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When pride cometh, then cometh shame:  

but with the lowly is wisdom.   
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Foreword  
 

Flights of fancy cannot be considered uncommon among 
scholars and people of letters. In 1929, Dr. Adler Sartori of 
Squamscott College took this tendency of the hidebound to a higher 
level than most.  As the head of the college’s research library and 
rare book collection, he took it upon himself to imagine the 
potential contents of a collection of texts long since lost to antiquity, 
as if he were dreaming up the card catalog of the Emerald City’s 
stacks. 

According to legend — a legend which he himself may have 
invented out of whole cloth — one of the vikings to raid England in 
the late-Anglo-Saxon era had an affinity for the written word. 
Known in the story as “Wolf-Coddled”, this menacing raider took 
great effort to steal not only goods and supplies from his innocent 
prey, but books and scrolls as well. Sartori, in an article 
commissioned by The Atlantic but never completed, took the next 
logical step: he imagined a library among the longhouses and 
mead-halls of the viking warcamp.  His article outlined his thoughts 
on what might have been included therein. He envisioned himself 
pushing aside cobwebs to enter a hidden vault somewhere beneath 
the unsuspecting English town of Ravensthorpe, an image more 
suitable to the hero of adventure serial than of a scholar of Sartori’s 
accomplishments.  One cannot help but be charmed by the idea — 
who among us can say they have never entertained a similar 
fantasy? 

While certainly not anything more than a thought exercise, the 
Sartori list represents a deep familiarity with an England torn by 
differences in tradition, religion, even language. His choice of 
subject matter — much more on legend than history — reveals an 
interest in what this Wolf-Coddled would have come across in the 
hearts and minds of those he pillaged.  Long before Harry Potter, 
Bilbo Baggins, Christopher Robin, Alice, or even Robin Hood, what 
fantastical stories would have been considered English? What were 
the tales which spoke to the varied people of that particular place 
and time?  What would they have committed to the page? 



ix 

The collection in your hands can be considered a flight of fancy 
similar to the original.  Sartori’s list was just that, and did not include 
any original texts.  With very few exceptions, we have no way of 
knowing what, say, a near-contemporary hagiography of a British 
saint might have included, and we must depend on what we have to 
hand.  Nonetheless, Sartori’s singular idea makes for a collection as 
varied and unusual as the libraries the man himself curated in the 
early twentieth century. Text from the would-be Atlantic article is 
included throughout to further reflect the scholar’s thoughts. 

A. LIVINGSTON 
 

Feast of Saint Hildegard of Bingen, 2020 
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Abbreviations of Source Texts 
 

ASC – The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle. Translation by Rev. James Ingram 
(London, 1823), with additional readings from the translation of Dr. 
J.A. Giles (London, 1847). Originally compiled on the orders of King 
Alfred the Great, approximately A.D. 890, and subsequently 
maintained and added to by generations of anonymous scribes 
until the middle of the 12th Century. The original language is 
Anglo-Saxon (Old English), but later entries are essentially Middle 
English in tone. Gutenberg edition. 

BEDE - Bede's Ecclesiastical History of England, A Revised Translation 
With Introduction, Life, and Notes By A. M. Sellar, Late Vice-Principal of 
Lady Margaret Hall, Oxford, London, George Bell and Sons, 1907.  
Gutenberg edition. 

BUTLER - The Lives of the Saints,  Rev. Alban Butler, 1866. Bartleby 
edition. 

GILES - Six old English chronicles, of which two are now first translated 
from the monkish Latin originals. by Giles, J. A. (John Allen), 1808-1884. 
Wikisource edition. 

KJV- the King James Version of the Christian Bible.1  

 

 

 

  

 
1 An entire study could be done on which version to use for this purpose. There was 
no complete Bible in English at the time, and scraps of text in Old English, while 
interesting to linguists and biblical scholars, is outside of the scope of this book. 
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HISTORY 
 

King Leir 
GILES. Geoffrey of Monmouth's Histories of the Kings of Britain.  

 
SARTORI: The Bard’s mad king can be found in Monmouth, but without the fool and 
the storm. One wonders at the contents of the grave dedicated to Janus under the Soar. 

 
BOOK II.  
CHAP. XI.—Leir the son of Bladud, having no son, divides his kingdom 
among his daughters. 

 
After this unhappy fate of Bladud, Leir, his son was advanced to 

the throne, and nobly governed his country sixty years. He built, 
upon the river Sore a city, called in the British tongue Kaerleir, in 
the Saxon, Leircestre. He was without male issue, but had three 
daughters, whose names were Gonorilla, Regau, and Cordeilla, of 
whom he was dotingly fond, but especially of the youngest, 
Cordeilla. When he began to grow old, he had thoughts of dividing 
his kingdom among them, and of bestowing them on such 
husbands as were fit to be advanced to the government with them. 
But to make trial who was worthy to have the best part of his 
kingdom, he went to each of them to ask which of them loved him 
most. The question being proposed, Gonorilla the eldest, amde 
answer "That she called heaven to witness, she loved him more than 
her own soul." The father replied, "Since you have preferred my 
declining age before your own life, I will marry you, my dearest 
daughter, to whomsoever you shall make choice of, and give with 
you the third part of my kingdom." Then Regau, the second 
daughter, willing, after the example of her sister, to prevail upon 
her father's good nature, answered with an oath, "That she could not 
otherwise express her thoughts, but that she loved him above all 
creatures." The credulous father upon this made her the same 
promise that he did to her eldest sister, that is, the choice of a 
husband, with the third part of his kingdom. But Cordeilla, the 
youngest, understanding how easily he was satisfied with the 
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flattering expressions of her sisters, was desirous to make trial of his 
affection after a different manner. "My, father," said she, "is there 
any daughter that can lover her father more than duty requires? In 
my opinion, whoever pretends it, must disguise her real sentiments 
under the veil of flattery. I have always loved you as a father, nor do 
I yet depart from my purposed duty; and if you insist to have 
something more extorted from me hear now the greatness of my 
affection, which I always bear you, and take this for a short answer 
to all your questions; look how much you have, so, much is your 
value, and so much do I love you." The father, supposing that she 
spoke this out of the abundance of her heart, was highly provoked, 
and immediately replied, "Since you have so far despised my old 
age as not to think me worthy the love that your sisters express for 
me, you shall have from me the like regard, and shall be excluded 
from any share with your sisters in my kingdom. Notwithstanding, 
I do not say but that since you are my daughter, I will marry you to 
some foreigner, if fortune offers you any such husband; but will 
never, I do assure you, make it my business to procure so 
honourable a match for you as for your sisters; because, though I 
have hitherto loved you more than them, you have in requital 
thought be less worthy of your affection than they." And, without 
further delay, after consultation with his nobility he bestowed his 
two other daughters upon the dukes of Cornwall and Albania, with 
half the island at present, but after his death, the inheritance of the 
whole monarchy of Britain. 

It happened after this, that Aganippus, king of the Franks, 
having heard of the fame of Coredeilla's beauty, forthwith sent his 
ambassadors to the king to demand her in marriage. The father, 
retaining yet his anger towards her, amde answer, "That he was very 
willing to bestow his daughter, but without either money or 
territories; because he had already given away his kingdom with all 
his treasure to his eldest daughters, Gonorilla and Regau." When 
this was told Aganippus, he, being very much in love with the lady, 
sent again to king Leir, to tell him, "That he had money and 
territories enough, as he possessed the third part of Gaul, and 
desired no more than his daughter only, that he might have heirs 
by her." At last the match was concluded; Coredeilla was sent to 
Gaul, and married to Aganippus. 

 
CHAP. XII.—Leir, finding the ingratitude of his two eldest daughters, 
betakes himself to his youngest, Cordeilla, in Gaul. 

 
A LONG time after this, when Leir came to be infirm through old 

age, the two dukes, on whom he had bestowed Britain with his two 
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daughters, fostered an insurrection against him, and depreived him 
of his kingdom, and of all regal authority, which he had hitherto 
exercised with great power and glory. At length, by mutual 
agreement, Maglaunus, duke of Albania, one of his sons-in-law, was 
to allow him a maintenance at his own house, together with sixty 
soldiers, who were to be kept for state. After two years' stay with his 
son-in-law, his daughter Gonorilla grudged the number of his men, 
who began to upbraid the ministers of the court with their scanty 
allowance; and, having spoken to her husband about it, she gave 
orders that the numbers of her father's followers should be reduced 
to thirty, and the rest discharged. The father,resenting this 
treatment, left Maglaunus, and went to Henuinus, duke of Cornwall, 
to whom he had married his daughter Regau. Here he met with an 
honourable reception, but before the year was at an end, a quarrel 
happened between the two families, which raised Regau's 
indignation; so that she commanded her father to discharge all his 
attendants but five, and to be contented with their service. This 
second affliction was insupportable to him, and made him return 
again to his former daughter, with hopes that the misery of his 
condition might move in her some sentiments of filial piety, and 
that he, with his family, might find a subsistence with her. But she, 
not forgetting her resentment, swore by the gods he should not stay 
with her, unless he would dismiss his retinue, and be contented with 
the attendance of one man; and with bitter reproaches she told him 
how ill his desire of vain-glorious pomp suited his age and poverty. 
When he found that she was by no means to be prevailed upon, he 
was at last forced to comply, and, dismissing the rest, to take up with 
one man only. But by this time he began to reflect more sensibly 
with himself upon the grandeur from whch he had fallen, the 
miserable state to which he was now reduced, and to enter upon 
thoughts of going beyond sea to his youngest daughter. Yet he 
doubted whether he should be abl to move her commiseration, 
because (as was related above) he had treated her so unworthily. 
However, disdaining to bear any longer such base usage, he took 
ship for Gaul. In his passage he observed he had only the third place 
given him among the princes that were with him in the ship, at 
which, with deep sighs and tears, he burst forth into the following 
complaint:— 

 
"O irreversible decrees of the Fates, that never swerve from your 

stated course! why did you ever advance me to an unstable felicity, 
since the punishment of lost happiness is greater than the sense of 
present misery? The remembrance of the time when vast numbers 
of men obsequiously attended me in the taking of cities and wasting 
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the enemy's countries, more deeply pierces my heart thn the view 
of my present calamity, which has exposed me to the derision of 
those who were formerly prostrate at my feet. Oh! the enmity of 
fortune! Shall I ever again see the day when I may be able to reward 
those according to their deserts who have forsaken me in my 
distress? How true was thy answer, Cordeilla, when I asked thee 
concerning thy love to me, 'As much as you have, so much is your 
value, and so much do I love you.' While I had anything to give they 
valued me, being firneds, not to me, but to my gifts: they loved me 
then, but they loved my gifts much more: when my gifts ceased, my 
friends vanished. But with what face shall I presume to see you my 
dearest daughter, since in my anger I married you upon worse 
terms than your sisters, who, after all the mighty favours they have 
received from me, suffer me to be in banishment and poverty?" 

 
As he was lamenting his condition in these and the like 

expressions, he arrived at Karitia, where his daughter was, and 
waited before the city while he sent a messenger to inform her of 
the misery he was fallen into, and to desire her relief for a father 
who suffered both hunger and nakedness. Cordeilla was startled at 
the news and wept bitterly, and with tears asked how many men her 
father had with him. The messenger answered, he had but one man, 
who had been his armour-bearer, and was staying with him without 
the town. Then she took what money she thought might be 
sufficient, and gave it to the messenger, with orders to carry her 
father to another city, and there give out that he was sick, and 
provide for him bathing, clothes, and all other nourishment. She 
likewise gave orders that he should take into his service forty men, 
well clothed and accoutred, and that when all things were thus 
prepared he should notify his arrival to king Aganippus and his 
daughter. The messenger quickly returning, carried Leir to another 
city, and there kept him concealed, till he had done every thing that 
Cordeilla had commanded. 

 
CHAP. XIII.—He is honourably received by Coredeilla and the king of 
Gaul. 

 
AS soon as he was provided with his royal apparel, ornaments, 

and retinue, he sent word to Aganippus and his daughter, that he 
was driven out of his kingdom of Britain by his sons-in-law, and was 
come to them to procure their assistance for recovering his 
dominions. Upon which they, attended with their chief ministers of 
state and the nobility of the kingdom, went out to meet him, and 
received him honourably, and gave into his management the whole 
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power of Gaul, till such time as he should be restored to his former 
dignity.  

 
CHAP. XIV.—Leir, being restored to the kingdom by the help of his son-in-
law and Cordeilla, dies. 

 
IN the meantime Aganippus sent officers over all Gaul to raise 

an army, to restore his father-in-law to his kingdom of Britain. 
Which done, Leir returned to Britain with his son and daughter and 
the forces which they had raised, where he fought with his sons-in-
law and routed them. Having thus reduced the whole kingdom to 
his power, he died the third year after. Aganippus also died; and 
Cordeilla, obtaining the government of the kingdom, buried her 
father in a certain vault, which she ordered to be made for him 
under the river Sore, in Leicester, and which had been built 
originally under the ground to the honour of the god Janus. And 
here all the workmen of the city, upon the anniversary solemnity 
of that festival, used to begin their yearly labours. 

 
CHAP. XV.—Cordeilla, being imprisoned, kills herself. Margan, aspiring to 
the whole kingdom, is killed by Cunedagius. 

 
AFTER a peaceful possession of the government for five years, 

Cordeilla began to meet with disturbances from the two sons of her 
sisters, being both young men of great spirit, whereof one, named 
Margan, was born to Maglaunus, and the other, named Cunedagius, 
to Henuinus. These, after the death of their fathers, succeeding 
them in their dukedoms, were incensed to see Britain subject to a 
woman, and raised forces in order to raise a rebellion against the 
queen; nor would they desist from hostilities, till, after a general 
waste of her countries, and several battles fought, they at last took 
her and put her in prison, where for grief and loss of her kingdom 
she killed herself. After this they divided the island between them; 
of which the part that reaches from the north side of the Humber 
to Caithness, fell to Margan; the other part from the same river 
westward was Cunedagius's share. At the end of two years, some 
restless spirits that took pleasure in the troubles of the nation, had 
access to Margan, and inspired him with vain conceits, by 
representing to him how mean and disgraceful it was for him not 
to govern the whole island, which was his due by right of birth. 
Stirred up with these and the like suggestions he marched with an 
army through Cunedagius's country, and began to burn all before 
him. The war thus breaking out, he was met by Cunedagius with all 
his forces, who attacked Margan, killing no small number of his 



6 

men, and, putting him to flight, pursued him from one province to 
another, till at last he killed in in a town of Kambria, which since his 
death has been by the country people called Margan to this day. 
After the victory, Cunedagius gained the monarchy of the whole 
island, which he governed gloriously for three and thirty years. At 
this time flourished the prophets Isaiah and Hosea, and Rome was 
built upon the eleventh before the Kalends of May by the two 
brothers, Romulus and Remus.  
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Cymbeline 
Holinshed’s Chronicles 

 

SARTORI: The Bard borrowed much from the Matter of Britain, but he borrowed little 
from Cunobeline but the name. 
 

Of Theomantius, the tearme of yeares that he reigned, and where he 
was interred; of Kymbeline, within the time of whose gouernment Christ 
Iesus our sauiour was borne, all nations content to obeie the Romane 
emperors and consequentlie Britaine, the customes that the Britaines paie 
the Romans as Strabo reporteth. 

 

THE XVIII. CHAPTER. 

Kymbeline or Cimbeline the sonne of Theomantius was of the 
Britains made king after the deceasse of his father, in the yeare of 
the world 3944, after the building of Rome 728, and before the birth 
of our Sauiour 33. This man (as some write) was brought vp at 
Rome, and there made knight by Augustus Cesar, vnder whome he 
serued in the warres, and was in such fauour with him, that he was 
at libertie to pay his tribute or not. Little other mention is made of 
his dooings, except that during his reigne, the Sauiour of the  world 
our Lord Iesus Christ the onelie sonne of God was borne of a 
virgine, about the 23 yeare of the reigne of this Kymbeline, & in the 
42 yeare of the emperour Octauius Augustus, 3966, that is to wit, in 
the yeare of the world 3966, in the second yeare of the 194 
Olympiad, after the building of the citie of Rome 750 nigh at an end, 
after the vniuersall floud 2311, from the birth of Abraham 2019, 
after the departure of the Israelits out of Egypt 1513, after the 
captiuitie of Babylon 535, from the building of the temple by 
Salomon 1034, & from the arriuall of Brute 1116, complet. Touching 
the continuance of the yeares of Kymbelines reigne, some writers 
doo varie, but the best approoued affirme, that he reigned 35 years 
and then died, & was buried at London, leauing behind him two 
sonnes, Guiderius and Aruiragus. 

But here is to be noted, that although our histories doo affirme, 
that as well this Kymbeline, as also his father Theomantius liued in 
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quiet with the Romans, and continuallie to them paied the tributes 
which the Britains had couenanted with Iulius Cesar to pay, yet we 
find in the Romane writers, that after Iulius Cesars death, when 
Augustus had taken vpon  him the rule of the empire, the Britains 
refused to paie that tribute: whereat as Cornelius Tacitus reporteth, 
Augustus (being otherwise occupied) was contented to winke; 
howbeit, through earnest calling vpon to recouer his right by such 
as were desirous to sée the vttermost of the British kingdome; at 
length, to wit, in the tenth yeare after the death of Iulius Cesar, 
which was about the thirtéenth yeare of the said Theomantius, 
Augustus made prouision to  passe with an armie ouer into Britaine, 
& was come forward vpon his iournie into Gallia Celtica: or as we 
maie saie, into these hither parts of France. 

But here receiuing aduertisements that the Pannonians, which 
inhabited the countrie now called Hungarie, and the Dalmatians 
whome now we call Slauons had rebelled, he thought it best first to 
subdue those rebells neere home, rather than to seeke new 
countries, and leaue such in hazard whereof he had present 
possession, and so turning his power against the Pannonians and 
Dalmatians, he left off for a time the warres of Britaine, whereby 
the land remained without feare of anie inuasion to be made by the 
Romans, till the yeare after the building of the citie of Rome 725, 
and about the 19 yeare of king Theomantius reigne, that Augustus 
with an armie departed once againe from Rome to passe ouer into 
Britaine, there to make warre. But after his comming into Gallia, 
when the Britains sent to him certeine ambassadours to treat with 
him of peace, he staied there to settle the state of things among the 
Galles, for that they were not in verie good order. And hauing 
finished there, he went into Spaine, and so his iournie into Britaine 
was put off till the next yeare, that is, the 726 after the building of 
Rome, which fell before the birth of our sauiour 25, about which 
time Augustus eftsoons meant the third time to haue made a voiage 
into Britaine, because they could not agrée vpon couenants. But as 
the Pannonians and Dalmatians had aforetime staied.him, when (as 
before is said) he meant to haue gone against the Britans: so euen 
now the Salassians (a people inhabiting about Italie and Switserland) 
the Cantabrians and Asturians by such rebellious sturrs as they 
raised, withdrew him from his purposed iournie. But whether this 
controuersie which appeareth to fall forth betwixt the Britains and 
Augustus, was occasioned by Kymbeline, or some other prince of 
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the Britains, I haue not to auouch: for that by our writers it is 
reported, that Kymbeline being brought vp in Rome, & knighted in 
the court of Augustus, euer shewed himselfe a friend to the Romans, 
& chieflie was loth to breake with them, because the youth of the 
Britaine nation should not be depriued of the benefit to be trained 
and brought vp among the Romans, whereby they might learne 
both to behaue themselues like ciuill men, and to atteine to the 
knowledge of feats of warre. 

But whether for this respect, or for that it pleased the almightie 
God so to dispose the minds of men at that present, not onlie the 
Britains, but in manner all other nations were contented to be 
obedient to the Romane empire. That this was true in the Britains, 
it is euident enough by Strabos words, which are in effect as 
followeth. "At this present (saith he) certeine princes of Britaine, 
procuring by ambassadors and dutifull demeanors the amitie of the 
emperour Augustus, haue offered in the capitoll vnto the gods 
presents or gifts, and haue ordeined the whole Ile in a manner to be 
appertinent, proper, and familiar to the Romans. They are 
burdened with sore customs which they paie for wares, either to be 
sent foorth into Gallia, or brought from thence, which are 
commonlie yuorie vessels, shéeres, ouches, or earerings, and other 
conceits made of amber & glasses, and such like manner of 
merchandize: so that now there is no néed of anie armie or garrison 
of men of warre to kéepe the Ile, for there néedeth not past one 
legion of footmen, or some wing of horssemen, to gather vp and 
receiue the tribute: for the charges are rated according to the 
quantitie of the tributes: for otherwise it should be néedfull to abate 
the customs, if the tributes were also raised: and if anie violence 
should be vsed, it were dangerous least they might be prouoked to 
rebellion." Thus farre Strabo. 
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The Tale of Ragnar’s Sons 
Chapter Five 
Trans. Tunstall 
 

SARTORI: The name Harek Gand should never be forgotten. 
 

Presented with the original and translation on facing pages 
below. 
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Frá Sigurði hirti ok Haka konungi 

 

Sigurðr ormr í auga ok Björn járnsíða ok Hvítserkr höfðu herjat 
víða um Frakkland. Þá sneri Björn heim til ríkis síns. Eptir þat 
barðist örnúlfr keisari við þá bræðr, ok fell þá af Dönum ok 
Norðmönnum hundrað þúshundraða. Þar fell þá Sigurðr ormr í 
auga, ok Guðröðr hét annarr konungr, er þar fell. Hann var sonr 
Óláfs Hringssonar, Ingjaldssonar, Ingasonar, Hringssonar, er 
Hringaríki er við kennt. Hann var sonr Dags ok Þóru drengjamóður. 

Þau áttu níu syni, ok er af þeim komin Döglinga ætt. 

Helgi hvassi hét bróðir Guðröðar. Hann hafði brott ór 
orrostunni merki Sigurðar orms í auga ok sverð hans ok skjöld. 
Hann fór heim til Danmarkar með sínu liði ok fann þar Áslaugu, 
móður Sigurðar, ok sagði henni tíðendin. Þá kvað Áslaug vísu: 

"Sitja veiðivitjar vals á borgar halsum, böl er, þats hefir of hafnat 
hrafn Sigurðar nafni; blása nýtinjótar nás í spán at hánum, 
ofsnemma lét Óðinn álf valmeyjar deyja." 

En af því at Hörða-Knútr var ungr, þá var Helgi þar með Áslaugu 
lengi til landvarnar. Sigurðr ok Blæja áttu dóttur. Hún var tvíbura 
við Hörða-Knút. Áslaug gaf henni nafn sitt ok fæddi hana upp síðan 
ok fóstraði. Hana fekk síðan Helgi hvassi. Þeira sonr var Sigurðr 
hjörtr. Hann var allra þeira manna fríðastr ok mestr ok sterkastr, er 
menn höfðu sét. Þeir váru jafngamlir Gormr Knútsson ok Sigurðr 
hjörtr. 

En er Sigurðr var tólf vetra, þá drap hann berserk þann í einvígi, 
er Hildibrandr hét, ok þá tólf saman. Eptir þat gifti KlakkHaraldr 
honum dóttur sína, er Ingibjörg hét. Þau áttu tvau börn, Guðþorm 
ok Ragnhildi. 

Þá spurði Sigurðr, at Fróði konungr, föðurbróðir hans, var 
dauðr. Fór hann þá norðr til Noregs ok gerðist konungr yfir 
Hringaríki, ættleifð sinni. Frá honum er löng saga, því at hann vann 
margs kyns þrekvirki. 
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The Fall of Sigurd Hart 

 

Sigurd Snake-in-Eye and Bjorn Ironside and Hvitserk had 
raided widely in France. Then Bjorn headed back home to his 
kingdom. After that, the Emperor Arnulf fought with the brothers, 
and a hundred thousand Danes and Norwegians fell there. There 
also fell Sigurd Snake-in-Eye, and Gudrod was the name of another 
king who fell there. He was the son of Olaf, the son of Hring, the 
son of Ingjald, the son of Ingi, the son of Hring, after whom 
Ringerike in Norway is known. Hring was the son of Dag and Thora 
Mother-of-Drengs. 

They had nine sons, and the Dagling dynasty comes from them. 

Helgi Hvassi, the Sharp, was the name of Gudrod’s brother. He 
escaped from the battle with the standard of Sigurd Snake-in-Eye, 
and his sword and shield. He went home to Demark with his own 
forces and there found Aslaug, Sigurd’s mother, and told her the 
tidings. Then Aslaug spoke a verse: 

“Sad sit the corpse-stalkers, slaverers after cadavers: the slain-
craver, raven— what a shame!—forsaken by namesake of Sigurd; in 
vain now they’re waiting. Too soon from life Lord Odin let such a 
hero go.” 

But because Horda-Knut was young, Helgi stayed with Aslaug 
for a long time as protector of the land. Sigurd and Blaeja had a 
daughter. She was Horda-Knut’s twin. Aslaug gave her own name to 
her and brought her up then and fostered her. Afterwards she 
married Helgi Hvassi. Their son was Sigurd Hart. Of all the men 
ever seen, he was the fairest, and the biggest, and the strongest. 
They were the same age, Gorm Knutsson and Sigurd Hart. 

When Sigurd was twelve, he killed the berserk Hildibrand in a 
duel, and he single-handedly slew twelve men in that fight. After 
that Klakk-Harald gave him his daughter, who was called Ingibjorg. 
They had two children: Gudthorm and Ragnhild. 

Then Sigurd learnt that King Frodi, his father’s brother, was 
dead. He went north to Norway and became king over Ringerike, 
his inheritance. There is a long story told of him, as he did all 
manner of mighty deeds. 
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En þat er at segja frá lífláti hans, at hann reið út á eyðimerkr at 
veiða dýr, sem vandi hans var til, ok kom þar móti honum Haki 
Haðaberserkr með þrjá tigu manna alvápnaðra ok barðist við hann. 
Þar fell Sigurðr ok hafði drepit áðr tólf menn, en Haki konungr 
hafði látit hönd sína hægri ok hafði þó þrjú sár önnur. Eptir þat reið 
Haki konungr með sínum mönnum á Hringaríki til Steins, sem bú 
Sigurðar var, ok tók brott Ragnhildi, dóttur hans, ok son hans, 
Guðþorm, ok mikit gós annat ok flutti heim með sér á Haðaland. 
Ok litlu síðar lét hann efna til veislu mikillar ok ætlaði at gera 
brullaup sitt, en þat dvaldist, því at sár hans höfðust illa. Ragnhildr 
var þá fimmtán vetra gömul, en Guðþormr fjórtán vetra. Leið svá 
haustit ok vetrinn fram um jól, at Haki lá í sárum. 

Þá var Hálfdan konungr svarti á Heiðmörk at búum sínum. 
Hann sendi Hárek gand ok með honum hundrað manna, ok fóru 
þeir yfir um ís á Mjörs á Haðaland á einni nótt ok kómu í dagan á 
bæ Haka konungs ok tóku allar dyrr á þeim skála, er hirðmenn sváfu 
í. Ok síðan gengu þeir til svefnskemmu Haka konungs ok tóku þar 
Ragnhildi ok Guðþorm, bróður hennar, ok allt þat fé, er þar var, ok 
hafa brott með sér. Þeir brenndu skálann ok þar inni í alla hirðina 
ok fara síðan brott. En Haki konungr stóð upp ok klæddi sik ok gekk 
eptir þeim um hríð. Ok er hann kom at vatnsísinum, þá sneri hann 
niðr hjöltunum á sverðinu ok lagðist á blóðrefilinn ok fekk þar bana 
ok er þar heygðr á vatnsbakkanum. 

Hálfdan konungr sá, at þeir óku yfir ísinn með vagn tjaldaðan, 
ok þóttist vita, at þeira erendi mundi orðit hafa slíkt sem hann vildi. 
Lét hann þá senda boð um alla byggð ok bauð til öllu stórmenni á 
Heiðmörk ok gerði þann dag mikla veislu. Gerði hann þá brullaup 
til Ragnhildar, ok váru þau saman síðan marga daga. Þeira sonr var 
Haraldr konungr inn hárfagri, er fyrstr varð einvaldskonungr yfir 
öllum Noregi. 
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But it’s said of his passing, that he rode out hunting in the 
wilderness, as was his custom, and Haki Hadaberserk came at him 
with thirty fully armed men and they fought with him. Sigurd fell 
there, after first killing twelve men, but King Haki had lost his right 
hand and received three other wounds besides. Afterwards Haki 
and his men rode to Ringerike, to Stein, where Sigurd’s dwelling 
was, and took away Ragnhild his daughter, and his son Gudthorm, 
and plenty of goods too, and carried them off home with him to 
Hadeland. And soon after that, he had a great feast prepared and 
meant to celebrate his wedding, but it was put off because his 
wounds weren’t healing. Ragnhild was fifteen years old then, and 
Gudthorm fourteen. Autumn passed, and Haki was laid up with his 
wounds till Yule. 

At this time, King Halfdan the Black was staying at his estate in 
Hedmark. He sent Harek Gand with a hundred and twenty men, 
and they marched over the frozen Lake Mjøsa to Hadeland one 
night and came the next morning to King Haki’s home and seized 
all the doors of the hall where the retainers were sleeping. And then 
they went to King Haki’s bedroom and took Ragnhild and 
Gudthorm, her brother, and all the treasure that was there, and 
carry it off with them. They burnt all the retainers in their hall and 
then leave. But King Haki got up and got dressed and went after 
them for a while. But when he came to the ice, he turned down his 
sword-hilt to the ground and fell on the point and met his death 
there, and he’s buried on the bank of the lake. 

King Halfdan saw them coming over the ice with a covered 
wagon and guessed their mission had gone exactly as he wished. He 
had a message sent then to all the settlements and invited to all the 
important people in Hedmark to a big feast that very day. There he 
celebrated his wedding to Ragnhild, and they lived together for 
many years after. Their son was King Harald the Fine-Haired, who 
was first to become sole ruler over the whole of Norway. 
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A Letter from Alcuin to Charlemagne 
 

SARTORI: Advisor to Charlemagne, inventor of the Carolingian Miniscule script. 
Fascinating fellow. 
 

(Written in the year 796) 
 
I, YOUR Flaccus1, in accordance with your entreaty and your 

gracious kindness, am busied under the shelter of St. Martin’s, in 
bestowing upon many of my pupils the honey of the Holy 
Scriptures. I am eager that others should drink deep of the old wine 
of ancient learning; I shall presently begin to nourish still others 
with the fruits of grammatical ingenuity; and some of them I am 
eager to enlighten with a knowledge of the order of the stars, that 
seem painted, as it were, on the dome of some mighty palace. I have 
become all things to all men so that I may train up many to the 
profession of God’s Holy Church and to the glory of your imperial 
realm, lest the grace of Almighty God in me should be fruitless and 
your munificent bounty of no avail. But your servant lacks the rarer 
books of scholastic learning, which in my own country I used to 
have (thanks to the generous and most devoted care of my teacher 
and to my own humble endeavors), and I mention it to your Majesty 
so that, perchance, it may please you who are eagerly concerned 
about the whole body of learning, to have me dispatch some of our 
young men to procure for us certain necessary works, and bring 
with them to France the flowers of England; so that a graceful 
garden may not exist in York alone, but so that at Tours as well there 
may be found the blossoming of Paradise with its abundant fruits; 
that the south wind, when it comes, may cause the gardens along 
the River Loire to burst into bloom, and their perfumed airs to 
stream forth, and finally, that which follows in the Canticle, whence 
I have drawn this simile, may be brought to pass…. Or even this 
exhortation of the prophet Isaiah, which urges us to acquire 
wisdom:—“All ye who thirst, come to the waters; and you who have 
not money, hasten, buy and eat: come, without money and without 
price, and buy wine and milk”. 

And this is a thing which your gracious zeal will not overlook: 
how upon every page of the Holy Scriptures we are urged to the 
acquisition of wisdom; how nothing is more honorable for insuring 
a happy life, nothing more pleasing in the observance, nothing 

 
1 Charlemagne’s courtiers went by classical nicknames, “Flaccus” meaning “big 

ears”. 
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more efficient against sin, nothing more praiseworthy in any lofty 
station, than that men live according to the teachings of the 
philosophers. Moreover, nothing is more essential to the 
government of the people, nothing better for the guidance of life 
into the paths of honorable character, than the grace which wisdom 
gives, and the glory of training and the power of learning. 
Therefore it is that in its praise, Solomon, the wisest of all men, 
exclaims, “Better is wisdom than all precious things, and more to be 
desired”. To secure this with every possible effort and to get 
possession of it by daily endeavor, do you, my lord King, exhort the 
young men who are in your Majesty’s palace, that they strive for 
this in the flower of their youth, so that they may be deemed worthy 
to live through an old age of honor, and that by its means they may 
be able to attain to everlasting happiness. I, myself, according to my 
disposition, shall not be slothful in sowing the seeds of wisdom 
among your servants in this land, being mindful of the injunction, 
“Sow thy seed in the morning, and at eventide let not thy hand 
cease; since thou knowest not what will spring up, whether these or 
those, and if both together, still better is it”. In the morning of my 
life and in the fruitful period of my studies I sowed seed in Britain, 
and now that my blood has grown cool in the evening of life, I still 
cease not; but sow the seed in France, desiring that both may spring 
up by the grace of God. And now that my body has grown weak, I 
find consolation in the saying of St. Jerome, who declares in his 
letter to Nepotianus, “Almost all the powers of the body are altered 
in old men, and wisdom alone will increase while the rest decay.” 
And a little further he says, “The old age of those who have adorned 
their youth with noble accomplishments and have meditated on the 
law of the Lord both day and night becomes more and more deeply 
accomplished with its years, more polished from experience, more 
wise by the lapse of time; and it reaps the sweetest fruit of ancient 
learning.” In this letter in praise of wisdom, one who wishes can 
read many things of the scientific pursuits of the ancients, and can 
understand how eager were these ancients to abound in the grace 
of wisdom. I have noted that your zeal, which is pleasing to God and 
praiseworthy, is always advancing toward this wisdom and takes 
pleasure in it, and that you are adorning the magnificence of your 
worldly rule with still greater intellectual splendor. In this may our 
Lord Jesus Christ, who is himself the supreme type of divine 
wisdom, guard you and exalt you, and cause you to attain to the 
glory of His own blessed and everlasting vision. 
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Asser’s Life of Alfred 
GILES. 

 
SARTORI: It is told that Asser had a vision of God directing the sun’s rays to show him 
his true calling: to be a writer. I know more than a few writers who I wish had received 
the opposite vision. Of particular interest here is the story of the burning of the cakes, 
which is not to be found in the original text but has become a part of the English shared 
legend. 

 
 
In the year of our Lord's incarnation 878, which was the thirtieth 

of king Alfred's life, the army above-mentioned left Exeter, and 
went to Chippenham, a royal villa, situated in the west of Wiltshire, 
and on the eastern bank of the river, which is called in British, the 
Avon. There they wintered, and  drove many of the inhabitants of 
that country beyond the sea by the force of their arms, and by want 
of the necessaries of life. They reduced almost entirely to subjection 
all the people of that country. 

At the same time the above-named Alfred, king of the West-
Saxons, with a few of his nobles, and certain soldiers and vassals, 
used to lead an unquiet life among the woodlands1 of the county of 
Somerset, in great tribulation; for he had none of the necessaries of 
life, except what he could forage openly or stealthily, by frequent 
sallies, from the pagans, or even from the Christians who had 
submitted to the rule of the pagans, and as we read in the Life of St. 
Neot, at the house of one of his cowherds. 

But it happened on a certain day, that the countrywoman, wife 
of the cowherd, was preparing some loaves to bake, and the king, 
sitting at the hearth, made ready his bow and arrows and other 
warlike instruments. The unlucky woman espying the cakes 
burning at the fire, ran up to remove them, and rebuking the brave 
king, exclaimed: 

 
Ca'sn thee mind the ke-aks, man, an' doossen zee 'em burn?  
I’m boun thee’s eat 'em vast enough, az zoon az ‘tiz the turn.2  
 
The blundering woman little thought that it was king Alfred, 

who had fought so many battles against the pagans, and gained so 
many victories over them. 

 
1 (Note: The footnotes here belong to Giles. Ed.) Athelney, a morass formed by the 

conflux of the Thone and the Parret.  
2 The original here is in Latin verse, and may therefore be rendered into English 

verse, but such as every housewife in Somersetshire would understand. 
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Cissa of Sussex 
ASC 

 
SARTORI: While it is unclear from archaeological evidence if these people, the 
“Aellengi”, in fact invaded Sussex, we see again an example of legend being stronger 
(and dare I say more important?) than fact. 

 
• A.D. 477. This year came Ella to Britain, with his three sons, 

Cymen, and Wlenking, and Cissa, in three ships; landing at 
a place that is called Cymenshore. There they slew many of 
the Welsh; and some in flight they drove into the wood that 
is called Andred'sley. 
 

• A.D. 482. This year the blessed Abbot Benedict shone in this 
world, by the splendour of those virtues which the blessed 
Gregory records in the book of Dialogues. 

 
• A.D. 485. This year Ella fought with the Welsh nigh 

Mecred's-Burnsted. 
 

• A.D. 488. This year Esc succeeded to the kingdom; and was 
king of the men of Kent twenty-four winters. 

 
• A.D. 490. This year Ella and Cissa besieged the city of 

Andred, and slew all that were therein; nor was one Briten 
left there afterwards. 
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The Algebra of Mohammed ben Musa 
Al-Khwarazimi 
Trans. Rosen 1831  

 
SARTORI: A Persian scholar contemporary to Alfred, he was so influential that our 
word ‘algorithm’ comes from a Latinization of his name. Could his wisdom have 
reached England’s clouded hills? 
 

 
THE AUTHOR’S PREFACE 

 
In the Name of God, gracious and merciful!  
 
This work was written by Mohammed ben Musa, of 

Khowarezm. He commences it thus :  
 
Praised be God for his bounty towards those who deserve it by 

their virtuous acts : in performing which, as by him prescribed to 
his adoring creatures, we express our thanks, and render ourselves 
worthy of the continuance (of his mercy), and preserve ourselves 
from change : acknowledging his might, bending before his power, 
and revering his greatness ! He sent Mohammed (on whom may the 
blessing of God repose !) with the mission of a prophet, long after 
any messenger from above had appeared, when justice had fallen 
into neglect, and when the true way of life was sought for in vain. 
Through him he cured of blindness, and saved through him from 
perdition, and increased through him what before was small, and 
collected through him what before was scattered. Praised be God 
our Lord ! and may his glory increase, and may all his names be 
hallowed — besides whom there is no God; and may his 
benediction rest on Mohammed the Prophet and on his 
descendants !  

The learned in times which have passed away, and among 
nations which have ceased to exist, were constantly employed in 
writing books on the several departments of science and on the 
various branches of knowledge, bearing in mind those that were to 
come after them, and hoping for a reward proportionate to their 
ability, and trusting that their endeavours would meet with 
acknowledgment, attention, and remembrance — content as they 
were even with a small degree of praise; small, if compared with the 
pains which they had undergone, and the difficulties which they 
had encountered in revealing the secrets and obscurities of science.  
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Some applied themselves to obtain information which was not 
known before them, and left it to posterity ; others commented 
upon the difficulties in the works left by their predecessors, and 
defined the best method (of study), or rendered the access (to 
science) easier or placed it more within reach ; others again 
discovered mistakes in preceding works, and arranged that which 
was confused, or adjusted what was irregular, and corrected the 
faults of their fellow-labourers, without arrogance towards them, or 
taking pride in what they did themselves.  

That fondness for science, by which God has distinguished the 
Imam al Mamun, the Commander of the Faithful (besides the 
caliphat which He has vouchsafed unto him by lawful succession, in 
the robe of which He has invested him, and with the honours of 
which He has adorned him), that affability and condescension 
which he shows to the learned, that promptitude with which he 
protects and supports them in the elucidation of obscurities and in 
the removal of difficulties, — has encouraged me to compose a 
short work on Calculating by (the rules of) Completion and 
Reduction, confining it to what is easiest and most useful in 
arithmetic, such as men constantly require in cases of inheritance, 
legacies, partition, law-suits, and trade, and in all their dealings with 
one another, or where the measuring of lands, the digging of canals, 
geometrical computation, and other objects of various sorts and 
kinds are concerned — relying on the goodness of my intention 
therein, and hoping that the learned will reward it, by obtaining (for 
me) through their prayers the excellence of the Divine mercy : in 
requital of which, may the choicest blessings andthe abundant 
bounty of God be theirs ! My confidence rests with God, in this as 
in every thing, and in Him I put my trust. He is the Lord of the 
Sublime Throne. May His blessing descend upon all the prophets 
and heavenly messengers! 
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Modranecht 
De temporum ratione 
Bede 
 
Chapter 15: The English Months 

 
Incipiebant autem annum 

ab octavo Calendarum 
Januariarum die, ubi nunc 
natale Domini celebramus. Et 
ipsam noctem nunc nobis 
sacrosanctam, tunc gentili 
vocabulo Modranicht, id est, 
matrum noctem appellabant: 
ob causam et suspicamur 
ceremoniarum, quas in ea 
pervigiles agebant.  

... began the year on the 
8th calends of January [25 
December], when we 
celebrate the birth of 
the Lord. That very night, 
which we hold so sacred, 
they used to call by the 
heathen word Modranecht, 
that is, "mother's night", 
because (we suspect) of the 
ceremonies they enacted all 
that night.  

 
 

 
 

A Saint in Color and Light. Per Holinshed, much of the stained glass 
of England’s churches remained after the Reformation. The cost to 

replace it was too high. 
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Christian Texts 
 

 

King Alfred's West-Saxon Version of Gregory's 
Pastoral Care 
 
SARTORI: The definitive text of the time on what makes a good priest. King Alfred 
considered it important enough to translate on his own.  

 

 

The Anglo-Saxon text is according to the Hatton manuscript in 
the Bodleian Library, as printed in King Alfred’s West-Saxon 
Version of Gregory’s Pastoral Care, with an English Translation, the 
Latin Text, Notes, and an Introduction, edited by Henry Sweet 
(London: Early English Text Society, 1871).  

Presented with the original and translation on facing pages 
below. 
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Ælfred kyning hateð gretan Wærferð biscep his wordum luflice 

& freondlice; & ðe cyðan hate ðæt me com swiðe oft on gemynd, 
hwelce wiotan iu wæron giond Angelcynn, ægðer ge godcundra 
hada ge woruldcundra; & hu gesæliglica tida ða wæron giond 
Angelcynn; & hu ða kyningas ðe ðone onwald hæfdon ðæs folces on 
ðam dagum Gode & his ærendwrecum hersumedon; & hie ægðer 
ge hiora sibbe ge hiora siodo ge hiora onweald innanbordes 
gehioldon, & eac ut hiora eðel gerymdon; & hu him ða speow ægðer 
ge mid wige ge mid wisdome; & eac ða godcundan hadas hu giorne 
hie wæron ægðer ge ymb lare ge ymb liornunga, ge ymb ealle ða 
ðiowotdomas ðe hie Gode don scoldon; & hu man utanbordes 
wisdom & lare hieder on lond sohte; & hu we hie nu sceoldon ute 
begietan gif we hie habban sceoldon. Swæ clæne hio wæs oðfeallenu 
on Angelcynne ðæt swiðe feawa wæron behionan Humbre ðe hiora 
ðeninga cuðen understondan on Englisc, oððe furðum an 
ærendgewrit of Lædene on Englisc areccean; & ic wene ðætte noht 
monige begiondan Humbre næren. Swæ feawa hiora wæron ðæt ic 
furðum anne anlepne ne mæg geðencean besuðan Temese ða ða ic 
to rice feng. Gode ælmihtegum sie ðonc ðætte we nu ænigne on stal 
habbað lareowa. & forðon ic ðe bebiode ðæt ðu do swæ ic geliefe 
ðæt ðu wille, ðæt ðu ðe ðissa woruldðinga to ðæm geæmetige swæ 
ðu oftost mæge, ðæt ðu ðone wisdom ðe ðe God sealde ðær ðær ðu 
hiene befæstan mæge, befæste. Geðenc hwelc witu us ða becomon 
for ðisse worulde, ða ða we hit nohwæðer ne selfe ne lufodon ne eac 
oðrum monnum ne lefdon: ðone naman anne we lufodon ðætte we 
Cristne wæren, & swiðe feawa ða ðeawas. 
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King Alfred greets bishop Wærferth with his words lovingly and 

with friendship; and I let it be known to thee that it has very often 
come into my mind, what wise men there formerly were 
throughout England, both of sacred and secular orders; and how 
happy times there were then throughout England; and how the 
kings who had power over the nation in those days obeyed God and 
his ministers; and they preserved peace, morality, and order at 
home, and at the same time enlarged their territory abroad; and 
how they prospered both with war and with wisdom; and also the 
sacred orders how zealous they were both in teaching and learning, 
and in all the services they owed to God; and how foreigners came 
to this land in search of wisdom and instruction, and how we should 
now have to get them from abroad if we were to have them. So 
general was its decay in England that there were very few on this 
side of the Humber who could understand their rituals in English, 
or translate a letter from Latin into English; and I believe that there 
were not many beyond the Humber. There were so few of them 
that I cannot remember a single one south of the Thames when I 
came to the throne. Thanks be to God Almighty that we have any 
teachers among us now. And therefore I command thee to do as I 
believe thou art willing, to disengage thyself from worldly matters 
as often as thou canst, that thou mayest apply the wisdom which 
God has given thee wherever thou canst. Consider what 
punishments would come upon us on account of this world, if we 
neither loved it (wisdom) ourselves nor suffered other men to 
obtain it: we should love the name only of Christian, and very few 
of the virtues. 
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Ða ic ða ðis eall gemunde ða gemunde ic eac hu ic geseah, 

ærðæmðe hit eall forhergod wære & forbærned, hu ða ciricean 
giond eall Angelcynn stodon maðma & boca gefyldæ ond eac micel 
menigeo Godes ðiowa & ða swiðe lytle fiorme ðara boca wiston, 
forðæmðe hie hiora nan wuht ongietan ne meahton forðæmðe hie 
næron on hiora agen geðiode awritene. Swelce hie cwæden: Ure 
ieldran, ða ðe ðas stowa ær hioldon, hie lufodon wisdom & ðurh 
ðone hie begeaton welan & us læfdon. Her mon mæg giet gesion 
hiora swæð, ac we him ne cunnon æfterspyrigean, & forðæm we 
habbað nu ægðer forlæten ge ðone welan ge ðone wisdom, 
forðæmðe we noldon to ðæm spore mid ure mode onlutan. 

 
Ða ic ða ðis eall gemunde, ða wundrade ic swiðe swiðe ðara 

godena wiotena ðe giu wæron giond Angelcynn, & ða bec eallæ 
befullan geliornod hæfdon, ðæt hie hiora ða nænne dæl noldon on 
hiora agen geðiode wendan. Ac ic ða sona eft me selfum andwyrde 
& cwæð: Hie ne wendon ðætte æfre menn sceolden swæ reccelease 
weorðan & sio lar swæ oðfeallan; for ðære wilnunga hie hit forleton, 
& woldon ðæt her ðy mara wisdom on londe wære ðy we ma 
geðeoda cuðon. 

 
Ða gemunde ic hu sio æ wæs ærest on Ebrisc geðiode funden, & 

eft, ða hie Creacas geliornodon, ða wendon hie hie on hiora agen 
geðiode ealle, & eac ealle oðre bec. & eft Lædenware swæ same, 
siððan hie hie geliornodon, hie hie wendon ealla ðurh wise 
wealhstodas on hiora agen geðiode. Ond eac eall oðra Cristnæ ðioda 
summe dæl hiora on hiora agen geðiode wendon. Forðy me ðyncð 
betre, gif iow swæ ðyncð, ðæt we eac sumæ bec, ða ðe 
niedbeðearfosta sien eallum monnum to wiotonne, ðæt we ða on 
ðæt geðiode wenden ðe we ealle gecnawan mægen, & ge don swæ 
we swiðe eaðe magon mid Godes fultume, gif we ða stilnesse 
habbað, ðætte eall sio gioguð ðe nu is on Angelcynne friora monna, 
ðara ðe ða speda hæbben ðæt hie ðæm befeolan mægen, sien to 
liornunga oðfæste, ða hwile ðe hie to nanre oðerre note ne mægen, 
oð ðone first ðe hie wel cunnen Englisc gewrit arædan: lære mon 
siððan furður on Lædengeðiode ða ðe mon furðor læran wille & to 
hieran hade don wille. 
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When I considered all this I remembered also how I saw, before 

it had been all ravaged and burnt, how the churches throughout the 
whole of England stood filled with treasures and books, and there 
was also a great multitude of God’s servants, but they had very little 
knowledge of the books, for they could not understand anything of 
them, because they were not written in their own language. As if 
they had said: “Our forefathers, who formerly held these places, 
loved wisdom, and through it they obtained wealth and bequeathed 
it to us. In this we can still see their tracks, but we cannot follow 
them, and therefore we have lost both the wealth and the wisdom, 
because we would not incline our hearts after their example.” 
 

When I remembered all this, I wondered extremely that the 
good and wise men who were formerly all over England, and had 
perfectly learnt all the books, did not wish to translate them into 
their own language. But again I soon answered myself and said: 
“They did not think that men would ever be so careless, and that 
learning would so decay; through that desire they abstained from 
it, and they wished that the wisdom in this land might increase with 
our knowledge of languages.” 

 
Then I remembered how the law was first known in Hebrew, 

and again, when the Greeks had learnt it, they translated the whole 
of it into their own language, and all other books besides. And again 
the Romans, when they had learnt it, they translated the whole of it 
through learned interpreters into their own language. And also all 
other Christian nations translated a part of them into their own 
language. Therefore it seems better to me, if ye think so, for us also 
to translate some books which are most needful for all men to know 
into the language which we can all understand, and to bring to pass, 
as we very easily can with God’s help, if we have tranquillity 
enough, that all the youth now in England of free men, who are rich 
enough to be able to devote themselves to it, be set to learn as long 
as they are not fit for any other occupation, until that they are well 
able to read English writing: and let those be afterwards taught more 
in the Latin language who are to continue learning and be 
promoted to a higher rank. 
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Ða ic ða gemunde hu sio lar Lædengeðiodes ær ðissum afeallen 

wæs giond Angelcynn, & ðeah monige cuðon Englisc gewrit 
arædan, ða ongan ic ongemang oðrum mislicum & manigfealdum 
bisgum ðisses kynerices ða boc wendan on Englisc ðe is genemned 
on Læden Pastoralis, & on Englisc Hierdeboc, hwilum word be 
worde, hwilum andgit of andgiete, swæ swæ ic hie geliornode æt 
Plegmunde minum ærcebiscepe & æt Assere minum biscepe & æt 
Grimbolde minum mæsseprioste & æt Iohanne minum 
mæssepreoste. Siððan ic hie ða geliornod hæfde, swæ swæ ic hie 
forstod, & swæ ic hie andgitfullicost areccean meahte, ic hie on 
Englisc awende; ond to ælcum biscepstole on minum rice wille ane 
onsendan; & on ælcre bið an æstel, se bið on fiftegum mancessa. 
Ond ic bebiode on Godes naman ðæt nan mon ðone æstel from 
ðære bec ne do, ne ða boc from ðæm mynstre: uncuð hu longe ðær 
swæ gelærede biscepas sien, swæ swæ nu Gode ðonc wel hwær 
siendon; forðy ic wolde ðætte hie ealneg æt ðære stowe wæren, 
buton se biscep hie mid him habban wille oððe hio hwær to læne 
sie, oððe hwa oðre biwrite. 
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When I remembered how the knowledge of Latin had formerly 

decayed throughout England, and yet many could read English 
writing, I began, among other various and manifold troubles of this 
kingdom, to translate into English the book which is called in Latin 
Pastoralis, and in English Shepherd’s Book, sometimes word by 
word and sometimes according to the sense, as I had learnt it from 
Plegmund my archbishop, and Asser my bishop, and Grimbold my 
mass-priest, and John my mass-priest. And when I had learnt it as I 
could best understand it, and as I could most clearly interpret it, I 
translated it into English; and I will send a copy to every bishopric 
in my kingdom; and on each there is a clasp1 worth fifty mancus. 
And I command in God’s name that no man take the clasp from the 
book or the book from the minster: it is uncertain how long there 
may be such learned bishops as now, thanks be to God, there are 
nearly everywhere; therefore I wish them always to remain in their 
place, unless the bishop wish to take them with him, or they be lent 
out anywhere, or any one make a copy from them. 

 
 

 

A Rare Gem. The Alfred Jewel, treasure of  the Ashmolean

 
1 A note on “The Alfred Jewel, unearthed recently. Per Wikipedia: 

Function and commission: Although the function of the Jewel is not absolutely 
certain, it is believed to have been the handle or terminal for one of the precious 
"æstels" or staffs that Alfred is recorded as having sent to each bishopric along with a 
copy of his translation of Pope Gregory the Great's book Pastoral Care.  

Description: The Alfred Jewel is about 2 1⁄2 inches (6.4 cm) long and is made 
of filigreed gold, enclosing a highly polished tear-shaped piece of clear quartz "rock 
crystal", beneath which is set a cloisonné enamel plaque, with an image of a man, 
perhaps Christ, with ecclesiastical symbols. 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Filigree
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gold
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quartz
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cloisonn%C3%A9_enamel
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jesus
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Ecclesiastes 
KJV 

 
SARTORI: Ecclesiastes reads like a primer of English idioms. How early were these 
verse translated to English? 

 
BOOK 1 

1. The words of the Preacher, the son of David, king in 
Jerusalem. 2. Vanity of vanities, saith the Preacher, vanity of 
vanities; all is vanity. 3. What profit hath a man of all his labour 
which he taketh under the sun? 4. One generation passeth away, and 
another generation cometh: but the earth abideth for ever. 5. The 
sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, and hasteth to his place 
where he arose. 6. The wind goeth toward the south, and turneth 
about unto the north; it whirleth about continually, and the wind 
returneth again according to his circuits. 7. All the rivers run into 
the sea; yet the sea is not full; unto the place from whence the rivers 
come, thither they return again. 8. All things are full of labour; man 
cannot utter it: the eye is not satisfied with seeing, nor the ear filled 
with hearing. 9. The thing that hath been, it is that which shall be; 
and that which is done is that which shall be done: and there is no 
new thing under the sun. 10. Is there any thing whereof it may be 
said, See, this is new? it hath been already of old time, which was 
before us. 11. There is no remembrance of former things; neither 
shall there be any remembrance of things that are to come with 
those that shall come after. 12. I the Preacher was king over Israel in 
Jerusalem. 13. And I gave my heart to seek and search out by 
wisdom concerning all things that are done under heaven: this sore 
travail hath God given to the sons of man to be exercised therewith. 
14. I have seen all the works that are done under the sun; and, 
behold, all is vanity and vexation of spirit. 15. That which is crooked 
cannot be made straight: and that which is wanting cannot be 
numbered. 16. I communed with mine own heart, saying, Lo, I am 
come to great estate, and have gotten more wisdom than all they 
that have been before me in Jerusalem: yea, my heart had great 
experience of wisdom and knowledge. 17. And I gave my heart to 
know wisdom, and to know madness and folly: I perceived that this 
also is vexation of spirit. 18. For in much wisdom is much grief: and 
he that increaseth knowledge increaseth sorrow. 
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Illumination. The start of the Gospel of Mark from the Book of 
Durrow, the oldest extant completely illuminated gospel book. Trinity 
College Dublin. 
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Revelation to John 
KJV 
 
SARTORI: The grandiose imagery here lends itself well to the “Poor Fellow-Soldiers 
of Christ”, later known as Templars.  
 
BOOK 1 

  1. The Revelation of Jesus Christ, which God gave unto him, to 
shew unto his servants things which must shortly come to pass; and 
he sent and signified it by his angel unto his servant John:    2. Who 
bare record of the word of God, and of the testimony of Jesus Christ, 
and of all things that he saw.    3. Blessed is he that readeth, and they 
that hear the words of this prophecy, and keep those things which 
are written therein: for the time is at hand.    4. John to the seven 
churches which are in Asia: Grace be unto you, and peace, from him 
which is, and which was, and which is to come; and from the seven 
Spirits which are before his throne;    5. And from Jesus Christ, who 
is the faithful witness, and the first begotten of the dead, and the 
prince of the kings of the earth. Unto him that loved us, and washed 
us from our sins in his own blood,    6. And hath made us kings and 
priests unto God and his Father; to him be glory and dominion for 
ever and ever. Amen.    7. Behold, he cometh with clouds; and every 
eye shall see him, and they also which pierced him: and all kindreds 
of the earth shall wail because of him. Even so, Amen.    8. I am 
Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the ending, saith the Lord, 
which is, and which was, and which is to come, the Almighty.    9. I 
John, who also am your brother, and companion in tribulation, and 
in the kingdom and patience of Jesus Christ, was in the isle that is 
called Patmos, for the word of God, and for the testimony of Jesus 
Christ.    10. I was in the Spirit on the Lord's day, and heard behind 
me a great voice, as of a trumpet,    11. Saying, I am Alpha and 
Omega, the first and the last: and, What thou seest, write in a book, 
and send it unto the seven churches which are in Asia; unto 
Ephesus, and unto Smyrna, and unto Pergamos, and unto Thyatira, 
and unto Sardis, and unto Philadelphia, and unto Laodicea.    12. 
And I turned to see the voice that spake with me. And being turned, 
I saw seven golden candlesticks;    13. And in the midst of the seven 
candlesticks one like unto the Son of man, clothed with a garment 
down to the foot, and girt about the paps with a golden girdle.    14. 
His head and his hairs were white like wool, as white as snow; and 
his eyes were as a flame of fire;    15. And his feet like unto fine brass, 
as if they burned in a furnace; and his voice as the sound of many 
waters.    16. And he had in his right hand seven stars: and out of his 



38 

mouth went a sharp twoedged sword: and his countenance was as 
the sun shineth in his strength.    17. And when I saw him, I fell at his 
feet as dead. And he laid his right hand upon me, saying unto me, 
Fear not; I am the first and the last:    18. I am he that liveth, and was 
dead; and, behold, I am alive for evermore, Amen; and have the 
keys of hell and of death.    19. Write the things which thou hast seen, 
and the things which are, and the things which shall be hereafter;    
20. The mystery of the seven stars which thou sawest in my right 
hand, and the seven golden candlesticks. The seven stars are the 
angels of the seven churches: and the seven candlesticks which thou 
sawest are the seven churches.   

 
 

 
 
 

Holiness in Pen and Ink.   Depictions of the saints with their 
attributes continue to this day.
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Psalm 119, Selected Verses 
New International Version 
 
 ALEPH1 א

1. Blessed are they whose ways are blameless, who walk according 
to the law of the LORD. 2. Blessed are they who keep his statutes 
and seek him with all their heart. 3. They do nothing wrong; they 
walk in his ways. 4. You have laid down precepts that are to be fully 
obeyed. 5. Oh, that my ways were steadfast in obeying your decrees! 
6. Then I would not be put to shame when I consider all your 
commands. 7. I will praise you with an upright heart as I learn your 
righteous laws. 8. I will obey your decrees; do not utterly forsake 
me.  

 NUN נ

105. Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light for my path. 106. I 
have taken an oath and confirmed it, that I will follow your 
righteous laws. 107. I have suffered much; preserve my life, O 
LORD, according to your word. 108. Accept, O LORD, the willing 
praise of my mouth, and teach me your laws. 109. Though I 
constantly take my life in my hands, I will not forget your law. 110. 
The wicked have set a snare for me, but I have not strayed from 
your precepts. 111. Your statutes are my heritage forever; they are 
the joy of my heart. 112. My heart is set on keeping your decrees to 
the very end.  

 PE פ

129. Your statutes are wonderful; therefore I obey them. 130. The 
unfolding of your words gives light; it gives understanding to the 
simple. 131. I open my mouth and pant, longing for your 
commands. 132. Turn to me and have mercy on me, as you always 
do to those who love your name. 133 .Direct my footsteps according 
to your word; let no sin rule over me. 134. Redeem me from the 
oppression of men, that I may obey your precepts. 135. Make your 

 
1 This Psalm is an acrostic poem; each of the eight lines in each verse start with the 
same letter of the Hebrew alphabet.  



40 

face shine upon your servant and teach me your decrees. 136. 
Streams of tears flow from my eyes, for your law is not obeyed.  
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Hagiography 
 
 
 

Alban 
BEDE I 

 
 
CHAP. VII. THE PASSION OF ST. ALBAN AND HIS COMPANIONS, WHO 

AT THAT TIME SHED THEIR BLOOD FOR OUR LORD. 
 
At that time suffered St. Alban, of whom the priest Fortunatus, 

in the Praise of Virgins, where he makes mention of the blessed 
martyrs that came to the Lord from all parts of the world, says: 

And fruitful Britain noble Alban rears. 
This Alban, being yet a pagan, at the time when at the bidding 

of unbelieving rulers all manner of cruelty was practised against the 
Christians, gave entertainment in his house to a certain clerk, flying 
from his persecutors. This man he observed to be engaged in 
continual prayer and watching day and night; when on a sudden the 
Divine grace shining on him, he began to imitate the example of 
faith and piety which was set before him, and being gradually 
instructed by his wholesome admonitions, he cast off the darkness 
of idolatry, and became a Christian in all sincerity of heart. The 
aforesaid clerk having been some days entertained by him, it came 
to the ears of the impious prince, that a confessor of Christ, to 
whom a martyr's place had not yet been assigned, was concealed at 
Alban's house. Whereupon he sent some soldiers to make a strict 
search after him. When they came to the martyr's hut, St. Alban 
presently came forth to the soldiers, instead of his guest and master, 
in the habit or long coat which he wore, and was bound and led 
before the judge. 

It happened that the judge, at the time when Alban was carried 
before him, was standing at the altar, and offering sacrifice to devils. 
When he saw Alban, being much enraged that he should thus, of his 
own accord, dare to put himself into the hands of the soldiers, and 
incur such danger on behalf of the guest whom he had harboured, 
he commanded him to be dragged to the images of the devils, 
before which he stood, saying, “Because you have chosen to conceal 
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a rebellious and sacrilegious man, rather than to deliver him up to 
the soldiers, that his contempt of the gods might meet with the 
penalty due to such blasphemy, you shall undergo all the 
punishment that was due to him, if you seek to abandon the 
worship of our religion.” But St. Alban, who had voluntarily 
declared himself a Christian to the persecutors of the faith, was not 
at all daunted by the prince's threats, but putting on the armour of 
spiritual warfare, publicly declared that he would not obey his 
command. Then said the judge, “Of what family or race are you?”—
“What does it concern you,” answered Alban, “of what stock I am? 
If you desire to hear the truth of my religion, be it known to you, 
that I am now a Christian, and free to fulfil Christian duties.”—“I ask 
your name,” said the judge; “tell me it immediately.”—“I am called 
Alban by my parents,” replied he; “and I worship ever and adore the 
true and living God, Who created all things.” Then the judge, filled 
with anger, said, “If you would enjoy the happiness of eternal life, 
do not delay to offer sacrifice to the great gods.” Alban rejoined, 
“These sacrifices, which by you are offered to devils, neither can 
avail the worshippers, nor fulfil the desires and petitions of the 
suppliants. Rather, whosoever shall offer sacrifice to these images, 
shall receive the everlasting pains of hell for his reward.” 

The judge, hearing these words, and being much incensed, 
ordered this holy confessor of God to be scourged by the 
executioners, believing that he might by stripes shake that 
constancy of heart, on which he could not prevail by words. He, 
being most cruelly tortured, bore the same patiently, or rather 
joyfully, for our Lord's sake. When the judge perceived that he was 
not to be overcome by tortures, or withdrawn from the exercise of 
the Christian religion, he ordered him to be put to death. Being led 
to execution, he came to a river, which, with a most rapid course, 
ran between the wall of the town and the arena where he was to be 
executed. He there saw a great multitude of persons of both sexes, 
and of divers ages and conditions, who were doubtless assembled 
by Divine inspiration, to attend the blessed confessor and martyr, 
and had so filled the bridge over the river, that he could scarce pass 
over that evening. In truth, almost all had gone out, so that the judge 
remained in the city without attendance. St. Alban, therefore, urged 
by an ardent and devout wish to attain the sooner to martyrdom, 
drew near to the stream, and lifted up his eyes to heaven, 
whereupon the channel was immediately dried up, and he 
perceived that the water had given place and made way for him to 
pass. Among the rest, the executioner, who should have put him to 
death, observed this, and moved doubtless by Divine inspiration 
hastened to meet him at the appointed place of execution, and 
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casting away the sword which he had carried ready drawn, fell at his 
feet, praying earnestly that he might rather be accounted worthy to 
suffer with the martyr, whom he was ordered to execute, or, if 
possible, instead of him. 

Whilst he was thus changed from a persecutor into a companion 
in the faith and truth, and the other executioners rightly hesitated 
to take up the sword which was lying on the ground, the holy 
confessor, accompanied by the multitude, ascended a hill, about 
half a mile from the arena, beautiful, as was fitting, and of most 
pleasing appearance, adorned, or rather clothed, everywhere with 
flowers of many colours, nowhere steep or precipitous or of sheer 
descent, but with a long, smooth natural slope, like a plain, on its 
sides, a place altogether worthy from of old, by reason of its native 
beauty, to be consecrated by the blood of a blessed martyr. On the 
top of this hill, St. Alban prayed that God would give him water, and 
immediately a living spring, confined in its channel, sprang up at 
his feet, so that all men acknowledged that even the stream had 
yielded its service to the martyr. For it was impossible that the 
martyr, who had left no water remaining in the river, should desire 
it on the top of the hill, unless he thought it fitting. The river then 
having done service and fulfilled the pious duty, returned to its 
natural course, leaving a testimony of its obedience. Here, 
therefore, the head of the undaunted martyr was struck off, and 
here he received the crown of life, which God has promised to them 
that love him. But he who laid impious hands on the holy man's 
neck was not permitted to rejoice over his dead body; for his eyes 
dropped upon the ground at the same moment as the blessed 
martyr's head fell. 

At the same time was also beheaded the soldier, who before, 
through the Divine admonition, refused to strike the holy 
confessor. Of whom it is apparent, that though he was not purified 
by the waters of baptism, yet he was cleansed by the washing of his 
own blood, and rendered worthy to enter the kingdom of heaven. 
Then the judge, astonished at the unwonted sight of so many 
heavenly miracles, ordered the persecution to cease immediately, 
and began to honour the death of the saints, by which he once 
thought that they might have been turned from their zeal for the 
Christian faith. The blessed Alban suffered death on the twenty-
second day of June, near the city of Verulam, which is now by the 
English nation called Verlamacaestir, or Vaeclingacaestir, where 
afterwards, when peaceable Christian times were restored, a church 
of wonderful workmanship, and altogether worthy to 
commemorate his martyrdom, was erected. In which place the cure 
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of sick persons and the frequent working of wonders cease not to 
this day. 

 
 

 
 

Early Drafts. Designs for stained glass windows on parchment are 
works of art in their own right. 
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Brendan 
Navigatio Sancti Brendani Abbatis  
Trans. O’Donoghue. 1893 
 
SARTORI: His legend may smack of Homer’s Odyssey, but St. Brendan and his imram 
are very much Irish. They say he left his name inscribed in the odd ogham text of 
ancient Ireland in many places on his travels – Brenain, maci Finlugi, mucoi Alti, 
meaning Brendan, son of Finnlug of the Fosterling Folk. At least the Ithikan corsair 
wasn’t a graffiti artist. 
 

 
 
CHAPTER TEN 

 
When they drew nigh to the nearest island, the boat stopped ere 

they reached a landing-place; and the saint ordered the brethren to 
get out into the sea, and make the vessel fast, stem and stern, until 
they came to some harbour; there was no grass on the island, very 
little wood, and no sand on the shore. While the brethren spent the 
night in prayer outside the vessel, the saint remained in it, for he 
knew well what manner of island was this; but he wished not to tell 
the brethren, lest they might be too much afraid. When morning 
dawned, he bade the priests to celebrate Mass, and after they had 
done so, and he himself had said Mass in the boat, the brethren took 
out some un–cooked meat and fish they had brought from the 
other island, and put a cauldron on a fire to cook them, After they 
had placed more fuel on the fire, and the cauldron began to boil, 
the island moved about like a wave; whereupon they all rushed 
towards the boat, and im–plored the protection of their father, who, 
taking each one by the hand, drew them all into the vessel; then 
relinquishing what they had removed to the island, they cast their 
boat loose, to sail away, when the island at once sunk into the ocean. 
Afterwards they could see the fire they had kindled still burning 
more than two miles off, and then Brendan explained the 
occurrence: ‘Brethren, you wonder at what has happened to this 
island,’ ‘Yes, father,’ said they: ‘we wondered, and were seized with 
a great fear.’ ‘Fear not, my children,’ said the saint, ‘for God has last 
night revealed to me the mystery of all this; it was not an island you 
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were upon, but a fish, the largest of all that swim in the ocean, which 
is ever trying to make its head and tail meet, but cannot succeed, 
because of its great length. Its name is Iasconius.’ 
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Chad of Mercia 
BEDE IV 

CHAP. III. HOW THE ABOVE-MENTIONED CEADDA WAS MADE BISHOP OF 

THE PROVINCE OF MERCIANS. OF HIS LIFE, DEATH, AND BURIAL. [669 
A.D.] 

 
At that time, the province of the Mercians was governed by King 

Wulfhere, who, on the death of Jaruman, desired of Theodore that 
a bishop should be given to him and his people; but Theodore 
would not ordain a new one for them, but requested of King Oswy 
that Ceadda might be their bishop. He then lived in retirement at 
his monastery, which is at Laestingaeu, while Wilfrid administered 
the bishopric of York, and of all the Northumbrians, and likewise of 
the Picts, as far as King Oswy was able to extend his dominions. And, 
seeing that it was the custom of that most reverend prelate to go 
about the work of the Gospel everywhere on foot rather than on 
horseback, Theodore commanded him to ride whenever he had a 
long journey to undertake; and finding him very unwilling, in his 
zeal and love for his pious labour, he himself, with his own hands, 
lifted him on horseback; for he knew him to be a holy man, and 
therefore obliged him to ride wherever he had need to go. Ceadda 
having received the bishopric of the Mercians and of Lindsey, took 
care to administer it with great perfection of life, according to the 
example of the ancient fathers. King Wulfhere also gave him land 
of the extent of fifty families, to build a monastery, at the place 
called Ad Barvae, or “At the Wood,” in the province of Lindsey, 
wherein traces of the monastic life instituted by him continue to 
this day. 

He had his episcopal see in the place called Lyccidfelth, in which 
he also died, and was buried, and where the see of the succeeding 
bishops of that province continues to this day. He had built himself 
a retired habitation not far from the church, wherein he was wont 
to pray and read in private, with a few, it might be seven or eight of 
the brethren, as often as he had any spare [time from the labour and 
ministry of the Word. When he had most gloriously governed the 
church in that province for two years and a half, the Divine 
Providence so ordaining, there came round a season like that of 
which Ecclesiastes says, “That there is a time to cast away stones, 
and a time to gather stones together;” for a plague fell upon them, 
sent from Heaven, which, by means of the death of the flesh, 
translated the living stones of the Church from their earthly places 
to the heavenly building. And when, after many of the Church of 
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that most reverend prelate had been taken away out of the flesh, his 
hour also drew near wherein he was to pass out of this world to the 
Lord, it happened one day that he was in the aforesaid habitation 
with only one brother, called Owini, his other companions having 
upon some due occasion returned to the church. Now Owini was a 
monk of great merit, having forsaken the world with the sole desire 
of the heavenly reward; worthy in all respects to have the secrets of 
the Lord revealed to him in special wise, and worthy to have credit 
given by his hearers to what he said. For he had come with Queen 
Ethelthryth from the province of the East Angles, and was the chief 
of her thegns, and governor of her house. As the fervour of his faith 
increased, resolving to renounce the secular life, he did not go about 
it slothfully, but so entirely forsook the things of this world, that, 
quitting all that he had, clad in a plain garment, and carrying an axe 
and hatchet in his hand, he came to the monastery of the same most 
reverend father, which is called Laestingaeu. He said that he was not 
entering the monastery in order to live in idleness, as some do, but 
to labour; which he also confirmed by practice; for as he was less 
capable of studying the Scriptures, the more earnestly he applied 
himself to the labour of his hands. So then, forasmuch as he was 
reverent and devout, he was kept by the bishop in the aforesaid 
habitation with the brethren, and whilst they were engaged within 
in reading, he was without, doing such things as were necessary. 
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Edith of Polesworth 
 
(See Folklore, Ghosts of Tamworth Castle) 
 
 

 
 

Symbols of Sanctity. The language of image bore great importance. 
 

Edmund the Martyr 
Ælfric's Life of St. Edmund, selected 
Trans. Seigfried 

 
In the day of King Æthelred [968-1016], a certain very learned 

monk came from the south over the sea from the place of Saint 
Benedict [the French monastery of Fleury] to Archbishop Dunstan 
[of Canterbury] three years before he died, and the monk was called 
Abbo. Then they conversed until Dunstan related about Saint 
Edmund, just as Edmund’s swordbearer related it to King 
Æthelstan, when Dunstan was a young man and the swordbearer 
was elderly. 

Then the monk set down all the narrative in a book and 
afterwards, when the book came to us within a few years, then we 
translated it into English, just as it stands hereafter. Then within two 
years the monk Abbo returned home to his monastery and was 
immediately appointed as abbot in the same monastery. 

Edmund the blessed, king of the East Anglians, was wise and 
honorable and always honored the almighty God with noble 
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practices. He was humble and virtuous and thus remained resolute 
that he would not yield to shameful sins, nor to either side did he 
bend from his practices, but was always mindful of the true 
teaching, “You are appointed as leader? Do not raise yourself up, but 
be between men just as one of them.” He was as generous as a father 
to the poor and to widows and with benevolence always guided his 
people to righteousness and punished the cruel and blessedly lived 
in true belief. 

It eventually befell that the Danish people set out with a fleet, 
ravaging and attacking far and wide throughout the land as is their 
custom. On that ship were the foremost leaders Hinguar and 
Hubba, united by the devil, and they landed on the land of the 
Northumbrians with spears and laid waste the land and slew the 
people. Then Hinguar returned to the east with his ships and Hubba 
remained behind in the land of the Northumbrians, victory having 
been won with bloodthirstiness. 

Hinguar then came rowing to East Anglia, in the year that Prince 
Alfred was twenty-one years old [869], he who was later famous as 
king of the West Saxons [as Alfred the Great]; and the 
aforementioned Hinguar suddenly like a wolf stalked on the land 
and slew the people, men and women and the innocent children, 
and shamefully mistreated the innocent Christians. 

He then sent immediately afterwards to the king the threatening 
message that he should submit to his service if he cared for his life. 
Then the messenger came to King Edmund and quickly delivered 
the message of Hinguar to him: “Hinguar our king, brave and 
victorious on sea and on land, has the power of many peoples and 
now has come suddenly with the army here to the land so that he 
may have here winter quarters with his host. Now he commands 
you to quickly share your hidden hoards of gold and the wealth of 
your ancestors with him, and you be his under-king, if you wish to 
be alive, because you do not have the power that you can withstand 
him.” 

Lo, then King Edmund summoned a bishop who was nearest to 
him, and considered with him how he ought to answer to the fierce 
Hinguar. Then the bishop was afraid because of the sudden 
misfortune and for the life of the king, and said that it seemed 
advisable to him that he submit to that which Hinguar commanded 
him. 

Then the king fell silent and looked at the earth and then at last 
regally said to him, “Oh, bishop, the poor people of this land have 
been shamefully mistreated, and it would now be preferable to me 
that I would fall in battle, so long as my people might be allowed to 
enjoy their homeland”; and the bishop said, “Oh, you dear king, 
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your people lie slain and you do not have the support that would 
enable you to fight, and these Vikings will come and bind you alive, 
unless you protect your life with flight, or you protect yourself by 
submitting to him.” 

Then King Edmund said, as he was very brave, “Of that I desire 
and wish with my spirit, that I alone should not survive after my 
beloved retainers who with their children and wives were suddenly 
slain in their beds by these Vikings. It was never customary to me 
that I would take flight, but I would wish rather to perish if I needed 
to for my own homeland; and the almighty God knows that I will 
not ever turn from his service, nor from his true love, whether I die 
or live.” 

After these words he returned to the messenger that Hinguar 
had sent to him and said unafraid to him, “Certainly you would now 
be worthy of slaughter, but I do not want to defile my clean hands 
in your foul blood, because I follow Christ, who so set an example 
for us; and I will gladly be slain by you, if God so preordains. Go 
now very quickly and say to your cruel lord, ‘Edmund will never 
yield to Hinguar alive, to the heathen commander, unless he first 
submits with faith to Christ the Savior in this land.'” 

Then the messenger turned quickly away and met the 
bloodthirsty Hinguar on the road with all his army, hastening to 
Edmund, and told the dishonorable one how he was answered. 
Hinguar then commanded the Viking host with arrogance that they 
should seize that one king, who rejected his command, and bind 
him immediately. Lo, then King Edmund, when Hinguar came, 
stood inside his hall, mindful of the Savior, and threw away his 
weapons: he wished to imitate the example of Christ, who forbad 
Peter to fight against the bloodthirsty Jews with weapons. 

Lo, the dishonorable ones then bound, shamefully mocked, and 
beat Edmund with cudgels, and so afterwards led the faithful king 
to a tree firmly rooted in the earth and tied him thereto with hard 
bonds, and again beat him for a long time with whips; and he always 
cried out between the blows with true faith to Christ the Savior; and 
then the heathens became furiously angry because of his faith, 
because he called Christ as help for himself. They shot then with 
spears, as if for entertainment for themselves, thither, until he was 
completely covered with their missiles, as it were the bristles of a 
hedgehog, just as [Saint] Sebastian was. 

Then Hinguar saw, the dishonorable Viking, that the noble king 
would not renounce Christ, but with resolute faith ever called out 
to him: he ordered them to behead him, and then the heathens did 
so. While he was still calling out to Christ, then the heathens took 
the holy one to the slaughter and with one stroke struck the head 
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from him, and his soul travelled blessedly to Christ. There was a 
certain man nearby, held hidden by God from the heathens, who 
heard all this and afterwards said it just as we say it here. 

Lo, then the Viking army fared again to the ship and hid the 
head of the holy Edmund in the thick brambles so that it would not 
be buried. Then after a time, after they had departed, the people of 
the land came thither, who there was then left, where the body of 
their lord lay without a head, and became very sorrowful in spirit 
because of his slaughter, and especially that they had not the head 
to the body. Then said the witness who had seen it, that the Vikings 
had the head with them, and it seemed to him, as it was completely 
true, that they hid the head in the forest somewhere. 

 
England is not deprived of the saints of the Lord, when in the 

land of the English lie such holy ones as this holy king, and [Saint] 
Cuthbert the blessed, and Ætheldryth [a.k.a. Saint Audrey] in Ely, 
and also her sister [Saint Sexburga], whole in body, as confirmation 
of belief. There are also many other holy ones the English nation 
that work many wonders (just as it is widely known) as praise to the 
Almighty, whom they believed in. 

Christ reveals to men through his glorious holy ones that he is 
Almighty God who makes such wonders, although the wretched 
Jews utterly forsook him, wherefore they are accursed, just as they 
wished for themselves. There are not any wonders worked at their 
graves, because they believed not in the living Christ, but Christ 
reveals to men where the true belief is, when he works such wonders 
through his holy ones far and wide throughout this earth. 

Therefore to him be the glory forever with his heavenly father 
and the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
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Guthlac 
Guthlac Poem A, Section 1 
 
SARTORI: A true ascetic. One wonders if he ever enjoyed a pleasure as simple as a 
sweet apple. 
 
 
We can now relate what was recently revealed to us 
by a holy order, how Guthlac stretched out his heart 
to the delight of God, rejected all wickedness 
and earthly honors, mindful of the upwards— 
his home in the heavens. 
 
Guthlac’s hope was upon that place, after he enkindled him, 
he who paves the life’s way for souls, and gave to him 
angelic gifts, so that he alone began to inhabit 
a mountain-home, and through humble mind 
gave away all his proper possessions, 
which his youth must have applied to the joys of this world. 
A holy warden from the heavens held him close, 
who eagerly fortified his flawless heart with goodness of spirit.  
 
Okay, we have often heard that this holy man 
in his earliest age enjoyed many hazards. 
The time yet came for the judgment of God, 
when he gave an angel unto Guthlac’s understanding 
so that his thirst for sinning could be assuaged. 
The time was at hand — and two guardians kept watch over him, 
they battled over him—an angel of the Lord and a fearsome specter. 
Their counsels could be not any less alike, 
which they bore on many sorties into his heart’s reason.  
 
One of them said that all things of earth 
were fleeting in the wind and praised the enduing good 
in the heavens, where the souls of the holy recline 
in victor’s glory upon the joys of the Lord, 
who frankly doles out reward for their deeds 
to those who would give thanks for his gifts and who 
would utterly give up the world than lose that eternal life.  
 
The other incited him to seek by night 
the covens of reavers and struggle over 
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mortal goods by acts of malice—as do exiled warriors 
who mourn not for men’s souls who bring plunder to their hands, 
save that they may have spoil by them.  
 
And so they exhorted Guthlac on either side 
until the Lord of Hosts reckoned the struggle’s end  
in the angel’s favor. The enemy was routed. 
Afterwards the Comforting Spirit was enshrined 
within Guthlac for his help, holding him dear 
and instructing him even more eagerly the longer 
the lesson went on—so that he came to cherish 
the land’s joys, his home within the hill.  
 
Often there came terror, frightful and uncouth, 
the malice of olden foes, all so cunning in artifice. 
They revealed their own faces to Guthlac. 
They had held many seats there previously, 
but had since withdrawn themselves, deprived of glory, 
thence into wide wandering, flapping on the breeze.  
 
That plot of land had been concealed from the eyes of men 
until the Creator revealed a barrow within the woods, 
when the builder arrived and reared there a holy home. 
Guthlac cared nothing for life-wealth loaned through covetousness, 
but the land pleasantly protected his goods 
after that champion of Christ subdued the enemy. 
There he was tried within the time of remembering men, 
who yet worthy him for his ghostly wonders and hold dear 
the report of his wisdom, which that holy servant exercised 
with strength, when he rested alone in that secret place.  
 
There he unfolded and uplifted the praise of the Lord. 
Often by speech he declared God’s embassy 
to those who adored the martyrs’ custom, 
the sagacity of life which the spirit had revealed to him, 
so that he denied his body-house all things of pleasure 
and worldly bliss, a softer seat and banquet-days, 
likewise from the vain delights of the eyes and proud apparel. 
His fear of God was greater in his thoughts 
than his desire to devote himself to satisfaction in mortal glory. 
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Hadrian 
BEDE IV 

 
CHAP. I. HOW WHEN DEUSDEDIT DIED, WIGHARD WAS SENT TO ROME 
TO RECEIVE THE EPISCOPATE; BUT HE DYING THERE, THEODORE WAS 
ORDAINED ARCHBISHOP, AND SENT INTO BRITAIN WITH THE ABBOT 

HADRIAN. [664-669 A.D.] 
 
There was at that time in Rome, a monk, called Theodore, 

known to Hadrian, born at Tarsus in Cilicia, a man instructed in 
secular and Divine writings, as also in Greek and Latin; of high 
character and venerable age, being sixty-six years old. Hadrian 
proposed him to the pope to be ordained bishop, and prevailed; but 
upon the condition that he should himself conduct him into Britain, 
because he had already travelled through Gaul twice upon different 
occasions, and was, therefore, better acquainted with the way, and 
was, moreover, sufficiently provided with men of his own; as also, 
to the end that, being his fellow labourer in teaching, he might take 
special care that Theodore should not, according to the custom of 
the Greeks, introduce any thing contrary to the truth of the faith 
into the Church where he presided. Theodore, being ordained 
subdeacon, waited four months for his hair to grow, that it might be 
shorn into the shape of a crown; for he had before the tonsure of St. 
Paul, the Apostle, after the manner of the eastern people. He was 
ordained by Pope Vitalian, in the year of our Lord 668, on Sunday, 
the 26th of March, and on the 27th of May was sent with Hadrian to 
Britain. 

They proceeded together by sea to Marseilles, and thence by 
land to Arles, and having there delivered to John, archbishop of that 
city, Pope Vitalian's letters of recommendation, were by him 
detained till Ebroin, the king's mayor of the palace, gave them leave 
to go where they pleased. Having received the same, Theodore 
went to Agilbert, bishop of Paris,530 of whom we have spoken 
above, and was by him kindly received, and long entertained. But 
Hadrian went first to Emme, Bishop of the Senones, and then to 
Faro, bishop of the Meldi, and lived in comfort with them a 
considerable time; for the approach of winter had obliged them to 
rest wherever they could. King Egbert, being informed by sure 
messengers that the bishop they had asked of the Roman prelate 
was in the kingdom of the Franks, sent thither his reeve, Raedfrid, 
to conduct him. He, having arrived there, with Ebroin's leave took 
Theodore and conveyed him to the port called Quentavic; where, 
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falling sick, he stayed some time, and as soon as he began to recover, 
sailed over into Britain. But Ebroin detained Hadrian, suspecting 
that he went on some mission from the Emperor to the kings of 
Britain, to the prejudice of the kingdom of which he at that time 
had the chief charge; however, when he found that in truth he had 
never had any such commission, he discharged him, and permitted 
him to follow Theodore. As soon as he came to him, Theodore gave 
him the monastery of the blessed Peter the Apostle, where the 
archbishops of Canterbury are wont to be buried, as I have said 
before; for at his departure, the Apostolic lord had enjoined upon 
Theodore that he should provide for him in his province, and give 
him a suitable place to live in with his followers. 

 
Chap. II. How Theodore visited all places; how the Churches of the 
English began to be instructed in the study of Holy Scripture, and 
in the Catholic truth; and how Putta was made bishop of the Church 
of Rochester in the room of Damianus. [669 a.d.] 

 
Theodore came to his Church in the second year after his 

consecration, on Sunday, the 27th of May, and spent in it twenty-
one years, three months, and twenty-six days. Soon after, he visited 
all the island, wherever the tribes of the English dwelt, for he was 
gladly received and heard by all persons; and everywhere attended 
and assisted by Hadrian, he taught the right rule of life, and the 
canonical custom of celebrating Easter. This was the first 
archbishop whom all the English Church consented to obey. And 
forasmuch as both of them were, as has been said before, fully 
instructed both in sacred and in secular letters, they gathered a 
crowd of disciples, and rivers of wholesome knowledge daily flowed 
from them to water the hearts of their hearers; and, together with 
the books of Holy Scripture, they also taught them the metrical art, 
astronomy, and ecclesiastical arithmetic. A testimony whereof is, 
that there are still living at this day some of their scholars, who are 
as well versed in the Greek and Latin tongues as in their own, in 
which they were born. Nor were there ever happier times since the 
English came into Britain; for having brave Christian kings, they 
were a terror to all barbarous nations, and the minds of all men were 
bent upon the joys of the heavenly kingdom of which they had but 
lately heard; and all who desired to be instructed in sacred studies 
had masters at hand to teach them. 

From that time also they began in all the churches of the English 
to learn Church music, which till then had been only known in Kent. 
And, excepting James, of whom we have spoken above, the first 
teacher of singing in the churches of the Northumbrians was Eddi, 
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surnamed Stephen, invited from Kent by the most reverend 
Wilfrid, who was the first of the bishops of the English nation that 
learned to deliver to the churches of the English the Catholic 
manner of life. 
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Noah’s Dragonship. The ark is here depicted as a viking longship. Bodleian 
Library MS. Junius 11; 'The Cædmon Manuscript': parts of Genesis, Exodus 
and Daniel in Old English verse; c. 1000 CE p.66. 
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Haedda 
BUTLER 

 
 
ST. HEDDA, BISHOP AND CONFESSOR 

 
HE was an English Saxon, a monk of the monastery of St. Hilda, 

and was made bishop of the West-Saxons in 676. He resided first at 
Dorchester, near Oxford, but afterwards removed his see to 
Winchester. King Ceadwal going to Rome to be baptized died there, 
and was buried in the church of St. Peter in 688. His kinsman Ina 
succeeded him in the throne. In his wise and wholesome laws, the 
most ancient extant among those of our English Saxon kings, 
enacted by him in a great council of bishops and aldermen in 693, 
he declares that in drawing them up he had been assisted by the 
counsels of St. Hedda and St. Erconwald. In these laws theft is 
ordained to be punished with cutting off a hand or a foot; robbery 
on the highway, committed by a band not under seven in number, 
with death, unless the criminal redeem his life according to the 
estimation of his head. Church dues are ordered to be paid under a 
penalty of forty shillings; and if any master order a servant to do 
any work on a Sunday, the servant is made free, and the master 
amerced thirty shillings. St. Hedda governed his church with great 
sanctity about thirty years, and departed to the Lord on the 7th of 
July, 705. Bede and William of Malmesbury assure us, that his tomb 
was illustrated by many miracles. His name is placed in the Roman 
Martyrology. See Solier the Bollandist, t. 2. Julij, p. 482. 

 
BEDE V 

 
CHAP. XVIII. HOW THE SOUTH SAXONS RECEIVED EADBERT AND 

EOLLA, AND THE WEST SAXONS, DANIEL AND ALDHELM, FOR THEIR 

BISHOPS; AND OF THE WRITINGS OF THE SAME ALDHELM. [705 A.D.] 
 
In the year of our Lord 705, Aldfrid, king of the Northumbrians, 

died before the end of the twentieth year of his reign. His son Osred, 
a boy about eight years of age, succeeding him in the throne, 
reigned eleven years. In the beginning of his reign, Haedde, bishop 
of the West Saxons, departed to the heavenly life; for he was a good 
man and a just, and his life and doctrine as a bishop were guided 
rather by his innate love of virtue, than by what he had gained from 
books. The most reverend bishop, Pechthelm, of whom we shall 
speak hereafter in the proper place, and who while still deacon or 
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monk was for a long time with his successor Aldhelm, was wont to 
relate that many miracles of healing have been wrought in the place 
where he died, through the merit of his sanctity; and that the men 
of that province used to carry the dust thence for the sick, and put 
it into water, and the drinking thereof, or sprinkling with it, brought 
health to many sick men and beasts; so that the holy dust being 
frequently carried away, a great hole was made there. 
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Helena 
BUTLER 
 
ST. HELEN, EMPRESS 
  
         From Eusebius’s life of Constantine, Baronius and Alford’s 
Annals, Jacutius, O. S. Ben. Syntagm. de Hist. Constantini M. Romæ, 
1755. Ledarchius, Diss. de Basillisis SS. Marcellini et Petri. Aringhi, 
Rom. subter. l. 4, c. 9; Pinius, t. 3, Aug. p. 548. 
 
A.D. 328. 
 
WE are assured by the unanimous tradition of our English 
historians, that this holy empress was a native of our island.  William 
of Malmesbury, the principal historian of the ancient state of our 
country after Bede,  and before him, the Saxon author of the life of 
St. Helen, in 970, quoted by Usher, expressly say that Constantine 
was a Briton by birth; but an authority which is certainly decisive, 
is that of the anonymous, elegant, and learned panegyrist, who, 
haranguing Maximian and Constantine upon the marriage of the 
latter to Fausta, said to Constantine: “He (Constantius) had freed the 
provinces of Britain from slavery; you ennobled them by your 
origin. Leland, the most diligent searcher of our antiquities, says, 
Helen was the only daughter of king Coilus, who lived in constant 
amity with the Romans, and held of them his sovereignty. The 
Glastenbury historian says the same. Henry of Huntington tells us, 
that this was the King Coël who first built walls round the city of 
Colchester, and beautified it so much, that it derives from him its 
name. That town has for several ages boasted that it gave birth to 
this great empress; and the inhabitants, to testify their veneration 
for her memory, take for the arms of the town, in remembrance of 
the cross which she discovered, a knotty cross between four crowns, 
as Camden takes notice. Though Mr. Drake will have it that she was 
rather born at York, as the English orators in the councils of 
Constance and Basil affirmed; to which opinion he thinks the 
anonymous panegyrist of Constantine evidently favourable. 
Constantius, at that time only a private officer in the army, had the 
happiness to make her his first wife, and had by her Constantine his 
eldest son, who, as all agree, had his first education under her 
watchful eye.    
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A Collection of Saints. Detail of the Plan for St. Lewinna’s, showing the 

proposed composition of a stained glass window. 
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Mael Dub 
A History of the County of Wiltshire: Volume 3 
Originally published by Victoria County History, London, 1956. 
 

 
HOUSE OF BENEDICTINE MONKS 
2. THE ABBEY OF MALMESBURY 

 
Towards the middle of the 7th century, and perhaps in the year 

637,  an Irish monk or hermit named Mailduib settled beneath the 
walls of a small stockade lying on the north fringe of Selwood 
Forest. The stockade crowned a hill whose steep sides sloped down 
to two streams which flowed to the north and south. The spot, later 
associated with stories of a heathen British king and a house of nuns, 
appears then to have been almost deserted and Mailduib was 
attracted there in all probability by the solitude of the woodland 
which surrounded the place.  Of Mailduib little is known save his 
Irish descent, his monastic character, and his store of learning;  in 
the 13th century a stone cross associated with him stood in the 
cloister  at Malmesbury, though William of Malmesbury seems 
somewhat dubious about alleged remains of Mailduib's church.  

Mailduib had, however, no means of livelihood and necessity 
forced him to take pupils; in process of time his band of disciples 
took monastic vows  and formed a fair-sized community.  At an 
unknown date a young man called Aldhelm joined the body and 
from that moment it grew in importance and influence. Of 
Aldhelm's ancestry little that is certain can be said beyond that he 
was Saxon by birth and was related to the line of Wessex kings; 
William of Malmesbury is mistaken in supposing that he was first 
educated at Canterbury under Hadrian, Abbot of St. Augustine's.  
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Milburga 
Hope’s Legendary Lore of the Holy Wells of England 

 
SARTORI: The number of holy wells per capita in England must well above average. 

 
STOKE ST. MILBOROUGH: ST. MILBURGA OR ST. 
MILBOROUGH 'S WELL. 

 
It is an unfailing spring, a little above the church, and at the foot 

of the steep bank leading up the Brown Clee Hill. It was reputed to 
be good for sore eyes, and was also much used for bucking clothes, 
which were rinsed in the well water and beaten on a flat stone at the 
well's mouth; but some ten years ago it was covered in, and altered, 
and I am told is now in a ruinous and unsightly condition. The 
legend still current in the village relates that St. Milburga was a very 
holy and beautiful woman, who, nevertheless, had so many enemies 
that she was obliged to live in hiding. Her retreat, however, became 
known, and she took to flight, mounted on a white horse (most 
authorities say a white ass), and pursued by her foes with a pack of 
bloodhounds, and a gang of rough men on horseback. After two 
days and two nights' hard riding she reached the spot where the well 
now is, and fell fainting from her horse, striking her head upon a 
stone. Blood flowed from the wound, and the stain it caused upon 
the stone remained there partly visible, and has been seen by many 
persons now living. 

On the opposite side of the road some men were sowing barley 
in a field called the Plock (by others the Vineyard), and they ran to 
help the saint. Water was wanted, but none was at hand. The horse, 
at St. Milburga's bidding, struck his hoof into the rock, and at once 
a spring of water gushed out. Holy water, henceforth and for ever, 
flow freely, said the saint. Then, stretching out her hands, she 
commanded the barley the men had just sown to spring up, and 
instantly the green blades appeared. Turning to the men, she told 
them that her pursuers were close at hand, and would presently ask 
them, When did the lady on the white horse pass this way? to which 
they were to answer, When we were sowing this barley. She then 
remounted her horse, and bidding them prepare their sickles, for 
in the evening they should cut their barley, she went on her way. 
And it came to pass as the saint had foretold. In the evening the 
barley was ready for the sickle, and while the men were busy 
reaping, St. Milburga's enemies came up, and asked for news of her. 
The men replied that she had stayed there at the time of the sowing 
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of that barley, and they went away baffled. But when they came to 
hear that the barley which was sown in the morning ripened at mid-
day, and was reaped in the evening, they owned that it was in vain 
to fight against God. 

Mediæeval hagiologists relate the flight of St. Milburga from the 
too violent suit of a neighbouring prince, whose pursuit was 
checked by the river Corve, which, as soon as she had passed it, 
swelled from an insignificant brook to a mighty flood which 
effectually barred his progress. 
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Kenelm 
Milton’s History of Britain 

 
In Mercia, Kenulf the 6th year after, having reign'd with great 

praise of his religious mind and vertues both in Peace and War, 
deceas'd. His Son Kenelm, a Child of seaven years, was committed 
to the care of his Elder Sister Quendrid; who with a female ambition 
aspiring to the Crown, hir'd one who had the charge of his nurture 
to murder him, led into a woody place upon pretence of hunting. 
The murder, as is reported, was miracuously reveal'd; but to tell 
how, by a Dove droping a writt'n note on the Altar at Rome, is a long 
story, told, though out of order, by Malmsbury; and under the year 
821. by Mat. West. where I leave it to be sought by such as are more 
credulous then I wish my Readers. Only the Note was to this 
purpose: 

 
Low in a mead of Kine under a Thorn, 
Of head bereft, li'th poor Kenelm King-born. 
 

William of Malmesbury's Chronicle of the Kings of England  
Trans, Giles. 1847 

 
OSWALD, KING AND MARTYR. 
 

What shall my pen here trace worthy of St. Kenelm, a youth of 
tender age? Kenulf, king of the Mercians, his father, had consigned 
him, when seven years old, to his sister Quendrida, for the purpose 
of education. But she, falsely entertaining hopes of the kingdom for 
herself, gave her little brother in charge to a servant of her 
household, with an order to despatch him. Taking out the innocent, 
under pretence of hunting for his amusement or recreation, he 
murdered and hid him in a thicket. But strange to tell, the crime 
which had been so secretly committed in England, gained publicity 
in Rome, by God’s agency: for a dove, from heaven, bore a 
parchment scroll to the altar of St. Peter, containing an exact 
account both of his death and place of burial. As this was written in 
the English language it was vainly attempted to be read by the 
Romans and men of other nations who were present. Fortunately, 
however, and opportunely, an Englishman was at hand, who 
translated the writing to the Roman people, into Latin, and gave 
occasion to the pope to write a letter to the kings of England, 
acquainting them with the martyrdom of their countryman. In 
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consequence of this the body of the innocent was taken up in 
presence of a numerous assembly, and removed to Winchcomb. 
The murderous woman was so indignant at the vocal chaunt of the 
priests and loud applause of the laity, that she thrust out her head 
from the window of the chamber where she was standing, and, by 
chance, having in her hands a psalter, she came in course of reading 
to the psalm “O God my praise,” which, for I know not what charm, 
reading backwards, she endeavoured to drown the joy of the 
choristers. At that moment, her eyes, torn by divine vengeance 
from their hollow sockets, scattered blood upon the verse which 
runs, “This is the work of them who defame me to the Lord, and 
who speak evil against my soul.” The marks of her blood are still 
extant, proving the cruelty of the woman, and the vengeance of 
God. The body of the little saint is very generally adored, and there 
is hardly any place in England more venerated, or where greater 
numbers of persons attend at the festival; and this arising from the 
long-continued belief of his sanctity, and the constant exhibition of 
miracles. 
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Swithin 
BUTLER 

 
 

ST. SWITHIN OR SWITHUN, BISHOP AND PATRON OF WINCHESTER, 
CONFESSOR 

 
THIS city had been famous in the time of the Romans, and a 

station of their troops being called by Ptolemy and Antoninus, 
Venta. It became afterwards the chief seat of the West-Saxon kings. 
Among these, Kynegils, having received the faith about the year, 
gave to St. Birinus the city of Dorcester for his episcopal see, but 
founded a church at Winchester, which was dedicated by St. Birinus 
to St. Peter, according to the Saxon Chronicle, or to the Holy 
Trinity, according to Thomas Rudburn. Wini, the third bishop of 
the West-Saxons, fixed his see at Winchester, and this church 
became one of the most flourishing cathedrals of all Britain. St. 
Swithun, called in the original Saxon language Swithum, received 
in this church the clerical tonsure, and put on the monastic habit in 
the Old Monastery, which had been founded by king Kynegils. He 
was of noble parentage, passed his youth in innocent simplicity, and 
in the study of grammar, philosophy, and the holy scriptures. He 
was an accomplished model of all virtues when he was promoted to 
holy orders by Helinstan or Helmstan, bishop of Winchester. 

Being ordained priest, he was made provost or dean of the Old 
Monastery. His learning, piety, and prudence moved Egbert, king 
of the West-Saxons, to make him his priest, under which title the 
saint subscribed a charter granted to the abbey of Croyland in 833. 
That great prince committed to his care the education of his son 
Ethelwolf, and made use of his counsels in the government of his 
kingdom. A degeneracy of manners had crept into the courts of the 
Mercians and Northumbrians, and their government was weakened 
by intestine divisions and several revolutions. Egbert having first 
vanquished Swithred king of the East-Saxons, and added his 
kingdom to his own, upon several provocations, invaded Mercia, 
and conquered it in 828, but soon after restored Withlaf, whom he 
had expelled, to the throne of that kingdom on condition he should 
hold the crown of him, and pay him an annual tribute. He treated 
in the same manner Eandred, the last king of the Northumbers, and 
made him tributary, after he had with a great army laid waste that 
province. The kingdom of the East Angles submitted to him about 
the same time with Mercia, with which it had been long engaged in 
war, and was thereby reduced to extreme poverty. Kent being at 
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that time tributary to Mercia, it fell also to the share of the 
conqueror. After this Egbert assembled all the great men of his 
kingdom both clergy and laity, in a council at Wincester, in which 
he enacted that this kingdom should ever after be called England, 
and all its subjects Englishmen. At the same time he was again 
crowned and from that year, 829, was styled king of England. Thus 
were the names of Saxons and Jutes abolished among us, and an end 
was put to the heptarchy, or division of this nation into seven 
kingdoms, which began to be formed by Hengist in 457, when he 
took the title of king, seven years after his arrival in this island, in 
449. Towards the latter end of Egbert’s reign the Danes first began 
to infest England. This general name historians give to those shoals 
of pirates which were composed not only of Danes, but also of 
Norwegians, Goths, Sweones or Swedes, and Vandals, as Eginhard, 
Henry of Huntingdon, and others assure us.  
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Wilfred 
BUTLER 

 
ST. WILFRED, BISHOP OF YORK, CONFESSOR 

 
From his life written by Eddi Stephani, precentor of the church 

of Canterbury, in the same age, prior to Bede, ap. Mabill. Act. Ben. 
t. 3, p. 170; t. 5, p. 676. Bede, Hist. l. 3, c. 25, &c. Also Fredegodus, by 
order of St. Odo of Canterbury, and Eadmer, secretary to St. 
Anselm, wrote his life. Among the moderns, Mr. Peck has compiled 
his life at large in his history of Stamford, l. 2. See also Johnson’s 
Collection of English Canons, and Mr. Smith’s App. in Bedam, n. 18, 
19. His life in the English-Saxon language, MSS. Bibl. Cotton. Julius, 
A. X. 

 
 
A.D. 709. 
 
ST. WILFRID, in English-Saxon Willferder, to whose zealous 

labours several churches both in our island and abroad were 
indebted for their conversion to Christ, was born in the kingdom of 
Northumberland, towards the year 634.  

[…] 
St. Wilfrid, in his return, was taken dangerously ill at Meaux in 

France: under which distemper Bede relates 16 that he was assured 
by a heavenly vision, that Christ, through the intercession of his 
mother, the Holy Virgin Mary, and at the prayers of his friends, had 
prolonged his life four years. When he landed in England, 
Archbishop Brithwald promised him heartily to concur to his 
restoration to his former see. Ethelred, the late King of Mercia, then 
abbot of Bardney, received him with great joy, and warmly 
recommended him to his nephew Coënred, to whom he had 
resigned his crown when he forsook the world. Coënred was so 
inflamed with the love of heavenly things by the converse he had 
with the holy man, that he conceived a great desire also to renounce 
the world; which project he afterwards executed in the year 709, of 
his reign the fourth, when he travelled to Rome with Offa, king of 
the East-Saxons, and both put on the monastic habit, and, 
persevering with great fervour to their last hours, died happily in 
that city. Alcfrid, King of Northumberland, yet made difficulties; 
but died in 705, and, in his last sickness, repented of the injustice he 
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had done to St. Wilfrid, as his sister Elfleda, abbess of Streaneshalch, 
gave testimony. His restitution, therefore, was easily agreed to by 
the whole kingdom, under Osred, who being only eight years old, 
succeeded his father, Brithric being regent during his minority. St. 
Wilfrid took possession of the diocess of Hexham, but chiefly 
resided in his monastery of Rippon, leaving York to St. John of 
Beverley. He governed the monasteries in Mercia, of which he had 
been the founder, and which were afterwards destroyed by the 
Danes. He died at one of these at Undalum, now called Oundle, in 
Northamptonshire, on the 24th of April, 709, having divided his 
treasures between his monasteries, churches, and the former 
companions of his exile. His body was buried in his church of St. 
Peter at Rippon. 17 That monastery having been destroyed by the 
wars, the greatest part of his remains was translated to Canterbury 
in the time of St. Odo, and deposited under the high altar, in 959. 
They were enshrined by Lanfranc, and deposited on the north side 
of the altar by St. Anselm, on the 12th of October: the day of which 
translation became his principal festival. These relics are said now 
to repose near the monument of that truly great man, Cardinal Pole. 

True virtue is always of a piece with itself, is always governed by 
the same principle, and always steers the same course. In prosperity 
it is humble, modest, and timorous; in adversity, magnanimous, 
and equally active and brave. To suffer from good men is often the 
severest of trials: but from whatever quarter persecution comes, it 
is our duty not to sink under it, but sincerely humbling ourselves 
both before God and man, we must not be daunted, considering 
that on one side it is the part of cowards only to be pusillanimous, 
or to despair; and, on the other, it is arrogance and pride to fall into 
impatience, or to repay injuries with revenge, insults, or ill will. St. 
Wilfrid saw the clouds gather, and ready to burst over his head; yet 
was undaunted. He never reviled his persecutors—never 
complained of the envy and malice of those who stirred up whole 
kingdoms against him. Envy died with him: and immediately the 
whole world gave due praise to the purity of his intentions, the 
ardour of his zeal for virtue and discipline, and the sanctity of his 
life. The historians of our nation unanimously conspire in paying a 
grateful tribute to his memory, which is consecrated in the Roman 
and other Martyrologies. 
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Gnosis 
 

SARTORI: And did those feet in ancient time walk upon England's mountains green? 
And was the holy Lamb of God on England's pleasant pastures seen? Blake may have 
wondered if the Christ came to England — is it outlandish to think that copies of 
gnostic texts may have as well? 
 

 

The Gospel of Mary Magdalene 
Berlin Gnostic Codex (Papyrus Berolinensis 8502) 
 
CHAPTER 4 
 
. . . Will matter then be destroyed or not? 
22) The Savior said, All nature, all formations, all creatures exist in 
and with one another, and they will be resolved again into their own 
roots. 
23) For the nature of matter is resolved into the roots of its own 
nature alone. 
24) He who has ears to hear, let him hear. 
25) Peter said to him, Since you have explained everything to us, tell 
us this also: What is the sin of the world? 
26) The Savior said There is no sin, but it is you who make sin when 
you do the things that are like the nature of adultery, which is called 
sin. 
27) That is why the Good came into your midst, to the essence of 
every nature in order to restore it to its root. 
28) Then He continued and said, That is why you become sick and 
die, for you are deprived of the one who can heal you. 
29) He who has a mind to understand, let him understand. 
30) Matter gave birth to a passion that has no equal, which 
proceeded from something contrary to nature. Then there arises a 
disturbance in its whole body. 
31) That is why I said to you, Be of good courage, and if you are 
discouraged be encouraged in the presence of the different forms 
of nature. 
32) He who has ears to hear, let him hear. 
33) When the Blessed One had said this, He greeted them all,saying, 
Peace be with you. Receive my peace unto yourselves. 
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34) Beware that no one lead you astray saying Lo here or lo there! 
For the Son of Man is within you. 
35) Follow after Him! 
36) Those who seek Him will find Him. 
37) Go then and preach the gospel of the Kingdom. 
38) Do not lay down any rules beyond what I appointed you, and 
do not give a law like the lawgiver lest you be constrained by it. 
39) When He said this He departed. 
 
CHAPTER 5 
 
1) But they were grieved. They wept greatly, saying, How shall we 
go to the Gentiles and preach the gospel of the Kingdom of the Son 
of Man? If they did not spare Him, how will they spare us? 
2) Then Mary stood up, greeted them all, and said to her brethren, 
Do not weep and do not grieve nor be irresolute, for His grace will 
be entirely with you and will protect you. 
3) But rather, let us praise His greatness, for He has prepared us and 
made us into Men. 
4) When Mary said this, she turned their hearts to the Good, and 
they began to discuss the words of the Savior. 
5) Peter said to Mary, Sister we know that the Savior loved you more 
than the rest of woman. 
6) Tell us the words of the Savior which you remember which you 
know, but we do not, nor have we heard them. 
7) Mary answered and said, What is hidden from you I will proclaim 
to you. 
8) And she began to speak to them these words: I, she said, I saw the 
Lord in a vision and I said to Him, Lord I saw you today in a vision. 
He answered and said to me, 
9) Blessed are you that you did not waver at the sight of Me. For 
where the mind is there is the treasure. 
10) I said to Him, Lord, how does he who sees the vision see it, 
through the soul or through the spirit? 
11) The Savior answered and said, He does not see through the soul 
nor through the spirit, but the mind that is between the two that is 
what sees the vision and it is [...] 
 
CHAPTER 8 
 
. . . it. 
10) And desire said, I did not see you descending, but now I see you 
ascending. Why do you lie since you belong to me? 
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11) The soul answered and said, I saw you. You did not see me nor 
recognize me. I served you as a garment and you did not know me. 
12) When it said this, it (the soul) went away rejoicing greatly. 
13) Again it came to the third power, which is called ignorance. 
14) The power questioned the soul, saying, Where are you going? In 
wickedness are you bound. But you are bound; do not judge! 
15) And the soul said, Why do you judge me, although I have not 
judged? 
16) I was bound, though I have not bound. 
17) I was not recognized. But I have recognized that the All is being 
dissolved, both the earthly things and the heavenly. 
18) When the soul had overcome the third power, it went upwards 
and saw the fourth power, which took seven forms. 
19) The first form is darkness, the second desire, the third 
ignorance, the fourth is the excitement of death, the fifth is the 
kingdom of the flesh, the sixth is the foolish wisdom of flesh, the 
seventh is the wrathful wisdom. These are the seven powers of 
wrath. 
20) They asked the soul, Whence do you come slayer of men, or 
where are you going, conqueror of space? 
21) The soul answered and said, What binds me has been slain, and 
what turns me about has been overcome, 
22) and my desire has been ended, and ignorance has died. 
23) In a aeon I was released from a world, and in a Type from a type, 
and from the fetter of oblivion which is transient. 
24) From this time on will I attain to the rest of the time, of the 
season, of the aeon, in silence. 
 
CHAPTER 9 
 
1) When Mary had said this, she fell silent, since it was to this point 
that the Savior had spoken with her. 
2) But Andrew answered and said to the brethren, Say what you 
wish to say about what she has said. I at least do not believe that the 
Savior said this. For certainly these teachings are strange ideas. 
3) Peter answered and spoke concerning these same things. 
4) He questioned them about the Savior: Did He really speak 
privately with a woman and not openly to us? Are we to turn about 
and all listen to her? Did He prefer her to us? 
5) Then Mary wept and said to Peter, My brother Peter, what do you 
think? Do you think that I have thought this up myself in my heart, 
or that I am lying about the Savior? 
6) Levi answered and said to Peter, Peter you have always been hot 
tempered. 
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7) Now I see you contending against the woman like the adversaries. 
8) But if the Savior made her worthy, who are you indeed to reject 
her? Surely the Savior knows her very well. 
9) That is why He loved her more than us. Rather let us be ashamed 
and put on the perfect Man, and separate as He commanded us and 
preach the gospel, not laying down any other rule or other law 
beyond what the Savior said. 
10) And when they heard this they began to go forth to proclaim 
and to preach. 

 
The Gospel of Mary 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Encompassing All. The “roundel”, or circular drawing, was not 
uncommon. 
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The Gospel of Judas 
Codex Tchacos 
Trans. Mattison 
 

 
INTRODUCTION 
 

33 This is the secret message of judgment Jesus spoke with Judas 
Iscariot over a period of eight days, three days before he celebrated 
Passover. 

When he appeared on earth, he did signs and great wonders for 
the salvation of humanity. Some [walked] in the way of 
righteousness, but others walked in their transgression, so the 
twelve disciples were called. He started to tell them about the 
mysteries beyond the world and what would happen at the end. 
Often he didn't reveal himself to his disciples, but you'd find him in 
their midst as a child. 

  
JESUS CRITICIZES THE DISCIPLES 

 
One day he was with his disciples in Judea. He found them 

sitting together practicing their piety. When he [came up to] his 
disciples 34 sitting together praying over the bread, [he] laughed. 

The disciples said to him, "Master, why are you laughing at [our] 
prayer? What have we done? [This] is what's right." 

He answered and said to them, "I'm not laughing at you. You're 
not doing this because you want to, but because through this your 
God [will be] praised." 

They said, "Master, you […] are the Son of our God!" 
Jesus said to them, "How do [you] know me? Truly [I] say to you, 

no generation of the people among you will know me." 
When his disciples heard this, [they] started to get angry and 

furious and started to curse him in their hearts. 
But when Jesus noticed their ignorance, [he said] to them, "Why 

are you letting your anger trouble you? Has your God within you 
and [his stars] 35 become angry with your souls? If any of you is 
[strong enough] among humans to bring out the perfect Humanity, 
stand up and face me." 

All of them said, "We're strong enough." But their spirits weren't 
brave enough to stand before [him] – except Judas Iscariot. He was 
able to stand before him, but he couldn't look him in the eye, so he 
looked away. 
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Judas [said] to him, "I know who you are and where you've come 
from. You've come from the immortal realm of Barbelo, and I'm 
not worthy to utter the name of the one who's sent you." 

Then Jesus, knowing that he was thinking about what's exalted, 
said to him, "Come away from the others and I'll tell you the 
mysteries of the kingdom. Not so that you'll go there, but you'll 
grieve much 36 because someone else will replace you to complete 
the twelve [elements] before their God." 

Judas said to him, "When will you tell me these things, and when 
will the great day of light dawn for the generation […]?" 

But when he said these things, Jesus left him. 
  

ANOTHER GENERATION 
 
The next morning, he appeared to his disciples. [And] they said 

to him, "Master, where did [you] go and what did you do when you 
left us?" 

Jesus said to them, "I went to another great and holy generation." 
His disciples said to him, "Lord, what great generation is better 

and holier than us, that's not in these realms?" 
Now when Jesus heard this, he laughed. He said to them, "Why 

are you wondering in your hearts about the strong and holy 
generation? 37 Truly I say to you, no one born [of] this realm will 
see that [generation], no army of angels from the stars will rule over 
it, and no person of mortal birth will be able to join it, because that 
generation doesn't come from […] that has become […] the 
generation of the people among [them] is from the generation of 
the great people […] the powerful authorities who […] nor the powers 
[…] those by which you rule." 

When his disciples heard these things, they were each troubled 
in their spirit. They couldn't say a thing. 

  
THE DISCIPLES' VISION 
 

Another day Jesus came up to them. They said to him, "Master, 
we've seen you in a dream, because we had great [dreams last] 
night." 

But Jesus said, "Why […] hidden yourselves?" 
38 And they [said, "We saw] a great [house, with a great] altar [in 

it, and] twelve people – we'd say they were priests – and a name. 
And a crowd of people was waiting at the altar [until] the priests 
[finished receiving] the offerings. We kept waiting too." 

[Jesus said], "What were they like?" 
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And they said, "[Some] fast [for] two weeks. Others sacrifice 
their own children; others their wives, praising and humbling 
themselves among each other. Others sleep with men; others 
murder; yet others commit many sins and do criminal things. [And] 
the people standing [before] the altar invoke your [name]! 39 And 
in all their sacrificing, they fill the [altar] with their offerings." When 
they said this, [they] fell silent because they were troubled. 

Jesus said to them, "Why are you troubled? Truly I say to you, 
all the priests standing before that altar invoke my name. And 
[again], I say to you, my name has been written on this [house] of 
the generations of the stars by the human generations. [And they] 
have shamefully planted fruitless trees in my name." Jesus said to 
them, "You're the ones receiving the offerings on the altar you've 
seen. That's the God you serve, and you're the twelve people you've 
seen. And the animals you saw brought in to be sacrificed are the 
crowd you lead astray 40 before that altar. [Your minister] will stand 
up and use my name like that, and [the] generations of the pious 
will be loyal to him. After him, another person will present [those 
who sleep around], and another those who murder children, and 
another those who sleep with men, and those who fast, and the rest 
of impurity, crime, and error. And those who say, 'We're equal to 
the angels' – they're the stars that finish everything. It's been said to 
the human generations, 'Look, God has accepted your sacrifice 
from the hands of priests,' that is, the minister of error. But the Lord 
who commands is the Lord over everything. On the last day, they'll 
be found guilty." 

41 Jesus said [to them], "Stop [sacrificing animals]. You've 
[offered them] over the altar, over your stars with your angels 
where they've already been completed. So let them become […] with 
you and let them [become] clear." 

His disciples [said to him], "Cleanse us from our [sins] that we've 
committed through the deceit of the angels." 

Jesus said to them, "It's not possible […], nor [can] a fountain 
quench the fire of the entire inhabited world. Nor can a [city's] well 
satisfy all the generations, except the great, stable one. A single lamp 
won't illuminate all the realms, except the second generation, nor 
can a baker feed all creation 42 under [heaven]." 

And [when the disciples heard] these [things], they said to [him], 
"Master, help us and save us!" 

Jesus said to them, "Stop struggling against me. Each one of you 
has his own star, [and …] of the stars will […] what belongs to it […] I 
wasn't sent to the corruptible generation, but to the strong and 
incorruptible generation, because no enemy has ruled [over] that 
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generation, nor any of the stars. Truly I say to you, the pillar of fire 
will fall quickly and that generation won't be moved by the stars." 

  
JESUS AND JUDAS 
 

And when Jesus [said] these things, he left, [taking] Judas Iscariot 
with him. He said to him, "The water on the exalted mountain is 
[from] 43 […] it didn't come to [water … the well] of the tree of [the 
fruit …] of this realm […] after a time […], but came to water God's 
paradise and the enduring [fruit], because [it] won't corrupt that 
generation's [walk of life], but [it will exist] for all eternity." 

Judas said to [him, "Tell] me, what kind of fruit does this 
generation have?" 

Jesus said, "The souls of every human generation will die; 
however, when these people have completed the time in the 
kingdom and the spirit leaves them, their bodies will die but their 
souls will live, and they'll be taken up." 

Judas said, "What will the rest of the human generations do?" 
Jesus said, "It's not possible 44 to sow on [rock] and harvest its 

fruit. In the same way, it's [not possible to sow on] the [defiled] race 
along with the perishable wisdom [and] the hand which created 
mortal humans so that their souls may go up to the realms above. 
[Truly] I say to you, [no ruler], angel, [or] power will be able to see 
the [places] that [this great], holy generation [will see]." When Jesus 
said this, he left. 

Judas said, "Master, just as you've listened to all of them, now 
listen to me too, because I've seen a great vision." 

But Jesus laughed when he heard this. He said to him, "Why are 
you all worked up, you thirteenth demon? But speak up, and I'll bear 
with you." 

Judas said to him, "In the vision, I saw myself. The twelve 
disciples are stoning me and 45 chasing [me rapidly]. And I also 
came to the place where [I had followed] you. I saw [a house in this 
place], and my eyes couldn't [measure] its size. Great people 
surrounded it, and that house had a roof of greenery. In the middle 
of the house was [a crowd …]. Master, take me in with these people!" 

[Jesus] answered and said, "Your star has led you astray, Judas," 
and that "no person of mortal birth is worthy to enter the house 
you've seen, because that place is reserved for those who are holy. 
Neither the sun nor the moon will rule there, nor the day, but those 
who are holy will always stand in the realm with the holy angels. 
Look, I've told you the mysteries of the kingdom 46 and I've taught 
you about the error of the stars and […] sent [on high] over the 
twelve realms." 
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Judas said, "Master, surely my seed doesn't dominate the rulers, 
does it?" 

Jesus answered and said to him, "Come, let me [tell] you [about 
the holy generation. Not so that you'll go there], but you'll grieve 
much when you see the kingdom and all its generation." 

When Judas heard this, he said to him, "What good has it done 
me that you've separated me from that generation?" 

Jesus answered and said, "You'll become the thirteenth, and will 
be cursed by the other generations and will rule over them. In the 
last days they'll […] to you and you won't go up 47 to the holy 
generation." 

  
JESUS REVEALS EVERYTHING TO JUDAS 
 

Jesus said, "[Come] and I'll teach you about the [mysteries that 
no] human [will] see, because there exists a great and boundless 
realm whose horizons no angelic generation has seen, [in] which is 
a [great] invisible Spirit, which no [angelic] eye has ever seen, no 
heart has ever comprehended, and it's never been called by any 
name. 

"And a luminous cloud appeared there. And he (the Spirit) said, 
'Let an angel come into being to attend me.' And a great angel, the 
Self-Begotten, the God of the Light, emerged from the cloud. And 
because of him, another four angels came into being from another 
cloud, and they attended the angelic Self-Begotten. And said 48 the 
[Self-Begotten], 'Let [a realm] come into being,' and it came into 
being [just as he said]. And he [created] the first luminary to rule 
over it. And he said, 'Let angels come into being to serve [it,' and 
myriads] without number came into being. And he said, '[Let a] 
luminous realm come into being,' and it came into being. He 
created the second luminary to rule over it, along with myriads of 
angels without number to offer service. And that's how he created 
the rest of the realms of light. And he made them to be ruled, and 
created for them myriads of angels without number to assist them. 

"And Adamas was in the first cloud of light that no angel could 
ever see among all those called 'God.' 49 And [Adamas begat Seth 
in] that [place after the] image [of …] and after the likeness of [this] 
angel. He made the incorruptible [generation] of Seth appear to the 
twelve androgynous [luminaries. And then] he made seventy-two 
luminaries appear in the incorruptible generation according to the 
Spirit's will. Then the seventy-two luminaries themselves made 
three hundred sixty luminaries appear in the incorruptible 
generation according to the Spirit's will so that there'd be five for 
each. And the twelve realms of the twelve luminaries make up their 
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father, with six heavens for each realm so there are seventy-two 
heavens for the seventy-two luminaries, and for each one 50 [of 
them five] firmaments [for a total of] three hundred sixty 
[firmaments. They] were given authority and a [great] army of 
angels without number for honor and service, along with virgin 
spirits [too] for the honor and [service] of all the realms and the 
heavens with their firmaments. 

"Now the crowd of those immortals is called 'cosmos' – that is, 
'perishable' – by the father and the seventy-two luminaries with the 
Self-Begotten and his seventy-two realms. That's where the first 
human appeared with his incorruptible powers. In the realm that 
appeared with his generation is the cloud of knowledge and the 
angel who's called 51 [Eleleth …] After these things [Eleleth] said, 'Let 
twelve angels come into being [to] rule over Chaos and [Hades]. And 
look, from the cloud there appeared an [angel] whose face flashed 
with [fire] and whose likeness was [defiled] by blood. His name was 
Nebro, which means 'Rebel.' Others call him Yaldabaoth. And 
another angel, Saklas, came from the cloud too. So Nebro created 
six angels – and Saklas (did too) – to be assistants. They brought out 
twelve angels in the heavens, with each of them receiving a portion 
in the heavens. 

"And the twelve rulers spoke with the twelve angels: 'Let each of 
you 52 […] and let them […] generation [… five] angels: 

The first [is Yaoth], who's called 'the Good One.' 
The second is Harmathoth, [the eye of fire]. 
The [third] is Galila. 
The fourth [is] Yobel. 
The fifth is Adonaios. 
"These are the five who ruled over Hades and are the first over 

Chaos. 
"Then Saklas said to his angels, 'Let's create a human being after 

the likeness and the image.' And they fashioned Adam and his wife 
Eve, who in the cloud is called 'Life,' because by this name all the 
generations seek him, and each of them calls her by their names. 
Now Saklas didn't 53 [command …] give birth, except […] among the 
generations […] which this […] and the [angel] said to him, 'Your life 
will last for a limited time, with your children.'" 

Then Judas said to Jesus, "[How] long can a person live?" 
Jesus said, "Why are you amazed that the lifespans of Adam and 

his generation are limited in the place he's received his kingdom 
with his ruler?" 

Judas said to Jesus, "Does the human spirit die?" 
Jesus said, "This is how it is. God commanded Michael to loan 

spirits to people so that they might serve. Then the Great One 
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commanded Gabriel to give spirits to the great generation with no 
king – the spirit along with the soul. So the [rest] of the souls 54 […] 
light [… the] Chaos […] seek [the] spirit within you which you've 
made to live in this flesh from the angelic generations. Then God 
caused knowledge to be brought to Adam and those with him, so 
that the kings of Chaos and Hades might not rule over them." 

[Then] Judas said to Jesus, "So what will those generations do?" 
Jesus said, "Truly I say to you, the stars complete all these things. 

When Saklas completes the time span that's been determined for 
him, their first star will appear with the generations, and they'll 
finish what's been said. Then they'll sleep around in my name, 
murder their children, 55 and [they'll …] evil and […] the realms, 
bringing the generations and presenting them to Saklas. [And] after 
that […] will bring the twelve tribes of [Israel] from […], and the 
[generations] will all serve Saklas, sinning in my name. And your 
star will [rule] over the thirteenth realm." Then Jesus [laughed]. 

[Judas] said, "Master, why [are you laughing at me?" 
Jesus] answered [and said], "I'm not laughing [at you but] at the 

error of the stars, because these six stars go astray with these five 
warriors, and they'll all be destroyed along with their creations." 

Then Judas said to Jesus, "What will those do who've been 
baptized in your name?" 

  
THE BETRAYAL 
 

Jesus said, "Truly I say [to you], this baptism 56 [which they've 
received in] my name […] will destroy the whole generation of the 
earthly Adam. Tomorrow they'll torture the one who bears me. 
Truly I [say] to you, no hand of a mortal human [will fall] upon me. 
Truly [I say] to you, Judas, those who offer sacrifices to Saklas […] 
everything that's evil. But you'll do more than all of them, because 
you'll sacrifice the human who bears me. Your horn has already 
been raised, your anger has been kindled, your star has ascended, 
and your heart has [strayed]. 57 Truly [I say to you], your last [… and] 
the [… the thrones] of the realm have [been defeated], the kings have 
grown weak, the angelic generations have grieved, and the evil [they 
sowed …] is destroyed, [and] the [ruler] is wiped out. [And] then the 
[fruit] of the great generation of Adam will be exalted, because 
before heaven, earth, and the angels, that generation from the 
realms exists. Look, you've been told everything. Lift up your eyes 
and see the cloud with the light in it and the stars around it. And the 
star that leads the way is your star." 

Then Judas looked up and saw the luminous cloud, and he 
entered it. Those standing on the ground heard a voice from the 
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cloud saying, 58 "[ . . . the] great [generation . . . ] and [ . . . ]." And 
Judas didn't see Jesus anymore. 

Immediately there was a disturbance among [the] Jews, more 
than […] Their high priests grumbled because he'd gone into the 
guest room to pray. But some scribes were there watching closely 
so they could arrest him during his prayer, because they were afraid 
of the people, since they all regarded him as a prophet. 

And they approached Judas and said to him, "What are you 
doing here? Aren't you Jesus' disciple?" 

Then he answered them as they wished. Then Judas received 
some money and handed him over to them. 

  
The Gospel of Judas 
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Folklore 
 

 

The Green Children of Woolpit 
Historia rerum Anglicarum 
William of Newburgh 
Trans. Stevenson, 1861 

 
Nor does it seem right to pass over an unheard-of prodigy, 

which, as is well known, took place in England during the reign of 
king Stephen. Though it is asserted by many, yet I have long been 
in doubt concerning the matter, and deemed it ridiculous to give 
credit to a circumstance supported on no rational foundation, or at 
least one of a very mysterious character; yet, at length I was so 
overwhelmed by the weight of so many and such competent 
witnesses, that I have been compelled to believe, and wonder over 
a matter, which I was unable to comprehend, or unravel, by any 
powers of intellect. 

In East Anglia there is a village, distant, as it is said, four or five 
miles from the noble monastery of the blessed king and martyr, 
Edmund; near this place are seen some very ancient cavities, called 
"Wolfpittes," that is, in English, "Pits for wolves," and which give 
their name to the adjacent village. During harvest, while the reapers 
were employed in gathering in the produce of the fields, two 
children, a boy and a girl, completely green in their persons, and 
clad in garments of a strange color, and unknown materials, 
emerged from these excavations. While wandering through the 
fields in astonishment, they were seized by the reapers, and 
conducted to the village, and many persons coming to see so novel 
a sight, they were kept some days without food. But, when they 
were nearly exhausted with hunger, and yet could relish no species 
of support which was offered to them, it happened, that some beans 
were brought in from the field, which they immediately seized with 
avidity, and examined the stalk for the pulse, but not finding it in 
the hollow of the stalk, they wept bitterly. Upon this, one of the 
bystanders, taking the beans from the pods, offered them to the 
children, who seized them directly, and ate them with pleasure. By 
this food they were supported for many months, until they learnt 
the use of bread. 
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At length, by degrees, they changed their original color, through 
the natural effect of our food, and became like ourselves, and also 
learnt our language. It seemed fitting to certain, discreet persons 
that they should receive the sacrament of baptism, which was 
administered accordingly. The boy, who appeared to be the 
younger, surviving his baptism but a little time, died prematurely; 
his sister, however, continued in good health, and differed not in 
the least from the women of our own country. Afterwards, as it is 
reported, she was married at Lynne, and was living a few years 
since, at least, so they say. 

Moreover, after they had acquired our language, on being asked 
who and whence they were, they are said to have replied, "We are 
inhabitants of the land of St. Martin, who is regarded with peculiar 
veneration in the country which gave us birth." Being further asked 
where that land was, and how they came thence hither, they 
answered, "We are ignorant of both those circumstances; we only 
remember this, that on a certain day, when we were feeding our 
father's flocks in the fields, we heard a great sound, such as we are 
now accustomed to hear at St. Edmund's, when the bells are 
chiming; and whilst listening to the sound in admiration, we 
became on a sudden, as it were, entranced, and found ourselves 
among you in the fields where you were reaping." Being questioned 
whether in that land they believed in Christ, or whether the sun 
arose, they replied that the country was Christian, and possessed 
churches; but said they, "The sun does not rise upon our 
countrymen; our land is little cheered by its beams; we are 
contented with that twilight, which, among you, precedes the sun-
rise, or follows the sunset. Moreover, a certain luminous country is 
seen, not far distant from ours, and divided from it by a very 
considerable river." These, and many other matters, too numerous 
to particularize, they are said to have recounted to curious 
inquirers. Let every one say as he pleases, and reason on such 
matters according to his abilities; I feel no regret at having recorded 
an event so prodigious and miraculous.
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The Pardoner’s Tale 
The Canterbury Tales 
Chaucer 
Trans. NeCastro 
 
SARTORI: Chaucer came later, of course. But were these stories older? 
 

 
Here begins the Pardoner’s Tale. 
 
 Once there dwelt in Flanders a company of young people who 

made a habit of folly, such as debauchery, gambling, brothels, and 
taverns, where with harps, lutes and citterns they danced and played 
at dice day and night, and ate and drank more than they could, 
through which they did the Devil’s sacrifice in wicked fashion by 
unnatural excess within the Devil’s temple.  

 These three rioters of whom I speak, long before any bell had 
rung for prime[21], were sitting in a tavern to drink. And as they sat, 
they heard a bell tinkle that was carried before a corpse to his grave. 
One of them called to his servant, “Go quickly,” he said, “and ask 
without delay what corpse passed by here, and see that you report 
his name correctly.”  

 “Sir,” said the boy, “there is no need. It was told to me two hours 
before you came here; he was an old friend of yours, by God, and 
he was slain suddenly in the night, as he sat very drunk on his bench. 
A stealthy thief that men call Death, who slays all the people in this 
country-side, came with his spear and struck his heart in two, and 
went his way without a word. He has slain a thousand in this 
pestilence; and master, before you come before him, it seems to me 
that you would be best if you were wary of such an adversary. Be 
ready to meet him at all times; my mother taught me this. I can say 
no more.  

 “The child speaks the truth, by Blessed Mary,” said the tavern-
keeper, “for over a mile from here, in a large village, he has slain 
both man and woman, child, servant, and page. I believe his 
habitation to be there. It would be a bit of great wisdom to be 
forewarned before he does him great dishonor.”  

 “Yes, by God’s arms!” said this reveler, “Is it really such peril to 
meet with him? I vow to God’s bones I will seek to meet him in the 
highways and the byways. Listen, friends, we three are all one in 
this; let each of us hold up his hand and become the others’ brother, 
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and slay this false traitor Death. He shall be slain before night that 
slays so many, by God’s dignity!”  

 These three pledged their word together, each to live and die 
for the rest as if he were their sworn brother, and up they all started 
in this drunken fury, and forth they went toward that village of 
which the tavern-keeper had spoken; and they swore many grisly 
oaths, and Christ’s blessed body they rent to pieces–Death shall be 
dead if they can catch him!  

 When they had gone only a little way, just as they were climbing 
over a fence, an old and poor man met them, and greeted them 
meekly, and said, “Now, gentle people, God be with you!”  

 The proudest of these three revelers answered, “What, churl, 
bad luck to you! Why are you completely wrapped up except your 
face? Why live you so long to such a great age?”  

 This old man began to peer into his face, and said, “Because I 
cannot find a man, even if I should walk from here to India, in city 
or in village, who will exchange his youth for my age. And therefore 
I must keep my old age as long as it is God’s will. Alas, death will not 
take me! Thus I walk, a restless wretch, and thus day and night I 
knock with my staff upon the ground, which is my mother’s gate, 
and say, “Dear mother, let me in. Lo, how I vanish away, flesh and 
skin and blood! Alas, when shall my bones be at peace? Mother, I 
would exchange my treasure chest with you, which has been long 
time in my chamber, yes, for a hair-cloth shroud to wrap myself 
in!” But still she will not do me that favor; wherefore my face is pale 
and withered.  

 But sirs, it is not a courteous thing to speak rudely to an old 
man, unless he should trespass in act or word. You may read 
yourselves in Holy Scripture, “Before an old hoary head man you 
shall arise.” For this reason I counsel you, do no harm now to an old 
man, no more than you would like it to be done to you in your old 
age, if you remain so long. And now God be with you, wherever you 
may walk or ride; I must go where I have to go.  

 “Nay, old churl, not so fast, by God,” said this second gambler 
without delay. “By St. John, you shall not depart so easily! You spoke 
just now of that traitor Death who slays all our friends in this 
country-side. By my word, you are his spy! Tell where he is, or, by 
God and the Holy Sacrament, you shall pay for it. Truly you are in 
conspiracy with him to slay us young people, false thief.”  

 “Now sirs,” he said, “if you are so glad to find Death, turn up this 
crooked path; for by my faith I left him in that grove under a tree, 
and there he will wait, and for all your boasting will he hide. Do you 
see that oak? There you shall find him. May God, Who redeemed 
mankind, save you and amend you!” Thus spoke this old creature.  
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Murder and Martyrdom. A violent death often marked the climax of 
a saint’s story, not the end. The denouement covered posthumous 

miracles and relics. 
 
 And each of these revelers ran until he came to that tree, and 

there they found nearly eight bushels, as it seemed to them, of 
florins coined of fine round gold. They no longer sought then after 
Death, but each was so glad at the sight, for the florins were so 
beautiful and bright, that they sat themselves down by this precious 
hoard.  

 The worst of them spoke the first word. “Brethren,” he said, 
“heed what I say; though I jest often and make sport, I have a good 
mind. Now Fortune has given us this treasure so that we may live 
the rest of our lives in mirth and jollity, and as easily as it comes, so 
too we will spend it. Ah! God’s precious dignity! Who would have 
thought today that we should have so wonderful a grace! Could this 
gold be but carried from here to my house or else to yours–for you 
know well all this gold is ours–then would we be in great joy. But 
truly it may not be done during the day. People would call us harsh 
thieves and hang us for our own treasure. It must be carried by 
night, as wisely and slyly as can be. Therefore I advise that we draw 
straws among us all, and he that draws the shortest shall run with a 
happy heart to the town and do so quickly, and secretly bring us 
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wine and bread. And two of us shall secretly guard this treasure, and 
at night, if he does not delay, we will carry it where we all agree is 
safest.”  

 One of them brought the straws in his fist and told them to 
draw, and see where the lot would fall. It fell to the youngest of them 
and he went forth without delay toward the town. As soon as he was 
gone, the second said to the third, “You well know you are my sworn 
brother, and now I will tell you something to your advantage. Here 
is a great abundance of gold to divide among the three of us; and 
you know well our friend is gone. Now if I can plan it so that it will 
be divided among the two of us, will I not have done you a friendly 
turn?”  

 “I do not know how that can be,” the other answered. “He knows 
the gold is left with us two. What shall we do? What shall we say to 
him?”  

 “Shall it be a secret?” said the first villain. “I shall tell you in few 
words what we shall do to carry it out successfully.”  

 “I agree,” said the other, “not to betray you, by my word.”  
 “Now,” said the first, “you know well we are two and that two 

shall be stronger than one. See to it that when he is set down; you 
will arise and scuffle with him as in sport, and I will pierce him 
through the two sides, and you will see to it that you do the same 
with your dagger. And then shall all this gold be shared between you 
and me, dear friend. Then may we both fulfill all our desires, and 
play at dice at our own pleasure.” And thus were these two villains 
agreed to slay the third, as you have heard me say.  

 The youngest, going to the town, turns over and over in his 
heart the beauty of those bright new florins. “O Lord,” he said, “if 
only I could have all this treasure to myself, no man living under 
God’s throne should live as merry as I!” And at last the fiend, our 
enemy, put it into his mind to buy poison with which to slay his two 
friends; for the fiend found him in such a way of life that he had 
permission to bring him to ruin, for utterly his full purpose was to 
slay them both and never to repent. And he went forth without 
delay into the town to an apothecary, and asked him to sell him 
some poison so that he might kill his rats; and there was a pole-cat 
in his yard, he said, which had killed his capons, and he would gladly 
avenge him upon the pests that ruined him by night.  

 “And you shall have such a thing,” answered the apothecary, 
“that, so may God save my soul, no creature in all this world who 
can eat or drink the amount of a grain of wheat of this compound 
without dying immediately. Yes, he shall die, and will do so in less 
time than you can walk a mile, this poison is so violent.”  
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 This cursed man gripped the box of poison in his hand, and 
then ran into the next street to a shop and borrowed three large 
bottles. Into two of them he poured his poison, but the third he kept 
clean for his own drink, for he planned to labor all night long 
carrying away the gold. And when this reveler (may the Devil take 
him!) had filled his three great bottles with wine, he returned again 
to his friends.  

 What need to describe it more? For just as they had planned his 
death, even so they slew him, and did so quickly. When this was 
done, one of the two said, “Now let us sit and drink and make merry, 
and then we will bury his body.”  

 And with that word he happened to take one of the bottles 
where the poison was, and he drank and gave his friend a drink also. 
Therefore, they both died soon. And surely Avicennanever wrote in 
any canon or any chapter more wondrous signs of poisoning than 
these two wretches showed before they died. Thus these two 
murderers met their end, and the false poisoner also.  

 
Here is ended the Pardoner’s Tale. 
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The Black Shuck  
ASC 
 

Let no man think lightly of the marvel that we are about to relate 
as a truth, for it was full well known over all the country. It is this; 
that as soon as he came there, it was on the Sunday, when men sing 
"Exurge quare O Domine;" several persons saw and heard many 
hunters hunting.—These hunters were black, and large, and loathly, 
and their hounds were all black, with wide eyes, and ugly, and they 
rode on black horses and on black bucks. This was seen in the very 
deer-park of the town of Peterborough, and in all the woods from 
the same town to Stamford; and the monks heard the blasts of the 
horns which they blew in the night. Men of truth kept in the night 
their watch on them, and said that there might well be about twenty 
or thirty horn-blowers. This was seen and heard from the time that 
the abbat came thither, all that Lent, until Easter. Such was his 
entrance, of his exit we can say nothing yet: God knoweth it. 
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The Rollright Stones 
The Roll-Right Stones and their Folk-Lore  
Arthur J. Evans M. A. F. S. A., 1895 
 

These circle stones at Rollright cannot be counted. Men have 
come from a distance and tried over and over again to reckon up 
their number, but they never could count them twice the same. A 
baker once swore that he would count the stones. So he baked a 
quantity of penny loaves and set a loaf on every stone, but when he 
tried to count his loaves he could not reckon up the number rightly, 
for he always found one stone without a loaf, and however often he 
laid them on there was always one missing. “The man will never live 
who shall count the stones three times and find the number the 
same.” 

 
 

 
 

God’s Green Earth. Decorative floral motifs and scrollwork can be 
seen in many stained glass windows. 
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The Mari Llwd 
J. Evans' A Tour through Part of North Wales, in the year 1798, and at 
Other Times. 

 
Another very singular custom, I never could learn the rationale 

of is, that of a man on new year’s day, dressing himself in blankets 
and other trappings, with a factititious head like a horse, and a party 
attending him, knocking for admittance, this obtained, he runs 
about the room with an uncommon frightful noise, which the 
company quit in real or pretended fight; they soon recover, and by 
reciting a verse of some ancient cowydd, or, in default, paying a 
small gratuity, they gain admission. A similar custion is prevalent in 
the Highlands. [From other sources] we find it was a practice of 
Heathenism. 
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Ghosts of Tamworth Castle 
As related by the Friends of Tamworth Castle and Museum 
 
SARTORI: A busy place is Tamworth Castle. I find myself wondering just how St. Edith 
managed to keep her crozier if she was expelled. But then miracles never do cease for 
English saints. 
 
The White Lady 

 
The White Lady is said to have been captured and locked in the 

Tower of Tamworth Castle by the wicked Sir Tarquin. But after a 
while she fell in love with him and is said to walk the battlements 
and terrace around the castle, weeping over her lover who was slain 
in the Lady Meadows below the Castle by the noble Sir Lancelot du 
Lac, who came to Tamworth to rescue her. 

Legend has it that the White Lady's ghost can still be seen 
walking the Battlements and her cries can be heard on the wind.… 
 

 
The Black Lady - St. Editha 

 
The Black Lady is allegedly the ghost is of a nun called Editha 

who founded her order in the 9th century, her nuns were said to 
have been expelled from a nearby Convent at Polesworth by Robert 
de Marmion, the first Baron when he took possession of lands and 
the castle given to him by William I. The angry prayers of the nuns 
were said to have called Editha from her grave. 

One night in 1139 after a lavish banquet, the 3rd Baron Marmion 
saw a vision of St. Editha, who prophesied that unless the nuns were 
restored to Polesworth, the Baron would meet an untimely death. 
Just before she vanished the vision smote the Baron on the side with 
the point of her crosier, the wound was so terrible that Marmion's 
cries awoke the whole Castle. Seeing him so tormented with pain 
his friends advised him to confess himself to a priest and restore the 
nuns to the abbey. His pain only ceased when this vow was taken 
and the nuns returned to Polesworth. 

Some believe she still walks the castle and has been seen on the 
staircase and in the bedroom. 
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The Banshee 
Ancient legends, mystic charms, and superstitions of Ireland 
Lady Wilder, 1887 

 
 
The Banshee means, especially, the woman of the fairy race, 

from van, "the Woman — the Beautiful"; the same word from which 
comes Venus. Shiloh-Van was one of the names of Buddha — " the 
son of the woman ; " and some writers aver that in the Irish — 
Sullivan (Sulli-van), may be found this ancient name of Buddha.  

As the Leanan-Sidhe was the acknowledged spirit of life, giving 
inspiration to the poet and the musician, so the Ban-Sidhe was the 
spirit of death, the most weird and awful of all the fairy powers.  

But only certain families of historic lineage, or persons gifted 
with music and song, are attended by this spirit; for music and 
poetry are fairy gifts, and the possessors of them show kinship to 
the spirit race — therefore they are watched over by the spirit of 
life, -which is prophecy and inspiration ; and by the spirit of doom, 
which is the revealer of the secrets of death.  

Sometimes the Banshee assumes the form of some sweet 
singing virgin of the family who died young, and has been given the 
mission by the invisible powers to become the harbinger of coming 
doom to her mortal kindred. Or she may be seen at night as a 
shrouded woman, crouched beneath the trees, lamenting with 
veiled face ; or flying past in the moonlight, crying bitterly : and the 
cry of this spirit is mournful beyond all other sounds on earth, and 
betokens certain death to some member of the family when-ever it 
is heard in the silence of the night.  

The Banshee even follows the old race across the ocean and to 
distant lands ; for space and time offer no hindrance to the mystic 
power which is selected and appointed to bear the prophecy of 
death to a family. Of this a well-authenticated instance happened a 
few years ago, and many now living can attest the truth of the 
narrative.  

A branch of the ancient race of the O'Gradys had settled in 
Canada, far removed, apparently, from all the associations, 
traditions, and mysterious influences of the old land of their 
forefathers.  
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But one night a strange and mournful lamentation was heard 
outside the house. No word was uttered, only a bitter cry, as of one 
in deepest agony and sorrow, floated through the air.  

Inquiry was made, but no one had been seen near the house at 
the time, though several persons distinctly heard the weird, 
unearthly cry, and a terror fell upon the household, as if some 
supernatural influence had overshadowed them.  

Next day it so happened that the gentleman and his eldest son 
went out boating. As they did not return, however, at the usual time 
for dinner, some alarm was excited, and messengers were sent 
down to the shore to look for them. But no tidings came until, 
precisely at the exact hour of the night when the spirit-cry had been 
heard the previous evening, a crowd of men were seen approaching 
the house, bearing with them the dead bodies of the father and the 
son, who had both been drowned by the accidental upsetting of the 
boat, within sight of land, but not near enough for any help to reach 
them in time.  

Thus the Ban-Sidhe had fulfilled her mission of doom, after 
which she disappeared, and the cry of the spirit of death was heard 
no more.  

At times the spirit-voice is heard in low and soft lamenting, as if 
close to the window.  

Not long ago an ancient lady of noble lineage was lying near the 
death-hour in her stately castle. One evening, after twilight, she 
suddenly unclosed her eyes and pointed to the window, with a 
happy smile on her face. All present looked in the direction, but 
nothing was visible. They heard, however, the sweetest music, low, 
soft, and spiritual, floating round the house, and at times apparently 
close to the window of the sick-room.  

Many of the attendants thought it was a trick, and went out to 
search the grounds ; but nothing human was seen. Still the wild 
plaintive singing went on, wandering through the trees like the 
night wind — a low, beautiful music that never ceased all through 
the night.  

Next morning the noble lady lay dead ; then the music ceased, 
and the lamentation from that hour was heard no more.  
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Will O’ the Wisp 
British Goblins: Welsh Folk-Lore, Fairy Mythology, 
Legends And Traditions 
Sikes, Wirt. 1880. 

 
The Ellylldan is a species of elf exactly corresponding to the 

English Will-o’-wisp, the Scandinavian Lyktgubhe, and the Breton 
Sand Yan y Tad. The Welsh word dan means fire; dan also means a 
lure; the compound word suggests a luring elf-fire. The Breton 
Sand Yan y Tad (St. John and Father)is a double ignis fatuus fairy, 
carrying at its finger-ends five lights, which spin round like a wheel.  

Like all goblins of this class, the Ellylldan was, of course, seen 
dancing about in marshy grounds, into which it led the belated 
wanderer; but, as a distinguished resident in Wales has wittily said, 
the poor elf ‘is now starved to death, and his breath is taken from 
him; his light is quenched for ever by the improving farmer, who 
has drained the bog; and, instead of the rank decaying vegetation of 
the autumn, where bitterns and snipes delighted to secrete 
themselves, crops of corn and potatoes are grown.’ 

A poetic account by a modern character, called Iolo the Bard, is 
thus condensed: ‘One night, when the moon had gone down, as I 
was sitting on a hill-top, the Ellylldan passed by. I followed it into 
the valley. We crossed plashes of water where the tops of bulrushes 
peeped above, and where the lizards lay silently on the surface, 
looking at us with an unmoved stare. The frogs sat croaking and 
swelling their sides, but ceased as they raised a melancholy eye at 
the Ellylldan. The wild fowl, sleeping with their heads under their 
wings, made a low cackle as we went by. A bittern awoke and rose 
with a scream into the air. I felt the trail of the eels and leeches 
peering about, as I waded through the pools. On a slimy stone a toad 
sat sucking poison from the night air. The Ellylldan glowed bravely 
in the slumbering vapours. It rose airily over the bushes that 
drooped in the ooze. When I lingered or stopped, it waited for me, 
but dwindled gradually away to a speck barely perceptible. But as 
soon as I moved on again, it would shoot up suddenly and glide 
before. A bat came flying round and round us, flapping its wings 
heavily. Screech-owls stared silently at us with their broad eyes. 
Snails and worms crawled about. The fine threads of a spider’s web 
gleamed in the light of the Ellylldan. Suddenly it shot away from 
me, and in the distance joined a ring of its fellows, who went 
dancing slowly round and round in a goblin dance, which sent me 
off to sleep.’ 



104 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 A Face Above the Crowd. Statuary depicting saints is commonplace. 
 
 
 
 



105 

 
 
 

Riddles 
 
 

Anglo-Saxon Riddles of the Exeter Book 
Trans. Baum 1963 

 

1. 

My head is     forged with the hammer, 
hurt with sharp tools,     smoothed by files. 
I take in my mouth     what is set before me 
when girded with rings     I am forced to strike, 
hard against hard,     pierced from behind, 
must draw forth     what protects at midnight 
the heart’s delight     of my own lord. 
Sometimes I turn     backwards my beak, 
when, protector of treasure,     my lord wishes 
to hold the leavings     of those he had driven 
from life by battle-craft     for his own desire.1 

 

2. 

Beautifully made     in many ways 
is this our world,     cunningly adorned. 
I saw a strange thing     singing in a house; 
its shape was more wonderful     than aught among men. 
Its beak was underneath,     its feet and hands birdlike, 
yet fly it cannot     nor walk at all. 
Yet eager for movement     it starts to work 
with various arts.     It often goes around 
again and again     among noble men. 
It sits at the banquet-board,     awaits its turn 

 
1 A key. 
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till comes its time     to display its skill 
among those who are near.     It partakes of nothing 
that the men there     have for their pleasure. 
Brave, eager for glory     it remains dumb, 
yet it has in its foot     beautiful sounds, 
a glorious gift of song.     Wondrous it seems to me 
how this very thing     can play with words 
through its foot beneath     adorned with trappings. 
It has on its neck     when it guards its treasure, 
bare, proud with rings,     its two companions, 
brother and sister.     It’s a great thing surely 
for a wise singer     to think what this is.2 

 

3. 

What good man is     so learned and so clever 
that he can say who drives me     forth on my way? 
When I rise up strong     at times furious, 
I thunder mightily     and again with havoc 
I sweep over the land,     burn the great hall, 
ravage the buildings.     Smoke mounts on high 
dark over the rooftops.     Clamor is everywhere, 
sudden death among men.     When I shake the forest, 
the trees proud in their fruit,     I fell the boles. 
With my roof of water,     by the powers above 
I am driven far and wide     on my avenging path. 
I bear on my back     what once covered the forms 
of the earth-dwellers,     their body and soul 
together in the waters.     Say what covers me 
or what I am called     who bear this burden.3 

 

 
2 A bagpipe. 
3 A storm. 



107 

Gestumblindi's Riddles  
The Saga Of Hervör And Heithrek 
Old Norse Poems, Hollander, 1936 
 

There was a great man in Reithgotaland called Gestumblindi, 
who was not on good terms with King Heithrek. 

In the King's retinue there were seven men whose duty it was to 
decide all the disputes that arose in that country. 

King Heithrek worshipped Frey, and he used to give Frey the 
biggest boar he could find. They regarded it as so sacred that in all 
important cases they used to take the oath on its bristles. It was the 
custom to sacrifice this boar at the 'sacrifice of the herd.' On Yule 
Eve the 'boar of the herd' was led into the hall before the King. Then 
men laid their hands on his bristles and made solemn vows. King 
Heithrek himself made a vow that however deeply a man should 
have wronged him, if he came into his power he should not be 
deprived of the chance of receiving a trial by the King's judges; but 
he should get off scot free if he could propound riddles which the 
King could not answer. But when people tried to ask the King 
riddles, not one was put to him which he could not solve. 

The King sent a message to Gestumblindi bidding him come to 
him on an appointed day; otherwise the King said that he would 
send to fetch him. Neither alternative pleased Gestumblindi, 
because he knew himself to be no match for the King in a contest of 
words; neither did he think he had much to hope from a trial before 
the judges, for his offences were many. On the other hand, he knew 
that if the King had to send men to bring him it would cost him his 
life. Then he proceeded to sacrifice to Othin and to ask his help, 
promising him great offerings. 

One evening a stranger visited Gestumblindi, and said that he 
also was called Gestumblindi. They were so much alike that neither 
could be distinguished from the other. They exchanged clothes, and 
the landowner went into hiding, and everyone thought the stranger 
was the landowner himself. 

This man went to visit the King and greeted him. The King 
looked at him and was silent. 

Gestumblindi said: "I am come, Sire, to make my peace with 
you." 

"Will you stand trial by the judges?" asked the King. 
"Are there no other means of escape?" asked Gestumblindi. 

 
"If," replied the King, "you can ask me riddles which I cannot 

answer, you shall go free." 
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"I am not likely to be able to do that," replied Gestumblindi; "yet 
the alternative is severe." 

"Do you prefer the trial?" asked the King. 
"Nay," said he, "I would rather ask riddles." 
"That is quite in order," said the King, "and much depends on the 

issue. If you can get the better of me you shall marry my daughter 
and none shall gainsay you. Yet I don't imagine you are very clever, 
and it has never yet happened that I have been unable to solve the 
riddles that have been put to me." 

Then a chair was placed for Gestumblindi, and the people began 
to listen eagerly to the words of wisdom. 

Gestumblindi began as follows: 
 
I would that I had that which I had yesterday. Guess O King, 

what that was:—Exhauster of men, retarder of words, yet originator 
of speech. King Heithrek, read me this riddle! 

Heithrek replied: Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I 
have guessed it.—Give him some ale. That is what confounds many 
people's reason. Some are made garrulous by it, but some become 
confused in their speech. 

 
Gestumblindi said: I went from home, I made my way from 

home, I looked upon a road of roads. A road was beneath me, a road 
above and a road on every side. King Heithrek, read me this riddle! 

Heithrek replied: Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I 
have guessed it. You went over a bridge, and the course of the river 
was beneath it, and birds were flying over your head and on either 
side of you; that was their road; you saw a salmon in the river, and 
that was his road. 

 
Gestumblindi said: What was the drink that I had yesterday? It 

was neither wine nor water, mead nor ale, nor any kind of food; and 
yet I went away with my thirst quenched. King Heithrek, read me 
this riddle! 

Heithrek replied: Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I 
have guessed it. You lay in the shade and cooled your lips in dew. 
But if you are the Gestumblindi I took you for, you are a more 
intelligent man than I expected; for I had heard that your 
conversation showed no brains, yet now you are setting to work 
cleverly. 

 
Gestumblindi said: I expect that I shall soon come to grief; yet I 

should like you to listen a while longer. 
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Then he continued: Who is that clanging one who traverses hard 
paths which he has trod before? He kisses very rapidly, has two 
mouths and walks on gold alone. King Heithrek, read me this riddle! 

Heithrek replied: Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I 
have guessed it. That is the goldsmith's hammer, with which gold is 
forged. 
 

Then said Gestumblindi:Two bond-women, fair-haired brides, 
were carrying ale to the store-room. The cask was not turned by 
hands, nor clinched by hammers; and he who made it strutted 
about outside the islands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle! 

Heithrek replied: Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I 
have guessed it. These are eider duck laying their eggs. The eggs are 
not made with hammer or hands, and the hand-maidens put the ale 
into the egg-shell. 
 

Gestumblindi said: Tell me lastly, Heithrek, if you are wiser than 
any other prince, what did Othin whisper in Balder's ear, before he 
was placed upon the pyre? 

The King replied: I am sure it was something scandalous and 
cowardly and thoroughly contemptible. You are the only person 
who knows the words which you spoke, you evil and wretched 
creature. 

 
Then the King drew Tyrfing, and struck at Gestumblindi; but he 

changed himself into a falcon and flew out through the window of 
the hall. And the sword struck the tail of the falcon; and that is why 
it has had a short tail ever since, according to heathen superstition. 
But Othin had now become wroth with the King for striking at him; 
and that night he was slain. 
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Myth 
 

Ga-oh, Spirit of the Winds 
Myths and legends of the New York State Iroquois 
Converse, Harriet Maxwell, 1836-1903 
 

Though of giant proportions, Ga-oh, who governs the winds, is 
confined in the broad north sky. Were Ga-oh free, he would tear 
the heavens into fragments.  

In the ages of his solitary confinement, he does not forget his 
strength, and punishes the winds to subjection when they suddenly 
rear for flight.  

At the entrance of his abode and reined to his hands, are four 
watchers' : the Bear (north wind). Panther (west wind). Moose (east 
wind), and Fawn (south wind).  

When Ga-oh unbinds Bear, it leads its hurricane winter winds to 
Earth; when he loosens Panther, its stealthy west winds creep down 
and follow Earth with their snariing blasts; when Moose is released, 
its east wind meets the Sun and its misty breath floats over the Sun's 
path blinding it with rains, and when Ga-oh unlocks his reins from 
Fawn, its soothing south winds whisper to Earth and she summons 
her Spring, who comes planting the seeds for the summer sunglow.  

Though in his subjugation of the winds it is Ga-oh's duty to 
pacify them, frequently they are influenced by his varying moods. 
When Ga-oh is contented and happy, gentle and invigorating 
breezes fan Earth ; when irritated by his confinement and Ga-oh is 
restless, strong winds agitate the waters and bend the forest trees; 
and when frenzied to mighty throes, Ga-oh becomes vehement, 
ugly blasts go forth, uprooting trees, dashing the streams into 
leaping furies, lifting the sea waters to mountainous waves, and 
devastating the earth.  

Notwithstanding these outbursts, Ga-oh is faithful in 
disciplining the winds to their proper seasons, and guarding Earth 
from the rage of the elements.  

When the north wind blows strong, the Iroquois say, " The Bear 
is prowling in the sky"; if the west wind is violent, " The Panther is 
whining." When the east wind chills with its rain, " The Moose is 
spreading his breath"; and when the south wind wafts soft breezes, 
" The Fawn is returning to its Doe."  
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NAMING THE WINDS  
 

Ga-oh, Spirit of the Winds. Ya-o-gah, the Bear. Da-jo-ji, the 
Panther. O-yan-do-ne, the Moose. Ne-o-ga, the Fawn  

When, in the creation of the earth, Hah-gweh-di-yu limited the 
duties of the powerful Ga-oh to the sky, assigning to him the 
governing of the tempests, he blew a strong blast that shook the 
whole earth to trembling, and summoned his assistants to a council.  

Ga-oh chose his aids from the terrestrial because of their 
knowledge of the earth; and when his reverberating call had ceased 
its thunderous echoes, he opened his north gate wide across the sky 
and called Ya-o-gah, the Bear.  

Lumbering over the mountains as he pushed them from his 
path, Ya-o-gah, the bulky bear, who had battled the boisterous 
winds as he came, took his place at Ga-oh's gate and waited the 
mission of his call. Said Ga-oh, " Ya-o-gah, you are strong, you can 
freeze the waters with your cold breath; in your broad arms you can 
carry the wild tempests, and clasp the whole earth when I bid you 
destroy. I will place you in my far north, there to watch the herd of 
my winter winds when I loose them in the sky. You shall be North 
Wind. Enter your home." And the bear lowered his head for the 
leash with which Ga-oh bound him, and submis- sively took his 
place in the north sky.  

In a gentler voice Ga-oh called Ne-o-ga, the Fawn, and a soft 
breeze as of the summer, crept over the sky ; the air grew fragrant 
with the odor of flowers, and there were voices as of babbling 
brooks telling the secrets of the summer to the tune of birds, as Ne-
o-ga came proudly hfting her head.  

Said Ga-oh, " You walk with the summer sun, and know all its 
paths ; you are gentle, and kind as the sunbeam, and will rule my 
flock of the summer winds in peace. You shall be the South Wind. 
Bend your head while I leash you to the sky, for you are swift. and 
might return from me to the earth." And the gentle fawn followed 
Ga-oh to his great gate which opens the south sky.  

Again Ga-oh trumpeted a shrill blast, and all the sky seemed 
threatening; an ugly darkness crept into the clouds that sent them 
whirling in circles of confusion; a quarrelsome, shrieking voice 
snarled through the air, and with a sound as of great claws tearing 
the heavens into rifts, Da-jo-ji, the Panther, sprang to the gate.  

Said Ga-oh, " You are ugly, and fierce, and can fight the strong 
storms; you can climb the high mountains, and tear down the 
forests; you can carry the whirlwind on your strong back, and toss 
the great sea waves high in the air, and snarl at the tempests if they 
stray from my gate. You shall be the West Wind. Go to the west sky, 
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where even the Sun will hurry to hide when you howl your warning 
to the night." And Da-jo-ji, dragging his leash as he stealthily crept 
along, followed Ga-oh to the furthermost west sky .  

Yet Ga-oh rested not. The earth was fiat, and in each of its four 
corners he must have an assistant. One corner yet remained, and 
again Ga-oh's strong blast shook the earth. And there arose a moan 
like the calling of a lost mate, the sky shivered in a cold rain, the 
whole earth clouded in mist, a crackling sound as of great horns 
crashing through the forest trees dinned the air, and O-yan- do-ne, 
the Moose, stood stamping his hoofs at the gate.  

Said Ga-oh, as he strung a strong leash around his neck, " Your 
breath blows the mist, and can lead the cold rains; your horns 
spread wide, and can push back the forests to widen the path for my 
storms as with jrour swift hoofs you race with my winds. You shall 
be the East Wind, and blow your breath to chill the young clouds as 
they float through the sky." And, said Ga-oh, as he led him to the 
east sky, " Here you shall dwell forevermore."  

Thus, with his assistants, does Ga-oh control his storms. And 
although he must ever remain in his sky lodge, his will is supreme, 
and his faithful assistants will obey! 
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The Thirteen Treasures of the Island of Britain 
Trioedd Ynys Prydein 
Trans. and ed. by Rachel Bromwich. Cardiff: UWP, 1961. 
 

 
Dyrnwyn, gleddyf Rhydderch Hael: White-Hilt, the Sword of 
Rhydderch the Generous: if a well-born man drew it himself, it 
burst into flame from its hilt to its tip. And everyone who used to 
ask for it would receive; but because of this peculiarity everyone 
used to reject it. And therefore he was called Rhydderch the 
Generous. 

 
Mwys Gwyddno Garanir: The Hamper of Gwyddno Long-Shank: 
food for one man would be put in it, and when it was opened, food 
for a hundred men would be found in it. 

 
Korn Bran Galed o'r Gogledd : The Horn of Bran from the North: 
whatever drink might be wished for was found in it. <marginalia: 
The Horn of Bran was one of the Thirteen Royal Treasures of the 
Island of Britain. And Myrddin came there to ask for those treasures 
of everyone who had them; and everyone agreed that if he should 
obtain the Horn of Bran he should obtain theirs from them, 
supposing that he would never get the Horn. And nevertheless 
Myrddin obtained the Horn, and after that he obtained them all, 
and went with them to the Glass House, and they (i.e. the Treasures) 
remain there for ever. Hercules obtained the Horn of Bran the 
Niggard from the head of the centaur after he was 'slain. And then 
the wife of the Centaur wetted Hercules' shirt in the blood of the 
centaur, and when Hercules had put on the shirt it was not possible 
ever to take it from off him until the shirt had eaten his flesh and 
skin to the bone, and Hercules was slain.'> 

 
Kar Morgan Mwynfawr: The Chariot of Morgan the Wealthy: if a 
man went in it, he might wish to be wherever he would, and he 
would be there quickly. 

 
Kebystr Klydno Eiddin: The Halter of Clydno Eiddyn, which was 
fixed to a staple at the foot of his bed: whatever horse he might wish 
for, he would find in the halter. 

 
Kyllell Llawfrodedd Farchog: The Knife of Llawfrodedd the 
Horseman, which would serve for twenty-four men to eat at table. 
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Pair Dyrnwch Gawr: The Cauldron of Dyrnwch the Giant: if meat 
for a coward were put in it to boil, it would never boil; but if meat 
for a brave man were put in it, it would boil quickly (and thus the 
brave could be distinguished from the cowardly). 

 
Hogalen Tudwal Tutklyd: The Whetstone of Tudwal Tudglyd: if a 
brave man sharpened his sword on it, if it (then) drew blood from a 
man he would die. If a cowardly man (sharpened his sword on it), 
he (his opponent) would be no worse. 

 
Pais Badarn Beisrydd: The Coat of Padarn Red-Coat: if a well-born 
man put it on, it would be the right size for him; if a churl, it would 
not go upon him. 

 
Gren a desgyl Rhygenydd Ysgolhaig: The Crock and the Dish of 
Rhygenydd the Cleric: whatever food might be wished for in them, 
it would be found. 

 
Gwyddbwyll Gwenddoleu ap Ceidio: The Chessboard of 
Gwenddolau son of Ceidio: if the pieces were set, they would play 
by themselves. The board was of gold , and the men of silver. 

 
Llen Arthyr yng Nghernyw: The Mantle of Arthur in Cornwall: 
whoever was under it could not be seen, and he could see everyone. 

 
These belong to the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries; the 

earliest manuscript contains only the names of the Treasures 
without the explanatory comments. The earliest versions refer to 
the Treasures "that were in the North" and the majority of names 
are from Y Cogledd. In a few of the later versions two other 
Treasures are added (the Mantle of Tegau Eurfon and Eluned's 
Stone and Ring), dropping one item and counting "the Crock and 
the Dish" as one item instead of two. 
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Saga 
 
 

The Prose Edda 
Trans. Anderson. 1879 

 

CHAPTER VII. 
ON THE WONDERFUL THINGS IN HEAVEN. 
 

15. Then said Ganglere: Where is the chief or most holy place of 
the gods? Har answered: That is by the ash Ygdrasil. There the gods 
meet in council every day. Said Ganglere: What is said about this 
place? Answered Jafnhar: This ash is the best and greatest of all trees; 
its branches spread over all the world, and reach up above heaven. 
Three roots sustain the tree and stand wide apart; one root is with 
the asas and another with the frost-giants, where Ginungagap 
formerly was; the third reaches into Niflheim; under it is 
Hvergelmer, where Nidhug gnaws the root from below. But under 
the second root, which extends to the frost-giants, is the well of 
Mimer, wherein knowledge and wisdom are concealed. The owner 
of the well hight Mimer. He is full of wisdom, for he drinks from 
the well with the Gjallar-horn. Alfather once came there and asked 
for a drink from the well, but he did not get it before he left one of 
his eyes as a pledge. So it is said in the Vala’s Prophecy: 

 
Well know I, Odin, 
Where you hid your eye: 
In the crystal-clear 
Well of Mimer. 
Mead drinks Mimer 
Every morning 
From Valfather’s pledge. 
Know you yet or not? 
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CHAPTER IX. 
LOKE AND HIS OFFSPRING. 
 

33. There is yet one who is numbered among the asas, but whom 
some call the backbiter of the asas. He is the originator of deceit, 
and the disgrace of all gods and men. His name is Loke, or Lopt. His 
father is the giant Farbaute, but his mother’s name is Laufey, or Nal. 
His brothers are Byleist and Helblinde. Loke is fair and beautiful of 
face, but evil in disposition, and very fickle-minded. He surpasses 
other men in the craft called cunning, and cheats in all things. He 
has often brought the asas into great trouble, and often helped them 
out again, with his cunning contrivances. His wife hight Sygin, and 
their son, Nare, or Narfe. 

34. Loke had yet more children. A giantess in Jotunheim, hight 
Angerboda. With her he begat three children. The first was the 
Fenris-wolf; the second, Jormungand, that is, the Midgard-serpent, 
and the third, Hel. When the gods knew that these three children 
were being fostered in Jotunheim, and were aware of the 
prophecies that much woe and misfortune would thence come to 
92them, and considering that much evil might be looked for from 
them on their mother’s side, and still more on their father’s, 
Alfather sent some of the gods to take the children and bring them 
to him. When they came to him he threw the serpent into the deep 
sea which surrounds all lands. There waxed the serpent so that he 
lies in the midst of the ocean, surrounds all the earth, and bites his 
own tail. Hel he cast into Niflheim, and gave her power over nine 
worlds,45 that she should appoint abodes to them that are sent to 
her, namely, those who die from sickness or old age. She has there 
a great mansion, and the walls around it are of strange height, and 
the gates are huge. Eljudner is the name of her hall. Her table hight 
famine; her knife, starvation. Her man-servant’s name is Ganglate; 
her maid-servant’s, Ganglot.46 Her threshold is called stumbling-
block; her bed, care; the precious hangings of her bed, gleaming 
bale. One-half of her is blue, and the other half is of the hue of flesh; 
hence she is easily known. Her looks are very stern and grim. 

35. The wolf was fostered by the asas at home, and Tyr was the 
only one who had the courage to go to him and give him food. 
When the gods 93saw how much he grew every day, and all 
prophecies declared that he was predestined to become fatal to 
them, they resolved to make a very strong fetter, which they called 
Lading. They brought it to the wolf, and bade him try his strength 
on the fetter. The wolf, who did not think it would be too strong for 
him, let them do therewith as they pleased. But as soon as he 
spurned against it the fetter burst asunder, and he was free from 
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Lading. Then the asas made another fetter, by one-half stronger, 
and this they called Drome. They wanted the wolf to try this also, 
saying to him that he would become very famous for his strength, 
if so strong a chain was not able to hold him. The wolf thought that 
this fetter was indeed very strong, but also that his strength had 
increased since he broke Lading. He also took into consideration 
that it was necessary to expose one’s self to some danger if he 
desired to become famous; so he let them put the fetter on him. 
When the asas said they were ready, the wolf shook himself, 
spurned against and dashed the fetter on the ground, so that the 
broken pieces flew a long distance. Thus he broke loose out of 
Drome. Since then it has been held as a proverb, “to get loose out of 
Lading” or “to dash out of Drome,” whenever anything is 
extraordinarily hard. The asas now began to fear that they would 
not get the wolf bound. 94So Alfather sent the youth, who is called 
Skirner, and is Frey’s messenger, to some dwarfs in Svartalfaheim, 
and had them make the fetter which is called Gleipner. It was made 
of six things: of the footfall of cats, of the beard of woman, of the 
roots of the mountain, of the sinews of the bear, of the breath of the 
fish, and of the spittle of the birds. If you have not known this 
before, you can easily find out that it is true and that there is no lie 
about it, since you must have observed that a woman has no beard, 
that a cat’s footfall cannot be heard, and that mountains have no 
roots; and I know, forsooth, that what I have told you is perfectly 
true, although there are some things that you do not understand. 
Then said Ganglere: This I must surely understand to be true. I can 
see these things which you have taken as proof. But how was the 
fetter smithied? Answered Har: That I can well explain to you. It was 
smooth and soft as a silken string. How strong and trusty it was you 
shall now hear. When the fetter was brought to the asas, they 
thanked the messenger for doing his errand so well. Then they went 
out into the lake called Amsvartner, to the holm (rocky island) called 
Lyngve, and called the wolf to go with them. They showed him the 
silken band and bade him break it, saying that it was somewhat 
stronger than its thinness would lead one to suppose. 95Then they 
handed it from one to the other and tried its strength with their 
hands, but it did not break. Still they said the wolf would be able to 
snap it. The wolf answered: It seems to me that I will get no fame 
though I break asunder so slender a thread as this is. But if it is made 
with craft and guile, then, little though it may look, that band will 
never come on my feet. Then said the asas that he would easily be 
able to break a slim silken band, since he had already burst large 
iron fetters asunder. But even if you are unable to break this band, 
you have nothing to fear from the gods, for we will immediately 
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loose you again. The wolf answered: If you get me bound so fast 
that I am not able to loose myself again, you will skulk away, and it 
will be long before I get any help from you, wherefore I am loth to 
let this band be laid on me; but in order that you may not accuse 
me of cowardice, let some one of you lay his hand in my mouth as 
a pledge that this is done without deceit. The one asa looked at the 
other, and thought there now was a choice of two evils, and no one 
would offer his hand, before Tyr held out his right hand and laid it 
in the wolf’s mouth. But when the wolf now began to spurn against 
it the band grew stiffer, and the more he strained the tighter it got. 
They all laughed except Tyr; he lost his hand. When the asas saw 
that the 96wolf was sufficiently well bound, they took the chain 
which was fixed to the fetter, and which was called Gelgja, and drew 
it through a large rock which is called Gjol, and fastened this rock 
deep down in the earth. Then they took a large stone, which is called 
Tvite, and drove it still deeper into the ground, and used this stone 
for a fastening-pin. The wolf opened his mouth terribly wide, raged 
and twisted himself with all his might, and wanted to bite them; but 
they put a sword in his mouth, in such a manner that the hilt stood 
in his lower jaw and the point in the upper, that is his gag. He howls 
terribly, and the saliva which runs from his mouth forms a river 
called Von. There he will lie until Ragnarok. Then said Ganglere: 
Very bad are these children of Loke, but they are strong and mighty. 
But why did not the asas kill the wolf when they have evil to expect 
from him? Har answered: So great respect have the gods for their 
holiness and peace-stead, that they would not stain them with the 
blood of the wolf, though prophecies foretell that he must become 
the bane of Odin. 

 
 

CHAPTER XIII. 
ODIN’S HORSE AND FREY’S SHIP. 
 

43. Ganglere asked: Whose is that horse Sleipner, and what is 
there to say about it? Har answered: You have no knowledge of 
Sleipner, nor do you know the circumstances attending his birth; 
but it must seem to you worth the telling. In the beginning, when 
the town of the gods was building, when the gods had established 
Midgard and made Valhal, there came a certain builder and offered 
to make them a burg, in three half years, so excellent that it should 
be perfectly safe against the mountain-giants and frost-giants, even 
though they should get within Midgard. But he demanded as his 
reward, that he should have Freyja, and he wanted the sun and 
moon besides. Then the asas came together and held counsel, and 
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the bargain was made with the builder that he should get what he 
demanded if he could get the burg done in one winter; but if on the 
first day of summer any part of the burg was unfinished, then the 
contract should be void. It was also agreed that no man should help 
him with the work. When they told him these terms, he requested 
that they should allow him to have the help of his horse, called 
Svadilfare, and at the suggestion of Loke this was granted him. 

 

 
 

Only A Game. The Lewis Chessmen, discovered in Scotland. 
 
On the first day of winter he began to build the burg, but by 

night he hauled stone for it with his horse. But it seemed a great 
wonder to the asas what great rocks that horse drew, and the horse 
did one half more of the mighty task than the builder. The bargain 
was firmly established with witnesses and oaths, for the giant did 
not deem it safe to be among the asas without truce if Thor should 
come home, who now was on a journey to the east fighting trolls. 
Toward the end of winter the burg was far built, and it was so high 
and strong that it could in nowise be taken. When there were three 
days left before summer, the work was all completed excepting the 
burg gate. Then went the gods to their judgment-seats and held 
counsel, and asked each other who could have advised to give Freyja 
in marriage in Jotunheim, or to plunge the air and the heavens in 
darkness by taking away the sun and the moon and giving them to 
the giant; and all agreed that this must have been advised by him 
who gives the most bad counsels, namely, Loke, son of Laufey, and 
they threatened him with a cruel death if he could not contrive 
some way of preventing the builder from fulfilling his part of the 
bargain, and they proceeded 111to lay hands on Loke. He in his 
fright then promised with an oath that he should so manage that the 
builder should lose his wages, let it cost him what it would. And the 
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same evening, when the builder drove out after stone with his horse 
Svadilfare, a mare suddenly ran out of the woods to the horse and 
began to neigh at him. The steed, knowing what sort of horse this 
was, grew excited, burst the reins asunder and ran after the mare, 
but she ran from him into the woods. The builder hurried after 
them with all his might, and wanted to catch the steed, but these 
horses kept running all night, and thus the time was lost, and at 
dawn the work had not made the usual progress. When the builder 
saw that his work was not going to be completed, he resumed his 
giant form. When the asas thus became sure that it was really a 
mountain-giant that had come among them, they did not heed their 
oaths, but called on Thor. He came straightway, swung his hammer, 
Mjolner, and paid the workman his wages,—not with the sun and 
moon, but rather by preventing him from dwelling in Jotunheim; 
and this was easily done with the first blow of the hammer, which 
broke his skull into small pieces and sent him down to Niflhel. But 
Loke had run such a race with Svadilfare that he some time after 
bore a foal. It was gray, and had eight feet, and this is the 112best 
horse among gods and men. Thus it is said in the Vala’s Prophecy: 

 
Then went the gods. 
The most holy gods, 
Onto their judgment-seats, 
And counseled together 
Who all the air 
With guile had blended 
Or to the giant race 
Oder’s may had given. 
Broken were oaths, 
And words and promises,— 
All mighty speech 
That had passed between them. 
Thor alone did this, 
Swollen with anger. 
Seldom sits he still 
When such things he hears.59 
 
44. Then asked Ganglere: What is there to be said of 

Skidbladner, which you say is the best of ships? Is there no ship 
equally good, or equally great? Made answer Har: Skidbladner is the 
best of ships, and is made with the finest workmanship; but 
Naglfare, which is in Muspel, is the largest. Some dwarfs, the sons 
of Ivalde, made Skidbladner and gave it to Frey. It is so large that all 
the asas, with their weapons and war-gear, can find room on board 
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it, and as soon as the sails are hoisted it has fair wind, no matter 
whither it is going. When it is not wanted for a voyage, it is made of 
so many pieces and with so much skill, that Frey can fold it together 
like a napkin and carry it in his pocket. 

 
 

THE NIFLUNGS AND GJUKUNGS. 
 

Thereupon Odin sent Loke to the home of the swarthy elves, 
and he came to the dwarf whose name is Andvare, and who lived as 
a fish, in the water. Loke caught him in his hands, and demanded of 
him, as a ransom for his life, all the gold that he had in his rock. And 
when they entered the rock, the dwarf produced all the gold that he 
owned, and that was a very large amount. Then the dwarf concealed 
in his hand a small gold ring. Loke saw this, and requested him to 
hand forth the ring. The dwarf begged him not to take the ring away 
from him, for with this ring he could increase his wealth again if he 
kept it. Loke said the dwarf should not keep as much as a penny, 
took the ring from him and went out. But the dwarf said that that 
ring should be the bane of every one who possessed it. Loke replied 
that he was glad of this, and said that all should be fulfilled 
according to his prophecy: he would take care to bring the curse to 
the ears of him who was to receive it. He went to Hreidmar and 
showed Odin the gold; but when the latter saw the ring, it seemed 
to him a fair one, and he took it and put it aside, giving Hreidmar 
the rest of the gold. They filled the otter-belg as full as it would hold, 
and raised it up when it was full. Then came Odin, and was to cover 
the belg with gold; and when this was done, he requested Hreidmar 
to come and see whether the belg was sufficiently covered. But 
Hreidmar looked at it, examined it closely, and saw a mouth-hair, 
and demanded that it should be covered, too, otherwise the 
agreement would be broken. Then Odin brought forth the ring and 
covered with it the mouth-hair, saying that now they had paid the 
otter-ransom. But when Odin had taken his spear, and Loke his 
shoes, so that they had nothing more to fear, Loke said that the 
curse that Andvare had pronounced should be fulfilled, and that the 
ring and that gold should be the bane of its possessor; and this curse 
was afterward fulfilled. This explains why gold is called the otter-
ransom, or forced payment of the asas, or strife-metal. 
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BRAGE’S TALK 
CHAPTER IV. 
THE ORIGIN OF POETRY. 
 

 And again said Æger: Whence originated the art that is called 
skaldship? Made answer Brage: The beginning of this was, that the 
gods had a war with the people that are called vans. They agreed to 
hold a meeting for the purpose of making peace, and settled their 
dispute in this wise, that they both went to a jar and spit into it. But 
at parting the gods, being unwilling to let this mark of peace perish, 
shaped it into a man whose name was Kvaser, and who was so wise 
that no one could ask him any question that he could not answer. 
He traveled much about in the world to teach men wisdom. Once 
he came to the home of the dwarfs Fjalar and Galar. They called 
him aside, saying they wished to speak with him alone, slew him 
and let his blood run into two jars called Son and Bodn, and into a 
kettle called Odrarer. They mixed honey with the blood, and thus 
was produced such mead that whoever drinks from it becomes a 
skald and sage. The dwarfs told the asas that Kvaser had choked in 
his wisdom, because no one was so wise that he could ask him 
enough about learning. 

 
Then the dwarfs invited to themselves the giant whose name is 

Gilling, and his wife; and when he came they asked him to row out 
to sea with them. When they had gotten a short distance from shore, 
the dwarfs rowed onto a blind rock and capsized the boat. Gilling, 
who was unable to swim, was drowned, but the dwarfs righted the 
boat again and rowed ashore. When they told of this mishap to his 
wife she took it much to heart, and began to cry aloud. Then Fjalar 
asked her whether it would not lighten her sorrow if she could look 
out upon the sea where her husband had perished, and she said it 
would. He then said to his brother Galar that he should go up over 
the doorway, and as she passed out he should let a mill-stone drop 
onto her head, for he said he was tired of her bawling, Galar did so. 
When the giant Suttung, the son of Gilling, found this out he came 
and seized the dwarfs, took them out to sea and left them on a rocky 
island, which was flooded at high tide. They prayed Suttung to spare 
their lives, and offered him in atonement for their father’s blood 
the precious mead, which he accepted. Suttung brought the mead 
home with him, and hid it in a place called Hnitbjorg. He set his 
daughter Gunlad to guard it. For these reasons we call songship 
Kvaser’s blood; the drink of the dwarfs; the dwarfs’ fill; some kind 
of liquor of Odrarer, or Bodn or Son; the ship of the dwarfs (because 
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this mead ransomed their lives from the rocky isle); the mead of 
Suttung, or the liquor of Hnitbjorg. 

 
5. Then remarked Æger: It seems dark to me to call songship by 

these names; but how came the asas by Suttung’s mead? Answered 
Brage: The saga about this is, that Odin set out from home and came 
to a place where nine thralls were mowing hay. He asked them 
whether they would like to have him whet their scythes. To this 
they said yes. Then he took a whet-stone from his belt and whetted 
the scythes. They thought their scythes were much improved, and 
asked whether the whet-stone was for sale. He answered that he who 
would buy it must pay a fair price for it. All said they were willing 
to give the sum demanded, and each wanted Odin to sell it to him. 
But he threw the whet-stone up in the air, and when all wished to 
catch it they scrambled about it in such a manner that each brought 
his scythe onto the other’s neck. Odin sought lodgings for the night 
at the house of the giant Bauge, who was a brother of Suttung. Bauge 
complained of what had happened to his household, saying that his 
nine thralls had slain each other, and that he did not know where he 
should get other workmen. Odin called himself Bolverk. He offered 
to undertake 163the work of the nine men for Bauge, but asked in 
payment therefor a drink of Suttung’s mead. Bauge answered that 
he had no control over the mead, saying that Suttung was bound to 
keep that for himself alone. But he agreed to go with Bolverk and 
try whether they could get the mead. During the summer Bolverk 
did the work of the nine men for Bauge, but when winter came he 
asked for his pay. Then they both went to Suttung. Bauge explained 
to Suttung his bargain with Bolverk, but Suttung stoutly refused to 
give even a drop of the mead. Bolverk then proposed to Bauge that 
they should try whether they could not get at the mead by the aid 
of some trick, and Bauge agreed to this. Then Bolverk drew forth 
the auger which is called Rate, and requested Bauge to bore a hole 
through the rock, if the auger was sharp enough. He did so. Then 
said Bauge that there was a hole through the rock; but Bolverk 
blowed into the hole that the auger had made, and the chips flew 
back into his face. Thus he saw that Bauge intended to deceive him, 
and commanded him to bore through. Bauge bored again, and 
when Bolverk blew a second time the chips flew inward. Now 
Bolverk changed himself into the likeness of a serpent and crept 
into the auger-hole. Bauge thrust after him with the auger, but 
missed him. Bolverk went to where Gunlad was, and shared her 
couch for three nights. She then promised to give him three 
draughts from the mead. With the first draught he emptied 
Odrarer, in the second Bodn, and in the third Son, and thus he had 
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all the mead. Then he took on the guise of an eagle, and flew off as 
fast as he could. When Suttung saw the flight of the eagle, he also 
took on the shape of an eagle and flew after him. When the asas saw 
Odin coming, they set their jars out in the yard. When Odin reached 
Asgard, he spewed the mead up into the jars. He was, however, so 
near being caught by Suttung, that he sent some of the mead after 
him backward, and as no care was taken of this, anybody that 
wished might have it. This we call the share of poetasters. But 
Suttung’s mead Odin gave to the asas and to those men who are able 
to make verses. Hence we call songship Odin’s prey, Odin’s find, 
Odin’s drink, Odin’s gift, and the drink of the asas. 

 
6. Then said Æger: In how many ways do you vary the poetical 

expressions, or how many kinds of poetry are there? Answered 
Brage: There are two kinds, and all poetry falls into one or the other 
of these classes. Æger asks: Which two? Brage answers: Diction and 
meter. What diction is used in poetry? There are three sorts of 
poetic diction. Which? One is to name everything by its own name; 
another is to name it with a pronoun, 165but the third sort of diction 
is called kenning (a poetical periphrasis or descriptive name); and 
this sort is so managed that when we name Odin, or Thor or Tyr, 
or any other of the asas or elves, we add to their name a reference 
to some other asa, or we make mention of some of his works. Then 
the appellation belongs to him who corresponds to the whole 
phrase, and not to him who was actually named. Thus we speak of 
Odin as Sigtyr, Hangatyr or Farmatyr, and such names we call 
simple appellatives. In the same manner he is called Reidartyr. 
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Hávamál 
The Words of Odin the High One 
 from the Elder or Poetic Edda (Sæmund's Edda) 
Trans. Bray, 1908 
Ed. D. L. Ashliman 

 
Wisdom for Wanderers and Counsel to Guests  
 
1. 
At every door-way, 
ere one enters, 
one should spy round, 
one should pry round 
for uncertain is the witting 
that there be no foeman sitting, 
within, before one on the floor 
 
2. 
Hail, ye Givers! a guest is come; 
say! where shall he sit within? 
Much pressed is he who fain on the hearth 
would seek for warmth and weal. 
 
3. 
He hath need of fire, who now is come, 
numbed with cold to the knee; 
food and clothing the wanderer craves 
who has fared o'er the rimy fell. 
 
4. 
He craves for water, who comes for refreshment, 
drying and friendly bidding, 
marks of good will, fair fame if 'tis won, 
and welcome once and again. 
 
5. 
He hath need of his wits who wanders wide, 
aught simple will serve at home; 
but a gazing-stock is the fool who sits 
mid the wise, and nothing knows. 
 
6. 
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Let no man glory in the greatness of his mind, 
but rather keep watch o'er his wits. 
Cautious and silent let him enter a dwelling; 
to the heedful comes seldom harm, 
for none can find a more faithful friend 
than the wealth of mother wit. 
 
7. 
Let the wary stranger who seeks refreshment 
keep silent with sharpened hearing; 
with his ears let him listen, and look with his eyes; 
thus each wise man spies out the way. 
 
8. 
Happy is he who wins for himself 
fair fame and kindly words; 
but uneasy is that which a man doth own 
while it lies in another's breast. 
 
9. 
Happy is he who hath in himself 
praise and wisdom in life; 
for oft doth a man ill counsel get 
when 'tis born in another's breast. 
 
10. 
A better burden can no man bear 
on the way than his mother wit; 
'tis the refuge of the poor, and richer it seems 
than wealth in a world untried. 
 
11. 
A better burden can no man bear 
on the way than his mother wit: 
and no worse provision can he carry with him 
than too deep a draught of ale. 
 
12. 
Less good than they say for the sons of men 
is the drinking oft of ale: 
for the more they drink, the less can they think 
and keep a watch o'er their wits. 
 
13. 
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A bird of Unmindfulness flutters o'er ale feasts, 
wiling away men's wits: 
with the feathers of that fowl I was fettered once 
in the garths of Gunnlos below. 
 
14. 
Drunk was I then, I was over drunk 
in that crafty Jötun's court. 
But best is an ale feast when man is able 
to call back his wits at once. 
 
15. 
Silent and thoughtful and bold in strife 
the prince's bairn should be. 
Joyous and generous let each man show him 
until he shall suffer death. 
 
16. 
A coward believes he will ever live 
if he keep him safe from strife: 
but old age leaves him not long in peace 
though spears may spare his life. 
 
17. 
A fool will gape when he goes to a friend, 
and mumble only, or mope; 
but pass him the ale cup and all in a moment 
the mind of that man is shown. 
 
18. 
He knows alone who has wandered wide, 
and far has fared on the way, 
what manner of mind a man doth own 
who is wise of head and heart. 
 
19. 
Keep not the mead cup but drink thy measure; 
speak needful words or none: 
none shall upbraid thee for lack of breeding 
if soon thou seek'st thy rest. 
 
20. 
A greedy man, if he be not mindful, 
eats to his own life's hurt: 
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oft the belly of the fool will bring him to scorn 
when he seeks the circle of the wise. 
 
21. 
Herds know the hour of their going home 
and turn them again from the grass; 
but never is found a foolish man 
who knows the measure of his maw. 
 
22. 
The miserable man and evil minded 
makes of all things mockery, 
and knows not that which he best should know, 
that he is not free from faults. 
 
23. 
The unwise man is awake all night, 
and ponders everything over; 
when morning comes he is weary in mind, 
and all is a burden as ever. 
 
24. 
The unwise man weens all who smile 
and flatter him are his friends, 
nor notes how oft they speak him ill 
when he sits in the circle of the wise. 
 
25. 
The unwise man weens all who smile 
and flatter him are his friends; 
but when he shall come into court he shall find 
there are few to defend his cause. 
 
26. 
The unwise man thinks all to know, 
while he sits in a sheltered nook; 
but he knows not one thing, what he shall answer, 
if men shall put him to proof. 
 
27. 
For the unwise man 'tis best to be mute 
when he come amid the crowd, 
for none is aware of his lack of wit 
if he wastes not too many words; 
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for he who lacks wit shall never learn 
though his words flow ne'er so fast. 
 
28. 
Wise he is deemed who can question well, 
and also answer back: 
the sons of men can no secret make 
of the tidings told in their midst. 
 
29. 
Too many unstable words are spoken 
by him who ne'er holds his peace; 
the hasty tongue sings its own mishap 
if it be not bridled in. 
 
30. 
Let no man be held as a laughing-stock, 
though he come as guest for a meal: 
wise enough seem many while they sit dry-skinned 
and are not put to proof. 
 
31. 
A guest thinks him witty who mocks at a guest 
and runs from his wrath away; 
but none can be sure who jests at a meal 
that he makes not fun among foes. 
 
32. 
Oft, though their hearts lean towards one another, 
friends are divided at table; 
ever the source of strife 'twill be, 
that guest will anger guest. 
 
33. 
A man should take always his meals betimes 
unless he visit a friend, 
or he sits and mopes, and half famished seems, 
and can ask or answer nought. 
 
34. 
Long is the round to a false friend leading, 
e'en if he dwell on the way: 
but though far off fared, to a faithful friend 
straight are the roads and short. 
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35. 
A guest must depart again on his way, 
nor stay in the same place ever; 
if he bide too long on another's bench 
the loved one soon becomes loathed. 
 
36. 
One's own house is best, though small it may be; 
each man is master at home; 
though he have but two goats and a bark-thatched hut 
'tis better than craving a boon. 
 
37. 
One's own house is best, though small it may be, 
each man is master at home; 
with a bleeding heart will he beg, who must, 
his meat at every meal. 
 
38. 
Let a man never stir on his road a step 
without his weapons of war; 
for unsure is the knowing when need shall arise 
of a spear on the way without. 
 
39. 
I found none so noble or free with his food, 
who was not gladdened with a gift, 
nor one who gave of his gifts such store 
but he loved reward, could he win it. 
 
40. 
Let no man stint him and suffer need 
of the wealth he has won in life; 
oft is saved for a foe what was meant for a friend, 
and much goes worse than one weens. 
 
41. 
With raiment and arms shall friends gladden each other, 
so has one proved oneself; 
for friends last longest, if fate be fair 
who give and give again. 
 
42. 
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To his friend a man should bear him as friend, 
and gift for gift bestow, 
laughter for laughter let him exchange, 
but leasing pay for a lie. 
 
43. 
To his friend a man should bear him as friend, 
to him and a friend of his; 
but let him beware that he be not the friend 
of one who is friend to his foe. 
 
44. 
Hast thou a friend whom thou trustest well, 
from whom thou cravest good? 
Share thy mind with him, gifts exchange with him, 
fare to find him oft. 
 
45. 
But hast thou one whom thou trustest ill 
yet from whom thou cravest good? 
Thou shalt speak him fair, but falsely think, 
and leasing pay for a lie. 
 
46. 
Yet further of him whom thou trusted ill, 
and whose mind thou dost misdoubt; 
thou shalt laugh with him but withhold thy thought, 
for gift with like gift should be paid. 
 
47. 
Young was I once, I walked alone, 
and bewildered seemed in the way; 
then I found me another and rich I thought me, 
for man is the joy of man. 
 
48. 
Most blest is he who lives free and bold 
and nurses never a grief, 
for the fearful man is dismayed by aught, 
and the mean one mourns over giving. 
 
49. 
My garments once I gave in the field 
to two land-marks made as men; 
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heroes they seemed when once they were clothed; 
'tis the naked who suffer shame! 
 
50. 
The pine tree wastes which is perched on the hill, 
nor bark nor needles shelter it; 
such is the man whom none doth love; 
for what should he longer live? 
 
51. 
Fiercer than fire among ill friends 
for five days love will burn; 
bun anon 'tis quenched, when the sixth day comes, 
and all friendship soon is spoiled. 
 
52. 
Not great things alone must one give to another, 
praise oft is earned for nought; 
with half a loaf and a tilted bowl 
I have found me many a friend. 
 
53. 
Little the sand if little the seas, 
little are minds of men, 
for ne'er in the world were all equally wise, 
'tis shared by the fools and the sage. 
 
54. 
Wise in measure let each man be; 
but let him not wax too wise; 
for never the happiest of men is he 
who knows much of many things. 
 
55. 
Wise in measure should each man be; 
but let him not wax too wise; 
seldom a heart will sing with joy 
if the owner be all too wise. 
 
56. 
Wise in measure should each man be, 
but ne'er let him wax too wise: 
who looks not forward to learn his fate 
unburdened heart will bear. 
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57. 
Brand kindles from brand until it be burned, 
spark is kindled from spark, 
man unfolds him by speech with man, 
but grows over secret through silence. 
 
58. 
He must rise betimes who fain of another 
or life or wealth would win; 
scarce falls the prey to sleeping wolves, 
or to slumberers victory in strife. 
 
59. 
He must rise betimes who hath few to serve him, 
and see to his work himself; 
who sleeps at morning is hindered much, 
to the keen is wealth half-won. 
 
60. 
Of dry logs saved and roof-bark stored 
a man can know the measure, 
of fire-wood too which should last him out 
quarter and half years to come. 
 
61. 
Fed and washed should one ride to court 
though in garments none too new; 
thou shalt not shame thee for shoes or breeks, 
nor yet for a sorry steed. 
 
62. 
Like an eagle swooping over old ocean, 
snatching after his prey, 
so comes a man into court who finds 
there are few to defend his cause. 
 
63. 
Each man who is wise and would wise be called 
must ask and answer aright. 
Let one know thy secret, but never a second, -- 
if three a thousand shall know. 
 
64. 
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A wise counselled man will be mild in bearing 
and use his might in measure, 
lest when he come his fierce foes among 
he find others fiercer than he. 
 
65. 
Each man should be watchful and wary in speech, 
and slow to put faith in a friend. 
for the words which one to another speaks 
he may win reward of ill. 
 
66. 
At many a feast I was far too late, 
and much too soon at some; 
drunk was the ale or yet unserved: 
never hits he the joint who is hated. 
 
67. 
Here and there to a home I had haply been asked 
had I needed no meat at my meals, 
or were two hams left hanging in the house of that friend 
where I had partaken of one. 
 
68. 
Most dear is fire to the sons of men, 
most sweet the sight of the sun; 
good is health if one can but keep it, 
and to live a life without shame. 
 
69. 
Not reft of all is he who is ill, 
for some are blest in their bairns, 
some in their kin and some in their wealth, 
and some in working well. 
 
70. 
More blest are the living than the lifeless, 
'tis the living who come by the cow; 
I saw the hearth-fire burn in the rich man's hall 
and himself lying dead at the door. 
 
71. 
The lame can ride horse, the handless drive cattle, 
the deaf one can fight and prevail, 
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'tis happier for the blind than for him on the bale-fire, 
but no man hath care for a corpse. 
 
72. 
Best have a son though he be late born 
and before him the father be dead: 
seldom are stones on the wayside raised 
save by kinsmen to kinsmen. 
 
73. 
Two are hosts against one, the tongue is the head's bane, 
'neath a rough hide a hand may be hid; 
he is glad at nightfall who knows of his lodging, 
short is the ship's berth, 
and changeful the autumn night, 
much veers the wind ere the fifth day 
and blows round yet more in a month. 
 
74. 
He that learns nought will never know 
how one is the fool of another, 
for if one be rich another is poor 
and for that should bear no blame. 
 
75. 
Cattle die and kinsmen die, 
thyself too soon must die, 
but one thing never, I ween, will die, -- 
fair fame of one who has earned. 
 
76. 
Cattle die and kinsmen die, 
thyself too soon must die, 
but one thing never, I ween, will die, -- 
the doom on each one dead. 
 
77. 
Full-stocked folds had the Fatling's sons, 
who bear now a beggar's staff: 
brief is wealth, as the winking of an eye, 
most faithless ever of friends. 
 
78. 
If haply a fool should find for himself 
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wealth or a woman's love, 
pride waxes in him but wisdom never 
and onward he fares in his folly. 
 
79. 
All will prove true that thou askest of runes -- 
those that are come from the gods, 
which the high Powers wrought, and which Odin painted: 
then silence is surely best. 
 
 
Odin's Quest after the Song Mead 
 
101. 
In thy home be joyous and generous to guests 
discreet shalt thou be in thy bearing, 
mindful and talkative, wouldst thou gain wisdom, 
oft making me mention of good. 
He is "Simpleton" named who has nought to say, 
for such is the fashion of fools. 
 
102. 
I sought that old Jötun, now safe am I back, 
little served my silence there; 
but whispering many soft speeches I won 
my desire in Suttung's halls. 
 
103. 
I bored me a road there with Rati's tusk 
and made room to pass through the rock; 
while the ways of the Jötuns stretched over and under, 
I dared my life for a draught. 
 
104. 
'Twas Gunnlod who gave me on a golden throne 
a draught of the glorious mead, 
but with poor reward did I pay her back 
for her true and troubled heart. 
 
105. 
In a wily disguise I worked my will; 
little is lacking to the wise, 
for the Soul-stirrer now, sweet Mead of Song, 
is brought to men's earthly abode. 
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106. 
I misdoubt me if ever again I had come 
from the realms of the Jötun race, 
had I not served me of Gunnlod, sweet woman, 
her whom I held in mine arms. 
 
107. 
Came forth, next day, the dread Frost Giants, 
and entered the High One's Hall: 
they asked -- was the Baleworker back mid the Powers, 
or had Suttung slain him below? 
 
108. 
A ring-oath Odin I trow had taken -- 
how shall one trust his troth? 
'twas he who stole the mead from Suttung, 
and Gunnlod caused to weep. 
 
 
The Counseling of the Stray-Singer 
 
109. 
'Tis time to speak from the Sage's Seat; 
hard by the Well of Weird 
I saw and was silent, I saw and pondered, 
I listened to the speech of men. 
 
110. 
Of runes they spoke, and the reading of runes 
was little withheld from their lips: 
at the High One's hall, in the High One's hall, 
I thus heard the High One say: -- 
 
118. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
hast thou a friend whom thou trustest well, 
fare thou to find him oft; 
for with brushwood grows and with grasses high 
the path where no foot doth pass. 
 
119. 
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I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
in sweet converse call the righteous to thy side, 
learn a healing song while thou livest. 
 
120. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
be never the first with friend of thine 
to break the bond of fellowship; 
care shall gnaw thy heart if thou canst not tell 
all thy mind to another. 
 
121. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
never in speech with a foolish knave 
shouldst thou waste a single word. 
 
122. 
From the lips of such thou needst not look 
for reward of thine own good will; 
but a righteous man by praise will render thee 
firm in favour and love. 
 
123. 
There is mingling in friendship when man can utter 
all his whole mind to another; 
there is nought so vile as a fickle tongue; 
no friend is he who but flatters. 
 
124. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
oft the worst lays the best one low. 
 
125. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
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be not a shoemaker nor yet a shaft maker 
save for thyself alone: 
let the shoe be misshapen, or crooked the shaft, 
and a curse on thy head will be called. 
 
126. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
when in peril thou seest thee, confess thee in peril, 
nor ever give peace to thy foes. 
 
127. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
rejoice not ever at tidings of ill, 
but glad let thy soul be in good. 
 
128. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
look not up in battle, when men are as beasts, 
lest the wights bewitch thee with spells. 
 
129. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
wouldst thou win joy of a gentle maiden, 
and lure to whispering of love, 
thou shalt make fair promise, and let it be fast, -- 
none will scorn their weal who can win it. 
 
130. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
I pray thee be wary, yet not too wary, 
be wariest of all with ale, 
with another's wife, and a third thing eke, 
that knaves outwit thee never. 
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131. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
hold not in scorn, nor mock in thy halls 
a guest or wandering wight. 
 
132. 
They know but unsurely who sit within 
what manner of man is come: 
none is found so good, but some fault attends him, 
or so ill but he serves for somewhat. 
 
133. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
hold never in scorn the hoary singer; 
oft the counsel of the old is good; 
come words of wisdom from the withered lips 
of him left to hang among hides, 
to rock with the rennets 
and swing with the skins. 
 
134. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
growl not at guests, nor drive them from the gate 
but show thyself gentle to the poor. 
 
135. 
Mighty is the bar to be moved away 
for the entering in of all. 
Shower thy wealth, or men shall wish thee 
every ill in thy limbs. 
 
136. 
I counsel thee, Stray-Singer, accept my counsels, 
they will be thy boon if thou obey'st them, 
they will work thy weal if thou win'st them: 
when ale thou quaffest, call upon earth's might -- 
'tis earth drinks in the floods. 
Earth prevails o'er drink, but fire o'er sickness, 



143 

the oak o'er binding, the earcorn o'er witchcraft, 
the rye spur o'er rupture, the moon o'er rages, 
herb o'er cattle plagues, runes o'er harm. 
 

 
 
 
Odin's Quest after the Runes 
 
137. 
I trow I hung on that windy Tree 
nine whole days and nights, 
stabbed with a spear, offered to Odin, 
myself to mine own self given, 
high on that Tree of which none hath heard 
from what roots it rises to heaven. 
 
138. 
None refreshed me ever with food or drink, 
I peered right down in the deep; 
crying aloud I lifted the Runes 
then back I fell from thence. 
 
139. 
Nine mighty songs I learned from the great 
son of Bale-thorn, Bestla's sire; 
I drank a measure of the wondrous Mead, 
with the Soulstirrer's drops I was showered. 
 
140. 
Ere long I bare fruit, and throve full well, 
I grew and waxed in wisdom; 
word following word, I found me words, 
deed following deed, I wrought deeds. 
 
141. 



144 

Hidden Runes shalt thou seek and interpreted signs, 
many symbols of might and power, 
by the great Singer painted, by the high Powers fashioned, 
graved by the Utterer of gods. 
 
142. 
For gods graved Odin, for elves graved Daïn, 
Dvalin the Dallier for dwarfs, 
All-wise for Jötuns, and I, of myself, 
graved some for the sons of men. 
 
143. 
Dost know how to write, dost know how to read, 
dost know how to paint, dost know how to prove, 
dost know how to ask, dost know how to offer, 
dost know how to send, dost know how to spend? 
 
144. 
Better ask for too little than offer too much, 
like the gift should be the boon; 
better not to send than to overspend. 
........ 
Thus Odin graved ere the world began; 
Then he rose from the deep, and came again. 
 
 
 
164. 
Now the sayings of the High One are uttered in the hall 
for the weal of men, for the woe of Jötuns, 
Hail, thou who hast spoken! Hail, thou that knowest! 
Hail, ye that have hearkened! Use, thou who hast learned! 
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A NOTE ON THE TYPEFACE 
 

This book was composed in Libre Baskerville, a face based on the 
designs of John Baskerville (1707-75). The wide letter forms of the 

Dutch and English Old faces were retained in the English 
Transitional and Modern faces, but it was Baskerville who was first 

to move in the direction of vertical stress. This face has been 
optimized for body text. It is based on the American Type 

Founder's Baskerville from 1941, but it has a taller x-height, wider 
counters and less contrast. 
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