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[The giant versus King Arthur]

Hook-billed like a hawk was he, with a hoary beard,
And hairy round the eyeholes were his beetling brows.
If you looked hard, harsh as a dogfish
Was the hide of that hulk from head to foot.
His ears were huge and ugly to look at
And his eyes were most horrible, hideous flaming.
He was flat-mouthed like a flounder, with fleering lips,
And the flesh round his fore-teeth stank foul as a bear.
His beard, black, and bristly, on his breast hung down;			1090
His body bulged, as big as a porpoise’s,
And the flesh of his foul lips fiercely quivered,
Each collop curling like a cruel wolf’s head.
Bull-necked a broad in his brawny shoulders was he,
And badger-breasted with big bristles like a boar;	
Ungainly arms had he, like an oak with ridged bark,
And his limbs and loins were loathsome, believe me.
His shanks were unshapely, shuffle-footed was he,
And gnarled and knock-kneed were his noisome legs;
He was thick at the thighs and thicker-haunched than a giant,		1100
And puffed with fat like a pig—repellant indeed.
Carefully counted, the creature’s height
From forehead to foot was fully five fathoms.

He started up sturdily on his two strong shanks
And quickly caught hold of a club of pure iron.
He’d have killed the King with his cruel weapon,
But through the craft of Christ the crude fellow failed;
Yet the crest and crown and clasps of silver 
He hacked off of Arthur’s helmet with one heavy blow.
The King quickly covered himself with his shield				1110
And swung him a swingeing blow with his stately sword;
Full in the forehead of the foe he struck
And the burnished blade bore through to the brain.
But the fellow wiped his face with his foul hands
And countered with a quick blow at the King’s head.
Arthur altered his stance and hopped back a bit;
Vice would have been victor had he not avoided the stroke.
Then he followed up fiercely and fetched a blow
High on the ogre’s haunch with his hard weapon,
Burying the blade in his body six inches.					1120
To the hilt the hot blood of the hulk ran down,
For he had hit into the ogre’s intestines
Straight to the genitals, jaggedly severing them.

The giant bellowed and bawled and battered fiercely
And hard at Arthur, but hit the ground;
A sword’s length in the soil he struck his club.
The sound of his savage blows nearly stunned the King,
Yet he quickly came to the encounter again
And struck with his sword, slitting open the loins
So that the guts and the gore gushed out together,				1130
Making the grass greasy on the ground he trod.
Then the giant cast away his club and clutched the King
On the crest of the crag, clamping him in his arms
And enclosing him completely to crush his ribs,
Hugging him so hard his heart almost burst.
Then the grieving girls knelt on the ground,
Hands clasped, crying and exclaiming aloud,
‘Christ comfort this knight and keep him from sorrow,
And foil that fiend who would fell him in death.’

The [giant] was still strong enough to roll on top, 				1140
And wrathfully they writhed as they wrestled together,
With Arthur over him and under by turns,
From the height of the hill to the hard rock below,
Not ceasing though they struggled at the sea’s edge.
Then Arthur stabbed him savagely with a dagger,
Repeatedly hitting the hulk to the very hilt.
So strongly the scoundrel squeezed him in death-throes,			1150
He broke three ribs in his royal breast.
. . .











[The death of Sir Kay]

Then fearless Sir Kay fewtered his weapon,
Spurred on his steed straight up to a king,
And with his Lithuanian lance, split his side
So that liver and lungs from the lance-point dangled.
Yes, the shaft shot shuddering into the shining warrior,
Struck through the shield and stayed in the man				2170
But as Kay drove in, came un unfair lunge
From a cowardly knight of the country of Rome:
As he turned in the attack the traitor speared him
Low in the loins and through the flanks as well,
The harsh head hitting through the bowels,
Bursting them with one blow, then breaking in two.
Sir Kay, well aware that a wound of such extent
Had dealt him his death-blow and that he must die,
Got himself together and galloped at the enemy,
Raging for revenge against the recreant fellow.				2180
‘On guard, you great coward!’ he girded at him,
And with his stainless sword he sliced him in two.
‘Had you with your hands offered a fair blow,
I’d have forgiven you, by God, for giving me my death!’


[bookmark: _GoBack]. . . 


[The death of Sir Gawain]

Gawain flew after him and fell face down;					3850
His grief being great, no good fate graced him,
For when he drew a short knife sheathed in silver
To cut his kinsman’s throat, the close mail held;
His hand slipped and slid aslant on the steel,
And his enemy heaved him underneath craftily.
With a deadly dagger the dastard stabbed him then
Through helmet into the head, and up into the brain.
And thus Sir Gawain was gone, the good warrior,
Unhelped by any, and heavy was the pity.
Yes, Gawain was gone, who guided many men.				3860
From Gower to Guernsey all the great lords
Of Glamorgan and Wales, gallant knights,
Struck with horror at that stroke, would never again see happiness.

Then King Frederick of Friesland in good faith
Asked the false fellow about our fierce knight:
‘Did you ever know this knight in your noble country?
Declare truly the kin that he comes of now.
What hero was he, with his armour so splendid,
With his gryphon in gold, on the ground now sprawling?
Heavy harm he handed us, so help me God,					3870
Striking down our stalwarts and sorely grieving us.
He was the bravest in battle who ever bore steel,
For he stunned our troop and destroyed it for ever.’

Then Sir Mordred made this memorial speech:
‘He was unmatched on middle-earth, I must affirm, Sire.
This was Sir Gawain the Good, the greatest of all
Of men who go under God, the most gracious knight,
Hardiest of hand-stroke, highest-fortuned in war,
Most courteous in in court under the kingdom of heaven,
And the lordliest leader as long as he lived.					3880
In many lands his lion-like lustre was praised. 
Had you encountered him in the country he came from, Sir King,
And known his knighthood, his noble acts and wisdom, 
His manners, his might and his marvelous deeds in war,
You would deeply mourn his death all the days of your life.’


. . . 

[Arthur discovers Gawain’s body]

Our great sovereign searched in sadness of heart,
Looking for the lords of the Round Table,					3940
And saw them huddled in a heap all together,
With the slaughtered Saracens surrounding them,
And Sir Gawain the Good in his glittering armour
Fallen on his face, fingers clutching the grass,
His banner of brilliant scarlet beaten down,
His blade and broad shield bloodied all over. 
Such sorrow our splendid sovereign never knew,
Nor was his spirit ever sunk as by that single sight.

The good King gazed, gripped with horror,
Groaned gruesomely, wept gouts of tears,					3950
Bent kneeling to the body, embraced it,
Cast up his visor, quickly kissed Gawain,
Looked at his eyelids, now locked fast shut,
His lips like lead and his complexion pallid,
And then, crowned king, cried aloud:
‘Dear cousin and kinsman, in care I am left,
For now my glory is gone, and my great wars finished,
I hold here my hope of joy and armed success;
Wholly on him depended my heart and strength!
O my counsellor, my comfort, keeper of my heart,				3960
Renowned king of all knights ever known under Christ!
Worthy to be king, though I wore the crown!
Throughout the wide world my wealth and my glory
Were won by Gawain, through his wisdom alone,
Alas!’ cried the King, ‘my grief grows now;
I am utterly undone in my own country.
Ah, dire and dreadful death, you delay too long!
Why spin out so slowly? You smother my heart!’

Then the sweet King sweated and sank in faint,
But staggered up suddenly and solemnly kissed Gawain			3970
Till the blood bespattered his stately beard
As if he has been battering beasts to death.
Had not Sir Ewain and other great lords come up,
His brave heart would have burst then in bitter woe.
‘Stop!’ these stern men said, ‘You are bloodying yourself!
Your cause of grief is cureless and cannot be remedied.
You reap no respect when you wring your hands:
To weep like a woman is not judged wise.
Be manly in demeanor, as a monarch should,
And leave off your clamour, for love of Christ in heaven!’			3980

‘Because of blood,’ said the bold King, ‘abate my grief
Before brain or breast burst, I never shall!
Sorrow so searing never sank to my heart;
It is close kin to me, which increases my grief.
So sorrowful a sight my eyes never saw,
Spotless, he is destroyed by sins of my doing!’
Down knelt the King, and cried aloud,
With careworn countenance calling out:
‘Gaze on this grief, O God most righteous!
See this royal red blood running upon the earth!				3990
Worthily should it be shrouded and enshrined in gold,
For it is unsullied by sin, so help me, Lord!’
Down knelt the King, great care at his heart,
Caught up the blood carefully with his clean hands,
Cast it into a kettle-hat and covered it neatly,
Then brought the body to the birthplace of Gawain.


. . .
[The death of King Arthur]

And Sir Mordred was mighty and in his utmost strength.
Neither knight nor any other could come within the compass
Of that sword’s swing without spilling his lifeblood.

Our [King] perceived it, and pressed fast forward,
Hurtling through the host with his whole strength.
There he met Mordred and with full malice said,
‘Turn, untrue traitor, your time is up!
By the great God I shall give you your death-blow,
And no rescue or ransom shall reach you from any man!’
The sovereign struck him staunchly with Excalibur,				4230
Shearing off the corner of the shield
And hitting a hand’s-breadth deep into the shoulder,
So that the bright red blood blazoned the mail.
Mordred shuddered and shivered, but shrank back little,
Rather shot forward sharply in his shining gear,
And the felon struck fiercely with that fine sword,
Ripping through the rib-plates on Arthur’s right side.
Through surcoat and hauberk of armoured steel 
The hilding hacked off a half-foot of flesh.
That deadly blow brought his death, and dread pity it was			4240
That the dauntless man should die but by God’s deeming!
Yet still with his sword Excalibur he struck nobly,
Guarding himself guilefully with his glittering shield,
And slashed off Mordred’s sword hand as he surged past.
An inch from the elbow he hacked it clean off,
So that Mordred sank down and swooned in the dust;
Yes, through brassard of bright steel and brilliant mail,
And hilt and hand upon the heath were left lying.
Then he deftly dragged that demon upright again
And broached him with the blade to the bright hilts,			4250
So that he squirmed on the sword-point in his death-struggle.

‘In faith,’ said the fated King, ‘it feels me with grief
That such a false felon should have so fair a death.’

