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THE WANDERER /

The lament of The Wanderer is an excellent example of the elegine mood so common
in Old English poetry, The loss of a lord, of companions in arms, of 2 mead hall {in
which Anglo-Saxon life realized itself to the full} are themes that enhance the mel-
ancholy tone of Beownlf as they are the emotional basis for such a poem as the present
one. But nowhere more poignantly expressed than in The Wanderer is the loneliness
of the exile in search of 2 new lord and hall: this is what Beowulf's father, Ecgtheow,
would have suffered, had it not been for Hrothgar's hespitality. To the wretched
seeker all weather is wintry, for nature seems to conspire to match a man's mood as
he moves vver the water from one land to another, yearning for a home and kin to
replace those vanished ones thar seil? Bf his thoughts,

As is true of most Old inglish elegiac laments, both the language and the structure
of The Wamnderer are difficnlt. At the beginning the speaker {whom the poet identifies
as an “earth-walker”) voices hope of finding comfort after his many tribulations, Alter
the poet’s interruption, the wanderer continues to speak—to himself—of his long
search for a new home, describing how he must keep his thoughts locked within him
while he makes his search. But these thoughts form the most vivid and moving part
of his soliloquy-—how, floating on the sea, dazed with sorrow and fatigue, he imagines
that he sees his old companions, and how, as he wakens to reality, they vanish oveg
the water like seabirds. The second part of the poem, beginning with the sevently
Paragraph (“Therefore | cannot think why . . .}, expands the theme from one man to
#ll human beings in a world wasted by war and time, and the speaker draws philo-
sophical implications from his harsh experiences (presumably now in the past}. He
derives such cold comfort as he can from asking the oid question Ubi sumt?—where

are they who were once so glad to be alive? And he concludes with the thought that
“all this earthly habitation shall be emptied” of humankind. The narrator communes
with himself in private, apparently as an indication of his detachment from life. The
poem concludes with a characteristic Old English injunction to practice restraint on
earth, place hope only in heaven.

The Wanderer is preserved only in the Exeter Book, 2 manuscript copied about 975,
which contains the largest surviving colleetion of Old English poetry.




THE WANDERER

pft him anhaga  are gebided,
Hatudes miltsa,  pazh bs he modeaarly
gsond lagulade loenge scealde
hrarsn mid hondum hrlmeeatde 2,
wadan wreclastas:  wyrd bid ful arad]

Swa cwzd mardatapa,  sarieba gemyndla,
wrabra walalgahta  winem®qa hryre.

g7t te sceotde sna  Ghtna gehvyles

mine cears ewlpan = nis nu cwicra nin
be le him modsafan minhs durre
swaotule asmcgsn: e toe sope Wat

p=t bih in sorls indryhtan poav

bat he Wls fardlocan  fests binds,

healde h1s hordeefan,  hycge ska he witis.
He mag warlg mod  wyrdd widstondan,

e se breo hyge  helpe gefremmdni

forden domgeotrne droorligne oft

1n hyra breestecofan  bindad fdstae,
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The Wanderer

The solltary one solicits olt the grace,
the mercy of the Measurer, though sad at heart
across the walery way g weary while must lie
stir with his hands the rinie-cold sea,
tread extle tracks: {ull pitiless is fatet
Thus quath a wanderen prindful of woes,

ferocious camage, linsmert massacred.

Ot have | had alone at every dawn
my sorrows to jament - none living now is there
te whom my heart | dave
openly declare. 1 truly know
it is a noble custom in an eort
that he bind fast his breast,
his broodings hoid, think what he will,

A weary mind withstands not fatey
nor does a rueful heart yield helpt
hence those -ambitious ofitimes sad

{ast fetter in their breasts,
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eva le modsefan  minne aceclds

{oft earmcearig, adle bidalad,

{reom=zgum faor) fetorum azmlan;

gibpan geara ifu goldwline minne

hrusan heolstre biweah,” ond lc hsan honan
wiod winterceariy ofar wahems gebind,
sghte seledroorly sipces brytten,

hwzr lec feor ohbbe neah {Indsn meahte
pone pa tn meoduhsalle minne myne wisas,
opbs mee freondleaana frefran wolde,
venlan mld wynnum, WYat se be clinnad

liig sitpen bid sarg to geferan

pam s him lyt hafad tavtra gehalepa:
warad hins wraclast, - naled wundan gold;
fardloca freorig, neles foldan blad;
gomon he selesscgas  ond sinchege,

ki hine on gaoguds  hla goldwline

as | should thoughts ol mine

(oft careworn, ol my native tand deprived,

far from free kinsfalk) with shackles bind,
since long ago my lavish lord

in darkness earth enfolded, and 1 abject thence
{ared winter-sad across the [rozen waves,
sought sorrowiui the hall of a pold-giver,

“where 1 might find, or far or neav

him tn mead-hall who would know my thought,
ot comfbort friendless me,

with kindness treat. He knows who trial males
of griel low cruel a comrade it can be

far one who has few bosom {riends!

the exile-track engrosses him, not twisted goldi
a {rozen heart, not spiendour of the earth;

he recalls retainets and receiving gifts,
how in bis youth his lavish lord



40

wepada to whste = wyn edl gedreasi
torben wat ag ha acedl  hi1é wipadryhtnes
tsofes laveuwidum  longs forpolian.

Danne sofg ond slzp  semod atgadrs
aarmne anhogan  oft psbindad, .
binead him on modé  pat he his mondryhten
clyppa ond cysse, ond on cnéo lacgs
honda ond heafed, swa ha hdiium 2r
in geardagum  glefstolas breact

donne onwecned aft  winsleas guma,
gasihd him blforan fealug wages,
bablen brimfuglas, bradan febri,
hreoaan hitm ond snaw hagle gemenged,
ponne baod by helfigrén  heortin benna,

sare »ftor swmane -+ dorg bid geniwad -
ponna maga gemynd  mod geondhweerfed,
greted ghlivwstafum, georne geondsceawad.

Secgn gesaldan  swinmad aft onveg,
fleatandra ferd no par fela bringe3d
gudra cldegliedda - eearo bid geniwad -

]

was wont to [easting lim - that joy has perished quite!
This he knows who must his Iriendly ford’s
beloved precepts long forgo,
When together griel and sleep
the wretched reculse often bind,
in thought to him it seems his liege lord he
is clasping, kissing, laying vpon his knee
his hands and head, as whilom he
in days of yore the mwm»-ﬁr«o:m;m boons enjoyed:
then wakes the friendless man again,
sees before him {allow waves;
bathing sea-birds, preening wings,
frost and snow hail-mingled fall.
[leavier are the heart's wounds then,
for his beloved sore - sorrow is renewed -
when the memery of kinsmen crosses his mind
he greets them gleefully, eagerly walches
his warrior comrades; they drift away again.
The splrit of seafarers brings there not many
familiar songs - care is renewed -
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pam bo sendan sceal swibs goneahhe
ofor wapama gebind  werlgns sslen.

Forpon o gepencan ba ma2g gaond has woeruld
forliwan modssfa  min nd gesweorcs, .

bonne le sorla LIf eal geondpencs,
bu hi farilce  flet ofgesfon,
modge magupagnas, swa pus middangeard

salra dogra gehwam  dreofed ond fealtie}.

forhon na mag wearhan wia  wer, =r hs agas
wintra del In woruldrles.  Wits scasl gebyidig:
ne scasl ne to hetheort, ne to hredwyrde,

ne to wae wlga, ne to wenhydlg,

ne to forht, ns te lagén, ne to feohglire,

ne nafre glelpey to gsorn #r he gears cunne:
beorn sceal gebldan, bahng he buot spriced,
ohp=t, cvollenferd, sunne goarys

Swider hrepra gehygd  Thwearfen witle,
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to hism who oft enough must send
over the frozen waves his weary heart.
And so I cannot think why in this world
my spirit grows not sad,
when | consider close the lile of eorls,
how suddenly they ylelded up the hall,
ligh-spirited young thanes; iust so, this middle-earth
fails each and every day and [ails.
Assuredly, a man may nol tuen wise, ere he possess
his share of winters in the world: A wise man must be cahmnt
he must neither be too passionate, nor too rash ol speech;
nor too weak a warrier, nor oo precipitale,
aor too timld, nor too eaper, nor oo greedy dor gain,
never to boast too keen, ere he know wEH:
a man must walty when vow he makes,
until, for action {it, he truly knows
whither his heart's aims will incline.
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Dngtetan scaal glaaw hazle  hu gastlic bia,

horne salre blase woriulds wela wests stonded,
swa nu misseniice geond pisne middangeard,
#indae bliwaund, woallas stondahp
hrime bihrorene, hrydge pa adaras.
Wonlad ba winsale, . waldend ilegad
dreama bidrorene,  dugup sal gecrong
Ylone bi wealla, - Suna wig fornem,
forads In fordwags!  sumne fugsl epbar
vfar heanns holm; sumns se hara wutf
dapde goedzldey sumha draorighlaor
In eordacrafa  dorl gehydda.
Yhds swa plsne eardgesrd  »lda Seyppend
opp=t, burgwara broaghtma leass,
sald snta geweore fdlu stedon.
Se Porme bisng wealstesl .wise gebohls,
ond bls degree 11{ - deope nmn:&mm:nwwr
frod in {erde, . feor aft gemon
wmlalsabhta wern, ond bas word_scwld:

Hy=r cwom mearg? lwar ewom mago? Hvar cwom
mahhimgyfa?

Y

A prudent hero must perceive how hideous it will bey
when all this world ol wealth stands waste,
as now, in varied places through this middle-earth,
blown on by winds, stand walls
rime-girt, the courts snowsswept.
The wine halls crumble, lords lie low
deprived of mirth, the doughty troop all dead
brave by the wall, War wasted one,
fetched him away: one the bird bore
across the deep sea; one the loar wolf
rent to deathy one sad of mien,
in cave of earth, a warrior hid.
Thus did the Creator of men lay waste this warld
untit, bereft of thelr foll's revelry,
the ancient work of glants idle stood.
Then he who wisely ponders this foundalfon-wall,
and deeply thinks on every aspect of This durigome e,
sage ln spirlt, of L from for recatis
the many battles, and declares these words: ]
Where is the steed gone? Where is the ridec? where J§ .
the giver of giits?




[iE

Hwzr cwom symbla gesatu? Wsr slndon seladreaamas?
Eala beorht bunal Eala byrnwigsal o
Eala peodnes pryml  Hu sse prag pewat
gernap undsr nihthalm, swa hao no :uﬁw_
Stondad nu on laste  leofre dugupe
woal wundrum hsah  wyrmlicum fah -
sorias fornoman  asea brybe;
wapin walgifru,  wyrd 480 mare -
ond bas stanhleshy  atovrmae cnyssad;
hrid hreoasnde  hrusah binded; ,
wihtres Woma  (honné von cym#d,
niped, nlhtscual)  norpan ondénded
hrao heglfare halapum en andan.
Eall 1s asrfodlle  dorban rles:
cximsamm wyrda guicesft Cwaoruld under heofonum.
Hler bid feoh lana, hor bid fraend lana,
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Whete are the bangueting seats?  Where are the joys ol hall?

Alas the bright goblet! Alas the ma ed warglor!
Alas the lord's majestyt How that time's passed away,

prown dark neath shades of nighty as though it never were!

There stands as token now to that beloved troop
a wondrous high wall, decked with serpent shapes -
a host of spears snatched away the eorls,
weapons greedy for carnage, & glortous fate -
and storms strike these stony siopes;
the Ialling snow-storm fetlers the earthy
winter's tumult {when the darkness COMES,
casts gioony the shades of :mm:ﬂw sends [rom the notth
fierce driving hail in malice towards. men.
All the realtm ol earth is wearisome:
the decree of {ate changes the world beneath the sky.
Here wealth is brief, here triend short-lived,




hapr bld meg lEne;

idel wnorped.

gesa!l him sundor_a=t rune,
Ha sceal nafre

her 13 men lana,.
sal ple sorban gestsal

TIL bily 82 e his treows gehealdep.
torn te rycens

baorn of his braestum acypan,
eunne,

gorl, mbd slne gefromman.

irolra te Fader on haslonum,
astonded.

nempe hs =r pa beote

Yal bid pam be hlm are saced,
bar us aal seo [=a2tnung

0y

here man ls frail, here kinsman ls inlirm;
all this earth's constitution comes to naught.
Thus queth a wise nrart tn his heart, ity med

apart.

Blest Is he who keeps his troth. |

a warrior from lhe heart express,
cure, ‘ _

with courage to effect. It wil be well [or him who metcy seeks,

comiort Irom ihe Father in the marment, where {or us all the
irmmutable abides.

{tution as he sot

Mever must too hastily the wrath
unless the eerl know first the
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The Wanderer

The Wanderer!

Ofren the wanderer pleads for pity

and mercy from the Lord; bur for a long time,

sad in mind, he must dip his oars

into 1cy waters, the lanes of the sea;

he must follow the paths of réw : fate is inflexible.

Mindful of hardships, grievous staughrer,
the ruin of kinsmen, the wanderer said:
“Time and again at the day's dawning
I must mourn all my afflicrions alone.
There is no one still living to whom [ dare open
the doors of my heare. | have no doubt
that it is 2 noble habit for a man
to bind fast all his heart’s feelings,
guard his thoughts, whatever he is thinking.
The weary in spirit canmot withstand fate
troubled mind finds no relief:
wherefore those eager for glory often
hold some ache fmprisoned in thei heares.
Thus I had o bind my feelings in feteers,
often sad at heart, cut off from my counery,
far WQE :% kinsmen, afrer, long ago,
darle clods of earth Qémmm; my gold-friend;
I left that place in wrerchedness,
plowed the icy waves with winter in my heart;
in sadness  sought r:. and wide
for a treasure-giver, for a man
who would welcome me into his mead-hall,
give me good cheer (for | boasted no friends),
entertain me with delighes. He who has experienced it
knows how cruel a comrade sorrow can be
1o any man who has few loyal friends:
for him are the ways of exile, in no wise rwisted gold;
for him ts a frozen body, in no wise the fruits of the earth
He remembers hali-retainers and treasure
and how, in his youth, his gold-friend
entertained him. Those joys have all vanished.
A man wha lacks advice for a long while
from his loved lord underseands chis
that when sorrow and sleep together
hold the wretched wanderer in their grip,
it seems that he clasps and kisses
his lord, and lays hands and head

upon his lord’s knee as he had sometimes done
when he enjoved the eifr-throne in earlier davs
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The Wanderer

the sea-birds batching, spreading their fearh

frost and snow falling mingled with hail.

“Theun his wounds lie more heavy in his hearr,
aching for his lovd, His sorrow is renewed;

the memory of kinsmen sweeps through his mind;
jovtully he welcomes them, eagerly scans

his comrade warriors. Then they swim away again,
Their drifting spirits do not bring many old songs
o his lips. Sorrow upon sorrow attend

the man who must send time and again

his weary heart over the frozen waves.

“And thus | cannot think why in the workd

my mind does not darken when | brood on the fae
of brave warriors, how they have suddenly

had to leave the mead-hall, the bold followers.
So this world dwindles day by day,

and passes away; for a man will not be wise
before he has weathered his share of winters

in rhe world. A wise man muost be parient,
neither too passionate nor too hasty of speecls,
neither too irresolute nor too rash in battle;

[1O€ 00 AanxXious, (a0 Content, NOL oo grasping,
and never (oo eager o boast before he knows himself.
When he boasts a man must bide his rime

until be has no doubt in his brave heart

chat he has fully made up his mind.

A wise man must fathom how eerie it will be
when all the riches of the world stand waste

as now in diverse places in this middie-earth

old walls stand, tugeed at by winds

and hung with hoar-frost, buildings in decay.
The wine-halls crumble, lords lie %m&

deprived of joy, all the proud follower

have [allen by the wall: barcle carried Qm, some
led them on joumeys; the bird carried one

over the welling waters; one the gray woll
devoured; a warrior wich downcase face

hid one in an earth-cave.

Thus the Maker of Men Iaid this world waste
unitil the ancient works of the piants stood idle,
hushed without the hubbub of inhabiranes.

Then he who has brooded over these noble ruins,
and who deeply ponders this dark life,

wise in his mind, often rermembers

the many slaughters of the past and speaks these words:

Where 7 s the r:_ ¢ QSSQ Where }n man? Where the giver of gold?
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darkened under the shadow of night as if it had never been.
Where the loved warriors were, there now srands a wall
of wondrous height, carved with serpent forms.
The savage ash-spears, avid for staughter,
100 have claimed all the warriors—a glorious fat
Storms crash against these rocky slopes,
sleet and snow fall and fetter the world,
winter howls, then darkness draws on,
the night-shadow casts gloom and brings
105 fierce hailstorms from the north to frighten men.
MNothing s ever easy in the kingdom of earth,
the world beneath the heavens is in the hands of fate,
Here possessions are fleeting, here friends are fleeting,

here man is fleeting, here kinsman is fleeting,
110 the whote world becomes a wilderness.”
So spoke the wise man in his heart as be sat apart in thought.
Brave is the man who holds to his beliefs; nor shall he ever
show the sorrow in his heart before he knows how he .
can hope to heal it. It is best for a man to seek
15 mercy and comfort from the Father in heaven, the safe home chat awaits us all.

I T .
Wulf and Eadwacer and The Wife’'s Lament -

Old English lirerarure focuses largely on masculine and military concerns and lacks a concepr
of tomantic love—whar rhe twelfth-century French would larer call “fine amowr.” Againse this
backdrop Walf and Eadwacer and The Wife's Lamen stand out, first, by their use of woman's
voice and second, by their treatment of the sorrows of love.

Though the exact genre of these poems is problematic, some scholars classify them as rid-
dles and others as religious allegories, most proup them with a class of Old English poems
known as elegies, with which they are preserved in the same manuscript, the Exeter Book. The
elegies lament the loss of earthly goods, comradeship, and the “hall joys,” ofter, as in The
Weandever and The Seafarer, by a speaker in exile. The Wife's Lament and Wulf and Eadwecer dif-
fer from the other elegies in thar the speakers, as women, had no experience of comradeship o
fose, as their main function was to be exchanged in marriage (6 cement relartonships between
feuding tribes. They are in a sense rwice exiled, firse from the noble brotherhood by their gen-
der, and second from their beloved by their personal history. Furthermore, unlike the speakers
in The Wanderer and The Seafurer, they do not lock forward to the consolation of a heavenly
kingdom imagined as a warlord with his group of rerainers.

Although the rwo elegies in woman’s voice are unique in the Old English corpus, they
have analogues within the larger tradition of continental woman's song, which flourished in
medieval Larin and the vernaculars from the eleventh century on. Their composition was so
early-—990 at the larest—-rhar this rradition could nor have influenced them, although the Ro-

The Wite's Lament ,

Marilynn Desmond bas suggested, perhaps Virginia Woolf's speculation rhat “anenymc
a woman” is true of these poems.

Though scholars agree that Wilf and Eadwacer is “hearcrending” and “haunting
cannot agree on the dramatic situation——each transiation is an ace of interpretation. 1
sent transtator, Kevin Crosstey-Holland, sees the poem as involving the female speak
hushand (Fadwacer); her lover (Wulf), from whom she is separated; and her child (a

‘

Alrhough whar transpired before is unclear, she wistfully concludes, “men easily savag

was never secure, our song together.” The dramaric setting of The Wife's Lament s si

ambiguous; it is not clear whether the woman’s anger is directed roward her husband

ehird person whe plotred ro separate them.

Wulf and Eadwacer!

Prev, it's as il my people have been handed prey.

They'll tear him to pieces if he comes with a troop.
(O, we are apart.

Wulf is on one island, I en another,
5 a fastness that island, a fen-prison.
Fierce men roamn there, on that isiand;
they'll tear him to pieces if he comes with a troop.

), we are apart.

How T have grieved for my Wulf's wide wanderings.
10 When rain slapped the earth and 1 sat aparr weeping,

when the bold warrior wrapped his arms about me,

I seethed wirh desive and yer with such hatred.

Wulf, sy Wulf, my yeaming for you

and your seldom coming have caused my sickness,
15 my mourning heart, not mere starvation.

Can you hear, Eadwacer? Wolf will spirit

our pitiful whelp ro the woods,

Men easily savage what was never secure,
oE.mc:m_Hommﬁrwm..

The Wife's Lament!

[ draw these words from my deep sadness,
my sorrowful for. | can say that,

since | grew up, [ have not suffered

such hardships as now, old or new.

I am tortured by the anguish of exile.

Firse my lord forsook his family

for the tossing waves; | fretred at dawn

as to where in the world my lord might be.
In my sorrow | ser out then,

w




