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thinking ENGLISH

STORY AND GENRE





Thinking English: Beowulf 1
	Speaker ID
	Transcription

	Hrothgar
	I've let it be known that I will give half the gold in my kingdom to any man who can rid us of Grendel.

	Unferth
	My King, for deliverance our people sacrifice goats and sheep to Odin and Heimdall. With your permission, shall we also pray to the new Roman god, Christ Jesus? Perhaps he can lift our affliction.

	Hrothgar
	No, Unferth, no. No, the gods will do nothing for us that we will not do for ourselves. What we need is a hero.

	Wiglaf
	Hold your oars up! And heave!

	Wiglaf
	Can you see the coast? Can you see the Danes' guide-fire?

	Beowulf
	I see nothing but the wind and the rain.

	Wiglaf
	No fire, no stars by which to navigate. We're lost. Given to the sea.

	Beowulf
	The sea's my mother. She'd never take me back to her murky womb.

	Wiglaf
	My mother was a fishwife in Uppland. I was rather hoping to die in battle as a warrior should.

	Wiglaf
	Heave!

	Wiglaf
	The men are worried. The storm has no end, Beowulf.

	Beowulf
	It's no earthly storm, that much is for sure. But this demon's tempest will not hold us out if we really want in.

	Wiglaf
	Who wants to live? 

	Boat's crew
	We do!

	Wiglaf
	Then pull your oars. Let's see you do it. For Beowulf! For gold! For glory! Heave! Heave! Heave! Heave!

	Wiglaf
	Beowulf. Hold fast!

	Beowulf
	No.

	Man on horse
	Who are you? From your dress you are warriors. Speak! Why should I not run you through right now?

	Beowulf
	We are Geats. I am Beowulf. Son of Ecgtheow. We come seeking your Prince Hrothgar, in friendship. They say you have a monster here. They say your lands are cursed.

	Man on horse
	Is that what they say?

	Wiglaf
	Bards sing of Hrothgar's shame from the frozen north to the shores of Vinland.

	Man on horse
	There's no shame to be accursed by demons.

	Beowulf
	I am Beowulf and I am here to kill your monster.

	Man on horse
	I thought there were no more heroes foolish enough to come around here and die for our gold.

	Beowulf
	If we die, it'll be for glory, not for gold.
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