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| TRANSLATED FROM THE SAKON:
HEN winter yelled through the leaflefs
. grove; when the black waves rode over
,ﬂle :aanug- wmds, and the dark.brown clouds hid
ithe face of the fun; when the filver brook ftood
4tll, aod fnow environed the top of the lofty
mountain ; when the flowers appeared not in-the
blafted fields, and the boughs of the leaflefs trees
bent with the loads of ice; awhen the howlingof
the wolf affrighted the darkly glimmering light
. of the weftern fky ; Kenrick, terrible as the tem-
peft, young as the fnake of the valley, ftrong as
the mountain of the flain ; *his armour fhining like
the ftars in the dark night, when the moon is
yeiled in fable, and the blafting winds howl over
the wide plain his fhield like the black rock,
iprepared. himfelf for war.

Ceolwolf of the high mountsin, who viewed
the firft rays of the morning ftar, fwift as the fly-
hg dm-, ftrong as a young oak, fierce as an even-

ing




12 KENRICK

ing wolf, drew his fword ; glittering like the blue
vapours in the valley of Horlo ; terrible as the red
lightning, burfling from the dark-brown clouds :
his fwift bark rode over the foaming waves, like
the wind in the tempeft ; the arches fell at his
blow, and he wrapt the towers in flames ; he fol-
low:d K:nnck hkﬂ a wulf mammg for prey.
¥
- Centwin of the vale arofe, he feized the mi’.tfy
Apear ; terrible ‘was his voice, great was his
‘ftrength ; he®hurled the rocks into the fea, and .
‘broke the ftrong oaks of the foreft. ~ Slow in'the
race. as ‘the minutes of impatience.” His fpear,
like the fury of a thunderbolt, fwept down whole
armies ; his enemies melted before him, like the
ﬂ;one:-uf hail at the appmar.h of the fun'. > ad3
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Awake, o Eldulphf Thou that ﬂupeit onthe

white mountain, with the faireft of women ; no
‘more  purfue the’ dark-brown wolf ; arife from
the mofly bank of the falling waters; let thy gat-
.ments be ftained in blood, and the ftreams of life
difcolour thy girdle; let thy flowing hair be hid
in a helmet, and thy bcauteuus countenancg be
writhed into termr.- i DR ¢1093
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Egward, keeper of the barks, arife like the
roaring waves of the fea : purfue the black com-
panies of the enemy.

- Ye Saxons, who live in the air and glide over
the ftars, act like yourfelves.

Like the murmuring voice of the Sévern, fwels.
led with rain, the Saxons moved along; like a
blazing ftar the fword of Kenrigk fhone among
the Britons ; Tenyan bled at his feet ; like the red

lightning of heaven -he burnt up the ranks of his
enemy.

Centwin raged like a wild boar. Tatward
fported in blood, armies melted at his firoke. El-
dulph was a flaming vapour, deftruétion fat upon
his fword. Ceolwolf was drenched in gore, but
fell like a rock before the fiword of Mervin.

Egward purfued the flayer of his friend ; the
blood of Mervin {moked on his hand.

Like the rage of a tempeft was the noife of the
battle ; like the roaring of the torrent, gufhing
from the brow of the lofty mountain;

The
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