The Wife’s Lament
I draw these words from my deep sadness,
my sorrowful lot (destiny). I can say that,
since I grew up, I have not suffered
such hardships as now, old or new.
I am tortured by the anguish of exile.
First my lord forsook (to forsake: to abandon) his family
for the tossing (restless) waves, I fretted at dawn
as to where in the world my lord might be.
in my sorrow I set out then,
a friendless wanderer, to search for my man.
But that man’s kinsmen (relatives) laid secret plans
to part us, so that we should live
most (very) wretchedly, far from each other
in this wide world; I was seized with longings (nostalgia).
My lord asked me to live with him here;
I had few loved ones, loyal friends
in this country; that is reason for grief.
Then I found my own husband was ill-starred (unlucky),
sad at heart, pretending, plotting 
murder behind a smiling face. How often
we swore that nothing but death should ever
divide us; that is all changed now;
our friendship is as if it had never been.
Early and late, I must undergo hardship
because of the feud (hostility) of my own dearest loved one.
Men forced me to live in a forest grove,
under an oak tree in the earth-cave.
This cavern is age-old; I am choked with longings
Gloomy are the valleys, too high the hills,
harsh strongholds (fortresses) overgrown with briars (thorny bushes):
a joyless abode (residence). the journey of my lord so often
cruelly seizes me. there are lovers on earth,
lovers alive who lie in bed,
when I pass through this earth-cave alone
and out under the oak tree (quercia) at dawn:
there I must sit through the long summer’s day
and there I mourn my miseries,
my many hardships, for I am never able
to quiet the cares of my sorrowful mind,
all the longings that are my life’s lot.
Young men must always be serious in mind
and stout-hearted (stout = strong) they must hide
their heartaches, that host (of constant sorrows,
behind a smiling face.



Whether he is master
of his own fate or is exiled in a far-off land --
sitting under rocky storm-cliffs, chilled
with hoar-frost, weary in mind,
surrounded by the sea in some sad place --
my husband is caught in the clutches of anguish;
over and again he recalls a happier home.
Grief goes side by side with those
who suffer longing for a loved one. 
(translation into modern English by K. Crossley Holland, The Anglo-Saxon World, an Anthology, Oxford University Press, London 1988).   



