	Riddle 3* 
	


	Ic eom anhaga      iserne wund, 
	 
	I am the lone wood in the warp of battle, 
	 

	bille gebennad,     beadoweorca sæd, 
	 
	Wounded by iron, broken by blade, 
	 

	ecgum werig.      Oft ic wig seo, 
	 
	Weary of war. Often I see 
	 

	frecne feohtan.     Frofre ne wene, 
	 
	Battle-rush, rage, fierce fight flaring-- 
	 

	þæt me geoc cyme      guðgewinnes, 
	5
	I hold no hope for help to come 
	5

	ær ic mid ældum      eal forwurðe, 
	 
	Before I fall finally with warriors 
	 

	ac mec hnossiað     homera lafe, 
	 
	Or feel the flame. The hard hammer-leavings 
	 

	heardecg heoroscearp,      hondweorc smiþa, 
	 
	Strike me; the bright-edged, battle-sharp 
	 

	bitað in burgum;      ic abidan sceal 
	 
	Handiwork of smiths bites in battle. 
	 

	laþran gemotes.      Næfre læcecynn     
	10
	Always I must await the harder encounter 
	10

	on folcstede      findan meahte, 
	 
	For I could never find in the world any 
	 

	þara þe mid wyrtum      wunde gehælde, 
	 
	Of the race of healers who heal hard wounds 
	 

	ac me ecga dolg     eacen weorðað 
	 
	With roots and herbs. So I suffer 
	 

	þurh deaðslege     dagum ond nihtum. 
	 
	Sword-slash and death-wound day and night. 
	


	Riddle 10 
	[image: image1]


	Fotum ic fere,      foldan slite, 
	 
	Foot-furrowing, I walk and wound 
	 

	grene wongas,     þenden ic gæst bere. 
	 
	Living I ravage the raw land; 
	 

	Gif me feorh losað,      fæste binde 
	 
	Lifeless I bind lord and servant. 
	 

	swearte Wealas,     hwilum sellan men. 
	 
	Sometimes out of my belly I bring 
	 

	Hwilum ic deorum     drincan selle 
	5
	The rush of drink to the fierce-hearted 
	5

	beorne of bosme;      hwilum mec bryd triedeð 
	 
	War-man. Sometimes the arch-wild, 
	 

	felawlonc fotum;      hwilum feorran broht 
	 
	Fierce-footed woman treads my back. 
	 

	wonfeax Wale      wegeð ond þyð, 
	 
	Sometimes the dark-haired, drunken slave 
	 

	dol druncmennen      deorcum nihtum, 
	 
	Lifts me up near the night fire 
	 

	wæteð in wætre,     wyrmeð hwilum 
	10
	With hot hands-turns, teases, 
	10

	fægre to fyre;      me on fæðme sticaþ 
	 
	Presses, thrusts, warm and wet, 
	 

	hygegalan hond,     hwyrfeð geneahhe, 
	 
	Down dark ways. Say what I am 
	 

	swifeð me geond sweartne.   Saga hwæt ic hatte, 
	 
	Who living plunder the down land 
	 

	þe ic lifgende     lond reafige 
	 
	And after death serve man. 
	 

	and æfter deaþe      dryhtum þeowige. 
	15
	  
	

	
	
	
	

	Riddle 11 

[image: image2]
Ic seah turf tredan--    ten wæron ealra, 

 
I saw six creatures scratch the ground, 

 
six gebroþor ond hyra sweostor mid; 

 
Their four lively sisters strutting round; 

 
hæfdon feorg cwico. Fell hongedon 

 
The house of each, pale skin on shell, 

 
sweotol ond gesyne on seles wæge 

 
A fine, filament robe hung on a wall, 

 
anra gehwylces. Ne wæs hyra ængum þy wyrs, 

5
Well-seen. Though each had been stripped 

5
ne siðe þy sarre, þeah hy swa sceoldon 

 
Of a gossamer skin, none was nude 

 
reafe birofene, rodra weardes 

 
Or raw with pain; but quickened, covered, 

 
meahtum aweahte, muþum slitan 

 
And brought to grass and grain by God 

 
haswe blede. Hrægl bið geniwad 

 
They pecked, strutted, and stripped sod. 

 
 þam þe ær forðcymene frætwe leton 

10
 
 
licgan on laste, gewitan lond tredan. 

 
 
 



	Riddle 14 
	[image: image3]


	Oft ic sceal wiþ wæge winnan ond wiþ winde feohtan, 
	 
	In battle I rage against wave and wind, 
	 

	somod wið þam sæcce,     þonne ic secan gewite 
	 
	Strive against storm, dive down seeking 
	 

	eorþan yþum þeaht;     me biþ se eþel fremde. 
	 
	A strange homeland, shrouded by the sea. 
	 

	Ic beom strong þæs gewinnes,     gif ic stille weorþe; 
	 
	In the grip of war, I am strong when still; 
	 

	gif me þæs tosæleð,      hi beoð swiþran þonne ic, 
	5
	In battle-rush, rolled and ripped      
	5

	ond mec slitende     sona flymað, 
	 
	In flight. Conspiring wind and wave 
	 

	willað oþfergan      þæt ic friþian sceal. 
	 
	Would steal my treasure, strip my hold, 
	 

	Ic him þæt forstonde,     gif min steort þolað 
	 
	But I seize glory with a guardian tail 
	 

	ond mec stiþne wiþ     stanas moton 
	 
	As the clutch of stones stands hard 
	 

	fæste gehabban.      Frige hwæt ic hatte. 
	10
	Against my strength. Can you guess my name?
	


	Riddle 23 
	[image: image4]


	Ic eom wunderlicu wiht,     wifum on hyhte, 
	 
	I am a wonderful help to women, 
	 

	neahbuendum nyt.     Nængum sceþþe 
	 
	The hope of something to come. I harm 
	 

	burgsittendra     nymþe bonan anum. 
	 
	No citizen except my slayer. 
	 

	Staþol min is steapheah;     stonde ic on bedde, 
	 
	Rooted I stand on a high bed. 
	 

	neoþan ruh nathwær.     Neþeð hwilum  
	5
	I am shaggy below. Sometimes the beautiful 
	5

	ful cyrtenu     ceorles dohtor, 
	 
	Peasant's daughter, an eager-armed, 
	 

	modwlonc meowle,     þæt heo on mec gripeð, 
	 
	Proud woman grabs my body, 
	 

	ræseð mec on reodne,     reafað min heafod, 
	 
	Rushes my red skin, holds me hard, 
	 

	fegeð mec on fæsten.     Feleþ sona 
	 
	Claims my head. The curly-haired 
	 

	mines gemotes     seo þe mec nearwað, 
	10
	Woman who catches me fast will feel 
	10

	wif wundenlocc--     wæt bið þæt eage. 
	 
	Our meeting. Her eye will be wet. 
	

	Riddle 34 
	[image: image5]


	Ic wiht geseah    on wege feran, 
	 
	A strange creature ran on a rippling road, 
	 

	seo wæs wrætlice     wundrum gegierwed: 
	 
	Its cut was wild, its body bowed, 
	 

	hæfde feowere    fet under wombe 
	 
	Four feet under belly, eight on its back, 
	 

	ond ehtuwe 
	 
	Two wings, twelve eyes, six heads, one track. 
	 

	monn h w M wiif m x l kf wf hors qxxs ufon on hrycge; 
	5
	It cruised the waves decked out like a bird, 
	5

	hæfde tu fiþru     ond twelf eagan 
	 
	But was more--the shape of a horse, man, 
	 

	ond siex heafdu.    Saga hwæt hio wære. 
	 
	Dog, bird, and the face of a woman-- 
	 

	For flodwegas;    ne wæs þæt na fugul ana, 
	 
	Weird riddle-craft riding the drift of words-- 
	 

	ac þær wæs æghwylces    anra gelicnes 
	10
	Now sing the solution to what you've heard. 
	 

	horses ond monnes,    hundes ond fugles, 
	 
	 
	 

	ond eac wifes wlite.    þu wast, gif þu const, 
	 
	 
	 

	to gesecganne,    þæt we soð witan-- 
	 
	 
	 

	hu þære wihte    wise gonge. 
	 
	 
	 

	 
	
	
	


	Riddle 68 
	[image: image6]


	þe swa wrætlice be wege stonde 
	 
	*        *        * 
	 

	heah ond hleortorht hæleþum to nytte. 
	 
	Who am I who stand so boldly by the sea road-- 
	 

	(Riddle 68 equals K-D 70, lines 5-6) 
	 
	Hightowering, cheek-bright, useful to men?
	


	Riddle 48 
	[image: image7]


	Wiga is on eorþan wundrum acenned 
	 
	On earth this warrior is strangely born 
	 

	dryhtum to nytte,     of dumbum twam 
	 
	Of two dumb creatures, drawn gleaming 
	 

	torht atyhted,     þone on teon wigeð 
	 
	Into the world, bright and useful to men. 
	 

	feond his feonde.     Forstrangne oft 
	 
	It is tended, kept, covered by women-- 
	 

	wif hine wrið.     He him wel hereð, 
	5
	Strong and savage, it serves well, 
	5

	þeowaþ him geþwære,      gif him þegniað 
	 
	A gentle slave to firm masters 
	 

	mægeð ond mæcgas      mid gemete ryhte, 
	 
	Who mind its measure and feed it fairly 
	 

	fedað hine fægre;     he him fremum stepeð 
	 
	With a careful hand. To these it brings 
	 

	life on lissum.     Leanað grimme 
	 
	Warm blessings; to those who let it run 
	 

	þam þe hine wloncne     weorþan læteð. 
	10
	Wild it brings a grim reward. 
	


	Riddle 81 
	[image: image8]


	Nis min sele swige,    ne ic sylfa hlud 
	 
	Shunning silence, my house is loud 
	 

	ymb [ . . . . .];    unc dryhten scop 
	 
	While I am quiet: we are movement bound 
	 

	siþ ætsomne.    Ic eom swiftre þonne he, 
	 
	By the Shaper's will. I am swifter, 
	 

	þragum strengra,    he þreohtigra. 
	 
	Sometimes stronger--he is longer lasting, 
	 

	Hwilum ic me reste;    he sceal rinnan forð. 
	5
	Harder running. Sometimes I rest 
	5

	Ic him in wunige    a þenden ic lifge; 
	 
	While he rolls on. He is the house 
	 

	gif wit unc gedælað,     me bið deað witod. 
	 
	That holds me living--alone I die. 
	


	Riddle 69 
	[image: image9]


	Ic eom rices æht,     reade bewæfed, 
	 
	Power and treasure for a prince to hold, 
	 

	stið ond steapwong,      staþol wæs iu þa 
	 
	Hard and steep-cheeked, wrapped in red 
	 

	wyrta wlitetorhtra;     nu eom wraþra laf, 
	 
	Gold and garnet, ripped from a plain 
	 

	fyres ond feole,     fæste genearwad, 
	 
	Of bright flowers, wrought--a remnant 
	 

	wire geweorþad.      Wepeð hwilum 
	5
	Of fire and file, bound in stark beauty 
	5

	for minum gripe      se þe gold wigeð, 
	 
	With delicate wire, my grip makes 
	 

	þonne ic yþan sceal     [. . . . .]fe, 
	 
	Warriors weep, my sting threatens 
	 

	hringum gehyrsted.     Me bi [. . . . .] 
	 
	The hand that grasps gold. Studded 
	 

	[ . . . . ]go[ . . ]dryhtne      min[ . . . .] 
	 
	With a ring, I ravage heir and heirloom 
	 

	[ . . . . . . . . ]     wlite bete. 
	10
	*        *    * 
	 

	 
	 
	To my lord and foes always lovely 
	10

	 
	 
	And deadly, altering face and form. 
	 


	Riddle 28 
	[image: image10]


	Ic eom legbysig,     lace mid winde, 
	 
	I am sun-struck, rapt with flame, 
	 

	bewunden mid wuldre,     wedre gesomnad, 
	 
	Flush with glory, flirt with the wind-- 
	 

	fus forðweges,     byrnende gled. 
	 
	I am clutched by storm and touched by fire, 
	 

	Ful oft mec gesiþas     sendað æfter hondum, 
	 
	Ripe for the road, bloom-wood or blaze. 
	 

	þæt mec weras ond wif      wlonce cyssað. 
	5
	My path through the hall is from hand to hand 
	5

	þonne ic mec onhæbbe,     ond hi onhnigaþ to me 
	 
	As friends raise me, proud men and women 
	 

	monige mid miltse,     þær ic monnum sceal 
	 
	Clutch and kiss me, praise my power 
	 

	ycan upcyme     eadignesse. 
	 
	And bow before me. To many I bring 
	 

	 
	 
	A ripe bliss, a rich blooming. 
	


	Riddle 33 
	[image: image11]


	Mec se wæta wong,     wundrum freorig, 
	 
	The earth was my mother--I was raised 
	 

	of his innaþe     ærist cende. 
	 
	From her cold, wet womb. I know in my mind 
	 

	Ne wat ic mec beworhtne     wulle flysum, 
	 
	I was not woven from hair or wool 
	 

	hærum þurh heahcræft,      hygeþoncum min: 
	 
	By skillful hands. I have no winding 
	 

	wundene me ne beoð wefle,     ne ic wearp hafu, 
	5
	Weft or warp, no thread to sing 
	5

	ne þurh þreata geþræcu     þræd me ne hlimmeð, 
	 
	Its rushing song; no whirring shuttle 
	 

	ne æt me hrutende     hrisil scriþeð, 
	 
	Slides through me, no weaver's sley 
	 

	ne mec ohwonan      sceal am cnyssan. 
	 
	Strikes belly or back No silkworms spin 
	 

	Wyrmas mec ne awæfan     wyrda cræftum, 
	 
	With inborn skill their subtle gold 
	 

	þa þe geolo godwebb     geatwum frætwað. 
	10
	For my sides, yet warriors call me   
	10

	Wile mec mon hwæþre seþeah     wide ofer eorþan 
	 
	A coat of joy. I do not fear 
	 

	hatan for hæleþum     hyhtlic gewæde. 
	 
	The quiver's gift, the deadly arrow's flight. 
	 

	Saga soðcwidum,     searoþoncum gleaw, 
	 
	If you are clever and quick with words, 
	 

	wordum wisfæst,     hwæt þis gewæde sy. 
	 
	Say what this strange coat is called. 
	 


	Riddle 30 
	[image: image12]


	Is þes middangeard    missenlicum 
	 
	Middle-earth is made lovely in unmatched ways 
	 

	wisum gewlitegad,     wrættum gefrætwad. 
	 
	Rich and rare. I saw a strange creature 
	 

	Siþum sellic    ic seah searo hweorfan, 
	 
	Riding the road, weird craft and power 
	 

	grindan wið greote,     giellende faran. 
	 
	From the workshops of men. She came sliding 
	 

	Næfde sellicu wiht     syne ne folme, 
	5
	Up on the shore, shrieking without sight, 
	5

	exle ne earmas;     sceal on anum fet 
	 
	Eyes, arms, shoulders, hands 
	 

	searoceap swifan,    swiþe feran, 
	 
	Sailed on one foot over smooth plains 
	 

	faran ofer feldas.    Hæfde fela ribba; 
	 
	Treasure and haul. Her mouth in the middle 
	 

	muð wæs on middan.     Moncynne nyt, 
	 
	Of a hoard of ribs, she carries corn 
	 

	fereð foddurwelan,     folcscipe dreogeð, 
	10
	Gold, grain-treasure, wine-wealth. 
	10

	wist in wigeð,     ond werum gieldeð 
	 
	The feast-floater brings in her belly food 
	 

	gaful geara gehwam     þæs þe guman brucað, 
	 
	For rich and poor. Let the wise who catch 
	 

	rice ond heane.     Rece, gif þu cunne, 
	 
	The drift of this riddle say what I mean. 
	 

	wis worda gleaw,    hwæt sio wiht sie. 
	 
	 
	 


