of woodland,
Under an cal-tree, hidden mn an eartben cave
Old is thus eantb-hall; Tam all ontweancd 3

Dark are these deep dells, bigh the downs sbove ; H
Tutter my burg hedges, with wild briars overwaxen.
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When in early dawn all alone I go

Underneath the oak, round about wy lair,

There I sit and weep through the summer-lengthened day.
Wife's Complaint,

The animals which haunt the wood are described—the wolves, the .

swine, the wild cattle, the stag tossing his head “while the gray
frost fled from his hair,” the badger on the slopes of the forest hills,
the beaver in the river, and the salmon darting in the pools ; the
eagle, the raven, and the hawk from their homes in the recesses
of the woods; the falcon on the noble’s fist, brought from the
wild sea cliff; the cuckoo shouting in the glen and announcing
the spring, the starlings rising and falling in flocks among the
village roofs [Riddle Iviii.] :— '

Here the air beareth wights that are little,

O’er the hill-sammits, and deep black are they,

Swart, sallow-coated | sweet is their song,

Flocking they fly on, shrilly they sing,

Roam the wood.-cliffs, and at whiles the town-dwellings
Of the children of men.

So also Cynewulf sings the nightingale, and paints the hamlet as
the bird pours its song on the air, and the men sitting at their
doors listening in silence [Riddle ix.] :—

Many varied voices voice I through my bill ;
Holding to my tones, hiding not their sweetness—
1, the ancient evening-singer, bring unto the Earls
Bliss within the burgs, when I break along

With a eadenced song.  Silent in their dwelling
They are sitting, leaning forwards,

But the most charming of these descriptions‘is..that_oi,thexild
Swan, whose feathers, like those of the swan
flight [Riddle viii.}:—

Voiceless is my robe when in villages 1 dwell,

When 1 fare the fields, when 1 drive the flood along,
But at times my glorious garment and the lofty air
Heave me high above all the houses of the heroes,

-maidens, sound in

Pt
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VWheresoc'er the cralt? of clovds carmes me away,

¥ar the folk above—then my fretted feathers

Loudly rustling hum, lullisg, sound along,

Sing a4 sunbright song—then, restrained to carth po wore,
Orer flood and field I'm a spirit faring far |

This is of a quality almost unimaginable in poetry of the eighth
centary. It is like poetry of our own time. The “power of
clouds” is a phrase Wordsworth might have used
The poetry_ of the sky, of sun and raoom, and of the sea is
equally remarkable. The northern Emhsb were close obserers
of these great Creatutes, and one proaf of this lies in the number
of words they mvented to express their different aspects. The
changes of the dawn from the first gray tinge of the east to the
upward leap of the sun, the nconday hght, the changes of the
evening from the light left by immedute sunset to the Iast
glimmer of it before dead mght, have each their own special
words. The fiercer phases of the weather are drawn with a
rough observant penal.  Cynewelf descnibes three diffierent kinds
of storms.  But no natural object engaged them so much as the
sez, and they have at least fifteen different names for it, to express
their conceptions of its aspect and its temper. Then they have
coined a multitude of phrases to represent the appearance of its
waves, ang its movements 1n caltn, but chrefly tn storm, most of
which I bave given an account of elsewbere. There can be no
doubt from his poetry that Cynewulf lived constantly near the sea
and a rocky coast, and that he watched 1 with all the care of
Tennyson.  But the temper of mund in which he and his school,
afier the settlement, considered the sea was very different from
the temper of the sailors of the heathen tme  Beowulf and his
comrades have the spirit of the sea-dogs of Drake and Nelson.
They rejoice in the storms, the ocean is thewr playmate; they are
jts masters, or they fight with it 2s with a monster for their fives.
Five nights in all (:md 3f the story be a myth yet the spirit of the
swimmers is not), Breca and Beowulf swam 1n sivalry through the

¥ Brwer,
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ocean in the bitterest of weathers and fought with the tusked
nickers of the deep [Beownlf, I, 546-548]

Swoln were the surges, of storms "twas the coldest §
Dark neared the night, and northern the wind,
Rattling and roaring, rough were the billows !

till in the morning the heaving of ocean bore them up on the
land of the Heathoraemes.

This fearlessness ceased when they settled down and passed
from pirates into agriculturists. There is not a trace in the
poetry after Czedmon of their old audacious lordship over the sea.
The Seafarer tells of his voyages, and how he outlived hours of
pain and dread, sailing his ship through frosty seas: “No man
on land can tell all he suffers who fares on the wanderings of the
deep.” The crew in the Riddle on the Hurricane are aghast with
fear. The companions of Andreas on his voyage are terrified
when the storm begins. It is always the merchant sailor and
not the Viking who speaks in the later poems. But the imagin-
ative representation of the sea, and especially in storm, is all
the greater perhaps for this temper of dread. Here are a few
lines out of the Andreas [Il. 369; 441]:—

Then was sorely troubled,

Sorely wrought the Whale-mere. Wallowed there the Horn-fish,

Glided through the great deep ; and the gray-backed gull

Wheeled in air, of slaughter greedy ! Dark the storm-sun grew :

Waxed the wind in gusts, grinded there the waves together.

Stirred the surges high ; and the sail-ropes groaned,

Wet with washing waves, Water-Horror rose

With the might of troops.

Ocean-streamings then
Beat upon the bulwarks ! Billow answered billow,
Wave replied to wave. And at whiles uprose
From the bosom of the foam to the bosom of the boat
Terror o'er the wave-ship.

Along with this vivid description of a storm at sea we may place,
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and also from the Ardreas, this description of the coming of
winter on the land [l 1257-1263):—
Snow enchuned the earth

\With the whirling winter-fakes, and the weather grew

Cold with savage scours of hail ; while the sleet and frost,

Gangers gray of war were they—! locked the granges up

OF the heroes, and foli-bamlets ! Frozen hard was all the land

With the chull of eicles ; shrunk the courage of the water

O'er the running rivers ice vpraised a bridge,

And the sea-road shone,

Cynewulf's imagination of nature 1s perhaps highest when, in
the thirty-fourth Ridd’, he paints the 1ceberg plunging and roar-
ing through the foarming sea, and shouting out, like a Viking, his
coming to the land, singing and laughing ternbly Sharp are
the swords he uses m the battle, gnm 15 his hate, he 15 greedy
to break into the shield-walls of the ships. Nor s he less
vigorous when he describes the storm on land in the second
Riddile, and the storm at sea n the third, and the whole pro-
gress of a hurncane in the fourth, from its letting loose, like a
delivered glant, from the caverns under the easth, to s dnmng
of the flood of sea, gray as flint, upon the chffs, from the
thunder of the mountanous advance of ocean under tts impulse,
to the shipwreck it makes and the tcrror of the sexmen.  Then
he brings the tempest from the sca into the air, and then on the
works of men, and finally lulls 1t to sleep again 1 its care
There is no finer description of a great northern gale than this
in (he whole of our Wterature, 1 have translated nt folly m 2=
appendix, but it ought to be read in its own language. 1 may
give one more example of this nature-poctry, of a fine poeticzl
quality. It uses one of the old naturemyths with remarkable
skill, and fills it with vivid natural descnption  The first two
lines describe the old moon with the young moon in her arms
long before Sir Patrick Spence saw it The msing of the sun
ouee the roof of the world, his settng, the dust and dew and the

advent of night are done with the conciseness and force of
Tennyson,
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Cyneswulf saw the crescent moon like a boat of air :}nd Y}ght
sailing up the heaven, and the old myths came into his mind.
So he likened the moon to a young warrior returning with his
spoil, and building a fortress in the height of heaven. B}zt
another and a greater warrior, even the Sun, was in hot pursuit,
who, coming over the horizon wall, took the moon’s booty and
drove him away with great wrath. Then the Sun, full of his
vengeance, hastened to the West, and then Night arose and
overwhelmed the Sun. It is a true piece of nature-poetry, built
on an ancient nature-myth [Riddle xxx.}:—

Of a wight I've been aware, wonderfully shapen,

Bearing up a booty in between his horns

"T'was a Lift-ship, fiashing light, and with loveliness bedecked,
Bearing home his booty brought from his war-roving ;

All to build a bower for it, in the burg on high,

And to shape it skilfully if it so might be !

Then, all wondrous, came 2 wight, o’er the world-wall's yoof;
Known to all he is of the earth’s indwellers ;

Snatched away his war-spoil, and his will against,

Homeward drove the wandering wretch ! Thence he westward went,
With a vengeance faring ; then he hastened further on 1

Dust arose to Heaven, dew fell on the earth,

Onward came the Night! And not one of men

Of the wandering of that wight ever wotted more.

That there should be so much deliberate pature-poetry,
written for the sake of nature alone, and with_an_eyident and
observing love, is most remarkable in vernacular poetry of the
eighth century, and very difficult to account for. There is
nothing that resembles it, even in the later Icelandic sagas.
It is only partly derived from nature-myths. We may say in
explanation that the Celtic influence was very strong in North-
umbria where these poems were written, and the Celtic feeling -
for natural scenery is always strong. But the feeling here is
different from the Celtic; and it is rather in the imaginative
quality of the verse and in certain charmed expressions that we
detect the Celtic spirit. It has been said, again, that these Ridd/es
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were nothing more than imitations of the Latin 4Enigmata on the
same subjects, This is no explanation. Cynewulf took the
subjects, but he transformed the treatment; whatever he takes
he makes otiginal  Faldhelm’s Latin XiddZs have not a
teace of imagination, Cynewulf is impassioned with it. FEald-
helm writes like an imitator of the late Latin poets, Cynewulf
writes out of his own delight and from the sight of his own
cyes. We cannot mistake his personal love of nature,  Where, at
1his time, did he gain 1?7 How does be happen to have it ina
way which scarcely appears aguin until the nineteenth century?
Perhaps the best answer 1s that he was a man of genius, but
then genius moves in the groove of its own time, and this is not
a groove which belongs to the ime.  The one thing I can think
of in the way of explanation is that he was a reader of Vergil, and
there are passages in his poems and in the Arndreas which seem
directly suggested by Vergill.  We know that Vergil was commonty
tead by literary men i Northumbria, and no one, with a natural
tendency to the observauion of nature, could fong read Vergil
without being put mnto the temper of love of nature, and of a
close observation of her ways. Once the temper was ganed, the
original genins of Cynewulf would use it on the natural scenery
“which sumounded him.  But then, other men read Vergd and
did not write like Cynewulf. There must have been something
singular in the man, At any rate, #t is interesting, considenng
the magrificent work which the English poets have done on
nature, to find at the very beginnung of our poetry one who was
so filled with pleasure by her doings, and who had the power to
put his pleasure into noble expression
‘These poems then, poems of war and poems of pure nature,
may be_called half-heathen, though written in Chnistian tumes,
What changfiwﬁixﬂit):  mrought in poetry is now our : subject.
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Cynewulf saw the crescent moon like a boat of air and light
sailing up the heaven, and the old myths came into his mind.
So he likened the moon to a young warrior returning with his
spoil, and building a fortress in the height of heaven. But
another and a greater warrior, even the Sun, was in.hot pursuit,
who, coming over the horizon wall, took the moon’s booty and
drove him away with great wrath. Then the Sun, full of his
vengeance, hastened to the West, and then Night arose and
overwhelmed the Sun. It is a true piece of nature-poetry, built
on an ancient nature-myth [Riddle xxx.}:—

Of a wight I've been aware, wonderfully shapen,

Bearing up a booty in between his horns !

"Twas a Lift-ship, flashing light, and with loveliness bedecked,
Bearing home his booty brought from his war-roving ;

All to build & bower for it, in the burg on high,

And to shape it skilfully if it so might be !

Then, all wondrous, came a wight, o'er the world.wall’s roof 5
Known to all he is of the earth’s indwellers ;

Snatched away his war-spoil, and his will against,

Howmeward drove the wandering wretch ! Thence he westward went,
With a vengeance faring ; then he hastened further on !

Dust arose to Heaven, dew fell on the earth,

Onward came the Night 1 And not one of men

Of the wandering of that wight ever wotted more,

That there should be so much deliberate pature-poetry,
wﬂr}tt}e}m for the sake of nature alone, and with an_ evident and
observing love, is most remarkable in vernacular poetry of the
cighth century, and very difficult to account for. There is
nothing that resembles it, even in the later Icelandic sagas.
It is only partly derived from nature-myths. We may say in
explanation that the Celtic influence was very strong in North-
umbria where these poems were written, and the Celtic feeling
for matural scenery is always strong. But the feeling here is
different from the Celtic; and it is rather in the imaginative
quality of the verse and in certain charmed expressions that we
detect the Celtic spirit. It has been said, again, that these Ridd/es
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were nothing more than imitations of the Latin 4Znigmala on the
same subjects. This is no explanation. Cynewulf took the
subjects, but he transformed the treatment; whateser he takes
he makes origimal. Ealdhelm’s Latin Ridd/s have not a
trace of § jon, Cynewulf is impassi with it. Eald-
helm writes Iike an imitator of the late Latin poets, Cynewnlf
writes out of his own delight and from the sight of his own
eyes, We cannot mistake his personal love of nature.  Where, at
this time, did he gain 1t? How does he happen to have it ina
way which scarcely appears again until the nineteenth century?
Perhaps the best answer is that he was 2 man of genius, but
then genius moves in the groove of its own time, and this is not
2 groove which belongs to the time. The one thing I can think
of in the way of explanation is that he was a reader of Vergil, and
there are passages in his poems and in the Andreas which seem
directly suggzested by Vergil. We know that Vergil nas commonly
read by literary men m Northumbria, and no one, with 2 natural
tendency to the observation of nature, could long read Vergil
without being put into the temper of love of nature, and of a
close observation of her ways. Once the temper was gained, the
onginal genius of Cynewnlf would use it on the natural scenery
“which surrounded him. But then, other men read Vergil and
did not write hke Cynewulf. There must have been something
singular in the man. At any rate, it is interesiing, considenng
the magnificent work which the English poets have done on
natute, to find at the very beguining of our poetry one who was
so filled with pleasure by her doings, and who had the power to
put his pleasute into noble expression
These poems_then, poems of war and poetns of pure nature,
may be called hall-heathen, though written i Chnstian times.

What changes Chnistiamity wrought in_poetry 1s j
Vhat changes Christiamty wrought in, poetry is now our subject.




CHAPTER VI
THE COMING OF CHRISTIANITY

Tue English literature written of in the previous chapters has
been heathen or secular. The passages about war and those
dealing with the natural world, taken from poems writter When
. England had become Christian, show clearly how long the temper
of heathendom clung to the Enghsh even to those who had
warmly accepted the new religion. TLong s after the last conquest
of Christianity, heathenism retained its power over the super-
stitious farmers and folk of the remoter hamlets. Even in the

days of Cnut, the laws forbid the worship of heathen gods, of sun -

and moon, of rivers and wells, of fire, stones, and trees. For ‘_a
long time, then, Christianity and heathendom mingled their influ-
ences together, and they did so in comparative peace. The
growth of Christianity was left to the will of the people. Tt
was not forced upon them by the sword. There was so much
wisdom and tolerance on the part of the kings and nobles that
the two faiths scarcely ever persecuted one another during the
many years they existed side by side. Even Penda, that sturdy
Mercian pagan, did not prevent the preaching of the faith in his
kingdom, and allowed his son to become a Christian.

The result of this long intermingling was that heathen .ideas
were not so much rooted out in literature as changed. There
was a continual interpenetration of Christian and heathen ele-
ments, of Christian and heathen legend, which had no small

&5
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influeace upon the carly Christian poetry of England. The
mythical representations of Nature—the Sun hasting up the sky
ke an ﬁ;ger youth, the march of my lord Darkness over the eanth,
the Moon building kis burg in the topmost vault of heaven against
the onset of the Sun, the vast “Chasm of chasms” out of which

the worlds were made, the all-covering, swart ocean—are mythical #

conceptions which epdure.  We find them in the poems of Genesis
and Lxedes, and in the poems of Cypewulf, The great nature- -
festivals of Yule- and Eostra-tide were taken into Christian service,
and bound up with the story of the birth and resurrection of Jesus.
The festival of Midsummer lives m many Christian observances.
New Christian feasts were made to fall on heathen holidays. The |
Church took the place of the heathen temple, the Holy Rood of
the sacred tree ; the groves of the Nature God became the groves
of the consent.  The hills, the wells, the mes islands, once de-
dicated to deities of flood and fell, were called after the samnts and
martyrs.  The minor gods and herces which the vanous wants of
men created to satisfy these wants were replaced by saints who
did precisely the same work. The gracious and beneficent work
done by the gods kind to man was now done by Jesus and the
Virgin; while the cruel and dreadful monsters of frost and
gloom were embodied in Satan and bus harmful host.  In
this way the emotions of the past and their pleasant poetic oy,
the primitive imaginations and therr popular influence, were re-
tained unimpaired, though all the names were changed. The
ancient heathen stuff endured, but it was Chnstianised.  The same
things happened, under the wisdom of the Roman Church, over
all freshly converted lands, but_they happened with persecution.
In England they happened without 1t. The Charms to which
I have d.mvm attention are an_ example of thus intermingling,
D e et oo oo i g,
presided over the 2:&5 of me: l:x e Wyrd—the gofidess who
¢ who overcame them in the end
~became beltef in the will of God.  Evey

. n the name was at times
transferred.  “The Wyrd is stronger, the Lord mightier than any

s
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man’s thought,” is a phrase in the Seafarer, and it may be matched
in many Anglo-Saxon poems. But thouvh the sadness of destiny
remains, it is no longer grim. The Wyrd is now the wxll of a

- just God who keeps eternal joy and peace for the. Christian

warrior.

Another heathen motive was the regret for the passing away of
the splendour and mirth and fame of men. It is the note of the
Prince’s lay in Beownlf and of the Ruin; it continues after
Christianity in the IPanderer and the Seafarer and in all the poems
of Cynewulf. Mingled with this is the regret for the loss of youth,
of dear companions, and of personal happiness, such regret as we
find in Deor’s Complaint. 'This too continues, but it was changed
and modified by the Christian hope. “One thing is sure,” cries
the Epilogue to the Wanderer, “the Fortress in Heaven”; and
Cynewulf in many a poem, when he has mourned for earth and
loss, and the storms in which all he loved has perished, thinks of
the “ Haven which the Ruler of the Ether has established,” where
all “his friends are dwelling now in peace and joy.” These are
new feelings for the English, and they are the foundations of all
our religious poetry. The note of Cynewulf, of Vaughan, of
Keble is much the same,

The added geqtleness and grace of these thoughts and of many
others concerning life which Christianity instilled into the English
character, but the germs of which we see in the heathen character
of Beowulf, brought many new elements of poetry and of poetic
feeling into English literature. The Eeclesiastical History of Baeda
is full of lovely and tender storles But wlth all tbls new mxldness,
life as it had in he'lthen times. 'The battle in the Genesis with the
Kings of the East might serve to describe the pursuit of some
Pictish plunderers by a Northumbrian host. The advance of
Pharaoh’s army in the Zxodus is the exact image of the going forth
to war of the Fyrd of Althelfrith or Penda. The overthrow of the
Huns in the Zlene might serve for the w ar-song sung by Oswiu’s
bard after the destruction of the Mercians at the fight of Winwzed,
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The battle in Judith is sung with the same delight with whic‘h
Hengest would have sung his first victory. There is no change in
the fury of war-poetry.

But there is even more to say. The distinctively Christan
poctry, the poetry about the fall and the redemption of man, fhc
Jast judgment, the Nativity, Death, Resurrection and Ascension
of Christ, and the spread of the Gospel, is all sung in terms
of war. ‘The_heathen rtapture, in_battle is transferred to the
Christian warfare. The contest between Light and Darkness,
between Summer and Winter, becomes the contest between Christ
and Satan, between the Christian and his spiritual foes. Thﬁ
original spirit of the myth is preserved. It was made not less Bt
ot imaginative in Christianify. The Christian war began before
the creation of man ; it would only end at the last judgment. It took -
in all the history of the world, Satan was the great foe who was
gripped by God as Grendel was by Beowulf, and hurled into the ;
dark and fiery burg of hell When man was made, a new phase
of the war began, of which Jesus 1s the dwvine king It is by
his being the great warrior that he becomes the great Saviour;
and round his victory the force of the Chnstian peetry was con-
centrated. In the F7sion of Zhe Rood, the young Hero girded him-
self for the battle.  He was almighty God, strong and high hearted,
and he stepped up on the lofty gallows, brave of soul m the sight
of many, for he would save mankind  All creation wept, mourned
the fall of its king, as all created things wept for Balder. Sore
weary he was when the mickle stnfe was done, and the men laid
Tim ow, him the Lord of victary, in lus grave, and folk sang a

Iay of sorrow over him—as his comrades did for Beownlf It is
the death and burial of an English hero
Tben in this vast epic comes the Harrowing of hell; and it is
il’l;‘z)'s told 1 the spint of the warsong. The hero, Christ, came
ike a storm, Toud thunder roaring, at the break of day. The
war-feud was open that moming, the Lord bad overcome his foes ;
terible, he shattered the gates of hell, and all the fiends wailed far
and wide through the windy hall” The women who go to the



¥

102 THE COMING OF CHRISTIANITY CHAT.

tomb in the poem on the Descent into Hell are ABtheling women.
Christ’s tomb and death are those of an itheling. He is “the joy
of /ithelings, the victory-son of God.” John the Baptist, the great
thegn whom Jesus has armed with sword and mail, welcomes his
Lord to the gates of hell. “Then high-rejoiced the burghers of
Hades,”—that is, the Old Testament saints—< for the Hero had
risen full of courage from the clay. Conquest-sure was he, and
hastened on his war-path, For the Helm of Heaven willed to
break and bow to ruin the walls of hell, he alone; none of byrnie
bearing warriors would he lead with him to the gates of hell.”

Down before him fell the bars ;
Down the doors were dashed, inward drove the King his way.

In triumph the hero returns to the burg of heaven. The feast

:of the Lamb is laid in the long hall, amid the singing of the

- angels who arc the bards of the battle; and the king makes his

speech of welcome and victory to his assembled warriors.  But he

" has left an army on earth to carry on the war, and he gives them,
! like an English leader, weapons and courage for the fight. The
. apostles are /Bthelings known all over the world, Great proof of

valour they gave; far spread was the glory of the King's thegns,
“What!” cries the poet in the Audreas, “we have heard from

_ ancient times of twelve heroes famous under the stars, thegns of

the Lord. Never did the glory of their warfare fail when the helms

* crashed in fight.  Farfamed folk-leaders were they, bold on the

war-path when shield and hand guarded the helm upon the battle-
field” “Bold in war was Andreas; not tardy was James, nor

. laggard on his way. Daring was the venture of Thomas in India;
" he endured the rush of swords. Simon and Thaddeus, warriors
. brave, sought the Persian Jand ; not slow were they in the shield-

> play”  Andrew is “the hero hard in war, the beast of battle, the

steadfast champion.” Round about these heroes stand their thegns,

: sworn by baptism, as the English warrior was by his oath, to keep

. unfailing truth to their Lord. All the devotion which tied the

thcgp to his chief, all the disgrace which befell him if he broke his
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bond by cownardice or by betragal was transferred to the relation
of the apostles and saints to Christ.  And the fame ghen to the
heathen fighter who was true in war was now given to the warrior
of Jesus who fought faithfully to the death. Then, at the end, was
the consummate triumph. The Christian poetry of early England
exhausts itself in the joy of the great day, when, after the judg-
ment of evil, the King returns with his warlik¢ hosts to the
city of heaven. Little then of the imaginative poetry, little of
the spurit of war was lost. Saga changed its name, but not its
nature.

These, then, are, the idcas which, altered, passed on into Chris-
tian out of heathen poctry. Buy therg were also other ideas, ne,
to the English, which are rooted now in poetry, The first of

_ these was the sorrow for sin, the personal cry for release from it,

and the rapture which folioned the conviction of forgiveness.

This, of, course, belongs in its depths to personal poetry, : and_
poetry.in OId_,En"hnd did not becomc.persoml il 3t came into
the_hands of Cynewulf  In his verse 1t reaches A profundity of
pain and of joy, of prayer and of exulting praise, the fulness of
which is scarcely equalled 1n the whole range of sacred song in
England. And this is truc of the praise especuslly. The very
first hymn of English poetry, which Ceedmon sang, was an outburst
of praise. The rushing pratse of Cynewulf 1n the Crust has the
loud uplifted trumpet note of Milton; and the later poems, !
entitled CArist and Safan, break therr divisions with mpnssioned{
hymns of joy. Englsh sacred poetry has never lost the music
and the manner of its first raptures

« One otl_;_e_r‘glpment as quite new—the love of far and gentle

scenery in contrast with the fierce weather, the bittet chmate and

the_stormy seas which heathen poetry described so well. The

Christian poets also painted in nords the tempest and the frost,

but they had the vision of sweeter scenery, of a more tender ar,

and a grave delight thercin, The gentleness of Chnst disposed

their minds to this love of hapﬁnalure "Here'are a fow hnes—

the first from the Genesis, the second from the Asarsas—
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Winsomely the running water, all well-springs that be,
Washed the happy lands, nor as yet the wetkin

Rose above the roomful land, nor dispersed the rains that are
Wan-gloomed with the gale; yet with growing blooms

Was the earth made fair.

Lord Eternal, all the river springs

Land thee, high exalted ! Often lettest thou

Fall the pleasant waters, for rejoicing of the world,
Clear from the clean cliffs,

The “bubbling streams that run through the woods, the foun-
tains that well through the soft sward”; the “spreading plain, -
fresh with green grass that God loved”; the “blossoming earth,
the flowers, honey-flowing and rejoicing, the fragrant woods”
“the sweet song of birds; the cuckoo announcing the year”
* the dew dropping at the dawn and winnowed by the wind ; the
cool winds in the summer-tide when the sun is shining”; “the
calm and shining sea when the winds are still” ; are described with
distinction, and the phrases bear with them the proof of a con-
templative pleasure in lovely and gracious scenery which was not
known or felt by the heathen English.

3 It is in the description of the happy land where the Pheenix
- lives that this new delight is best expressed. The writer took a
great part of it from the poem of Lactantius which he adapts.
But he added largely to that poem, and I think that into the
Northumbrian mind had grown, from its long connection with
Celtic feeling, the elements at least of the Irish myth of the land
of eternal youth and beauty set far among the western seas—the
myth which we find in varying forms among nearly all peoples,

but nowhere more vividly wrought than among the Celtic tribes.
Tar away the island les ;

‘Winsome is the wold there, there the wealds are green ;
Spacious-spread the skics below ; there nor snow nor Tain,
Nor the furious air of frost, nor the flare of fire,

Nor the headlong squall of hail, nor the hoar-frost’s fall,
Nor the burning of the sun, nor the bitter cold,
Do their wrong to any wight ;
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Calm and fair the glorious field, flashes there the sunny grove :
Happy is the holt of trees ; never withers fruitage there !
In the winter, in the summer, 15 the wood for ever
Hung with blossomed boughs ; nor c2n ever break amnay
Leaf below the bt 1. .

+ - . but the hiquid streamlets,
Wonderful and winsome, from their wells upspringing,
Softly fap the land with the lulling of their floods !
Welling from the weodland’s midst are the waters fair,
Which, at every moon, through Ihe mossy turf of earth,
Surge up as the sea foam cold,
That the mirth of mers, every month that goes,
Al about the fame fast land, should o'erflow in plag.

This was the new element which, in pleasant contrast with the
bitter weather and frost-bound land, the Christian poet mtroduced
into natural deseription, and it completed the range of that sub-
ject of poetry. The Welsh poetry of soft nature was much later,
It was,as I have said, remarkable that wild nature should be
made in England a separate subject for song; it is sbll more

kable to find—h much infl we allot to the study
of Vergil—the gentleness of nature treated distinctively, And
this is all the more interesting when we think that the poetry of
natural description has been in England continuously mingled up
with the poetry of the love of God, of Chnist, of the Virgin Mary ;
with the desvotion of the human spint 1n worship, repentance, and
joy.  Such a mingled harmony 1s indeed to be found in Italian,
German, French, and Spanish poetry, but it 1s found most closely
hnit together in English poetry, most happily expressed, and most
fondly realised.




CHAPTER VI

LATIN LITERATURE

From the Coming of Augustine to the Accession of Alfred

Tsur history of literature written in Latin prose in early England
might, if we were rigid, be justly excluded from our history,
but it is scarcely possible to shut out from our view the School of
Canterbury and the School of York, or men like Ealdhelm, Breda,
Ecgberht, and Alcuin, who, if they did not write English, at least
spread knowledge; who stimulated the production of English;
and who sent, when it was most needed, English education and
learning into the Continent. The whole of our earliest prose
is contained in their Latin work. There were no books of any
importance in English prose till AElfred sent forth his translation
of Gregory's Pastoral Care.

Rome was the origin of this Latin prose, and it was written
by monks, in monasteries established by the Latin Church. The his-
tory of it lasts from 597, when Augustine landed in England, to the
destruction of the monasteries by the Danes in the ninth century ;
or, if we wish to be more accurate, from the founding of the
Canterbury School by Theodore in 6771 to the battle of Ashdown
in 871. By 871 almost every centre of learning in Wessex,
Mercia, and Northumbria had been destroyed. The story, then,
is the story of 200 years, and it may best be told by dividing it
into three parts—Latin literature in Wessex, in Mercia, and in
Northumbria, o oy

5
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(D 1. The story begins in Wessex, or rather in Kent, which was
then a separate Lingdom. Gregory the Great, before he was
Pope, saw, according to a well known stosy, some blue-cyed and
fair-haired children standing to be sold for slaves in the forum of
Rome, and was told that they were Angles. “Not Angles,” he
said, “but Angels”; and he was mosed to bring the people from
whom these lovely ones came to the faith of Christ. So, when he
was Pope, he sent Augustine to England, who, though delayed on
his way, landed in Thanet in 597, and scnt messengers to King

Ethelberht_of Kent. /Ethclberht, paly mfluenced by his
Christian wife Bertha, daughter of Chanberht of Pans, graciousl,

gave him leave to preach the Gospel.  Bertha had already set up
a Christian service at St. Martin’s Church, and, when the King
and his people were baptized, St. Martin's, freshly restored,
became the first Chnstran Church 1n England, as Canterbury was
the first Christian town.  In 601 Augustine was made archbishop,
and the bishopric of Rochester was founded. Not long after
Augustine’s coming the Witan was held which enacted the first
code of laws that we possess in our mother tongue, and this is
the title of the code. “ This be the dooms that /Ethelbriht, King,
ordained in Augustine’s days.” They were wmtten in Roman
letters ; but ne do not possess them in the Kentish dialect, but in
a West Saxon translation, and 1n a register of the twelfth century,
In 673 the IWest Kentish Code appeared, and in 696 King Wihtrzd
“set forth more dooms.” The Kentish dialect 1s, then, the first
vehicle of English prose, and the schools of Kent the rude cradle
of English learning.

The first bishops of Canterbury had, bowcver, no sympathy
with the English tongue. They were all Italan up to the death
of Honorius in 653 Frithona (Dexs-dedrf) succeeded him, and
then Theodore of Tarsus was enthroned in 665. He had
brought with him from Rome an Englishman, Benedict Biscop,
who soon, leaxing Canterbury, led the chor of Latin Jeaming in
the Nerth, Hadrian, Theodore's deacon, and an excellent scholar,
joined him in 671, and with his help Theodore resolved to make




CHAPTER VII

LATIN LITERATURE

From the Coming of Augustine to the Accession of ALlfred

THE history of literature written in Latin prose in early England
might, if we were rigid, be justly excluded from our history,
but it is scarcely possible to shut out from our view the School of
Canterbury and the School of York, or men like Ealdhelm, Beeda,
Ecgberht, and Alcuin, who, if they did not write English, at least -
spread knowledge ; who stimulated the production of English;
and who sent, when it was most needed, English education and
learning into the Continent. The whole of our earliest prose
is contained in their Latin work. There were no books of any
importance in English prose till Alfred sent forth his translation
of Gregory’s Pustoral Care.

Rome was the origin of this Latin prose, and it was written
by monks, in monasteries established by the Latin Church. The his-
tory of it lasts from 597, when Augustine landed in England, to the
destruction of the monasteries by the Danes in the ninth century ;
or, if we wish to be more accurate, from the founding of the
Canterbury School by Theodore in 677 to the battle of Ashdown
in 871. By 871 almost every centre of learning in Wessex,’
Mercia, and Northumbria had been destroyed. The story, then,
is the story of 200 years, and it may best be told by dividing it

into three parts—Latin _ hterature m Wesse:\, in Mercxa, and in

Northumbrm 5
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1. The story begins in Wessex, or rather in Kent, which was
then a separate kingdom. Gregory the Great, before he was
Pope, saw, according to a well-known story, some bluc-eyed and
fair-haired children standing to be sold for slaves in the forum of
Rome, and was told that they were Angles. “Not Angles,” he
said, “but Angels”; and he was moved to bring the people from
whom these lovely ones eame to the faith of Christ.  So, when he
was Pope, he sent Augustine to England, who, though delayed on
his way, landed in Thanet in 597, and sent messengers to King
Aithelberht of Kent  /Fthelberht, partly influenced by his
Christian wife Bertha, daughter of Chariberht of Paris, Tousl
gave him leave to preach the Gospel.  Bertha had already sct up
a Christian service at St. Martin’s Church, and, when the King
and his people were baptized, St. Martin’s, freshly restored,
beeame the first Christian Church i England, as Canterbury was
the first Christian town  In 6or Augustine was made archbishop,
and the bishopric of Rochester was founded. Not long after
Augustine's coming the Witan was held which enacted the first
code of laws that we possess i our mother tongue, and this is
the title of the code: “This be the dooms that /Ethelbriht, King,
ordained in Augustine’s days.” They were wntten in Roman
letters ; but we do not possess them n the Kentish dialect, but in
a West Sason translation, and 1n a register of the twelfth century,
In 673 the 1'est Kentisk Code appeared, and 1in 696 King Wihtrzd
#set forth more dooms.” The Kentish dileet 1s, then, the fiest
vehicle of English prose, and the schools of Kent the rude cradle
of English learning.

The first bishops of Canterbury had, however, no sympathy
with the English tongue. They were all Itahan up to the death
of Honorlus in 633. Frthona (Deus-dedity succceded him, and
then Theodore of Tarsus was enthroned in 66g. He had
brought with him from Rome an Enghshman, Bencdict Biscop,
who soon, leaving Canterbury, led the chotr of Latn leaming in
the North. Hadrian, Theodore’s deacon, and an excellent scholar,
Joined him in 677, and with his help Theodore resolved to make

.
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the English clergy into a body of scholars. A school was estab-
Jished, and from month to month disciples from Ireland as well as
England gathered into Canterbury. ¢ Streams of knowledge,”
said Bamda, © daily flowed from Theodore and Hadrian to water
the hearts of their hearers.” ’

This was the true beginning of literature in the south of
England. The teaching of the school included theology, arith-
metic, medicine, astronomy, rhetoric; Greek and Hebrew com-
position and Latin verse were not neglected; the, Latin poets,
grammarians, and orators were read, and careful instruction
was given in caligraphy, illuminating, and ecclesiastical music.
Theodore’s fame for learning in the canon law soon spread over
Europe. Some record of this learning appeared in the Penslential-
i of Theodore, drawn up from Theodore’s oral answers to questions
about discipline. Canterbury had thus begun to produce books
of her own; learned foreigners soon ceased to be needed in
England ; she had her own bishops and scholars, and before long
taught her foreign teachers. Brihtwald, the next archbishop, © was
a man,” Breda declared, “whose knowledge of the Greek, Latin,
and Saxon tongues and learning was manifold and thorough.”
Tatwine, who followed him, was “splendidly versed in holy writ,”
i; and his Lnigmata were studied by Cynewulf. By this time, that
is, by 731, many bishoprics had been set up in Wessex. They
were served by men of learning, of whom Daniel, Bishop of
Winchester, 705-744, was the most famous. He helped Bewzda
in his Zedestastical History ; foreign missions grew under his
fostering care, and the whole West Saxon Church was deeply
indebted to his work. But the scholar of Theodore who_gathered
into himself all the learning and ability of the time was Ealdhelm. .
He was born about the middle of the seventh centuqf:mf;;s
a ki‘ns.m:m of Ine, King of Wessex. Eager for the new learning,
he ]o-mcd himself to Mailduf, an Irishman, who set up a hut and
hermitage, 2 school and a small basilica at a place which “after-
}vz}rds took his name, Malmesbury, Mailduf’s burg. Ealdhelm thus
joined the Irish to the Latin learning, for he was also a scholar of
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Canterbury.  He loved Hadrian with the decp affection which
belonged to his charcter.  * My father,” he writes, * beloved
reacher of my rude infancy, T embrace you with 2 rush of puse
tenderness ¢ I long to sce you 2zain”  He took up the school at
Malmesbury after Mailduf's death; it rose into a monastery of
which he became abbot; he was made Bishop of Sherbome,
and travelled continuously through his diocese, preaching,
founding monastic schools, building churches (for he was a good
architect), and playing on all kinds of wstruments, as cager a
musician as Dunstan. He founded two monastencs, one at
Bradford-on-Avon, another at Frome, and he assisted Ine in his
plans for the restoraton of Glastonbury. It 1s not impossible
that he had something to do with the compilation of the Lazes
of Ine, the oldest West Savon fawns  They date from about 6go,
and we possess them 10 an appendix to the Laws of Eifred ina
noble parchment of the Chronide now at Cambridge. They are
in Lnglish, and have this much lterary mterest that “as the
foundation," Earle says, “ of the Laws of Wessey, they are also at
the foundation of the laws of all England” Ealdhelm is the
fust_Enghshman whose Latin sntings_are_those of A 5ROt
His classical knowledge was famous,  He wrote Latin verse with
case ; he composed a long treatice on Latin prosedy, and he
showed what he could do in this way by huis transference into
hevameters of the stones told n tus treause, De faudibus Dirginis 110
fafis, He knew Horace, Lucan, Juvenal, Persws, Terence, and
Vergit ; he read the D1d Testament m Hebrew , he spoke Greek,
and 3t is supposed he wrote on Roman law  He concocted
Latin Riddles, which went to the North with hss Prosody to
Acitcius (Aldinth), King of Northumbria, and these kindied the
genius of Cynewulf in afterdays.  His Latn 15 fantastic, allmzm-\
tive, swelling, and pedantic, but the spint in which he writes is
tender, heen, and gay. He corresponded with Gaul, with
Treland, with Rome, with Enghsh and Welsh kings ; but his most
charming letters are to the abbesses and nuns who knew p-utle  #
Latin—fares ecclesiie, he calls them, Cheiste margasite, | T

£
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emm@.  NOT did bhe wholly neglect the literature of his owD
ongue. He made songs N English, some of which AMfred had,
wnd one of which was still commonty sung M the twelfth century-
And as he travelled on his preach'mn tours from town to tow™ it
was his habit t0 stand, like 2 gleeman, on the bridge OF in the
public way, and sing 10 the peopie flocking to the fairs 11 the
English tongue, that by this sweetness of song he might lure
them to come with him and hear the word of God. He died on
one of his journeys in 709, but he had tived long enough 10 fill
Wessex with the desire of learning, t0 build up its Church into
strength and to link into spiritual harmony the North and the
gouth.  Even the Welsh owned his charm. His letters 10
Gerontius, King of the Damnonian Britons, converted poth king
and people 0 the observance of the Roman Easter.

Taldhelm Was the last man in the south of England pefore
Alfred 10 whose work we may give the name of literaturc
The learning and energy of Wessex were more displayed in builc
ing up the church, in teaching, 1B policys and in missionary work .
than in literature: Winfrid (Boniface), Wwillibald, and Lauilus
were Wessex men. Boniface Was from 719 'O 755, the chief

Tortosa, and LEmessa to Damascus. Thence he visited the
whote of Palesting, and reached Constzmt'mop\e in 725 His
voyage Was written by 2 numh, it is supposed from his own dic
tation. Lullus, who left England about 732 and succeeded
Boniface as Archbishop of Mainz, never forgot his country. His
correspondences as well as that of his predecessoT, was constant
«ith England. There is 1O better example, not even that of
Boniface, of the continual intercourse Detween the English Kings
and bishops and the Continent than the letters of Lullus.

Dut after the middle of the eighth century the literary life of
Wessex passes away-. The ceascless wars troubled even the
raonasteries 3 jgnorance succeeded t0 knowledge, and th

> i e schools
decayed. 'l'he ccclesiastical struggle of Canterbury with the new
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metropolitan See set up at Lichfield by Ofiz left no leisure for
the work of its school. Archbishop /thelhard won back the
supremacy of Canterbury in 803, but he did not win back any of
the learning which Theodore had onginated.  Alcuin begs him
“to restore at least the reading of the Scriptures.” Ecgberht,
great king as he was, who came to the throne in 8oz, was too
much employed in blishing tus tordship in Mercia and
Northumbria to do anything for learning ; and, worst of all, he
had to fight the Vikings, who had begun their raids by a descent
on Dorsetshire in 787, In 833 they endangered the very life of
his kingdom. They fell on London i 839 and plundered
Rochester.  They had the year before descended on East
Anglia, In 845 they were defeated in Somersetshire.  These
were desultory raids.  But 1in 853 Ronk sacked Canterbury with
furious slaughter, and penctrated into Essex. Then the Vikings
regularly camped for the winter at Sheppey 1n 855.  In 860 they
plundered Winchester, and in 865 devastated Kent. In 866
*“the army,” as the Danish host was called, came no longer to raid
but to settle, They conquered Northumbna, they marched into
Merciz, and in 871 crossed the Thames mto Wessex. There
“the army” was met at Ashdown by Aithelred and /Elfred, and
defeated with great camage.  But m the course of this raiding
and invasion the centres of Literature in Wessex were destroyed,
and there is no more to say of learming and hterature in the
south of England till they rose agan to life at the call of Alfred.

2, There is but httle to tell of Latm learming in Mercia
Mereia had been heathen dunng the reign of Penda, who had
shain Oswald of Northumbria in 632, But Penda met his death
at Winwzed's stream of which it was sung:—

At the Winwede was vengdd the war-death of Anna,
The slaughter of Kings—of Sigbert, of Cegrice,
The death of King Oswald, the death of King Edwin,

n 653, then, the date of this battle, Mercia became Christian.
Penda’s son, Wulfhete, 657-675, cstablished some monasteries,
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and fable has made him the builder of many more. Under
Athelred, who followed him, the Mercian Church was organised ;
and under Athelbald, his successor, Mercia seems to have
established a reputation for literature and learning.  When
Canterbury wanted archbishops, it drew them from the Mercian
priests, Ecgwin, Bishop of Worcester, who founded Evesham,
was one of Athelbald’s bishops, and is said, in the questionable
report of two later biographers, to have written his own life and
to be our first autobiographer. The king himself patronised
learning, and his name is mixed up with that of St. Guthlac. 1In
his days, Felix of Crowland wrote in a swollen Latin prose the
Life_of. S{,,_gﬂlac for an East Anglian king. The book
formed the foundation of the second part of the English poem
of St Guihlac, and was translated into Anglo-Saxon prose
in the tenth or eleventh century. Crowland, where Guthlac
had his hermitage, became the site of a great abbey which owed
its splendour to the munificence of Aithelbald. Offa, the next
Mercian ruler, 757-796, was so great a king that we should expect
literature to flourish in his reign. Many have conjectured that it
did flourish then; Beowwlf has even been allotted to his court;
but we have no evidence of any Mercian literature in his
time. The king, however, became himself a subject of litera-
ture. The legendary tales told of Offa the son of Wermund
who ruled the Engle on the Continent, were imputed to our
Offa, and obscure all his early history. But after his death the.
supremacy of Mercia perished. Ecgberht annexed it to Wessex
in 828, and shortly after Ecgberht died the great abbeys of
East Anglia and Mercia were swept away by the Danes. In
Middle England, then, as well as in Wessex no Latin literature
was left.

3. Northumbria was the chief English home of Latin litera-
ture, and its beginnings were contemporary with the coming of
Theodore. The history of it is fuller and longer than that of
Mercia or of Wessey, for it contains the tale of a g’%eat scholar
whom at one point we may call a man of genius, and of a great
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school—the tale of Bxeda, and the tale of the University of York.
1t begins indeed at York, and in that city it also ends.
Christianity reached York, the capital of Deira, in the year
G627, when Eadwine and his people were baptized by Paullinus.
But when the king died 1n 633, the kingdom relapsed into
heathenism, and Paullinus, flecing away, left the conversion of the
country to the Celtic missionaries whom Qswald summoned from
Tona to his help in 634. Aidan, the gentle Irish monk whom
Oswald loved, set up his bishop's seat on the wild rock of Lindis-
farne, and in many missionary voyages Christranised both Bernicia
and Deira—provinces which Oswiy, a few years after, made into
the one kingdom of Northumbria.  Twenty six years after Aidan
took root at Lindisfarne, Wilfrid, who followed the Latin rule, led
its cause against that of the Celtic Church. He introduced the
Benedictine rule at Ripon, under the patronage of Alchfrith, son
of Oswiu, 665. Some years later he bult with great splendour
the Priory of Hexham, and made 1t, as well as Ripon, a centre of
Latin learning  In 664, at the Synod of Whithy, he succeeded
in establishing the Roman instead of the Celuc Church as the
mistress of Northumbria, though the Celuc tnfluence lasted for
many years. Dut Benedict Biscop, who had been in Rome with
Theodote and afterwards with lum at Canterbury, was, rather than
Wilfrid, the real founder of Latin leammg He came north,
bringing with him the methodical teaching of Canterbury, and set
up in 674 the monastery of St Peter's at Wearmouth, and 1n 682
the sister monastery of Jarrow.  In the course of five journeys to
Rome, this indefatigable collector brought back to his two
monasteries enough books, imagcs, relics, and pictures, to furnish
both of them with large and decorated lbranes. To these
libraries we owe Bxda and the school of York and Alcum, and
all the continental lcarning that flowed from Alcuin. A famous
school grew up around them, and Baeda Iod it to 2 greater fame,
Benedict was as active in the cause of art as of leamning.  Archi-
tecture, painting, mosale, music, glass-making, embroidery,
belonged to his religion.  But his chief love was his boe™™
1
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«Keep them together,” he cried, as paralysis brought on
death,—* keep them with loving care. Never injure them, never
disperse them.” He died in 6go. Aldfrith was King of North-
umbria at the time, and Aldfrith, educated in Ireland and at
Canterbury, and the friend of Ealdhelm and Wilfrid, may be
called a scholar.  He too was a collector of books, and gave to
Abbot Ceolfrid, Benedict’s successor at Wearmouth and Jarrovw,
support and affection. Ceolfrid’s school became famous.  Men
as far asunder as the Pope and Naiton the King of the Picts asked
his advice on ecclesiastical and theological subjects. Bzda
himself wrote his Life, and there is no better picture than this brief
biography of the daily life of a great English monastery. More-
over, these two men, Ceolfrid and Aldfrith, touched the literature
of a Celtic monastery. They were both connected with the
celebrated book in which Abbot Adamnan of Iona gave at this
time an account of Arculfs journey to the Holy Land. Arculf,
shipwrecked on the west coast, found his way to Iona and dictated
his adventures to Adamnan, and the abbot brought the book to
Aldfrith, who had been his pupil and who sent it eagerly on to
Ceolfrid.! Many copies were made of it and dispersed throughout
Northumbria. It was also popular in Europe through Brda's
abridgment of it, and through the extracts he made from it in the
Eeclesiastical History.

Some years later, after 709, Wilfrid’s biography was written by
his friend, Eddius_Stephanus. This book, in an excellent style,
is of the greatest use for the history of the Northumbrian Church
in the seventh century. Moreover, it is the first biography ever
written in England. It had a companion, composed about the
same time, in the Zife of St. Cuthbert by a nameless writer, which
Bzda borrowed from Lindisfarne when he was inditing his genial
story of St. Cuthbert. Another well-known name must not be

1 ¢¢These two men, Adamnan and Ceolfrid, met at Wearmouth, Ceolfrid
converted Adamnan to the Roman Easter, and Adamnan probably showed

Ceolfrid his new book, the Lifz of St Columbea, which he made at the end o
the seventh century,” ’
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forgotten—John of Beserley, who had studied under Theodore
and Hild, who ordained Bieda, who became Bishop of York and
of Hexham,  He loved i as a great ecclesiastic, but he
loved stifl more the life of the anchorite.  The Celtic pleasure in
a sohtary life with God often drove him from the grandeur of
Hexham to his but on the summit of the Howe of the Eam, 2 hill
above the flowing of the Tyne, DBeverley, where the fair minster
now claims our admiration, was then a loncly meadow in the
midst of the waters and trees of Underwood, round which the
river Hull, delaying its speed, had been dammed by the beavers
who gave the place its name.  There, round the little church,
John kept a school, to which a number of persons, lay and clerical,
resorted.  Among this arrcle of learned men, Aces, Wilfrids
closest friend and supporter, 15 not the least famous.  Abbot, and
then Bishop of Hexham m 709, he increased the monastic hibrary.
Like Benedict Biscop he was an architect and musician. He
finished the three churches near Hexham that Wilfred had begun
If he was not a writer himself, he urged others to wnte. It was
he who caused Eddius to compose the Ly of Wiffrid.  He
pressed Breda to wnte his Commentary on St. Luke, and Deda
dedicated to him his Commentary on St. AMfark, a poem on the
Last Day, and perhaps the Heaameron

These are the chief names among a number of persons who
made Northumbna famous for Latin learning in the seventh and
the beginning of the eighth century, That leaning was as yet
scattered ; it needed to be gathered together and gencralised by a
man of genius, and the man who did this work was Bzeda of
Jarrow.  He mastered all the learning of Northumbriz; he
gathered new learning from the rest of England and from the
Continent, and he threw the whole into form in a series of books
which his quiet life and his unwearied industry produced year after
year.  These books became the teachers, not only of England,
but of Europe. They were the text-books of the school of York
to which students came from Gaul, Germany, Ireland, and Jtaly;
and they went with Alcuin to the court of Charles the Great

'~ !
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As to the means of education in Beda's power and the learn-
ing which he collected, I quote the summary of .them w‘hich the
Bishop of Oxford gives in the Dictionary of Christian Bzog'mpl'ty,
and more especially as it illustrates the extension of learning all
over England at this time: “Under the liberal and enlightened
administration of Benedict Biscop and Ceolfrith, Bede enjoyed
advantages which could not perhaps have been found anywhere
else in Europe at that time ; perfect access to all the existing
sources of learning in the West. Nowhere else could he acquire’
at once the Irish, the Roman, the Gallican, and the Canterbury
learning ; the accumulated stores of books which Benedict had
bought at Rome and Vienme, or the disciplinary instruction
drawn from the monasteries of the Continent, as well as from the
Irish missionaries. Amongst his friends and instructors were
Trumbert, the disciple of St. Chad, and Sigfrid, the fellow-pupil
of St. Cuthbert under Boisil and Eata. From these he drew the
Irish knowledge of Scripture and discipline. Acca, Bishop of
Hexham and pupil of St. Wilfrid, furnished him with the special
lore of the Roman school, martyrological and other; his monastic
learning, strictly Benedictine, came through Benedict Biscop,
through Lerins and the many continental monasteries his master
had visited ; and from Canterbury, with which he was in friendly
correspondence, he probably obtained his instruction in Greek,
in the study of the Scriptures and other more refined learning.”

Then Beeda himself mentions, as his authorities for the Zec/esi-
astical Histary, Albinus, Hadrian’s pupil; Nothelm, who worked
for him among the libraries at Rome ; Danicl of Winchester, and
Forthhere of Malmesbury, who brought to him, I suppose, the
works of Ealdhelm which had their own influence on North-
umbrian literature; Bsi from East Anglia; Cynibert from
Lindsey; the monks of many monasteries, and chiefly those of
Lastingham, who told him the storics of Cedda and Ceadda.  All
these, from so many diverse parts of England, poured their
knowledge into Bwmeda’s reservoir. Kings gave him their friend-
ship-—Aldfrith, and Ceolwulf to whom he dedicates his Listory ;
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his own pupils were great scholars; he had correspondents in
many parts of Lurope; and a host of visitors came to the silent
cell at Jarrow with the expericnce of many men and many lands,

As to the books be wrote, the first probably were the
Ars metrica, the De_Natura Rerum, and the D: ﬁr';ﬁ‘néw.
written between 7co and 703 These sclentific manuals were
followed by the De sex aclatibus soeculi, 2n adminble epitome
of the history of the world, written for Wilfrid about the
year 707, The commentaries on the books of the Old and New
Testaments, the composition of which ranges over many years,
come after o9, for they are dedicated to Acca as Bishop of
Hexham, and Acca succeeded Wilind 1n that year.  The Ltes of
{St. Cuthlert and the Aofs of Wearmouth and Jarrew date
between 716 and 720, The D¢ temporum tatiore was in 726,
The Mﬂix[gﬁ_ﬂs fimshed 1 731, Afser this, shortly
before his death 1n 735, 1s his Lpistola ad Egfertum, and on the
day of his death he was sull employed on his translation into
Loglish of the Gospel of St. John.  Many other things, including
Jlomilies, he wrote, but these are the chief  Most of them are
studious epitomes, of great lc:xmmg, of Iittle cngm:xm), but all
suffused with his 1 and b The works
are mostly derived from the elder Pliny, the grammatical and
rhetorical from the then known classical wrters on these matters.
He possessed Greek as a scholar, and be knew “all the Hebrew
he could leamn from the writings of Jerome.” The Commentaries
are a mixture of a calm, clear, sensible, and unaffected teaching of
Christian conduct and love with an extravagance of allegorical
interpretation,  They presenve that steady prety which has made
the practical religion of the English people, “seeking,” 3s Beeda
s3id Cuthbert and Boisil did while they read St John's Gospel,
“that simple faith which works by love, not troubling themselves
with minute and subtle questions.”

The chief information we hase of hus life is given by himself
at the end of his Ledesiastzeal History. *Dxda, a scovant of
God, and priest of the monastery of the blessed Apostles, Peter
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and Paul, which is at Wearmonth and Jarrow ; who, being born’
in the lands of the same monastery, was, at seveén years old,
handed over to be educated by the most reverend Abbot .
Benedict and afterwards by Ceolfrid ; and passing all the rest of
my life in that monastery, wholly gave myself to the study of the
Scriptures and to the observance of the regular discipline, and
of daily chanting in the Church, and had always great delight in
learning and teaching and writing. When I was nineteen years
old, I received deacon’s orders, and when I was thirty those of
the priesthood, and both were conferred oft me by Bishop John,
and by order of Abbot Ceolfrid. TFrom which time till I was
fifty-nine years of age I made it my business, for the use of me
and mine, to gather together out of the writings of the venerable
fathers, and to interpret, according to their sense, the following
pieces : "—And here follows a list of his works, at the end of which
is this gracious sentence: “And now, good Jesus, I pray that to
whom thou hast granted of thy grace to share in the words of thy
wisdom, thou wilt also grant that he may come to thee, Fount
of all wisdom, and stand before thy face for ever, who livest and
reignest world without end, Amen” These are the last words of
the book. “Here ends,” he says, “by God’s help, the fifth book
of the Eedesiastical History of the English nation,”

It is his greatest work, the book in which he showed he was
not only an industrious compiler, but also a writer who had
gained those powers of choice of what to say, of arrangement, of
rejection of needless material, of imaginative form, which are
needful for a capable historian. The pains also he took to get at
the truth, the host of assistants he employed to procure for him
contemporary information at first hand, the quotation of all his
authorities, permit us to call him the leader of modern_history,
one whom a careful writer like William of Malmesbury might be
proud to follow. “I have not dared,” he said in his preface to
his Life of St. Cuthberf, “to transcribe what I have written
without the most accurate examination of credible witnesses,
without inserting the names of my authorities to establish the
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truth of my namative.” But the qualities which add literary
charm te his history and biographies, and often to his com-
mentaries, arose out of his happy, jojous, gentle, and loving
nature, which Lept to the end, like Asthur Stanley, a childlike
simplicity, charm, and love of beauty. The stories which animate
and ornament the History ; their peculuar lucidity and grace; the
ivid shetches of characters and persons, the pervading tendemness,
the delight with which he entercd into those legends especially
which breathed of human affections, make us love the siter, and
there is no greater proof of a book being finc literature, It seems
2 pity we know so little of him, but had he been more personal,
be had not been so enchanting a stary-teller,

' That no imagnative work full of his personality exists scems
to sct him apart from those who feel the poetic impulse, and his
long home-staying agrees with this judgment DBut though he
sat at home, he knew the world. I have said that his quiet cell
received many travellers, men of all ranks of hfe were his cor-
respondents, and he had many pupils in high places in Church
and State.  One of these, Ecgberht of York, scems to have been
nearest to him.  Almost the only visit he pa:d in his long life was
to Ecgberht, when for a few days they consulted about the
condition and welfarc of the Church in Northumbnia.  The year
after he sent to the bishop his well- krown Le#er.  Few pastoral
letters have been more weighty with wisdom and piety, with love
for the souls of men, and with love of his country, with soundness
of ecclesiastical adviee, and with knowledge of the needs of the
Church. It is firn and gentle, authortative and courteous, and
the style is worthy of the thoughts and emotions with which it is
charged.

Not long after, on the eve of the ascension, 1 735, the time
of his departure came.  *I have not lived among you,” he said,
*s50 as to be ashamed, nor do I fear to die, since we have a
gracions God” Ewcn to the last breath he drew, he haboured
to complete two works—Collections out of the Notes of Biskep
Jiidorus, and a Translotion of the Gospel of St. Jekn into the
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English tongue. “Go on swiftly,” he said to his scribe as he
dictated the words of the gospel, “I know not how long I can
continue.,” And the boy said, *Dear master, there is yet one
sentence unwritten.” e replied, “Write quickly,” and the boy
said, * The sentence is now finished.” At which he answered,
«Tt is well, it is ended, Take my head into your hands, for 1
am well pleased to be facing my holy place, where I was wont to
pray.” And so singing the “Gloria in Excelsis” he breathed his
last in his cell, among his books, and entered the kingdom of
heaven. It is well to think of him as the ““Light of the Church,”
as the “Father of English Learning,” but it is pleasant also to
remember that he began English prose in his translation of St.
John; that he loved English poetry, and told, with a personal
pleasure in the story, of its origin with Ceedmon ; and that even
in death, “he said,” as his scholar Cuthbert tells, © many things—
for he was learned in our songs—in the English tongue. Moreover,
he spoke this verse, making it in English,

Before the need-faring, no onc becomes
Wiser in thought than behoves him to be,
To the out-thinking, ere his hence-going,
What to his ghost, of good or of evil,

After his death, shall be doomed in the end.”

When Bzda died in 735, the seat of letters was transferred from
Jarrow to York, where Ecgberht, Bwzda’s pupil, had already
established a school, which before long rose to so high a position,
and was directed by so excellent a staff of teachers, that we may
call it a university. Canterbury, under Theodore, was not more
than a brilliant monastic school, and when Theodore died, its light
departed. But the heads of York provided for the continuance
of the school, and for an organisation which may be called cor-
porate. The teaching was systematised, subdivided, specialised ;
pupils were trained into professors; the library, famous over
Europe, was added to every year; and the whole organisation
was handed on intact and in good working order for fully fifty
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yeass. The loag histery of York, from the Roman time when it
took rank 2lmost 2s 2n fmperial city to the years when it was the
seat of the snpremacy of Eadwine, and the eapital shortly after of
the Nortbumbriza kings; the fact that the first Christian king of
Nonhumbria was baptized within its walls; the fame of the Lnle
chapel of wood set vp by Eadwine and Paullinus, over which
sose the rich cathedral of Athelberkt; its becoming amain in the
days of Ecgberht the seat of an archbiskopric; its crowded acd
wealthy population; its active commerce, and the beanty of its
site between the rivers—these, one 2nd 2], added to the repute
of its school in England, and to its famve in Exvope. Tt became
the centze of Emropean leaminy. Scholars flocked to it from
Germany, Gaal, Ialy, and Ireland  Ewropean schools sought
for their teachers at York.  Its certificate secured their repuma-
tion.

Ecgberby, the Archbishop, was brother of Eadberkt, King of
Northumbriz, 738-758, 2nd his life was as princely as his birth.
He Ioved the arts of gold and silver working, of figured silk, of
1ich embroidery, of church music, and applied them to the decora-
tion of the minster. Round aboct the mmster rose the schools.
The education began with g nd through classical
literatare.  The Roman potts, orators, and grammarians were
re2d, and some of the Greek fathers. Rbetoric, logic, law, astro-
noray, atithmetic, the nateral history of Play, ard the Saiptures
were studied ; and Eegberht himeelf kept in toveh with the pupils
through their whole course.  His chief work there was educa-
tional, but he wrote a few books—a volume of Lpuscogal QfFices,

° Lxtrasts o Churck Disaphine,a Penstentiale—standard anthonties
in the Anglo-Szxon Church. Tt 15 probable that he transhited
these into English, and that we may class him among the earfiest
writers of English prose.  When he died, he was succeeded in
the archbishopric by hus friend and chief assistant in the school,
ZEthelberkt or /Elberht. A better scholar than Fogberht, he was
the chief administrator and improver of the famous lbrary.
Alcuin, his fellow-scholar, travelled with him to Gaul and Rome,
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seeking for manuscripts, and in 970 no library outside of Rome
could be compared with that of York, Under their direction the
number of students increased, and missionary enterprise was not
forgotten. Nor was art neglected. In 741 the minster was burnt.
Aithelberht remade it; embellished the little oratory in which
King Eadwine was baptized ; enriched the whole with gold, silver,
gems, and decorated altars ; made it glow with coloured ceilings
and windows, and dedicated it before he dled-—leavmg all méen
in love with him—

O pater, O pastor, vitae spes maxima nostrae,

"Te sine nos ferimur turbata per aequora mundi,
wrote his greatest friend, Alcuin, who, born about 735, and brought
up from childhood at York, had taught the school during
Zithelberht's latest days. .

Of all these men Alcuin was the finest scholar. Ecgberht and
Zthelberht gave him their knowledge. The arts and sciences,
especially astronomy, engaged him as well as theology. He
mastered all the classics in the library at York, and formed a
Latin style so good that he has been called the Erasmus of the
eighth century. He loved Vergil so well that he sometimes
neglected for him the services of the Church. His fame spread,
and England was soon deprived of him. He left York in 482,
the date of Aithelberht’s death, and from that date the school
decays. He had met Charles the Great at Pavia about 780, and
again at Parma in the following year; and in 782 he joined Charles, .
and remained with him for eight years, taking charge of the Palatine
schools. In 7g90 he was again in England, but in 792 he rejoined
Charles, and from that year, or perhaps we may say from %8z,
Alcuin belongs, not to English learning, but to the planting of
learning in the Continent by the hands of English scholars. He
took with him a number of men trained in York; he constantly
sent to York for fresh men and for books; English scholars
visited him and many remained with him. It is not too much
to say that Alcuin drained York of its best, and hastened the
paralysis of its learning. He remained with Charles till 796,
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and then, wearied with*work, retired to the abbey of St. Martin
at Tours, where be lived till his death in 804. He left behind him
an extensive series of baoks, most of which, of great value for the
extension of learning, of theol knowledge and ipline,
are of little value as literature. The longest of his Latin poems—
Dz Pontificibus et Sanctis Ealesiae Edoracensis—is also the most
attractive, and is our best authority for the history of the school of
York from the consecration of Ecgberht to the death of thelberht,
But the most important of s writings, both as literature and for
the uses of history, is the collection of his Zet/ers, more than three
hundred of which exist. The most interesting of these are those
between Charles and Alcuin, letters which reveal many charming
traits in both men,  But they all prove his wide mnfluence, *as
the success of lis work is proved by the literary history of the
following century.”” Alcuin, bninging to Europe English learning,
is the chief source of the revival of classical learmng which has
been, with much justice, called the Carolingian Renaissance.
None of this work belongs to Englsh lterature in England,
but 1t is pleasant and mteresting to know that an English scholar
carned off all the learning of Northumbna, exactly at the
right time, before the invasion of the Danes destroyed it, to
fertilise therewith the Empire which Charles the Great had
ploughed out of Europe. Of thus revival of learning Charles
himself was the dnwving power. It was he that chose Alcuin,
Peter of Pisa, Paul the Lombard, and Emhard to be lus hterary
friends and courtiers, who kept them to ther work, who made
them read to him, who set up a court school which became an
academy for learned men such as was set up afterwards at
Florence and Paris ; who took care that good schools should be
founded at Tours, at Utrecht, at Fulda, at Wurzburg and in
other places  No one can rezd the account that Einhard gives of
his master without comparing Charles, as a patron and founder of
lterature, with Elfred. They pursued the same aims, they worked
on similar knes. DBut Charles had more power to enforce his
will. Where Elfred failed, he succeeded.
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Unhappy fates had now fallen on Northumbria. 1t could no
Jonger shelter or cherish literature. The kingdom was the battle-
field of anarchy from 780 to 798. Then six years of quiet followed,
quiet in which Northumbria was expiring. The school of York
sank into silence, and in 827 Ecgberht of Wessex annexed the
north. Meanwhile, a terrible blow was dealt on learning from
without. In 793 the Vikings made their first raid on the coasts
of Northumbria, and “God’s Church at Lindisfarne was ravaged
with rapine and slaughter by the heathen.” *“8t. Cuthbert could
not save his own,” cried Alcuin; “the most venerable place in
Britain, where Christianity first took root among us after Paullinus
left York, is a prey to the heathen men. Who thinks of this and
does not cry to God to spare his country has a heart of stone
and not of flesh.” The next year Jarrow and Wearmouth suffered.
The mother of all Northumbrian learning was defiled. But the
manks took arms, the pirates were driven off, and the repulse saved
for a time monastic life from Coldingham to Whitby.

There was an interval of seventy-four years between the attack
on Lindisfarne in 793, and 867 when “The Army” came to invade
and settle in Northumbria. During that time, uneasiness, dread,
preparations for defence, absence of quiet and hope, weakened
everywhere the health of learning. At last “The Army,” coming
from East Anglia, had, after a fruitless English rally, an easy
conquest of York. Then the Danes, setting out from York, utterly
destroyed every monastery in Deira. A few years afterwards they
rooted out all the abbeys of Bernicia. There was not one home
of learning left from the Forth to the Humber. Bishoprics
perished, even so great a one as Hexham. The libraries, the
schools, the knowledge of two hundred years were swept away.
Northumbria thus shared the same terrible fate which had fallen
on Mercia and Wessex.

In Western Mercia, which alone now retained the name of
Mercia, one poor school of learning lingered still in Worcester after
the peace of Wedmore ; in Wessex Alfred’s victory enabled him to
build the foundations of a new learning ; but Northumbria, where
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learning in England had rcached its highest excellence, was so
i d and di; ted, that no i of any worth issued
from it till long after the Norman Conquest.  York, however, may
have retained some faint show of learning.  As the Danish capital
of Northumbria, it was not ruined; nine years after its capture
the invaders settled down in it. Commerce began toreturn; the
place grew in population ; the archbishop still ruled the churches.
The city sat again as 2 queen upon 1its tiver, and it may be that
into its library flowed whatever manuscripts had been saved by the
fugitives from Wearmouth, Whitby, Tynemouth, Lastingham,
Ripon, and Hexham. We can distinguish nothing amid the
gloom, but when it was known that Zlfred welcomed any one who
had a grain of learning, or could bring him a manuscript of Bxda,
or a collection of Northumbrian verse in English, many sad-faced
scholars may have set out from York to Worcester, and from
Worcester to Winchester, to bring to the wise and generous king
the fragments that had escaped from the Darush hurricane of fire.
This then brings to a close the history of the hterature of Latin
prose before the time of /Elfred  When 1t arose again in England,
1t arose 1n_Wessex with the revival of monasticism by the scholars
of Dunstan and by the kings he influenced  But before its re-
birth, English prose had grown under King /Elfred, and a century
after him under /Elfric, into a vigorous and fruitful Iife.
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learning in England had reached its highest excellence, was so
h d and di led, that no li of any worth issued
from it till long after the Norman Conquest.  York, however, may
have retained some faint show of learning ~ As the Danish capital
of Northumbria, it was not ruined; nine years after its capture
the invaders settled down in it. Commerce began to return ; the
place grew in population ; the archbishop still ruled the churches.
The city sat again as a queen upon its river, and it may be that
into its library flowed whatever manuscripts had been saved by the
fugitives from Wi h, Whitby, T h, Lastingt
Ripon, and Hexham. We can distinguish nothing amid the
gloom, but when it was known that Zlfred welcomed any one who
had a grain of learning, or could bring him a manuscript of Bzda,
or a collection of Northumbrnan verse in English, many sad-faced
scholars may have set out from York to Worcester, and from
Worcester to Winchester, to bring to the wise and generous king
the fragments that had escaped from the Danish hurnicane of fire.
This then brings to a close the history of the literature of Latin
prose before the time of ZElfred  When it arose again in England,
it arose in_Wessex with the revival of monasticism by the scholars
of Dunstan and by the kings he mfluenced. But before its re-
burth, English prose had grown under King Zlfred, and a century
after him under /Elfric, 1nto 2 vigorous and fruntful Lfe.
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CHAPTER VIII
CXZDMON [660-680]

Tue Christian poetry of England began in Northumbria, and
the story of its origin is told by Bmda. The pl'u:e “of its birth
was the double monastery of Hild. Hild was a princess of the
royal blood, grand-niece of King Eadwine, by whose side, when
she was a girl of thirteen, she was baptized by Paullinus. The
monastery was founded by her in 658, high above the fishing
village and the little harbour where the Esk, coming down from
the wild moors, meets the stormy sea. Streoneshalh was the
name of the village, and in after-years the Danes called it Whitby.
A paved road, cven then, led straight up the steep ascent to the
lofty sumimit of the black cliff, which, stretching out towards the
north-east, looks from its gusty edge over the German Qcean.
The remains of the abbey, built long afterwards, now stand on its
highest point, dark against the evening sky, and are reflected in
the long pool which alone breaks the desolation of the meadows,
humped and ridged with the grass-grown ruins of the monastic
buildings. In the same place where this abbey church still draws
the scaman’s eye, rose of old the wooden and wattled church of
Hild, surrounded by its halls, dormitories, refectories, and out-
buildings. A number of small oratories were scattered over the
hillside, and many of them no doubt occupied the long and
narrow platform where St. Mary's Church stands now among the
tombs of drowned sailors. It was a fitting home for the first-poct
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of the nation which has ruled and loved the se. Czmdmon was
his name, and he was attached in 2 secular habit to the monastery
—aone of its dependents, and living in the village at the foot of the
<hff. Whence he came we cannot tell, but ke may have come
to Whithy with Hild from Harflepool. He was horn a heathen,
and the heathen note nings clear i some of the poems attributed
tg_him_ His name is scarcely English, and this, and the similarity
of his story to ather stones of shepherds suddenly gifted with
song, have made some persons deny hus real existence. But
Barda's account makes it clear, by evidence almost contemporary,
that he was tumself, and not a merc name.  Whether he was troly
an Englishman 15 an undecided queshon  His name seems to be
Celtic, and Dr. Sweet 15 of this opinion, orat any rate he does not
believe it to be Teutome  The name in Welsh 15 Cadvan, and 1
eatfier spetlings Catman, and i a Laun wmsenption Catamannus,
1 cannot, however, trace any Celtuc elements i Genests A ; but
there are clearly Teutonic elements.  But then, 1t 15 not proved
that he wrote Genesis A, His personahty eludes us  We know
nothing of bim beyond that which Breda tclis us
He was well advanced 1n jears shen he began to make
postry, and as he died in 680, we may farly thnk that s
first verses were written between 660 and 670. He was onlya
dependent of the monastery, for he took care of the cattle 1 his
turn, but Jowly birth and a poor education do not prevent Apolio,
The gifts of the god are no respecter of persons, and thongh they
hingered long before they spoke 1 the man, they spoke at Jast.
Moreover, though Czdmon had only received the shght monastic
d given to the depend of a ¥, be hived ina
place where great events took place and to shich great personages
came; and the higher educanon which floss from national emotion
was received by im - He often heard the story of the baptism
of King Ezdwine and of his mustress Hild, and the tale of the
first conversion of Northumbna,  He saw the Jong procession and
heard the solemn service with which Eadwine's body was reburied
4t Whithy, 2 butial which made Whitby the Westminster Abbey




CHAPTER VIII
CEDMON [660-680]

Tug Christian poetry of England began in Northumbria, and
the story of its origin is told by Beda. The place of its birth
was the double monastery of Hild. Hild was a princess of the
royal blood, grand-niece of King Eadwine, by whose side, when
she was a girl of thirteen, she was baptized by Paullinus. The
monastery was founded by her in 638, high abave the fishing
village and the little harbour where the Esk, coming down from
the wild moors, meets the stormy sea. Streoneshalh was the
name of the village, and in after-years the Danes called it Whitby.
A paved road, even then, led straight up the steep ascent to'the
lofty summit of the black cliff; which, stretching out towards the
north-east, looks from its gusty edge over the German Ocean.
The remains of the abbey, built long afterwards, now stand on its
highest point, dark against the evening sky, and are reflected in
the long pool which alone breaks the desolation of the meadows,
humped and ridged with the grass-grown ruins of the monastic
buildings. In the same place where this abbey church still draws
the seaman’s eye, rose of old the wooden and wattled church of
Hild, surrounded by its halls, dormitories, refectories, and out-
buildings. A number of small oratories were scattered over the
hillside, and many of them no doubt occupied the long and
narrow platform where St. Mary’s Church stands now among the
tombs of drowned sailors. ° It was a fitting home for the first-poct
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of the nation which has ruled and loved the sea. Cxdmon was
his name, and he was attached in a sceular habit to the monastery
—one of its dependents, and living in the village at the foot of the
elff.  Whence he came we cannot tell, but he may have come
to Whitby with Hild from Hartlepoal.  He was born a heathen,
and the heathen note tings clear in some of the poems attributed
to him.  His name is scarcely English, and thus, and the similarity
of his stary to other stones of shepherds suddenly gifted with
soug, have made some persons deny his real existence. But
Bxda’s account makes it clear, by evidence almost contemporary,
that he was limself, and not a mere name  Whether he was truly
an Enghishman 1s an undecided question.  His name seems to be
Celtic, and Dr, Sweet 1s of this apinon, orat any rate he does not
believe it to be Teutonic, The name mn Welsh 1s Cadvan, and in
earlier spellings Catman, and i a Latin inscription Catamannus,
I cannot, however, trace any Celtic elements it Genmesis A, but
there are clearly Teutonic elements.  But then, it 15 not proved
that he wrote Genesis 4. His personality eludes us.  We know
nothing of him beyond that shich Beda tells us

He was well advanced 1n jears when be began to make
poetry, and as he died n 680, we may farly think that his
first verses, were wnitten between 660 and 670, He was onlya
dependent of the monastery, for he took care of the cattle in bis
turn, but Jowly bisth and 2 poor education do not prevent Apollo.
The gifts of the god are no respecter of persons , and though they
lingeved long before they spoke in the man, they spoke at last.
Moreover, though Crdmon had enly received the slight monastic
education gisen to the dependents of a monastery, be ved ina
place where great events took place and to which great personages
came ; and the higher education which flows from national emotion
was received by hun, He often heard the story of the baptism
of King Eadwine and of his mistress Hild, and the tale of the
first conversion of Northumbria. He saw the long procession and
heard the solemn service with which Eadwine's body was yeburin®
dt Whitby, a burial which made Whitby the Westminster As
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of Northumbria. In 670 he saw Oswiu laid in the same church,
and probably his wife Eanfleda — great burials charged with .
history. Elfleda, the daughter of Oswiu, was dedicated to Christ
by her father and sent to Hild at Hartlepool after the battle of
Winwad, where Oswiu slew the heathen Penda and avenged the
death of Oswald. /Bifleda—whose very presence spoke of the
glory of Northumbria—lived all her life at Whitby. She was
about twenty years old when Ceedmon began to write, and she
listened to his first hymn, Oswiu the victorious king ; Ecgfrith,
who in 670 worthily carried on the noble traditions of Northumbria ;
were both seen by C=dmon, and from the sight of these high princes
flowed into the poor man’s soul the deep emotion of national glory.

Nor did he want the impression of a spiritual glory. Paullinus
had baptized the abbess ; Aidan was her friend, Aidan, who, when
Paullinus fled, reconverted Northumbria. After 664, Ceedmon
saw the “angel face” of Cuthbert who died seven years after
Credmon, and whose romantic life was common talk at Whitby. .
Great ecclesiastics, like John of Beverley and Bosa of York, were
educated at the monastery. Cwedmon lived at a centre-whence
spiritual life radiated over England. In 664 he saw one renowned
event at Whithy which brought together the national glory of
Northumbria, the splendid memories of the Celtic mission, and the.
intellectual power, the spiritual unity and the awe of Rome. The
Synod of Whitby was presided over by King Oswiu, and Alchfrith
his son came with him. Colman of Lindisfarne, Hild, Cedda,
represented the Celtic evangelisers; Wilfrid, with Agilberht Bishop
of the West Saxons, Romanus, chaplain of Oswiw’s wife, James the
Deacon, one of Paullinus’s companions, represented the over-
mastering Church of Rome. It was a great occasion, a sight to be
atways remembered by a man in whom poetry was as yet hidden ;
nor could any one who heard Wilfrid, speaking English with a
“sweet soft eloquence,” ever forget that keen and passionate
partisan.  These things would work even on a dull spirit; they
would certainly have their kindling power on Credmon.

The story of his awakening is told by Breda. It was Cedmon’s
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habit, when a feast was held and all were called on to sing in turn,
* to retumn to his house when the harp came to him, for he knew
nothing of the art of song.  “But on an evening when he had the
care of the cattle he fell asleep in the stable; and One stood by
him, and saluting him, said, ‘Cedmen, sing me something’
And he answered, ‘I know not how to sing, and for this reason
I left the feast.’ Then the other said, * Nevertheless, you will
have to sing to me! ¢What shall I sing?’ Ceedmon replied,
‘Sing’ said the other, ‘the beginning of things created.
Whereupon he immediately bezan to sing in praise of God, the
world’s Upbuilder, verses which he had not heard before; “and
Bieda gives in his Latin prose the sense of the words of this
first English hymn.”! % When Cedmon awaked, he remembered

t A happy chance has left us at the end of an cld MS, of the Hiztorra
ZLeelesasticathe words of thus hymn of Credmon’s, im their patne Merthumbrian.
Asatis the most ancient piece of etant Christan sang 1n English, I gue it
Jhere, and transtate it

Nu scylun hevgan heenncaes uard,  Now muast we greet with prase the
: guard of Heaven's realm,
Metuds mevct end his modgidane, - The Makers might, and of His muad

the thought
Uerc uuldurfadur, sue beaundr gihuzs The glonous Fathers works, and how
1o wonders alt

Ecl Deycun or astelidae. He gue bgwnng, He, the Eternal

. Lord '

He zenist scop lda barnum He at the v, (rst formed for the
bairns of mun

Tcben tl rofe, Bl gt scepen | He Holy Shaper! Heaven for ther

[z
Tha middungeard , moacynnasuard! | Then Mi‘die guth He made He, of
mankind the W urd ¥

Lei Dryetn | After tadoe } Lord evurlastimg Ho?' And then He let
o ane

Firum foldu, frea allmecug ! The carth for man, e s Almighty
God *

This 15 from *Sweet's O1d English texts "—*The hymn 5 wntzen,” he
says,* at the top of the prge in a smaller hand than that of the st of hings which
follows st. It is not smpossitle that the hymn may have been written later
than the kst, to fill up the Llank space. But the hand is evdently con.
temporary ® **The list must lave Leen wrilten enther i 737, or letween 734
and 737, most probably in 737, which 3 of course the dare of the Moore
MS. of eda’s history.”
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of Northumbria. In 670 he saw Oswiu laid in the same church,
and probably his wife Eanfleda — great burials charged with .
history. /Elfleda, the daughter of Oswiu, was dedicated to Christ
by her father and sent to Hild at Hartlepool after the battle of
Winwzd, where Oswiu slew the heathen Penda and avenged the
death of Oswald, ZElfieda—whose very presence spoke of the
glory of Northumbria—lived all her life at Whitby. She was
about twenty years old when Czdmon began to write, and’ she
listened to his first hymn, Oswiu the victorious king ; Ecgfrith,
who in 650 worthily carried on the noble traditions of Northumbria ;
were both seen by Czedmon, and from the sight of these high princes
flowed into the poor man’s soul the deep emotion of national glory.
Nor did he want the impression of a spiritual glory. Paullinus
had baptized the abbess; Aidan was her ftiend, Aidan, who, when
Paullinus fled, reconverted Northumbria. After 664, Cazdmon
saw the “angel face” of Cuthbert who died seven years after
Credmon, and whose romantic life was common taltk at Whitby.
Great ecclesiastics, like John of Beverley and Bosa of York, were
educated at the monastery. Cwmedmon lived at a centre.whence
spiritual life radiated over England. In 664 he saw one renowned
event at Whitby which brought together the national glory of
Northumbria, the splendid memories of the Celtic mission, and the
‘intellectual power, the spiritual unity and the awe of Rome. The
Synod of Whitby was presided over by King Oswiu, and Alchfrith
his son came with him. Colman of Lindisfarne, Hild, Cedda,
represented the Celtic evangelisers; Wilfrid, with Agilberht Bishop
of the West Saxons, Romanus, chaplain of Oswiu’s wife, James the
Deacon, one of Paullinus’s companions, represented .the over-
mastering Church of Rome. It was a great occasion, a sight to be
always remembered by a man in whom poetry was as yet hidden;
nor could any one who heard Wilfrid, speaking English with a
“sweet soft eloquence,” ever forget that keen and passionate
partisan.  These things would work even on a dull spirit ; they
would certainly have their kindling power on Credmon.

The story of his awakening is told by Beda. It was Cxdmon’s
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habit, when a feast was held and all were called on to sing in tum,
* to return to his house when the harp came to him, for he knew
nothing of the art of song.  “But on an evening when be bad the
care of the cattle ke fell aslecp in the stable ; and One stood by
hun, and saluting him, sud, ‘Cwedmon, sing me something”
And he answered, ‘1 know not how to sing, and for ths reason
I Jeft the feast’ Then the other said, ¢ Nevertheless, you will
have to sing to me’ ‘What shall T sing®’ Czdmon replied
+8ing} said the other, ‘the beginning of things created®
Whercupon he inunedutely began to smg 1n prase of God, the
world’s Upbuilder, verses which he had not heard before, “and
Brda gives 1n his Laun prose the sense of the words of this
first Enghsh hymn ”!  #When Cedmon awaked, he remembered
T A happy chance has Jeft us at the end of an cld MS of the Historsa
Ecehsizzticathe words of this hymn of Cedmon's, 1 thetr pattve Northumbrian.

As it is the most anaent prece of extant Chystan song i Enghsh, I give 1t
Jhere, and translate 1t
Nu seylun hergan hefennces uard, Now must we greet with prase the
. guird of Herscn s realm,
Metudes maeets end Lis modgidane, The VMakers might and of His mind
the thought

Uerc uuldurfadur, sue he uundrr gihues The glurmu: Father s works, and bow
10 wonders alt

Fi Dryctin or astelidae. 'He gue bgrmng He, the Etemal
Lord 1

He terist scop eldx barnum He at the urr. frst Grmed for the
i of nen

Hcben t brofe, haleg scepen t He Holy Shapert Hemen for ther

Th mddungrard, moneynams ward ! Then \i'degrth He made He, of
I mankind the \Ward 1

£ci Dryctin ! Efter tadie | Lord everirting He ' And then He Jet
anne

Firvm foldu ; frea allmeetig * The earth for man, He 15 Almighty
1 ted!

Ths is from * Sweet's Old English texts "~ The hymn 1s wnittea,” he

s3y5,%at the top of the page 10 a smaller hand thig that of the ust of hings which
follows it., It is not ympossible that the hymn may have becn written Jater
than the kst, 10 Sl vp the Vlank space.  But the hand is evidently con
temporary ™ *¢The list rust have Leen wntten etther 1n 737, or Letween 734
and 737, mest probably in 737, whith 1s of course the date of the Moore
MS of Beda’s hrstory.”
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of Northumbria. In 670 he saw Oswiu laid in the same chureh,
and probably his wife Eanfleda — great burials charged with .
history. ZElfleda, the daughter of Oswiu, was dedicated to Christ
by her father and sent to Hild at Hartlepool after the battle of
Winwzed, where Oswiu slew the heathen Penda and avenged the
death of Oswald. Alfleda—whose very presence spoke of- the
glory of Northumbria—lived all her life at Whitby. She was
about twenty years old when Cedmon began to write, and she
listened to his first hymn. Oswiu the victorious king ; Ecgfrith,
who in 670 worthily carried on the noble traditions of Northumbria ;
were both seen by Czedmon, and from the sight of these high princes
flowed into the poor man’s soul the deep emotion of national glory.

Nor did he want the impression of a spiritual glory. Paullinus
had baptized the abbess; Aidan was her friend, Aidan, who, when
Paullinus fled, reconverted Northumbria. After 664, Ceedmon
saw the “angel face” of Cuthbert who died seven years after
Credmon, and whose romantic life was common talk at Whitby. .
Great ecclesiastics, like John of Beverley and Bosa of York, were
educated at the monastery. Cadmon lived at a centre.whence
spiritual life radiated over England. In 664 he saw one renowned
event at Whitby which brought together the national glory of
Northumbria, the splendid memories of the Celtic mission, and the
intellectual power, the spiritual unity and the awe of Rome. The
Synod of Whitby was presided over by King Oswiu, and Alchfrith
his son came with him. Colman of Lindisfarne, Hild, Cedda,
represented the Celtic evangelisers; Wilfrid, with Agilberht Bishop
of the West Saxons, Romanus, chaplain of Oswiu's wife, James the
Deacon, one of Paullinus's companions, represented the over-
mastering Church of Rome. It was a great occasion, a sight to be
always remembered by a man in whom poetry was as yet hidden;
nor could any one who heard Wilfrid, speaking English with a
“sweet soft cloquence,” ever forget that keen and passionate
partisan.  These things would work even on a dull s
would certainly have their kindling power on Cedmon.

The story of his awakening is told by Breda. It was Cedmon’s

pirit ; they



vir . C.LDVMON [660-680]) r2g

habit, when a feast was held and all were called on to sing in turn,
*,to return to his house when the harp came to him, for he kneyw
nothing of the art of song.  “But on an ¢vening when be had the
care of the cattle he fell asteep in the stable ; and One stood by
Inm, and saluting him, said, ‘Cwedmon, sing me something.’
And he answercd, ‘I know not how to sing, and for this reason
I left the feast” Then the other said, ¢ Nevertheless, you will
have.to sing to me’ *IWhat shall I sing®® Cxdmon replied.
‘Sing,’ said the other, ‘the beginming of things created’
Whercupon he immediately began to sing m praise of God, the
world’s Upbuilder, verses whieh he had not heard before; “and
Brxeda gives in lis Laun prose the sense of the words of this
first English hymn ”? 3 hen Ceedmon awaked, he remembered

3 A happy chance has Jeft s at the end of an cld MS. of the Historra
Ewelzerasticathe words of this hymn of Credmon s, m therr pative Northumbraan.
As t1s the most anaent picee of extant Chnstian song 1 English, I give at
Jhere, nad teanstie it

Nu scylun hergan hefoennices uard, 1 Now mnst we greet with praise the
. gurd of Henen’s rexlm,
Metades met end bis modgidrac, | The Makers mught, and of His mind
the thought,

Uere uuldurfadur, sue he uundra gthuzes | The glorous Fathers works, and bow
o wonders al

Fect Deyetin or astehidae, He gave eginmng, He, the Eternd
Lord
He zerist scop hds barnum He 2t the vor, st formed for the
I burnsof mrn
Heben 0l hrofe, haleg scepen t | He Holy Shapur' Hemen for ther

voof ,
Ihen Miidle 2yeth 1le made He, of
. nunking the Ward t

Lei Dryctin ! A'fter tadae { Lord evulasting et And then Hedet

Th muddungeard , moneynnzes uard !

Furum Galdu ; feet allmestig !

)
The euth for man, 1le s Almighty
God *

This 1s from *¢Sweet’s Okt English tevts ™—# The hymn s written,” he
says, ‘ot the top of (he p1ge 10 a smaller hand than that of the iyt of kangs which
followsit, It iy not impossible that the hymn may have been wntten later
than the Dlist, to fill up tha Llank space.  But the hand 15 evidently con-
temporary *The hst must have been wniten exther n 737, or ctween 734
and 737, most prolably in 737, which 15 of course the dute of the Maore
MS. of Reda’s history,™

3
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what he had sung, and added words in the same fashion worthy
of God. In the morning he told the Town-Reeve of his gift, who
brought him to Hild. And she, in the presence of learned men,
ordered him to tell the dream and sing the verses, which they
approved, and said that heavenly grace had been given him by
our Lord. And he sang again for them a holy history in excellent
verse, and the abbess, loving this grace of God in the man, urged
him to take the monastic habit, which he did, and in time was
taught the whole series of sacred history, Then Cadmon,
ruminating like a clean animal all he had heard, turned the whole
into the swectest verse, and sang the Creation of the world and
man, all the history of Genesis, and of the departure of Istael
from Ligypt and their entrance into the Holy Land, and of many
other storics in the Scriptures; and of the Incarnation of the
Lord and his Passion, Resurrection, and Ascension, and of the
coming of the Holy Ghost, and of the doctrine of the Apostles.
And of the terror of future judgment and of the sweetness of the
heavenly kingdom he made many songs.” “So he lived, always
desiring to stir men to despise the world and to aspire to heaven,
A devout and humble man, but inflamed with fervent zeal
against those who were not minded to follow the regular discipline,
wherefore he brought his life to a fair end. Tor on the night
he was about to depart he went to the house where the dying
were borne, and having talked in a right joyous fashion with
those who were there, asked whether the Eucharist were nigh.
 What need of the Eucharist,’ said they, ‘since you talk as merrily
as a man in health®’ ¢ Nevertheless,” he replied, ¢ bring me the
Eucharist,” and saying, ‘I am in charity, my children, with all
the servants of God,’ strengthened himself with the heavenly
viaticum and made ready for the other life. ¢Is it far from the
time,’ he then asked, ‘when the brethren shall sing the Nocturns?’
‘Not far off) they said.  “Well,” he replied, ‘let us wait that
hour,” and signing himself with the sign of the Cross, he laid his
head on the pillow, and falling into a slumber, ended his life
in silence  and as he had served God with a pure and simple
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mind and with tranquil devotion, 50 also he left the world by as
tranquil 2 death ; and he scemed indeed to have foreknowledge
of his death.”

We know, then, that he sang, in a series, like some of the later
mysteries, the whole story of the fates of men, from the Creation
and the Fall to the Redemption and the Last Judgment, and,
within this large framework, the Scrpture history. This would be
a long and steady piece of work ; it cannot have taken less than
ten, and may have taken twenty years. His poems, we may
surely infer, went from monastery to monastery over the whole of
Northumbria, not only to the Celtic, but to Latin monastenes
Itke Wearmouth and Jarrow. Where they went, they kindled
other men into poetry. Among those who wrote English verse

in Cedmon’s manner we may count Bxeda himself, who was most
P "

learned m English song /s 17 nostris ¢
who himself, as we have seen, made verses in Enghsh  Caedmon
» then made, as it were, a school.  * Others after him,” said Baeda,
6ifty years after Credmon’s death, “tried to make sebgious poems
in the Englsh nation, but nonc could compare with him, and no
vain_or tnvial song came from his hps”  He was the first and
best of s school  If this view of Beda be worth anything,
we can scarcely accept the opinton of those who look upon
Cxedmon as a rude and uncultivated wniter, or that of those who
think that he produced nothing but hymns of a quality sumilar to
the verses with which he began A man of some gentus, 2s Breda
certamnly represents Ciedmon to be, who continually writes poetry
and practises his art for fifteen years makes steady advance n that
art, and 15 capable of wnttng 1n various manners, not only 1t one.
And to deny that he could have written the Genesis o pushes
criticism beyond the bounds of Iiterary sense. I do not say he
wrote it ; I know nothing about it, but 1t 1s not wise to say thatI
he could not have writtent. It 15 archaic t feeling, 1t uses
the old nature-myths When 1t comes to tell of war, it
borrows with frank simplicity the terms of the ancent war-songs ,
when it does touch the scenery of sea or land, 1t 15 such as
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Cxdmon might have seen from the lofty and storm-swept ﬁelds.on

which the monastery of Hild was built ; and though the beginning

of Genesis A differs in words and form from the verses giver

above, it is just such a difference as one who has become a good

poet would make out of an early sketch which, nevertheless, from
his fondness for his first verses he retained. It pleases me th:n

(though 1 record the view of some critics who say we have nothing

of Cedmon’s in the Junian manuscript, and of others, who think -
that Credmon wrote, not long poems like the Genesss, but short,

hymn-ike songs) to believe that we have in Genesis 4, with the

changes that time and recitation make in a poem, some of the

work of Ceedmon himself.  That piece consists of paraphrase of

the Biblical narrative, interspersed with episodes in wbich the

poet lets his imagination play freely with the story of the Creation,

the TFlood, the war of Abraham, the tale of Hagar, and the sacri-

fice of Isaac. The paraphrase is as it were the dull background

before which the seenic tales are represented, and it is as sleepily

written as the tales are vividly written. In fact, two kinds of

poetry appear in Genesis 4. ‘The one resembles the mere mono-

tonous narrative of a homiletic monk, the other is the heroic lay of

the heathen saga transported into a Christian frame, and having at

its root a poet’s clear individuality.  Ciedmon, then, if he made

this poem, had two manners. It is probable that he had others.-
No poet is contented with one fashion of writing.  He certainly

made hymns in the same manner as his first song, but better—

lyric outbursts of praise: and this kind of poetry was likely to

become fashionable in the monasteries,

It is probable that he attained another manner,  He may have
created the heroic Christian lay, in which Christ takes the place
of the saga-hero; and the battle for world-victory, fought between
him and Satan, is deeply tinged with the colours of the nature
and the hero myths.  This conjecture—-it is nothing more—is
based on the possibility, which some critics suggest, that he
wrote the poem quotations from which are carved in runecs upoh
the Ruthwell Cross in Annandale close to the Solway TFirth.
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The cross itself dates from the first half of the eighth century, and
the lines, which from their situaticn and language belong to the
nosth, are believed to be of the latter end of the seventh.

lated the runic iption on the top of the cross,

“ C:edmon me fawed,” as “ Ciedrnon made me,” and explained this
phrase as an assertion that the verses were by Czdmon.  This it
does not say, but criticism of the language and manner of the
lines tends to make the authorship of Czdmon more and more
probable. They sing how * Jesus, the young hero, who was God ~
Almighty, girded himself, and stepped up full of courage on the
gallows for the sake of man.” Then the Rood itself speaks and
tells how, “lifted on high, it bore the Lord of the heavenly realm,
and how it trembled, all besteamed with blood ”  “Christ was on
the Rood,” it cries, “ but I, pierced with the spears, and sore pained
with sorrows, beheld it all  They laid him Limb-weaned in the
grave, they stood at the head of his corse” This 1s part of a
lay, written in the old herotc manner, and belongs to a time when
heathendom lay close to Chnistiamty  Cmdmon himself was
born a heathen, and his work bnidged the niver between the pagan
and the Christian poetry. He showed how the new material of
Christianity could be assimilated by the English poets. High
honour is due to his name. Though perhaps of Celtic descent,
his tongue was English and s poems English  He wrote—in
sud, id est, Anglorum Iingua, says Bxda. But the monks of
Whitby who taught him and helped hum in his work, were some
of them Irish, and all of them under Insh influence , and Wiilker
conjectures that they lad before him, as a pattern for his poetry,
or as an incitement, existing Celtic hymns, such as Colman's, of the
seventh century,  Thus, as the English learned the arts of sriting
and of illumination from the Irish, so Cedmon may also have
received from them an impulse to the making and form of his
poctry. Butit was no more than an impuise. What he wrote,
he wrote in his onn onginal way; and that way was English not
Trish, Teutonic not Celic.



132 CADMON [660-680] CHAD

Credmon might have seen from the lofty and storm-swept fields on
which the monastery of Hild was built ; and though the beginning
of Genesis A differs in words and form from the verses gives
above, it is just such a difference as one who has become a good .
poet would make out of an early sketch which, nevertheless, from
his fondness for his first verses he retained. It pleases me th:n
(though T record the view of some critics who say we have nothing
of Czedmon’s in the Junian manuseript, and of others, who think
that Credmon wrote, not long poems like the Genesis, but short,
hymn-ike songs) to believe that we have in Geaesis 4, with the
changes that time and recitation make in a poem, some of the
work of Ceedmon himself.  That piece consists of paraphrase of
the Biblical narrative, interspersed with episodes in which the
poet lets his imagination play freely with the story of the Creation,
the Flood, the war of Abraham, the tale of Hagar, and the sacri-
fice of Isaac. The paraphrase is as it were the dull background
before which the scunic tales are represented, and it is as sleepily
written as the tales are vividly written.  In fact, two kinds of
poetry appear in Genesis 4. The one resembles the mere mono-
tonous narrative of a homiletic monk, the other is the heroic lay of
the heathen saga transported into a Christian frame, and having at
its root a poet’s chear individuality.  Cwedmon, then, if he made
this poem, had two manners. It is probable that he had others.-
No poet is contented with one fashion of writing.  He certainly
made hymns in the sune manner as his first song, but better—
lyric outbursts of praise : and this kind of poetry was likely to
become fashionable in the monasteries.

It is probable that he attained another manner. He may have
created the heroie Christian lay, in which Christ takes the place
of the saga-hero; and the battle for world-victory, fought between
him and Satan, is deeply tinged with the colours of the nature
and the hero myths.  This conjecture~-it is nothing more—is
based on the possibility, which some eritics suggest, that he
wrote the poem quotations from which are carved in runes upon
the Ruthwell Cross in Annandale close to the Solway Firth.
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The cross itself dates from the first half of the eighth century, and
the lines, which from their situaticn and language belong to the
north, are believed to be of the latter end of the seventh.
Stephens translated the runic tnscription on the top of the cross,
“ Ceedmon me faned,” as ¢ Cedmon made me," and explained this
phrase as an assertion that the verses were by Cedmon.  This it
does not say, but criticism of the language and manner of the
lines tends to make the authorship of Cedmen more and more
probable.  They sing how * Jesus, the young hero, who was God ~
Almighty, girded himself, and stepped up full of courage on the
gallows for the sake of man” Then the Rood itself speaks and
tells how, “lifted on high, 1t bore the Lord of the heavenly realm,
and how it trembled, all besteamed with blood ”  “Christ was on
the Rood,” it eries, “ but I, pierced with the spears, and sore pained
with sotrows, beheld it all. They laid him hmb-wearied in the
grave, they stood at the head of s corse” This 1s part of a
lay, written in the old heroic manner, and belongs to a time shen
heathendom lay close to Chnstamty Czdmon himself was
born a heathen, and his work bridged the niver between the pagan
and the Chnstian poetry  He showed how the new material of
Christianity could be Jated by the Enghsh poets High
honour is due to his name  Though pcrhaps of Celtic descent,
his tongue was English and his poems Enghsh  He wrote—ix
sudy, 12 est, Anglorwm lngud, says Beda  But the monks of
Whitby who taught him and helpcd him 1n his work, were some
of them Irish, and all of them under Insh influence, and Wiilker
conjectures that they lad before him, as a pattern for his poetry,
or as an incitement, existing Celtic hymns, such as Colman’s, of the
seventh century. Thus, as the Enghsh learned the arts of writing
and of illumination from the Insh, so Cedmon may also have
received from them an impulse to the making and form of his
poetry  But it nas no more than an impulse. What he wrote,
he wrote in his own original w2y, and that way was English not
Irish, Teutonic not Celtic,
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Crdmon might have seen from the lofty and storm-swept fields on"
which the monastery of Hild was built ; and though the beginning
of Genesis A differs in words and form from the verses given
above, it is just such a difference as one who has become a good
poet would make out of an early sketch which, nevertheless, from
his fondness for his first verses he retained. It pleases me thin
(though I record the view of some critics who say we have nothing
of Czedmon’s in the Junian manuscript, and of others, who think
that Credmon wrote, not long poems like the Genesss, but short,
hymn-like songs) to believe that we have in Graesis 4, with the-,
changes that time and recitation make in a poem, some of the
work of Caedmon himself. That piece consists of paraphrase of
the Biblical narrative, interspersed with episodes in which the -
poet lets his imagination play freely with the story of the Creation,
the Flood, the war of Abraham, the tale of Hagar, and the sacri-
fice of Isaac. The paraphrase is as it were the dull background
before which the scenic tales are represented, and it is as sleepily
written as the tales are vividly written. In fact, two kinds of
poetry appear in Genesis 4. The one resembles the mere mono-
tonous narrative of a homiletic monk, the other is the heroic lay of
the heathen saga transported into a Christian frame, and having at
its root a poet’s clear individuality. Ceedmon, then, if he made
this poem, had two manners. It is probable that he had others.-
No poet is contented with one fashion of writing.  He certainly
made hymns in the saie manner as his first song, but better—
lyric outbursts of praise : and this kind of poetry was likely to
become fashionable in the monasteries. i
It is probable that he attained another manner.  He may have
created the heroic Christian lay, in which Christ takes the place
of the saga-hero; and the battle for world-victory, fought between
him and Satan, is decply tinged with the colours of the nature
and the hero myths.  This conjecture—-it is nothing more—is
based on the possibility, which some critics suggest, that he
wrote the poem quotations from which are carved in runes upon
the Ruthwell Cross in Annandale close to the Solway Firth,
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The cross itself dates from the first half of the cighth century, and
the lines, which from theit situation and Tanguage belong to the
north, are believed to be of the latter end of the seventh.
Stephens translated the runic mscription on the top of the cross,
« Cedmon me fawed,” as “ Cedmon made me,” and explained this
phrase as an assertion that the verses were by Cedmon.  This it
does not say, but criticism of the language and manmer of the
fines tends to make the authorship of Cazdmon more and more |
probable.  They sing how “Jesus, the young hero, who was God
Almighty, girded humself, and stepped up fall of courage on the
gallows for the sake of man”  Then the Rood itself speaks and
tells how, “lified on high, it bore the Lord of the heavenly realm,
and how it trembled, all besteamed with blood.” ¢ Christ was on
the Rood,” 1t crfes, “ but I, pierced with the spears, and sote peined
with sorrows, beheld 1t alt  They lad hin lmb-wearied in the
grave, they stood ot the head of his corse™ This 15 pant of 2
lay, written in the old heroi¢ manner, and belongs to a tme when
heathendom lay close to Chnstamty Cxdmon himself was
botn a heathen, and tus work bridged the tves between the pagan
and the Christian poetry.  He showed how the new material of
Chustianity could be fated by the English poets High
honour is due to his name  Though perhaps of Celtic descent,
his tongue was English and us poems English  He wrote—n
sud, id est, Anglorum Iingud, says Bzda  But the monks of
Wihitby who taught bum and helped hum 1n hus work, were some
aof them Irish, and all of them under Insh influence, and Wulker
conjectures that they laid before him, as a patiern for Ins poetry,
or as an incitement, exssting Celtsc hymas, such 25 Colman’s, of the
seventh century,  Thus, as the English fearred the asts of wnting
and of illumination from the Insh, <o Czdmon may also bave
reccived from them an mmpulse to the malung and form of lus
poetry.  But it was no more than an mopulse. What he wrote,
he wrote in his own orizival wa; , and that way was Enghsh not
Trish, Teutonic not Celtie,




CHAPTER IX
POEMS OF THE SCHOOL OF CADMON
Tue poetry which we may collect under the name of the S0l of

Cadmon belongs to the end of the seventh and the beginning of
the eighth century. Men were as yet close to the heathen lays of

war and to the heroic sagas; and in the hymnic songs of praise

which formed one kind of the poetry of this school, and in the half-
epic poems like Zxodus and Judith which formed another kind,
the close influence of heathen models and heathen thought is
clearly felt. In yet another kind of poetry, the narrative poem,
like Genesis A, with episodes like lays inserted into it, the
episodes retain many of the qualities of heathen poetry. Of the
poems of this character and date some are preserved in the Zaefer
Book. Three long ones—Genesis A, Exodus, and Dantel—arein
the Junian manuscript. Another considerable fragment is_the
last three books of the jwdizh. Whether we can add to these
the poems in the Junian manuscript entitled Clsist and Satan,
is still, T think, a matter under judgment.

In the Zacler Boof: (to take these sources in turn) there is a
seventh-century adaptation of the Song of the Three Children in
the Fitrnace.  That hymn of praise comes from the Apocrypha,
but being in the Liturgy for Sunday, would be one of the first
things chosen by a versifying monk to put into English. The
Lrayer of Asarias soon followed it, composed from an ancient
original. Tt was joined on to the previous song, and both were,
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but much later, furnished with a conclusion—a hymn of praise for
the glorious deliverance of Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego.

Meantime, at the end of this seventh century, we find some
traces of poetry in the south of Epgland. Ealdhelm, we know,
made songs and sang them to the people, and no one doubts that
the family lay and the war-song were made and sung all over the
south. It is conjectured, on slight grounds, that some of the
Anglo-Saxon Réddies may be Ealdhelm's translations of his own
Latin Riddles. His Latin Verse and Riddles are said to have
some traces in them of folk-poctry. It is difficult to find them.
Whatever may be said of the probabilities of English poetry
flourishing in the south, one thing 15 plan: no such school of
Christian poetry existed in the south as did eust in the seventh
and eighth centunes in Northumbria. Bxda 1s silent on the
subject, and though his silence does not prove the absence of
southern poetry, yet it means something.  Moreover, had Ealdhelm,
who did care for Englhsh verse, known of a school of poets in the
south, he would scarcely have left it unnoticed, We may say,
T think, that there was no school of English Christan poetry in
the south duning the seventh and eighth centuries.

The next poems belonging to this time, and of the school of
Credmon, are some of those contaned 1n the Junan manuscript
‘That manuscript, of which a short account 1s necessary, was found
1n England by Archbishop Ussher, and was sent to Francis Du Jon
(whose name 1 terature 1s Junius), a scholar of Leyden, and
librarian to Lord Arundel. Vhen Junuus left England, s 1650,
he had the manuscript printed at Amsterdam, and published at as
the work of Cedmon  He based this opinton on the substantial
agreement of its first lines with Breda’s abstract of the verses sung
by Cxdmen in his dream, and on the harmony of tts contents
with Breda’s aceount of Caedmon's work It 1o a smali folio of
229 pages, and 1t rests in the Bodlean  “Yhe first part, i fine
handwriting of the tenth century, and Alustrated with rude pictures,
contains the Genesss, the Exodus, and the fdamef The second
part, in a different and later handwntmy includes poems and frag |

“
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ments of poems—the Fall of the Rebel Angels, the Harrowing
of Hell, the Resurrection, Ascension, Pentecost, and the Tempta-
tion. They are generally classed under the title of Christ and
Satan. Since the time of Junius, the critics have found in the
separate parts of the manuscript so many diverse elements and
differences of style and thought that they have allotted the various
poems to separate and nameless authors, and have hesitated to
attribute a single line of it to Cmdmon. However, we will
take, without guessing at their authorship, those poems in the
manuscript which belong to the close of the seventh or the
beginning of the eighth century. They are that portion of the
Genesis which is now called Genesis 4 ; the Expdus; and the
Daniel.

Genesis A consists of the first 234 lines of the Genesis, and
then of the lines from 832 to the close. The lines from 235 to
851 (Genesis B) contain a second account of the Fall of Man, and
are a late insertion into the original. They will be discussed in
their proper place.  Our poem begins with an ascription of praise to
God, which resembles but is not the same as the hymn sung by
Crdmon in his dream.  The action of the poem is opened by the
rebellion of the highest of the angels, who, swollen “with pride
and of malicious hatred all athirst,” strove with God for the wide
clearness of heaven, and for empire in the north.! But God made -
“a woful dwelling for the false spirits, howls of hell and hard
pains, a joyless deep ; furnished with eternal night and crammed
with sorrows, filled full of fire and frightful cold, with reck of
smoke and ruddy flame.”  And he “beat down theit courage

and bowed their pride,” and, like Beowulf with Grendel, “gripped,
stern and grim, his foes

With cruel clutch and crushed them in his grasp.

! Deep malice thence conceiving and disdain,

Homeward with flying march where we POSSESS
The quarters of the North.~72%r, Zest, Book V.
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So they sang no more their lofty song, shamed for their lost
beauty, and knew exile and broken boast, and were decked with
darkness as with a garment.”

But as cver, there was “soft society in Heaven,” thegns who
loved their Lotd, and manners fair and mild. But God, grieved
for the empty seats of heaven, looked forth on the vast abyss—the
Norse ginnfinga gap, the chasm of dark mist, where broods the
Leolster-sceado, the shadow that hides the unfathomable caverns,
Milton’s Aollzie dark—and filled it with creation The antique
fines I here translate are full of heathen conceptions, of pature-
myths :—

Nor was here as yet, s11¢ a hollow shadow,

Anything created , Tut the wide abyss

Decp and dim, outspread, all divided from the Lord,
Idle snd unuseful ~ With His eyes upon it

Gazed the mighty-minded King, and He mrked the place
Lie delightless—{looked and) saw the cloud

Drooding Llack in Ever night, swart beneath the heaven,
Wan, and wasteful 2ll,! ull the world became.

Then the ever-hving Lord at the first created——

He the Helm of every wight—Heaven and the Earth;
Reared aloft the Firmament, and this roomful land
Stablished steadfast there

1 They viewed the vast immeasusable Abyss,
Outrageous as a sca, dark, wasteful, wild
Up from the bottom turned by funous winds
And surging waves. —Par Zost, Rook VI
This whirling of the winds 1n the unutterable depths of darkness is not 1n
the Teutonic conception  That chasm of chasms 15 silent.  But Mitton has
other phiases for chaos, e calls 1t *¢the wasteful Deep,” *“ the waste, wide
anrehy of chaos, damp and dark,” * the unvoyageable gulf obscure,” *the
dark, unbottomed, infimte Abyss,” *the vast Abrupt "—a splendid phrase—
The said profound
Of unessential Night receries bum next,
Wide-gaping, and with utter loss of being
‘Thrertens hum, plunged 10 that sbortive gulf
Par Lost, Dook 11
Meoxt of these ph receptive was Ml belong to the Teutomc
and not fo the classical conception of the dask bevond.
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ments of poems—the Fall of the Rebel Angels, the' Harrowing
of Hell, the Resurrcction, Ascension, Pentecost, and the Tempta-
tion. They are generally classed under the title of Clrist and
Satan. Since the time of Junius, the critics have found in the
separate parts of the manuscript so many diverse elements and
differences of style and thought that they have allotted the various
poems to scparate and nameless authors, and have hesitated o
attribute a single line of it to Cwdmon. However, we will
take, without guessing at their authorship, those poems in the
manuscript which belong to the closc of the seventh or the
beginning of the cighth century. They are that portion of the
Genesis which 15 now called Genests A4 the Exodus; and the
Danicl.

Genests 1 consists of the first 234 lines of the Genesss, and
then of the lines from 8352 to the close. The lines from 233 to
851 (Genesis ) contan a second account of the Fall of Man, and
are a late insertion into the original.  They will be discussed in
their proper place.  Our poem begins with an ascription of praise to
God, which resembles but is not the same as the hymn sang by
Ciedmon in his dream.  The action of the poem is opened by the
rebellion of the highest of the angels, who, swollen “with pride
and of malicious hatred all athirst,” strove with God for the wide
clearness of heaven, and for empire in the north.! But God made
“a woful dwelling for the false spirits, howls of hell and bard
pains, a joyless deep s furnished with eternal night and crammed
with sorrows, filled full of fire and frightful cold, with reek of
smoke and ruddy flame.”  And he “beat down their courage

and bowed their pride,” and, like Beowulf with Grendel, « gripped,
stern and grim, his foes

With cruel clutch and crushed them in his grasp.

! Deep malice thence conceiving and disdain,

Homeward with fiying march where we possess
The quarters of the North.—Zar. Zast, Book V.
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So they sang no more their lofty song, shamed for their lost
beauty, and knew exile and broken Loast, and were decked with
darkness as with a garment.”

But as ever, there was “soft society in Heaven,” thegns who
Joved their Lord, and manners fair and mild. But God, grieved
for the empty seats of heaven, Jooked forth on the vast abyss—the
Norse ginnsnga gap, the chasm of dark mist, where broods the
Zeolster-seeade, the shadow that hides the unfathomable caverns,
Milton's foloy dark—and filled it with creation, The antique
lines 1 here translate are full of heathen conceptions, of nature-
myths:—

Nor was here as yet, save a hollow shadow,
Anything created , Dt the wide abyss
Decp and dim, cutspread; )l disided from the Lord,
Idle and unuseful ~ With Mis eyes upon 1t
Gazed the mughty-minded King, and He marhed the place
Yie delightless—(locked and) saw the cloud
Brooding Lixek 1n Lyer mght, swart beneath the heaven,
Wan, and wasteful all,! ull the world Lecame
Then the ever-hving Lord st the first created—
e the Helm of every wight— Heasen and the Larth
Reared alofy the Irrmament, and this roomfal land
Stablished steadfast there
1 They uewed the vast immeasurable Abyss,

Outrageons as a sea, dath, wasteful, wild

Up from the Lottom turned by furous winds

And surging waves —Par Loxt, Dook V1T

This whirling of the wands in the unutterable depths of darkness is not in
the Teutonic conception  That chasm of chasms s silent.  But Milton has
other phrases for chaos,  He calls it ¢ the wasteful Deep, ' ** the waste, nule
anrchy of chaos, lamp and dark,” ‘* the unsoyageable gult obscure,” “*the
dark, unbottomed, 1nfinite Alyss,” * the vast Abrupt "—a splendid phirase —

The void profound
OF unessential Night recenes him next,
Wide.gaping, and with utier loss of being
Threateos him, plunged in that aborsne gulf
Par Lest, Book 1T

Most of these ph seceptive was Milton—belong to the Tettorue

und not o (he classical conception of the dark bevond
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But as yet the Earth—
Elen the grass }—ungreen was now ! Gloomed in Ever-night
Far away and wide, waters rolling wan,
Ocean veiled the world.  Then the woundrous-bright
Spirit of the Heaven's Ward o'er the heaving sea was borne
With a mickle speed. . - .
Then the Lord of triumphs let a.sundered be,
O'er the lake of Ocean, light apart from gloom,
Shadows from the shining, . . .
And of days the first saw the darkness dun
Fading swart away o’er the spacious deep.
Then that day departed o’er the ordered world
Of the midmost earth, and the Measurer drove
After the sheer shining—He our shaping God—
Earliest Evening on.  On its footsteps ran,
Thrust along, the gloomy Dark.  That the King Himself
Named the Night by name. . . .
After that stept swittly on, striding o'er the Earth,
Bright, the third of morns,

There is now a gap of three leaves in the MS., and we come
at once on the Creation of Man. God is “blithe of heart™ as
he blesses them; in the breast of both is burning love of God:;
and the phrases are full of the new English passions of joy and
love which had come with Christianity. Nor is the love of quiet
nature which follows in the description of Eden less new to
the English. It marks that feeling towards nature on which I
have dwelt, and which the novel tenderness of Christianity had
induced, The fierce weather and storm-ossed seas and ice-clad
trees of Zeotwndf stand alone no longer: I quote a second time

Winsomely the water, running, all well-springs that be,
Washed the happy lands ; nor as yet the welkin
Bore above the roomy ground all the rains that are

Wan-gloomed by the gale; vet with growing blooms
Was the Earth made fair.

At this point the work of the clder poet finishes, but it is taken

up again at the story of Cain and Abel. There is no interest

1« X yawning gap was there, and nowhere was the grass.“—Folosp s,
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in‘iz; it is only a Cull paraphraze ull we come to the episode of
the Flood  This pleased the post who knew the ways of the sea,
and he describes the black keaven and the whelming waves with
s0 mzch eagerress that we are ready to think that he lived at
Whithy, Dislogze, with even a dramatic touch in i, is here,
25 afterwards throczh the whole poem, introduced to enliven the
tale  The sea is the dark, “flintgray” sea of the Eastern coasts,
the “swart water, the wan waves,” wherein dweils that strange
creatien of the English poets—the Terror of the Water. The
<hip is called by tke old rames of the heroic poems—"‘the ocean-
Fouse, the foam-bark, the wood-fortress.”  God bids Nozh build
kis ark, and the lines in which the post tells of the wrath of God,
and in which the food is described, ht well have been sung
in the great Eall of the abbey while the storm roared outside, and
the scund of the waves kept company with the clanging of the
karp and the 10!l of the verses.  “And God said —

Now Il gt 2 feod of war, for the space of furty days,
*Gairs (the sols ¢f) men 3 2=d with serging troops of wavcs,
Owrens 2z ther owr.ogs, geell them all,  death,

\WLen the swart clood rzoh rpward swells (n Eeaven).

. Thea sest forth the Lord

Frm tie beavens teavy ram , eke he bugely et
Al the wel' =3 water-spriags ca the wor d theeng ia
Ozt of every vein of eant, and the ocen-ctreams
Swariky, sredafocd ' Now the sea stepped up
O'er the sborestead wally © Stremg was e and wroth
WEs the waters wizt i1, who with s wan wave
Cieled 222 covered then all tke sinfal chaldren
Of th’s mdflecarth,
Tren afir a2 wile rode e, al the welhin under,
Ger the Ocezs-nng, that excellog house

Faring weh s fresg 15 and ths fanrg shp—
TEat swift wsiler throvgh the seas—dorst po surge’s terror
Heary, beave zminst 1

The rorthern sternress of this is soon reheved by the northern
tendemness when the poct begins to play with the story of the
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dove. Sympathy with animals belongs to the quietude of ‘the
monastic life, and he describes her sorrow—for she coul& find no
resting-place —in gracious lines, and then her joy when she.
perched at last on a gentle tree; how she plumed her feathers;.
and brought to the sailor an olive-twig of green.. The lines, in
their Jove of animals, in their new sympathy with rest 'md joy, are
a strange contrast to the pagan poetry. And they have a quality
in them which makes us think that here, if anywhere, the Celtic
touch is felt :— T

Far and wide she flew,
Glad in flying ftee, tiil she found a place,
Fair, where she fain would rest! With her feet shc stept
On a gentle tree.  Gay of mood and glad she was,

There she fluttered feathers ; went a-flying off again,
With her booty flew, brought it to the sailor,

From an olive wood a twig ; right into his hands
Bore the blade of green.

“Then the chief of seamen knew that gladness was at
hand.” l

After this episode, the poem humies through another desert
of paraphrase to the Abraham story, and the invasion of the
kings of the East is made into a well-invented lay of war, It is
developed with great freedom through 200 lines. It is English
war, full of English terms and customs; it might be a piece out
of an heroic saga. The raid into the Jordan valley exactly repre-
sents a raid of the Picts into Northumbria. *“The country side
is overspread with foes; many a maiden, pale of cheek, passes,
trembling, to the embraces of a stranger; the shielders of the
brides fall, sick of wounds”; but the folk gather under their
kings and the battle is joined. Then the poet becomes all
heathen, all heroie :— T

Loud were then the lances,
Savage then the slanghter hosts ! Sadly sang the wan fow],
With her feathers dank with dew, midst the darting of the shafts,
Hoping, {crying) for the carrion.
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Then was hard play there,
faterchanging of corpse-darts, mickle ery of warj
Loud the hurtlng clash of battle.

And the folk of Sodom went, for their Tife, from that encampment,
and “ell on therr track, eaten by the edge of the sword : and all
the wises and maidens fled with them.” But “the warwolves
exulted in their tiumph and their booty”  Then a man, “a
sparing of the spears,” brings the news to Abraham, the Hebrew
ear}; and the hero told w to hus wat-comeades Aner and Mamre
and Esheol, and they “give him their troth that they will wreak
His wrong ot fall with him an the warstead And the hero bade
the host-men of tus hearth take their weapons, and they gather
of head-warriors eighteen, and of the rest three hundred, loyal to
their lord. O them all be knew that on the fighting Fyrd they
could well bear the fallow hnden ’  This 1s as close to English
history as the poet could make it Nor, after the battle, where the
“ shavp ground speass gosly gripped af the heart of men,” is the
talk between the war-leader of Sodom and Abraham less true
to Englsh Ife. “Gne me the maidens,” cnes the king, the
bairns of the mthelings, the widows of those who were good folk-
fellows in the fight, let me lead them home to their wasted dwell-
ings—but Leep the twisted gold and the cattle and the beauteous

ormaments of horse and man, These are yours
And Abraham answered, as a great Enghsh earl might hate
ansnered : “Nothing will T take, lest thou shouldst ay—'1
have been enniched by Sodom®, all the booty mme by battle thou
shalt keep—all except the share of my @thelings  Never will 1
t;ke from my warriors their night” These are the words of the
T:)e‘;’(:‘: they exactly fitted the temper of a great ealdorman,
poet passes to his own time and his own temper, and

ends wiﬂ] a piece of pure heathen fierceness—of the North
umbrian impassioned against the Pict -

Co, 20d bear with thee
Home the gold enchased, and the gurls embraceatte,
Wermen of thy people!  For a while thou needest pot
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Tear the fghting rush of the foes we hate—

Tattle from the Northmen ! For the birds of carrion,
Splashed with bload, are sitting on the shelving motntains,
Glutted to the gullet with the gory corpses,

The paraphrase begins again, but vivid dialogue illumines it in the
story of Hagar, so vivid that one might almost say that the
dramatic genius of the English people begins to show itself in
this early poem. This quasi-dramatic method is again introduced
in the tale of the sacrifice of Isaac with which Genesis 4 abruptly
ends. Homely northern touches enter into it—the bale-fire for
the bairn; the swart flame veady to burn the body; the holy man,
the white-haired gold-giver, girding his gray sword upon him ; the
golden spear-point of the sun showing its wondrous brightness
over the deep sea ; the high downs towering above'the roof of the
land ; the wolds where the pile of wood is upbuilt—till the father
heaves the child on the bale and grasps and lifts the sword. Itis
almost an actual picture of a northman’s human sacrifice, and the
poem ends with the cry of God :—

Pluck the boy away living from the pile of wood.

The poem called Zaodus stands alone, a united whole. 1t is
taken up with one event, the beginning, progress, and close of
which it records ; it moves swiftly and moves well. The triumph
of the death of the first-born begins it ; the triumph over Pharach
at the Red Sea concludes it.  In the midst is the march of the
Israclites and the passage of the sea. Dialogue is not so common
as in Genesis A, and when used it is brief and dry. On the
other hand, the descriptions are long and very elaborately worked,
through many repetitions of the same things in different words ;
they are, however, full of force, even overforcible.  We are by
no means so close to human nature as we are in Genesis 4. The
naiveté of the earlier production of the school is gone. The
writer is too conscious of his art to be simple, and on the other
hand, he has none of the intellectual subtlety which we find in
later work, for instance, in Genesis B.  There is no actual battle
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as in Genesis A ; but war and the circumstance of war give great
pleasure to this poet. The gathering of hosts, the march, the
pomp of ensigns and music and cavalry, the appearance and
speeches of the chiefs, the array of warriors, are described with
so much personal interest that we feel the writer had seen war and
loved it.  The real battle of the poem is the battle of God and
of the fierce storm and charging waves He wields with Pharach
and his host, and a fine piece it 15 of early heroic nork, done on a
Secriptural subject. A great number of curious, sigorous, pictorial
expressions, not used by other pocts, individualise this writer
from the rest of the Anglo-Saxon poets.  His style is also more
desirous of effect ; it tends even towards that fresh sensationalism
which is 5o often connected with exuberance of life. The literary
audacities of the poem suggest a young man as its writer.

The poem, after a short celebration of Moses as the law-giver,
passes into its subject with a bold mage which cames with it the
central matter —

Then in that ol time, and wmith 2ncient punishments,
Deeply drenched with dezth wes the dreadest of all folk.

The fate of the first-born follows, and 1t sometimes reads as if
the poct had read Beounlf, as 1f be uscd some of the phrases of
the lays in that poem, especially that of the prince who hid the
dragon's treasure. Certamnly the shole passage 1s 1n the heroic
rp:lpncr —_

By the death of hoard.wards, wabing was renewed,

Slept the song of joy in hall, spoiled of all its treasore *

God had these manscathers, at the mid of night,

Frereely felled.

Brolen were the burg-defenders, far and wide the Dane strode ;

Loathly was that people Hater ! Al the tazd was gloomed

With the bodics of the dead ; all the best were dead.

Far and wide was weering, world-delight was litle,

Locked together lay the hands of the Laughter.smiths 1
Famous was that day,

Over middle-gank, when the mulutode weat forth,
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heroes, and upheaves his shicld, bids the folk-leaders stlence the
host thatalt may hear  Itis the image of the English I'yrd at the
moment of marching, Tribe by tribe, cach in order, each with
its device, they raise their white linden shields and wade into
the grecnish depths of the sea-paths between the wondrous walls
of water.  First came Judah, and above his host shone his
banner, a lion all of gold.  The greatest of folk bore the boldest
of beasts.  No insult to their leader did they ever bear in war.
They ran to onsct in the van:—

Hloody were the Eill-tracks, rushing was the battle strength,
Grind on gund of visored helms there where Judah drove.

After them the sons of Reuben marched, sailors proudly tread-
ing! Shields these Vilngs?! bore oser the salt-marshes,  Next
came the sons of Simeon their ensigns waved over their spear-
faring, their shafts were wet with dew  Then the rustling murmur
of the dawn reached them from the moving of the ocean: God's
beacon rose, bright shining morn

Here a dull episode has been pushed into the poem, but it
soan tecovers itself, and tries, by repeated descriptions, to realise
the overwhelming by the sea of the host of Pharach. Vigour,
cven fury, fills the pictures, starthng images obscure them, but
the artist does not get home to the horror and madness of the
hour.  Nevertheless he reaches a certain power, a power far
beyond that which we should expect from early poetry.  “Wyrd
wrapt them,” he says, ““with her ware”

Where the paths hal un
Mad of mond the se1 was  Drowned the mught of Pgypt tay !
Then upsurged the streaming sea, and 2 storm of cries arose,
Thigh iato the Heavens—greatest of bost-waihings !
Loudly howled the huied fues, and the beaven prew back above ¢
Blood was forne the flood alang, with the bodies of the doomed

T The Lracltes are “sermen,” as above,, the chillren of Reuben are
Vikings, the pallae of eloud is hke 2 sul spread from 2 great mast.  Was
the wnter a seamwn ®

PR
T s
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Shattered were the sea shicld-burgs ! This, of sea-deaths greatest,
Beat against the vault of sky !

So the brown upweliering overwhelmed them all 5
Highest that of haughty waves ! Al the host sank deep !

“God, with his death-grip, decided the battle. With his sword
of old he smote down on Egypt the foam-breasted billows, and
the host of sinners slept.”

This is the end of the overthrow, and the poem closes with
the joy of the Israelites. “The trumpets of victory sang, the
banners rose to that sweet sound. The men looked on the sea.
All stained with blood was the foaming wave through which they
had borne their sarks of battle. They sang of glory, and the
women sang in turn.

Then was casily to see many an Afric maid

On the Ocean’s shore all adorned with gold :

And the sea-escaped began from their seines to share
On the leaving of the waves,! jewels, treasures old,
Bucklers and breast armour.  Justly fell to them
Gold and goodly webs, Joseph's store of riches,
Glorious wealth of warriors ! But its wardens lay
On the stead of death, strongest of all peoples.”

Judith is probably of the same cycle as the Zaedus.  Like the
ZLxodus, the subject is conceived in a saga fashion. Both these
poems addressed not only the monk but the warrior. The king,
the thegns, and the freemen listened to them as they sat in the
hail at the mead. The poems, half war, half religion, touching
heathendom with one hand and Christianity with the other,
cqually excited and instructed the feasters. This poem was prob-
ably written towards the middle of the eighth century, after the -
death of Beda. It belongs to the joyous, unself-conscious time,
before the Muse became melancholy in Cynewulf, full of regrets
for the past, of hopes only for a world beyond this earth, and of
sclf-introspection.  We are placed in the midst of an cager life, in

! That is, the shore.
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full sympathy with liberty, battle and patriotism, with bold .nnd
heroic deeds.  Judith is 2 fine creature, even finer than she is in
the Apocrypha ; and I do not doubt that therc were many English-
women of the time capable of her warlike passion, and endowed
with her lofty character The manuscript exists along with the
MS. of Bemendf, It seems to have been in twelve books or
sections, for we only possess fourtcen lines of section ix,, and the
whale of sections x., xi,, and xii. Perhaps the beginning was a
mere paraphrase of the eatlier chapters of the book of Jzdith, and
the listencrs did not care about preserving 1t.  The scribe there-
fore only preserved the main interests: the feast, the slaughter of
Holafernes, Judith’s call to battle, and the overthrow of the
Assyrian host.

The feast with which the tenth book begins lasts the whole
day, and the drunkenness of Holoferncs may be drawn from some
Iinglish chief. “He laughed and shouted and raged so loudly
that all his folk heard how this stark-minded man stormed and
yelled, full of fierce mirth and mad with mead.” He bids Judith
be fed to his tent, but she, of plaited tresses, drew the sharp
sword, hardencd by the scours of battle, and called on the Ward
of Yeaven with a fierce and passionate prayer “Let me hew
down,” it ends, O God, this lord of murder| Venge thou that
which is 5o angry in me, this burning at my heart,”—and the slay-
ing of the heathen dog 15 described pomnt by pomnt with careful
joy. Book xi. takes Judith and her pale-cheeked maid to the
walls of Bethuha. And the folk raced, old and young, to meet
the divine maid. Then she bade her women unvwrap the bloody
head, and ealls on tham, ke Joan of Arg, to strike for freedom
“I have wrenched hife from thes loathhest of men, fit ye for the
fighting. When God makes nse the blaze of day, bear your
lindens forward -—

Shield board shellering your breast, byrmes for your rament,
Helmets all high shining midst that horde of scathers;

1ell in death the folk-chics wih the fashung swords,
Doomed for death are they '» -
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Then again the English battle is described with all its attend-
ants. Din was there of shields, loud they rang; and the gaunt
wolf of the weald rejoiced, and the black raven, thirsty for
slaughter, and the earn flew on their track, dusky-coated, horn-
nebbed, dewy-feathered, hungry for fodder, singing his battle-
song. Swift was the step of the chiefs of war to the camage;
and they let fly, sheltered by their shields, showers of arrows,
battle-adders, from their bows of horn. Right into the host of
the hard ones they sent their spears, and their cries were like.a
storm. So the Hebrews showed their foes what the sword-swing
was.

Book «it, tells of the dread waking of the Assyrians, of their
finding of Holofernes headless, of their headlong flight. Then
is told the gathering of the spoil. “Proud, with woven tresses,
the Hebrews brought to Bethulia helms, hip-seaxes, bright-gray
byrnies, panoplies inlaid with gold.” And to Jndith they gave
the sword and bloody helm of Holofernes and the huge war-sark
embossed with gold and his armlcts and bright gems. For all
this she praised the Lord—and the poemn makes a fair ending,
gracious and touched again with that new rejoicing in the tender-
ness of nature which is so great a contrast to the fierce, storm-
shaken natural scenery in Beowulf -—

To the Lord beloved, for this,

. Glory be for widening ages ! Wind and lift He shaped of old,
Sky above and spacious earth, every one of the wild streams,
And the Ether's jubilation~—through 1lis own delightfulness.

To pass from the brilliant heroism of Judith to the dull
monotony of the Daniel is sorrowful indeed. It shows how the
impulse Cedmon gave, how the heroic imagination, had died
away. A long poem of 765 lines, its end is wanting. It closes
abruptly with the story of Belshazzar (Daniel v.), as if the writer
thought the rest of the book uninteresting. The beginning seems
to wish to connect itself with the Exodus, for it sketches the
history of the Hebrews from the Exodus to Nebuchadnezzar.
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When he comes to the book of Dantel, his alliterative verse is
nothing more than a dull paraphrase of the Latin version which
lay before him on his desk. The writer was some monk, with a
dreary turn for homiletic verse. He had, however, the good taste
to recognise better work than his own, and when he came to the
story of the three men in the burning fiery furnace, he inserted
the old poem of the seventh century on that subject, as well as
the Song of the Three Children and the Frayer of dzarias, with-
out taking any pains, say$ Wulker, to reconcile the contradictions
between this insertion and the previous part of his poem

The Danrel closes the cycle of the earliest Christian paetey—
that which belongs to the end of the seventh and the first half of
the cighth century. It 1s a poetry which passes, as we have seen,
through paraphrase, hymns, herorc Christian lays like that on the
Ruthwel] Cross, and heroic pieces of saga worked on the Genesis
stories, into poems of 2 quasr-epic character Iike the Zxodus and
the Judith, At last it dies, as in the Dansel, 1n mere paraphrase,
and n imitation of the good work of the past It was also a
poetry which drew nearly all its materals from the Qld Testa-
ment history, and left untouched the stories of the Sants and the
legends of the Church  Though it celebrated Christ as God
Almighty, it celebrated Him, with one exception, only as the God
of the Jews, as the great Shaper who made the world and man,
as the great Wartor who overthrew the rebel angels, who
destroyed the kings of the East and the Egyptians, and who
subdued the pnde of Assyma It was, moreover, a poetry
eminently English; 1t clothed the events and personages of the
0Old Testament in an Enahsh dress It was also emmently
ob)cctwe, istorit The p of the poet,
his Sorrow o Jjoy, lus own thoughts about the subject on which he _
wiites, hever mt:ude And finally, as we have seen, it was srf
close to he1thr.ndom, that 1t shares in the myths, the manner, th'
thoughts, the warcustoms and expressions of the heroic saga

before Christiamty, N
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future.  Then, too, the special English note decays.
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The Christian poetry which succeeded it in the latter half_of ‘
the czghth century is clearly dlstmnms}nble from it; and it marks
the exuberance of carly Anglo-Saxon literature, first, that this new
poetry is more copions than its predecessor ; and secondly, that it is
as good in its own literary way.  Many critics say that it is better,
and in one sense that is true. It is more literary; its form is
more carefully considered; it has greater command of language
and of metrical movement; it has a finer faculty of comparison,
a livelier fancy, a more cultivated imagination ; in one word, the
art of the poetry is higher. However, more of the materials of
poetry were in the hands of this second band of writers. | They
had studied Vergil, Ovid, and the Latin Hymns.

In Cynewulf, the leader of this later school of poetry, alt these
finer elements are found. But we miss, with some regret, the
bold, unconscious heathen note, the rude heroic strain.  We miss
the sublimity given—as in the Genesis account of thé Creation—
by the nearness of the nature-myths; we miss the youthful
audacity of the Zxodns, and even its furious wording ; we miss the
absence of self-consciousness. To compare these small things of
poetry with very great, we feel as if we were reading Luripides -
instead of /AEschylus.

But this is only a distinction of art; in other matters the new
poetry is even more clearly to be distinguished from the old. Iis
subjects are now drawn from Christianity rather than from Judaism.
The New Testament replaces the Old; the stories of saints and

. martyrs and the legends of the Church replace the stories of

Abraham and Isaac, of Naniel and Judith. The Roman Church

. has laid its power on poetry. The influence of the Latin, not of

the Celtic, Church is now dominant.  Again, Christ is celcbrated

-+ now as the Saviour rather than as the Warrior-God.  His victory

is the victory He wins for all mankind upon the Cross; and the
poetry of it is a poetry of sorrow before it becomes a poetry of
tnumph Earthly life is all sorrow in it; only in the life to come
is rapture. The elder poetry lived in the present, this in the

It is there,



1~ POEMS OF THE SCHOOL OF CEDMON 151

but it sounds ever weaker and weaker; it is succeeded by the
more international note of the Roman Church.  And finally, the |
poctry almost ceases to be objective.  The persoral passion of
the poet, especially in Cynewulf, always intrudes; it colours every-
thing that is written—hymns, stories of martyrdom, legends of
anchorites and of saints, allegorical poems, and even natural
description.  The inward feeling overtops that outward vision of
the thing which was dear to the writers of the Genesis, the Exodus,
and Judith.

All these new elements were raised in Cynewulf’s work to the
‘highest value they could then attain.  He added to them the shap-
ing and surprising imagination of a true poet; he added—and it
is the natural companion of imagination—a personal passion
which in his outbursts of praise, in his strong crying of prayer, in
his feeling for human affections and for divine love, hits his re-
ligious poetry into a lofty place in the record of the sacred song of
England. Moreover, he added to these elements, if we allot the
best of the Riddles to him, so vivid an imagination of the things
he describes that he not only saw them as they were, but also,
driven by his own strong personality, saw them as if they were
persons, and attached to them, as he did, for example, to the
Hurricane, the Sword, the Swan, the Nightingale, the Iceberg and
the Sun, buman passions and human wtelligence
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manner in the later part of the eighth or in the ninth century.
Their proper place, it seems to me, is in the earlier p:lt‘.t of the
eighth century, when, especially in Northumbria, heathenism was
still close at hand.

As to where they were written, we cannot tell. Wiilker says
they belong to the ninth century, and were written in the south
of England. I cannot agree with him. It is probable enough
that the Ruined Burg was written by a Mercian guest in the
monastery of Osric. But the IVife's Complaint and the Husband's
AMessage have no special note, they are both imaginative poems,
they have a clear eye for natural scenery ; and neither in Wessex
nor Mercia have we any evidence, at present, of a school of
English poetry capable of producing such good work, or of any
person, unless we except Ealdhelm in the conventionalisms of his
Latin verse, who had a care for nature. In Northumbria we
have a fine school of poetry, and that poetry has a love of nature.
As to the [Fanderer and the Seafarer, they have the note of the
North. The seas, the cliffs, the seamanship, the wild and
desolate coasts they describe are not southern.  Seamanship had
died out in the South, but it was kept up in the North by the
incessant traffic between the monasteries of Northumbria from
Coldingham to Whitby. The Seafarer should be a northern poem,
and I should be inclined to say the Wanderer also. But we can
attain to no certainty on these matters.

What is most remarkable in the Elegies, as in many of the
Riddles, is their pleasure in the aspects of wild nature. And it
may serve to help us to date these poems that, with the one
exception of the coming of spring, the nature they describe is the
savage nature which we find in the heathen poem of Beosvuif.
The tenderer, lovelier aspect of field and glade and river which
belongs to the poems of Cynewulf has not become common in
poetry. The Seafarer could scarcely describe better the fierce
doings of the tempest and of the frost on the German ocean, the
wild birds which haunt the gale, and the plunging waves; or, in
contrast, the soft incoming of the spring and the cuckoo crying
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sorow.  ‘The Wanderer paints the fallow waves and the inter-
weaving of their crests, the seabieds bathing and broadening out
their plumes, the driving sleet and the snow sified through with
1), the storms lashing on the ruined fortress, the whirling of the
snow when the dnift of it—that terror of the winter—comes black
from the North, and the night darkens down, bringing harm to
men, The IVife's Complaint describes the wild wood cave in the
Steep downs overgrown with briers and sheltered by the toots of 2
great oah; the overhanging cliff, storm-beaten, white with frost;
and the Husband’s Message sings of the cuckoo crying of his grief
from the woods that fledge the mountamn steep.

This is a remarkable love of nature, but what is more temark-
able and modern in these poems is that the natural objects are
seen, not as Genrests 4 saw them—as they are—but 1 aceordance
with the mood of the poet Even the modern passion of being
alane with natute is not unrepresented.  The young man in the
Seafarer longs to be away from the noise of men upon the far
paths of the deep. Nor do these poems want a psychological
element which 15 startling in poetry 1100 years old. The young
seaman, eager for the ocean, sees hus spint pass from his body and
go before him :—

O'er the surming flood of sea now my spmt fhes,

O'er the homeland of the whale—hovers then afay,

O'er the foldings of the zarth ! Now agawm 1t flres 10 me,
Full of yearning, greedy ! ¥ells that lonely Flher,
Whets upon, the whale way wesisubly my beart,

O'er the storming of the seas t

The Wanderer, remembenng his fnends, sees them as ghosts
floating before him 1n the ocean must.  He cries to them, “but
the.y are silent.  They simg none of the old famlar s "'s, but
swim away in the mist as i a sea, and his sorrow 5 de:aned”
These are passages steeped in our modemn spirit, and xhepcsho
at least, how constant are the roots of Enzlish song, n:d bo:’

4

needful it is, if we would fully unders i
3 tand ack
ground from which it has grow’n 010 goback 1o the
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As to the poems themselves, the Husband’s Message begins
with an introduction of eleven lines describing the slice of wood
on which the message is carved in runes. The rest is the
message itself, and the word-tablet is the spokesman,—an awkward
experiment of the poet.  The message is a love-message from the
exile imploring her to join him: “Bethink thee of the troth we
plighted of old, take sail to meet thy lover :—

Soon as ever thou shalt listen, on the edges of the cliff,

To the cuckoo in the copsewood, chanting of his sorrow-—
Then begin to seck the sea, where the sea-mevw is at home,
Sit thee in the sea-bark, so that, to the south-ward,

Thou mayst light upon thy lover, o’er the ocean pathway—
There thy Lord with longing, waits and looks for thee.”

And the poem ends with the binding together of the runes of their’
names to symbolise a love till death. It has a distinct note of
passionate love and tenderness which does not occur, save here
and in the I75e's Complaint, in Anglo-Saxon poetry.

The 1Vifes Complaint is a much more involved piece, subtle in
feeling, better written than the last, and also unique in Anglo-
Saxon poetry. Tt may be a story out of an old saga belonging to
the time of Offa, King of the Engle, the son of Wermund, but it is
best to think of il as a separate poem. 1t tells its own story fully.

The foes of the woman have made bad blood between her and
her husband ; he has exiled her into the wild wood, and she sings
her grief. She recalls how they were parted by treachery, how
wuch she loved bim, how deep were the vows they made that
death alone should divide them—and now “in this cavern, over-
run with briers, under the oak, is my dreary dwelling. Other
lovers there are who live and sleep together, but I am alone with
uncounted sorrows.” Then she thinks of her husband, and pictures
his lonely life while he thinks of her and his home. ¢ He who
thinks her guilty, and yet Joves her, what sorrow must be his!

For my friend is sitting
Under the o’erhanging cliff, overfrosted by the storm :
O my Wooer, so ontwearied, hy the waters compassed round
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In that dreary dwelling ' There endures my dear onc ;.
Angoish mickle in his mind ; far too oft remembers him
Of a happier home I Woe 15 his, and woe,

Who wilh weary longing, waits for bis Beloved 17

The Seafarer is still more modern in feeling, and contains the
two motives which have underlain so much of our sea-poetry—
pity for the sailor's dangers on the deep, and the passion which
drives the satlor into the secrets of the sex. It has been divided
into 2 dialogue between an old mariner who represents the first
motve, and a young one who represents the second ; or it has been
taken as a dramatic solloquy in which the peet contrasts these
two views of a seaman’s life, and ends by saying that whether the
life be hard or not the attraction to 1t 15 rresistible.  Whatever it
be, it is the work of a fine poet, and there 15 hitle reason why its
motive and sentiment should not belong to the nineteenth century.
I have placed a translation of 1t in the Appendu, along with a
translation of the IFanderer, for both belong to the fine flower of
old English song

The IVanderer 1s the best m form of all Anglo-Saxon
poems. The Prologue 1s, I think, as ancient as the body of the
poem. *The grace of God " 1s a phrase which may have slipt in;
we feel the full remembrance of pagan thought m the phrase—
#Wyrd 1s fully wrought ” Wyrd and the doom of her weirds stands
throughout instead of the will of God  The duty of a great earl
to bind up the coffer of his breast s descibed  The gold-friend
from whose treasure-giving the poet ts exled, the feast in the hall,
the heraes, the man-lord on the gift stool, the tie of comrade-
ship, the drawing of the character of the wise man, the picture of
the rmined fort and bali, the fates of war, the hero lost m the
ship or torn by wolves, or hidden m the earth by his weeping
friend, tell us the story of Enghsh lfe in stormy times, and are
followed by the long cry of desolation—

% huther went the horst, whither went the man, where has gone the freasure
er
wmfmm \he seats of fasting, whither fled the joys 1 halt ?
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As to the poems themselves, the Husband’s Aessage begins
with an introduction of eleven lines describing the slice of W ood
on which the message is carved in runes. The rest is the
message itsclf, and the word-tablet is the spokesman,—an aw kward
experiment of the poet.  The message is a love-message from the
exile imploring her to join him: “Bethink thee of the troth we
plighted of old, take sail to meet thy lover :—

Soon as ever thou shalt listen, on the edges of the cliff,

To the cuckoo in the copsewood, chanting of his sorrow—
Then begin to seck the sea, where the sea-mew is at home,
Sit thee in the sea-bark, so that, to the south-ward,

Thou mayst light upon thy lover, o’er the ocean pathway—
There thy Lord with Jonging, waits and looks for thee.”

And the poem ends with the binding together of the runes of their
names to symbolise a love till death. It has a distinct note of
passionate love and tenderness which does not occur, save here
and in the IVfe's Complaint, in Anglo-Saxon poetry.

The IVife's Complaint is a much more involved piece, subtle in
feeling, better written than the last, and also unique in” Anglo-
Saxon poetry. It may be a story out of an old saga belonging to
the time of Offa, King of the Engle, the son of Wermund, but it is
best to think of it as a separate poem. It tells its own story fully.

The foes of the woman have made bad blood between her and
her husband ; he has exiled her into the wild wood, and she sings
her grief. She recalls how they were parted by treachery, how
much she loved him, how deep were the vows they made that
death alone should divide them—and now “in this cavern, over-
run with briers, under the oak, is my dreary dwelling. Other
lovers there are who live and sleep together, but 1 am alone with
uncounted sorrows.” Then she thinks of her husband, and pictures
his lonely life while he thinks of her and his home. “He who
thinks her guilty, and yet loves her, what sorrow must be his |

For my friend is sitting
Under the o'erhanging cliff, overfrosted by the storm :
O my Wooer, so eutwearied, by the waters compassed round
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In that dreary dwelling ! There endures my dear one 3
Anguish auckle in his mind 3 far too oft remembers him
Of 2 bapprer home ! Woe is hus, and woe,

Who with weaty longing, waits for hus Beloved ”

The Seafarer is still more modern in feeling, and contains the
two motives which have underlain so much of our sea-poetry—
pity for the sailor’s dangers on the deep, and the passion which
drives the saslor into the secrets of the sea. It has been divided
into a dialogue between an old manner who represents the first
motive, and a young one who represents the second ; or it has been
taken as a dramatic sohloquy 1n which the poet contrasts these
two views of a seaman’s life, and ends by saying that whether the
life be hard or not the attraction to 1t 1s wresistible,  Whatever it
be, it is the work of a fine poet, and there 15 little reason why its
motive and sentiment should not belong to the mneteenth century.
I have placed a translation of 1t in the Appenduy, along with a
translation of the [Vanderer, for both belong to the fine flower of
old English song,

The IWanderer 1s the best in form of all Anglo-Saxon
poems. The Prologue 1s, I think, as ancient as the body of the
poem.  “The grace of God ”1s a phrase which may hase shipt in,
we fecl the full remembrance of pagan thought n the phrase—
“Wyrd s fully nrought ” Wyrd and the doom of her weirds stands
throughout mstead of the will of God  The duty of a great earl
to bind up the coffer of his breast 15 descibed  The gold-fiend
from whose treasure-giving the poet 15 exiled, the feast in the hall,
the herocs, the man-lord on the gift stool, the tie of comrade-
ship, the drawing of the character of the wise man, the picture of
the ruined fort and hall, the fates of war, the hero lost 1 the
ship or torn by wolies, or hidden n the earth by his weeping
friend, tell us the story of English lfe 1n stormy times, and are
followed by the long ery of desolation—

Whisher went the borse, w) ther went the man, where has gone the tressure
iver 7
\\')mf’bcfc" the seats of feasting, whither fled the joys 1n bnfl ?
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Enla! the beaker bright, Eala ! the byrnied warriors!
Eala! the prince’s pride ! How departed is that time !
Veiled beneath Night's helm it is, as it ne'er had been.

This reminds us of the heroic age, of those who bore the

battle and the tempest, and confessed that Wyrd had her way.

Then, when the poet has cried that the foundations of earth itself

are of no avail, that doom of weirds changes to fleetingness all

that is great below the skies; and has left us unconsoled—some

later writer, loving the poem, added a Christian epilogue which

brings the consolation. We have the grace of the Father and
the eternal Fortress that stands sure.

These are the Elegies. Of a different type of poetry, somewhat
later than the Llegies, and related to them not only by a similar
affection for the same kind of natural scenery, but also by the
absence, for the most part, of Christian, and the presence of
heathen, feeling, are the Ridd/es. There are some which have to
do with Church and Monastery ; with the sacramental paten,
chalice and pyx; with the book chest in the scholar’s cell, holding
things more costly than gold ; with the missal and the book-worm ;
but nearly all those that have to do with natural objects or with
war might have been written by 2 man who had no concern with
religion of any kind. A few of them, indeed, are of such primayal
grossness that it is quite plain the writer of them was a fayman'
and lived a “ Bohemian ” life, singing his Ridd/es from hall to hall,
at the Chieftains’ feasts, and at the village-gathering. They are
also alive with heathen thoughts and manners. The old nature-
myths appear in the creation of the Storm-giant \\'flé; 'p;iéaﬁcd
deep, is let loose, and passes, destroying, over land and sea, bearing
the rain on his back and lifting the sea into waves. With him
arc the Spirits of lightning and thunder and death. “See, the
swarthy Shapes, forward pressing oer the peoples, sweat forth
their fire; and the Thunders that let fall black sap from their
womb; and the pale Phantom stalking through the sky, who
darts his deadly spears—the Spirit of the rain who wades through
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the clashing of the clouds” They appear again in the ever-
renewed contest between the sun and the moon, in the iceberg
shouting and driving his beak into the ships, in the wild hunt in
the clouds, in the snakes that weave, in the fate goddesses, in the
war-demons who dwell and cry in the sword, the arrow, and the
spear; in the swan, who is lifted into Ikeness with the swan-
maiden whose feathers sing a lulling song

And the thoughts and manners ate such as we see in Beowulf,
and not in the Christian poems. The hetoes ate painted at the
dnnking : we share the strife of the drunken warriors, and the lords
haughty with wine, the jewelled homs are carried round, the
warriors sing ; the sword is brought in, displayed, and its master
boasts of it ; the mighty smths are exalted ; the bower-maidens
bedecked with armlets attend the feast, the bards are rewarded
with rings and falcons—and ail the other business of heathen hife,
the business of war, of smhing the ocean, of horses, of plundenng
and repelling plunderers, of the fierce work of battle, is frankly
and joyfully heathen. These are the work of a man who, Chnstian
1n_pame, was ali but heathen 1 heart.

We possess the Riddles in the Eacter Book, scattered through-
out it m three disisions. There are mnety-five of them, but, as
they are bined inio eighty-mmne.  There
were pmbnbly 2 bundred. Riddles were made m centurjes,
Symphosius made a hundreg of them, so did Eaidhelm Tatwine,
the Archbishop of Canterbury, made only forty, but Eusebius
completed them into a hundred  These were all i Latin verse,
and vary from four lines to twenty , and Ealdhelm wrote many at
a much greater length. But then Ealdhelm had some onginal
fancy, and he knew some of the Classics well

‘The collection in the Exefer Book 15, with the exception of one
Latin Riddle, in English verse, and nearly half of 1t 15 worthy of
the name of hterature. Al the Latin Riddle-nnters of England,
who wrote to the end of the seventh century, are used by the
wtiters of the Inglish Riddles. They are therefore not written
eadlier than the eighth century.  They are of various lengths, from

Yoned.
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four to more than a hundred lines. The best of them escape
altogether from the Latin convention, and are English in matter
and sentiment. Nor is this the only difference. Their writer has
the poetic faculty of which his models are destitute. Those who
state that these nobler Ridd/es are merely imitations are unable to
distinguish between what is and what is not poetry. Of course,

this is not said of all the Kiddles. Some are poor and meagre, and
others are close imitations of the Latin. We find a number on

common subjects, as if they were made for villagers of the ruder

sort ; on the ox and dog, the hens and swine ; on things in common

use, on the cowhide, the leather bottle, the wine-vat, the onion ;

others on half-humorous persons,—the one-eyed garlic-seller, and

the clowns who are led astray by the marsh fires and the night.

But those on splendid subjects,—on the fierce aspects of nature,

on weapons of war and feasting, on the nobler birds, on instru-

ments of music, on wild animals like the badger, on the plougher,

the loom, and old John Barleycorn, are of an extraordinary fine

quality. It is plain, then, that if, as some believe, various writers

shared in their composition, there was also one poet of youtI{-

ful imagination and original personality who, loving humanity

and nature, made these Riddles which stand out so clearly from

the rest. Whether the same man in his more vulgar hours made

the others, without caring for his subjects, is possible, and not so
very improbable.

Who this man was is still a subject of discussion. There are
those who attribute some of these English Riddles to Ealdhelm,
translations of his own Latin Riddles. But there is a gencral
agreement that we may attribute the best to Cynewulf. The first
Riddle, Leo declared, was a riddle on Cynewulf's name. The
name 1I7ulf occurs in it, but Mr. Gollancz has explained it, with
some probability, as a little story of love and jealousy between
twvo men, Wulf and Eadwacer. The eighty-sixth Riddle, how-
ever, the only one in Latin, has the name Lupus, and this has
been used as the Latin translation of the name Cynewulf. We
may, therefore, though this evidence is vague, allow that he was
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the writer of at least the finest of the Riddles, If so, he wrote
them when he was a young poet.  And his retrospective sketch
of himself in the Zlene, one of his signed poems, paints exactly
the youth who could have wntten these Ridd/es. *He was a
singer,” he says. *He had taken in the mead-hall treasures of
the appled gold. Need had often been his companion; a secret
grief (of love) had cramped lim when his horse paced the roads
and proudly pranced along. Yet he had had his joy; the radiance
of youth had long ago been his. But all is vanished now.”
Then he speaks elsewhere of the “youthful sins in which he had
been ensnared, and how he came to tremble for them.” Thisis
the portrait of a wild young poet, sometimes a Scop attached to a
chieftain, but for the most part, for he loved his hberty, a
“ Wanderng Singer.”  And the eighty-ninth Riddle, the solution
of which is The IWandermg Singer, 1s most probably his own
description of himself when he was young T am,” he says, “a
noble, an Atheling, and am known to the Earls I rest with
the rich, but also with the poor. Amud the Folks I am famous.
Loud applause nings through the hall when 1 sing to the rovers
and the warriors, and I wan glory 1n the towns and glittenng gold.
Men of wit love to meet with me, for I umeil to them wisdom,
When I sing alt men are silent.  The diwellers on earth seek after
me, but I often” (with a poet’s love of loneliness) “hide from them
my path”

Thus sketches not only the position and temper of the Scép,
but also that of the wanderng singer It 1s a revelation of
Cynewull’s youthful character, But the Rrddles, af they are his,
tell us more about his youth. They make plamn that he knew
some Latin, that be had received a good education at the convent
school. They show that he was a lover of natural scenery and of
animals, a close observer of all he saw and heard, that he
delighted as much in the song of the dove and the nightingale as
if‘ the roari{lg of the tempest and the sea ; that he was 1magina-
tive and rejoiced in his imaginations ; that he was as ready to
verse a coarse song for the peasant as a lay of the sword for a king ,

M
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that he had a passion for impersonation, and a keen sensitiveness
to beauty which afterwards became a keen sensitiveness to
rightcousness ; that he had fought as a warrior, had sailed the
seas, and scen many phases of human life.

Any poet might have had this character and these experiences
as well as Cynewulf, but we know of Cynewulf, and that he was a
wandering singer when he was young; and we do not know of
any other poet who fits so well as he into the character of the man
who wrote the best or even the worst of the Ridd/es. Moreover,
what he says and suggests about himself in his signed works agrees
with the knowledge that the poet of the Kidd/es has of the seas
and of war and of the scenery of rock-bound coasts. Cynewulf is
at home in all these matters; and when he is writing of them
there are certain passages which parallel others in the R/dd/es, not
only in wording, which does not make much matter, but in senti-
ment, which makes a great deal. Finally, whoever reads the
Riddles and believes them to be Cynewnlf’s, cannot have much
power of impersonating a man if he does not form a clear con-
ception of what Cyneswulf was in his wild, radiant, impressionable,
gay, and loving youth. But the world soon changed to him, and

what he became we know, and with certainty, from the poems he
signed with his name.



CHAPTER XI
THE SIGNED POEMS OF CYNEWULF

THERE are four_poems signed by Cynewulf—the Fates of the
Apostles, the Crist, the Juhana, and the Elere.  And this is the
fashion in which he signs his name, He puts the runes which
spell his name into the midst or at the end of each of these
poems.  Attached to these quamnt signatures there are four
personal in which hing of his feelings,
and life are portrayed. We possess then not only his name, but
we can also realise him as a man  No other Anglo-Saxon poet
has this intimate fashion of talling about himself; and the
manner of it is so distinct that when we find 1t 1 a poem not
signed by himself—in the Dream of the Reod—1t seems almost
as good as his signature.

‘The question as to where he lved and wrote has been elaborately
argued to and fro, and Wulker has decided, against Ten Brink, that
MBlercia was his home. The tnland counties of Mercia seem 2
strange dwelling for one who was certanly well acquainted with
the sea, who himself knew the pamns, longing, and trouble of 2
sailor’s ife ; who describes them and the chffs beaten by the waves
in the Criss, who told with such vigour the sea-voyage in the Elene
If he wrote the Reddies, the improbability of his betng a Mercian
is doubled The man who composed the Riddls on the dnclor,
on the Hurritane, on the Zempest atl Sea and the Tempesé by
Zand, on the Jreberg, is most likely to haye lived on the sea —

»
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changed class of subjects in a changed temper of mind. More-
over, Wiilker thinks that the usage of phrases borrowed from
 heroic poetry,, such as the description in, the Fafes of the
Apostl)es as “n‘lthehn«s going forth to \\ar, as heroes hard in
battle] in the play of shields” are the remains of Cynewulf’s
youthful period; and that the persomal statement mixed up
with the runes of his name refers to the overthrow of his youthful
happiness and to his exile from his home.

But Cynewulf makes full use of the phrases of.heroic poetry
in his latest signed poem, the Zfene ; and I think he would, in his
miserable remorse, have avoided everything which could recall a
poetry which for the time he would consider wicked. It would
be more natural for him, when his soul was long afterwards at ease
with God, to recur to the manner and expressions of pagan poetry.
And he certainly did this in the £lene, 2 poem of his old age.
Moreover, if the JFafes of the Apostles be, as Mr. Gollancz con-
jectures, not a separate poem but the epilogue to the Andreas—
and making therefore the Andreas a poem by Cynewulf—its
heroic manner would belong, as I think it should, to the later
life of Cynewulf. Nor is the personal passage in the Fafes, in
which he signs his name, against this view, It has no reference
to a time of conversion, to his sins or to his fear of God. His
‘“departure to a land lying where he knows not" is much more
applicable to a belief in approaching death than to an exile from
his home. And thc home he prays for is in *the height with
the King of Angels.”

1 cannot, then, think that the Fates of the Apostles-was. his first
signed poem. The Juliana, 1 believe, takes that place. In
it the bitterness of sin, the fear of divine wrath are the foremost

thoughts. Here is the personal passage, with his signature in
runes, and we read the man in it.

Sorrowfol are wandering
Cand Y and N ; for the King is wrathful,
God, of conguests Giver ! Then, beflecked with sins
E and V and U, must await in fear
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What, thewr decds acoording, God will dosm to thens
or their ic’s reward, L and F are trembling,
Watting, sad with care  Sorely T semesmbey mma

OF the wounds of sins wsought by me of old,

And of late, within the world t

All too late I shamed me
Of my ewil deeds

This fits a ttme of contrition and change,

The Juliana s \n the Lxeter Book, 1ts seutce is the Aefa S,
Jultanat, vorgins, marisis,  Cynewulf has worked the legend up
with some care for untty of feelng and form.  Juliana is led from
triumph to triumph, 11 a series of episodes couched 1n Cynewulf’s
fasounte form of dulogue, to her final punfication i death.
These is some tentative art n the poem, but art ard work are
both poor  Abrupt changes, crude drlogue, tiresome repeti-
tion, disfigure the poet's recast of the legend, Tt 1s wratten
by a man who was wearted of himself or weary of his sub-
ject. A few touches of rough humour, very similar to those
which occur mn the .ludreas, an attempt to realise the minghing
in Juliana's character of iron resolution and of womanly
charm, the turning of the devil mto the northern dragon and of

Heliseus the persecutor into an English heathen king, are the
only things in which the English poet imself appears It 15
2 transitién poem m which the writer 1§ fechng his way into
onginahity
Inthe Crest, which is the next signed poem, this note of sorrow
for sin continues, but with a difference.  * How are we troubled,”
he eties, “through our own desires!  Weak, [ wander, stumbling
aod forlon Come, kang of men, we need thy mercy to do the
better things.” But there 1s also another pote; of peace almast
atained, of modest joy, and these two—sorrow for sin, delight n
lorgwveness——muix their music, like hfe and death, thronghout the
poem. The personal passage in which Ins mame \.s wgned
belongs 10 his sorow It 15 1n the middle of the 777 1t '}36
end of the second duision, when be Is about, m‘ . v
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sing the day of judgment. “I dread the sterner doom,” he
cries, ““terror and vengeance for my sins.1

Then the Courage-hearted cowers when the King he hears
Speak the words of wrath—IIim the wiclder of the heavens—
Speak to those who once on earth but obeyed him weakly,
While as yet their Vearning pain, and their Meed, most casily
Comfort might discover. )

These shall bear their judgment; but then, turning from his
own fate to the destruction of the earth by fire, as of old by water,
he sets the three last letters of his name into three other w ords—- )
omitting the E :—

Gone is then the JPinsomeness
Of the Earth’s adornments !  What to Us as men belonged
Of the joys of life was locked, long ago in Zake-floods,?
All the Fee on earth.

Thus he records his name in a passage as sad as that in the
Juliana, But the sadness is no longer unrelieved. Only a few
lines farther this lovely strain appears, full of peace; a passage as
personal in its pathetic religion as anything in Cowper, and of 2

1 The runcs in the Juliana have only the value of the letters of his name.
But here and in the Elene and the Fates of the Apostles they have also the
meaning of the words by which the runes are named ; and these aneanings are
to be read into the text.

C [N] stands for Cene, the keen, the courageful warrior.

Y { @] stands for ¥fel, which as a masculine adjective is wietched 3 or
as an abstract noun dsery,

N [¥. ] stands for A, necessity, hardship.

E M1 stands for ££%, horse,

W {P] stands for Iy, joy.

U { =] stands for Ur, our.

L {7 stands for Zagy, water.

¥ {127 stands for Zeok, wealth,

I have accepted, it will be seen, Mr, Gollancz's cxplanation of the runes
Y and U as ¥fel and Ur. e discovered Ur glossed as moster in a Runic
alphabet,

2 Lagu—the great water of the Flood,
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higher hopefulness. The man who wrote it has passed far beyond
the fears in the Juliana -—

Mickle is out necd
‘That, in this unfruitful time, ere that fearful Dread,
On our spints’ fatrmess we should studiously bethink us1
Surely now most like it is, as if e, on lake of ocean,
O'er the water cold, in our keels were sailing 5
And through spacious seas, with our stallions of the deep,
Forward drove the Flood-wood 3 Fearful is the stream
Of immeasurable surges that we sul on here,
Through this waverng world, through these wmd-swept oceans §
O'et the path profound.  Penlous our state of hfe,
Lre that we had sailed our ship to the shore at last,
O’er the rough sea-ndges! Then there reached us help,
That ta win the huthe of healing led us homeward on-—
e the Spint Son of God—
So anare at last we were, from our vessel's decl,
Where to stay our stathons of the sea with sopes,
Fast a-riding by their anchors—anaent horses of the wave ¥
In that haven then, afl our hope we shall establish,
Which the Ruler of the /Ether there has roomed for us,
When He rose to Heaven—Holy 1 the Highest

“This is a strain of peace, the change from the temper of the
Juliana is clearly marked. The Crist1s full of quiet joy.

In this poem Cynewulf attains onginality and his true line of
work as a Christian poet. It 1s not the translation of a legend ;
it 15 invented, and out of 1ts freedom springs its excellence. Cyne-
walf has rccovered, with a difference, his youthful imagmation,
his rushing movement, his exultation and his ease, In his out-
bursts of exalted praise and his descriptions of great events, he
reaches his nearest approach to a fine style, and his style reveals
his character  We feel the man’s heart, when tus trumpet-tongued
joy in sahation is succceded by personal passages full of 2 pro-
found humility. In praise and prayer, in mournfulness and
rapture, he is equally passionate.  The half-dramatic turn we find
in a Riddle like the Sword appears crudely i the Juhana, but
reaches a finer development in the Crist, and so does his pictonal
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power. The ascent from Hades, the four angels blowing their .
trumpets, the deluge of flame, the blazing Rood streaming with
blood, its foot on earth and its head in heaven, are done with the
same originality and force as the picture of the Hurricane in the
Riddles.

The Crist is in the Exefer Book. Several leaves of it are lost.
We owe to Dietrich the proof that the hymnic poems of the
sections from 8a to 324, which were held to be separate, are one
connected whole of three parts. The first part celebrates the
Nativity, and ends at line 438 ; the second part the Ascension,
and ends at line 865 ; the third part, the Day of Judgment, ends.
at line 1637, and the whole poem (if we accept Mr. Gollancz’s
transference of the last verses to Guthlac i) at line 1663. The
first part uses the Gospel of St. Matthew ; the second makes a
free use of Gregory’s homily on the Ascension; the third relics
on the Latin hymn De die judicii, to which Beda refers in his
treatise e Adfefris.  The tenth homily of Gregory is also used.
One can scarcely say these are sources; they are, even when
some of their passages are closely followed, rather assistances.’
The poem is truly original.

The first part is set in hymnic parts, in cantatas. The first is
mutilated, but slightly, and begins by a fortunate chance with the
word “cyninge,” “to the King.” It might almost serve as a title to
the poem, and the invocation which follows to Christ as the Wall-
stone, to preserve His Church, to pity His people and make them
worthy, introduces the miraculous conception. The second cele-
brates the place of Christ’s birth, and this is a piece of it :—

See! O sight of peace ! sacred Hierusalem!

Thou, of kingly thrones the choicest, citadel of Christ,
Native seat of seraphs, of the sooth-fast souls

That for ever sit, they alone, at rest in thee

In their splendours, singing joy.

Now the King of Heaven draws near to thee,  Heaven and
Earth are looking upon thee” At this moment Mary appears,
carrying the babe in her womb. The scene of this third hymn,
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of the Cross, the fourth into the rocky grave, the fifth when He
descended into hell, the sixth was the “Holy Onc's enraptured
-play when He stept up into His ancient home, to His house of
glittering lLight; and the angels were blithe with laughter upon
that holy tide.” The last portion of the Ascension contains that
personal passage in which Cynewulf signs his name, and suggests
his new subject, *“The Day of Doom.” He sketches, in a rapid
study, this third part—
Then shall all earth glories

Burn within the bale-fire.  Bright and swift

Rages on the ruddy flame, wrathfully it strides

Q'er the cut-spread earth.  Sunken are the plains,

Burst asunder the Durg steads ' See the Durnung on its way

Greeduest of guests, pinilessly gorges now

Al the ancient treasures, that of old the heroes held

“Q our need is great,” he cnes, “to bethink us of God's grace
before that terror comes,” and he closes with the seasuggested
passage which I have already translated.

At line 866, the third part of the poem, Z%e Day of Judsmen,
begins with the gathering of the angels and the faithful on Mount
Zion; and Cynewulf, as 1f suddenly simtten with a vision, breaks
into a noble description of the summoning angels —

‘Therewrth from the four, far-off corners of the world,
From the regions uttermost of the realm of earth,
All aglow the Angels, Llow wath one accord
Loudly thalling trumpets  Trembles Muddle garth 3
Eacth 1s quaking under men!  Right aguinst the going.
Of the stars they sound together, strong and glonously,
Sounding and tesounding from the south and north .
Orer all ereation, from the cast and from the west ,
Daims of doughty men from the dead arousng,
Al aghast from the griy mould, all the kin of men,

. To the dooming of the Lord.

A blaze of sun appenrs, and after the blaze the Son of God, with
His hosts, Decp creation thunders, the heavens are broken up,
sun and moon depart, and the stars * shower down from heaven, ..
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Masy. Why bemoanest thou?
Criest now, care weary? Never crime in thee
Have I ever found ; yet thou utterest words
As if thou thyself wert all thronged with'sin !

Joseph, on whom the tables are thus turned, replies at some
length, and this dramatic form of writing is not again resumed
save for a few lines at the opening of the second part. Two
other cantatas follow, celebrating the Virgin, Christ and the
Trinity, but all are linked to the main subject of the Incarnation,
and end with choric praise and prayer.

The second part 1s taken up with the Ascension; and an
episode relates the ascent of the Old Testament saints with
Christ after the harrowing of hell. This fine scene is laid in
mid-space. The angels in heaven come forth to meet and wel-
come the ascending saints ; and when Cynewulf sees this mighty
meeting in his vision, the warrior wakens in him, and the speech
the angelic leader makes to his host is such as a heathen chief
might make when he saw his lord return victorious. See,” it
begins, “the Holy Hero has bereaved Hell, taken back the
tribute. Lo, He returns after the war-playing, with this unnum-
bered folk set loose from prison. O ye gates, unclose, the King
has come to His city.” Then the whole story is retold ; and in
the midst, at line 591, there is a passage which needs to be noted,
because each limb of the alliterative verse is set in rhyme. Another
passage farther on, when he describes Christ’s descent with the
Spirit at Pentecost, repeats a favourite motive (there is a parallel
to .it in the Gifts of Alen)—the description of the various gifts
which men derive from God—wisdom, harp-playing, law-giving,
ftar-telling, writing, smithery, tracking, sailing ships, good fortunc
in war.

The x‘lext part of the Ascension is an allegorical exposition of
thc.z tc..\:t in the Canticles—* He came leaping on the mountains,
skipping on the hills.” Six leaps made Christ, and the first was
from heaven into the Virgin’s womb ; the second, when in the bin
He lay, of all majesties the Majesty. The third was the mounting
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the final locking of Hell, and a joyous description, like that in
the Fhanix, of the saints in the perfect land, conclude the peem.
1t is here, but preceded by the Planix and the second part of

St. Guthlac, that I place the third of the signed poems, the Zates of
the Apostles.  ‘The personal passage, containing the runes of his
name, sras discovered by Professor Napier at Vercell ¢Here,"
Cynewnlf says, “the wise in forethinking may find out, whosoever
joyeth him in songs, what maa it 15 that wrought this lay.” The
letters of his name follow, but not, as in the other poems, in order.
They begin with F, the last letter of his name, W, U,and L
follow ; then come C and Y ; but N has been obliterated in the
manuscript.  “ Wealth (Feoh) stands at an end, and Joy (Wyn)
shall fall away ; our (Ur) joy upon thiseasth  Then drop asunder
the fair trappings of the body, as Water (Lagu) glides away. Then
the bold warnor (Cene) and the afflicted wretch (Yfel) shall crave
for help, but destiny (Nyd) oserrules.™  Then he asks for prayer,
for he must “seek for strange dwellings and a strange land, strange
to all who hold not fast the Spint of God. But be His praise
great, and His might abide ever jouthful, over the universe.”
These do not seem to me to be the words of a young man, but
of one who is looking forward to death, to the strange land beyond.
Nor are they the words of a man overvhelmed with sin, as those
in the Juliana  They close with a stran of pruse and faith.
This is one reason why I place the poem not at the begining but
towards the close of Cynewulf's Chnstian poetry. The other
reason is the bold use of the old saga phrases, such phrases as are
constantly used in the Zlene  The work of the apostles (I have
already quoted the passage) 1s told as if 1t were 2 Viking expedt-

tion—*Great proof of valour gme these (Ethelmgs, far spread «
over earth was the might of the King’s thegns  Bold in war was
Andreas; not slow was James, nor a laggard on the journey.
Daring was the deed of Thomas 1n India, he bore the rush of
swords  Brave in battle, Simon and Thaddeus warred in the
Persian lands ; they were quick m the sheld-play.” Wilker, as 1

* These three last are Mr Gollancz's restoration.
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through the roaring air, lashed by all the winds.”  And then, in
words which recall the third RiddZ, he describes the ocean of
fire which devours the world, impersonating, as his way was of old,
conflagration :—

" So the greedy Ghost shall gang searchingly through earth,
And the Flame, the Ravager, with its fire-terror,
Shall the high uptimbered houses hurl upon the plain.
Lo, the Fire-blast, flaming far, fierce and hungry like a sword,
Whelms the world withal ! And the walls of burghs
In immediate ruin fall.  Melt the mountains now,
Melt the cliffs precipitous, that of old against the sea,
Tixed against the floods, firm and steadfast standing,
Kept the earth apart ; bulwarks ’gainst the ocean billow,
And the winding water. Then on every wight
Fastens now the flame of death !  On the fowls and beasts,
TFire-swart, a raging warrior, rushes Conflagration,
All the earth along.

And the dead rise, “and in them, as through a glass, are seen the
figure of their works, the memory of their words, and the thoughts
of their heart.” This motive, with that of the terror and the fire,
is wearisomely repeated, till at line 1081 the theme of the Holy
Rood is wrought out. It is a piece of true imagination. The
cross is pictured, standing with its root on Zion’s hill and rising
till its top strikes Heaven. By its light all things are seen and
the vast multitude look upon it. It shines instead of the ruined
sun; all shade is banished by its brilliancy. From head to foot
it is red, wet with the blood of the King of Heaven. It brings
brightness to the souls of the good, torment to the evil. A
description of the agony of all creation at the crucifixion follows,
and Cynewulf works up this thought, which belongs also to the
Balder story, with his curious minuteness concerning nature-
changes. The rest of the poem, with the exception of a remark-
able speech of Christ concerning His death, who emphasises His
words, like a Roman Catholic preacher, by turning to the Rood’
and pointing to the image of Himself upon it, is an enlargement of
the xxvth chapter of St. Matthew’s gospel.  Homiletic exhortation,



xr THE SIGNED POLMS OF CYNEWULD Lird

representation ender the runic letters of his pame. *Thus 1,°
0 ke begins like 2 careful antist, “old and ready for de2th in my
frail tabernacle,”

Craft of words have woves, wordroexy Ezve cnlied tiem o2,

O'er azd o'er my art Bave tRouzht, ansjons'y bave o fod
Night by pighs my thinking—

=n he recalls the days of his conversion—"1 was stafned with
sins, tortured with sorrows, till the Losd was my Lizhtbearer, and
for my solace, now I am old, measured to me a gy that does rot
make ashamed. Arnd straighiway my sirging<raft retzmed to
me, and I wsed it with all my heart” This is followed by the
closest piece of biography tn his poems, though it is somewhat
obscured by the runss of his namme havng exch the valze of the
words by which the runes are called and by some of them, as
C, Y and U, also meaning himself .—

Besten by care-tallows, €1 begaa to fa,

Thoogh ke 1 (he mead-Eall took of many (resscres

Of th= appled goll  § was wailicg sorely,

N was Bis companion then ; harowing was 15 gnief,
Twas 8 rene that cramped bim, when before b £
Paced alo-g the ule-parks, promly raced aloog

Pracks wirh woven trappicgs. H was weskeed soon !
Aller pears, my pleassres axd @7 yozuh ali passed awsy,
Animy accient prde. L was 13 tae tmes of old
Allone gleam of youth ' Now tre gone-vy days,

Far away, fo fadieg came, when *Ec fized bour rose
A2d del. gkt of hvaog passcd, 25 when £ doth glle away,
Flood that friows £ood £ for every <ozl

Is but lent below the Lft, and the lizd s ad>ramers

t C=Cymewnlf 23 Cenr, the keem warnior
yoewslf as 372/, the * wreeched ca

7, o=t—that is, ** I Cynem?t ™
Lzpw, water.
== Frot, wealth.

¥
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Vanisch all the welkin under, to the wind most like, )
When, before the eyes of men, roaring, it upsteps the sky,
Hunts the clouds along, hurries, raging onward, '
Till all suddenly again silent it becomes,

In its clampdd chambers closely prisoned now,

Pinned with mighty pressure down.

So Cynewulf—with these allusions to the myth in Vergil and to the
northern myth of Woden’s wild hunt in the sky—strikes his melan-
choly note. It is natural, for he is old ; but he does not support
it to the end. He closes his poem with a picture of the righteous,
victorious in beauty.

The battle with the Huns has been already mentioned.
But here is the voyage, full, like the battle, with the Viking
passion, quite unlike the sea-note in the other Anglo-Saxon poems
of the Christian peetry. One would think that Cynewulf had
been reading the Beowulf.

Quickly then began all the crowd of Earls
For the sca themselves to ready.  Then the stallions of the flood
Stood alert for going, on the Ocean-strand,
Hawsered steeds of sea, in the Sound at anchor.
Many a warrior proud, there at Wendelsea !
Stood upon the shore. Over the sea-marges,
One troop after other, hourly urged they on.
So they stored up there—with the sarks of battle,
With the shields and spears, with mail-shirted fighters,
WVith the warriors and the women—the wave-riding horses,
Then they let, o'er Fifel's wave, foaming, stride along
Their sea-rushers, steep of stem.  Oft withstood the bulwark,
O’er the surging of the sea, swinging strokes of waves ;
- Humming hurried on the sea ! Never heard T now or since,
Or of old, that any lady led a fairer power
O’er the street of sca, on the stream of ocean !
There a man might watch—(who should mark the fleet
Dreak along the bath-way)—rush the Billow’s-wood,
Play the Flood-horsz on, plunge the Floater of the wave

Undemeath the swelling sails.  Blithe the sea-dogs were,

1 The Mediterranecan.
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Courage in thewr heart ! Glad the Queen was of her journey,
‘When at last to hithe, o’er the ocean-lake fast-rooted,

They bad sailed theie ships, set with ings on prows,

To the land of Greece. Then they let the keels

Stand upon the sea-marge, driven on the sandy shore,
Ancient houses of the wave,

Herethe herowe terms are infull use.  They enliven and strengthen

—'E}-ﬁa;{xlf’é verse, and seem to inspire the work of his old age
with youth. Tt is curious how tame he 1s when he does not stray
from his text, or whenever he has no opportumty for hymns of
praise.  He is always far better 1n invention than in imitation, or
as a lyric than as a narrative poet  In this poem also the metrical
maovement is more steady than in the rest of s work.  He rarely
uses any other than the short epic line into which English poetry
now drifted more and more. Rhyme and assonance are also not
uncommon These things point to a tume when the poets had
consciously adopted rules in their art, when metrical freedom
was strictly limited. Had English poetry lasted, it might have
become as rigidly scientific as the Icelandic,



CHAPTER XII
POEMS ATTRIBUTED TO CYNEWULF OR HIS SCHOOL

TiE most important of these poems are the Phanix, the second
part of the St Guthlac, the Harrowing of Hell, the Aundreas,
and the Drcam of the Rood. They have all been attributed to
Cynewulf, but with regard to the two last there has been much
differcnce of opinion, and present criticism tends to remove them
from his hand.

The Phanixis in the Exefer Book, and runs to 677 lines.  1Its
source is a Latin poem by Lactantits. Cynewulf, to whom almost
all the critics attribute the poem, leaves his original at verse 380,
and then composes the story he has told into an allegory of the
Resurrection.  He uses, in this second part, the writings of
Ambrose and Beda. He greatly expands, but sometimes shortens,
the original Latin of the first part. His expansions.are mostly
when he is describing natural scenery or breaking into praise.
The ending is somewhat fantastic in form—eleven lines, the first
half of each in Anglo-Saxon, the Iatter half in Latin. The Latin
is alliterated with the Anglo-Saxon.

The first canto describes the Paradise—which is rehted
to the Celtic land of eternal youth—in which the Phoenix dwells,
and I have already translated a part of this famous picce. The
second describes the enchanting life the Bird lives from morn
to evening in that deathless Jand of joy. A translation of them
will best express the carcful imagination of Cynewulf, and his
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delight in the deings of the sun and in the waters of the earth
and sea.

ITe shall of the Sun see and watch the voyrming 3

And shall come nght on *gainst the candle of the Lord,
*Gamnst the gladdensng gem 1 He shall gaze wath eagemess
When upriceth clear that most Cthelng of stars,

O'er the Ocean wave, from the Fast a gltter,

Gleaming with s glorics, God the Father’s work of ol ;
Beacon bnght of God t—DBlind the stars shall be,
\Wandered under waters to the western realms,

All bedimmed at dawn, when the dark of mght,

\Wan, away has gone,  Then, o'er waves, the Bird,

Furm and feather-proud, o'er the flowing ocean stream,
Under Lkt and aver Lake, looketh cager-hearted

When up-cometh fair, from the East a-gliding

O'er the spacions sea, the upshimag of the Sun

The next lines repeat the same motive in other words, and as
this is_one of the characteristics of Anglo-Saxon poetry, and as
Cynewulf manages it with excellent skill, I translate them
here. ‘They were used to heighten the impression, and when
they were sung were perhaps set to different music or to the
same in a different key

So the fair-born fowl at the fountam head,

At the well streams wonneth, in a Winsomeness unfaling ¥
‘There a twelve of times, he the joy-trumphant one

In the bumn doth bathe tum, ere the beacon cometh,
Candle of the /Ether ; and, as often, he

Of those sofily-joyous springings of the Wells

Tastes at every bath—tillow-cold they are '

Then he soats on Igh, when his s unming play 15 doze,
With uplifted heart on a lofty tree—

Whence across the Eastern paths, with an ease the graavess,
Hemay watch the Sun’s outwendiog, when that Welkin-taper
Q'et the battle of the billows brlliantly 15 bhickerag,
Flaming ight of hght1 Al the and 15 fur adormed 3
Lovely grows the world when the gem of glory,

O'es the going of great Ocean, ghitters on the gronrd,

Over all the middle carth—mightiest thus of stars !



182 POEMS ATTRIBUTED TO , CHAP.

This is the repetition, and very well done it is. Then Cynewulf
describes the Pheenix’s life till evening falls, and its wondrous
song. oo

Soon as cre the Sun, o’er the salt sea-streamings,
Towers up on high, then the gray and golden fowl
Flieth forth, fair shining, from the forest tree;
Fareth, snell of feathers, in its flight along the lift;
Sounds, and sings his way {ever) sunwards on.

Then as beautiful becomes all the bearing of the bird ;
Borne his breast is upwards in a blissfulness of joy !
In his song-craft he makes changes, in his clear re-voicing,
Tar more wonderfully now than did ever bairn of man
ear, the Heavens below, since the High-exalted King,
He the Worker of all glory, did the world establish,
Earth, and eke the Heaven.

The up-ringing of his voice
Than all other song-crafts sweeter is and lovelier ;
Far away more winsome than whatever winding Iay.
Not alike to that clear sound may the clarion be,
Nor the horn nor harp-clang, nor the heroes’ singing—
Not to one of them on earth—nor the organ tone,
Nor the singing of the sackbut, nor sweet feathers of the swan;
None of all the other joys that the Eternal shaped
For the mirthfulness of men in this mournful world.
So he sings and softly sounds, sweetly blest in joy,
Till within the southern sky doth the Sun become
Sunken to its setting.  Silent then is he.
Listening now he lends his ear, then uplifts his head,
Courage-thrilled, and wise in thought ! Thrice he shaketh then
Feathers whet for flight—so the fowl is still.

Thus lives the Pheenix for a thousand years and then flies far to
the Syrian land, where on a high tree he makes his death-nest
of odorous leaves; and when at summer time the sun is
brightest, the nest is heated, and the fury of fire devours bird and
nest.  But the ashes, balled together, grow into dn apple, and in
the apple a wondrous worm waxes till it becomes an eagle, and
then a Pheenix as before.  Only honey-dew he eats that falls at
midnight, and when he has gathered all the relics of his old body
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days, or that he made usc of an old poem on 7. Guthlac written
by some other person.

A few pleasing lines of description illuminate the first part,
but otherwise it is a hampered and barren piece of work. It
rests chiefly on traditions of the Saint.  The second part, often
differing from the first with regard to the same events, follows
closely the Zife of Guthlac by Telix, written in Latin prose for
an East Anglian king between the years 747 and 749. The first
part avoids the poetic terms commonly used by heathen poets.
In the second, composed when Cynewulf’s soul was at peace in
forgiveness, be freely uses the old saga expressions.

The death of St. Guthlac is its subject—the last ﬁtrht of a
Christian hero with death and Satan. This is told in_almost-as

heroic a manner as Beowulf's fight “1th the . dragon; . and
Guthlac’s death-praise is sung—not as Beowulf’s by his comrades
but in as heroic a strain—by the angels who receive him with
high pomp of music and lays into the ¢ heredxtary seat of the
saints.”

The scenery,-which does not disdain the naturc- m)ths, is
carcfully painted. The sun plays his part in the contest.  Night
darkens with her shadowy helm the battleficld; night after
night strides like a phantom across the sky. Guthlac stands
alone on his hill, as if on Holmgang, and Satan rushes on him
with many troops, “smiths of sin, roaring and raging ”; but his
soul, full of joy, was ready, and the fiend is put to flight. Then
death enters the lists, “that warrior greedy of corpses, the
stealthy bowman who draws near in the shadow with thievish
steps.” “How is thine heart, my lord and father,” asks his
disciple ; “Shelter of friends, art thou sore oppressed ?”  “ Death
is at hand,” Guthlac answers, *the warrior never weary in the
fight.” Then, “hot and close to Guthlac’s heart, the whirring
arrow-storm, with showers of war, drove into his body.”

But before he dies, he tells his disciple the secret of his con-
verse with an angel who visits him “between the rushing of the
dawn and the darkening of the night” My soul, he cries, is
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He gives his message, and the poem, written at the zenith of
Cynewulf's power, breaks off suddenly, unfinished. .
Tt is probable that the fragment of a Descent info Hell was
written about this time, that is, after A.D. 750. Almost cvery
critic gives it to Cynewulf. It has the manner of the first part of
the Crist, the same trick of dialogue, the same choric outbursts of
exalted praise. There is a passage in which the poet apostro-
phises Gabriel, Mary, Jerusalem and Jordan which almost parallels
a passage in the Crisf, but is better done. TFor the poem was
probably written after the Cr/sz. There are traces in it of the
use of the pseudo-gospel of Nicodemus, but there are no traces
of that gospel in the Cris. Moreover, the use of the terms
of heroic saga, begun in the G/klac, is here more fully developed
The women who £o to the tomb, the disciples, the patriarchs,
even the soldiers, are Aithelings. Jesus is the victory-child of
God, his death a ngs death, his burial the burial of a hero-king.
John the Baptist is the greatest of his thegns w ho welcomes Christ
to the doors of Hades, as an English chieftain would welcome his
victorious lord. Here is a passage :—
At the dawning of the day down a troop of angels came,
And the singing joy of hosts was round the Saviour’s burg ;
Open was the earth-house, and the Atheling’s corse
Took the spirit of life.  Shivered all the earth,
High rejoiced Hell’s burghers, for the Hero had awakened,
Full of courage, from the clay. Conquest-sure, and wisc,

Rose on high his majesty ! Then the Hero, John,
Spoke exulting,

This is the full saga note. It is even fuller when Christ
breaks down the gates :—

On his war-path hastened then the Prince of men,

Then the Helm of Heaven willed the walls of hell

To break down and bow to ruin, and the Burg unclothe
Of its sturdy starkness—Ie, the strongest of all kings !
No helm-bearing heroes he would have for battie then ;
None of warriors wearing byrnies did he wish to bring

To the doors of hell ! Down before him fell the bars,
Down the hinges dashed, inwards drove the king his way !
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All the cxiles throng to sce him, but of the great decds when
the “doors of hel), garmented so long in darkness, gleamed in
the glory of the king,” John, the great thegn, saw the most.  His
long speech of welcome breaks off in the midst, and this heroic
fragment closes.

If we allow that Cynewulf wrote the Andreas? this is the
place, before the Elene, in which to place it. It 1s much younger
in sentiment, in movement, in fancy than the Zkne. The
heroic strain in it is as full as 1n the Descent info HelZ, and fuller
than in the Zlese, or rather, it 15 used 1n 2 ruder way. DBut the
attributien of it to Cynewulf is doubtful. Fntzsche, who started
ths doubt, gives it to an imutator of Cynewulf, and Wulker agrees
with him, though he allows that in the use of words and in the
speech of it, as well as i the whole fashion of its representation,
there is certainly a great deal which puts one i mind of Cynewulf

The poem does not possess the personal sentiment so_char:
agtenstic of Cynewnlf, nor hus habit of accumulating repettions
of the same thought, nor his slow-moving manner broken by
swift_and rapturous outbursts of song. On the contrary, it 1s
full of changing incidents, 1ts movement 15 swift, 11s pictures are
imaginative, and there are few repetitions.  Nevertheless, there
are many phrases which put us 11 mind of Cyncwulf, but then
there are many which recall Beownif Had Cynewulf read
Deoronlf about this time, he might have been drawn into the
manner of the Andreas  On the whole 1t 15 no wonder that 1t is
attributed to an smitator of Cynewulf, though 1t 1s not easy to
conceive of an imitator who 1s as good a poet as his onginal,
who resembles his orginal at so many different pomnts—mn_his
heroic strain, m the curious badness of s rude humour, in his

! “Who wrote the Amdreas” tas been devated over and cver agan.
Ten Drink mies 1t to Cynewalf, so does Zupiza.  Many others agree with
this view, Trofessor Napier emphatically disagrees with them, Sievers,
abo, holds that Amireas cannot possibly be by Cynewnlf, and regards this as
one of the few centainties of cnucsm in Old Englsh,  Tach person seems
sery sure of bis own opimion.  Dut it 15 plam that the only sure thing 1s that
there 1 no centainty at all in the matter
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knowledge of a stormy sea and coast. The writer was evidently
one who had sailed the seas. It is all these resemblances, com-
bined with the great excellence of the 4ndreas, that makes the diff-
culty of the imitation theory. In fact,in their anxiety to givenothing
to Cynewulf which he has not signed, the critics have pushed their
imitation theory too far. It is very difficult to believe that .
three poets, each of them of a capacity and imagination able to
write the Phanix, the Andreas, and the Dream of the Cross, should
have lived at so carly a period in the same century, and been
companions of a fourth like Cynewulf. Heaven is not usually so
gracious, It is possible, as we know from Elizabeth’s time.and
our own, but it is very improbable in the ecighth and ninth
centuries. The new theory of Mr. Gollancz of the ZFules of the
Apostles, as the epilogue to the Andreas, would settle these diffi-
culties, and allot the Andreas to Cynewulf. “The /JFufes of the
Apostles,” he says, “consists of little more than a hundred lines;
it is certainly no meritorious piece of work, and it seems strange
that a poet should have been so anxious to attest his authorship
thercof by a long runic passage. In the MS. the poem immedi-
ately follows the legend of Andreas, and 1 am more and more
inclined to regard it as a mere epilogue to this more ambitious
epic, standing in the same relation to it that the tenth passus of
ZLilene does to the whole poem. Its relationship is perhaps even
closer, for whereas the ninth passus of Elene ends with ¢finit,’
there is no such ending in the case of Audreas. At the present
moment I sec nothing that militates against this view of the
Cynewulfian authorship of the Andreas, and further investigation
will enable us, 1 think, to claim that Cynewulf inserted his name
in his four most important works-~the epics on Christ, Klene,
Juliana, and Andreas.””  This is a happy suggestion, and we will
wish it to be proved true. It adds to the Andreas that personal -
cry the want of which makes us doubt that Cynewulf was its
author. It frees us from the difficulty of putting a poem S0 poor
as the fates of the Apostles into CynewnlFs best period, for it is
then not a separate poem, but a mere cpilogue which we may
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conccive to have been written carelessly. At any rate its heroic
manner is quite in accordance with the Andreas. Amid all these
flicting opinions, it is comfortable to be able to turn to some-
thing which is certain—to the poem itself. There is very little
worth our interest in the question—Who wrote the poem? Itis
of the greatest interest to us to be able to feel the poem itself.

The Andreas is in the Vercelli Book along with the Llene,
and runs to 1724 lnes. The source of the legend is the Adis of
Andrew and Matthew, a Greek MS discovered in the Royal
Library at Paris. There was no doubt 2 Latin translation of
them from which Cynewu!f worked. The poet used his original
with freedom, and the note of the Andreas is fully English—
more English than any other Cynewulfizn poem. Andrew,
Matthew, Christ, the angels, are all English heroes and English
sailors, and the scenery 1s also English?

The poem divides into two parts The first has an intro-
duction which descnbes the setzure and imprsonment of
Matthew by the cannibal Mermedomans (&Ethioptans) This is
followed by the vision of Chnst to Andrew and his voyage over
the sea to deliver Matthew. The sccond part, which may be
called the Glory of Andrew, 15 introduced by another vision of
Christ to Andrew, now landed on the Mermedonsan coast, This
is followed by the delnery of St Matthew, the mastyrdom of
Andrew, and the final triumph of the saint in the conversion of
the Mermedonians,

The important part of the poem, from the pont of view_of _
literature, is the sea-voyage of 5t Andrew, and 1t 1sso remarkable
that I give 2 full accountof it “When the night-helm had ghded

¥ 4t Lo, from days of old,” the poem begins 1n full Enghsh heathenism
tamsferred to Christisity, “ we have heard of twelve beroes, famous under
the stars, thegns of the Lord ! The glory of their warfate failed not when
the helms ciashed m fight, Far-famed folk-leaders were they, bold on the
war-path, when shield ard hand guarded the helm wpon the battle-field.”
This prefice, speahing of the Twelve, i3 a sort of prologue which makes 1t
sull more prolabls that the Zaves of the Agortles is an epilogue to the Andreas
Txend is then hioted to jiy Lezinning,
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away, behind it came the light, the trumpet-sound of the dawn.”
But in the night the Lord appeared to Andrew in a dream, while
he dwelt in Achaia, and bade him go to Mermedonia to deliver
his brother.

“IHow can I, Lord, make my voyage so quickly over the
paths of the deep. One of thine angels from the high Heaven
might more easily do this. He knows the going of the seas, the
salt streams, and the road of the swan ; the onset of the billows,
and the Water-Terror, but not I. The Earls of Elsewhere are
unknown to me, and the highways over the cold water.”

“¢Alas, Andrew!’ answered the Lord, ‘that thou should’st
be so slow of heart to fare upon this path, Nathless, thou.must
go where the onset of war, through the heathen battle-roar and
the war-craft of heroes, is boded for thee. At carly dawn, at the
marge of the sea, thou shalt step on a keel, and across the cold
water break over the bathway.” No skulker in battle was Andrey,
but hard and high-hearted and cager for war. Wherefore at
opening day he went over the sand-links and to the sea-stead,
his thegns with him, trampling over the shingle. The ocean
thundered, the billows beat the shore, the resplendent_morning
came, brightest of beacons, hastening over the deep sea, holy, out
of darkness, Heaven’s candle shone upon the floods of sea.”

This is all in the_heroic manner, and more so than in any
other Anglo-Saxon poem. Moreover, it is filled with the sea-air
and the morning breaking on the deep. The very verse has the
dash and salt of the waves in it, and the scenery is more like
2 Northumbrian than an East Anglian or a Wessex shore.
The sand-duncs, the shingle, the thunder of ocean, rescmble
Bamborough so closely that I have often thought that the writer
of the poem may have lived at Holy Island.

Then, as Andrew stood on the beach, he was aware of three
shipmasters sitting in a sea-boat, as they had just come over
the sea, and these were Almighty God, with His angels twain,
“clothed like ship-farers, when, on the breast of the flood, they
dance with their keels, far off upon the water cold.”
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“\Whence come ye,” said Andrew, “sading in keels, sea-
crafty men, in your waterrusher, Jonely floaters o’er the wave?
Whenee has the ocean stream brought you over the tumbling of
the billows?”

“We from Mermedonia are,” rephied Almighty Ged. “Our
high-stemmed boat, our snell sea-horse, enwreathed with speed,
bore us with the tide along the way of the whale, until we sought
this people’s land ; much grieved by the sea, so sorely were we
driven of the wind.”!

“Bring me there,” said Andrew; “little gold can I give, but
God will grant you meed.”—* Strangers go not there,” answered
the Lord, standing in the ship; “dost thou wish to lose thy
Ife?”~* Desire impels me,” said Andrew, and he 15 answered
from the bow of the boat by God, who 15, hike a salor of to-day,
“sitting on the bulwark above the mcoming whirl of the wave,”
and the extreme naiveté of the demand for payment, and the
bargaining on the part of God, belong to the freshness of the
morning of poetry ; while the whole conversation is a clear picture
of the manners and talk of travellers and seamen. We stand
among the merchant carriers of the eighth century in England.

“Gladly and freely,” the shipman says, “we will ferry thee
over the fishes’ bath when you have first pard your journey’s fare,
the scats appointed, as the ship-wards wll desire of you”
Then answered Andrew, sore n need of friends. I have no

! I give here a small piece of the ongmal, translated by Prof. A. S.
Cook, to show how the Enghsh wnter has worked up the poem with
English manners, sea-terms, and natural description,

““Then Andrew arose early and went to the sea with hus disciples, and
when he had gone down to the sea shore, he saw a little boat, and 1 the
boat thres men sitting.  For the Lord had prepared a ship by s power,
and He Himself was as a steersman 10 the ship ; and He Lrovght two angels,
whom He made ta scem as men, and they were seated in the ship  Andrew,
therefore, when he saw them rejorced with very great joy, and coming to them
said, *Whitker go ye, brethren, with this httle ship?®  And the Lord
answered, f We are joumneytog 1nto the conntry of the man-eaters.” ”

That is enongh for comparison with the text above (sec Cooks Frrst Baok
w Old English).



192 TOEMS ATTRIBUTED TO T cnar

beaten gold, nor treasure, nor fands, nor rings,‘ to whet hereto
your will’—“How then,” said the King, “would’st thou seck
the sea-hills and the margin of the deep, over the chilly cliffs,
to find a ship? Thou hast nothing for. comfort on the strest of
sca; hard is his way of life and work who long makes trial of the -
paths of sea.” :

Andrew tells him he is God’s thegn, and on His mission. Ah,
answers God the Sailor, if 3t be so, T will take you. And they
embark, but the whale-mere is soon mightily disturbed by a-
gale :— :

The sword-fish played
Through ocean gliding, and the gray gull whecled
Greedy of prey; dark grew the Weather-torch ;
The winds waxed great, together crashed the waves,
The stream of ocean stirred, and drenched with spray
The cordage groaned ; then Water-Terror rose
With all the might of armies from the decp.?

And Andrew’s thegns were afraid, but as in Beownif; as in
the Fight at Afaldon, they will not leave their lord.  “Whither
can we go then?” they say; “in every land we should be shamed
before the folk, when those known for courage sit to choose who
best of them has stood by his lord in war, when hand and shield
upon the vattle plain, bowed down by grinding swords, bear
sharp straits in the play of foes.” And Andrew cheers them by
telling them of the storm that was calmed by Christ :— ’

So happened it of yore when we in ship
Steered for the sea-fords o’er the foaming bar,
Riding the waves ; and the dread water-roads
Scemed full of danger, while the occan-streams
Beat on the bubwarks 3 and the seas cried out,
Answering each other ; and at whiles uprose
Grim Terror from the foaming breast of sea,
Over aur wave-ship, into its deep lap.

' 1 translate these passages fram the «ndreas into blank veise, in a different

manner from the other passages in this book. Naturally, they arc not, fike
the others, literal, A certain freedom is used in them.
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« « . Andthen the crond
*Gan wil within the keel, and lo, the King,
“The Glory giser of the angels, rose
And stlled the biltows and the weltenng waves,
Rebuked the winds!  Then sank the seas, and smooth
The might of waters lay.  Our soul Jaughed out,
‘When we had scen beneath the welln's path
The winds and waves and water-dread become
Fearful themselves for fer of God the Lord
Whetefore 1 very sooth I tell you now
The living God will never leave uahelped
An earl on earth »f courage farl hum not.

‘The thegns sleep, but Andrew and the steersman renew their
talk, A better seafarer,” Andrew says, “1 neser met, Teach
me the art whereby thou steerest the swimmng of this_horse of
th_q__sg, this wave-floater, formed over by ocean, It was my hap
to have been time after ime on a sea-boat, sixteen times, push-
ing the deep, the streamings of Eagor, while froze my hands, and
once more is this tme—yet never have 1 seen a hero who like
thee could steer o'er the stern The sea-welter hngers on our
sides, the foaming wave strikes the bulwark, the bark 1s at full
speed. Foam-throated 1t fares, most hike 1o a bird 1t ghdes o’er
the ocean,  More skiful art in any manner I've never seen. It
is as if the ship were standing stil on a landstead where nor
storm nor wind could move it, nor the waterfloods shatter its
foaming prow; but over seas 1t sweeps along, swift under sail.
Yet thou art young, O refuge of warrtors, not 11 winters old, and
hast the answer of a sea-playing earl, and a wise wit as well.”

#Qft it befalleth,” answers Almighty God, “that we on
ocean’s path break over the bath-way with our ocean-stallions ;
and whiles 1t happencth wretchedly to us on the sea, but God's
will'is more than the flood’s rage, and 1t 15 plan thou art hus
man, for the deep sea strughtway knew, and ocean’s round, tha!
thou hadst grace of the Holy Ghost. The surging waves went
back ; a fear stilled the decp-bosomed wave ™

Andrew, hearing this, broke into a song of prasse, and this

[
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part of the poem closes; for now Christ changes the subject,
and asks Andrew to tell him of his master Jesus, that is, of Him--
self—a pleasant motive. They bave a long conversation until
sleep overtakes Andrew. He wakens on shore in the morning,
and sees a landscape which I have also thought might have been
drawn direct from Bamborough :—

Until the Lord had bid in brightness shine

Day’s candle, and the shadows swooned away,

Wan under clouds ; then came the Torch of air,
And Heaven’s clear radiance blickered o’er the halls.
Then woke the hard in war, and saw wide plains
Before the burg gates, and precipitous hills,

And, round the gray rocks and the ledges steep,
Tile-glittering houses, towers standing high,

And wind-swept walls.

Then Andrew awakened his comrades. “Twas Christ the
Aitheling,” he says, “that led us across the reaim of the oar.”"—
“We, too,” they answer, “have had our adventure”; and this
poet, who has a special turn for various incident, develops for
them the dream in which they are brought into the heavenly
Paradise :—

Us weary with the sea sleep overtook !

Then came great earns above the yeasty waves,
Swift in their fight and prideful of their plumes ;
Who from us sleeping took away our souls,

And bore them blithely through the lift in flight,
With joyful clamour.  Bright and gentle they
Caressed our souls with kindness, and they dwelt
In glory where eternal song was sweet,

And wheeled the firmament.

And there they saw the thegns of God, the patriarchs and
martyrs and prophets, and the apostles and archangels praising
the Lord. And Andrew gives thanks to Christ, who now in
form of a young Aitheling draws near, “Hail to thee, Andrew,”
he cries, “the grim snare-smiths shall not overwhelm thy soul.”

111 - 3
How could I not know thee on the journey?” Andrew
answers,  “That was a sin.” '
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Then was the Holy One, the stark-souled Earl,
Beset with wisdom’s thoughts the whole night long,
Under the dungeon gloom.
Snow bound the earth
With whirling flakes of winter, and the storms
1Vith hard hail-showers grew chill, and Frost and Rime—~
Gray gangers of the heath 2—locked closely up
The homes of heroes and the peoples’ seats !
Frozen the lands ; and by keen icicles
The water’s might was shrunken on the streams
Of every river, and the ice bridged o'er
The glittering Road of the Sea.

The next day’s martyrdom follows, till ““the sun, gliding to his
tent, went under a headland of clouds, and Night, wan and brown,
drewdown her helm over the earth and veiled the steep mountains.”

A wild scene takes place in the prison when the Devil, with
seven shield-companions, attacks and is repulsed by Andrew, and
another day of torment closes with the vision of Christ, who tells
him he shall no longer suffer; and he looks on the track where
his blood has gushed forth, and it is sown with blowing bowers
laden with blossoms. On the plain where he has been left for
dead are two upright stones, which are the two tables of the Law,
and at Andrew’s word they send forth a mighty, weltering torrent,
and air and earth and fire join in the overwhelming. The yellow
waters swell, the wind roars, fire-flakes fall on the town, the carth
trembles, and a great angel withstands the warriors. All the
wicked ones are swallowed by a cleft in the hills, and the rest,
repenting, cry—*‘Hear Andrew, he is the messenger of the true
God.” He baptizes them, builds a Church, appoints Plato as
Bishop, and the poem closes with the description of his departure,
such as the poet may have written when he read in Bxda how

" Ceolfrid went away from the shores of Tyne,

Then by the nesses of the sea they brought
The eager warrior to his wave-wood home,

! Or (another reading), war-steppers =hild-stapan. 1~ . ly given
this passage in another connection and in a literal translatic™™ @ © - -
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A5z 25 ey eomld ses st Exhels
s selv gy, oo e tmling wams
gave gloey io e glonoms Lerd,
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With 2t Eosseree

Ti'e Drearm (/lﬁz Reod1s in the Tzreelii Bk, Therels
n concerning its authorship. A L:-wr::*.ctc‘

allst it to Cynewulf, but they lessen the weizh: ¢
by giving other poems to Cynewe! kave o
of the artist.  Ten Brink and Zupciza both m2int
Wulier the authorship of Cyrewull No zmerucn an be x*ad/'
at present on the subject It 15 a rmanter of proteld
1 not only thisk 5t protablc toat Cynewulf wrue i, but |
bulieve it to be his last poem, hus farerell to ecth It seems
indeced to be the dirge, as i1 werq, of 2 Nontbembmizn poctry,
But I do not beligse that the of prem w3 oniginal,
but worked up by Cynewulf from tha: Izy of the Rood,

¥

2 portion of which we find i the rincien s o L. Ruthwell
Cross.  That poem was wristen n the ‘o ” used by
the Cedmonian school, and I & Dﬂam of

the Reod this long line occurs, 12 bel t e as atered from the
original 1ay. The portions by Cynewt!f wrr in the short
epic line, his use of which 15 almost = o the Llene

What he dud, then, was proixal) 7 v« dream of
the Cross in his early hf whith comserted bim 22 d to which be
refers in the Elere, e wished 19 ron. tedure be did
But he found a poem already exasunz nown, which in
his tume was attributed by some to Carlznon, zod which desabed
the ascent of Christ upon the Cross. i decsh znd bural He
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Then the Hero young, armed himself for war,—and Almighty God he was
Strong and staid of mood stepped he on the gallows high,

Brave of soul in sight of many, for he would set free mankind.

Then I shivered there—when the Champion clipped me round ;

But I dared not, then, cringe me to the carth.

A Rood was I upreared, rich was the King I lifted up; Lord of all
the heavens was he, therefore I dared not fall. With 'dark nails
they pierced me through and through; on me the dagger-strokes
are seen ; wounds are they of wickedness. Vet I dared not do
them scathe; they reviled us both together. Drenched with
blood was I, drenched from head to foot—Dblood poured from the
Hero’s side when he had given up the ghost. A host of
wrathful weirds T bore upon that mount. I saw the Lord of
peoples serve a cruel service; thick darkness had enwrapt in
clouds the corse of the King. Shadow, wan under the welkin,
pressed down the clear shining of the sun. All creation wept,
mourned the fall of the King: Christ was on the Rood. 1 be-
held it all, I, crushed with sotrow. . . . Then they took Almighty
God: from that sore pain they lifted him; but the warriors

left me there streaming with blood; all wounded with shafts
was I:—

So they laid him down, limb-wearied ; stood beside the head of his lifeless
corsc.

Then they looked upon him, him the Lord of Heaven, and he rested there,
for a little time.

Sorcly weary he, when the mickle strife was done ! Then before his Banes,
in the sight of them,

Did the men begin, here to make a grave for him.  And they carved it there
of a glittering stone,

Laid him low therein, him the Lord of victory. Over him the poor folk
sang a lay of sorrow
On that eventide !

And there he rested with a little company.” Here the old work
ends, and Cynewulf, touching in what he had learnt from the
Legend of Helena and the Cross, is told by the Rood to tell his
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dream to men, to warn them of judgment to come, and to bear,
if they would be safe, the Cross in their hearts.

Now the Rood ceases to speak, and Cynewulls personal
conclusion follows. Its first lines are retrospective. They tell
how he felt in early manhood, immediately after the dream
which was the cause of his conversion. He felt *“blthe of
mood,” because he was forgiven, “passionate in prayer, eager
for death "—a common mixture of feelings in the hearts of men
in the first hours of their new Ife with God.  “ Then, pleased in
my heart, I prayed to the Tree with great eagerness, there, where
I was, with a small company, and my spint was passionate for
departure.”  But he did not die, forced to out-live many sorrows
~—*TFar too much I endured in long and weary days” Then he
turns from the past to the present—* Now I have hope of hfe to
come, since I have a will towards the Tree of Victory. There is
my refuge.” Then he remembers all the fnends who have gone
before him, and sings his death-song, waiting in joy and hope to
meet those he Joved at the evening meal in Heaven. “ Few are
left me now,” he says, of the men n power I knew” — °

Few of friends on carth ; they hase fared from hence,
Far away from wotldly joys, wended to the Lord of Glor ¢
Now in Heaven they live, near to thesr High Father,
In their boghtness now abiding ' But I bide me here,
Liviog on from day to day, tll my Lord Flis Rood,
Which I erst had loched upon, long ago on earth,
From this feeting hife of ours fetch my soul anay—
And thall bring we there, where the bhiss 1s mickle,
Happiness sn Heaven '  There the High God's folk
At the evening meal are sct, there is everlasting joy !
At last, with a happy reversion to that earlier theme he loved—
the delnverance of the Old Testament sunts from Hades—he
turns from himself, now gong home, to the tnumphant home-
zoming of Jesus ; soaring, as his custom was, 1to exultant verse *
1lope was then renewed,
Wit yresh blossoming and bliss, mn the souls who'd borne the fire {
Strong the Son with conquest was, on that {scaring) path,
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Mighty and majestical, when with multitudes he came,
With the host of holy spirits, to the Home of God—
And to all the Holy Ones, who in Heaven long before
Glory had inhabited—So the Omnipotent came home,
Where his lawful heirship lay, God, the Lord of all,

This is the close of the Dream of the Rood and the closing song
of the life and work of Cynewulf. We see him pass away, after
all storms and sorrows, into peace. '
The most vigorous part of the poem is the old work, but its
reworking by Cynewulf has broken it up so much that its sim-
plicity is hurt. The image of the towering Tree, now blazing
like a Rood at Hexham or Ripon with jewels, now veiled in a
crimson mist and streaming with blood, is conceived with power;
but, as imaginative work, it is not to be compared with the image
of the mighty Rood in the Cy7s¢ which, soaring from Zion to the
skies, illuminates with its crimson glow heaven and earth, the
angels and the host of mankind summoned to judgment. The
invention of the Tree bringing its soul from the far-off wood,
alive and suffering with every pang of the great Sufferer, shiver-
ing when Christ, the young Hero, clasped it round, longing to
crush His foes, weeping when He is taken from it, joining in the
wail of burial, conscious that on it, as on a field of battle, death
and hell were conquered, is full of that heroic strain with which
Cynewulf sympathised, and the subject was his own. It was he,
more than any other English poet, who conceived and cele-

brated Christ as the Saviour of men, as the Hero of the New
Testament.



CHAPTER XHI
QTR PQETRY UEFORE ELIRED

THE rest of the English poetry, before the revival of learming
under dulfeed, is of bttle value, and consists of a number of small
pieces, of vared kinds, of varous age, and of vartous worth
The most temaskeble of them ave the [F%ak, the Fanther, and
the Partridge, An Address of the Soul to the Body, a Warmng of
a Father to a Son; the Fates of Men, the Giyfts of Men; a frag-
ment on the Fuliehood of Men, fous collections of Proverbs or
Gromic Verses; two poems on Solomon and Saturn, and the
Rune Song.

The three first must be taken together, and form part or the
whole of an English Zyswologus A Plyswlogus in the hiterature
of the Middle Ages was a collecnion of descnptions of beasts,
birds, or fishes, of thetr Lfe and habuts, and each of these was
folloncd by a religious or moral allegory based on the description
We have already seen an example of this 1n the Phemx  For
the mast part, the animals are taken as types of Chnst or the
Devil, and in our poetns the Pantker 15 the mmage of Chnst and
the JfZal of the Devil.  Thus allegonical treatment of animals 1s
of great antiquity, and came down to us from the East. byt the
taste for it was established by the Fathers of the Church. Tt
wis common {n the eighth and minth centoncs, to which these
English poems of ours belong Tt grew, as time went on, amang

poets and preachers till 1t beeame the soutee of o widespread
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medieval literature.  Our Physiologus has this special interest,
that it is the oldest in any modern language.

The earliest was in Greek, and from it the Athiopian as well
as the Latin Physiologus were translated. The Latin one is
supposed to be the source of these three Anglo-Saxon poems,
and also of two Physiologi of the ninth century, B. and C. In
B,, after twenty-two other animals, the Panther, the Whale, and the
Partridge follow one another. In C. the Pantfer and the If7ale
are retained, but the Par#yidge is omitted. It is suggested that
the English writer chose these three concluding animals, not at
random, but with the intention—since each of them represents
one of the three kingdoms—of making a short but complete
Physiologus. /77 stands in the manuscript after the fragment
of the Partridge. The Panther and the [Viale have some literary
Interest.

“In the far lands, in deep hollows, the Panther lives,
glittering in a many-coloured coat like Joseph’s, a friend to all,
save to that envenomed scather, the Dragon. When he has fed,
he secks a hidden place among the mountain dells and slumbers
for three nights. On the third day he wakes; a lofty, sweet,
ringing sound comes from his mouth, and with the song a most
delightful steam of sweet-smelling breath, more grateful than all
the blooms of herbs and blossoms of the trees. Then from the
burgs, and from the seats of kings, and from castle halls, 'pour
forth the troops of war-men and the swift lance-brandishers and
all the animals, to hear the song and meet the perfume. So is
the Lord God, the Prince of Joys, and so the hope of salvation
which he gives. That is a noble fragrance.”

The I17ale, since it has to do with the sea, 1s more wrought
out by the poet, and more interesting than the Panther. The
first part of the legend—of the sailors landing on the monster’s
back as on an islind—may come from the East. It is in the
stor)" of Sinbad the Sailor, but it continued a long time in
English -litcmture, through Middle English to Chaucer, and so
on to Milton’s simile.  Our description here is the first English



i OTHER POETRY BLTORE .I'LFRCD z20¢

use of the tale. It is fairly done, and flled in with special sea-
phrases.  “T will tell of the mickle whale whose name is

Floater of the Flood-streams old, Fastitocaton !

Like it is in aspect to the unhewn stone,

Such as movdd is, at the margent of the sea,

By saod lulls susrounded, thxckly set with sea-weeds 3t

So the saflors of the surge in their souls imagine

That upon some 1sland with thetr eyes they ook,

Then they hawser fast theit ngh-stemmad ships

With the anchored cables on the No.Jand there,

Moor their mares of otean at this margia of the mam !
.« Thus the keels are standing

Close beside that stead, surged around by ocean’s stream ¥

The “players of the sea” chimb on the wsland, waken a fire,
and ase joyous, but suddenly the Ocean-Guest plunges down
with the bark, and in the hall of death prisons fast, with drowning,
ship and scamen.  So plays the Fiend with the souls of men

Yet another fashion has this proud “Rusher throvgh the
water.”” When heis hungry, this Ocean-Ward opens s wide lips,
and so winsome an odour pours forth that the other fishes six
into lus mouth till it 1s filled, then quick together crash the grim

1 seThickly set with ser-weeds " 15 Lterally “ grea‘es® of sz-wes2s o sz
reeds” 3 take 3t to mean that the stone lonks as of 1 wess maf 12e oy
greatest of sea-weeds, so thickly 15 1t ¢overed with tnem

* Compare Milton—

Or that wna teay
Lewathan, which God of it 6.5 worles
Created hugest that samm the seas a2
im, baply stumbenng o1 e \oez fam
The pilot of some small n phe fgedeen:
Dreasuing some wslard, ¢4 as suzes
With fixed anchor @ b 3 sez.y
Moors by his side under U e wzsz
Invests the sea, and wobed woe
So streiched ont £30e iz km it 0 Ar e it oy,
Chuncd on the burticg lir. —Fir Lo 2o {

1135 a whole lesson in ant 1o cortrarr
eentury.  * Ocean-stream ™ iy poss A

B WL e of e ik
Sazos fp e -
Pl Bai L A iy Rt g 0
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gums around his prey. So, too, it is with men and the accursed’
one. When life is over, he claps his fierce jaws, those gates of
hell, behind them. This is the common image of the entrance
of hell—as seen, for example, in the rude pictures of the Credmon
manuscript—like the gaping mouth of a monstrous fish.

The next two poems may be called didactic. The Address
of a Father to a Sonis of no literary value. It consists of ten
pieces of advice to practise virtues and to avoid vices; but the
Discourse of the Soul to the Body has some points of interest. Tt
exists in full as a double poem. The first is the speech of a lost
soul to its body; the second, of a saved soul to its body. The
first is in the Exefer and the Vercelli Books ; the second, a frag-
ment, is only in the Vescelli Book. The second is poor work,
and may have been written much later than the first, in order to
complete the representation of the subject. " It has one peculiarity.
“No poem of a similar kind,” Hammerich says, “in which a
saved soul speaks to its body, is found in any other literature.”

The other, the Zost Soul to its Body, may date back to the
year 7oo, if we take the phrase used in it—*‘that the spirit shall
draw near to its body for three Hundred winters, unless God work
sooner the end of the world ”—to refer to the common belief
that the end of the world was to come in the year 1000, but
the whole manner of the poem belongs to a later date than
this, and we may suppose that this phrase crept in from:some
carlier poem upon the same subject.

“Cold is the voice of the Spirit, and grimly it calls to the
corpse: ‘O gory dust, why didst thou vex me? O foulness, all
rotted by the earth; O likeness of the clay! Thy sinful lusts
pressed me down; it seemed to me thirty thousand winters till
thy death-day. Thou wert rich in food, sated with wine, but I was
thirsty for God’s body, for the drink of the Spirit. Dearer to none
than the black raven, thou hast nought but thy naked bones, but
by night T must seck thee, and at cock-crowing go away. Better,
on the day of doom, hadst thou been beast or bird or the fiercest
of snakes. Wroth will then be the Lord; and what shall we
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twodo?’” Then the spirit flies away, and into the silent body
the worms make their sy to rive asunder and to plunder. One
of them is leader: Gifer is he named :—

Sharper than the needle ate the jaws of him !

e, the first of all, dnves into the earth grave

“Tears the tongue asunder 3 through the teeth he pierces !

And above, 1nside the head, he eats 1nto the eyes;

Works for other worms way unto their food,

To thewr wealthy banquet.

This captain of the worms, Gifer, venomous Greed, who
piesces a path for his warriors mto the prey, 1s almost worthy of
Eazekiel.

The Craffs ot Gifts of Men, the Ieirds of Men, and the Gromic
Verses may be taken together. The two first are writings which,
m their contemplative view of life, might have been wntten by
some retwed and pensive scholar, such as Jooked from ks
college windows at York on the changes of the kingdom. They
have both been allotted to Cynewulf, but the man who wTxe
the Gfts of Ment was not capable of wnting the s ¢f Mem, 50
much does the latter poem excel the former The art in bk
poems is different, the poets are different, and thotsh bk of
them carry in them the infiuence of Cynewulf, their ok s
not resemble his

The chief interest of the Gifts of Men 1s that 7t ==y b= =
Christian working up of a heathen poem from which C‘;_::*‘;
1 the Crist also drew his passage on the Gifis ¢f Mo e
subject was common. Homer has used 1 and S Pt emme o
the gifts of the Spint. Gregory s Homily on Jeb & .
them.  Qur writer uses St Paul ang Gregormy, by, 25
@ifts are frankly profane, he may zlso l-_'_:re el .
heathen song as well He celebrates barp e
archery, steering the warskip, smithes ;
bating, drinking, o hawking and fesme
or more sacred gifis It is a mers cas
any hterazy quakiry,

== Tie

23

3




208 OTHER POETRY BEFORE LLIFRED CHAD,

The WWeirds of Aen is different. It has some form; its
introduction is good, and in it shines a poet’s hand. It begins
with the birth of a child, its growth, education, and entrance
into the world, What will become of it? God only knaws
by what death it may die, or if its weird be fatal. The man
may die by the wolf, that gray ganger of the heath; by hunger,
by blindness, by lameness, by falling from a tree, by the gallows,
by fire, by quarrel at the feast; in misery from exile or loss
of friends or poverty—and the descriptions of these various
kinds of death give us several aspects of. English life and scenery.
But others, by the might of God, shall win to a happy and
prosperous old age, with troops of friends—so manifold are
the dooms God gives to men. Then the writer slips into the
related subject of the Giffs of Afen; and the same matter is
done over again, but now by a poet, which we have had in the
last poem.

The Gnromic Verses are in four collections—three in the
Lxeter Book, one in the Cotfon MS. at Cambridge. They con-
sist of folk-proverbs and maxims, short descriptions of human life
and of natural occurrences, thrown together, without any order.
They vary in length from half a line to eight lines. Some are of
ecarly simplicity, others show knowledge of the world, of war, of
courts, of women, of domestic life ; some are guotations from the
poets. There is one (line 81) which almost reproduces the 1387th |
line of Beowwnlf. Some have come straight down from ancient
heathen times; others, derived from heathenism, have been
Christianised ; others were written when Christianity was fully
established, and others are much later than the eighth century.
I think it probable that these collections were originally made in
the school at York, and afterwards re-cdited in Wessex, when
new matter was added, the introduction written, and their ends.
The Iast line of the first collection may be the wish of the editor
to be thanked for the trouble he or another has taken—¢Let him
have thanks who got together for us these pleasures.” The last
four lines of the third part scem to have been a late addition.
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Some one found this arcient folk-saying about weapons and
tazsed it on at the end—

Yare be the Warteard 223 brses-bead o2 shaf,

Efge etz swcrd, a3 po'st oa the spear,

Brare bezrt i warriors 5 a be'm For the heey,

Ac the sal'est of boards for the esward i soul?

The Kure Snybelongs—as well as we can guess—to the ¢ighth
or ninth century.  Some heathen elements appear in it, but its
form s generally Christian, Each of the twenty-nine runes are
taken, and a verse mads on the meaning of the word which
names the rune. It is a poetical alphabet Like those in our
nursery shymes. Herc is ene —

. Bl ks a ferce brast, broed are Lis berns,
A fall f_r.ous deer, and Ezbeeth wath borns,
A mighty moorstepper—a hgh-mooded creatsre.

Most of the verses are of this type, they do not belong to
Iterature. Two mistakes as to the meaning of the runes Os and
Sigel induce critics to believe that the editor did not understand
them, and that this sorg is a late Chrstian redaction of an old
alphabet.  One verse on the 220d rune [Ing) is clearly ancient,
and is explained by Victor Rydberg to enshrine an episode m
the first great Northern Epic—~broken fragments of which only
remain scattered here and there 1n Sagas, and n Saxo Grammalicus
—the epic of “the first great war of the world,” as 1t 15 called by
the sceress in Volospa—

¥, I~g? was £ scen amorg the East Danewen
Then be betook kim, eastward, o'er sea *
Vign hastened to follow
Thzs the Heardings called the bero

9 kavepstin aa Appendix the most interesting and oldest of these Gromic
verses,

7 Irzis, as Taclzt tells vy, the Father of all the German tribes dwelling
o1 th¢ 3ea bear Lof the wnzores, he s the old German god of the Heavens
Accerlisng to Fydlerg (see Zentomic Mythology, Log, teans. p 180), the
®aen {=wain) of the thind ire is to be read Jagw, the proper name of the
glant fustes fatkar of Hadling, whose folk are the Zeardigs of the text.

P
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There are two dialogues between Salomo and Safurn with
which we may close the poetry of the ninth century. They-
are fragmentary. The oldest is the second in the manuscript
[Il. 179-506]. We guess this from the vigorous way in which it
begins: “Lo I heard, in the days of old, strive together con-
cerning their wisdom, men cunning of wit, Lords of the World.
Solomon was the most far-famed, though Saturn had the keys of
many books.” Saturn had wandered through all.the East, and
Solomon asks him about “the land where none may walk.”
The answer is romantic. “The sailor over the sea, Wandering
Wolf was his name, was well known to the tribes of Philistia, and
the friend of Nebrond. On the plain he slew at daybreak five-
and-twenty dragons, and then fell dead himself. Therefore none
may fare to that land nor bird fly over it. Yet shines the hero’s
sword, mightily sheathed, and over his burial-howe glimmer the
hilts.” Then Solomon answers, and Saturn begins his questions.
Their wits are set over one against the other. Solomon stands
as the representative of Christian wisdom, Saturn of the heathen
wisdom of the East.! I quote a question and answer to show
the poet’s way:

“What is that wonder that fareth through the world, that
goes so fiercely, beating down the under-stones of towns, wakening
the droppings of sorrow?  Nor star, nor stone, nor the steep gem,
nor water, nor wild beast, nor aught can get away from it.”

“Age” (the answer) “is on earth, powerful over all things.
With its gripping chains of war, with its huge fetters, it reaches
far and wide, and halters all it will.

It crushes the trce and
breaks its twigs . .

. it overcomes the wolf in fight, it overlives

! These Solomon dialogues became common in Western literature, but
under the title of Dialogues betwween Solomon and Marculf. 1In these dia-
logues Marculf does not play the grave part of Saturn, the Eastern sage, but
that of the peasant or mechanic full of uneducated mother-wit and rough
humour.  This suits the medizval temper, always a little in rebellion against
the predominance of the Church, the Noble, and the King. And again and
again Marcull’s native wit has the better of Solomon. i

: But in this carly Anglo-
Saxon dialogue no such levity is allowed.
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the rocks, it overtops the mountain path, it eats the iron with
sust, it eats us also,”

‘The other poem of Sa’emo and Salurn, though it begins the
manunscript, is the later of the two. It has no introduction, and
Saturn at once asks Selomoen to exphin to him the power of the
Paternoster.  The answer takes up the whele poem, and in the
course of 1t many interesting examples of folk-lore and superstition
occur.  Every letter, for instance, of the Paternoster has its own
special power.  *Prologa prima, whose name is P: this warrior
has a long rod with a golden goad. Ever he smites fiercely into
the grim fiend, on whaose track A, with mighty power, follows and
beats him also.” It continues in this quaint fashion until the
couplets cease. Then a prose fregment is inserted full of
curious things concerning the shapes which the Dewil and the
Paternoster will take when they contend together, of how the
Paternoster will shoot at the Devil, of what kind of 2 head and
of 2 heart the Paternoster has, and of all the wonders of his bady;
wonders so heaped up and amazing that they may have had
their origin in Eastern ymagination.



CHAPTER XIV
ZELFRED

/ELrRED, whom men have called the * Great ” and the “Truth- '
teller” ; whom the England of the Middle Ages named “England’s
Darling”; he whowas the Warrior and the Hunter, the Deliverer
and the Law-maker, the Singer and the Lover of his people,—
“Lord of the harp and liberating spear ”—as, above all, for the
purposes of this book, the creator and then the father of English
prose literature. The learning which had been lost in the North
he regained for the South, and York, where the centre of liter-
ature had been, was now replaced by Winchester. There,
ZElfred in his king’s chamber, and filled with longing to educate
his pcople, wrote and translated hour by hour into the English
tongue the books he thought useful for that purpose. They are
the origins of English prose.

He was born in 849, at Wantage in Berkshire, the youngest
son of ZLthelwulf and grandson of the great Ecgberht. At the
age of four years the boy saw Rome, voyaging with an embassy to
the centre of the world of thought and law. Lco IV, ordained
and anointed him as king and received him as his adopted son.
Two years later he went thither again with his father, who loved
him more than his other sons, and stayed in the city until he
was seven years old.  The long journey through diverse countries,
the vast historic town, its noble architecture, the long tradition of
its law and story, its early Christian life, the spiritual power of
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the Roman Church, even the temporal power which flowed from
it into Charles the Great of whom :Illl'red had heard so much,
must_have made a p d # , for inspiration and
on, on a boy of genius \Ve can trace some of the
restls 1n his afterlife, He was never satisfied till he was able
to read Latin literature ; he knit the Church of Rome and the
crown of Wessex into a close friendship. We know from the
Chromicle how often he sent embassies and gifts to Rome.

But this was not the only foreign influence which played
upon his youth. He lived, on his return from Rome, for three
months with Charles the Bald at the Frankish Court The
memory of the intellect and power of Charles the Great still shed,
after nearly fifty years, a departing ray over the dying empire,
and it shone into the mind of the ctuld  We may be sure that
the learned men of the court did not forget to talk with him of
the English scholar, Alcuin, who had brought to the kingdoms
of Charles the treasures of Jearning from York, His own country
and his own folk had done this great work, and /Elfred never
forgot it. When years had passed by, he recalled it in one of
his prefaces.

With these new impulses he returned to England, desiring
knowledge, but, as afterwards, there was none to teach him.
One thing, however, he conld do—he could lcarn the songs and
stones of his own people 1n his own tongue, and the tale, with
all its difficulties, which Asser tells, at least embodies his early
love of books and of Enghsh verse  As he stood with his
brothers at his mothers knee, she read to them out of a
book of English songs. Athelstan and Athelred had no care for
book or poetry, but Elfred, debghted by the beauty of the
iltuminated letters, eagerly turned over the pages. “Whoever
of you first learns the songs,” said the Queen, “shall have the
book,” and /Elfred had no rest till he won the pnze  The love of
his native hterature never left him nght and day, we are told,

He was eager to learn the * Saxon songs,” and 1n after bfe one
of his chief pleasures was to recite English songs, to hear the
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singers of the court declaim them, to collect Saxon poems, to’
teach them to his children, to get his nobles to care for them,.
and to have them taught in his schools. He knew the English

'sngas, and the heroic names. He mentions Weland, the mighty

smith ; he told Asser the story of Offi’s daughter Eadburga, a

tale which was imported into Mercian history from the legend

of Offa of the ancient Engledand; and he recorded, with

added touches of personal interest, the story of the first poet of

England. .

It may be imagined, then, with what bitter sorrow he heard at
the age of cighteen, in 867, that there was not one religious house
from the Tyne to the Humber which was not ravaged and burnt
by the heathen ; that not one trace, save perhaps in York and in
a few abbeys north of the Tyne, was left of the learning and
libraries of Northumbria. And his sorrow would be still morc
bitter when in 869 the rich abbeys of East Anglia were destroyed
by the pirates Ivar and Hubba, and Wessex, his own land, lay
open to the ravager. Guthrum or Gorm led this new attack, and
the long-gathered wrath of the patriot and the lover of learning
whetted Alfred’s sword when, on the height of Ashdown, around
the stunted and lonely thorn-tree, he and his brother Athelred
made their final charge and beat the invaders down the hill with
a pitiless slaughter. In the battles that followed Aithelred was
wounded to death, and in 871 Alfred, now twenty-two years old,
became the king.

The first years of his reign were dark as.the night. Wessex
barely held to life; Mercia was a desolation ; all the seats of
learning in Bernicia were now ruined, and at the beginning of 878
the Danes were in the heart of Wessex, apparent conquerors.
But ilfred was greatest when all seemed lost. He refuged
himsell at Athelney (the /Ethelings’ isle) a hill, defended by
morass and- forest, at the confluence of the Parret with the Frome,
among the deep-watered marshes of Somersetshire. It is here
that legend places the scene of the cowherd’s hut and Alfred
watching and forgetting the burning loaves; and it was here that
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When /Elfred was forced to leave the Danelaw in Danish hands,
he little thought that he was making Englishmen.

But at present the English and the Danes were two, not one;
and Alfred had to keep the English clements uppermost. It was
well then, having this stern work at hand, that he was not only
the student and the singer, but also a great warrjor, and active in
all bodily exercises. He was a keen hunter, falconer, rider, and
slayer of wild beasts. “Every act of Venery,” says Asser, * was
known and practised by him better than by others.” No man
was bolder in the fight, none more watchful in the camp or wiser
in the council.  His people who fought along with him hailed him
with joy. His look shone, it is said, like that of a shining angel in
the battle. At Ashdown, “he charged again and again like 2 wild
boar,” and the slow gathering, knitting together, and inspiration
of his men when he lay hid like a lion at Athelney and sprang
forth, roaring, to overwhelm his foes, shows that his prudence,
skill, and mastery of the art of war were as great as his personal
courage.

When Ailfred had thus won peace for his people, he wished
to educate them. But he had at first something more needful to
do; and he spent the six years of quiet from 878 to 884 in re-
pairing the ruin made by the Danes, in reforming the army, in
building a navy, and in establishing just government and law.
The peace was broken in 885 by a fresh attack of the Northmen,
but was again sccured in the following year. Elfred was now
complete master, not only of his kingdom, but also of the national
imagination. “In that year,” says the Clronicle, “all the Angel-
cyn turned to /Elfred, except those in bondage to Danish men.”
In the following year he began, with his mingled humility, good
sense and self-confidence, that revival of learning which he had
so long desired. The foundation for this great purpose had
already been partly laid. He had collected, and continued to
collect, around him a number of scholars who should be, first, his
teachers ; and afterwards enable him to teach the English people
in the English language what they ought to know as citizens of a
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great country, and as pilgrims toa heavenly country. He called to
this work Werfrith, Bishop of Worcester, who himsell presided
over the school i that town; Denewulf of Winchester; Plegmund,
whom he drew from Mercia to make Archbishop of Canterbury ;
two Mercian priests, Athelstan and Werwulf, who were his
chaplains and teachers (all three children of the college at
Worcester); and these exhausted all that England could do for
him. Inthis penury he turned to foreign lands for help. *Men
once came,” he said, *from out-dand countries to seek instruction
in England ; now if we need it we can only get it abroad ”  So he
called Grimbald fram Flanders and put lum over the new abbey
rising at Winchester, and John the Old Saxon from the monastery
of Corvei in Westphalia to prestde over the rehigious house his
gratitude had dedicated to God at Athelney.

His incessant spuit kept these men up to their work He
translated books such as Gregory’s Pasforal Care to teach the
clergy their dunes, he urged the bishops to gve their lesure
to Iiterature, and urged it as a rchgions duty  He gave them
books to translate and insisted on their bemng fimshed  He
may be said to have driven them to write, as much as he drove
the judges to leatn the duties of their office and the Laws of
England,

The difficulties he had with the clergy were much greatet with
the nobles The English warriors and courtiers of mature age
were sorely troubled when the king compelled them to learn to
read and write, or if they could not learn, to hire a frecman or
stave to recite before them at fixed times the books necdful for
their duties.  When at last he despatred of the elder men, he
sent all the young nobility and many who were not noble nto the
schools where his own cluldren were educated, that they might
Iearn how to read both English and Latin books, and to translate
the one language into the other. But this was afterwards To
lc'nch himself now was his first business, and Athelstan and
Wersulf, his daly tutors, were not encugh for him, He needed
a better scholar aud one whom he could love as 2 friend  So he



218 ZELFRED CHAP.

asked Asser of St. David’s, in the farthest border of Wales, to
live and study with him. Asser saw the king at Dene, near Chi-
chester, in the early part of the year 884, and stayed three days
with him. “Stay with me always,” said the king, and when Asser
objected his love of Wales and his duties there, the king replied,
“Stay with me at least six months in the year.” A fever kept
Asser away for more than a year, but in July 886 he came to
Leonaford, and remained eight months at the court. It is prob-
able that then he went back slowly to Wales, and returned to
Alfred in the middle of the year 887. From that time he seems
to have spent six months every year with the king. Then /Elfred’s
close study began. “I translated and read to him,” writes Asser,
“ whatever books he wished, for it was his custom day and night,
amid all his afilictions of mind and body, either to read books or
have them read to him.” Thus he learned Latin, and the first result
of this association with Asscr was Alfred’s Handhook. One day
Asser quoted to him a phrase he liked out of some Latin author.
“Write it down for me,” said the king, and he pulled out of his
breast a little note-book. The book was full, and Asser propesed
to begin a new book of quotations, which as the king made
he then translated into English. The new book grew till
it became almost as large as a Psalter; and he called it his
Handbook, finding no small comfort therein. This Handbook
was his first work, and he was thirty-five years old when
he began it. It consisted of extracts from the Bible and.
the Fathers, and of a few scattered illustrations made of these
passages by Alfred or Asser—*“divinorum testimoniorumscientiam
—multimodos divinae scripturae flosculos.. . . congregavit.” *Quos
flosculos undecunque collectos,” is afterwards said of this book.
William of Malmesbury has two extracts from this Manual. Both
have to do with the earlier history of England and of AElfred’s
own house, but it is exceeding improbable, as some have argued
from these quotations, that there was any history of Wessex in
the- Hardbeok.  “'These passages are most likely only allusions
or illustrations which crept into this book of rcligioﬁs extracts.
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Else Wiltiam of Malmesbury would have used the whole book.”
This remark of Wiilker’s seems to settle the matter. This fard-
Zook, begun in Nov. 887, was fully set forth in Englsh in 858
for the use of the people. It is a grear misfortune that it is
lost.

The next piece of writing he did was the Lamdook He
campiled it out of the existing Codes of Kent, Wessex, and
Mercia, that is, out of the laws of .Ethelberht, Ine, and Ofr It
had an intreduction, followed by three parts—(1) Elfred’s Laws ;
(z) Ine’s Laws; (35) Elfred’s and Guthrum’s Peace; and it was
composed, said Willlam of Malmesbury, “inter fremitus armorum
et stridores lituorum.” This suggests that the collation of the
Iaws had been begun 10 885 or 886  The introduction begins
with the Decalogue of the sccond Niczan Council and some
words on the Mosmic laws,  Elfred adds the letter sent by the
Apostles 1o the Church after the Council at Jerusalem.  Then be
quotes—**Whatsocver ye would that men should do unto you, do
ye even so unto them, for thisis the law and the prophets.”  He
tells every judge m the kingdom that “Judge so as ye would
be judged” is the foundation of therr duty. As to the laws, he
d:d not make many of hus own, but kept and rcjected out of the
above codes those which by the counsel of his Witan he thought
best for his kingdom ; chnging like an Englishman to precedent.
The whole book, since the Scnptural quotations in the priface
suggest that it came after the Zandheok, was probably 1ssued n
888

By this time he was farrly well acquunted with Latin, and as
the most necessary class to benefit were the clergy, the instruciors

of the people, he chose as the first book to be translated the Cura =

Lastoralis—the “Herdsman's Book —of Gregory the Great, akind
of manual of the dutics of the clergy It recutes 1 four divisions
the ideal of a Christian priest; and the ing toch care that
a copy of it should be sent *to every bishep’s seat in my
Lingdor.” .1 copy was sent, as mentioned specuafly i Allfred’s
preface, to Plegmund, Archbishop of Cantetbury. Plegmund
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was first made Archbishop in 8go. “The translation then was
probably done in 889, and sent to the bishops in’ 8go.! ’
That this was his first book is maintained by some critics,
who support their view by arguments drawn from the well-known
preface which Zlfred prefised to it. I do not understand
how, after reading that -preface, a number of other critics refer
the book to a much later period in Alfred’s life. Almost every
paragraph suggests the beginning not the end of his translating
work. It is also not likely that after the small effort of the
Handbook he would undertake so long and difficult a business
as either the translation of Orosius, or of Bweda’s history, or of
Boethius. The book is also done with more closeness to his
author than any other of his translations, and no clearly original
matter is inserted. He certainly paraphrases, omits, expands,
explains, and changes the place of his text, where he is anxious to
make things clear for his people, but he does this briefly, tenta-
tively, and less than elsewhere. The book is the book of a
,beginner.  In it, however, English literary prose may be said to
. have made its first step. Bezeda’s translation of St. John’s gospel,
-that portion also of the English Chronicle which already existed
up to the death of Aithelwulf, can scarcely be called literary
prose. As we think, then, of the king, seated with Asser or
Plegmund in his bower at Winchester or Dene, and bending over

} the Herdsman’s book of Gregory, we think also of all the great
’E' prose of England, the fountain of whose stream arose in these
¢ quiet hours of more than royal labour. It is well, though the
: Prcfacc is long, to quote it in full. It is the first piece of any
importance we possess_of English prose. It is redolent of
“Elfred’s character and spirit. It marks the state of English

- literature at the time it was written. It makes us realise how

great was the work /Elfred did for hterature and the difficulties
with which he had to contend.®

! There are many different arrangements made Ly critics of the dates of
lefrcd s translations. T have adopted the arrangement I think the best.
2 For the text of this preface, see Sweet’s Anglo-Saxon Reader, Pp- 4-7-
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This Book i for Woriestzr

King /Tlfred biddeth greet Bishop Warrfer with Joving and fnendly words,
and Tlet it be known to thee that it has come very often into my mind what
wise men thete formerly were both among the clergy and the laymen, and
what happy baes there mete then throughout England ; and bow the hings
who had rule over the people (in those days) obeyed God and his ministers,
and they kept peace, law and order at home, and also spread their lands
abroad ; and how it was well with them both in war ard in wisdom; and
also how keen were the clergy about both teaching and learning and all the
services they owed 1o God, and how men from abread sought wisdom and
teaching hither in (our} Jand, and bow we must now get them from without
if we would bave them.  So utterly bad 1t (learming) fallen away in England
that there were very few on this side of the Ilomber who could understand
their service-books tn English, or even put a letter from Latin inta English;
and I think there were not many beyond the Humber So few there were
of them that I eannot think of even one when I came to the throne
Thanks be to God Almighty that we now have any supply of teachers.  And
therefore I bad thee do, as I believe thou art willing to do,—free thyself from
the things of this world as often as thou canst that thou mayst pat to work the
wisdom that God has miven thee wherever thou canst  Think what punish-
ments have come upon us 1n the sight of the world when we neither loved it
{wisdom) cutsclves, nor let other men have #t  We only loved to have the
name of Chnstin, and (to havej very few (Christian) tirtues

‘When I remembered all this, I remembeted also how I saw (before it was
all hatned and burned), bow the churches over all England stood filled with
treasures and books, and also a great host of God's servants; and at that
lime they hnew very httle use for those books, because they could not vader-
stind anything of them, for they were pot wntten 1n thew own language It
was 25 if they sad: * Our forefathers, who held these places before us,
loved wisdom, and through it they got wealth and left 1t to us”  Here one
czn still see their footpniats, but we cannot follow them because we have lost
both the wealth and the wisdom, smce we would not bend out heart to follow
their spoor

When I remembered all this then I wondered exceedingly alout the
good and wise men who were formerly throughout England, and who had
fully leamed the books—that they did not not ish to turn any part of them
into their own tongue DBut I soon answered mysell and sud  They
did not look for 1t that men would ever be so cascless, and that learng
would so fall anay. Tor this deswe they lcft 3t slone .— wishing that
there should be the more wisdom here in the fand the more we knew of
fanguages
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was first made Archbishop in Sgo. The translation then was
probably done in 889, and sent to the bishops in 8go.!

That this was his first book is maintained by some critics,
who support their view by arguments drawn from the well-known
preface which ZElfred prefixed to it. I do not understand
how, after reading that preface, a number of other critics refer
the book to a much later period in /Elfred’s life. Almost cvery
paragraph suggests the beginning not the end of his translating
work. It is also not likely that after the small cffort of the
Handbook he would undertake so long and difficult a business
as cither the translation of Orosius, or of Bwxda’s history, or of
Boethius. The book is also done with more closeness to his
author than any other of his translations, and no clearly original
matter is inserted. He certainly paraphrases, omits, expands,
explains, and changes the place of his text, where he is anxious to
make things clear for his people, but he does this briefly, tenta-
tively, and less than elsewhere. The book is the book of a

,beginner.  In it, however, English literary prose may be said to
: have made its first step.  Baeda’s translation of St. John's gospel,
-that portion also of the English Chronicle which already existed
up to the death of thelwulf, can scarcely be called literaryl
prose. As we think, then, of the king, seated with Asser or
Plegmund in his bower at Winchester or Denc, and bending over
E the Herdsman’s book of Gregory, we think also of all the great
[ prose of England, the fountain of whose strcam arose in these
t quiet hours of more than royal labour. It is well, though the
preface is long, to quote it in full. Tt is the first piece of any
importance we possess of English prose. It is redolent of
. ZBlired’s character and spirit. It marks the state of English
literature at the time it was written. It makes us realise how

great was the work Alfred did for literature and the difficulties
with which he had to contend.?

! There are many different arrangements made by critics of the dates of
b
Zlfred’s translations. T have adopted the arrangement I think the best.
2 Tor the text of this preface, see Sweet’s Auglo-Saxon Reader, pp. 4-7.



xv ALFRED 221

This Book is for Worcester

Ring /Clired biddeth greet Bishop Waerferd with loving and fifendly words,
and I let it be known to thee that 1t has come very often into my mind what
wise men there formerly were both among the clergy and the faymen, and
what happy times there were then throughont England ; and how the kings
who had rule over the people (in those days) obeyed God and his munisters,
and they hept peace, law and order at home, and also spread their lands
abroad ; end how 3t was well with them both i war and in wisdom ; and
also how heen were the clergy about both teaching and learning and all the
sersices they owed to God, and how mep from abroad sought wisdom and
teachiog ther in (our) land, and how we must now get them from without
if we would have them. So utterly had ut (learning) fallen away in England
that there were very few on this side of the Hlumber who could understand
their service-books i Loglish, or even put a letter from Latin into English ;
and 1 thish there were not many beyond the Humber, So few there were
of them that I cannot think of even one when I came to the throne,
Thanhs be to God Almighty that we now have any supply of teachers. And
therefore 1 bid thee do, us I believe thou art willing to do,~fres thyself from
the things of this world as often as thou canst that thou mayst put to work the
wisdom that God has given thee wherever thou canst  Think what punish.
mexnts have come upon us in the sight of the world when we nether loved it
{wisdom}) putselves, nor let other men have 1t We only loved to have the
name of Christitn, and (to hve} very few (Chnstian) virtues

When I remembered all this, T remembered also how I saw (before it was
all harrsed and bumed), bow the churches over all England stood filled with
treasures and books, and afso a great host of God’s servants; and at that
time they knew very hitle use for those books, because they could ot under-
stand anything of them, for they were not wnitten i their own language It
was as if they sad: *Our forefathers, who held these places before us,
Toved wisdom, and through it they got wealth and lefc 1t to us ™ Here ane
can still see their footprints, but we cannot follow them because we have lost
both the wealth and the wisdom, since we would not bend our heart to follow
their spoor.

When I remembered all this then 1 wondered exccedingly about the
gool and wise men who were formerly throughout England, and who had
fully learned the books—that they did mot not wish to tum any part of them
into their own tongue But I soon answered myself and sad  They
did not looh for 1t that men would ever be so careless, and that fearning
would so fall awsy.  For this deswe they lofi 2t alone —wishing thag
there should be the more wisdom here in the Jand the more we knew of
languages.
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Then I remembered how the Law was first given in the Hebrew tongue,
and again, how when the Greeks learned it, they turned it all into their own
tongue, and also all other books. And again, how the Romans did the same.
When they had learned it they turned all of it by wise translators into
their own tongue. And also all other Christian peoples turned some part of
(the old) books into their own tongue. Therefore it seemeth better to me, if
/it seemeth so to you, that we also turn some books—those which are most
needful for men to know—into the tongue which we can all understand,
and that ye make means—as we very easily can do, with God’s help, if we
have stillness—that all the youth now in England of free men who have the
wealth to be able to set themselves to it be put to learning while they
are not of use for anything else, until the time when they can well read
English writing; but those whom one wishes to teach further, and to
forward to a higher place—let them afterwards be taught further in the Latin
tongue.

When I remembered how the knowledge of the Latin tongue had before
this fallen away throughout England, and yet that many could read English
writing—then I began amidst other divers and manifold occupations of this
kingdom to turn into English the book which in Latin is named Pasforalis,
and in English Skeplerd’s Book ; sometimes word for word, sometimes mean-
ing for meaning, as I had learned it from Plegmund, my archbishop, and Asser,
my bishop, and from Grimbold, my mass-priest, and from John, my mass-
priest. 'When I had learned it so that I understood it, and so that I could
quite clearly give its meaning, I turned it into English. And to each bishopric
in my Kingdom I will send one, and in each there shall be an ¢ xstel » (Zndi-
catorium) worth fifty mancuses. And I command, in God’s name, that
no one take the “estel ” from the book nor the book from the minister : it
is unknown how long there may be such learned bishops, as now, God be
thanked, are nearly everywhere. Therefore I would that they should be
always kept in that place, except the bishop wish to have the book with him,
or it be lent out anywhere, or any one be making a copy from it.

This ends the Preface. Then, after a short space, some
alliterative lines follow. They tell us that “this message
(Gregory’s treatise) Augustine brought over the salt sea to the
island-dwellers, as the Pope of Rome, that warrior of the
Lord, had decreed. In many a Right-spell the wise Gregory was
versed. . . . Afterwards, King Alfred turned every word of me
into English and sent me south and north to his scribes to be
copied that he might send these copies to his Biskops,
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because some who Jeast knew the Latin tongue were in need of
them.”

The translation follows, and at the end .Llfred has added
some verses of his own. They have a faint touch of imagination ;
their simplicity reveals his chuldlik ; their rud cf form
and phrase belongs to onc who had but begun to write, but they
mark his interest in Lnglsh poetry. He who loves poetry will
try to write poetry.

These are the waters —I paraphrase the verses — which the God of
Ilosts promised, for our comfort, to us dwellers on the earth; and His will
1 that from all who truly believe 1n Him these ever-living waters should
flow into the world; and therr well-sprng 1s the Holy Ghost, . , . Some
shut up this stream of wisdom 1n their mind, so that it flows not everywhere
in vain; but the well abides tn the breast of the man, deep and still.  Some
let it run away in nlls over the land ; and u 1s not wise that such bnght
water should, noisy and shallow, be fowng over the land ull it become
a fen.

But now, draw near to driak, it, for Gregory has brought to your doors
the well of the Lord  Whoever have brought here a water-tight pucher, Jet
hum fill it now; and let him come soon agun  VWhoever have a leaky
pitcher, let lum mend 1t, lest he spilf the sheeaest of waters, and lose the
driak of Life,

The second book Llfred translated (8go-g1) was Beda’s Lecksi-
mlﬂ’a[]?ﬂ-‘!}g' of the Englist, and this was addressed not only to the
clergy but also to the laity, who ought to know the history of their
own land. ‘This translatien also clings closely to 1is onginal, but
omits many chapters not hkely to intercst the ordinary reader—
letters from the Pope, theologieal disquisitions, the account of the
Easter controversy, and some purely Northumbnan affairs.  But
Aldfred takes pains, as if 1t were a subject of national interest, to
translate in full the story of the ongn of Enghsh poetry  Itis
a pity, but it is charactenstic of his early translating, that he
inserts no onginal matter No one could have gnen a better
account of the history of the Church m Wessex and of the
kingdom ; and this is precisely the point where Beda s weak and
less accurate than usual That /Elfred did not do this 15
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Then I remembered how the Law was first given in the Hebrew tongue,
and again, how when the Greeks learned it, they turned it all into their own
tongue, and also all other books. And again, how the Romans did the same.
When they had learned it they turned all of it by wise translators into
their own tongue. And also all other Christian peoples turned some part of
{the old) books into their own tongue. Therefore it seemeth better to me, if
it seemeth 50 to you, that we also turn some books—those which are most
needful for men to know—into the tongue which we can all understand,
and that ye make means—as we very easily can do, with God’s help, if we
have stillness—that all the youth now in England of free men who have the
wealth to be able to set themselves to it be put to learning while they
are not of use for anything else, until the time when they can well read
English writing; but those whom one wishes to teach further, and to
forward to a higher place—let them afterwards be taught further in the Latin
tongue.

When I remembered how the knowledge of the Latin tongue had before
this fallen away throughout England, and yet that many could read English
writing—then I began amidst other divers and manifold occupations of this
kingdom to turn into English the book which in Latin is named Pastoralis,
and in English S/Irpﬁcld’s Book ; sometimes word for word, sometimes mean-
ing for meaning, as I had learned it from Plegmund, my archbishop, and Asser,
my bishop, and from Grimbold, my mass-priest, and from John, my mass-
priest. When I had learned it so that I understood it, and so that I could
quite clearly give its meaning, I turned it into English. And to each bishopric
in my Kingdom I will send one, and in each there shall be an ¢ mstel * (#2di-
catorinm) worth fifty mancuses. And I command, in God’s name, that
no one take the ““estel ” from the book nor the book from the minister s it
is unknown how long there may be such learned bishops, as'now, God be
thanked, are nearly everywhere, Therefore I would that they should be
always kept in that place, except the bishop wish to have the book with him,
or it be lent out anywhere, or any one be making a copy from it.

This ends the Preface. Then, after a short space, some
alliterative  lines follow. They tell us that “this message
(Gregory's treatise) Augustine brought over the salt sea to the
island-dwellers, as the Pope of Rome, that warrior of the
Lord, had decreed. In many a Right-spell the wise Gregory was
versed. . . . Afterwards, King Alfred turned every word of me
into English and sent me south.and north to his scribes to be
copied that he might send these copies to his Bishops,
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because some who least knew the Latin tongue were in need of
them.”

The translation follows, and at the end .Elfred has added
some verscs of his own. They have a faint touch of imagination ;
their simplicity reveals his childhk 3 their rud of form
and phrase belongs to onc who had but begun to write, but they
mark his interest in English poetry. He who loves poetry will
try to write poetry.

These are the waters —I paraphrase the verses— which the God of
Hosts promused, for our comfort, 1o us dwellers on the eanth ; and His will
is that from all who truly beheve in Him these ever-living waters should
flow into the world; 2nd their well-sprieg 15 the Holy Ghost. . . . Some
shut up this stream of wisdom 10 their mund, so that it flows not everywhere
in vain; but the well abides to the breast of the man, deep and still.  Some
fet it run away in nlls over the land, and 1t 15 not wise that such bright
water should, noisy and shallow, be Howtng over the land till it Lecome
afen

Dut now, draw near to dnnk 1, for Gregory bas brought to your doors
the well of the Lord. \Whoever bave brought here a water-tight pitcher, let
him fll it now; and let bun come soon aguzm  Whoever have a leaky
piteker, et bum mend 1, lest be spill the sheenest of waters, and lose the
drink of hfe,

The second book /Elfred translated (8go-g1) was Beda’s Eerles:-
ar{rml]lz.rlary of the English, and this was addresscd not only to the
chr')' but also to the laity, who ought to know the history of their
own land,  This translation also clings closely to 1ts ongmal, but
omits many chapters not Jikely to nterest the ordmary reader—
letters from the Pope, theological disquisitions, the account of the
Easter controversy, and some purely Northumbrian affairs  But
ZElfred takes pains, as if 1t were 2 subject of national 1nterest, to
translate in full the story of the ongm of Enghsh poetry. Itis
a pity, but it is charactenstic of his early translating, that he
inserts no original matter. No one could have given a better
account of the history of the Church in Wessex and of the
kingdom ; and this is precisely the point where Breda 15 weak and
less accurate than wsual  That Elfred did not do this is
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probably owing to the fact that about the year 8g1 he had begun
to work the Chronicle up into a natloml history, and saw no need
to put forth two accounts of the same matters. The loss is
indeed all but repaired in his cdxtmg of the English Chronicle.
That this editing came after his translation of Bzda is at least
suggested by the repetition in the Chronicle of certain mistakes
he made in that translation. Moreover, the king might naturally
feel that history should follow history. ‘

It was the habit of the monasteries to put down on the Zasfer
Tubles the briefest and driest records of the events of the year,
chiefly the deaths and enthronements of bishops and kings. -For
Wessex and Kent this would be done at Winchester and Canter-
bury, but it is plain the Roll would be most carefully kept at
Winchester. Professor Earle has skilfully wrought out when the
various recensions were made before the reign of ALlfred. Ttis
enough for our purpose to say that at the time of AEthelwulf or
shortly after his death, some one man, and probably Bishop Swithun
of Winchester, filled up the Winchester Annals from tradition back
to Hengest, combined them with the Canterbury Chronicle, made"
a genealogy of the West Saxon kings from Athelwulf to Cerdic,
from Cerdic to Woden, and from Woden to Adam; and then,
having inserted new matter throughout, told at some length the
wars and death of Athelwulf. This part of the C/ronicle, running
to 8535, was found by Alfred on his accession and remained as it
was till the days of peace. Then about 891, having conceived
the notion of making it a national history, he caused the whole
to be gone over, and the part from the accession of his brother
Aithelred, \vlth a full account of his own wars with the Danes, to
be written in. It is, from its style, the w ork of one man ‘and it
may be. that Alfred /did it himself. As hlstoncﬂ prose it is
rude, but also condensed and vigorous.! In this recension
many fresh entries were made from the Latin writers and
Beeda’s history. This then is the manuscript of the dwruals of

! Some think that the first part, from 60 B.C. to A.D. 755, was not done
at Athelwulf’s death, but now.
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and we hear that he sent a messenger to visit the Christian
Churches in India. The arts also were not neglected. He re-
stored and developed the art of shipbuilding. He fetched
many architects from the continent, and was himself an architect.
He rebuilt the fortresses ; he rebuilt London into a goodly city.
He made new roads and repaired the old. He adorned and laid -
with fair stone his royal country-houses. In his reign enamel
work, gold-weaving and gold-smithery flourished, and certain
mechanical inventions were his amusement. He still hunted ;
it is a tradition that he wrote a book on falconry; and the forest
and the pools saw the king flying his royal birds and chasing the
boar and the stag with the eagerness but not the strength of
a young man. Through all this lighter work he pursued the
heavier work of ruling his kingdom and preparing it for war,
and in his translation of Boethius there is a statement inserted
of the powers and means of Government, of the division into
classes a great king makes of his people for the sake of the
kingdom, of the necessity laid upon him to use this material
nobly. It is worth reading, not only for the insight it gives into
his kingship, but for the personal touches of sentiment which
give it a literary charm.

Reason ! indeed thou knowest that neither greed nor the power of this
earthly kingdom was ever very pleasing to me, neither yearned I at all
exceedingly after this earthly kingdom. But yet indeed I wished for
material for the work which it was bidden me to do, so that I might
guide and order with honour and fitness the power with which I was trusted.
Im'ieed thou knowest that no man can show forth any craft ; can order, or’
guide any power, without tools or material—material, that is, for each craft,
without which a man cannot work at that craft. This is then the material
of 2 king and his tools, wherewith to rule—That he have his land fully manned,
that he have prayermen, and army-men, and workmen. Indeed, thou knowest
that without these tools no king can show forth his craft. This also is his
material—That he have, with the tools, means of living for the three classes

came to land in Cornwall and went then straightway to King Alfred. Thus
were they named-—Dubslane, Maccbethu, and Maelinmum.,  And Swifneh,
the best teacher that was among the Scots, died.” ‘
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~land to dwell wpon, and gifts, and weapons, and meat, and ale, and
clothes, and what else the three classes peed, . - ,

And this is the reason Y wished for matertal wherewith to order (my]
power, in order that my shill and power should ot be forgotten and hidden
avay, for every work and every power shall ston grow very old ang be
passed gver silently, if it be without wisdom ; because whatsoever is done
through foolishness no one can ever call work. Now would Tsay brefly
that I have wished to live worthily while I Lived, and after my bfe to Jeave
10 men s ho should come after me my memory in goad deedy

These were his happiest days, but he lived, as he said, “with a
naked sword always hanging over ks head by 2 single thread,”
and his quict was destroyed when the sword fell in8g3.  “Hard-
ship and sorrow a king wonld wish to be without, but this is not
a king’s doom”; and the sorrow came when the pirates from
Boulogne, with 250 vessels in their train, seized on the forest of
Andred, and Hasting, with 8o vessels, pushed his way up the
Thames. In 8g4 Hasting got into Hampshire, and shortly after
the whole of the Danelaw rase and joined the invaders, It was
their dying effort.  &Elfred was well prepared, and the war, though
carried to Chester in the North and to Exeter in the South, was
victoriously finished by the capture of the Danish flect in 897,
From that date till his death in gor ZAHred had peace, and he
returned, worn out but a conquerer, to his literary work

The book be now undertook was Boethius’ De Consolatione
FPhilosophiac, The translation, with its original handling of the
material, pomnts to one who now had become an expert mn

) who boldly d himself into the soul of his
author, This selfconfidence is that of a long practice in
translating, and places the book at the end of /Eifred’s Iife in
the years 897 and 858. His choice this ime was directed not
so much by a desire to teach his people as by personal feelng.
The philosaphic consalation of the book, to which Elfred
added his own profeund Chrisbanity, was in harmony with
the temper of 2 man who had seen how fleeting were wealth
and power, bodily strength and fame; and who needed and
Joved to have a deep religious foundation in the soul He
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and we hear that he sent a messenger to visit the Christian
Churches in India. The arts also were not neglected. He re-
stored and developed the art of shipbuilding. He fetched
many architects from the continent, and was himself an architect.
He rebuilt the fortresses ; he rebuilt London into a goodly city.
He made new roads and repaired the old. He adorned and laid
with fair stone his royal country-houses. In his reign enamel
work, gold-weaving and gold-smithery flourished, and certain
mechanical inventions were his amusement. He still hunted;
it is a tradition that he wrote a book on falconry ; and the forest
and the pools saw the king flying his royal birds and chasing the
boar and the stag with the eagerness but not the strength of
a young man. Through all this lighter work he pursued the
heavier work of ruling his kingdom and preparing it for war,
and in his translation of Boethius there is a statement inserted
of the powers and means of Government, of the division into
classes a great king makes of his people for the sake of the
kingdom, of the necessity laid upon bim to use this material
nobly. It is worth reading, not only for the insight it gives into

his kingship, but for the personal touches of sentiment which
give it a literary charm,

Reason ! indeed thou knowest that neither greed_ nor the power of this
earthly kingdom was ever very pleasing to me, neither yearned I at all
exceedingly after this earthly kingdom. But yet indeed I wished for
material for the work which it was bidden me to do, so that I might
guide and order with honour and fitness the power with which I was trusted.
Indeed thou knowest that no man can show forth any craft ; can order, or
guide any power, without tools or material—material, that is, for each cralt,
without which a man cannot work at that craft, This is then the material
of a king and his tools, wherewith to rule—That he have his land fully manned,
that he have prayermen, and army-men, and workmen, Indeed, thou knowest
that without these tools no king can show forth his craft. This also is his
material~That he have, with the tools, means of living for the three classes

came to Jand in Cornwall and went then straightway to King /Elfred. Thus
were they named—Dubslane, Maccbethu, and Maelinmum,  And Swifnch,
the best teacher that was among the Scots, died.”
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and we hear that he sent a messenger to visit the Christian
Churches in India. The arts also were not neglected. He re-
stored and developed the art of shipbuilding. He fetched
many architects from the continent, and was himself an architect.
He rebuilt the fortresses ; he rebuilt London into a goodly city.
He made new roads and repaired the old. He adorned and laid
with fair stone his royal country-houses. In his reign enamel
work, gold-weaving and gold-smithery flourished, and certain
mechanical inventions were his amusement. He still hunted;
it is a tradition that he wrote a book on falconry ; and the forest
and the pools saw the king flying his royal birds and chasing the
boar and the stag with the eagerness but not the strength of
a young man. Through all this lighter work he pursued the
heavier work of ruling his kingdom and preparing it for war,
and in his translation of Boethius there is a statement inserted
of the powers and means of Government, of the division into
classes a great king makes of his people for the sake of the
kingdom, of the necessity laid upon him to use this material
nobly. It is worth reading, not only for the insight it gives into

his kingship, but for the personal touches of sentiment which
give it a literary charm.

Reason ! indeed thou knowest that neither greed nor the power of this
earthly kingdom was ever very pleasing to me, neither yearned I at all
exceedingly after this earthly kingdom, But yet indeed I wished for
material for the work which it was bidden me to do, so that I might
guide and order with honour and fitness the power with which I was trusted.
Indeed thou knowest that no man can show forth any craft ; can order, or
guide any power, without tools or material—material, that is, for each craft,
without which a man cannot work at that craft. This is then the material
of 2 king and his tools, wherewith to rule—That he have his land fully manned,
that he have prayermen, and army-men, and workmen. Indeed, thou knowest
that without these tools no king can show forth his craft. ‘This also is his
material—That he have, with the taols, means of living for the three classes

came to land in Cornwall and went then straightway to King /Elfred. Thus
were they named—Dubslane, Maccbethu, and Maelinmum, And Swifneh,
the best teacher that was among the Scots, died.”
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—lazd to dwell wpon, and gifts, and weapons, and meat, and ale, and
clothes, and what else the three classes need. . .~

And this s the reason T wished for material wherewith to order (my)
pawer, in order that my skall and power should pot be forgotten and hidden
awny, for every work and every power shall soon grow very old and be
passed over sileatly, #f 1t be without wisdom ; because whatsoever is done
through foolishuess no one can ever call work  Now would I say briefly
that T hase wished to hve worthily while T ived, and after my Ife to leave
to men who should come after me my memory 1 good deeds

‘These were his happiest days, but he Iived, a5 he said, “with 2
naked sword always hanging over his head by a single thread,”
and his quiet was destroyed when the sword fell 1 893 “Hard-
ship and sorrow a king would wish to be without, but this 15 not
a2 king’s doom ”; and the sorrow came when the pirates from
Boulogne, with 250 vessels in therr train, suzed on the forest of
Andred, and Hasting, with 8o vessels, pushed his way up the
Thames. In 8gq Hasting got wto Hampshire, and shortly after
the whole of the Danelaw rose and jomed the invaders It was
their dying effort.  /Elfred was well prepared, and the war, though
carried to Chester in the North and to Exeter in the South, nas
victoriously finished by the capture of the Damish fleet i 897
From that dote till his death in gor &lfred had peace, and he
returned, worn out but a conqueror, to his literary work

The book he now undertook was Boethius’ De Consolatione
P/u.’amﬂz/d trans]mmn, with its onginal handling of the
material, points to one who now had become an expert

lation, who baldly d himself into the soul of ks
author. This selfconfidence is that of a lang practice m
translating, and places the book at the end of /Elfred’s hfe m
the years Bgy and 898. His choice this tume was directed not
so much by a desire to teach his people as by personal feeling,
The philasophic cansqkmon QC \l\c book, t© which Alfred
added his own p d y, was in h y with
the temper of 2 man who h:xd seen how fleeting were wealth
and power, bodily strength and fame; and who needed and
loved 1o have a deep rehgious foundation in the soul. He
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and we hear that he sent a messenger to visit the Christian
Churches in India. The arts also were not neglected. He re-
stored and developed the art of shipbuilding. He fetched
many architects from the continent, and was himself an architect.
He rebuilt the fortresses ; he rebuilt London into a goodly city.
He made new roads and repaired the old. He adorned and laid
with fair stone his royal country-houses. In his reign enamel
work, gold-weaving and gold-smithery flourished, and certain
mechanical inventions were his amusement. He still hunted;
it is a tradition that he wrote a book on falconry ; and the forest
and the pools saw the king flying his royal birds and chasing the
boar and the stag with the eagerness but not the strength of
a young man. Through all this lighter work he pursued the
heavier work of ruling his kingdom and preparing it for war,
and in his translation of Boethius there is a statement inserted
of the powers and means of Government, of the division into
classes a great king makes of his people for the sake of the
kingdom, of the necessity laid upon him to use this ‘material
nobly. It is worth reading, not only for the insight it gives into

his kingship, but for the personal touches of sentiment which
give it a literary charm.

Reason { indeed thou knowest that neither greed nor the power of this
earthly kingdom was ever very pleasing to me, neither yearned I at all
exceedingly after this earthiy kingdom. But yet indeed I wished for
material for the work which it was bidden me to do, so that I might
guide and order with honour and fitness the power with which I was trusted.
Indeed thou knowest that no man can show forth any craft ; can order, or ~
guide any power, without tools or material—material, that is, for each craft,
without which a man cannot work at that craft. This is then the material
of 2 king and his tools, wherewith to rule—That he have his land fully manned,
that be have prayermen, and atmy-men, and workmen. Indeed, thou knowest
that without these tools no king can show forth his craft. This also is his
material—That he have, with the tools, means of living for the three classes

came to Jand in Cornwall and went then straightway to King Alfred. Thus

were they named—Dubslane, Maccbethu, and Maelinmum.,  And Swifneh,
the best teacher that was among the Scots, died.”
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—land to dwell upon, and gifts, and weapons, and meat, and ale, and
clothes, and what else the three classes need. . . .

And this is the reason I wished for mater;a] wherenith to order (my)
power, in oder fhat my skil) and power should net be forgotten and hidden
away, for every wark and every power shall scon grow sery oid and be
passed over silently, if it be without wisdom; because whatsoever is done
through foolishness no one ¢an eser call work, Now wmould [y beiefly
that T have wished to live worthily while T Lised, and after my life to leave
to meq who should come after me my memory in good deeds

These were his happiest days, but he lived, as he sard, “with a
naked sword always hanging over his head by a single thread,”
and his quiet was destroyed when the sword fell in 893, “ Hard-
ship and sorrow a king would wish to be without, but this is not
a king’s doom”; and the sorrow came when the pirates from
Boulogne, with 250 vessels m theis train, seized on the forest of
Andred, and Hasting, with 8o sessels, pushed his way up the
Thames. In 8g4 Hasting got to Hampshire, and shortly after
the whole of the Danelaw rose and joned the mvaders. Tt was
their dying effort, Elfred was wcll prepared, and the war, though
carried to Chester m the North and to Exeter in the South, was
victoriously finished by the capture of the Damsh flect in 8g7.
From that date till hus death mn gor /Elfred had peace; and he
retumed, worn out but 2 conqueror, to his hiterary work,

T‘_‘.‘L‘.’PE‘L he now undertook was Bocthius® De Consolatione
Philosophiae, The translation, with its original haadling of the
satenal, points 10 one who now had become an expert mn

lation, who boldly d himsell into the soul of s
author, This self-confidence is that of a long pracuce in
translating, and places the book at the end of /Elfred’s hfe in
the years 897 and 898, His choice this time was directed not
s0 much by a desire to teach his people as by pamsonal feeling
The philosopiuc consolation of the book, to which lfred
added his own d Christianity, was in } y with
the temper of 4 man who had seen how fleeting were wealth
and power, bodily strength and fame; 2ad who needed and
loved 10 have a deep religious foundation in the soul. He
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had known sore trouble, his life had been a long battle with

foes, with national ignorance and stupidity, and with bodily
disease; and now, in this book which he made his own, he

mused, full of courage and of weariness, from his watch-tower

of quiet, on the tragic and changing world, on the rest of the

world to come, and on the power God had given him to act

for his kingdom and endure for his people. The preface

which I here give may have been dictated by /Elfred himself.

King /lfred was the translator of this book, and turned it from Latin into
English as it is now done. Sometimes he set down word for word, sometimes
meaning for meaning, as he could translate most plainly and clearly, in spite
of the various and manifold worldly cares which often occupied him in mind
and body. These cares, which in his days came on the kingship he had
undertaken, are very hard for us to number. And yet, when he had learned
this book and turned it from Latin into the English tongue, he then wrought
it afterwards into verse, as it is now done. And now he begs, and for God’s
sake prays every one whom it may please to read the book, that he pray for
him, and that he blame him not if he understood it more rightly than he (the
king) could. For every one, according to the measure of his understanding
and leisure, must speak what he speaketh and do what he doeth.

The De Consolatione was written by Boethius in the prison
where Theodoric, King of the East Goths, had laid him on a
charge of conspiracy. Composed to comfort his heart in trouble,
it is a dialogue between him and Philosophy, who consoles him
for the evil changes of fortune by proving that the only lasting
happiness is in the soul. Inward virtue is all ; everything else is
indifferent. The wise and virtuous man is master of himself
and of events. The book is the last effort of the heathen philo-
sophy, and so near to a part of the spirit of Christianity that it
may be called the bridge between dying paganism and living
Christianity. And so much was this the case that the Middle
Ages believed Boethius to be a Christian, and his book was
translated into the main European languages. Alfred made.it
popular in England, Chaucer got it into prose in the fourteenth
century, in the fifteenth it was put into Enghsh verse ; under
Elizabeth it was again put into English prose,
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Its serious and sorrowful note harmonised well with the
spiritl;al Lfe of /Elfred. He expands, but does not improve, the
grave cthical paragraphs.  He does not wear the stoic robes with
grace. Somctimes, leaving his original aside, he writes out of
his own heart, and these passages are for the most part engaged °
with that contempt of wealth and luxury and power which the
long harassment of tus Iife had bred 1 him.  He claims adversity \
as his friend, not his foe, and he speaks of wisdom and friend- .
ship with an equal love. He adds to Boethis a deep religious
fervour. The prayers are the wntings where he reaches most
beauty of expression. The sentences on the Divine nature,
steeped in reverence, awe and love, soar with ease into that
solemn thought and adoration which we may well believe filled
the silent hours of the king’s meditation on hus own stormy life
and on the peace of God It1s a contrast, as we have seen in
Cynewulf, which was dear to the English writers, Sometimes
he yields himself to the charm of metaphysics, and discusses
free will and the Divine preordination.  In the fifth book, where
these excursions come, he puts lus own work 2lmost entirely in
place of his ongnal, and explans the problems of Boethius
from the Chnstian pomnt of wview. Nowhere does Elfred
stand more clearly before us, and the clearer he is the nobler
he seems, As we read, our admuration of him as king and warnor
and law-giver is mingled with our pity and reverence And the
pity is that tender pity which men feel for the veteran who has
1ud Ly, sore wounded, sword and shield; and for whom pity 1s
another word for love It is now that the phrase— England’s
Shepherd, England’s Darling y most Justly be on our Iips.
The prajer at the end of the book fitly closes 2 work he loved
to do, and reveals so intimately the man’s heart, that we feel
he could never have published anything so personal had he
not felt that his people loved him dearly and were at one with
him,

I have said that we get close to /Elired’s mnner Ife in the
addiions he makes, with great freedom, to this translation of
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the De Consolatione. It seems worth our while to isolate a few of
these additions. They reveal him as man and king, but chicfly
as one who had thought all his life Jong on the temper of mind
and spirit which should rule over the doings of a king, In the
passage already quoted concerning the organisation of the
kingdom, he speaks directly to his subject. In these that follow,
on wealth and power and wisdom, there is no direct reference to
his kingship, but we feel that he is thinking while he writes of
his high place and its temptations; and his nobleness and
humility, his decp sensc of duty, his apartness from the baser
elements of the world, appear in every line. ’

Riches nre better given than withheld. No man can have them without
making his fellowmen poorer. A good name is better than wealth, It
opens the hollow of the heart ; it picrces through hearts that are closed. Tt
is not lessened as it goes from heart to heart among men. No sword can
slay it, no rope can bind it.

The goods of life arc good through the goodness of the man “ho has
them, and he is good through God. The goods of life are bad through the
badness of the man who has them.

True friends are, of all the goods in this world, the most precious. It
is God who unites friends. Indeed they are not of this world, but divine.
Evil fortune cannot bring them nor take them away.

Wisdom hath four virtues— prudence, temperance, courage, and
righteousness,  If thou wouldst build Wisdom, set it not up on covetous-
ness.  No man builds his house on sandbills.  As the drinking sand swallows
the river, so covetousness swallows the frail bliss of this woild, because it
will always be thirsty.

He that will have eternal riches, let him build the house of lus mind on °
the footstone of lowliness. Not on the highest hill where the raging wind
of trouble blows or the rain of measureless anxiety.

Power is never a good unless he be good who hasit. No one need care
for power or strive for it.  If you be wise and good, it will follow you, though
you may not desire it. Thou shalt not obtain [and here ke thinks of all
ke has borne as Xingl power free from sorrow from other peoples, nor yet
from thine own people and kindred.

Never without fear, difficultics, and sorrows, has a king wealth and
power. To be without them, :md yet have them, were happy, But I
know that cannot be,

But whatsoever trouble beset a king, he would care only to rule over
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& free people.  [2i a discussion on Free Will, Reason says,] * Tlow would
it Jook to you if there were any powerful king and he had no free men in his
Yingdom, but that all were slaves?”

AEYred: Tt would not be thought by me right or reasonatie if enslaved
men should only attend on him *

“Then,” quoth Reason, *it would be more unnatural i God, in alt
ths kingdom, had no free creature under Fis power."

Provd and unnghteoos kings are adorned with gold and swords and
thegns 3 but strip them of thew trappings, and they are no more, even worse,
thaa many of their thegns. Let them fall from power, and theit past
Taxury makes them angry with their present, weak through sadness, useless
for getting back what they have lost.

This sentence, shortened from the original, reads as if he
were thinking of Athelney. Then, having disposed of wealth
and power as making 3 man, he passes on to rank,

“AR thou,” he says, "more fur for other mews furness? A raan
will not be the batter becanse he had a well-born father, f he tumself s
nought.  The only thing which 15 good in noble descent is this—That it
makes men ashamed of bemg worse than ther elders, and suive to do
better than they.”

Two more phrases mark the man—

We underworth oursclves when we love that which is lower than
ourselves,

For me, 1 dread no 1l wewds  They can nether belp nor harm a
mar, Tlueh 15 even happiness, though we do mot thunk s, Ope tan
trmst it 3 what it promuses 15 true.

What a pathetic note sounds through all these sentences?
It is the note of one who is almost overpowered by difficulty,
alone within, with few friends, sore troubled with disease~—of
one who works for justice and peace w lis kingdom with
inadequate helpers, but who at every point just conquers life;
laving his ideal aims and faithful always to them; and having,
beyond the storms of the world, a sure fath in the greater King
We do not dwell in a history of hiterature on the teligon of @

man, but no account of Elfred conld be true shich did not
53y that he rested on God for his support and 1nspuation, that
Tis incessamt work in this world was combined at every point
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eternal home which he hath bid us hope for through St. Augustine, St. Gregory,
and St. Jerome, and many of the holy fathers ; even so I believe also that he
will make {for the worthiness of them all) both this wayfaring better than it
was ere this time ; and especially enlighten the eyes of my mind, to this end,
that T may find the way to the everlasting home, and evetlasting honour and
cverlasting rest which is promised to us through the holy fathers. . .
May God grant that I have power for both—to be useful here, and surely to
go thither, .

The translation is made up from Augustine’s Latin into two
English books ; and a letter of Augustine’s De Fidendo Deo is
added. The letter is thrown into a dialogue, and this is done in
order to harmonise it with the So//oguia which are couched in
the form of a dialogue between Augustine and his Reason. The
first book is called by the editor a collection of flowers. *Here
end the blossoms of this book”; and this flower-title is given
also to the second book., The third book (that derived from
Augustine’s Leffer) closes with the words: “Here end the
sayings of King /Alfred,” etc. The date is probably 906.

But his eager spirit, even when tamed by the approach of
death, would have desired to do something new. And William
of Malmesbury tells us that he translated part of the Psalms of
David.  * Psalterium transferre aggressus, vix prima parte ex-
plicata vivendi finem fecit.” Tt is supposed that we have in the
first fifty Psalms in prose of a Psalter called the Paris Psalter,
this last picce of Alfred’s literary labour ;! and it is a work we
may well imagine his spiritual intellect would do with comfort
before he died.  He did not live to finish it. In gor, “the un-
shakeable pillar of the West Saxons, a man full of justice, bold in
arms, learned in speech, and above all, filled with the knowledge
which flows from God,” passed away and was buried at Winchester.

! This is a suggestion, merely a suggestion, of Wiilker's, \Wichmann has
endeavoured to prove Elfred’s authorship of these fifty Psalms. But Dr.
Douglas Bruce of Pennsylvania, in an claborate dissertation on the Anglo-
S:.xxon version of the Psalms, commonly called the Pards Psalter, has, 1 think
with good reason, shown that /Elfred’s authorship of these Psalms is open to

the gravest doubt, But this doubt docs not deny that /Elfred did translate
some of the Psalms—only that the Paris Pralier Psalms are his work. '
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Only two books not done by himself appeared, as far as
we know, in bis reign. The first was the Diakygues of Gregory,
translated at Elfred’s instance by Werfrith of Worcester, and
with a preface written by the king. Werfrith is not mentioned
in the preface, but both Asser and William of Malmesbury speak
of him as the translator. These Dialogues are divided into four
books, and contain the conversation of Gregory with his deacon
Peter. Their subject is the lives and miracles of the Italian saints,
and in the fourth book the Iife of the soul after death The
doctrine of Purgatory, as held in the Middle Ages, may be said
to have been settled in this fourth book. Alfred’s preface,
goen in full by Earle in his dnglo-Saxon Literature, brings us,
as usual, close to his character

1, /Elfred, hase clearly hnown that 1t 15 specrally asked of those to
whom God has given bigh rank on this carth, that they should bend their
minds to the divine law, 10 the midst of earthly carefulness; therefore I
sought of trusty friends that they would translate the following dialogues, that
1, being strengthened through theis warming and lave, may at whiles think on
heavenly things anmid the troubles of tlus world

The other 1s the Book of Margyrs This is allowed, after
Cockayne's arguments, to date from /Elfred’s time, and was prob-
ably compiled at his desire. It begins with the 315t of December,
with St. Columba; ang ends with the 21st of December, with St.
Thomas, Of course, the fewness of these remams does not assert
that no other books were made 1n Enghsh. But the silence is
expressive,  And Zlfred’s loneliness and sadness, as he drew to
the close of Iife, makes all the more impression on us, when we
think that his effort to make a literary class was a failure, and
that he himself was the anly mmportant Englsh wnter in his
kingdom. Asser’s Zife of the Kmng' was wntten in Latin.
Plegmund and John the Old Saxon seem to have been quite

? That Asser wrote this book has been questioned agan 20d sgan.  But
we have little reason to doubt that the bulk of the book is by the man whose
name it bears,  Additions hava probally been made to 1, legends insected,
events coloured and heightened to glonfy the King, but on the whole ite
record 15 hustorical, and contemperary with /lfred,
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silent. The writer of the king’s wars with the Danes in the
English Chronicle was probably Alfred bimself. Werfrith appears
to have been forced into translating the Dialogues of Gregory,
and to have done no more. The king really stands by himself;
and yet he had far heavier work to do than any of his friends.
No figure is lonelier and nobler in the long gallery of the hterary
men of England.

The character of ALlfred as warrior, ruler, and statesman has
been sufficiently displayed by historians old and new, but of that
part of his character which appears in his literary work we may
here say a few words before we bid him farewell. The more
intimate personality of the king, that tender, naif, simple, humble,
self-forgetful nature, which played like a child with the toys of
knowledge, with the Greek and the Roman tales; which would
have been weak through sensitiveness were it not for the resolute
will to attain the full height of his royal duties, would have
remained unknown to us, had he not been a writer as well as a
king. What that inner personality was is sufficiently clear from
the extracts I have given, and those who read them mll each
in his own way, feel the man.

There are, however, points belonging to the intellectual
character of Alfred which have a remarkable interest. He
was the only man in his kingdom who was filled with so great
a curiosity for knowledge, and whose range of interests was so
wide, that his spirit might justly be compared with that of the
men of the Renaissance. In this he stood far above mere scholars
like Asser or Werfrith, who were probably more than content with
what they knew. lfred was never satisfied. Thiswas the peculiér
grace in him, that he would not only live well as king, but learn
the life beyond a king’s, know as well as act, belong to the world
where pursuit and its object had no end.  No limit lay to learning.

It may be that the first seeds of this unquenchable curiosity
were sown in Rome, where he lived among the records and ruins
of the past, where every stone still awakens the desire to know.
It is more than probable that at the Frankish court he heard
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the story of the love of learning which was 50 strong in Charles
the Great, and that, even as a boy, he urged himsclf to imitate
the Emperor. It is certainly true that when he came to the
throne, he acted precisely as Charles had acted. He sent for
foreigners to help him in educating his pcople, as Charles had
sent for Alcuin and others. He tricd, as Charles had done, to
get a nest of learned men in his court.  He made, hke Charles,
schools for his nobles, and forced them, like Charles, to learn.
He set up schools and monasteries, without the success of Charlcs,
Asser and Werfrith and other men had the same friendly relation
with him that Einhard and Alcumn, Peter of Pisa, and Paul the
Lombard had with Charles, And he collected the old songs of
his English people, as Charles had reduced to wnting and Jearnt
by heart the old Teutonic sagas—*those most anctent songs of
the barbarians, in which the acttons of the kings of old and their
wars were chanted ”  Indced, m this collccting of his country's
songs, /Elfred began to feed his curiostty , and his main curiosity
was to find out cverything he conld about his own land.  Nothing
lay deeper in his heart than love of England, even though he ruled
over so small a part of 1t Enghsh songs, as we have secn,
engaged his boyhood , Lnglish poetry his manhood. He sought
from Breda's history to know the foundations of English policy
and English rel:igion.  He sought from smlors who had seen the
Baltic to know what manner of land 1t was where the Enghsh
lived before they came to bis own England.  He mastered the
existing Lnglish laws, he set on foot a national history; he
recorded what he himself had done for England 1n war and peace.
He determined to learn Latin, because knowledge was hidden in
that tongue ; and when he had ganed 1t, he made all he read into
English that his own people might know all that he knew. It was
a misery to him that Lngland was not as athirst for knowledge as
himself, The words in which he expresses hus pity for England’s
Toss of learning in the past, and his hope for all she might gain
in the future, are such asa Roman scholar of the early Renasssance
mizght have used concerning his own country
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But his curiosity was not satisfied with the knowledge of
England. Hec desired to know the world beyond ; not only what
he could learn from the men he fetched from the Continent, not
only the courts and nations with which he was politically con-
nected—this might be the desire of any king—but also the past
history of great peoples, their manners, their ways in war and
peace, the stories of their poets, the theories of their philosophers,
the course of religious life among them, the geography of ancient
lands, and the discoveries of new lands. He sent messengers even
to the East. It is strange, in the midst of an England dead to
pleasure of this kind, to suddenly meet with this eager personage.
Tt is not strange to find, when he lives in this sphere, that he then
forgot his kingship and only remembered the new worlds of
learning which he had to conquer. When he is talking to Asser
or Ohthere, when he is writing to Werfrith or to his people about
literature, kinghood slips off him.  When he is speaking of Greece
or Rome or the Germans, he writes without a trace of insularity.
Hence in all his work, even in his policy to the Danes, there
is an extraordinary absence in Alfred of any national feeling as
against other nations. His patriotism, his sense of kingship,
were strong, but they were modified by a clear recognition that
all men who loved knowledge were of the same country and of
the same rank—one in the commonalty of literature. This also
is characteristic of a man of the Renaissance. Along with this
cagerness to learn there was the same eagerness to teach which
marked the men of the New Learning.  He risked his popularity -
as a king by his endeavour to make his people study. He seems
to think that his nobles, clergy, and people must feel on this
matter as intensely as himself. To educate became a part even
of his religion. To give money for a school was to give to God.

But that which, even more than a passion for knowledge and
for teaching, brings him into line with the scholars and artists of
the New Learning is his individuality. The personal clement
stands forth clear in all his literary work, It is this which takes
even translations out of the region of the commonplace, and
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which Ifts his prefaces into literature. In war, and as a king,
he had genius; but in literature he is either a plodder or a
chitd. He never rises into any original power, not even in th
Chronicle, or in the additions to the D¢ Consolatione Phil of A
But the aspiring personality of the man animates and pervades
the poverty of the work with a humanity which pleases us more
even than good writing. He has all the gracious naiveté of a
child He plags with the Greek stories Iike those of Orpheus
and of Ulysses and Circe, with the same kind of natural sim-
plicity with which Turner treated them in painting; and this
naturalness has so much charm that we should regret to lose it in
finish of style and i art of words. In all that is personal he
belongs to literature  He creates his character in his subjects,
and the impression he made upon the future writtng of England
is owing to that, and not to his literary ability It was a great
thing to do.
What, then, is us place? He has no originality as a worker
in Iterature, no creative power. He was 2 good receiver and 2
goad reproducer of knowledge. Esven where he seems to be
original, be may not be so. We do not know how much of the
additions to the Boethius may be denved from Asser's conversa
tion. But the style is his own; s smplicity is as effectve in 4
prayer and philosophy as 1t 1s in the Chromule, and very pleasant
coming from a great king, It 1s also pervaded by a strong 2
desire for clearness and for use, and by a love of his people.
{tsneceeds in being claar and useful, and it pleases by the force >
of these elements ; but most of all, perhaps, by the deep feeling 1,
for his peaple which antmates and warms it.  We might also say
that his long intercourse with public affairs and with the manage-
ment of wars adds a werght to the style, of which, as we ead,
we are vaguely conscious. But even when 2ll this has been said,
the kang, in Iterature, 15 but 2 leamer, not, in any sense of the
word, 2 master.




CHAPTER XV
THE OLD ENGLISH POETRY IN AND AFTER /ELFRED'S TIME

I uavE said that the remains of the English poetry of
Northumbria were most probably collected by Ailfred ; and were
translated into the Wessex dialect, partly in the later years of
his peace, and partly in the first twenty years of the tenth century.
Among the poems translated in his reign we may surely count
those of Cadmon, one fragment of which [Elfred himself put.
into Lnglish in his translation of the Zcdesiastical History.
Genesis A also, whether attributed then to.Credmon or not,
appeared now in West-Saxon. The gap in its manuscript
caused the insertion of Gewesis B; and this set of poems may
have kindled some poet of this time into the composition of
the cantatas which once bore the title of Chsis? and Salan, and
which are contained in the second half of the manuscript of the
“Junian Cedmon.” These new poems with Gexesis B are now
believed to be the property of Wessex, and to have been written
at the end of the ninth or the beginning of the tenth century.
The Later Genesis (Genesis B) belongs in its original form to the

last years of the ninth century—and what follows is conjectured to
beits history. There was an Old Saxon pocm written on the book
of Genesis (a few fragments of which have lately been discovered),
cither by the author of the Heliand himself, or more probably by
some imitator of the Heliand.! Some English scholar (an’ Old

' The Hrliand is an almost heroic poem of the ninth century on the life
of the Healer, the Saviour ; and Geneses B closely resembles it in language
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Saxon by birth and perhaps, as Ten Brink suggests, John of
Athelney) translated this poem, word for word, during Zlfred’s
Ife, into West Saxon.  In the tenth century a copyist of the E/der
Genesis (Genesis 4), finding a great gap in this poem after the line
234, inserted, in order to fill up the space and out of this West
Saxon translation of an Qld Szxon poem, the lines 235 to 851 ; and
we call them the Zafer Genesis. This theory is held to account
for the difficulties of language, of metre, of manner, of senti-
ment and of intellect which make this insertion so different from
the rest of the Genesis in the Juman manuscript. It is true, it
still remains only a theory, but philological investigation, and
the discovery of new ewidence—such as the identity of the frag-
ments of an Old Saxon poem, line for line, with the correspond-
ing lines in the Zafer Genesis—tend year by year to confirm the
theory.

The insettion opens with a repetition of the subject of the
beginning of Genesis 4. The fall of the rebel angels is told
over again, God returns to heaven after the creation of man,
and Lucifer’s pride is hurt  His glory is described, ““so mighty in
intelligence, so beauteous n body, like to the bnlliant stars,”
that he seemed to himself to be equal with God. And he
breaks forth into a fierce solkloquy, which follows here, literally
translated, and showing the long epic line which this writer
used :—

Why then should I toil, quoth he. Not a shred of need there 15

Now for me to have a master ' With these hands of mine I may

Work as many wonders ! Mickle force to wield have T

For the setting up of a goodlier stool than He,

And a higher 1 the Heaven! For His favour why should I be of Him the
slave,

To Him bow in such 2 bondage? I can God become, Iike Him '

With me stapd strong-hearted comrades, who will not a struggle ful me,

Heroes hard in spurit | They have for therr Lord chosen me and hailed me ;

and in diction, while both writers have used a Latm poem by Avstes, Bishop
of Vienne.
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Far-famed fighters they ! Any one can plan a rede with such followers as

these,
With such folk companions frame it ! They are ready friends of mine,
True in all their thoughts tome ! . . .
. . . So it is not right, methinks,
That for any favour I should need to fawn on God, ’
Or for any good. Il no longer be His vassal.

This is the bold Teutonic earl, whose pride in his manli-

ness, whose insolence of individuality bids him stand alone, even
against the gods. In his claim to build a kingdom for himself,
to be God if he please; in his sense of the close comradeship
between his brothers in arms and himself, and in his praise of
good rede, the speech belongs to a heathen Viking, and there are
many just as bold in the Norse sagas. Then hell is drawn with
northern imagination—the abyss of pain, swart, deep-valleyed,
swept at dawning by the north-east wind and frost, then by
leaping blaze and bitter smoke through darkness and vapour
dun; where Satan lies on his bed of death, hafted down with

heat-smitten fetters over neck and breast, but unconquered still;

his thought as hot about his heart as the hell that clasps him.
“0, how most unlike,” he cries, “is this narrow stead to that
other home which we knew of old in the high realm of
heaven!”?

! This also, like some passages in Genesis 4, has a far-off likeness, to
Milton—
O how unlike the place from which they fell,

So also Satan’s address to his thegns is similar to the argument of Beclze-
bub in Paradise Lost, Book IT. It is a question whether Milton ever saw the
Genesis.  He could not have read it, but Junius was his friend, and it is
not improbable that he translated part of the poem to Milton. Milton
would naturally like to hear what Caedmon was supposed to have said on
Paradise Lost; and if so, he would retain some of the vivid expressions, and
use them. But a great deal too much has been made of the resemblances.
They are slight, and Milton, who read widely on his subject, could have
found similar phrases in the multitudinous representations of the Fall of the
Angels and of Man which had been made before he climed the subject.
Many of these he certainly used.
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This is my greatest sorrow—that @ man,}

Adam, made out of clay, should hold my seat,
My mighty stool, and be in bliss, while we

This bale must bear, this bitter harm in hell

Ai, Ai! but bad my hands their rightful craft,
Could I break eut of tius for one short hour,

One winter hour, then with this host would J-~
But, braced around me, lie the iron bands,

A rope of chains engirths me, realmless me !

And o'er and under me 1s mickle fire,

Immntigable Aame.  More hateful land,

Ne'er hnown tifllnow . . Full well God knew my heart,
Ang forged these gratings of the hardened steel,
“To haft my throat ; ¢lse, had my arms their force,
An evil work should be ‘twixt man and me?

But God has swept us 1to swarthy msts,

Into this fierce and fithomless abyss ¢

O shall we not have vengeance, and pay back
Our debt to Him who robbed us of the light #

So, since he cannot free humself, he appeals to his thegns to
slake his vengeance by turming man to ewl Bnnog him also
down to this grim abyss  *“If 1 ever gave you the treasures of a
king in days gone by, repay me now ; fly, one of you, with your
feathered garment, to the place where Adam and Eve, wrapt
in their weal, are on the earth ; make them break God’s bidding ,
make them loathed by Him; overcraft them, then—in these
chains softly at last I shall rest myself. Whosoever does this
shall sit by me on my high seat ” At this cry for the comfort of
vengeance, one of his thegns springs to hus feet —

Then *gan to grrd humself God's grim-set foe,

Avtful, a0d cagerly equipped hunsel,

Abave, he sct a hollow helm, and hard

e spanned it down with spangs,  Much speech he knew,
But allof words awry ! And then he wheeled

% 1 have put the rest of the quotations in this chapter into blank verse for
the sake of variety, They do not pretend to a literal rendenng of the
ongual, such as I have alresdy given in my Hifory of Early Enghsh
Ziteraturs, but they are not far from 1t.
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His flight, uplifted, through the doors of hell ;
Beating the (murky) air.  Strong was his heart,
And foully bent his mind, as swinging back

On either side the flame, he found at last
Adam, in wisdom wrought, upen the earth,
And with him Eve, the winsomest of wives!

«“And a twain of trees stood beside them; one was gentle and
Iovely, but the other swart above and dusky below, the tree of
death that bore the bitter fruit.”

The temptation follows: the dialogue has invention and is
subtly borne, and the presentation of the subject imaginative—
too subtly imaginative for the ancient Caedmon to have written.
“T have sat with God of late,” speaks the Worm, ‘“and He bade
me tell thee to eat this fruit, to learn knowledge. Taste and thy
mind shall be mightier, thy heart expanded, and thy form fairer.”
“God told me,” Adam replies, ““that to eat this fruit should
bring me hell. I know not if thou be a liar, or a messenger
from heaven; I know naught of thy ways, but I do know what
He bade me. Take thee hence! God can give me all good
things, even though e send no vassal here”” So-the fiend
left Adam, and went ta Eve: “God will be wrath, Eve, with thee,
when He hears Adam’s message ; but listen to me and His wrath
will be turned away. And thine eyes shall be so clear, sheenest
of women, that thou shalt see the whole world and God Himself;
and more, thou shalt turn Adam round thy will, if thou wouldest
that.” At which she took the fruit, and all the sky and earth
were lovelier to her, for the great Scather moved about her mind.
“See, Eve the good, how thy beauty and breast are enlarged.
Light itself is gladly breaking on thee. I brought it from heaven ;
look, thy hand may touch it? Tell Adam what a sight thou hast
seen; what powers thou hast now.” Then to Adam went the
winsomest of women, and of the unblest fruit part she bore in
her hand and part was hid in her heart. “Adam, she cried,
“this apple is sweet, and comes from God. I can see Him
now, throned in the south-east, sitting by Himself, wrapt in His
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own weal, He who wrought the wotld; and, wheeling round
Him, His angels in their feathered vesture, of all nar-hosts the
fairest; and all the music-mirth of the whole heavens I hear.
Look, I have the apple here; gladly I give it, take it, my lord,
I know it is from God.”
1t is charactenstic of English feeling, though curiously unhke

Milton whose Adam yields at once to Eve, that Eve, whose
motives are all good, takes the whole day in this poem to per-
suade Adam, At last he took from the woman “Hell and
Hither-going, heroes' overthrow, murder of men, the Dream of
Death, though 1t was only named a fruit”; and Satan’s thegn
bursts into triumphant mockery. Revenge 1s the finest play a
Teutonic fiend can have who clings fast as a war-comrade to lus
captive lord. He “has won Ius high seat”—~that 1s 2 personal
pleasure ; but it is nothing to his pleasure 1n thinking that now
his lord will be blithe and comforted, forgetting his pain m the
thought that be has pard out God and man for all hus direful
woes. “My heart 15 enlarged,” he cnes, “I have never bowed
the knee to God ", and refusing to stay m Paracise, he takes his
fight straight to the flaming fire to tell his lord the good tidings
But before he leaves the garden, fus rapture tn vengeance makes
him speak as if he were face to face with Satan, though Satan s
far away in the deepest cone of hell.

See, Lord ! thy favour now 1s won, thy will

Accomplished I Man 1s now befooled.  No more

Shall heaven, but the swart descent to hell,

Be now their werrd! O Thou, who liest in sorrows,

Rejoice, thou needst no mourmng now  Be blithe,

Laugh 1n thy heart  All 15 pad back again [

For me, my heart 1» healed, my thought entarged,

Our harms are well avenged ! In swarthy Hell

Satan 15 clasped, my captive Lord, and there

In flame I seeh um.

Adam and Eve are left conscious of ther fall  In Miten

lust follows, and then mutual horror and mutual blame, and then
repentance.  Here Eve loses the viston of clear heaven, and,
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in dread contrast, Adam sees black hell; then, with northern
quickness of conscience, immediately repents. There is no
recrimination between them, as in Milton, All is tenderness,
Adam makes but one reproach, not in bitterness, but sadness,
and Eve’s answer is loving and quiet: “Thou mayst reproach
me, Adam, my beloved, yet it may not worse repent thee in thy
mind than it rueth me in heart.” And Adam replies by a broken
and impassioned outburst of désire at all risks to know God’s
will and bear His punishment: “Were the All-Wielder to bid me
wade in the vast sea—not so fearfully deep were the flood of
ocean that my mind should ever waver—into the abyss I would
plunge, if only I might work the will of God. But naked like
this we may not stay. Let us seek the covert of the holt. So’
they went mourning into the greenwood,” and there they fell
to prayer. Here ends, at line 851, the ZLafer Genesis, and the
earlier poem, after this insertion, takes up the story.”

The second part of the poems which pass under the name of
Cadmon, and which are in a handwriting different from and later
than the first part, were given the name of Chsist and Safan.
They are now divided into three poems or fragments of poems—
the first called the Fuallen Angels, the second the Haﬂawz}grty‘
Hell, and the third the Zemptation. 1 have elsewhere said that
they were probably composed in the eighth century, and by a
follower of Cynewulf in Northumbria, and on the whole, till
further evidence, I cling to that opinion ; but as the majority of
critics, and among them such men as Ten Brink and Wiilker,
allot them to the tenth century, and, I suppose, to Wessex, I
place them here, along with the Zafer Genesis, and as written
some time after the insertion of that poem into Genesis 4. They
are simple, direct, and passionate ; dialogue enlivens them ; their
human interest is thus made greater, nor are the characters ill
sustained. This is especially true of Satan, who differs at many
points—in his variety, in the form of his regret for his loss and for
that of his followers, in his sudden aspiration after heaven, and

1 See p. 138.
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in this wnter’s half-pity for him—from the Satan of the Zatr
Genesit.  The poetry has a rugged power of description, and its
outbursts of praise closely resemble the passionate hymns of
Cynewulf,

The three divisions of the Faller Arngels end each with a
psalm of praise, as if they were three lays sung on three different
evenings on the same subject. The poem begins with a sketch
of the fall of Satan into hell, and of the fiery ruin in which
he lives. He wanders in a hall, brooded over by abysmal
cloud, cold and dark, where serpents and blackfaced demons
run to and fro.  Qutside the hall, sunk deep 1n the core of space,
a weltering sea of fire mingled with venom breaks on hugh cliffs, at
whose base on the fiery marge the fiends meet and mourn. Flame-
breathing dragons are at its gates; but twelve miles beyond
them, the gnashing of the demons’ teeth 1s heard in the vast of
space.  When Satan speaks, fire and posson ficker from bis lips,
and he wails for the home he has lost. His companiens, quite
unlike Satan’s thegns in the Lafer Genests who love their lord,
scorn and reproach him here. He is a liar, a decewer, a
wretched robber.  Again and again he cnes his sorrow, and then
breaks out into this strange agony of repentance —

O Helm of banded hosts ! O glorions Lord !

O Might of the Great Maker! O Mid-Earth !

O dazzling dayhghtt O Delight of God !

O angel hosts, and O, thou upper Heaven?

O me ! bereft of everlasting joy '

Never agin o reach my hands to Ileaven,

Nor with these eyes of mime look up agun,

Nor ever hear once more with happy ears

Clash clear the clanging clarions of God
The second song of the poem and the third repeat the motives
of the first, and end as the first ends, with psalms that celebrate
the bliss of heaven.

The Harrowing of Hell begins at Line 366. * Angwsh came
on hell and thundererash at dawn of day, before the Judge when
he shattered the gates of hell, *Temnble 1s this’ cry the fiends,
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wailing far and wide through the windy hall, ‘since this storm:
has come on us, the Hero with his following, the Lord of Angels.
Before Him shines a lovelier light, never seen since we were on
high among the heavenly host. So our pains will be the keener.””
Then the good spirits in prison gather round Christ, and Eve
tells their story, and that three nights ago Judas came and told
them the King was coming ; and how the Old Testament saints
“lifted themselves, leaning on their hands, midst all their pain
delighted,” to hear the happy tidings. “Take us forth, O my
beloved Lord,” and Christ, driving the devils deeper into hell,
bore the redeemed on high. “That was fair indeed when they
came to their fatherland, and with them the Eternal into His
glorious burg.” Christ sits with them at the feast, and speaks to
them like an English king to the assembly of his Wise-men.
And the poem turns to tell of the Resurrection and Ascension, of
Pentecost and the Last Judgment, and each fragment ends with
a hymn of praise.

At line 665 another fragment of a separate poem begins, a
part of the story of the Zemptation. 1t is only remarkable for
the mocking speech of Christ, such as an English victor might
make to his foe. “Go, accursed, to the den of punishment;
take no jot of hope to the burghers of hell; promise them the
deepest sorrows.  Go, and know how far and wide away is dreary
hellt Measure with thine hands and grip against its bottom.
Go, till thou knowest all the round of it, from above to the abyss;
mete out how broad is the black mist of it. Then wilt thou
understand that thou fightest against God.”

“So he fell to dreadful pains ”—and the stages of his fall are
vividly marked out—for first, “he measured in thought the torment
and the woe; and then as he descended the lurid flame smote
upwards against him; and then he saw the captives on the floor
of hell; and then their howl, when they saw him, reached his -
cars ; and then he on the bottom stood. And it seemed to him
then that to hell-door from the mount where he had been was
100,000 miles by measure.” This is as accurate and close as
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Dante And he looked round on the ghastly place, and there
rose a shriek from all the lost, and they cried to their Lord :—

‘There! be ever in thine ewl, erst thou wonld'st not good,

With this fine passage close the last poems which have borne
the name of Cedmon, Thaugh he was not their writer, though
perhaps more than two hundred years separate them from him,
yet they are fitly gathered under the name of the man who first
sang of God and man in England, who began the illustrious roll of
the retigious poets of England, whose subject Milton took, and
who made the path by which the poetry of heathemsm carred
its matter and mannex into Christian song.

These are the last religious poems before the Conquest which
show any trace of tmagmation or of ongmal power.  The rest of
shich we know seem to be the dry and hfeless production of
cloistered persons who, not being able to wnite m prose, chese to
write in poor and broken rhythm. Religious poetry became mere
alliterative versing, and was finally altogether replaced by prose.
Then prose—and this is common when poetry decays—tended,
in order to satisfy man’s destre for musical movement, to become
thythmical. Zlfric, 1n the tenth and eleventh centuries, wrote
much of his prose 1n a jingle of alliteration  The versing, then, of
the eleventh century was often bad prose  About 1010,2 homily
attributed to Wulfstan contains 20a lines out of a poem of
the tenth century, which are dehberately used as prose.  Even
in the tenth century the religious poems were few There are
a small crowd of expanded versions of the Creeds, the Lord's
Prayer, and the Cantiles in the Roman service. Of longer
poems, there is 2 Saints' Kalendar entitled the A/enologrum, which
we may date after the middle of the tenth century It 15 quite
plain that when this poem was written the earlier English poets
were known and studied, for many passages arc taken from
them by this versifier. But this we may sy for him, that the
Northumbrian love of nature had filtered down into his soul.
He speaks with 2 true feeling for May and Summer, and of the
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charm of their happy world. The ZLast ﬁ/){gﬂ//t///, which had
vogue cnough to reach Northumbria, for this is the poem that
Wulfstan quotes, belongs also to the middle of the tenth century,
and is a Wessex translation of a Latin poem, perhaps by Alcuin.
To the same date is allotted a metrical translation of fifty psalms
which is found scattered through a Benedictine Service-Book.
Then there is a poem advising o gray-haired warrior to a
Chuistian life, which is dated before the year 1000, since it warns
the old man that the end of the world is near; and another
poem urging its readers to prayer, in which Latin and English, as
in the Phaniv, are mingled in the same lines. We must also
remember, if we do not give the metrical translation of the
Afetra of Bocethius to ARlfred, that it was written somewherc at
the beginning of the tenth century,  These exhaust the poetic
cfforts of religion, and mark the swift degeneration of imagination.
They were followed by the death of this kind of poetry. During
the Danish Conquest and the reigns of the last two English kings,
religious song of any literary value in our tongue may be said to
be silent.



CHAPTER XVI
SECULAR POETRY AFILR [LLFRED TO THE CONQUEST

SCCULAR poetry among the English after the time of Elfred was
chiefly in the form of ballads or of war-songs. The ballads scem
to have been made on any striking story mn the hves of the kings
and of the chief men of the nation, and there were probably
ballads made m every village on the traditions of their familtes,
We seem to und, d from the b hies of Dunstan that
there were songs belonging to Glastonbury and Athelney and to
his own farily history, which he was accustomed to sing More-
over, it was the custom to put into the Chronule accounts of the
coronations and deaths of kings, in verse  These, which are only
anmls sversified, suggest the bchef that there were songs or
ballads on these events wrtten at a much greater length, and
this is 2 general opmion. It has been comjectured also that we
find in the Chronicle breef fragments of songs embedded 1n 1ts prose.
Names have even been given to these supposed songs—*the Sack
of Canterbury, 1ot ; the IWoorng of Margaret, 1067 , the Baleful
Bride-Ale, 1096 ; and the High-handed Congueror, 1086 "  The
actual verses in the Chronicle are the Battle of Brunanburk, 937 ;
the Ocercoming of the Five Towns,* 94z; the Coronation of Eadgar
at Bath, 9735 Eadgar's Death and lus Good Tumes, 975, the Slyung
at Corfe, g79; Elfred the Ltheling’s Slaughter, 1036, the Sor ¢
ZTronside, 1057; and the Dirge of King Eaduward the Confessor, 1065.

1 These were the Danish boroughs in Mercia~—Leicester, Lincoln, Notiing:
bam, Stamford, and Derby. o
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All these, with the exception of the Battle of Brunanburk, which
stands alone, cannot be called songs. One of them, however, has -
some importance—that on the death and good deeds of Eadgar.
The way in which it is expressed recalls the heroic poetry, and
proves that it had not been neglected or forgotten.

All these abrupt verses may represent the subjects on
which the ballad poetry of England exercised itself. We
find further proof of this continuance of song in the stories
told of this period by the Norman Chroniclers, by William of
Malmesbury, and Henry of Huntingdon. It is plain that they
put into their Latin prose English songs concerning early
English history which were still sung in the country at the date
at which they wrote; and we shall see of what kind they
were. But before we speak of them and of the two long war-
poems we possess, there is one secular poem to be mentioned.
This is the so-called RhAyme Poem in the Exefer Book. Tt be-
longs to the tenth century, and probably to the years between
940 and g9s0. The reason for that date is this. The poem is
the only one in the English tongue which is written in the
form called in Scandinavian Runkenda. It adds to the usual
alliteration the rhyming of the last word of the first half of
the verse with the last word of the second half. This is the
form used by Egill Skallagrimsson, the Icelandic skald and
warrior, in the poem HgfuS-lausn, by which he saved his life in
Northumbria from Erik Blood-Axe in the year 938. Egill was
twice in England, and was a favourite for a time at the court of
Aithelstan. It is supposed then that Egill made known to the
writer of the R%yme Song this form of poetry, and the poverty of
the poem and the clumsiness with which the form is used suggest
a first and solitary experiment. Its subject, one common to
English poetry—is the contrast between a rich and happy past
and a sorrowful present, and may be, as Ettmiiller conjectured,
the complaint of a soul in purgatory, or even in hell, as he thinks
of all that he enjoyed on earth, If so, the poem would belong to
the religious poems, but I prefer to think of it as secular
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1ts supzested resemblance to the epfiogme of the Elemr bas no
weight

We tum row to the ballads arnd warpoerss from the Serg
of Brurerterk to the Serg of Maldon, In the years between
Elfred’s death 2nd the arcession of Ethelred the Unwise, from
1 to g7, Englard grew into 2 great and united kizgdom under
famons kings  Eadward the Elder was the first of thess, and with
the help of kis ister Kthelfzd, the Lady of Merciz, became over-
Iord of the who'le of Pritain and king of 2 great part of it. His
giory (be was called the Unconquered) spread over the continent,
His daugaters were marmied to the Emperor Otto, to Charles the
Stmple, King of the East Franks, to the King of Arles, and to
the Count of Paris. A united England, and an England in foll
relation with the great conrts abroad, ought, with Elfred’s work
behind 1, to have bad more fiterature than we find In it And
Eadward, thorgh unable to push literature himself, may have been
interested init. He had leamed with care, when young, * English
books,and chiefly English songs™ No doubt then hisvictoriss were
sang in battle-ballads, but none of these have come down to us.

£Ethelstan the Steadfast succeeded himn 25, He wos the
son of 2 lovely peasant gurl, whom Eadward had met at his old
nurse’s home, and, like King Cophetua, wooed and married ; and
2 ballad was made out of this romantic thing. His grandfather,
£Elfred, loved the handsome boy to whom tus mother’s beauty had
descended ; and it is told in a story, which may have been derived
from a song, that Elfred gave him a purple cloak, over which
ZEthelstan’s long hair fell ike a mver of gold; and gint himasa
soldier, when he was only six years old, with a noble sword in o
E?Iden sheath, hung from a belt studded with gems ; and prayed
him to grow up into a good and glorious king  And the prayer
was answered. England, under AEthelstan’s chieftainship, vingi-
cated her unity against the Danes, the Welsh, and the Scots at
ananbzfrh, and two war-baliads tell the story of the fierce battle.
The first is preserved in Latin prose by William of Malmesbury. It
tells how Anlaf, one of the Danish Lings, went in the disguise of a
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glecman to spy out the camp of Athelstan on the night before the
battle. The firelight flashed on his face as he sang to his harp,
and a soldier who had fought under him in other days seemed to
know him, and watched him; and when he saw that Anlaf buried ‘
the money his foes had given him, made sure he was the king.
But he would not tell Athelstan till Anlaf had gone. “Why
didst thou let him go free ?” said Athelstan. “Had I betrayed,”
answered the soldier, “him whose man I once was, wouldst
_thou, whose man I am now, have trusted me?” And the king
praised the answer and the man. The next day the battle was
fought, and we possess in the ‘Clronicle the song which re-
corded its triumph. It does not seem to have been written by
an onlocker. It is without any of those personal touches which
we find in the Battle of Maldon. We miss in it the naturalness,
invention, and simplicity of the ballad of battle, as it would spring
out of the heart of the people. 1t is a composition, and the
verse and style are both unimpeachable. Vet it is worthy of the
hero-poetry of England ; full of patriot exultation and heathen
wrath. It recalls in its abrupt and clashing lines the ¢ Battle of
Agincourt,” the “ Battle of the Baltic,” and the “ Charge of the
Light Brigade.” Tennyson’s translation of it is so fine an example
of the way genius transfers itself with creative energy into another
atmosphere than that of its own age that I am grateful for the
permission to insert it here. :

BATTLE OF BRUNANBURH

] Constantinus, King of the Scots, after having sworn allegiance to Athelstan,
allied himself with the Danes of Ireland under Anlaf, and invading England,
was defeated by Athelstan and his brother Edmund with great slaughter at =

Brunanburh in the year 937.
I.

! ATHELSTAN King,
Lord among Earls,

1 I have more or less availed myself of my son's prose translation of this
poem in the Contemporary Review (November 1876),
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Bracelet-bestower and

Baron of Barons,

He wath bus brother,

Edmund Atheling,

Gaining a felong

Glory in battle,

Slew with the sword-edge

There by Brunanburh,

Brale the shield-wall,

Hew'd the hindenwood,t

Hack’d the battleshield,
Sons of Ldward with hammer'd brands.

n

Theirs was a greatness

Got from their Grandsires—

Theurs that so often in

Stofe with their enemues
Struck for their hoards and their hearths and their homes.

.
Bow'd the spoiler,
Bent the Scotsma,
Fell the ship-crens
Doom’d to the death,
Al the field with blood of the fighters
Flow'd, from when first the great
Sun-star of morningtide,
Laop of the Lord God
Lord everlasting,
Glode over earth till the glonous creature
Sank to his setung

.
There fay many a man
Mar'd by the javelin,
Men of the Northland
Shot over shreld
There was the Scotsman
Weary of war.

1 Shields of indenwood.
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V.

We the West-Saxons,

Long as the daylight

Lasted, in companies
Troubled the track of the host that we hated,
Grimly with swords that were sharp from the grindstone,
Fiercely we hack’d at the fiyers before us.

VI.

Mighty the Mercian,

Hard was his hand-play,
Sparing not any of

Those that with Anlaf,
Warriors over the
Weltering waters

Borne in the bark’s-bosom,
Drew to this island :
Doom’d to.the death.

VII.

Five young kings put asleep by the sword-stroke,
Seven strong Earls of the army of Anlaf

Fell on the war-field, numberless numbers,
Shipmen and Scotsmen.

VIII.

Then the Notse leader,

Dire was his need of it,

Few were his following,

Fled to his warship :
Fleeted his vessel to sea with the king in it,
Saving his life on the fallow flood.

IX.

Also the crafty one,
Constantinus,

Crept to his North again,
Hoar-headed hero !
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.

Slender warrant had

¥z to be proud of .
The welcome of war-hnives~
He that was reft of hus

Folk and his friends that had
Fallen 1 confhict,

Teaving his son too

Lost in the carnage,
Mangled to morsels,

A youngster v war f

X1

Slender reason had

He to be glad of

The clash of the war-glave—
‘Trastor and trickstes

And spurner of treaties~—
He nor had Anlaf

Wath armes so broken

A reason for bragmng

That they bad the better

1n penis of Lattle

On places of slaughter—
The struggle of standards,
The rush of the javelns,

The crash of the charges,
The wielding of weapons—
The play that they play’d with
“The children of Edward,

xn

Then with their nail'd prows

Parted the Norsemen, a
Tlood-redden'd rehic of

Javelns over

The jarning bresker, the deepusea hallow,

} Lot **the gathenng of men ™
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Shaping their way toward Dyflen? again,
Shamed in their souls.

XIII.

Also the brethren,
King and Atheling,
Each in his glory,
Went to his own in his own West-Saxonland,
Glad of the war.

X1v,

Many a carcase they left to be carrion,

Many a livid one, many a sallow-skin—

Left for the white-tail'd eagle to tear it, and
Left for the horny-nibb’d raven to rend it, and
Gave to the garbaging war-hawk to gorge it, and
That gray beast, the wolf of the weald,

XV.
Never had huger
Slaughter of heroes
Slain by the sword-edge—
Such as old writers
Have writ of in histories—
Hapt in this isle, since
Up from the East hither
Saxon and Angle from
Over the broad billow
Broke into Britain with
Haughty war-workers who
Harried the Welshman, when
Earls that were lured by the
Hunger of glory gat
Hold of the land.

The unity of England which this battle vindicated, and which

was a necessity for a national literature, was not established by it.
The country was as yet too heterogeneous to be ruled by one
man, and the system, which now began, of the great Ealdormanries,

! Dublin.
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divided Englznd again, and lasted even through the Danich kings
until the Norman Conquest.  That conquest did finally for Eng-
I2nd what Eadward and Athelstan had temporarily dore, Ttmade
one kingdom, and in doing so made a rational Hteratuze possible,
Eazdmund succeeded Ethelstan in g0, 2nd this “Doer of
Deeds” did one thing of which 2 song was witten. It recorded
his retaking of the Fice Tvrns in the northern Marchland, ard a
small portion of it was placed in the Chronicle. There tmay also
have been a song made of his murder by Lecf2 and of the bitter
mourping of Dunstan over him when he was laid in Glastonbury.
In 946, Eadred the Excellent came to the throze, and then
Eadwig in 955 ; and on his death Eadgar, the Winzer of Pezace, was
King of all England from 939 to 975. There are three stories aboot
him, one belonging to his wilder youth, which were probably in
the form of ballads and which William of Malmesbury put into
prose. The first of these is the ballad of Eiftfryth and AEtkelicold
ard of the King, and it has many relations in the folk-tales of all
countries. ZElfthryth was so fair a woman that the king heard of
her loveliness and sent his friend /Ethelwold to her father, saying,
“Give me thy daughter to wife.” But /Ethelwold, made foolish
by her fairness, told the king that she was unworthy of her fame,
and married her himsell When the king heard the trumib, his
anger was deep, but hiding his heast he played tke fnend with
/Ethelwold, and said, “1 will come and see thee and thy
wife.” ZEthelwold told bis wife what he had doze, 2and sa:d,
¢ Make thyself unbeautiful, put on thy most common clothes,
and we may yet deceive the king” But the woman, wroth with
his fraud and longing to be a queen, clothed hers.If 1n gloricrs
garments and made her beauty greater, and smiled upon the
king. Then Eadgar, hunting with Ethelwold next day, slew him
with his spear and avenged the be. *“What thinkest thou of this
hunting? "’ he said, turning in his Berceness to Ethelwold's scn
by another wife. “My lord,” sa:d the young man, “what is
pleasing to thee cannot be displeasing to e’ . and Eadgar qave
him gifts in atonement; but he marmied Elithryth, zod the
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woman had her way. Afterwards she feared for herself, and
founded a nunnery. :

In later days Eadgar, leaving his wild passions, was a strong
and wise king, who loved honour and was ready with his hands.
Another ballad, made into Latin prosc by William of Malmes-
bury, is of him and the Scot-king Kenneth. For Kenneth, one
day feasting with his men, said of Eadgar, who was little of
stature, “’Tis wonderful to me that so many folk should do the
will of so smalla man.” And Eadgar, hearing this, bid Kenneth
meet him in a lonely glade, and brought with him two swords.
“Take a sword,” he said, “let us sce which is the best man,
and whether I am not fit to have bigger men than I to do my
will ; nor shalt thou go till we have proved this, for it is not meet
for a king to say at the drink what he will not stand to in battle.”
But when Kcnneth heard that, he asked forgiveness. “’Twas
but a jest,” he said.

There is yet another song, or what seems to have been one,
which proves how proud and famous a king Eadgar was thought
to be. When he came to Chester to be crowned, seven years
after his coming to the throne, and steered his long barge on the
river, eight kings, of whom he was the overlord, were his rowers
—five Welsh kings, and Kenneth, and the Danish king of the
Southern Isles, and the King of Cumberland ; so he had great
state; and cven the kings of Dublin obeyed him. He died in
975 and was succeeded by Eadward the Martyr, of whose death
also a song was made. Coming back from the chase onc day, he
stayed at his stepmother’s, for he was thirsty ; and while he
drank she caused him to be stabbed in the back, and he fell
from his horse and was dragged through the woods till he died.
“There was never so cvil a deed done among the English since
first they came to Britain.” And he was buried in Elfred’s
minster of Shaftesbury. )

These were the great kings of England, and these the songs
which were made of them, and many more were doubtless made
which have been forgotten, for singing and making of ballads
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never ceased in England,  Even in the next reign, of Althelred
the Unwise? (979-1016), during which the Danish conquest of
England by Swein Forkbeard and Cnut was hegus, there is one
fine Dattle-poem, the Death of Byrhtnoth, the alderman of
Essex, who fought in 991 with the Danes at Maldon.

The poem runs to 300 hnes, and is unfortunately without &
beginning or an cnd  The manuscript in which it was found was
burnt amaeng others 1 the Cottonian tibraty, and we only possess
it in the copy which Heare printed The oldest manuseript of
the Clromele and four luter ones record the battle and death ef
Byrhtnoth. The first makes 1t happen 1 go3, but the ezher
four and the history of the Church of Ely place 1t in ggt. =
is, then, the chosen date.  Some suppose 1t was written by 2
of Ely, because Byrhtnoth was a nch benefactor cf thar
1f so, he efther saw the battle or spoke with one who bad
in the van of it

Its histovical interest is great Tt tells of the £
of the tempest which, long accumulating mn the N¢
in the Danish conquest of England.  One of the 1
bands which had gathered some years before
Denmark, but which hus expulsion from Dermars
landed on the east coast of Engluad, pluz
sailing up the nver Panta, landed on the .-
which dunides the stream mto two bra
them, on the notthemn share, was Mzldz
Byrhtnoth came down from the town to =
tide was i, and the stream floned duep &
‘They challenged one another, and .
il the ebb came.  Then they dashed =
blows in the water. Long and well 1=
had the better, and the ear} died on =
have put into a rough metrical move e

¥ T take the wotd * Unready,” the zmomrmvn s o mame
not take goad rede, that is, ¥ho w5 cymer
* & lterad translation of the wivts 1 ;7w
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The earl gathers his men. One lets his hawk fly away,
another grasps his arms, and Byrhtnoth puts his men in array;
riding and giving rede among them, till all were ready. Then he
lighted from his horse and stood among his hearth-men, On
the other side of the stream, now full of the flood-tide, the
herald of the Vlkmgs shouted mightily the threat of the sea-
thieves—

Hail ! the swift sea-farers send me;

Bid me tell you—*¢Send them rings,
Better send them to defend you

From the rushing of our battle

Than that we should deal you slaughter !
If thou givest to the Vikings,

At their dooming, gold for fnendshlp-—
‘We betake us to our shipping

With the scats, and o’er the waters

Fare away in peace with you,”
Byrhtnoth spake, and raised his shield,
Shook his tapering ashen-spear,
Steadfastly and fierce he answered—
Hear, thou Seaman, what this folk say—
‘¢ Spear-points they will give for tribute,
Swords of old time, venomed edges,
Battle-gear that brings no gaining !
Seamen’s herald, take the message !
Here stand I, an Earl, and warding
With my host our fatherland.

Fall, ye heathen, in the war!
Shameful would it seem to me
Should ye fare to ship unfoughten,
With our scats, when ye have hither
Marched so far into our country.

Is’t so easy to get treasure P—

First shall spear and sword encounter,
And the play of war be grim,

Ere we give a scat of tribute.”

Then he bade them bear the shield,
Till they stood along the stream-edge.
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Tach the other could not meet

For the flood-tide followed now

On the ebb, and stream and tide
Mised their waters—Long it seemed
Tll they bore their spears together,
So about the Panta’s stream

Stood arrayed the Saxon line,

And the army of the ships,

None of them could harm the other
Save by fiying of the arrows
Ready, eager for the batile

Were the Vikings, when the flood
Ebbed at last—and Byrhtnoth cried
* Wulfstan, kansman, hardan-war,
Hold the passage, Son of Ceola t”
“Then the first who strode the ford?
Walfstan smote him wth his spear
Fearless warmors were vwath Walfstan,
Mateus, Zlfere, high hearted,

Who would never fiy the pathway
Furm they held at "ganst the foemen
When the Vikings saw how fell
Were these warders of the ford,
Hateful, they began to feign—
“Gave us passage O'er the ford "
And the Earl, m scornfulness,

Let too many foemen land

O'er the cold stream Byrhthelm's son
*Gan to call the Vikings— Come |
Quickly come, for here 15 room

For the batile. God alone
Knoweth who the field shall win 1
Then the slaughter wolves, the Vikings,
Reckless of the water, went

Over Panta ; bore their shields,

O'er the gleamng water bore,

AlL their linden-shields to Jand
Byrhtuoth ’gainst the bloody for
With bis men stood ready there
““Mzke the war-hedge,” then he erled,

! The word is bridge—but there was no brdge in aur sense of the wsez
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¢t Steady stand, for now the battle
Draws anigh, and now must fall
All the weirded.”—Then the shouting
Rose on high ; the ravens wheeled ;
Carrion-greedy, barked the eagle ;—
Then they let the sharp-set darts
Fly their fingers, and the spears
Edged to keenness. Busy now
Were the bows, and now the shield
Stopped the spear-head ; bitter then
Charged the battle : on each side
Fell the warriors, youths and men,
Dead upon the slaughter-field.
Wounded was Wulfmeer ; he chose
Death to sleep in, Byrhtnoth’s kinsman ;
Sorely was he hewn with swords.
But a vengeance met the Vikings: -
One was slain by Edward, he
Smote him with a mighty stroke ;
At his feet the fated fell.
And his Lord gave thanks to him ;
Edward was his bower-thegn.

Byrhtnoth whetted them to battle ;

He, the Hard-in war, strode forward,
Shook his spear on high, and holding
Shield aloft for shelter, stepped

Firm against 2 Viking! Fach
Thought on death to each. The Seaman
Sent a southern dart, and wounded
Byrhtnoth, lord of fighters, who
Thrusting downwards with his shield
Broke the shaft, and loosed the spear,
Fierce was Byrhtnoth then, and pierced
With his spear the boasting Viking,
Skilful sent it through his throat.
Quickly then he flung another,

Cleft the byrnie’s woven rings ;

In the Viking's heart the venom
Stood—and blither was the Earl ;
Laughed, and gave the Maker thanks,
For the work the Lord had given.
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“Then another Viking sent
Fiping from hus hands 2 spear,
And {t piesced the Ethebng,
Bythtnoth, thegn of Ethelred ®
Thers beside him stood a youth,
Yet a bog, who forth withdsew
From his Lord the bloody spear,
Son of Walfstan, young Walfmxe !
And he sent tlat very spear
Sliarp and heen against the Vikng 1
1In the pont went, and he lay
Dead wha erst had struck hus Lord.
Then a fighter songht the Earl,
All to sewze hus rings and armour,
And the armlets and the sword ,
But the Easl unsheathed us b,
Rroad and edged with brown, and smote
At the byrrue of this foe.
Ese he struck, the Viking marred
Byrhtaoth's blaw, and sheed bis arm §
And bis fallow-lulted sword
Fell to earth, and never more
Could be hold or weeld the blade

Vet the hoary fighter spohe,
Heartened up bis men, and bade them
Be good comrades , then he looked
Up to Heaven, and spoke this word-—
*Thanks [ gne Thee, King of peoples,
Tor the joys ¥ found on carth ¢
1 have need, O Lonl of Mercy,
That Thou grant my ghost Thy handness ;
That my sou! to Thee may wend
To Thy keepiog, Lord of Angels,
Faren peace  of Thee [ pray
That hell-scathers may not hurt it,"
Then the heatren hewed him dows ;
And the men wha stoed by him,
7Elfnoth and Wulmer, lay dead ;
Lafe they 3uelded w itk thew Lord,

Thus ends the fist part of the battle with the great carl's

ay to God, the mighty Lord of all folk. He does not sing the
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tale of his famous deeds, as Beowulf would have done; he sings
thanksgiving for the joy he had in this world, and prayer that
his soul may fare forth in peace and forgiveness. It is the first
time in English war-song that the dying warrior ends his life, not
with the boast of the hero or his farewell to his folk, but with the
prayer of a Christian man. It brings us near to that poetry of
Romance in which the knight dies with the name of Christ upon
his lips. Yet, though Byrkinoi's Death has thus varied from
the ancient traditions of English song, the poem is as heroic and
northern in feeling as Beozonlf. It uses the old motives, words, and
urgings. Its challenges sound like those in the Fg/t at Finnsburg.
And courage and honour before all things else, and faithfulness to
the oath of service, and the closeness of the tie between the thegn
and his lord, and the shame of cowardice, and death better than
a shamed life—these, with which English saga begins, are vital
in the last song it sings before the Conguest.



CHAPTER XVII
ENGLISH PROSE FROM ELFRED TO THE CONQUEST

ExoLiss prose-writing all but died with the death of Zlfred,
and ninety years had passed away before the impulse he gave it
bore its full frait in the work of ZElfnc whose first homilies ap-
peared in gg1. But ats blossoms began to appear more than
thirty years eatlier i the founding of the school of Glastonbury
by Dunstan, and of Abingdon and Winchester by /Ethelwold,
the scholar of Dunstan and the master of Elinc.

Tt 1s not difficult to say why /Elfred faled to make Ergland
learned, or even to make 2 lterary class  He tried at first to
influence the parish clergy, who had now to do the work formerly
done by the mission preachers of the monastenes, and who ¢.d
not do it. The appeal he made to them by his Pastoral Care
fell dead They were ignorant and demorahsed, save the £
whom /Llfred prases  They drank heavily, they hunted, they
sang rude songs and made them, they marned (10 the Danelax
the marriage of the clergy was legalised), and they dA wrrw. than
marry. ‘Their hungry sheep looked up and were not fod, 20 of
a fow were bettered by Zlfred, they fell back afier by degt, - L.
their sturdy ignorance and ifl-lving.  No hierary work w23 dome
by the secular clergy, .

Nor can we say that the influence he brought 1o bear o5 tp
bishops ;x:d higher clergy produced any lastng reeclt, [(;
seems to have found only on z s
capable of good prose. ! H: ::::;‘310;; ST e ht’” K

nte, but Wedneh, ¢
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translation of Gregory’s Dialogues was the only book he dragged
out of his bishops. In fact, they had but little leisure, and
were inevitably drawn into political life. When the king pressed
them, they tried to do some learned business, but when lfred’s
successors urged them no more, Church and State were much
more interesting occupations. No great ecclesiastic, till Dunstan
came, did any work for literature in England ; and even Dunstan,
when he left Glastonbury, was soon completely involved in glle
labours of the State. o

Alfred’s effort to make a cultivated laity also failed. He
tried to interest them in the history of their own country and in
the history of the world, but the interest he did awake was not
enough to induce any of them to leave their hunting and war
for literature. Even his own sons and grandson failed him in
this respect. They attended his schools along with the nobles,
but when they came to reign, they had far too much to do against
a host of foes to give any time to lecarning. They had to make
history, not literature ; to unite, not to educate England. They
listened to the bards who made poems on their great doings, and

gave them “rings,” and in that lame conclusion ended Ailfred’s
" hope to make a learned laity. Not till nearly a century after-
wards do we meet with educated nobles like Afthelweard and
his son, and they were more interested in, than capable of,
literature.

So, in the end, Alfred took to.writing English for his own
pleasure, and for the sake of the future England. His translation
of the De Consolatione may record not only his longing to comfort
himself for the troubles of the world, but for his failure to make
a learned class in England.  However, his experience had taught
him, long before the date of this last translation, that at first
there was only one way to re-create literature in England. This
was to re-establish monasticism. What was left of the monasteries
in Wessex had become unmonastic. Malmesbury and Glaston-
bury were still abbeys, but were served by secular priests. A few .
monks may have lived there under rule, but the rule was inopera-
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tive. /Elfred endeavoured to reorganise these abbeys, but in
vain, He established nunneries at Hyde and Shaftesbury, and
succeeded, with his own daughter as abbess, in getting Shaftes-
buryinto some working order, but the place decayed. He set up
Athelney for monks, but the sturdy objection of English folk to
the monastic habit forced him 1o make a foreignerits abbot, and to
fill it with priests and deacons from beyond sea, with young Gauls
and Danes, even with children to be trained into monks; but
before very long the abbey broke up in disorder. In this attempt
to revive monasticism for the sake of literature he also faled,
And the failure lasted a long time. Even in g955-959, during
Eadwig's reign, monasticism was still at 2 low ebb.  “Sad and
pitiable,” says William of Malmesbury, *was the face of monach-
ism. Even the monastery of Malmesbury, which had been
dwelt 1n by monks for 270 years, the king made a sty for secular
canons.” Yet in monastic leisure alone, while the country was
harassed by wars and invaders, could any learned work be done.
The tendency of monasteries was to do that work 1n Latin. But
when it was started by Dunstan and camed on by Ethelwold
and ZElfric, a great deal of 1t was done 1n the Enghsh tongue,
and in honest Englsh prose. In Elfnc’s resolute use of the
vernacular, ninety years after /Elfred’s death, we find the resur-
rection of /Elfred’s influence and of his principle—¢ Tesch the
people in their own tongue; make the Enghsh lapguage the
language of literature.” ‘This is the story of /Elfred’s farlure, of
that apparent falure which befalls 2 geams who 15 before his time.
Only one man seems to have carmed on after Zlfred’s death
the tradition of his work. /Elfred’s prose was chuefly secular, and
we might expect, at a time when the glory of the country grew,
that the impulse he gave to the hustory of that glory would con.
tinue in one at least of his band of scholars. We find um 1n the
writer who composed the narratwve in the Chromrcle of the wars
:u:ld work of Eadweard from groto g24.  From gor, when /Elfred
fil&d, to g1, the story is but poorly recorded, but 1n 910 the pen
is taken up by probably the same hand which wrote the account
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of the years from 894 to 897 with so much breadth, earnestness,
and power.! Of course we cannot be sure of this, but from g0
to 924 we have the narrative of one who at least rivals the previous
writer. It is well composed, clear, individual in style, brief, but
not too brief to be effective. This is the sole piece of secular
prose of this date. From 925 to 940, during the reign of
Aithelstan, the meagreness of the Chronicle is only broken once by
the song of Brunanburh. TFrom 940 to 946, during the reign of
Eadmund ; from g46, when Eadred came to the throne, to the
death of Eadgar in 975, the Chronicle ceases altogether to be
literary. Three short poems of no value only make the thinness
of its entries more remarkable. Secular prose, then, had died in
Winchester. But religious prose had begun to move again into
life with the restoration by Dunstan and Eadgar of the monastic
life of England. ’

Dunstan, “the chief of monks,” was born in the reign of
Eadward, Zlfred’s son,? and died when AEthelred the Unwise had
been ten years on the throne, in 988. He lived, then, through
all the glorious reigns of the House of Zlfred, and saw the be-
ginning of its decay. He played a great part in politics and
in the Church. But our chief interest is in what he did for
learning and literature when he came to man’s estate, Even in his
boyhood and youth he was a good example of how far culture and

1 Elfred’s work, or his seeming work, on the Chronicle ended in Sg1.

2 The usual date is that of Zthelstan’s accession, 924 or 925.  But critics
have agreed to put it back a little. There are several biographies of Dunstan,
There is one, about 1000, by a Saxon priest whom Stubbs thinks was a
scholar from Ligge, living under Dunstan’s protection at the time of his
death. Another is by Adelard, a monk of Blandinium, about the same date.
Osbern wrote another after the Conquest, shortly before Anselm’s arch-
bishopric. Eadmer, Anselm’s biographer and writer of the Historia Novorum,
composed another, deriving his information from St. Wulfstan of Worcester,
and from Nicholas, a learned monk of the same town, who treasured up and
cared for the English traditions. Both these biographers were precentors of
Christ Church, Canterbury. The next life of Dunstan was written by William
of Malmesbury, and Capgrave made a compilation from all of them in the
eatly part of the fifteenth century.—See Stubbs’s Memorials of Dunstar.
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like Byrchtfercht, who wrote on science as well as theology. A
whole set of medical books were set forth in the eleventh centuty,
"The Herbarium Apuleii, a Latin herbal, containing, under the
name of Apuleius, the doctrines supposed to be taught by Cluron
to Achilles, tracts on the wirtues of the herb Betony and on
Medicina Animalium, and a continuation from a translation of
Dioskorides, was put into English and became a “ popular Anglo-
Saxon text-book among physicians”  Another English book,
Medicina de Quadrupedibus, gives the use to which the thirteen
beasts it mentions may be put for redicinal purposes.  Z%e Lace
Bée, already mentioned, belongs to the tenth century, but others—
A Catalogue of Prescriplions, The School of Aediane, and some col-
fections of ohservations on the best times to take medicine, or to
undertahe businesses, on dreams and their interpretation, on the
origin of diseases, on pregnant women, on spells and charms—
full of strange and attractive superstitions, belong to this eleventh
century. Another set of books—a prose Dialogue between Salormo
and Saternus, quite distinct from the prose pieces in the elder
Salomo and Saturnus ; another prose Dialogue betveen Adriarus
(the Emperor Hadrian) and Ritheus ; a translation of a selection
from the Disticha ¢f Cafs—are examples of the ethical tendency
which, even before ZElfred, had taken root in England. Amezg
the religious books there is a Zyanslation of the Fortr Gospels aboes
the year 1000, & Translation of Psalms and of the PrealrGuges
of Nicodemus and of Matthew , some biographies, some =iz
tions from the Lives of the Futhers, certain legends of the
as, for example, of Vervruca and Margaret, and a zumier of
scrmons,  On the whole, these belong to the first ka¥f ¢f 22
eleventh century.  The Glssanes which appear
century, and in which the Latm is expluned by E
illustrate the new actinty which ZElfne had mnfed
Among these is the Riwal of Durkzm, with 2 N
gloss,  book precious to philologsts. The
the Gospels, the Erangelium adorned at Ling's
St. Cuthbert with pictures and Muminzdoms 4z
T
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the year 700, was now added to by an interlinear version, and the
Rushworth Gospels were also interlineated. In this century also
Leofric, Bishop of Exeter, gave to his cathedral library the
Leofric Missal, now in the Bodleian. It is “one of the three
surviving Missals known to have been used in the English Church
during the Anglo-Saxon period.” ! )
In this century the Danes had conquered England. Althel-
red had died in 1016. With the battle of Assandun, where the
golden dragon of Edmund Ironside met the magic raven of Cnut,
Cnut finished what Swein had begun, and Edmund’s death
shortly afterwards left Cnut king of all England. His conquest
settled rather than disturbed England. The land, from the
Border to the south, was now under one king, and that king more
an Englishman than a Dane. He ruled his other possessions
from England ; he actually sent English bishops and preachers to
civilise his northern realms, He established Englishmen in all
places of authority in England. The official language of England
was the West Saxon. He renewed, confirmed, and publicly
swore to Eadgar’s laws. He protected and enriched the Church.
Hence, during his reign, the new life of learning and literature
in the monasteries and elsewhere went on undisturbed, and
though Godwine, whom we find Ealdorman of Wessex in 1020,
was always in opposition to the monks and never founded an
abbey, this was not the temper of Leofric, Ealdorman of Mercia,
or of the king, both of whom loved to see the abbeys flourish.
The pleasant story which tells how Cnut, boating on the marshes
near the knoll of Ely, heard the song of the monks and was
charmed with it, shows at least how kindly he felt to those who
made sweet music. And the lines he is said to have made are

the only scrap of poetry which has come down to us from the
traditions of his reign: *—

Y Leofrie Missal, edited by F. E. Warren, Clar. Press.

2 Professor Stephens, however, assigns to the reign of Cnut the Lay of -
Abgar, King of Edessa, an Anglo-Saxon fragment taken from the legend of
Abgar’s letter to Christ praying the Healer to cure him of his illness.
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Mernly sing the monks of Ely
‘When Cnnt the King comes rowing by 3
Row nearer 1o the Jand, oy men,

That we may hear the good monky song.

We must not omit in a history of hterature the long and noble
fetter Cnut wrote from Rome to his people, in which, speaking as
gravely and worthily as E¥fred of the dusies of a king, he reveals
the greatness of bis character. He had begun his kingship with
some of the savagery of his pirate ancestors, but he had now
grown into 2 wise, careful, generous, godly prince and law-giver,
open to strangers, just and kind to his people, 2 giver of gifts
to knowledge and rehgion  He died in November rozs, and
cight years after, Eadweard the Confessor came to the throne
of England. He had been in Normandy, under the protection
of its dukes, ever since 1014} and when he came to England be
was Norman rather than English.  He spoke the Norman tengue.
His Noman Xinsmen accompamed him; Norman knights
crowded his court; Norman chaplains looked after his religious
life He made 2 Norman Archbishop of Canterbury, and set
Normans up as bishops and rulers 1n many places

The first result of this foreign 1nvasion was the strengthening
of Latin as the vehicle of leamned writings in place of English.
ZElfric, with o}l his kindness for his own tongue, had done with
greater pleasure his Latin books, The Clrontcl of Ethelweard
was in Latin, Wullstan, a pupi of Athelwold and monk of
Winchester, wrote his book De fonorum harmoniz 1 Latin, and,
to show his skill, translated into Latn hexameters 2 book which
had been written by Lanferht, another Latin scholar — the
Airaeuly sanck Swithuri,  Thus in the first half of the eleventh
century many Latin books were wntten, and the use of this tonguc
in monastic writings steadily wmcreased. It 15 true that m
Eadweard’s reign, the national feeling which resented an ahen
king in Crut grew stronger under the mfivence of Godwmne and
his family against the Norman foreigners, but the only Englsh
writings that this patdatic fecling produced were the Awnals of
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IWorcester, afterwards carried on to 1079; and the new edition of
the Chronicle, which, begun in 1046 at Abingdon, was continued
to 1056; and which, after a few years of meagre reports, was
taken up by one who wrote with warmth, vigour, even with pas-
sion, of the great deeds of Harold up to his victory at Stamford
Bridge. The Worcester annals then resumed the tale and told
of William and of Senlac. In this historical department Eng-
lish did not cease to maintain its lead. But elsewhere it decayed.
Religious and scientific prose tended more and more tc Latin,
and the disuse of the English language as the vehicle of learning
preluded that swiftly-coming time when the scholars who accom-
panied the Normans made Latin alone the tongue in which
prose on any worthy subject was written. '
The second result was that some of the elements out of which
the romantic tale was to emerge came for the first time into
England out of France. England had had her own sagas, but
she had as yet known nothing of that new and chivalrous romance
whose original basis was the delight in story-telling, but which
built on that foundation a poetry and tales in which the leading
conceptions of the Middle Ages were embodied, together with
its arts, its science, its theology, its allegory, its love of women,
of adventure, and of war. Already the Normans had begun to
throw the stories of the East into new forms; already, following
the great Frank sagas, they had made a new type of poetry in
songs of Roland and of Charlemagne ; but nothing of this could
as yet take root in England ; and it is a curious question whether,
had the Normans been driven back by Harold, England would
ever have taken to her heart the purely romantic ideas. She could"
not, however, have remained uninfluenced by France, and she’
was so influenced before the Conquest. The story of Apollonius of -
Zyre, the story Shakespeare used in the play of Pericles, had been
translated into Latin from the late Greek romance, and the
Latin translation was now rendered, sometimes word for word,
sometimes freely, into the easy and lissome English which Alfric
had bequeathed to his countrymen.  Our sole manuscript of this
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15 unfortunately a fragment. Dut it must have awakened a new
sense of pleasure in some English readers, so different it was m
spirit, colour, and atmosphere from the Old English poetry and
prose. It was followed by two other translations from the Latin
which introduced for the first time the wonders of the Alexander
romance to Englishmen. They were the Zetters of Alexander to
Aristotle from India and the onders of the East. Both are
accurate translations, and done in excellent English. They are
the last bocks, save the Porcester Annals, which were written in
the literary language of Wessex. ‘The breath of a new world
was in them, new thought, new manners, a new way of lwing, a
new jmaginative range, I doubt whether the English priest or
layman of Eadward’s reign, whether ¢ven an educated warrior
and ¥ing like Harold, would have read them without scom
Before the English conld accept, as long afterwards they did with
eagerness, the romantic elements, ali that made up their national
life needed to undergo the weary education n learning, thought,
literary form, love of poetic melody, in religion, 1n chivalne ideas,
in the manners of war and peace, which the presence, influence,
and pressure of the Norman drove into their national character,
And the work took nearly two centuries to accomplish.

When it was finished England had become a nation, and a
national literature was possible  Four natonal characters (the
AngloSaxon, the Celt, the Dane, and the Norman with his
French amalgam) mixed to make the beginmings, and to con-
unue the life of that lterature

In the making and science of government, 1n establishing law
and organising order ; in ldating a village, a town, a state;
in the creation of freedom, in love of 1t, and 1n 1ts development,
in the founding of national Lfe on the bfe of home; 1 the sense
of duty; in the capacity of obedience to a leader; i holding
together in unity; in the power and desire to sacnfice individual
aims to a collective cause, in perseverance combined with ep-
durance ; m the splendid conduct of war, m a gnm love of
adventure ; in constant and even passionate desire to discover
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new worlds, to seize them, develop them, and to extend itself
over the world—the English national spirit excelled that of either
the Celt or the Dane. These are powers which make, keep, and
cxpand a vast and noble nation. But they do not of themselves
make a great and varied literature such as England made at last.
The Anglo-Saxon was capable, and alone, of good prose on all
practical subjects, of excellent and accurate history, of practical
works on science; of close criticism; of religious, moral, or
philosophical discourse, touched often with a mystical, even an
ideal quality ; of a tender, deeply-felt religious poetry ; of narrative
poetry at disproportionate length; and he had a most natural
and happy turn for popular lovesongs. But alone, the Anglo-
Saxon was quite incapable of producing the litetature of England,
and the excited persons who proclaim that he has done so
cannot have looked into the facts of the matter. But two great
and important things he did secure for us. By his dominance
in all the qualities which make a free and settled national life,
he secured, as a vehicle of literature, the English language—the
most capable and flexible instrument for all kinds of literature
which exists in the modern world. After a long struggle against
French, during which it absorbed and made its own a large
French vocabulary; after putting under contribution both the
Dane and the Celt; the English tongue, enriched from many
quarters, established itself as the most fitting means of represent-
ing the thoughts, emotions, and imaginative work of the mixed
people of England.

But the greatest thing the Anglo-Saxon did for literature was
a result of all those strong national powers of which we have
spoken. They made a sure and steadfast foundation for all
thought; they Iaid on all emotion a restraining, powerful, and
directing hand, under which its fires ceased to blaze, but ‘grew
white-hot ; they acted on all the work of the imagination so as
to purify, chasten, educate, and guard it from extravagance.
They did for English literature what training does for the runner.
Again and again it ran wild, orran into the exuberant weakness of
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luxury. Again and again the English national pawcrs brought it
back to the dignity, simplicity, and temperance of great Art.
They have, from the beginning, passed through our literature as
strength, penetrated it with the power of continuance, and, by
their mastery, enabled it to assimilate and transmute within
itsclf the 11 of other Iif into 11 of its
own. It is quite fair, then, to call the Lierary result, not Celtic
or Danish, French or Italian, but English. The dominant note
in the literature of these islands is the English note.

There are other persons, not less exaited than those who
think English I a purely AngloS product, who
derive all its excellences from the Celt; and this is as far apart
from the truth as the opposite opinion. The Celt, by humself
is as incapable as the AngloSaxon of prodi that magmficent
and vared literature. But he brought to the growth of that
great creation a2 number of elements without which it would never
have become what it is. The spuit of the Celt was iumately
mingled for long centuries with the spint of the Enghsh, from
home to home, from town to town, from county 1o county, over
the north, west, and south-west of England, over the whole of the
lowlands of Scotland; and even, byits admiture with the Danes
it influenced the eastern and midland counties of England It
brought with it into the Englsh people, and wove =
nature and literature, a sad 1ideality, a penetratne
imagination, especially pleased with, and naturally
worlds beyond the semses, coptous mventivenes

poctry' a flery impulsiveness attended by a s=

3 3 root of chenshed and romanne mzzm
p;\ssxonnlc love of women ; a fury of adventrs: = v==
a dreamy union with the bfe of nature; a lss=
own sake; a great power of ammating man—z:c
the whole world with hfe, and of quck
was felt and thought; a satinc vein whica
in expression and reckless of fact, 2 cpoy
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a recklessness all round of the present and especially of the
future; a complete carelessness of the conventional; a fierce
and claiming individuality which in politics disliked law, and in
literature became a creative but far too great a self-conscious-
ness; a general inattentiveness to criticism, whether good or
bad; a feeling as of one belonging to another world and half
lost in this, that there was nothing in this earth worth much
trouble, much work, or much intensity. Certain of these elements,
and especially the two last mentioned, kept the Celt from that .
close study of the great models, that hard work and perseverance,
that boundless humility before the ideal of beauty, that rigid
rejection of the unnecessary, that resolution to possess, in what-
ever is done, great matter of thought as well as depth of emotion—
which are necessary for the attainment of perfect form in artistic
work. It was not till his powers were mixed with those of the
English that this was attained. Unmixed, they have not pro-
duced work of the finest kind in either prose or poetry. The
Celtic literature, alone, weakened down into poverty-stricken or
over-luxuriant expression. Alone, the Celt would have been as
incapable, as the Anglo-Saxon was alone, of producing the
English literature. But the powers the Celtic nature brought to
mingle with the Anglo-Saxon nature were of the highest valie for
every class of poetry, for the melody of poetry,. for its lyric
changes, and for its inventive and subtle rhythms. A host of our
rthythms are derived from Irish metres, sometimes directly, some-
times passed through France, sometimes through Italy, sometimes
through Latin hymns. To these powers our literature owes also
much of its fanciful charm, its love of adventurous life, legend
and faery, its quaint or magical surprises; its self-conscious
melancholy, its satiric laughter ; its lavish use at times of colour;
its love of nature and of lonely life with nature ; its impersona-
tion, with inventive detail, of both the monstrous and the gmceful
powers of nature,

The Celtic elements did nearly as much for prose. They
gave to English prose its natural movement, its subtlety, its
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mystery, sadness, mockery, and colour. Stealing down, from
generation to generation, into the Anglo-Saxon people, these
powers made their way, till they were intimately invoven into
the Anglo-Saxon powers; and these in turn gave the Celtic
powers the force, the intensity, the tenderness, the moral energy,
the p e, the solemnity, the serious | ity they
needed for permanent and finished art.  Separately, the Celtic
or the Anglo-Saxon powers would have been inadequate to
create English literature. Together they made it, and together
they were adequate for jts creation. There is no muture in
the world so good for the best work in poetry and in prose as
the mixture of the Celtic and the Teutonic spirit. And the
mixture, slowly made, like all natural muxtures destined for fine
and lasting use, was complete,  The attempts made by Englsh
and Irish natjomalists who are literary critics to seclude what is
Celtic or what is Anglo-Saxon in English Iiterature, are curiously
futile. There is no product of English poetry or prose in which
AngloSaxon and Celtic elements are not closely and fervently
mixed, and the proportions of each senes of elements in any
literary work vary indefimtely. Those books are best m which the
dmi is most equalised tk hout ; and when the admix-
ture is most unequal the book 1s, as literature, not so good as
it might otherwise have been. And this 1s as true of phases and
transient outbursts, as it 1s of peniods, 1n English Itcrature, At
no time was carly English Lterature freed from Celtic influence
except perhaps during 1is revival m Wessex under Aifred, Alfnc,
and the rest, 2 revival marked by absence of imagmative work
and by a swift decay. The Northumbnan Iteraturc before
£Elfred arose in lands deeply imbued with Celue thought and
feelng.  When the Danes settled sn England, thar hterature,
both of saga and of rehigious myth, had been strongly mflucnced
and changed by the Celtic - When the Normans came, the layx
of Roland and Charlemagne did not entcr with any encrgy mto
Ehe literature of England  Of all the romantic cycles 1t feast
interested England.  The cyele which emerged firt, and way
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most developed in England, and which has clung to the heart of
English literature up to the present day is of Celtic origin ; and
stecped, through all its French, German, and English develop-
ments, in the Celtic spirit. - It was brought by the Normans
from Brittany, ministered to from its source when the Normans
conquered South Wales; and finally, in the resurrection of
English literature at the beginning of the thirteenth century,
established a Celtic tale at the head of the literature of England.

But English literature is not the result only of the Anglo-
Saxon and the Celtic spirit. Like those atomic compounds which
are formed by the addition to their two main elements of a number
of other elements in much smaller proportions, English literature
added to itself Danish, Norse, Norman, French, Italian, Spanish,
Hebrew, and Oriental elements; and owing to its incessant and
adventurous pushing into all parts of the world, took into itself a
host of heterogeneous matters which mixed with it from time to
time, and then ceased their slight and transient impulse.

The Dane and Norseman, both of whom made and cherished
a well-ordered literary class, brought to English literature their
sagas, both mythical and historical, and a passionate love for
recording in long stories the mighty deeds of warleaders who
grew into mythical heroes. They not only told the tales of their
own folk, but their energy revivified, by absorbing them, the
stories of the countries they invaded. Where the Viking came,
life came ; and this intensity of life not only animated the folk-
tales of their conquered lands into resurrection, but added them
to its own, and then changed and developed them into a varied
host of adventurous narratives. .

We cannot trace before the Norman conquest this influence
of the Norseman and the Dane on English literature. But no
one can doubt that the vital strength added to the large portion
of England occupied by the Danes had its potent influence on
the growth and work of English literature. But I have already
said—and it shows how complicated is the inquiry here sketched
—that by the time the Danes had settled in England the
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elements in their literary production had been clossly wingled
with Cellic elements. The Danish contnbution to the soll of
English hterature was therefore almost a5 much 2 raixtere of
Celtic and Tentonic matter as English Hterature itself became.

nto this river of vatied waters Bowed the Nonean stream.
‘That hterary stream nself was mingled of three other streams—
of the ofiginal Norse; of the French {partly Gauleh and pantly
Latin); and of the Celt. Al these, togetber with 2n Easternt
strain, make up romance ; and this, vitalised thronzh every vein
by the Norman cnergy, and enchanted by all the Celtic legerd
and spitit of Ammorica and Wales, poured in foll stream isto the
Anglo-Saxon and Celtic ad and for 3 ceptury and 3 half
dominated Enghsh lterature. Along with 1t, the new Latiz
learning came into England with the Norman and added 2 great
body of fine lustoncal and theological thought to the sail in
whicth English prose was aftervards to grow. Moreove, cenias
purely French elements ~the esprit Goulois, the acdacens gxiety;
the loose and lvely tale of love; a gross wit; a strarce w2
of sexual love with the love of Chnst and the V'ugi;; ak -~'—‘;'~
persist pecially . theological ; an sédmnel
affection for allegory, and a Latin love of phioscyyy, eterd
English hteratare, but took no deep oot therem

What other mfl sdded themselyes afterwards o e
stream of English literatuce ; how the Ttalan ware

it; how other and vared streams came from Frazes ; rrw
Italy, Germany, and France agun and ezun b, :
animating impulses into its ever-mcreasing nver,
cases not reproduced in Enghsh interature, ﬁ.‘l’ toey
digested, absorbed and changed into indimdem) E -
is not the work of this book ; but whatever cia
whatever new stuff was added to the mier,
out af which English hteratyre grew, bel‘a’ Pty 2
she Anglo-Saxon and the Celtse admixture vk, e
in the sixth century, angd which has never c:zf/! 2

s © et
and mingle its waters more and more up to the 'I
v
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CHAPTER XVIII
THE PASSING OF OLD ENGLISH

Tae Norman conquest put to the sword what was left in Wessex
of English literature. Whdt was left was not indeed worth pre-
serving. It was as barren and unimaginative as a desert. But -
though sorely wounded, English literature was not slain. Tt rested,
retired from the world, in country villages, in secluded monasteries,
slowly gathering strength, assimilating fresh influences, until Nor-
man and English were woven politically into one people; and
then it raised its comely head, and stepped forth into activity
again, The Norman accepted it as his own, and chose its
language for his literary work. But when English became again
the tongue of literature, it was no longer the same in form
as it had been when the Song of Maldon and the Homilies of
Alfric were written. It was so changed that we call it by the
new term of Middle English. It was even more changed in thought
and feeling, in the direction and form of the subjects of its
literature. Its prose, which was almost entirely religious, had
been transfigured by the Norman theology and religious en-
thusiasm. The romantic impulse, bringing with it new melodies,
new metres, new grace and sweetness, had mastered and changed
its poetry. The Teutonic elements remained as its foundation,
but they were chiefly elements of national character. They
coloured with a manly roughness, a passion for freedom and
home, and a moral intensity, the translations of French romances.
They produced also in the middle of the fourteenth century a
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Winchester, Worcester, and Abingdon were used in this edition,
A full English Chronicle was thus put together, and continued,
probably by one hand, fo the year 1131. Another hand, using a
more modern English, carried on the record from 1132 to 1154,
when, with the accession of Henry IL, the Znglisk Chronicle
ceased to exist. It began at Winchester; it ended at Peter-
.borough. Nor is its latest work at Worcester and Peterborough
unworthy of its royal beginning. The hand that wrote the wars
of Harold and the fight at Stamford Bridge is not so bold nor
so versed in public affairs as his who pictured the wars of Alfred
with the Danes, or his who with 2 more practised and sturdier
pen recorded from gio to g24 the mighty doings of King
Eadweard. But a breath of the ancient and steadfast power of
writing still inhabits it. After the Conquest the stark force
of William seems to drive the writer into abundant and
picturesque records ; he paints with sympathy the miseries of the
land, and he draws the aspect and character of William—for he
had known him and lived at his court—with a mastery and an
absence of prejudice which has been justly praised. It is plain
that this writer has studied the Norman historians, for his work
is fuller of detail, more varied in the subjects chosen, more
interspersed with illustrative anecdote, more fluent, than that
grave, dignified, condensed writing of the C/ronicle of the ninth
and tenth centuries, which was disdainful of ornament, con-
cerned about fact, but not about form and style. This writer
shapes each reign into a whole, the centre light of which
is the King and the condition of England under his govern-
ment. He is followed by the first Peterborough writer, who,
though he tells the story of the land and people, is rather
a romantic than a national historian. His interest in the
Church is greater than his interest in the nation; his interest
in his own monastery greater than his interest in the Church.
We may think of him as living in retirement from the world, and-
g:}thering from visitors and travellers the stories which enliven
his pages. At no time does he write so well as when he tells,
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with sincere and pleasant affection and pity, the history and
misfortunes of his own monastery.

The second writer of Peterborough, writing most probably
in 1150-54, begins his work from the year r132. His vigorous
and compassionate account of the lanlessness and cruelty of the
nobles and of the dreadful misery of England under the rule of
Stephen is Ifted into a semblance at least of fine literature by
the pathetic passion of an oppressed people which breathes and
burns in its pittful sentences.  The story of Stephen is the last
which the Clronicle tells, This ancient and venerable monument
of English prose gave way to the Norman historians, who had
now begun to take a vital, even an English, terest in the
country their Dukes had conquered.

In other monasteries than Worcester and Peterborough
English prose was wntten during the twellth century, but it was
not original work. Invention, creation of any kind whatever, has
passed away from Enghsh prose  The old books, chiefly those
of Zlfric and Elfred, were read, copied and reverenced. There
was re-editing, but no making of books. The Homtlies of
Zlfric were frequently copred, and the people stll heard from
them 1n their own tongue the tales of the Enghsh sants
and martyrs and the praise of their great kings m a prose
which kept the rhythm and the manner of therr old poetry
alive. The Hatton Gospels of this century are a new setting
forth in modemised language of the Zranslation of the Gospels
made in the eleventh century, The Rule of St Benedict was
rewritten in the monastery of Wiveney  The Herbarnum Apuleii,
with illustrations, was recopied, with new English explanations
of the words The English Herdarum, whose appearance
in the last century has been mentioned, was re-edited with
several changes A Zeek Book, which opens with a preface—
“Concerning the Schools of Medicine "—was made out of the
older books of the same kind, and closes the prose actvity of the
twelfth century.  All we can then say 1s that the monks, 1n those
monasteries which were not Normanised, were the preservers of
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the old tongue, and continued its use in their annals, their religious’
and their medical manuals. Moreover, the monasteries kept
their titles and charters in Anglo-Saxon, and were obliged during
this century to recopy them and modernise their language.
Earle speaks of the fresh importance given to these charters
under the strict Norman law which rested its decisions so much
on documentary evidence, and he quotes from Matthew Parker’s )
edition of Asser, 1574, to prove that even in Elizabeth’s time it
was the habit of the monastic fraternities for some of their num-
ber to master Old English, that they might understand the legal
documents, the venerable memorials, and the royal charters of
their several monasteries. Thus English prose was kept alive,
but its life resembled the life of those legendary men who are
buried, having eaten a root which suspends life, in the hope of
a far-off revival. It did revive, but even after its resurrection it
was long before it reached an active or a creative life. And
when it revived, it spoke no longer in the way it spoke of old.

Its language was not that which AZElfred and lfric wrote. It
was Middle English.

These remnants of prose, together with a little poetry of
which we are now to speak, prove that after 1066 and during
the twelfth century, English, in spite of the tymnn.y of the French
tongue, continued its struggle for the victory which it finally won.
Like the troops at Waterloo, it did not know when it was beaten.
An onlooker, in thelast years of the eleventh century, would have
thought that English was doomed as a literary language. The
court knew no tongue but French. In the castles, in the rich
monasteries, the nobles and the learned ecclesiastics spoke only
French.  Their songs, their romances, their religious books were
in French. What was written in theology, in history, in science,
was in Latin. But the people of the towns, the villagers round
the castles, the parish priest, the wandering minstrel, the monks
in those remoter and poorer houses of God which did not engage
the greed of the invader; a few learned ceclesiastics like Wulfstan
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the arts had under JEYired's House penetrated into the south of
England. Born in the fenfand of Somersetshire, close by Athelney
and Wedmore whence the glory of Zlfred shone into his eyes,
he grew up to boyhood in his father Heorstan’s hall, under the
hill of the ancient Church of Glastonbury, His mother’s name
was Cynethrythis, and she was connected with the royal house,
He went to school to the Trish plgrims who, gathering round
the tomb of the younger Fatrick, had sct up something ke a
colony at Glastonbury  The abbey, if it can be catled such, for
its monastic life was now extinet, was served by sccular priests
and clerks,  They were ignorant men. Dunstan’s zeal teachers
werc the Irish scholars.  The Ceitic legends of Glastonbury were
no doubt instilled into his mind,' and held an equal place therein
with the memories of Ine and Ealdhelm, and with the later
memarics of AMred.  These traditions were hikely to kindle the
imagination of a sensitive and ardent youth ; and how great his
imagination was we can clearly trace in the legends which cluster
round his youth at Glastonbury. They were his own record
of the visions he saw and the voices he heard, taken down
from his own lips; told, when he was an old man, to his
friends, to the cluldren that stood at his knees—and they
reveal the noble and beautiful temper of hus soul  And he con-
tinued, alt his life Jong, to sce and hear these immortal sights
and sounds. Onee, when bis {riend Ethelfleda was dying, he
saw a fair whitc dove descend from heaven, and heard of a spirit
who talked with her; again, when he was designing a stale for
a certain matron, <Ethelwynn, bis harp, hanging on the wall,
began to play the sweetest music, and Dunstan, turmng hus eyes
toit,said: *The souls of the saints are now rcjoicing 1n heaven ”
When Eadred died, he heard a voice thundering over fus head .
# Now King Eadred slecps in the Lord ”, and on a day when he
fell asleep in the church while waiting for Eadgar who had gone

1 A trace of these Tegends hiagers 1 & Dunstan story of a dish which fed
all those who dipped nto it, bie that Tnsh chaldron whose powers were aftes-
wards transferted to ihe Holy Grail,

T
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out hunting, he heard in a dream a solemn service performed in
heaven, and waking, remembered the music, which he set to the
Cantus — “ Kyrie rex splendens,” long time_sung in England.
These are a few of the visions which his poetic spirit made, and
of which he told the tale. Beeda saw no such- visions, though
he loved to hear of similar stories. But Dunstan lived in a
world of religious faerie all his life, even to old age. And yet,
with another side of his nature, he was the safeguard 'of the
realm of England, managing with keen business capacity its
affairs for thirty years. Indeed, he sometimes mingled both
these powers, for many of his visions have directly to do with
state affairs,

But when he was young, he did not think much, though
always devout, of the graver things of life. He let the variety -
and brightness of his nature have full play. The “vain ballads”
of the history of his own family, the gay songs and the
“foolish dirges” of the people were his delight; he sang them
to the harp which he always carried on his journeys. He was
passionately fond of music. He is said to have himself invented
a new instrument for Church melody which seems to have
had some resemblance to the virginals. He learned how to
paint and illuminate, and two manuscripts, one at Oxford and
another in London, contain pictures, in the first of which he has
painted himself adoring Christ, in the second Gregory the Great
sending to England two missionaries, Augustine and Mellitus,
while he kneels between both in the lower centre of the illumin-
ated page. As Abbot of Glastonbury he collected precious
crosses, crucifixes, cups and jewelled books, and practised him-
self in fine gold-working and engraving. He designed em-
broideries for noble ladies when he was still young, and he drew
to his charm the women of the valley. Fair-haired, not tall, but
with brilliant eyes, he rode well and hunted boldly. But his chief
love was learning, and his natural wit and clinging memory and
hot pursuit of books made him the marvel of the neighbourhood,
and all the more, because he was of a quick and ready specch,
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omate, inventive, and gay; swift to put all he had read into
attractive form.  His fame grew till /Ethelstan calfed him 1o the
court; but the jealousy of his rivals expelled him, He took
refuge at Winchester and there he became a monk  Thence,
full of cagerness for learning, he went back to Glastonbury,
whete for some years he read and studied, and was well Toved
by Ethelfleda, 2 woman of high rank, whom in all honour he
clave to and loved in a marvellous fashion,  Again called to coust
at the close of Eadmund'’s reign, he fell again into disfavour, but
Eadmund, chasing the stag one day near the Cheddar cliffs, all
but followed his quarry aver 2 precipice, and the king imputed
his near approach to death to his injustice to Dunstan. “Saddle
your horse,” he said to Dunstan, “and ride with me.” And he
rode to Dunstan's bome, kissed him with the kiss of peace, and
set him in the chair, Abbot of Glastonbury (946)" Eadred,
Eadmund’s successor, kept Dunstan constantly by tus side, but
the Abbot found time, dunng the nine years of the king's reign,
to make the school at Glastonbury the first in England. He
taught his young pupils nmself; he sang Psalms with them; he
descloped Church music; he drew fresh Insh scholars to his
honse; he cstablished a good library, books of which still existed
at the time of the Reformation ; he trained his studious monks
to be scholars in philosophy, in the Scriptures, and m the wnt-
jngs of the Tathers; and then he sent them out to be centres
of learning 1n other parts of England, His first effort was the
refounding of the Abbey of Abingdon, and King Eadred gave it
to Dunstan’s best scholar, Athelwold  Ethelwold (who died
in 934) soon made Abingdon as good a school as Glastorbury

Then Oswald, at Ramsey and afterwards as Bishop of Worcester,
and Odo the Archbishop of Canterbury assisted Dunstan’s early
effort to establish manastic schools,

Tt was not, however, till Eadgar's reign of peace, 959975,
that the monastic revival was fully developed Dunstan humsell

1 See for a fuller nccount Stubbe's Memorials of Dunstan and Green's
Congquest of England,
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was not much of a monk till he had seen the Benedictine rule at
work during his exile in Flanders. Oswald owed his monasticism
to his study of the Benedictinc rule at Fleury. Aithelwold,
anxious to get his monasteries into good order, sent Osgar from
Abingdon to Fleury to instruct himself fully in the Rule. But
Eadgar himself was the real founder of the new monasticism.
Dunstan suggested and advised it, Eadgar made it. He is said
to have founded forty monasteries. We may doubt the number,
but we may not doubt the great influence the king had in this
way on education and on literature.

Dunstan, after Eadgar had made him Bishop of Worcester,
then of London, and then Archbishop of Canterbury, seems to
have taken little personal interest in the movement. He was
probably too busy. But Athelwold, now Bishop of Winchester,
963, threw himself eagerly into the work. He re-established the
monastic rule in Chertsey and Milton. He acted with vigour in
Winchester. The cathedral was served by secular canons, who
disgraced their clerical profession. Frequently warned, they
were still bold and resolute in wrong. Then one Sunday in Lent
Zithelwold entered the choir, and sternly looking on them, threw
on the floor a bundle of cowls: “The time has come,” he said,
“when you must make up your minds. Put on the monastic
habit, or go. There is no other choice for you.” Thus he
cleared Winchester, and then turned his energy to other places.
Having money from the king, he rebuilt or repaired many ruined
monasteries. e restored the glories of Ely; and the ruins of
Peterborough, overgrown with forest, were replaced by a new-
abbey. He bid another rise on the ancient site of Thorney.

Oswald, nephew of Archbishop Odo of Canterbury, and Bishop
of Worcester, helped Athelwold in this revival, but he did little
more than establish monasticism in the city of Worcester. He
d.id nothing for it in his diocese, and when he became Arch-
b}sho;.) of York he founded no monasteries in the North. The
king, in fact, was the head, the heart, and the hands of the move-
ment, and English monasticism looks back to Eadgar as its patron.
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The short poem in the Chronicle shows how the menks revered
him; and there is 4 manuscript of the tenth century in the British
Musenm, made by one of the monks, in which a portrait of
Eadgar has been drawn with enthusizsm by the iHuminator of the
monastery. It is the only picture we possess of an carly English
king. Eadgar stands in the midst with both his arms extended
on hugh, and makes an offering to Christ, who is upheld by angels
at the top of the picture. Mary stands on one side of the king
and Peter on the other.

William of Malmesbury makes Eadgar himself vecord how he'
feltand shathe did  *In md of my mous desotion, heavenly love
stole into my watehful care and vrged me to rebuld atl the holy
monasteries of my hingdom, shich ruinous outwardly, with
mouldering shingles and worm-eaten beams, even to the rafters,
were, worse still, inwardly neglected, almost without any service
of God ; wherefore turming out the alhiterate clerks, of no regular
arder or discipline, I appomted pastors of a holier race, that is,
of the monastic order, supplying them with ample means out of
my royal revenues to repair their nned churches.”

This royal work was at this tune the best thing that could
be done for ¥ Where the ies were, learming
grew; where they were not, learoing and terature were sileat.
Art also flourished shere the minster rose  Archatceture took
fresh forms; sculpture, suli rude, became more wdividual;
painted glass and mosuc bived agam, music sought new ex-
pression. The treasuries of the abbeys were filled with gold-
smuth's work on csoss and chalice, with richly aifummated
missals, with claborate embrowdenes, with jewelled bindings, and
every abbot knew where 1o find 1o England skilled workmen
We find /Ethelwold charging Godeman, perhaps the Abbot of
‘Thorney, to write and illummate with minutuces a Benedic
tionale which we still possess

Not only art, but science, the saence of medicine, awakened
o a fresher life.  The monks were good gardeners and herbalsts,
and most monastenes had a room, where medicines and spices
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and perfumes were prepared, to which the sick folk of the
village or the city came to be cured.  Collections of recipes
were made, and we probably owe the various Anglo-Saxen -
Leeck Books to the monks who presided over these early labom-
torics. We have a medicine book—Zave Jé—of the last
half of the tenth century, The first two parts of the bock
are taken from Greek and Latin recipes.  Two Englishmen,
Oxa and Dun, arc mentioned in the third part as medical
authorities ; Danish and even Gaelic sources are used, and some
preseriptions are derived from Heliss, patriarch of Jerusalen,
who, we are told, “caused them to be sent to King (Elfred” A
number of other books of the same character, gathered together
by Cockayne in his Zezo/dorms, belang to this and the following
century. They are full of strange and interesting folk-supersti-
tions, and contain the ancient English Crharus of which we have
already written.

Winchester, under Lthelwold, soon excelled Glastonbury and
Abingdon ; and English, in King /Elfred's books, was as keenly
studied as Latin. . Aithelwold taught his scholars to translate
Latin books into English; he “loved his native tongue,”” and
wrote in it a translation of the Ruwle of S Ferediof which Eadzar
asked of him ; and, in an appendix to it, a treatise on the history
of the English Church. This was less a translaton than an
cpitome of the Rk, and was made for the nunnery he set up
at Winchester.  His Latin book on the Qfies of #he Churcd: was
sent by Eadgar all over England. An eager, eloquent and
attractive man, he sent the love of education and leamning with
his pupils into the monasteries, and from them to the people.
And he combined it with a love of English writing.  But the best
thing he did for English prosc was his education of Elfric.

But before ~Elfric created the new school of English prose the
Blickling Homilies were brought tegether ; and prove into what
active work Dunstan, “Ethelwold, and Oswald had awakened the
study of English prose. Wiilker thinks that the style of these
homilics belongs to the clder prose, their substance to the
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younger. They represent, then, the transition bitween the prose
of AMred and the prose of JAifric. There are nincteen of
these homilies, and we may add to them, as probably of the
same time, the homilies in the Vercelli Book. Some are early
in date, and others later. One of them is dated g71, and
all appear to be well before the year gno.  About the same
time as these flomilies, and before ggo, other books seem to
haye existed in English, of which Z£lfric says, in the preface to
his JHomilies, that “they were full of errors, though unlearned
men, being simple, thonght them to be full of wisdom” He
probably refers in this to books of Elfred's time, or even before
ZElired.  He mentions “ Alfred’s translations.”  He might even
refer to poems like Beownlf and other sagas then in existence,
But he certainly refers to books of bis own time when he says—
“ How can any onc read the misrepresentations which they call
the Vision of Faul, since he himself says that he heard unspeakable
words, pot lawful for a man to utter?”  When we think, however,
that this book must have been largely invented from a Latin
oxiginal, we feel with Ten Brink that its loss is far more ta be re-
gretted than that of many homilies. Llfric also alludes to a book
on the Sufferings of St. Pefer and S Paul To this period may
belong the Anglo-Saxen version of the Lift of S Guthlac wmtten
by Felix of Crovland in Latin about the middle of the eighth
century, a little book in a better and more natural style than its
origina).  From these scattered things we pass to the steady work
of Elfric which begins with the last decade of the tenth century.
The first of his writings is dated ggo-goa.

What Bxda was to England 1n the eighth, &lfric was to
the eleventh century.  Fe had no creative power ; nothing im-
aginative comes from lus hand, but he had an affection for
imaginative work, Some bave traced in hus work that he had
tead the poets, and he was abways playing at poetry 1n his prose.
Not original in thought, he had a gentle eagerness m wating ;
he had warmth and moral dignity. His chanty, his afflectionate
friendship, bis tact, his practised skill 1n the affaws of men,
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appear in all his books and letters. He possessed the exeellent
power of putting into popular form the thoughts of othier men,
and of epitomising good books. Hc gathered together, absorbed
and well expressed the learning of his time; he had a strong
sense of the duty of communicating it in English to the pcople,
and he passed all the years of his manhood in teaching and
writing. And as /Elfred was the creator of the elder, so Alfric
was of the younger Anglo-Saxon prose.

He was a scholar from his carliest years. Born about 935,
he was cducated under Althelwold at Winchester. He soon
became a monk, and was sent by Elfheah, Aithelwold’s successor, .
1o teach and govern the new monastery of Cernel (Cerne Abbas
in Dorsctshire), built near Dorchester by the thegn thelmer.
While at Cernel, from 987 to 989, he began his work of trans-
lating Latin books into English for the use of the people.
Following in this the plan of King Ailfred, he addressed the laity
as well as the clergy, and at first he imitated the style of Allfred,
whose books were his daily companions. In later years he
developed his own casier and more modern style, and he then
turned his attention chiefly to religious books for the use of
monks and pupils in the monasteries.

His first work, Homiliac Catholicae, issued after he had returned
to Winchester, consists of two collections of homilies, each forty
in number. ‘These are dedicated to Archbishop Sigeric, g90-994,
and arc on the Sundays and Feast-days of the year. They borrow
most of their stuff from Augustine, Jerome, Gregory, and Breda.
A small number of them are in alliterative verse, written as prose.
All of them have alliterative passages; and this practice was
almost new in English prose.  His next works were the Grammar
and Giossary, which he made up out of extracts from Donatus and
the nstitutiones Grammaticae of the Priscians. It is most likely
that these were followed by the Cotloguium {(wec cannot precisely
date it), and that it was written to help the pupils in the school
at Winchester. It is a discourse on the occupations of the
monks, and on various other conditions of life ; and as the Latin .
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text of one af the manuscripts has an English translation over it,
it becomes a kind of vocabulary. We possess it in another
manuseript as it was redone by Alfric Bat, one of (Elfric's

hot: ““Hane Sam Jatin is olim Kifricus Abbas
composuit, qui meus fuit magister, sed tamen ego, Tifric Bata,
multas postea huic addid appendices”  This is the only work
we have from Alfric Bata’s hand.

The Jives of the Saints— Pussiones Sanctorum—another set
of hamilies, followed in 996 the Grammar and Calfagumm.
They were dedieated, not 1o Sigens, who died in go3, bt to
ZEthelweard, the great thegm, at whose desire they were under.
taken. Two of them contain in allteratise prose the pith of
the books of Kings and of Maccalees. Dut they are chiefly on
special saints d at separate jes ; and those an
English saints not far from /Elfnc’s awn ume~—on Swithun, Oswald,
and /Ethelthrith, Virgin ; and one on the false gods worshipped
by the English, are of greater interest than the rest.  The others
areinalliterative prose, and so are the homlies which follow them,
Only the frst of the whole forty is 1w pure prose. 1 place here
a past of the translabion of the Labn preface Alfric wrote to this
book of Homilies. 1t will senve to illustrate his style outside of
mere preaching. It does 1B} hus ch and 115 equally
curious to see the monk in it rebelling against English prose and
prefenting Latn; and the frend somewhat weary with the
vrgency of his friends, and the conviction, 50 early in our Iterary
history and 50 uncommon, that Englsh was a more concise
vehicle of thought than Latin.  Here is the passage? —

This Book have I alsy translated from the Laun mio the usnal Enplish
speech. . o » For T exll to mwd that 1o two formee books 1 have set forth
the Passions or Lives of those sunts whom that sllzstnous pation cefebrates by
Pemouring their festivals, and st bas (now) pleased me 10 set forth fa this book.
the Passions as well as the Lives of those sam's whom not the wuigar Iat ke
monks horour by speciad services, T do not promise, however, ta write very

1 e is taken from Sheat's edition of the S+ iores Sanstoruw
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many in this tongue, heeause it is not fitting that many should Le put into our
tongue, lest peradventure the pearls of Chirist be had in disrespect,

And therefore T hold my peace as to the book catled 774 Datrum, wherein
are contained many subtle points which ought not to be Iaid open to the Iaity,
nor indeed are we ourselves quite able to fathom them. . . . Noram I ablein
this translation to render everything word for word 3 but T have, at any rate,
carefully endeavoured to give exact sense for sense, just as I find it in the Holy
Writing by means of such simple and obvious language as may profit them
that hearit. + . .

1 abridge the longer narratives of the Passions, not as regards the sense,
but in the language, in order that no tediousness may be inflicted on the
fastidious, ns might be the case if as much prolixity were ured in our language
as occurs in the Latin,  And we know that brevity does not always deprave
speech, but oftentimes makes it more charming.  Let it not be considered as
a fault in me that I turn sacred narrative into our own tongue, since the
request of many of the faithful shall clear me in this matter, particularly that
of the governor Ethelwerd and of my friend MAithelmer (ZZthelmers nosird),
who most highly honour my translations by their perusal of them ; neverthe-
less, T have resolved at last to desist from such labours after completing the
fourth book, that I may not be regarded as too tedious,

An Anglo-Saxon preface follows, addressed directly to Aithel-
weard, and beginning—

ZElfric humbly greeteth Athelwerd, and T tell thee, beloved, that I have
now brought together in this book such Passions of the Saints as I have had
leisure to put into English, because that thou, beloved, and . Lithelmzr
carnestly prayed me for such writings, and took them from my hands, for the

strengthening of your faith by means of this history, which ye never had in
your tongue before.

This set of homilies was probably followed by /Elfric’s English
version of a part (69 out of the 280 questions) of the Questions
of Sigewwnlf, preshyter, on Genesis, which Alcuin at Sigewulf’s wish
had written in Latin. ‘Then came a translation, f reely wrought, of
the Hexameron of St. Basil; then a homily On the Creation, with
other homilicsmorcor luss alliterative. At last, he left this scattered
work for a worthier task,—the translation of the Bible; but he
was somewhat driven to this by thegn Athielweard, who begged
him to undertake Genesis, and who, when ZElfric objected, said
“that he only wanted the first part done as far as Isaac, for
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the rest of the book, already translated by another hand, was
now in his possession.” Llfric, thus urged, translated Germesit
up to chap. xxiv. The rest, as fav as the end of Lexitizus, was not
his doing. Healso tated Numbers, D, iy, Joshua, the
book of Judges (but that may be 2 later insertion), and the books
of Esther, of_Job, and of fudith. Al of them, except the Genesis,
are not literal translations, Difficult passages, and others nat
likely to interest the English people, are omitted. Some books,
like jJwdges, are put into an homiletic form. Others might be
described as heroic sketches of the lives of the heraes and kings
of Tsrael.  Elfne strives to pant them in vivid colours, to
sharpen their individuality ; it was an effort he made to interest
the people in Jewish history; and st was this popular direction
of his homilies which drove him, I think, into his poetical
prose.  Certainly, the rhythmical form of alhterative prose which
he had already used in the Homilees 1s fully wrought out in this
book. Tt closes with a hymn of praise ta God for all the great
chicfs and heroes in Roman, Bjzantine, and Enghsh listory,
whom God had made victorious over the enemies of the fath,
And it is with some patnotic pnde that we read of the Enghsh
kings so long ago who fought and worked so well—* /Elfred, who
brought safety to his people from the Danes; Ethelstan, who
fought with Anlaf; Eadgar, the noble king who most of al}
Enghsh kings estabhshed the praise of God, whom all Lings and
chieftains round about him served for the sake of s peace”™—
phrases which akmost repeat the words which descnbe Eadgar in
the Chronicle. 1t brings AElnc more clearly before us that he
gave to these translations a patriotic touch of his own.  “ have
set fudith,” be says, “forth i Englsh for an example to you men
that ye may defend your country aganst your foes.” For now
the Danes were in the land. He used the Macabees for the
same purpose.

These books may be sud to belong to the laity as well as
the clergy. But the Canones /£ifrics which followed them were
chicfly addressed to the needs of the clergy.  His Grammar had
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been made for the pupils in the monastic schools ; the Canones
were a pastoral letter in Latin for the instruction of priests, and,
in their two parts, dwelt on the clerieal life and its duties, especi-
ally on the celibacy of the clergy; on ritual and vestments, on
Baptism and the Eucharist and on some Feast Days. A Latin
preface dedicates the book to Bishop Wulfsige of Sherborne,
who had asked Ailfric to write it. “T'his dates the book.  Wulf-
sige was Bishop of Sherborne from about 998 to 1001,

Shortly after he had finished this book at Winchester,
Aithclmeer, son of Aithelweard, who had founded a monastery
for Benedictines at Egnesham (Eynsham), ncar Oxford, called
/Elfric to take charge of it as its abbot, in 1005, In this quict
office he lived, always working and learning, till he died about
tozo-25. His first book from Eynsham was a serics of extracts
from his master /Ethelwold’s De  Consuetudine  Monachorum,
He calls himself Abbot of Egnesham in the preface.  The book
was written, then, after 1005,  The next year he sent an epistle
in the form of a homily to Wulfgeat of Ilmandune (Ilmington), a
royal thegn who had suffered the loss of his property under
process. The letter has as text—* Esto consentiens adversario,”
and it is chiefly on the duty of forgiveness. His English treatise
Concerning the Old and New Testament was composed some-
what later, about 1008, and is written for Sigweard at East
Healon in Mercia, a thegn who had often asked Elfric to tell
him about_these writings. The book is, then, addressed to the
laity. Both parts have prefaces addressed to Sigweard. It is
practically an introduction to the study of the Bible; it tells
us what books of the Bible had already been translated into
English ; and though it uses a book of Isidore’s on the Bible,
is an original work of much interest. The three Appendices and
an introduction On #ke Creation are worthy of study. About
the same date as this book, he sent his letter to thegn Sigeferth
on the necessity of the chastity of the clergy—2Zmb Clannysse:
We know it was written after he became abbot.  “ FElfric,
Abbot,” it begins, « greets Sigeferth with friendship.”
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e turned now from these English booke to wilte apiin In
Latin, and produced an affectionate Life of his master, fulf of
gratitude, the Fita Athelwoldi, about 1003, 1t way written far
and dedicated to Tishop Kenulf of Winchester, who dicd in
1007 or 3008, It was followed by his Sermo ad Sweerdoter, a
pastoral letter written for Wulfytan as Hishop of Winchestey,
between ro14 and 1016, Wulfstan, when he staged at Worcester
and not at York,! lived not far from Eynthiam, and when fie
reecived this Latin letter made Aliric wrn ot into Loghsh, The
book repeats the matter of his Canoner,

‘These are the books which internal evidence enalles ny 1o
date. Wehave other homilies ftam his hand; a compulation frum
Bxda's De Temporum Ratione, s De Temponbus, and hx De
Noturz Rerum ; a scrmon on the Sexenfold Gifh of the Tioly
Ghost, and an Admomton by a Spiritual Fisther tr a S enteriny
the Religions Life. The water of this admantion ealls fimuif
a Benedictine monk, and says that he has wiitten on £t La-rhus,
There is a homly on Basi) by Alfne, and it 1 the onfy Anglo.
Saxan homfy on this samt.  The eylr, the allarvatesss of the
preface, and the work are plainly Adfnc's  He dicd at Lyrabam
some time between 1020 and 1025,

Wolfstan, who called hamedlf Lugur, and tn ehen Al
addressed his Sermo ad Sacerdutes, wan Ascidnotogy of Yok fraen
1602 10 1623, 2nd is most known a5 an Englab prov wnte by
Yis Sermo Lupi ad Anglo: quands Lsane maxime foriecalt sunt o35,
which was written in 1012, Hr Lol Leatd of ard govisin wen
the resuls of the tanfile tards soxhs Thasked i rars bepes &
make inta Bzt Anghs, abub be won mtsbd 1l
and Bucking re, o Pedfund, Norbasges, acd
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by the drunken pirates in 1ox1. As usual, Wulfstan imputes the

miseries of England to the sins of her people, and they are bid, a

strange consolation, to look forward to the greater punishment '
which the reign of Antichrist and the Last Judgment will bring

upon them. The prose of this piece is not as smooth and culti-

vated as AElfric’s, but the patriotic passion of the writer gives it

weight and vigour. Many other homilies, as many as fifty-three,

are allotted to him, but of these fifty-three, Professor Napier has

selected only four as the work of Wulfstan. I give here a short

_ passage out of the Address to the English :—

For a long time now there has been no goodness among us, either at home :
or abroad, but there has been ravaging and onset on onset on every side again
and again. The English have now for long been always beaten in battle,
and made great cowards, through God’s wrath; and the sea robbers so strong
by God’s allowance, that often in » fight one of them will put to flight ten of
the English, sometimes less, sometimes more, all for our sins, A thrall often
binds fast the thegn who was his lord and makes him a thrall, through the
wrath of God. ¢“Wald” for the wretchedness, and “wil4” for the world-shame
which now the English have, all through God’s wiath! Often two or three
pirates drive a drove of Christian men huddled together, from sea to sea, out
through the people, to the world-shame of us all, if we could in good sooth
know any shame at all, or if we wonld (ever) understand aright. But all the
disgrace we are always bearing we dutifully pay for to those who shame us.
We are for ever paying them, and they ill-use us daily. They harry and
they burn, they plunder and rob and carry off to ships; and, lo, what is there
any other in all these happenings save the wrath of God clear and plain upon

this people ?

Another prose writer of this time, that is, up to the death of
Aithelred in 1016, was Byrchtfercth, who had been an acquaint-
ance of Dunstan’s, a scholar of Abbo of Fleury, and who now
lived in the monastery of Ramsey. A well-known mathematician
as well as scholar, he wrote in Latin several commentarics on
Breda’s scientific works ; a book of his own, De principits mathe-
wmalicis, and a Life of Dunstan. The extensive and varied know-
ledge he shows in these books makes it all but certain that he
was the author of a contemporary Handboc or Manual, which
treats of a number of subjects pertaining to natural philo-
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sophy—on the Alphabet, on Weights, on Numbers; on the
Alphabets of the Anglo-Saxons, of the latins, Greels, and
Hebrews; on the divisions of the year, and on some refigious
subjects,  They arc in English, but to some of them a Latin
gloss is added.

These three persons to whom we can give names—Elfric,
Waulfstan, and Byrchtfercth—are the chief writers in that revisal
of learning, which, begun by Dunstan at Glastonbury, continued
by Zthelwold ar Abinzdon and Winchester, was raised to its
height by Alfric at Winchester and Eynsham. They camry us
forward to a few years after the death of /Ethelred the Unwise,
for Zlfric died in 1020-25. The result of Elfric’s work, for he
was indeed the source of all that followed, was first the creation
of a new, clear, flexible, and popular prose, more fitted than
ZElfred’s to express for the people the number of new subjects of
a varied character which not only arose in England, but which
now began to enter England from the Continent, especially with
the influx of Normans before the Conquest. The fault of
this prose, that use of the alfiterative rhythm which turns
s0 much of it into a semblance of bad poetry, may have had
its good in its attractiveness to the people  Congregations, falling
aslcep while listening to prose, might well hsten to a homily-
in the alliterative metre they were accustomed to m the tales
sung on the village green.  And Alfric, who was a very practical
person, may have purposcly poetised his prase for educational ends

The sccond result of /Elfric’s work was the extension of educa-
tion and leaming. The bishops, as we see from the demands
made on ZLlfric by the Archinshops Sigenc and Wullstan, by
the Bishops Walfsige and Kenulf, desired to better the condition
of their clergy, and to instil into them at least the rudiments of
leaming. And the impulse thus given by /lfnc to the heads of
the Church did extend to the clergy.  They wete no longer quite
ignotant, as in Elfted's time. They gained and conimued to
support 2 higher ideal of thesr duty; they strove to know some-
thing of their Bible and their service books, they lived a cleanher
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life ; and so many small books on the lives of saints, on Church
music, chronology, and various ritual matters, were set forth in the
cleventh century, that Ten Brink has good reason to say that the
English clergy at the Conquest were not so lazy and illiterate as
the Normans represented them to be.

It is also plain that in this revival of learning the class which
lfred had striven in vain to reach—the class of the nobles—
had now been reached, and that a certain number of them were
eager recipients and patrons of learning. We have seen that
Athelweard, a royal thegn, and son-n-law of Byrhtnoth who
died at Maldon, not only read what Alfric wrote, but urged him
into further writing, and had other writers than Alfric under his
patronage. It was he that projected the translation of the Bible.
He was probably himself the writer of the Cisonicle which goes
under his name. His son, Athelmzr, another royal thegn, and
a student of learning, almost lived with his friend Alfric when he
was at Eynsham, and brought him into contact with the thegns
Wulfgeat of Ilmandune between Warwickshire and Gloucester-
shire, with Sigeferth, and with Sigweard of Oxfordshire. These
nobles can scarcely be said to stand alone. They were probably
representatives of a small body of cultivated laymen, who, under
Ailfric’s impulse, attached themselves to the society of the mon-
astic scholars. ‘ ‘

The people, as well as the clergy and nobles, shared in the
impulse which Alfric gave to England. He made for them a
history of the Church in the host of homilies, more than 150,
which he wrote on the Sunday services, on occasional sub-
jects, on the lives of the saints and martyrs of their own and
foreign lands. These, to which he sometimes imparted a national
dircction, were read to the people; and instructed, entertained,
and warmed their minds. Sermons, especially those on the
legends of the Saints, were the companions of the saga and the
ballad and did the same kind of educating and kindling work.

Lastly, we know that the monasteries, under ZElfric’s impulse,
again began to be the home of learned men—studious monks,
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of Worcester who loved the old times; the outlaw in the forest
Iand, and bands of men like Hereward's troop ; all men who still
hoped to free their country—held fast not only to the old English
hand-books of religion in prose, but even more closcly to the
ancient songs and sagas of England.

The songs which enshnned the glories of the past of
England, from the time of Ealdhelm down to the Confessor,
were sung openly and commonly in the streets of the towns,
in the village fairs, in the English franklin’s hall, at the bivouae
in the wood or in the fen. Willizm of Malmesbury speaks
of thosc that were common in his time, Flenry of Huntingdon
used them in his Chronidle.  Layamon embodicd some of them in
his Zrut. Then, too, new songs were made in English whenever
a battle was fought, and many belong to the rcbellion of the
North against the Conqueror.  ‘The great deeds of Hereward
in the cleventh century were the subject of popular lays, The
Latin book~-Gests Herewards Saxoms—~which probably dates
from the twelith century, claims as its anthority a history of
Hereward’s youth wrtten by Leofric, his priest. This book is
partly made up out of heroic songs, some of which may have
been composed by Hereward himself.

The ancient sagas also survived.  Beczw/f may still have
been sung from hall to hall The saga of Weland, always a
native English saga, never died out of memory. The Jocal
tradition concerning Wayland’s smithy in Berhshire shows—since
it has no connection with anything in Anglo-Saxon poetry—that
many English legends collected round this famous smith, and
were continuous 1 the folk-songs of England  And we need
not doubt that other lays and sagas belonging to the Teutonic
heroes of myth and legend were kept in the mouths of the people,
even in the twelfth century. The Middle English poem of
Wada, Weland’s father, which Chaucer mentions, and a few lines
of which have been lately found quoted i a homly, was based,
Ten Brink thinks, on songs which were in custence in the twelfth
century.  The ancient Charms and Spells, sung ke nursery

X
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rhymes in every English home, retained in memory the character
of the old English gods, even the names of some of them ; and it
is quite possible that the change of Woden into Robin Good-
fellow began in folk-ballads of the twelfth century. The same may
be said of the creation, out of the deeds of the many leaders of
outlaw bands whom popular wrath with the Norman nobles and
the dreadful game-laws made into heroic characters, of that one
representative of what was best in them all, which has come down
to us in the saga, as we may fairly call it, of Robin Hood. It is
also probable that stories arising out of English and Danish .con-
nections, such as those sagas of Aoz and Havelok which took an
original English form in the thirteenth century, existed as popular
lays in the eleventh and twellth centuries, and: were sung by the
gleemen over England wherever the Danish colonists were thickly
clustered. And the distinctly English sagas of Bevis of Hampton,
Guy of Warwick and Waltheof, popular local heroes whose stories
the Anglo-Normans put into French verse, may also have been
well known in English lays of the twelfth century.

Of the existence of these English lays we may fairly conjecture,
but we know nothing of those which must have been sung in the
North, over the wide hill-lands where English was spoken, between.’
Yorkshire and the Clyde and the Forth by a people partly English
in descent, partly Danish, partly Celtic, with intermixtures of
Pictish and other unknown elements. From this country came
in after-centuries the greater number of the ballads which add
so passionate, so archaic, so weird, so tender and so savage an
element to English poetry. They began, I believe, in ancient
days; they retain Neolithic, Celtic, Scandinavian remnants of
thought and feeling, but they took their happy form in the
English language, spoken all over this trackless waste of moun-
tain and of moor.

Amid all these heroic phantoms, dimly seen through the mist,
one figure shines clear; and his image is handed down to us in an
ethical poem, varying forms of which arose in the twelfth century.
We possess it in a manuscript of the thirteenth. Thisisa collection
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of sententious sayings attributed to King &lfred, the Proverds of
/Elfred, and the introduction to the poem takes a form which is
almost legendary.  “Thegns, bishops and wise book-men sat at
Seaford, proud carls and warriors, Earl Alfrich was there, nbho
well knew the laws, and /Elfred, shepherd of the English, English-
men’s darling, King in England.  And he began to teach, as ye
may hear, how they should lead their Lfe. He was a strong
king, ard clerk, and he loved well the work of God ; wise in word
and far-secing in deed ; the wisest man in England.”  The verses
which follow record in separate divisions the sage sayings of the
King, and each division begins with the words—*Thus quath
ZElfred.” The things spoken of suit the character of ZElfred, and
may well have been compited from his works and from traditions
concerning him. They have no literary value, but they illustrate
the transition from the old alliterative metre to the short line,
swhich was so soon to invade English poctry from France. Rhyme,
even the thyming couplet, has stolen in.  We are on the verge of
a new world.
In the Poema Morale, which, with two Discourses of the seul to
the body, forms the beginning of English religious poetry in the
twellth century, the change has made further progress, and,
indeed, has gone so far in rthythm, in alteration of accent, 1n the
use of the end-thyme, in the new form the writer gnes to old
English religious matter, that we can scarcely say that it belongs
to OId English poetry.  This, and another twelith-century poem,
the Zalernoster—a pactical expansion of the Lord’s Prayer, nntten
in a short rthyming couplet, less Enghsh and more French m
form than tbe Poema Aorale—are the prologue to, f they may
not even be called a part of, that Middle Englisb poetry which
drew its new clements from the Normans and therr French rela-
tionships in literature, both northern and Provengal, which whenat
seized on the subjects of :, curjously preferred—and the
preference has been carried on through Enghsh lterature uto
the poetry of the nineteenth century—the Celtic to the Teutone
traditions as the subject-matter of its verse
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THE STORM ON LAND
Riddle 17

W10 s0 wary and so wise of the warriors lnes,

That he dare declare who doth drive me on my way,
When I start up in my strength!  Oft in stormy wrath,
Hugely then I thunder, tear along in gusts,

Fare above the floor of earth, bumn the folk halls down,
Ravage all the rooms! Then the reck anseth

Gray above the gables! Great on carth the din,

And the slaughter.qualm of men.  Then I shake the woodland,
Forests rich in fruit ; then I fell the trees ;—

I with water over~aulted—by the wondrous Paners
Sent upon my way, far and wide to drive along!

On my back [ carry that which covered once

Al the tribes of Eanth’s indwellers, spinits and all flesh,
In the sand together! Say wha shuts me in,

Or what is my name-—I who bear this burdent

THE STORM ON SEA
Riddle 1T

AWHILES, my way | take, how men ween 1t not,
Under secthing of the surges, secking out the earth,
Ocean’s deep abyss: all a-stured the sea 1s

Urged the flood is then, wlurled the foam on high,
Fiercely wails the whale mere, wrathful roars aloud ,
Beat the sea-streams on the shore, shooting momently on high
Upon the soaring effs, with the sand and stoncs,
With the weed and wave.  But 1, warring on,
Shrouded with the acean’s mass, sur into the carth
Into vasty scagrounds! From the water's helm

1 may not on journcy loose me, ere he let me go
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Who my master is.—Say, O man of thought,

Who may draw me (like a sword) from the bosomed depths of ocean,
When the streams again on the sea are still

And the surges silent that shrouded me before ?

THE HURRICANE
Riddle IV

OFTENTIMES my Wielder weighs me firmly down,
Then again he urges my immeasurable breast
Underneath the fruitful fields, forces me to rest.

Drives me down to darkness, me, the doughty warrior,
Pins me down in prison, where upon my back

Sits the Earth, my jailor. No escape have 1

From that savage sorrow—but I mightily shake then
Heirships old of heroes! Totter then the hornéd halls,
Village-steads of men ; all the walls are rocking

High above the house-wards. .
. . . Calm abideth,
O'er the land, the lift ; lulléd is the sea;
Till that I from thraldom outwards thrust my way,

Howsoe'er He leads me on, who had laid of old

At creation’s dawning wreathen chains on me, .
With their braces, with their bands, that I might not bend me
Out of his great Power who points me out my paths.
Sometimes shall I, from above, make the surges seethe

Stir up the sea-streamings, and to shore crush on

Gray as flint, the flood ; foaming fighteth then

'Gainst the wall of rock, the wave! Wan ariseth now

O’er the deep a mountain-down ; darkening on its track
Follows on another, with all ocean blended. .

Till they (now commingled) near the mark of land and sea
Meet the lofty linches. Loud is then the Sea-wood,

Loud the seamen’s shout. But the stony cliffs,

Rising steep, in stillness wait of the sea the onset,

Battle-whirl of billows, when the high upbreak of water
Crashes on the cliffs. In the Keel is dread expecting,

With despairing striving, lest the sea should bear it

Tull of living ghosts on to that grim hour (of death);

So that of its steering power it should be bereft ;

And of living crew forfoughten, foaming drift away

On the shoulders of the surges. Then is shown to men

Many of the terrors there of Those I must obey—-



APPENDIX In

Full of fakes of rain ; then again I let them

Glide together.  Greatest that is of all sounds,

Of all tumults over towns ; and of thunderings the Joudest,
When one stormy shower rattles sharp against another,
Sword against 2 sword.  Sce, the swarthy shapes,
Forward pressing o'er the peoples, sueat their fire forth 3
Flanng js the flashing | Onward fare the thunders,
Gloomed, above the multitudes, with a mickle din;
Fighting fling along ; and let fall adown

Swarthy sap of showcrs sounding from therr breast,
Waters from therr womb.  Waging war they go,

Grisly troop on troap ; Terror rises up !

Mickle 1s the misery *mid the kin of men,

Nathless shall he surely die, if the soothfast Lord’
Right against him, through the rain-cloud,
From the upper thunder, let the arrow {ly—
Dart that fareth fast!  Few arc they that 'scape
Whom the spear doth stnke of the Spint of the rmn.
I beginning make of this gruesome war
When I rush on high ’'mid the roanng shock of clouds,
Through their thundenng throng to press, with a tnumph
great,

O'er the breast of torrents!  Bursts out with a roar
The high congregated cloud-band,

Then my crest agam I bow,
Low the Lft-helm under, to the land ancarer,
And I heap upon my back that I have to bear,
By the might commanded of my mastering Lord

So do I, a strongful senant, often strne 10 war!
Sometimes under earth am I, then agaun 1 must

Stoop beneath the surges deep, then abosve the surface sea
Sur to storm us streams.  Then I soar on high,

\Vhirl the wind dnft of the clouds.  Far and wide I go,
Swift and strong (for joy)  Say what I am called,

Or who fts me up to life, when I may no longer rest,

Or who it is that stays me, when I'm still agam
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. SEAFARER
The Old Man—

SOOTH the song that I of myself can sing,
Telling of my travels ; how in troublous days,
Hours of hardship oft I’'ve borne !
With a bitter breast-care I have been abiding :
Many seats of sorrow in my ship have known!
Frightful was the whirl of waves, when it was my part
Narrow watch at night to keep, on my vessel's prow
When it rushed the rocks along. By the rigid cold
Fast my feet were pinched, fettered by the frost,
By the chains of cold. Care was sighing then
Hot my heart around ; hunger rerit to shreds within
Courage in me, me sea-wearied! This the man knows not,
He to whom it happens happiest on earth,
How I, carked with care, on the ice-cold sea,
Overwent the winter on my wander-ways,
Al forlorn of happiness, all bereft of loving kinsmen,
Hung about with icicles : flew the hail in showers.
Nothing heard I there save the howling of the sea,
And the ice-chilled billow, whiles the crying of the swan!
All the glee I got me was the gannet's scream,
And the swoughing of the seal, 'stead of mirth of men ;
’Stead of the mead-drinking, moaning of the sea-mew.
There the storms smote on the crags, there the swallow of the sea
Answered to them, icy-plumed ; and that answer oft the earn—
Wet his wings were—barked aloud.

. . . None of all my kinsmen
Could this sorrow-laden soul stir to any joy.
Little then does he believe who life’s pleasure owns,
While he tarried in the towns, and but trifling balefulness,—
Proud and insolent with wine—how out-wearied I
Often must outstay on the ocean path !
Sombre grew the shade of night, and it snowed from nor'rard,

Frost the field enchained, fell the hail on earth,
Coldest of all corns.

Young Man—

Wherefore now then crash together
Thoughts my soul within that I should myself adventure
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The high streamings of the sea, ard the sport of the sal: waves!
For a passion of the mind every moment pricks me on

All my Lf2 to set afanng ; so that far from bence

1 may seck the skore of lht strange outlanders.

Ord Man—

\v.s, 50 hzu"hly of hx: hmn is no kero on thc z:mh,
To whatever work his Lord may have will to make for him.
For the harp he has no heart, ror for having of the rings,
Nor ia woman is his weal; 1n the norld be's no del'ight,
Nor in anything whatever save the tossing o'er the waves !
O for ever be has longing who Is urged towards the seca.

Vourg Man—

“Trees reb’oom with blossoms, burghs are fur again,
Winsome are the wide plans, and the world 15 gay—

All doth only challenge the impassioned heart

Of kis courage to the voyage, whosoever thus beth.als him,
O'er the ocean billows, far away to go.

OM Man—

Every cuckoo calls 3 warning, with his chant of sorrow |
Sings the summer’s watchman, sorrow is ke boding,

Bitter in the bosom’s hoard.  This the brave man wots not of,
Not the warrior rich in welfare—what the warderer endures,
Wko his paths of banishment widest places on the sea

Voung Man—

For behold, my thozght hovers now above my heart,
O'er the surging flood of sea sow my spint flies,

Q'er the homeland of the whale—hovers then afar

O'er the foldrgs of the carth?  Now agam it flies to me
Full of yeaming, greedy! Yel's that lonely fuer,

Whets upon (hc Whale-way m:sxsubly my l:mn,

O'er ke storming of the seas!
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THE WANDERER

Prologue

OFT a lonely wanderer wins at last to pity,

VWins the grace of God, though, begloomed with care,

He must o'er the water-ways, for a weary time,

Push the ice-cold ocean, oaring with his hands,

Wade through ways of banishment! For the weird is fully
wrought. )

Thus there quoth an Earth-stepper—of his troubles taking
thought,

Of the fall of friendly kinsmen, of the fearful slaughters.

Oft 1 must alone, at each breaking of the day,
Here complain my care! Of the Quick there is not one
Unto whom I dare me now declare with openness
All my secret soul. Of a sooth, I know
That for any Earl excellent the habit is
That he closely bind all the casket of his soul,
Hold his hoard-coffer secure—but think in heart his will |
Never will the weary spirit stand the Wyrd against,
Nor the heart of heaviness for its help provide ;
Therefore this unhappy heart oft do Honour-seckers
Closely bind and cover in the coffer of their breast.
So it happed that I—oft-unhappy me !
Far from friendly kinsmen, forced away from home—
Had to seal securely all my secret soul,
After that my Gold-friend, in the gone-by years,
Darkness of the earth bedecked ! Dreary-hearted, from that time,
Went I, winter-wretched, o’er the woven waves of sea,
Searching, sorrow-smitten, for some Treasure-spender’s hall,
Where, or far or near, 1 might find a man,
Who, amidst the mead-halls, might acquainted be with love,
Or to me the friendless fain would comfort give,
Pleasure me with pleasures.
He who proves it, knows,
What a cruel comrade careful sorrow is to him,
Who in life but little store of loved forestanders has !
His the track of exile is, not the twisted gold,
His the frozen bosom, not the earth’s fertility !
He the Hall remembers then, heroes, and the treasure-taking,
How of yore his Gold-friend, when he but a youngling was,
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Custemed him to festal days]  Fallen is all that joy !

O too well ke wots of this, who must long forego

AR the lore-redes of his Lord, of his Joved, Lis trusted friend,
Then when sleep 2nd sorrow, set together at one time,

Often lay their bondage on the lonely wretched man.

And it scemeth him, in spint, that he sceth his Man-lord,
Clippeth him and Kisscth him ; on his knees he layeth
Hands and head alike, as when he from hour to hour,
Ercwhile, in the older days, did enjoy the guift-stool.

Then the friendless man forthwith doth awaken,

Then the wounds of heart all the heavter are,
Sorely aching for One’s-own! Ever new 1s pain,

For the memory of kinsmen o’er his mind 1s floating,
With gleestaves he greeteth them, gladly gazes on them—
These compamonships of comrades swim away again!

O'er the welding of the waters his out-weaned heart !
Wherefore 1 must wonder in tlus world of ours

Why my soul should not shroud itself tn blackness,

When about the life of carls I am wholly wrapt in thought,
How they in one instant gave their household up,

Mighty mooded thanes! So this middle-carth,

Day succeeding day, droops and falls anay’

Whercfore no one may be wise till he wearcth through

Sharc of winters in the world-realm  Patient must the wise
man be,

Neither too hot-hearted, nor too hasty-worded,

Nor too weak of nund a warnior, nor too wanting i good heed,

Nor oer-fearful, nor too glad, nor too greedy of possessions,

Never overfond of boasting till ke throughly hnow limself.

Every son of man must wait ere he make a haughty 1ow

Till, however cotrage-hearted, he may know with certamty

Whither wills to tum 1ts way the thought within his heart.

A grave man should grasp this thought—how ghostlike 1t 15
When the welfare of this world all a-wasted 15—
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Just as now, most manifold, o’er this middle- garth,

Walls of burgs are standing by the breezes over-blown,
Covered thick with chill frost and the courts decayed.

Wears to dust the wine-hall, and its Wielder lies
Dispossessed of pleasure. Al the peers are fallen,

Stately by the ramparts! War hath ravished some away,
Led them on the forth-way ; one the flying ship has borne
O’er high-heaving ocean—one the hoary wolf

Dragged to shreds when dead! Drear his cheek with tears,
One an earl has hidden deep in earthen hollow.

So the Maker of mankind hath this mid-earth desert made,

Till the ancient Ogres’ work idle stood and void

Of its town-indwellers, stripped of all its joys.

Whoso then this Wall-stead wisely has thought over,

And this darkened Life deeply has considered,

Sage of soul within, oft remembers far away

Slaughters cruel and uncounted, and cries out this word,

“\Vhither. went the horse, whither went the man? Whither
went the Treasure-giver ? )

What befell the seats of feasting? Vhither fled the joys in
hall?

Eala! the beaker bright! Eala! the byrnied warriors !

Ea la! the people’s pride! O how perished is that Time!

Veiled beneath night’s helm it is, as if it ne’er had been ! *

Left behind them, to this hour, by that host of heroes loved,

Stands the Wali, so wondrous high, with worm-images
adorned !

Strength of ashen spears snatched away the earls,

Swords that for the slaughter hungered, and the Wyrd
sublime !

See the storms are lashing on the stony ramparts ;

Sweeping down, the snow-drift shuts up fast the earth—

Terror of the winter when it cometh wan !

Darkens then the dusk of night, driving from the nor'rard

Heavy drift of hail for the harm of heroes.

All is full of trouble, all this realm of earth!

Doom of weirds is changing all the world below the skies ;
Here our fee is fleeting, here the friend is fleeting,

Fleeting here is man, ﬂeetmg is the woman,

All the eartl’s foundation is an idle thing become.
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Just as now, most manifold, o'er this middle-garth,

Valls of burgs are standing by the breezes over-blown,
Covered thick with chill frost, and thé courts decayed.
Wears to dust the wine-hall, and its Wielder hies
Dispossessed of pleasure.  All the peers are fallen,

Stately by the ramparts! War hath ravished some away,
Led them on the forth-way ; one the flying ship has borne
O'er high-heaving ocean—one the hoary wolf

Dragged to shreds when dead! Drear his cheek with tears,
One an ear] has hidden deep in earthen hollow.

So the Maker of mankind hath this mid-earth desert made,

Till the ancient Ogres’ work idle stood and vaid

Of its town-indwellers, stripped of all its joys.

Whoso then this Wall-stead wisely has thought over,

And this darkened Life deeply has considered,

Sage of soul within, oft remembers far away

Slanghters cruel and uncounted, and cries out this word,

“«YWhither.went the horse, whither went the man? Whither
went the Treasure-giver ? -

What;‘ befell the seats of feasting? Whither fled the joys in

all?

Eala! the beaker bright! Eala! the byrnied warriors!

Eala! the people’s pride! O how perished is that Time !

Veiled beneath night’s helm it is, as if it ne’er had been !”

Left behind them, to this hour, by that host of heroes loved,

Stands the Wali, so wondrous high, with worm-images
adorned !

Strength of ashen spears snatched away the earls,

Swords that for the slaughter hungered, and the Wyrd
sublime !

See th.e storms are lashing on the stony ramparts ;

Sweeping down, the snow-drift shuts up fast the earth—

Terror of the winter when it cometh wan !

Darkens then the dusk of night, driving from the nor'rard

Heavy drift of hail for the harm of heroes.

All is full of_troublc, all this realm of earth !

Doom of weirds is changing all the world below the skies ;
Here_our fee is fleeting, here the friend is fleeting, ,
Fleeting here is man, fleeting is the woman ’

All the cartl’s foundation is an idle thing b(’:come.
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Efitogur

Sa quoth the sage in his soul as he sat kim apant at the reaing.

Erave is the hero who holdeth his troth: ror skall be 100 hassily
ever s

Gin.vni:‘c 10 the woe in his breast, Lefore be can work ozt its eere,

A chieftain, with courage to act! O well ‘is for him who comfort
doth seek

Aud grace from the Fatker in Heasen, wkere the Fastness stands
sure for us all.

GNOMIC VERSES
Cotlon BIS.

1. HE, the King, shall bold the Kingdom.  Cities shall afar be seen 3
Those that are vpon this earth—artful works of giants,
‘Wondrous work of Wallstones® Wind w air is swiftest,
Thund;xm on its path the loudest  Mighty are the powers of

Chnst{

Wyrd is strongestt  (Winter coldest,

Most hoar-frasts bas Sprng, ©t 15 coid the longest?
Summet is sun-loveliest ; then the sky 1s hottest !
Aumma above all 1s glorious ; unto men it brings
All the graining of the year God doth send to ther

13 Woe is wonderfully clmging. Onward wend the clouds ;
Valiant comrades ever shall their youthful Etbeling
Polden 1o the battle and the bracelet-giving !

Courage in the earl, sword-edge o the hdm

B.de the batle through®  On the ¢l the hawk.
Wild, shall won at home.  In the wood the wolf,
Wretched ame, apart shall dwell, = the balt the boar,
Stronz with strenzth of teeth, abudes.

50. Good shall with evil, youth shall with €ld,
Life shall with death, 1ight shall with darkness,
Armay with army, one foe with another,

Wrong agamst wrong-—strive oer the fand,
Fight out their fecd ; and the waze man sball ever
Think on the strife of the world
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Just as now, most manifold, o’er this middle-garth,

WWalls of burgs are standing by the breezes over-blown,
Covered thick with chill frost, and the courts decayed. -
Wears to dust the wine-hall, and its Wielder lies
Dispossessed of pleasure, All the peers are fallen,

Stately by the ramparts! War hath ravished some away,
Led them on the forth-way ; one the flying ship has borne
O'er high-heaving ocean—one the hoary wolf

Dragged to shreds when dead! Drear his cheek with tears,
One an earl has hidden deep in earthen hollow.

So the Maker of mankind hath this mid-earth desert made,

Till the ancient Ogres’ work idle stood and void

Of its town-indwellers, stripped of all its joys.

Whoso then this Wall-stead wisely has thought over,

And this darkened Life deeply has considered,

Sage of soul within, oft remembers far away

Slaughters cruel and nncounted, and cries out this word,

“Whither went the horse, whither went the man? Whither
went the Treasure-giver ? .

What befell the seats of feasting? Whither fled the joys in
hall?

Eala! the beaker bright! Eala! the byrnied warriors !

Eala! the people’s pride! O how perished js that Time!

Veiled beneath night’s helm it is, as if it ne’er had been ! #

Left behind them, to this hour, by that host of heroes loved,

Stands the Wali, so wondrous high, with worm -images
adorned !

Strength of ashen spears snatched away the eatrls,

Swords that for the slaughter hungered, and the Wyrd
sublime !

Sce thf: storms are lashing on the stony ramparts ;

Sweeping down, the snow-drift shuts up fast the earth—

Terror of the winter when it cometh wan

Darkens then the dusk of night, driving from the nor'rard

Heavy drift of hail for the harm of heroes.

All is full of‘troublc, all this realm of earth!

Doom of weirds is changing all the world below the skies ;
Here_our fee is fleeting, here the friend is fleeting, ’
Fleeting here is man, fleeting is the woman ’

All the eartl’s foundation is an idle thing b:acome.
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Epilogue

So quoth the sage in Ius soul as he sat lum apart at the runing.
Brave 15 the hero who holdeth hus troth: nor shall he too hastily
ever v
Give voice to the woe m hus breast, before he can work out its cure,
A chieftain, with courage to act! O well 'tis for hum who comfort

doth seck
And grace from the Father in Heaven, where the Fastness stands
sure for us all

GNOMIC VERSES
Cotlon MS.

1. Hr, the King, shall hold the Kingdom ~ Cities shall afar be seen ;
Those that are upon this earth—artful works of giants,
‘Wondrous work of Wall-stones!  Wind m arr 1s swiftest,
Thunder on its path the loudest. Mighty are the powers of

Christ
Wyrd is strongest ! Wanter coldest,
Most hoar-frasts has Spnng, 1t is cold the longest |
Summer 15 sun-loveliest, then the sky 1s hottest |
Autumn above all is glonious ; unto men st brings
All the graining of the year God doth send to them

13 Woe 1s wonderfully clinging. Onward wend the clouds,
Vahant comrades ever shall their youthful Ethehng
Bolden to the battle and the bracelet-giving !

Courage in the earl, sword-edge on the helm

Bide the battle through! On the chff the hawk,
Wild, shall won at home  In the wood the wolf,
AVretched one, apart shall dwell ; i the holt the bear,
Strong with strength of teeth, abides

50, Good shall with evil, youth shall with eld,
Life shall with death, light shall with darkness,
Army with army, one foe sith another,
Wrong against wrong-—strive o'er the land,
Fight out thewr feud, and the wise man shall ever
“Think on the stnfe of the world
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Just as now, most manifold, o'er this middle-garth,

\Walls of burgs are standing by the breezes over-blown,
Covered thick with chill frost, and the courts decayed.
Wears to dust the wine-hall, and its Wielder lies
Dispossessed of pleasure. Al the peers are fallen,

Stately by the ramparts! War hath ravished some away,
Led them on the forth-way ; one the flying ship has borne
O’er high-heaving ocean—one the hoary wolf

Dragged to shreds when dead! Drear his cheek with tears,
One an earl has hidden deep in earthen hollow.

So the Maker of mankind hath this mid-earth desert made,

Till the ancient Ogres’ work idle stood and void

Of its town-indwellers, stripped of all its joys.

Whaso then this Wall-stead wisely has thought over,

And this darkened Life deeply has considered,

Sage of soul within, oft remembers far away

Siaughters cruel and uncounted, and cries out this word,

“Whither went the horse, whither went the man? Vhither
went the Treasure-giver ? ’

What befell the seats of feasting? Whither fled the joys in
hall?

Eala! the beaker bright! ¥ala! the byrnied warriors!

Eala! the people’s pride! O how perished is that Time!

Veiled beneath night's helm it is, as if it ne’er had been ! *

Left behind them, to this hour, by that host of heroes loved,

Stands the Wall, so wondrous high, with worm-images
adorned ! ‘

Strength of ashen spears snatched away the earls,

Swords that for the slaughter hungered, and the Wyrd
sublime !

See the storms are lashing on the stony ramparts ;

Sweeping down, the snow-drift shuts up fast the earth—

Terror of the winter when it cometh wan !

Darkens then the dusk of night, driving from the norrard

Heavy drift of hail for the harm of heroes.

All is full of _trouble| all this realm of earth !
Doom of weirds is changing all the world below the skies ;

Here‘our fee i§ flecting, here the friend is fleeting,
Fleeting here is man, fleeting is the woman,

All the eartlvs foundation is an idle thing become.
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Epilozue

. So quoth the sage in his soul as he sat him apart at the runing.
irave is the hero who holdeth hus troth: nor shall he too hastily

ever \

Gire_\oige 10 the woe in his breast, before he can work out its cure,
A chieftain, with couraze to act! O well 'us for him who comfort

doth seck

And grace from the Father in Heaven, where the Fastness stands

sure for s all.

GNOMIC VERSES

Cotton MS.

1. HE, the King, shall hold the Kmngdom. Cities shall afar be seen ;

“
°

Those that are vpon this earth—artfl works of gants,

Wondrous work of Walkstones ! Wind 1 air 15 snaftest,

Thunder on sts path the lfoudest. Mighty are the powers of
Chnst !

Wyrd s strongest* Winter coldest,

Most hoar-frosts bas Spring, 1t 1s cold the longest |

Summer ts sun-loveliest, then the sky 1s hottest !

Autumn above all 1s glonous, unto men 1t brings

All the graiming of the year God doth send to them

Woe 1s wonderfully clinging  Onward wend the clouds ;
Vahant comrades ever shall therr youthful /Etheling
Bolden to the battle and the bracelet-giving !

Courage 1n the earl, sword edge on the helm

Bude the battle throught  On the cliff the hawlk

AVild, shall won at home.  In the wood the wolf,
Wretched one, apart shall dwell ; m the holt the boar,
Strong with strength of teeth, abides

Good shall with evil, youth shall with cld,

Life shill with death, light shall wuth darkness,
Army with army, one foe with another,

Wrong aganst wrong—stre d'er the land,

Fight out their feud, and the wise man shall ever
Think on the stnfe of the world,
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Just as now, most manifold, o’er this middle-garth,

Walls of burgs are standing by the breezes over-blown,
Covered thick with chill frost, and the courts decayed.

\Wears to dust the wine-hall, and its Wiclder lies
Dispossessed of pleasure.  All the peers are fallen,

Stately by the ramparts | War hath ravished some away,
Led them on the forth-way ; one the flying ship has borne
O'er high-heaving ocean—one the hoary wolf

Dragged to shreds when dead ! Drear his check with tears,
One an carl has hidden deep in earthen hollow.

So the Maker of mankind hath this mid-earth desert made,

Till the ancient Ogres’ work idle stood and void

Of its town-indwellers, stripped of all its joys.

Whoso then this Wall-stead wiscly has thought over,

And this darkened Life deeply has considered,

Sage of soul within, oft remembers far away

Slaughters cruel and uncounted, and cries out this word,

“YWhither went the horse, whither went the man? Whither
went the Treasure-giver ? '

What befell the seats of feasting? Whither fled the joys in
hall?

Eala! the beaker bright! Eala! the byrnied warriors !

Eala! the people’s pride! O how perished is that Time!

Veiled beneath night's helm it is, as if it ne’er had been | *

Left behind them, to this hour, by that host of heroes loved,

Stands the Wall, so wondrous high, with worm-images
adorned !

Strength of ashen spears snatched away the earls,

Swords that for the slaughter hungered, and the Wyrd
sublime |

See the storms are lashing on the stony ramparts ;

Sweeping down, the snow-drift shuts up fast the earth-—

Terror of the winter when it cometh wan |

Darkens then the dusk of night, driving from the nor'rard

Heavy drift of hail for the harm of heroes.

All is full of trouble, all this realm of carth !

Doom of weirds 3s changing all the world below the skics ;
Ifcrc'our fee is fleeting, here the friend is flecting ’
Fleeting here is man, fleeting is the woman ’

All the carth's foundation is an idle thing b;come.
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Lfrlogue

So quoth the sage in his soul as he sat him apart at the runing.
Prave s the hero whe holdeth his troth: nor shall he too hastily
ever A
Give voice to the woe 1 Jus breast, before he can work out its cure,
A chieftain, with courage to act! O well 'us for him who comfort

doth seck
And grace from the Father in Heaven, where the Fastness stands
sure for us all,

GNOMIC VERSES
Cotton MS.

1. HE, the King, shall hold the Kingdom  Cities shall afar beseen ;
Those that are upon this earth—artful works of giants,
‘Wondrous work of Wall-stones'  \Wind n air is swiftest,
Thunder on its path the loudest.  Mighty are the powers of

Christ
Wyrd is strongest ! Winter coldest,
Most hoar-frosts has Spnng, st 1s cold the longest!
Summer 1s sun-lovelicst, then the sky s hottest !
Autuma abose all 15 glonoas ; unto men st brings
All the graiming of the year God doth send to them

13 Woc 1s wondesfully clinging  Goward wend the clouds,
Vahant camrades ever shal] their youthful Athehng
Bolden to the battle and the bracelet-giving !

Courage n the eas), sword-edge on the helm

Dide the battle through!  On the <Iiff the hawk

Wild, shall won at home  In the wood the wolf,
Wretched one, apart shall dwell, 1n the holt the boar,
Strong with strength of teeth, aludes

50 Good shall with evil, youth shall with eld,
Life shall with death, Iight shall with darkness,
Army with army, one foe with another,

Wrong agamst wrong——strive o'er the land,
Fight out thair feud, and the wise man shall ever
Think on the stife of the world
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I.

Exeter MS. (B.)

Frost shall freeze ; fire melt wood, )

Earth shall be growing, ice make a bridge,
The Water-helm bear, and lock wondrously up
The scedlings of earth. One shall unbind
The fetters of frost—God the Almighty.
Vinter shall pass, fair weather return ;
Summer is sun-hot, the sea is unstill.

The dead depth of ocean for ever is dark.

A king shall with cattle, with armlets and beakers,
Purchase his queen ; and both, from the first,
With their gifts shall be free. The spirit of battle
Shall grow in the man, but the woman shall thrive,
Beloved, *mid her folk ; shall light-hearted live,
Counsel shall keep, shall large-hearted be !

With horses and treasure, and at giving of mead,
Everywhere, always—she shall earliest greet

The prince of the nobles, before his companions.
To the hand of her lord, the first cup of all
Straightway she shall give ; and they both shall take rede,
House-owners, together.

. Gold is befitting upon a man’s sword ;

Good victory-gear! Gems on a queen;

A good Scbp for men; for warriors the war-dart,
To hold in the fight the defences of home !

A shield for the striver, a shaft for the thief,

A ring for the bride, a book for the learner,

For holy men Housel, and ills for the heathen,

THE BATTLE OF MALDON!

HERE follows a Jiteral translation of the Battle of Maldon. It has
been made by Miss Kate Warren.

Then Byrhtnoth' bade the men leave their Liorses, let them go, and
turn to warfare, think on strength and good courage. Then Offia’s
kinsman fourd that the Earl would bear with no faint-heartedness.

1 This translation onl
the speeches of the w;
alliterative line.

;
y attempts to give the metrical effect of the original ir
arriors.  The whole poem s, of course, in the shor
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So he Jet his wellloved hank fly away from his hand to the wood,
and strode to the biale.  One might know, from that, that the
youth would nat fail in the fight when oace he had taken his weapons.
Eadng, too, would help his lord i the strif. He bore forth the
spear to battle ; he was bold of thought while he could hold the
shield and browdsword in his hands, He made good his boasting
when he had to fight before hus lord.

Then Dyrhtnoth began to put his men in amay ; he rode about
and gave rede, he showed his warnors how they should stand and
keep the field, and bade them hold their spears anght, fast in their
hands, and ferr nothing.  When he had well armayed his troop, then
he alighted amud hus people, where 1t moss pleased him, where his
most farthful hearth-companions? were.

Then on the other side of the shore stood the Vikings' herald,
who shouted mighty words; boasting, he sent from the bank the
message of the sea-firers to the earl —

“Swilt sca-rosers have sent me unto thee,
Bade me say to thee—that thou must send us quickly
Rings to ward us from you. And better "twill be found
To turn away with tnbute the onset of the spear
Than so dread a warfare to let us wage with yon.
No need there s for slaughter, if ye can but seitle that
Firm the peace well make with you, if ye give the yold.
1f thou so resolvest—thou who here art riler,—
‘That thou wilt (1his mstant) set thy people free,
Giving to the rovers whatsoc’er they may decree
Of treasure for their fnendship, takimg from us peace *—
Ve, then, with the booty, to our boats will tumn again,
And passing o'er the water keep a peace with you ™

Then Hyrhtnoth spake and rmsed his shield, waving bis slender
ashen spear he uttered words, weful and steadfast, and gave hun
amsner —

& 3Vilt thou hear, O sailor, what this people say >~
Spears for their tnbute will they give to you,
The venom-upped pomt, and the ancient sword of war,
Naught shall f4af ttle gear bring to you 1n warfare |
Herald of the seamen ! Answer back agam,
Telling to thy people tdings jet more dreadful
“That here an Earl of honour standeth with his host,
Who, fearless, wil} defend this, our fatherland,

Y I1eorS uerod Lt hewth woop.
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Exeler MS.. (B.)

1. Frost shall freeze ; fire melt wood,
Earth shall be growing, ice make a bridge,
The Water-helm bear, and lock wondrously up
The seedlings of earth. One shall unbind
The fetters of frost—God the Almighty.
Winter shall pass, fair weather return ;
Summer is sun-hot, the sea is unstill.
‘The dead depth of ocean for ever is dark.

82, A king shall with cattle, with armlets and beakers,
Purchase his queen ; and both, from the first,
With their gifts shall be free. The spirit of battle
Shall grow in the man, but the woman shall thrive,
Beloved, *mid her folk; shall light-hearted live,
Counsel shall keep, shall large-hearted be!

With horses and treasure, and at giving of mead,
Everywhere, always—she shall earliest greet

The prince of the nobles, before his companions.

To the hand of her lord, the first cup of all

Straightway she shall give ; and they both shall take rede,
House-owners, together.

126, Gold is befitting upon a2 man’s sword ;
Good victory-gear! Gems on a queen ;
A good Scbp for men ; for warniors the war-dart,
To hold in the fight the defences of home!
A shield for the striver, a shaft for the thief,
A ring for the bride, a book for the learner,
For holy men Housel, and ills for the heather.

THE BATTLE OF MALDON?

HERE follows a literal translation of the Battle of Maldon, It -has
been made by Miss Kate Warren.

Then Byrhtnoth. bade the men leave their horses, let them go, and
;\L.lm to warfare, think on strength and good courage. Then Offa’s
insman found that the Earl would bear with no faint-heartedness.

1 This translation Oﬂly attempts to give t metrieal 4
P give he al effect of the arigin il in

alitote T The whole poem is, of course, in the short
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S0 he let bis wellloved hank fly away from his hand to the wood,
and strode 1o the battle.  One might know, from that, that the
youth would not fail in the fight when once be had taken hus weapons.
Eadric, tog, would help his lord in the strife. He bore forth the
spear to battle; he was bold of thought while he could ho!d the
shield and broadsword mn his hands. He made good his boasting
when be had to fight before his lord.

Then Byrhtnoth began to put his men m array ; be rode about
and gave rece, he showed his warnors how they shonld stand and
keep the field, and bade them Fold their spears aright, fast in therr
hands, aad fear nothing  When he bad well arrayed his troop, then
he alighted amid bis peaple, where 1t most pleased him, where his
most fanhful hearth-companions ! were.

Then an the other side of the shore stood the Vikings' herald,
who shouted mizhty words; boasting, he sent from the bank the
message of the sea-farers to the earl —

#8nift searorers have sent me unto thee,
Rade me say ta thee—that thou must send uvs quickly
Rings to ward us from you.  And better twill be found
To turn away wnbh inbute the onset of the spear
‘Than so dread a warfare to let us wage with you,
No need there 1s for staoghter, if ye can but seutle that -
Fum the peace we'll make with you, if ye give the gold.
1 thou so resoli est—thou who here art ruler,—
That thou wilt (this mstant) set thy people free ,
Grang to the rovers whatsoe'er they may decree
Of wreasure for thewr fnendship, taking from us peace —
We, then, with the booty, to our boats will tumn again,
And passing o'er the water heep a peace with yoo™

Then Bythtnoth spake and rused bis shield, waving his slender
ashen spear he uttered words, sreful and steadfast, and gave him
nswer —

“Wilt thau hear, Q salor, what tus people say *—
Spears for thewr tnbute w1l they give to you,
“The venom-tipped point, and the antiznt sword of war,
Naught shall Z8af battle gear bring to you in warfare '
Herald of the seamen®  Answer back agam,
Telling to thy people tdings yet more dreadful
That here an Earl of honour standeth with his host,
\Who, featless, mill defend this, our fatherland,

Y eorS-werad bt. bearth troop.
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Exeter MS. (B

1. Frost shall ficeze 5 fire melt wood,
Earth shall be growing, ice make a bridge,
The Water-helm bear, and lock wondrousty up
The scedlings of carth,  One shall unbind
The fetters of frost—God the Almighty,
Winter shall pass, fair weather retum ;
Summer is sun-hot, the sen is unstill.
The dead depth of ocean for ever is dark.

82, A king shall with cattle, with armlets and beakers,
Purchase his queen; and both, {from the first,
Vith their gifts shall be free.  The spint of battle
Shall grow in the man, but the woman shall thrive,
Beloved, ‘mid her folk; shall Hght-hearted live,
Counsel shall keep, shall targe-hearted be!

WVith horses and treasure, and at giving of mead,
Everywhere, always—she shall earliest greet

‘The prince of the nobles, before his companions.

To the hand of her lord, the first cup of all

Straightway she shall give; and they both shall take rede,
House-owners, together,

126. Gold is befitting upon a man's sword ;
Good victorygear!  Gems on a queen;;
A good Scbp for men; for warriors the war-dart,
To hold in the fight the defences of home )
A shield for the striver, a shaft for the thicf,
A ring for the bride, a book for the learner,
For holy men Housel, and ills for the heathen.,

TUE BATTLE OF MALDON!

HERE follows a literal transtation of the Battle of Maldon. It has
been made by Miss Kate Warren,

Then Byrhmolh- bade the men leave their horsés, let them go, and
fom ta warfare, think on strength and good courage. Then Offv’s
insman found that the Earl would bear with no faint-heartedness.

Y T : R
This translation only attempts to give the metrical cffect of the original in

the speeches of the wamis ‘he W i i
Qlitaeeiss o 15, The whole poem is, of course, in the short
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Sa he let kis aellloved hank fly away from his hand to the wood,
and strode to the battle. One might know, from that, that the
youth would not fil in the fight when once Le had taken his weapons.
Eadric, too, would help his lord in the stnfe.  He bore forth the
spear to baule; he was bold of thought while he could bold the
stield and broadsword in his hands.  He made good his boasting
when he had to fight before hus ford,

Then Byrhtaoth began to put his men in armay ; he rode aboot
and gave rede, he showed his wamnors how they should stand and
Leep the ficld, and bade them hold their spears aright, fast in their
hands, and fear nothing. When he had well arrayed his troop, then
he alighted am:d hrs people, nhere it most pleased him, where his
most faithful hearth-companions ! were.

Then on the other side of the shore stood the Vikings” herald,
who shouted mighty words; boasting, he sent from the bank the
message of the sea-farers to the eas] :—

“Suift sea-rorers have sent me unto thee,
31de me say to thee—that thou must send us quickly
Rings to ward us from you.  And better *owil) be found
To tumn away with tnbute the onset of she spear
e e LT .

If thou so resoh est—thou who here an ruler,—

That thow wilt (thss instant) set thy people free ,

Giving to the rovers whatsoe'er they may decree

Of treasure for thair fneadship, takung from us peace .—

We, then, with the booty, to eur boats will tumn agun,

And passing o'er the water heep a peace with youw”

“Then Byrhtnoth spake and rised Ws shield, saving tns slender
ashen spear be uttered words, ireful and steadfast, and gue him
answer t—

4 Wit thau hear, O sailor, what this people say *~—
Spears far their tribute will they give to you,
The venom-uppdd point, and the ancient sword of war,
Naught shall #£2 haule gear bung o you 1 warfire !
Herld of the scamen!  Answer back again,
Telling to thy people tidings yet more dreadful
That here an Eard of honour standeth with lus host,
\Whe, fearless, will defend this, our fatherland,

3 HearSaverod, 1. henrth wroop,
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Kinsfolk and country, the vealm of Athelred—

Whom [ own as lord.  Low shall now the heathen

Sink to earth in warfare! Too shameful it mescemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,.
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,! and too long it seemed until their
spears could meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them.

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war. ‘Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, and was son of
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warrtors, /Elfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

\When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across _
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk. Byrhthelm’s son called to them
acsoss the cold water, and the men listened ;.—

* Now here is room for you, quickly come ye o&er,
Warriors unto warfare,  God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

Then the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men staod ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe, '

1
Lircon lagustreamas, or, perhaps, * the waters enclosed them,”
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“Then dres wigh the fighting, the glory of strife 1 the time had come
far the doomed to fall

“Then a cry was tused, round the rarens fles,
And the eagle, camon-greedy ; there was ghomiee - ©

TThae L . . -
grot o
the . ade
Wt . *hs
kine

s we vings, [ keard dxal
Edw  w.oown ubsn one mwhuly with is seard, he withheld nat
the blow, so that the doomed warrior felt at lus feet.  For thar his
Yord gave thanks to his “Loner-thegn ” 3 when he found the time for
i, So the strong-hearted inen stood firm m the battfe.  They took
thought who amony them could first reach the Lie of the deomed,
those warriars with weapons, The slan GU on the eanth  They
stood steadfust; Byrhtrath urged them on, aod bade every hero
think on war, woukd ke win glory from the Idanes
“Then the Hard-in-war went fornard, holding aloff fus weapon, his
sheltering shicld, and strode towards & warner.  The steadfast Earl
stepped up to the man—ench thought on il to the other.  Then the
seaman sent & southenr? dart, wherewuth the Lord of warmoss was
«wounded  He then thrust with tus sheeld, that the shaft burst asunder
and the sper broke, so that it sprang back again “Lhe warrior was
enraged ; with his spear he perced the proud Viking who had dealt
i the wound.  Shaiful was the here; he drove Ins spear through
the throat of the man, be guded his hand so thw ke yeached the
Rfe of that scathuny foe Then quickly he shot another, which rent
the byrnic asunder 5 the Viking was wounded in the breast through
the woven nags, at lus hean stood the venomous pont.  The Earl
was the blither, the brave man laughed, gave bis \m\cr thanks for
the day's work that the Lord bad jven Jum 75~ r
fet a dart fly =~ "' N
noble thegn oy *

. w0t Wy 10W on the carth
« wau surely strack Jus Jord. Then an Aot - t
tmv:m!s the Eatl, he s~ ™1

and graven sword ¢

bl »e waUINL, fELURCY
* Southern may prrhaps mean foreign,

\
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Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Ethelred—
\Whom 1 own as lord. Low shall now the heathen

Sink to carth in warfare!  Too shameful it mescemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, t9gether,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we' give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,.
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. ‘The waters parted them,! and too long it scemed until their
spears could meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them,

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war.  Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, dnd was son of -
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen.  With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, AElfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across |
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the Jand to that hostile folk. Byrhthelm’s son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listcned :-—

“Now here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
\Vzu.—nors unto warfare, God alone foresecth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

.'.I'hcn the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking hf)st recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe,

1
Luton lagustreamas, or, perhaps, ““the waters enclosed them.”
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“Then drewe nigh the ﬁgh(ing, the glory of strife i the ime had ¢op
for the doomeq ¢ fall.

“Then €y was Rtised, round the fatens fley,
And the eagle, carrion-grccdy 5 there yag shouxing on the eargp, »

§; e
the b:mlc-rl.'slx, the Warrars fe)) and the ouths lay deaq 7 every sige.
Wulfin Truag “ounded, he chose the bed of dearpy 5 bewag Uyrhlnolh's
kmsm:m, his sister’s son; sorely yag he hown about with the bills.

0 Mas pron back Payment ¢, the V:kmgs. I hearg thae
Eduarg struek do one TUEhuly Wik his Sword, he Withhelq not
o0, At his feey, For thay his
lord gay e thanks 1o his « l:oucr»xhegn " uhen he foung the time for
0 thy Tted men stood firm 4 the bagje They toak
though mong them, Could firsp reach (he hfe of the doorncd,
those Warriors with Weapons The slam g on the eary, The
Stood Steadfase ; Hyrhmolh Urged them oD, and page every herop
think on nar, would e “n glory from the Danes

Then ¢ rd-in.y gy went fory, » holding aloft by 4 €apon, g
shel:enng shield, an Strode tow arqg  Warrg, Steadfase Fapy
Steppe, up to an-—each thoughs on il to ¢, ther, Then (he
Seaman sepy o Southery 2 b wherewnp ¢ W&rTiors y 4
» wounded, He then thruse vy his shield, that the shaf; burst asunder
and the Spear b, » SO that |, Sprang by gam, Bartior yag
enraged ; with hys ar he p, ereed the proud kaxn{; who hag dealt

man
life of thae scathing foe Then quickly ho shot another, which rent
the byrnre asunder; qpe \'Uung %5 woundeq ‘0 the breagy through
the woyen Tngs, at hyg beart stood the ‘enomoyg pomt 1y, Ear}
was the bhrhcr, the brave man hughcd, gme hyg Maker thanjs for
the day’s work thay the Lorg had &hen hym Then 5 certam Warnor
let a dart gy ;001 Bis hands, g bis fingers, oo that 1t piereeq the
noble thegn of “Ethelred here stood besido him iy the bagle an un.
Yavenboy, the sonof \\'ullsx:m, the ;oung\\‘ulfm.er, 2 3outhin bauleuho
full Auckly drey, o Bloody gy from the Man and Jap thay sharp speq,
fly back agan, so that ng Pont droy o N and he lay low 0 the cary),
w ho before had sorely strucy; hus lorg €N an anneq Warnoy went
onards the Earl, he “ould serpe the hergrs br:u:cln(; his armouy, rings,
nd graven sword. g, By thinogyy drew hyg bl from, its shmxh, broagd

! Burtiome aending, retgne,
Setethern may Perhaps meyy oresgm,

N



320 APPENDIX

Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Zthelred—

Whom I own as lord.  Low shall now the heathen

Sink to carth in warfare! Too shameful it mescemeth
That ye with our money should mn.rch away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so f.'ar'hxthcr,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shiclds,.
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,! and too long it seemed until their
spears could meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them.

The fiood-tide went ont, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings cager for war.  Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, dand was son of
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warrtors, Alfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they covld wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began ta
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across _
the ford with their troops. So the Earl'in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelm’s son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listened :-—

#*Now here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
Warriors unto warfare. God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

_Thcn the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Bythtaoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe ; he bade

his men ‘make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
finm against the foe,

1
Luton lagustreamas, or, perhaps, * the waters enclosed them.”
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“then drew nigh the fighting, the glory of strife ; the time had come
for the doomed to fall

“Then a cry was rased, round the mens flew,
And the exgle, cartion-greedy ; there was shouting en the carth?

Then they let fly from their hands the sharp-filed jaselin, the well
ground spear; the bows wercbusy, theshield caughtthespear ; butternas
the battle-rush, the warnors fell and the youths lay dead on every side.
Waulfiner was wounded, he chose the bed of death ; he was Byrhtooth’s
krsman, his sister's son ; sorcly was be hewn about with the bills.

Then was guen back payment to the Vikings, I heard that
Edward struck down one mrghtily with Ins sword, he withheld not
the blow, so that the doomed warrior fell at his feet. For that his
lord gave thanks to his “bower-thegn ” ¥ when he found the time for
1. So the strong hearted nen stood firm i the battle,  They took
thought who among them could first reach the hie of the doomed,
those warriors with weapons.  The slun fell on the eanth.  They
stood steadfast; Byrhtooth urged them on, and bade every hero
think on war, would be win glory from the Danes,

Then the Hard-m-war went forward, holding aloft hus weapon, hus
sheltering shield, and strode towards a warnor.  The steadfast Earl
stepped up to the man—each thought on 1l to the other.  Then the
scaman sent 3 southern® dart, wherewith the Lord of warriors was

.wounded, $ie then thrast with bis shield, that the shaft borst asonder
and the spear broke, so that tt sprang back agam. The warmor was
enraged , with his spear he pierced the proud Viking who had dealt
him the wound.  Shilful was the hero, he drove his spear through
the throat of the man ; he guided his hand so that he reached the
life of that scathmy foe. Then quickly be shot another, which rent
the byrie asunder, the Viking was wounded 10 the breast throogh
the wosen rmys, at lus heart stood the venomous pont.  The Earl
was the blither , the brave man laughed, gave his Maker thanks for
the day’s work that the Lord had gnen him  Then a certam warrior
fet a dart fly from hus hands, from bis fingers, so that 1t pierced the
noble thegn of /Ethelred.  There stood beside hun an the battle an un-
waxenboy, the sonof Wulfstan, the young W ulfmer,a youthinbatilewbo
fell quickly drew the bloody dart from the man and let that sharp spear
fly back agawn, so that 1ts point drove w and he lay low on the carth
who before had sorely struck hus lord.  Then an armed sarnor went
towards the Earl, he would seize the hero's bracelets, bis armour, rings,
and graven sword. 5o Byrhtnoth drew his bill from ts sheath, broad

!V Zurfene, attrndant vetuner
1 Sonthern may pethaps mexn forege,

Y



320 APPENDIX

Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Athelred—

\Vhom 1 own as lord. Low shall now the heathen

Sink to earth in warfare!  Too shameful it meseemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the wartiors go forward, bearing their shields,.
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,? and too long it seemed until their
spears could meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them.

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war, Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Waulfstan, and was son of
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, Elere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, whe would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across _
the ford with their troops. So the Earl'in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelm’s son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listened ;-—

“Now here is room for you, quickly come );e over,
\Vax:riors unto warfare. God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

_'}‘hen the slanghter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe,

1
Lucon lagustreamas, or, perhaps, ““the waters enclosed them.”
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“hen drew nigh the fighting, the glory of strife ; the time had come
for the doomed 1o fall,

“Then a cry was rased, round the ravens flew,
And the eagle, camon-greedy ; there was shouting on the earth.®

Then they let fly from their hands the sharp-filed jaseln, the well-
ground spear, the bows werebusy, theshieldcanght thespear ; bitternas
the batsle-rush, the warriors fell and the youths lay dead on every side,
Waulfinzer was wounded, he chose the bed of death ; he nas Byrhtnoth's
kinsman, his sister’s son; sorcly was he hewn about with the bills.

Then was given back payment to the Vikings. I heard that
Edward struck down one mighuly wath his sword, he withheld not
the blow, so that the deomed warrior fell at us feet.  For that his
lord gave thanks to his “bower-thegn # ! when he found the time for
it.  Sa the strong-hiearted taen stood firm m the battle.  They took
thought who among them eould first reach the lfe of the doomed,
those warriors with weapons, The slaa fell on the earth. They
stood stendfasty Dycheaoth urged them on, and bade every hero
think on war, sauld he win glary from the Danes,

‘Then the Hard-im.war went forward, holding aloft kis weapon, his
sheltening sheld, and strade towards a wardor.  The steadfast Earl

. . Lo e T T -
and the spear broke, so that st sprang back agan.  The warrior was
enraged ; with his speac he pierced the proud Viking who had dealt
him the wonnd.  Skilful was the hevo, he drove tus spear through

. the throat of the man, he guded his hand so that he reached the
Ife of that scathmy foe  Then quickly he shot another, which rent
the byrnie astnder ; the Viking was wounded in the breast through
the woven rmygs, at s heart stood the venomous poins  The Ear)
was the blither ; the brave man lavghed, gave his Maker thanks for
. theday's work that the Lord hind gpven tom. Then a cestam warmor
let a dart fly from tus hands, from his fingery, so that 1t pierced the
noble thegn of /Lthelred  There stood bmdc him in the battle an un-
wixenbay, the son of Wulfstan, the y oung Wulfinar, a youthinbastlewho
full qmcLlydrcu the bloody dm fmm the man :md h:t &h:n sharp spear

ey
o« .
1 Burlne, attendrat Tetainer
¥ Southern may pethaps mean forrps,



320 APPENDIX

Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Athelred—

\Whom I own as lord. Low shall now the heathen

Sink to carth in warfare! Too shameful it mescemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,? and too long it secemed until their
spears could meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them.

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war.  Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, and was son of
Ceoln, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, Alfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across _
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelm’s son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listened ;-—

“Now here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
Warriors unto warfare.  God alone foresceth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

Then the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe,

1
Laucon lagustreamas, or, perhaps, *“the waters enclosed them,”
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‘then drew nigh the fightng, the glory of strife ; the time had come
for the doomed o fall,

%Then a cry was raised, round the rvens flen,
And the eagle, carrion-greedy ; there nas shouting on the earth.”

Then they Ict fly from their bands the sharp-filed javelin, the well-
ground spear; the bows werebusy, theshield caughtthespear ; bitteraas
the battle yush, the warnors fell angd the youths lay dead on every side,
Wulfiner was wounded, he chose the bed af death ; he was Byrhtnoth’s
kinsman, hs sister’s son ; sorely was he hewn about with the bills,

‘Then was given back payment to the Vikings. I beard that
Ldwnard struck down one mighuly with his sword, be withheld not
the Llow, so that the deomed warnor fell at his feet, For that his
lord gave thanks to his “bower-thegn ™ I when he found the time for
it So the strong-hearted tmen stood firm i the battle,  They took
thought whe amony them eould first reach the Ufe of the doomed,
those warriors with weapons  The slun fell on the carth. They
stood steadfast, Byrhtaoth urged them on, and bade every hero
think on war, would he win glory from the Danes.

Then the Hard-in-war went forward, holding aloft his weapon, his
sheltering shucld, and strode towards a warrior,  The steadfast Earl
stepped up to the man~—ech thought on il to the other.  Then the
seaman seat a southern® dart, wherewith the Lord of warnors sas

“wwounded, He then thrust with hus shield, that the shaft burst asunder
and the spear broke, so that it sprang back agam, The wamor was
earaged ; with hs spear he prerced the proud Viking wha had dealt
him the wound.  Skilful was the hero; be drove his spear through
the throat of the man, he guided hs hand so that be reached the
life of that scathang foe, Then quichly be shot ancther, which rent
the byrme asunder, the Viking was wounded in the breast through
the woyen nings, at fus heart stood the senomous pomnt. The Earl
was the biither, the brave man laughed, gave his Maker thanks for
the day’s work that the Lord had grien him.  Then a certain warmor
let a dart fly from lus hands, from s fingers, so that 1t pierced the

oo r v »

B U N P T
fiy baek agam, so that its pomt drove 1 and he lay low on the eath
who before had sorcly struck s Jord  Then an armed wamor went
towards the Ear], he would seize the bero’s bracelets, his armour, nngs,

and graven sword  So Byrhtnoth drew his bill from ats sheath, broad

1 Purtre, attendant retainer
 Senthern may perhaps mean forergn,
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Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Athelred-—

Whom ! 6wn as lord.  Low shall now the heathen

Sink to earth in warfare! Too shameful it meseemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

All unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,.
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,! and too long it seemed until their
spears could meet. There they stoad in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them.

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war, Then the Jord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, and was son of -
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, Alfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them .
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon. ’

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they bhad
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across _
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelm’s son called to them
acrass the cold water, and the men listened 1~

% Now _here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
Wafnors unto warfare.  God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

_Then the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking h9st recked not of the water. Over the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe ; he bade

his men ‘make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe,

1
Lucon lagustreamas, or, perhaps, < the waters enclosed them.”
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Then drcwml;h the fiohy, sy xl.eglor) of stafe i the time kad com
for the doomed 1o L

“Then €Ty wag raised, round the ravens floy,
And the eagle, tamumgrctdy; there w55 shouting o the earp »

Then they leg fly from thejr hands g sharp.fileg jalelm, the wel.
Bround spear; gp. bowswere busy, rhcshv’:ldmughuhcspmr; bitternag
the bau!wush, the Warnors fell ang the yourhs lay deag O every sy,
Walfiner vag »ounded, he chose the bed o, death; pe %25 Byrhinogyss
Lmsm:m, s Sisters 3o ¢ sorcly %as he heng about wigg the bits.

R was gy ep backe Payment 1 the Vikings, I hearq thay
Eduarg struck doyy, one Michtly wyh his SWond, he withheld not
the blow, so that the doomeg Barmor fp 4, his feeq, For that his
lord gave thanks o pys « lxw.er-rhcgn "1 when he found the time for
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Then the Hardqn-\mr went fum:m.!, holding aloft hyg “eapon, his
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life of thay scathing foe, Then quickly he shoy another, which reng
the byme asunder; 1) Viking was wounded 1p the breasy through
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520 APPENDIX

Kinsfolk and country, the realm of Z/Ethelred—

Whom 1 own as lord.  Low shall now the heathen

Sink to earth in warfare! Too shameful it meseemeth
That ye with our money should march away to sea

Al unfaught by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shalt ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-cdge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ebb had come the flowing flood-
fide. The waters parted them,! and too long it seemed until their
spears cauld meet.  There they stood in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them,

The flood-tide went out, the seamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war.  Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, and was son of
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen. With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, Alfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them .
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use theiv guile and asked that they might have passage, go across
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk. Byrhthelm’s son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listened :---

“Now here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
\Vax:riors unto warfare. God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

.'}"hen the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking h(_)st recked not of the water. QOver the shining water they
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe.

2
Lucon fggustrenmas, or, pechaps, ** the waters enclosed them,”
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‘then drew nigh the ightny, the glory of strife ; the time had come
fur the doomed 1o fall,

“Then a ofy was rused, roond the rmvens fles,
And the eagle, carnon-greedy ; theee was shouting on the eargh.”

Then they let fly from their hands the sharpefiled javelin, the well-
ground spear, the bows were busy, theshieldcaughtthe spear ; bitterwas
the battle-rush, the warriors fell and the youths Iy dead on every side.
Wulfiner was wounded, he chose the bed of death ; he was Byshnoth's
Kinsman, s sister's son ; sorely was hic hewn about with the bills.

Then was gnen back payment to the ViAmngs. I heapd that
Fdward struck down one mghuly wath hus sword, he withheld nat
the blow, so that the deomed warrior fel! at his feet,  For that his
lord gave thanks to his “bower-thegn ” 1 when he found the tme for
it.  So the strong-hearted men stood firm in the battle.  They took
thought who amony them could first reach the hic of the doomed,
those warnors with neapons.  The slun fell on the carth.  They
stood steadfast, ¥ythnoth urged them on, and bade every hero
thmk on war, would he win glory from the Danes.

Then the Hard-mn-war went forward, holdmg aloft hus weapon, his
sheltenng shicld, and strode towards & warnor,  The steadfast Ear!
stepped up to the man—cach thought on il to the other, Then the
seaman sent a southern® dart, wherewith the Lord of warrrors was

+wnounded. e then thrust with his shield, that the sha burst asunder
and the spear broke, so tha it sprang back agom  Ihe wamor was
enraged ; with Tus spear he prerced the proud Viking who had dealt
him the wound  Shilful was the hero; he drove his spear through
. the throat of the man, he guded lis hand so that he reached the
life of that scathung foc  Then quickly he shot another, which rent
the byrne asunder, the Viking was wounded n the breast throegh
the woven nngs, at s hean stood the senomous pont  The Earl
was the blither, the brave man laughed, gave s Maker thanks for
the day’s work that the Lord had given bim. Then a certam warrior
let a dart fly from his hands, from bis finers, so that it pierced the
noble thegn of Athelred.  There stood beside bum 1n the battle an un-
waxenboy, the sonof W lfstan, the young W vlfmar, a youthinbatlewho
fult quickly drew the bloody dant fiom the man and let that sharp sper
fly back agam, so that its powt drove i and he lay low on the carth
who before had sorely strock Jus lord  Then an armed warmor went
towards the Larl, he would sesze the hero’s bracelets, his armour, rings,
and graven sword  So Byrhtnoth drew hus bil) from its sheath, broad

1 LurBene, altendinl retuner
2 Sewthern may perhaps mes foreign

£y
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Kinsfolk and country, the realm of /Ethelred—

\Whom I own as lord.  Low shall now the heathen

Sink to carth in warfare!  Too shameful it meseemeth
That ye with our money should mn‘rch away to sea

Al unfought by us now ye so far hither,

Right to our own land, here within, are come.

Nor shall ye all so easily treasure gather in,

Spear-point and sword-edge shall bring us, first, together,
Grim shall be the game of war ere we give you tribute.”

Then he bade the warriors go forward, bearing their shields,,
until they all stood on the river bank. Neither host could get at
the other for the water ; after the ¢bb had come the flowing flood-
tide. The waters parted them,! and too long it seemed until their
speats could meet.  There they staad in array about the Panta stream,
the East Saxons and the army from the ships, yet could neither harm
the other, unless the arrows’ flight should fell any one of them. .

The flood-tide went out, the scamen stood ready, the crowd of
Vikings eager for war.  Then the lord of heroes bade a war-hardened
warrior hold the bridge. He was named Wulfstan, and was son of
Ceola, bold among his kinsmen.  With his spear he struck down the
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge. Beside Wulfstan
there stood fearless warriors, /Elfere and Maccus, a brave-mooded
twain, who would never flee the ford, but steadfastly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield a weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, and surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers began to
use their guile and asked that they might have passage, go across
the ford with their troops. So the Earl in his disdain gave too
much of the land to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelny's son called to them
across the cold water, and the men listened ;o

“Now here is room for you, quickly come ye over,
Wm‘-nors unto watfare.  God alone foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battie-ficld.”

Then the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining watér they
bore their shiclds, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Byrhtnoth and his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men ‘make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe,

1
Lucon lagustrearmas, or, perhaps, ** the waters enclosed them.”
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“Then drew aigh the fihting, the glory of str

¢ § the time had come
for the dosmed to fall,

*'Then a cry was raised, rouad the ruens fles,
And the eagle, carnon-greedy ; theee was shouting on the earth.”

Then they let fly from their hands the sharp-filed jaselin, (he welle
ground spear; the bows were busy, thesheldcavght thespear s bitterwas
the batdle rush, the warriors flll and the youths Ly dead on every side.
Walfmm 1 wars wounded, he chose the bed of death ; he was Byrbinoth's
Linsmuan, Ins sistee's son; sorely was ke hewn aboat with the bills.

Then was guen back pyment o the Vikings, [ heard that
Lduwatd struck down one mightdy with his sword, he withhekl not
the blow, so that the dvomed warrior fell at his feet.  For that bis
lord gave thanks t Tus “howerthegn ¥ when he found the ume fur
it,  So the strong hearted uen stood firm i the battle  They took
thought who ameny than eould first reach the Jife of the doomed,
those warnors with weapans,  The shain fell on the earth  They
stood steadfust; Dyrhinoth urged them on, and bade every hero
think on war, woohl he win glary fiom the Danes.

‘Then the Hard in war went forward, fioldmg aloft his weapon, his
sheltering shicld, aml strode towards a warnor,  The steadfust Earl
stepped up tn the man——cach thought on i to the other,  Then the
seaman sent 2 southers? dary, wheressth the Lord of warriors was

ewounded. He then thrast wah hus shield, that the shaft burst asunder
and the spear brohe, 50 that st sprang bach agam  14e warnor was
enraged ; with his spear he picreed the prowd Viking who bad dealt
hiny the wound.,  Sklful was the bero, be drove is spear through
+ the threat of the man, he guided his hand 20 b1t he reached the
Yle of that scthung Toe Jhen quikly be shot another, which sent
the byrmie asunder, the Viking was wounded m the breast through
the wosen sings, at s heart stood the senontons pont  The Darl
was the blther, the brave man Lughed, gase hies Maker thanks for
the day's work that the Lord bad ginen hun - Then a certam warnor
Tet a dart fly from s hands, frum s tingors, so that it prerced the
nohle thegn of Althelred  There stood beside him in the battle an un-
naxenboy, the sonof Wilfsian, the young Wuthnir, a youthinbattle sho
full quickly drew the blondy dart from the man and tet that sharp spear
fly back agun, so that ity pont drove in and be lay low on the carth
who hefore had sorely struch ls lord  Then an armed warnor went
towards the Earl, he would sewze the hero's bracelets, s annour, nngs,
and graven sword 50 Iyrhtnoth drew I bl from uts sheath, broad
Y Barty we, attendun, reryines
¥ Mcutherm iay peshape mein forergn

%
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spears eould meet.  Therethey 52003 In amray aboxt the Pania shream,
the East Saxons and the axmy from the ships, vet conld metither hzrm
the other, unless the arrows” Sight shonld {eli any coeof themn,
Tte food-tide weat ont, the seamen stood rezdy, the oowd of
Vikings ezger for war. en the lord of heross bade a warhardesed

warrior bold the bridge.  He was ramed Waifstan, 208 wes son of
Cenfa, bold among his ldzsmen.  With his spear be stoock downa ike
first man who most hardily stepped on the bridge.  Beside Wrnlisan
there stood fearless warriors, AElfere and Maccuzs, a brave-mooded
twain, who wounld never fee the ford, but stezdfzstly warded them
against the foe as long as they could wield 2 weapon.

When the Vikings knew that, 22d surely saw that they had
found the bridge-warders bitter, then those hateful strangers bezan to
use their guile 2nd asked that they might bave passage, go across .
the ford with their troops. So the Eadl in his diedain gave too
much of the Jand to that hostile folk.  Byrhthelm's son called o them
across the cold water, and the men listened ;—

*Now here is room for you, quickly come ¥e over,
Wayriors unto warfare.  God alope foreseeth
Which of us shall win upon the battle-field.”

Then the slaughter-wolves went across, west over Panta, the
Viking host recked not of the water. Over the shining water ther
bore their shields, the seamen bore their linden shields to land.
Dyrhtnoth 2nd his men stood ready against the cruel foe; he bade

his men make the war-hedge with their shields, and hold themselves
firm against the foe.

Y fu
Lucon Iggustreamas, or, perhaps, ** the waters eaclosed them.”
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“I'hen drew nigh the fighting, the glory of stnfe ; the time had come
for the doomed to fall.

“Then a cry was mised, round the ravens flew,
And the cagle, carnon-greedy 5 there was shouting on the earth

Then they let fly {rom their bands the sharp-fifed javelin, the wells
ground spear ; the bows werebusy, the shicld caughtthespear s biterwas
the battle-rush, the warriors fell and the youths lay dead on every side.
Waulfin er was wounded, he chose the bed of death ; he was Byrhinoth's
Linsman, his sister's son 3 sorely was he hewn about with the bilis.

Then was given brck payment to the Vikings, [ henrd that
Edward struck down one mighuly with his sword, he withheld not
the blow, so that the doomed warrior fell at his feet.  For that his
tord gave thanhs to bis “bower-thegn ™ ! when he found the time for
1. So the strong hearted inen stood firm n the batle.  They took
thought who among them eould first reach the Ife of the doomed,
those warriors with weapons,  ‘The slun fell on the eanth  They
stood steadfast; Hyrhinoth urged them on, and bade cvery hero
think on war, would he win glory from the Danes.

Then the Hard-in-war went forward, holding aloft Lis weapon, his
shelteting shield, and strade towards & warnor,  The steadfast Eact
stepped up 10 the man-—each thought on ilf to the other.  Then the
seaman sent a southern ? dan, wherewith the Lord of warrors was

»wounded. 1le then thrust with his shield, that the shaft burst asunder

and the spear broke, so that it sprang back agam, ‘The warnor was

enraged ; with hus spear hie pierced the proud Viking who had dealt

him the wound.  Skilful was the hero; he drove lus spear through
. the throat of the man; he guided fus hand 5o that he reached the
Uifc of that scathiny foe. Then quickly he shot another, which rent
the byrnic asunder ; the Viking was wounded in the breast through
the wosen rings, at lus heart stood thie venomous pont,  The Eart
was the blither ; the brave man laughed, gave tus Maker thanks for
the day’s work that the Lord had given bim  Then a certam warrior
let a dart fly from his hands, from tus fingers, so that it pierced the

JRtE o
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fiy back again, so that ats point drove 1n and he fay fow on the carth
who before had sorely struck s ford, Then an armed warnor went
towards the Earl, he would seize the hero's hracelets, Tus armour, nngs,
and graven sword.  So Byrhinoth drew his bill from sts sheath, broad
T pyrfiene, attrnedant, retaimer
3 Seuthern may pethaps mown foregm,
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and brown-cdged, and struck at his byrnie——too quickly one of the
sea-folke hindered him when he maimed the Farls arm.  Then the
fallow-hilted sword fell 1o carth, no wore could he hold the sharp
blade or wicld the weapon. Vet still the hoary warrior spake words,
heartened his men, bade bis good comrades yo forward.  Ile then
could stand no longer on his feet, he looked up to heaven i

“«To Thee 1 offer thanks, O Ruler of the peoples,

. For all of the delightfulness 've found upon the earth,
Now, O Lord of merey, utmost need have 1
Grace upon my spirit that Thou grant me here ;
So my soul in safety may soar away to Thee,
Into Thine own keeping, O Thou Prince of angels,
Passing hence in peacefulness,  Now 1 pray of Thee
That the harming fiends of hell may not hurt wy soul”

Then the heathen wretches hewed him down, and both the men
who stood by him, Ailfnoth and Wulfimwer, were brought low, when
they gave up their life beside their lord.  Then there twrned from
the battle those who would not bide the end.  First in flight were
the sons of Odda; Godric forsook the fight and left his lord who oft
hiad given him many a steed, e leaped on the horse that had been
his lord’s, on those war-trappings, as was not right, and with him
fled both his brothers Godric and Godwig. They recked nought of
the battle but left the fight and sought the wood, fled to a fastness to
save their life, and more men with them than was at all seemly had
they been mindful of all the good things which he had done for them,
Tven so had Offa said, carlier in the day on the hatttefield,? when he
had held a meeting, that many there had spoken bravely who afier-
wards, when need was, would not bear it out,

‘Then the prinee of the people, Ethelred’s crl, had fallen s all his
comrades saw that their lord lay dead, Then cmme forth proud
thegns, uncowardly men hastened up eagerly, all of them would one
of two things, cither lose their life or avenge their lord,  So the son
of /Elfric cheered them forth ; a warrior, young in winters, uttered
words ; bravely he spake, Blfwine said 1—

“ Remember now the words which at mead we often spake,
When bold upon the beneh we lifted up our boasting,
Warriors in the hall, abow the warfare keen,

Now it can be tested who truly brave will be.

3 This teems to be the most probable meaning of the passage “on dry or
asade, on \‘5_.1m malelstede,” ete,, though it may perhaps refer more im]cﬁﬁ‘i{cﬂy
foa ““certain day ” some time before that of the bastle,
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Then Dunnere spake, an aged man,! he shook his spear and
called over them all, bidding every hero revenge Byrhtnoth :—

# Now he may not linger, nor be mindful of his life,
Who meaneth here his lord to avenge upon this folk.”

Then they went forward, recked nothing of life; the Earl's men
fought hardily, raging spear-bearers, and besought Qod that they
might avenge their beloved lord and work ruin on their foes. Apd
the hostage helped them, he was of a bold kindred in Northumbria,
the son of Ecglaf, and his name was /Escferth. He never flinched
in the war play, but often drove the arrow forth ; sometimes he shot
on a shield, sometimes he wounded a man ; ever from time to time he
gave a wound to some one, as long as he could wield a weapon.  Still in
the front stood Edward the Long, alert and eager, and spake boasting
words that he would not flee a foot’s space of the land or turn back-
ward while his Better? lay there dead. He broke the shicld-wall
and fought the warriors until he had worthily avenged his Treasure-
giver on those seamen, ere he lay dead on the field. So also did
Etheric, a noble comrade, ready and eager in the fray, very zealously
he fought, that brother of Sibyrht, and many another too, who clove
the hollow shield and warded them boldly. The shield rim was
shattered and the byrnie sang a gruesome song. Then in the battle
Offa struck a seaman, so that he fell to earth, and there Gad’s kinsman
sought the ground. Seon was Offa hewn down in the fight, yet he
had fulfilled what he promised his lord when he had boasted
before to his Ring-giver that they should both together ride into the
burg, unhurt, to their home, or fall in the battle, dic of wounds on the
slaughter-field. Thegn-like he lay dead near his lord.

Then was there clashing of shields; the seamen strode forth,
ireful in war. The spear often drove through the life-house of the
doomed. Then Wistan went forth, the son of Thurstan, he fought
with those warriors, he was the slayer of three in the throng ere he,
the son of Wigeline, lny dead on the field. There was fierce encounter;
firm stood the warriors in the strife, the heroes sank down, weary
with wounds ; the slain fell on the earth. Both the brothers, Oswald
m}d Ealdwold, all the time encouraged the men, besought their dear
kinsmen to bear up in time of need and use their weapons strongly.
Byrhtwold spake, upraised his shield, shook his spear, he was an
aged comrade ; full boldly he urged on the heroes ;—

“The mind must be the firmer, the heart must be the keener,
The mood must be the bolder, as our might lesseneth.

1 Ceorl. 3 Befera--i.e, of course, bis lord, Bythtuoth,
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BIBLIOGRAPHY

POETRY

I. THE MANUSCRIPTS

. Beowulf,

The MS. is in the Cottonian Library in the British Museum
(Codex Vitellius, A. xv.). It is a parchment codex in quarto,
and was probably written in the tenth century. Two hand-
writings may be detected in it; one goes to the middle of L
1939 ; the other, a less skilful handwriting, runs on to the end.
The MS. was originally kept in Deans Yard, Westminster, and
was slightly injurcd in the fire which, in 1731, destroyed so
many MSS. In 1753, having spent some time in the old
dormitory at Westminster, it was transferred to the British
Museum. Wanley, employed by Hickes, the Anglo- Saxon
scholar, to make a catalogue of the old northern books in the
kingdom, first drew attention to this MS. in 1705, and called it
a fractatus nobilissimus poetice scripfus.  Grimr, Jénsson Thor-
kelin, an Icelandic scholar, had two copies made of it in 1786,
and published the whole of it for the first time in 1815,
Through this edition the poem became known in England,
Germany, and Denmark, But Sharon Tumer gave the ﬁrst
account of it in 1805. In 1833 (2nd cdition, 1835) John M.

" Kemble issued a complete edition of the text of Beowulf, and

in 1837 translated the whole of it into English,
The Beowulf MS. contains also the poem of Juditk.

. The Exefer Book {Codex Exoniensis). -

This MS. formed part of the library which Leofric, the first
Bishop of Exeter, left to his Cathedral Church in 1071, He
catalogued it himself as a myrcel Englise boc be gelwvilcum
pinguie on leodwisan geworht: A mickle English book on all
kinds of things \\rouuht in verse” It is still kept in Exeter
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Cathedral 1t has Yost the first seven pages, and the eighth has

suffered sorely, ns well as the Jast page.  The handwriting is

clear, and is of the begmning of the eleventh century ; it was
probably written by a single hand. It was first mentioned
in Wanley’s Catalogue in 1703, It contains a varied an-

thology of poems in the following order: 1, The Christ. 2.

Guthiac, 3. Azarias, 4. Phmnix. 5. Juliana, 6, Wanderer,

7. Gifts of Men. & The Father's Teaching, g Seafarer.

1o, Spint of Men. 1. Widsi§ (The Singer's Wandering)

12 Fates of Men, 13 Gnomic Verses. rq. Wonders of

Creatan, 15, Rhyme Song. 16, Panther. 17, Whale

18. Partridge. 19 Address of the Soul to the Dody. 20,

Deor (The Singers Consolation) =1, Ruddles, 160, 22.

The Wifc's Complaunt. 23, The Last Judgment 24, A

Prayer. 23 Descent into ¥ell. 26, Alms. 27. Pharach.

28, ['ragments of o Paternoster. 29 Fragment of a Didactic

Toem, 30. Another Form of Riddle 31, and Riddie 61 31,

The Husband's Message. 32, The Ron, 33, Riddles, 62.89
3. The Vercelli Book (Cadex Vercellensis)

This 15 a farge MS solume of Anglo-Savon homilies,
among which are mterspersed six poems. It was discovered i
1822, at Vereell, 1n Nouth Italy, by a Genman schalar, Dr
Blom,  Thehandwnting is of the eleventh century, and the poems
contained in this MS. are* 1 The Andreas 2, Fates of the
Apostles, 3 Address of the Soul to the Body 4 Talseness
of Men (a fragment). 5§ Dream of the Road, 6 Llene

The MS. s still at Vercelly, in the Capitulw Library, but
an cxeellent photographic reproduction of it has been 1ssued by
Professar Wulker.

The Junian MIS. of the (so-called) Cmdmonian Poems,

This MS. was bequeathed to the Bodiean by Jumus (Francis
Du Jan} It was edited by Inm, and prnted, m 1655, at
Amsterdam.  (For an account of 3t see p. 133)

3. The Fight at Finsburg.

This fragment was discovered by Hickes, in the seventeenth
century, on the cover of 3 MS of Homihes o the Lambeth Palace
JLibrary. “The MS. of the poem bas since been Jost, and the
ongmal only now easts 1n the copy of 1t made by Hickes
(See sol. i pp. 192, 193 of George Hickes's great work on
the Northern languages~—commonly called tus “ Thesaurns,”
but the full atle runs, “Linguiram Vet Septentrionalum
“Thesaurys G ico-Criticus et Archxal Oxford, 1703
1705.7)

s
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6. Waldhere. ' )

This fragment is written upon two vellum leaves which were
discovered by Professor Werlauff, librarian at the King’s
Library, Copenhagen. They were published, with a translation,
by Prof. George Stephens, in 1860.

7. The Charms.

These exist in MSS. at the British Museum and the Library

of Corpus Christi College, Cambridge.

8. Gnomic Verses.

Three sets of these proverbs are found in the Excter Dook,
but there is a fourth in the MS. of the Abingdon Chronicle—
one of the Cotton MSS. in the British Muscum.

In the same MS. is found the Alemologinm.

9. The Rune Song exists only in a copy of the original MS. made
by Hickes (vol. i. p. 135 of Hickes's Z/esaurus).

10. Of the two metrical dialogues of Salomo and Saturn there are
two MSS,, both at Corpus Christi Library, Cambridge.

11. The Battle of Brunanburh is found in the Parker MS. of the
Chronicle (Corpus Christi, Cambridge).

12. The Battle of Maldon exists only in a copy of the original MS.
made by Thomas Hearne. (See vol. ii. pp. 3570-577,
¢ Johannis Glastoniensis Chronica sive Historia de Rebus
Glastoniensibus,” ed. Th. Hearnius, Oxonii, 1726.)

II. EDITIONS AND TRANSLATIONS

For a fuw// bibliography of these, including forcign publications,
the student is referred to \Viilker's Grundriss zur Geschichie der
Angelsichsischen Litferafur, and also to the same scholar’s edition
of Grein's Bibliothek der Angelsichsischen Poesie (3 vols. Leipzig,
1883-1897). The original cdition, by Grein himself, was issued in
1857-58, but is now out of print.

The complete text of a// the old English poetry may be found
in the above editions of Grein’s Bibliotiich,

A German translation of most of the poems in his Bibliothck
was issued by Grein in 1857 — “ Dichtungen der Angelsachsen™
(Géttingen).

Conybeare’s ** Hlustrations of Anglo-Saxon Poetry” appeared in
1826. . It contains selections from A.S. Poetry (text and free
translation). It is now out of print, but its early date and its
scholarship make it worthy of mention.

The (so-called) Czdmonian Poems were edited and ‘translated
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Ly Benjamin Thorpe in 1832, under the title of # Credmon’s Metrical
Taraphrase,” cte.

The Exeter Book was also edited and translated by the same
scholar in 1842, These are now out of print, and both text and
translation are antiquated, but are still useful for reference.

The poems of the Vercelli Book were edited and translated by
J. M. Kemble in 31843. This book, too, 15 somewhat antiquated
beside the work of modern scholarship, but of great use for reference.

A new edition of the Exeter Book (edited and translated by
Jsrael Gollancz, M A} is being issued by the Early English Text
Society, of wluch Pant’ L bas already appeared.  (In the list below,
reference is made to the poems contained in Part 1)

Some other useful editions and translations of scparate poems are

named 1n the following list i—

1. Beowulf, edited by Harmvon and Sharp.  (Founded on Heyne’s
edition, below, and forming 1ol 1 of the Library of
Anglo-Saxon Poetry  Gmn and Company, Boston, 1888.)

Beownlf, edited by A, ] Wyatt (Camb Umwv Press, 1894)

Two vatuable German cdions of “Beowulf ™ are those of M.
Heyne (Paderborn, 1879) and A. Holder (Fretburg 1 B
und Tubingen, 1884)

The Early Enslish Test Society has 1ssued an autotype
facsimile of the Beowulf MS, with transhteration and
notes by Zupitza (London, 1882),

The Tu'e of Beowulf, done out of the old English tangue by
William Morris and A J, Wyatt (Kelmscott Press, 1893)

The Decds of Beowulf, a prose transhtion by Prof ] Earle
{1892, Clar, I'ress)

Beownlf, and the Fight at Nensburg, Werally translated by J. M.
Garnett (1882, Boston). Other translatons of  Beowulf”
have been issued by Thorpe, Kemble, T. Arnold, Lumsden-
Hall, etc.

2. The (g0-called) Cedmonian Poems,

Frodus and Daniel, edited by T. W Hant {Boston, 1888, form-
ing vol. Ji. of the Library of Anglo-Saxon Poetryy,

The only complete translation of the “Cadmonian Poems ™ 15 the
ancient one by Thorpe in hus edition of “ Cxdmon’s Metneal
Paraphrase” (Soc. of Antiquanes, London, 13, 32)

That part of the Genesis velanng 10 the “ Fall of Man” has been
translated into verse by W H F, Bosanquet  *The Fall of
Man or Paradise Lost of Cedmon® (London, 1260),
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3. Judith. .
Judith, edited, with a free translation, by A. S. Cook (Boston, 1889).
The full Old English text is also given in Sweet’s Anglo-Saxon
Reader.
Judith, literally translated by J. M. Garnett (Boston, 1889).

4. The Blegies.
The Ruin.
# An ancient Saxon poem of a city in ruins, supposed to be
Bath” Text and translation by J. Earle (Bath, 1872).
In Thorpe’s Exeter Book will also be found a translation.
The Wanderer.
The text may be found in Sweet’s Anglo-Saxon Reader, and
in Bright’s Anglo-Saxon Reader.
A Translation on p. 314 of this book.
Text and translation also in Gollancz's Exeter Book.
The Seafarer.
Text in Sweet's Anglo-Saxon Reader (7th edition).
Translation, p. 312 of this book.
Of the Wife's Compluint and the Husband's Mlessage, a
translation may be found in Thorpe's Exeter Book.

5. The Poems of Cynewulf, or attributed to him.
The Riddles.

There is no scparate text or full translation of these in
English. For a German translation see A. Prchu’s
“Riitsel” (Paderborn, 1883).

The text of seven of them is given in Sweet's Reader.

Riddles 2, 3, and 4 will, be found translated on pp. 309,
310 of this book, and many others in “Early English
Literature” (Stopford A. Brooke, London, 1892).

Juliana.
Text and translation in Gollancz's Excter Book,
The Clrist,

Edited with a modern rendering by 1. Gollancz (D. Nutt,
London, 1892),
Text and translation also in Gollanc's Exeter Book.
The Phanix,
Text in Bright’s Anglo-Saxon Reader,
Text and translation in Gollancz’s Exeter Book.
Guihiac,

Text and translation in Gollancr's Exeter Book.



BIBLIOGRAPHY 33

Fates of e Apostles.
Text and translation in ]. M, Kemble's “Poctry of the
Vercelli Book.”
Flene,
Elene, edited by §. Zupitza (Berlm, 1877, 1883), a German
cdition,
Llene, edited by C. W. Kent (Boston, 1889 ; forming vol
iii. of the Library of Anglo-Sason Poetry),
Flene, tansiated by J. M. Garnett (Boston, 1889).
A test and translwion appear alse i J. M. Kemble's
# Poctry of the Vercellh Book ™ (1856)
Andreas
Ardreas, edited by W. M, Baskennitle (Boston, 1889).
A text and translation are also to be found 1 J. M. Kemble's
Vercelh Dook.
Gnmn’s cdiuon of Ardreas and Elene (Preface and notes
1 German), thoughissued w (840, and now out of pnnt,
15 still of exceptronal value to the student.
Dreant of the Reod
Text 1 Sweets Anglo-Savon Reader
Text and transtation m Kemble's Vercelll Bouk.

. Other poems or fragments,
$174573, translated m Goest's “ Enghsh Rbythms, p 355
Deor, translated in Thorpe s Excter Book
Finsturg, literal translation in Garnctt's  Beowulf *
Waldkere, edited antt trmnslated by Prof George Stephens, v Two
Teaves of King Wakleres Lay.?
Lhe Batile of Brurantusd, edited by C. L Cron (Boston, 1597
forming vol 1 of the Library of Anglo-Sasen Poctry )
Text also in Bright's Reader.
Tennysan's translavon will be found on p 256 of this book
A literf transluon by | Garnetr (Boston, 1884),
The Dattle of Malion, edued by C L. Crow (Diostan, 1897,
forming vol. 1 of the Library of Anglo-Saxon Poetry)
Text also in Sneet’s Reader and 1 Bright’s Reader
Translatien on pp 264 ard 318 of this book
Translavon (and suggestine arucle) by Lumsden m Mac
milln's Magazne, Mirch 1887
Translation by E.Jtrchey in *Verse Tales” (Luverpool, 188y)
A bieral translation by | Garnett (Boston, 1889),
The Ciarms,
Test of two of these m Sweet’s Reader.
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Full test and translation in Cockayne’s * Leechdoms” (3
vols. Lond. 1864-66, Rolls Series). )
Translation also of several of these in “Early English

Literature ” (Stopford A. Brooke, 1892).
The Rune Song.

Text and translation in French, by L. Botkine (Havre, 1879).
Grimm’s work, © Ueber Deutsche Runen” (1821), contains
a German {ranslation. ]
Cxedmon’s Hymn and Beda’s Deark Song, together with
the text of other fragments, will be found in Sweet’s
«QOldest English Texts”—an invaluable book, “intended
to include all the extant Old English texts up to about
goo that are preserved in contemporary MSS., with the

exception of the Chronicle and the Vorks of Alfred.”

PROSE
I. THE M ,‘\NUSCRIPTS

The Manuscripts In which the old English prose is handed down
to us are numerous, and many of them still remain unedited. It
is only necessary to mention those of importance.

1. ZElfred’s translations, etc.:—

The Cura Pastoralis. Three MSS., dating from the end of
the ninth or beginning of the tenth century; one in the
Bodleian, two in the British Musenm.

Brda’s Historia Ecclesiastica.  Five MSS., two at Oxford,
two at Cambridge, one in the British Museum.

Orosius’ History of the World. Two MSS., one at Helming-
bam Hall, Suffolk, in the possession of the Tollemache
family ; one in the British Musecum. ’

Boethius’ De Consolatione Philosophiae. Two MSS., one at the
Bodleian, one in the British Museum.

The so-called Mesra are in Anglo-Saxon verse in the MS, of
this work in the British Muscum, In the later MS. at
Oxford they are in prose.

The Soliloguies of Amngustine anly exist in the MS. which
contains the poems of Beowulf,

The Laws of AElfred. TFour MSS., two at Cambridge, one at
the British Museum, and the fourth, the Textus Roffensis,

The Dialogues of Gregory, a translation made at JElfred’s
instance by Bishop Werfrith of Worcester, is in the three
MSS. at Oxford, Cambridge, and the British Museum.
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The other works attributed to ALlfred are of shight importance,
and the places of their MSS. need not be detailed.

2. Of Elfric’s works, and of the few Homilies now aflotted to
Archbishop Iiwifstan, we have a great numnber of MSS.
in Oxford, Cambndge, and London, but of the earlier
Blikling Homilizs only one MS, exists, The Homilies in
the Vercelli Book, twenty-two in number, are follosed by a
prose Life of S. Gublaz, and we possess another Anglo-
Saxon Life of GuSlac wn a MBS, in the Cottonian Library,
which is an adaptation of the Latin hfe of the saint by
Felix of Croyland. We nced not record the MSS. of
the large number of short works produced in the eleventh
century (see Chap XVII. of tlus book).

3. Of the Old English Chropicle seven MSS exist. The first
{MS. 4) was written at Winchester, and conunuing to the
year 1001 was preserved in the Library of the Monastery
of Chnst’s Church, Canterbury, thence falling into the
hands of Archbishop Parher in the sixteenth century, 3t was
finally transferred to Corpus Christi College, Cambndge.
Thes 15 the Parker MS.

MS. 2 1s 1 the Brntish Museum, and was produced in
the Monastery of S. Augustne at Canterbury.

MS, €, an Abingdon Chronicle, 1s i the Museum.

MS D, wntten at Worcester, 1s also in the Museum,

MS, E was kept at Peterborough. It 1s in the Bodleian,
and 1s known as the Laud MS.

MS. F was probably kept at Canterbury, and was
written partly i English, partly mn Latm, and some French
words intrude into it It 1s now i the Briish Museum,

MS. G, probably a Canterbury Chronicle, apparently a
copy of MS A. It1s in the Muscum.

The Chronicle (MS G} was first printed by Wheloc 1n
1643, as an appendix to /lfred’s Bueda.

H. EDITIONS aND TRANSLATIONS

For a full bibliography sce, as before, Wulker's Grundriss
1. Werls by ZElfred, or attnbuted to him.

Acomplete translationof these (without the Old English text)
n;sll be found in the Jubilee Edinon of /Lifred’s Warks,
*852:53.

In addition see the following —
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Cura Pastoralis. .
Edited by Henry Sweet, with a translation (Early Eng.
Text Soc., 1871).
A translation of Alfred’s Preface to this will be found on
p. 221 of this book.
Beda's Ecclesiastical Hislory. .
Text and translation by T. Miller (Early Eng. Text Sec,
1890-98), Translation of Bzda’s Latin text by J. A.
Giles, in Bohn’s Antiquarian Library.
Orosius History. .
Text with Latin original, edited by H. Sweet (Early Eng.
Text Soc.). . )
Extracts from Orosius (text only), H. Sweet (Clar. Press, .
1893).
Text anzi translation also in Bohn's Antiquarian Library.
Docthius. '
Text and translation by J. S. Cardale (London, 1829;
translation by S. Fox, in Bobn’s Series).
A new cdition of the Old English text is promised shortly
by the Clar, Press. .
Soliloquies of Augustine.
Text by Wiilker, in Paul and Braune’s * Beitriige zur Ge-
schichte der Deutschen Sprache und Literatur,” vol. iv.
Another and earlier text will be found in Cockayne's
Shrine.
The Laws of Llfred.
“Extracts from the Anglo-Saxon Laws,” ¢d. by A. Cook
(New York, 1880).
The Dialogues of Gregory.
Zlfred’s Preface to this work, text and translation, may
be found in Prof. Earle’s ¢ Anglo-Saxon Literature.”
A new editian of the Dialogues is to be issued shortly.

. Works of Alfric.

Homilics of the Anglo-Saxon Church, ed., with translation,
by B. Thorpe (2 vols. London, 1844-46).

Lives of the Saints, ed. by W. W, Skeat (London, 1881).

Selections from the Homilics, H. Sweet (Clar. Press, 18¢6).

. Homilies of Wulfstan,

Edited by Prof. Napier (Berlin, 1883), forming vol. iv. of
Sammlung englischer Denkmiler in Fritischen Ausgaben.

. Blickling Homilies.

Edited by R. Morris, with translation (Early Eng. Text
Soc., 1874-S0).
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QOne of the Blickling Homulics may be found 1w Bright’s

Reader.
5. 01d English Chronicle,

o of the Saron Chronicles parallel, revised texy, edited
by Plunmer, on the basis of J. Eatle’s edition, 1892,

This contains the complete tests of MSS. A4 and £, with
extracts from the others,

The complete text of all the MSS., with a translavion {by
B Thorpe), will be found in the Rolls Senes (Chromicles
of Grear Britaen and Ireland), Longmans, 1861.
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