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The Seafarer

Meg ic be mé sylfum sodgied wrecan,
sipas secgan, hi ic geswincdagum
earfodhwile oft prowade,
bitre bréostceare gebiden habbe,
gecunnad in céole cearselda fela,
atol ypa gewealc, p&r mec oft bigeat
nearo nihtwaco &t nacan stefnan,
ponne hé be clifum cnossad, calde geprungen.
W&ron mine fét forste gebunden,
caldum clommum, p&r pa ceare seofedun
hat’ ymb heortan; hungor innan slat
merewérges mod. Pat se mon ne wat

pe him on foldan fegrost limped:
hu ic earmcearig iscealdne s&
winter wunade wraccan lastum,
winem&gum bidroren,
bihongen hrimgicelum.

Heagl scirum fleag,
p&r ic ne gehyrde batan hlimman s&,
iscaldne w&g. Hwilum ylfete song
dyde ic mé t6 gomene, ganetes hléopor
ond huilpan swég fore hleator wera,
m&w singende fore medodrince.
Stormas p&r stanclifu béotan p&r him stearn oncwad,
isigfepera; ful oft pat earn bigeal,
hyrnednebba. N&nig hleom&ga
feasceaftig ferd frefran meahte,

for pon him gylyfed Iyt, se pe ah lifes wyn

gebiden in burgum, bealosipa hwon,
wlonc ond wingal, hu ic werig oft
in brimlade bidan sceolde.

Nap nihtscua, norpan sniwde,
hrim hriisan bond, hagl féol on eorpan,
corna caldast. For pon cnyssad ni
heortan gepohtas, pat ic héan stréamas,

sealtypa gelac, sylf cunnige;
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Translated by Anthony Mosakowski

I will recite a true story about myself,
tell of journeys; how I in days of hardship
often suffered times of trouble,
and experienced bitter heart-ache;
how I on board ships explored many abodes of sorrow,
hateful rolling of waves, where anxious night-waking
often befell me at the stem of the ship,
whenever it would crash along the cliffs, pressed on by the cold.
My feet were bound with frost,
with cold fetters, while worries sighed
hot around my heart; hunger from within
tore the spirit of the sea-weary one. All this is unknown
to those who fare most happily on land:
how I, wretched and sorrowful on the ice-cold sea,
spent the winter in paths of exile,
deprived of friendly kinsmen,
hung around with icicles.

Hail showers flew,

wherein I heard nothing but the roaring of the sea,
the ice-cold wave. At times I had the swan’s song
as my entertainment, the cry of the gannet
and the sound of the curlew instead of men’s laughter,
the singing sea-gull in place of mead-drink.
Storms beat the rock-cliffs where the tern answered them,
icy-feathered; very often the eagle screamed round about,
horny-beaked. None of the protecting kinsmen
could console the wretched spirit,
because he who has experienced the joy of life
in cities, few painful journeys,
proud and flushed with wine, little believes how I
often had to remain weary on the sea-way.

The night-shadow grew dark, from the north it snowed,
frost gripped the earth, hail fell on the ground,
the coldest of grains. Therefore thoughts now
impel the heart that I myself, humble, venture upon the ocean,

the salt-waves’ tumult;

ii
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monad modes lust m&la gehwylce
ferd to féran, pat ic feor heonan
elpéodigra eard geséce:
for pon nis paes modwlonc mon ofer eorpan,
ne his gifena pas god, ne in geogupe to pas hwat,
ne in his d®dum to pas déor, ne him his dryhten t6 pes hold,
pat hé a his s@fore sorge nebbe.
To hwon hine dryhten gedon wille:
ne bip him to hearpan hyge, ne to hringpege,
ne to wife wyn, ne to worulde hyht,
ne ymbe owiht elles, nefne ymb yda gewealc;
ac a hafad longunge se pe on lagu fundad.
Bearwas blostmum nimad, byrig fegriad,
wongas wlitigad, woruld Onetted;
ealle pa gemoniad modes fusne
sefan t0 sipe, pam pe swa penced
on flodwegas feor gewitan.
Swylce géac monad géomran reorde,
singed sumeres weard, sorge béoded
bitter in bréosthord. Pzt se beorn ne wat,
efteadig secg: hweat pa sume dréogad
pe pa wraclastas widost lecgad.
For pon nit min hyge hweorfed ofer hreperlocan,
min modsefa mid mereflode,
ofer hweales épel hweorfed wide,
eorpan scéatas, cymed eft to mé

gifre ond gr&dig, gielled anfloga,

hweted on hwelweg hreper unwearnum,
ofer holma gelagu; forpon mé hatran sind
Dryhtnes dréamas ponne pis déade lif,

I&ne on londe.

Ic gelyfe no
pat him eordwelan &ce stondad.
Simle préora sum pinga gehwylce,
&r his tiddege, to twéon weorped:
adl oppe yldo oppe ecghete

f&gum fromweardum feorh odringed.
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the spirit’s desire constantly urges me
to journey, that I far away from here
seek the dwelling-place of pilgrims:
because no man throughout the earth is so proud in spirit,
nor so generous with his gifts, nor in youth so vigorous,
nor in his deeds so brave, nor his lord so gracious to him,
that he does not always have sorrow of a sea-voyage.
His lord will do too little for him:
his thought is not of the harp, nor of receiving of rings,
nor of the delight of woman, nor of the joy of the world,
nor about anything else, except the tossing of the waves;
but he who eagerly sets out on the sea always has longing.
Groves blossom, cities grow fair,
meadows become beautiful, the world hastens;
all these things urge one eager of spirit,
urge the heart to journey in one who thinks
to depart on the far flood-ways.
Likewise urges the cuckoo with melancholy voice,
summer’s guardian sings, forbodes sorrow
bitter in the heart. All this is unknown
to the man prosperous in turn: what is endured by those
who lay the tracks of furthest exile.
Therefore my mind now travels beyond the heart’s enclosure,
my spirit with the sea-flood,
travels wide over the whale’s home,
the world’s surface, comes back to me again
ravenous and greedy, the lone-flier yells,
irresistably incites the heart on the whale-way,
over the ocean’s waters, because to me the Lord’s delights
are warmer than this dead,
transitory life on land.
I do not believe
that earth-wealth remains forever.
Always one of three things in every circumstance
brings uncertainty before his final hour:
sickness or age or violence

wrests life from one doomed to die, about to depart.



For pon bip eorla gechwam eftercwependra
lof lifgendra lastworda betst,
pat hé gewyrce, &r hé on weg scyle,

75 fremum on foldan wid féonda nip,
déorum d&dum déofle togéanes,
pat hine ®lda bearn efter hergen,
ond his lof sippan lifge mid englum
awa to ealdre, écan lifes bl&d,

80 dréam mid dugepum.

ViI Dagas sind gewitene,

ealle onmédlan eorpan rices;
nearon nil cyningas ne caseras
ne goldgiefan swylce ii w&ron,
ponne hi m&st mid him m&rpa gefremedon

85 ond on dryhtlicestum dome lifdon.
Gedroren is péos dugud eal, dréamas sind gewitene;
wuniad pa wacran ond thas woruld healdap,
briicad purh bisgo. Bl&d is gehn®ged,
eorpan indryhto ealdad ond séarad,

90 swa nil monna gehwylc geond middangeard.

VII  Yldo him on fared, onsyn blacad,

gomelfeax gnornad, wat his iiwine,
&pelinga bearn, eorpan forgiefene.
Ne mag him ponne se fl&schoma, ponne him pat feorg losad,

95 ne swéte forswelgan, ne sar gefélan,
ne hond onhréran, ne mid hyge pencan.
béah pe gref wille golde strégan
bropor his geborenum, byrgan be déadum
mapmum mislicum p&t hine mid wille,

100 ne mag p&re sawle pe bip synna ful
gold to géoce for Godes egsan,
ponne hé hit &r hyded penden hé hér leofad.

IX Micel bip se Meotudes egsa, for pon hi s€o molde oncyrred;

se gestapelade stipe grundas,

105 eorpan scéatas ond Gprodor.
Dol bip se him his Dryhten ne ondr&dep; cymed him se déad unpinged.

Eadig bid se pe éapmod leofap; cymed him séo ar of heofonum.



Therefore for every warrior the praise of posterity,
the living, is the best epitaph,
which he may earn before he must go away,
[75] by good deeds on earth against the hatred of the enemy,
by brave deeds against the devil,
so that children of men praise him afterwards,
and his praise live from then on among the angels
for ever and ever, in the glory of eternal life,
[80] bliss among the heavenly host.
ViI Gone are the days,
all the magnificence of the kingdoms of earth;
now there are neither kings nor caesars
nor gold-givers such as there formerly were,
when among themselves they accomplished the greatest of glorious deeds
[85] and lived in the most lordly glory.
Fallen is all this noble company, pleasures are gone;
weaker men live and hold this world,
possess it through toil. Glory is brought low,
the nobility of earth grows old and withers,
[90] as does everyone now throughout this world.
VIII  Old age overtakes him, the face grows pale,
the gray-haired one mourns, realizes that is former friends,
children of princes, are given to the earth.
When he loses his life, his body will be of no use to him,
[95] neither to swallow sweetness, nor to feel pain,
nor to move the hand, nor to think with the mind.
Even though a brother will strew with gold
his sibling’s grave, bury beside the dead one
various gifts which he wishes to go with him
[100] gold can be of no help to the soul which is full of sin
in the presence of the terrible power of God,
when he hides that gold while he lives here.
IX  Great is the Creator’s terrible power, before which the earth turns itself aside;
he established firm ground,
[105] the surface of the world and the heavens above.
Foolish is he who dreads not his Lord; death will come to him unprepared for.

Blessed is he who lives humbly; the grace of heaven will come to him.



viii

Meotud him pzt mod gestapelad, for pon hé in his meahte gelyfed:
stieran mon sceal strongum mode, ond pet on stapelum healdan;
110 ond gewis wérum, wisum cl&ne,
scyle monna gehwylc mid gemete healdan.
(ar.n* Se pe welan fylged Waldend forl&teo;
ah lufan wip léofne ond wid lapne bealo,
péah pe hé hine fyres fulne wille
oppe on b&le witan forbernedne
115 his geworhtne wine; wyrd bip swipre,
Meotud meahtigra ponne &nges monnes gehygd.
X Uton wé hycgan hwar wé ham agen,
ond ponne gepencan ha weé pider cumen,
ond wé ponne éac tilien pet wé to moten
120 in pa écan éadignesse,
p&r is Iif gelong in lufan Dryhtnes,
hyht in heofonum. bas sy pam Halgan ponc,
pat hé usic geweorpade, Wauldres Ealdor,

éce Dryhten, in ealle tid. Amen.

*This and the following three lines have been emended and reconstructed by John Vickrey; they are used by his permission.



[110]

[(111.1)]

[115]

[120]

The Creator establishes his spirit in him, because he believes in his might:

a man must control a strong spirit, and hold it steadfast;

and true to his pledges, pure in his ways,

should each man hold himself with moderation.

He who follows wealth abandons the Ruler;

he loves the one and despises the other,

even though he will know himself full of fire

or his wrought friend burned up

in fire; fate is stronger,

the Creator mightier than anyone can comprehend.
Let us think where we have a home,

and then consider how we may come to that place,

and then also strive that we may go there

into that eternal blessedness,

where there is long life in the love of the Lord,

bliss in heaven. Let there be thanks to the Holy One,

that he may honor us, Prince of Glories,

Eternal Lord, for all time. Amen.
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