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Fafnismal - The Lay of Fafnir

Urged on by the smith Regin, the young hero Sigurth slays the dragon Fafnir, who guards the cursed Nibelung
hoard and the ring Andvaranaut on the Gnita heath. Sigurth digs a trench across the dragon's path and
thrusts the sword Gram upward into its heart. As Fafnir dies, the two trade wisdom about the Norns, the gods,
and the last battlefield Oskopnir, and the dragon warns again and again of the gold's curse: the red rings will
be Sigurth's bane. At Regin's bidding Sigurth roasts the dragon's heart; when he burns his finger on the
foaming blood and licks it, he suddenly understands the speech of birds. The nut-hatches in the thicket warn
him of Regin's treachery, urging him to kill the smith and take the hoard alone — and they point him toward
the flame-girt hall where a sleeping valkyrie lies. Sigurth strikes off Regin's head, eats the heart, drinks the
blood of both brothers, and rides to Fafnir's lair to claim the gold, the fear-helm, and the sword Hrotti.
Sources: Old Norse after the Codex Regius (ed. Gudni Jénsson), English after Henry Adams Bellows (1923) —
both public domain.

Old Norse English - H. A. Bellows (1923)
1 Sveinn ok sveinn, Youth, oh, youth! of whom then, youth, art thou
hverjum ertu svein of borinn? born?

Hverra ertu manna mégr,
er pu a Fafni rautt

binn inn frdna maeki?
Stondumek til hjarta hjorr.

Géfugt dyr ek heiti,

en ek gengit hefk

inn mdédurlausi mégr,
féour ek akk-a

sem fira synir;

& geng ek einn saman.

Veiztu, ef f6d0ur né att-at
sem fira synir,
af hverju vastu undri alinn?

Say whose son thou art,
Who in Fafnir's blood thy bright blade reddened,
And struck thy sword to my heart.

The Noble Hart my name, and | go
A motherless man abroad;

Father | had not, as others have,
And lonely ever | live.

If father thou hadst not, as others have,
By what wonder wast thou born?
(Though thy name on the day of my death thou

hidest,
Thou knowest now thou dost lie.)

4 AEtterni mitt My race, methinks, is unknown to thee,
kved ek pér ékunnigt vera And so am | myself;
ok mik sjalfan it sama; Sigurth my name, and Sigmund's son,
Sigurdr ek heiti, Who smote thee thus with the sword.

Sigmundr hét minn fadir,
er hefk pik vapnum vegit.

5 Hverr pik hvatti? Who drove thee on? why wert thou driven
Hvi hvetjask Iézt My life to make me lose?
minu fjorvi at fara? A father brave had the bright-eyed youth,
Inn franeygi sveinn, For bold in boyhood thou art.

bu attir fédur bitran;
6bornum skjor a skeio.
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Hugr mik hvatti,

hendr mér fulltyéu

ok minn inn hvassi hjérr;
far er hvatr,

er hrédask tekr,

ef i barnaesku er blaudr.

Veit ek, ef pu vaxa needir
fyr pinna vina brjdsti,

seei madr pik vreidan vega;

nu ertu haftr
ok hernuminn;
& kveda bandingja bifask.

bvi bregdr pu mér, Fafnir,
at til fjarri séak

minum fedrmunum;

eigi em ek haftr,

bott ek vaera hernumi;
bu fannt, at ek laus lifi.

Heiftyrdi ein

telr pu pér i hvivetna,
en ek pér satt eitt segik:
It gjalla gull

ok it glédrauda fé,

bér verda peir baugar at bana.

Féi réda

vill fyréa hverr

e til ins eina dags;
pvi at einu sinni
skal alda hverr

fara til heljar hedan.

Norna dom

bu munt fyr nesjum hafa
ok 6svinns apa;

i vatni pu drukknar,

ef i vindi raer;

allt er feigs forad.

Segdu mér, Fafnir,

alls pik frééan kveda

ok vel margt vita,

hverjar ro paer nornir,

er naudgénglar ro

ok kjésa meedr fra mégum.

My heart did drive me, my hand fulfilled,
And my shining sword so sharp;

Few are keen when old age comes,

Who timid in boyhood be.

If thou mightest grow thy friends among,
One might see thee fiercely fight;

But bound thou art, and in battle taken,
And to fear are prisoners prone.

Thou blamest me, Fafnir, that | see from afar
The wealth that my father's was;

Not bound am I, though in battle taken,
Thou hast found that free | live.

In all | say dost thou hatred see,

Yet truth alone do | tell;

The sounding gold, the glow-red wealth,
And the rings thy bane shall be.

Some one the hoard shall ever hold,
Till the destined day shall come;
For a time there is when every man
Shall journey hence to hell.

The fate of the Norns before the headland
Thou findest, and doom of a fool;

In the water shalt drown if thou row 'gainst the
wind,

All danger is near to death.

Tell me then, Fafnir, for wise thou art famed,
And much thou knowest now:

Who are the Norns who are helpful in need,
And the babe from the mother bring?
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Sundrbornar mjék
segi ek nornir vera,
eigu-t peer eett saman;
sumar eru dskunngar,
sumar alfkunngar,
sumar deetr Dvalins.

Segdu mér pat, Fafnir,
alls pik frééan kveda
ok vel margt vita,

hvé sa holmr heitir,

er blanda hjérlegi
Surtr ok aesir saman.

Oskdpnir hann heitir,
en par 6ll skulu
geirum leika god;
Bilrést brotnar,

er peir a bru fara,

ok svima i médu marir.

Agishjalm
bar ek of alda sonum,

medan ek of menjum Iak;

einn rammari
hugdumk 6llum vera,

fannk-a ek svd marga mégu.

Agishjalmr
bergr einungi,

hvar skulu vreidir vega;

ba pat finnr,
er meo fleirum kemr,

at engi er einna hvatastr.

Eitri ek fneesta,
er ek a arfi l1a
miklum mins fédur.

Inn fréni ormr,

bu gerdir fraes mikla
ok galzt hardan hug;
heift at meiri

verdr hélda sonum,
at pann hjalm hafi.
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Of many births the Norns must be,
Nor one in race they were;

Some to gods, others to elves are kin,
And Dvalin's daughters some.

Tell me then, Fafnir, for wise thou art famed,
And much thou knowest now:

How call they the isle where all the gods
And Surt shall sword-sweat mingle?

Oskopnir is it, where all the gods

Shall seek the play of swords;

Bilrost breaks when they cross the bridge,
And the steeds shall swim in the flood.

The fear-helm | wore to afright mankind,
While guarding my gold | lay;

Mightier seemed | than any man,

For a fiercer never | found.

The fear-helm surely no man shields
When he faces a valiant foe;

Oft one finds, when the foe he meets,
That he is not the bravest of all.

Venom | breathed when bright | lay

By the hoard my father had;

(There was none so mighty as dared to meet me,
And weapons nor wiles | feared.)

Glittering worm, thy hissing was great,
And hard didst show thy heart;

But hatred more have the sons of men
For him who owns the helm.
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Reed ek pér nu, Sigurdr,

en pd rad nemir,

ok rid heim hedan;

it gjalla gull

ok it glédrauda fé,

bér verda peir baugar at bana.

R&ao er pér radit,

en ek rida mun

til pess gulls, er i lyngvi liggr,
en pd, Fafnir,

ligg i fjérbrotum,

par er pik hel hafi.

Reginn mik réa,
hann pik réda mun,

hann mun okkr verda badoum at bana;

fior sitt lata,
hygg ek, at Fafnir myni;
pitt vard nd meira megin.

Heill pua nd, Sigurér,

nu hefir pu sigr vegit

ok Fafni of farit;

manna peira,

er mold troda,

pik kved ek éblaudastan alinn.

bat er dvist at vita,

ba er komum allir saman,
sigtiva synir,

hverr éblaudastr er alinn;
margr er sa hvatr,

er hjér né ryor

annars brjostum i.

Gladr ertu nd, Sigurdr,

ok gagni feginn,

er pu perrir Gram & grasi;
brédur minn

hefr pu benjadan,

ok vald ek pd sjalfr sumu.

bu pvi rétt,

er ek rida skyldak

hélug fjéll hinig;

féi ok fjorvi

rédi sa inn frani ormr,

nema pu frydir mér hvats hugar.

| counsel thee, Sigurth, heed my speech,
And ride thou homeward hence,
The sounding gold, the glow-red wealth,
And the rings thy bane shall be.

Thy counsel is given, but go | shall

To the gold in the heather hidden;
And, Fafnir, thou with death dost fight,
Lying where Hel shall have thee.

Regin betrayed me, and thee will betray,
Us both to death will he bring;

His life, methinks, must Fafnir lose,

For the mightier man wast thou.

Hail to thee, Sigurth! Thou victory hast,
And Fafnir in fight hast slain;

Of all the men who tread the earth,
Most fearless art thou, methinks.

Unknown it is, when all are together,
(The sons of the glorious gods,)

Who bravest born shall seem;

Some are valiant who redden no sword
In the blood of a foeman's breast.

Glad art thou, Sigurth, of battle gained,
As Gram with grass thou cleansest;

My brother fierce in fight hast slain,
And somewhat | did myself.

Thy rede it was that | should ride
Hither o'er mountains high;

The glittering worm would have wealth and life

If thou hadst not mocked at my might.
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Sittu nd, Sigurdr,
en ek mun sofa ganga,

ok halt Fafnis hjarta vio funa;

eiskold ek vil
etin lata

eftir benna dreyra drykk.

Fjarri pu gekkt,

medan ek & Fafni raudk
minn inn hvassa hjér;
afli minu

atta ek vid orms megin,
medan pu i lyngvi latt.

Lengi liggja

1étir pu lyngvi i

bann inn aldna jétun,

ef pu sverds né nytir,
bess er ek sjalfr gerda,
ok pins ins hvassa hjérs.

Hugr er betri

en sé hjérs megin,
hvars vreidir skulu vega,
pvi at hvatan mann

ek sé hardliga vega
med sleevu sverdi sigr.

Hvoétum er betra

en sé éhvétum

i hildileik hafask;
glédum er betra

en sé glupnanda,

hvat sem at hendi kemr.

bar sitr Sigurdr
sveita stokkinn,
Fafnis hjarta

vid funa steikir;
spakr peetti mér
spillir bauga,

ef hann fjérsega
frénan aeti.

Sit now, Sigurth, for sleep will I,
Hold Fafnir's heart to the fire;

For all his heart shall eaten be,
Since deep of blood | have drunk.

Afar didst thou go while Fafnir reddened
With his blood my blade so keen;

With the might of the dragon my strength |
matched,

While thou in the heather didst hide.

Longer wouldst thou in the heather have let
Yon hoary giant hide,

Had the weapon availed not that once | forged,
The keen-edged blade thou didst bear.

Better is heart than a mighty blade
For him who shall fiercely fight;

The brave man well shall fight and win,
Though dull his blade may be.

Brave men better than cowards be,
When the clash of battle comes;

And better the glad than the gloomy man
Shall face what before him lies.

There sits Sigurth, sprinkled with blood,
And Fafnir's heart with fire he cooks;
Wise were the breaker of rings, | ween,
To eat the life-muscles all so bright.
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bar liggr Reginn,
reedr um vio sik,

vill taela médg,

bann er trdir hdnum,
berr af reidi

réng ord saman,

vill bélvasmidr
brédur hefna.

H&6foi skemmra

1ati hann inn hara pul
fara til heljar hedan;
ollu gulli

ba kna hann einn rada,
fj6lo pvi er und Fafni la.

Horskr peetti mér,
ef hafa kynni
astrad mikit

yovar systra,

hygdi hann of sik
ok hugin gleddi;
bar er mér ulfs van,
er ek eyru sék.

Er-at sva horskr
hildimeidr

sem ek hers jadar
hyggja myndak,

ef hann brédur laetr
a brot komask,

en hann 68rum hefir
aldrs of synjat.

Mjék er dsvior,

ef hann enn sparir

fjanda inn folkskaa,

par er Reginn liggr,

er hann radinn hefr,

kann-at hann vid sliku at séa.

H6foi skemmra lati hann
pann inn hrimkalda j6tun
ok af baugum bua;

ba mun hann fjar pess,
er Fafnir rég,

einvaldi vera.
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There Regin lies, and plans he lays

The youth to betray who trusts him well;

Lying words with wiles will he speak,

Till his brother the maker of mischief avenges.

Less by a head let the chatterer hoary
Go from here to hell;

Then all of the wealth he alone can wield,
The gold that Fafnir guarded.

Wise would he seem if so he would heed

The counsel good we sisters give;

Thought he would give, and the ravens gladden,
There is ever a wolf where his ears | spy.

Less wise must be the tree of battle

Than to me would seem the leader of men,
If forth he lets one brother fare,

When he of the other the slayer is.

Most foolish he seems if he shall spare

His foe, the bane of the folk,

There Regin lies, who hath wronged him so,
Yet falsehood knows he not.

Let the head from the frost-cold giant be hewed,
And let him of rings be robbed;

Then all the wealth which Fafnir's was

Shall belong to thee alone.
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Verda-t sva rik skép,
at Reginn skyli

mitt banord bera;

pvi at peir badir braedr
skulu bradliga

fara til heljar hedan.

Bitt pu, Sigurér,
bauga rauda;

er-a konungligt
kvidéa mérgu.

Mey veit ek eina
miklu fegrsta,
gulli gaedda,

ef pu geta meettir.

Liggja til Gjuka
greenar brautir,

fram visa skép
folklidéndum;

bar hefir dyrr konungr
déttur alna;

ba muntu, Sigurdr,
mundi kaupa.

Salr er a hau
Hindarfjalli,

allr er hann dtan
eldi sveipinn,
bann hafa horskir
halir of gérvan

Or 6dékkum
Ognar liéma.

Veit ek a fjalli
folkvitr sofa

ok leikr yfir
lindar vaoi;

Yggr stakk porni,
aora felldi
hoér-Gefn hali

en hafa vildi.

Knattu, mogr, séa
mey und hjalmi,
ba er fra vigi
Vingskorni reid;
ma-at Sigrdrifar
svefni bregda
skjéldunga nidr
fyr sképum norna.

Not so rich a fate shall Regin have
As the tale of my death to tell;

For soon the brothers both shall die,
And hence to hell shall go.

Bind, Sigurth, the golden rings together,
Not kingly is it aught to fear;

| know a maid, there is none so fair,
Rich in gold, if thou mightest get her.

Green the paths that to Gjuki lead,

And his fate the way to the wanderer shows;
The doughty king a daughter has,

That thou as a bride mayst, Sigurth, buy.

A hall stands high on Hindarfjoll,

All with flame is it ringed without;
Warriors wise did make it once

Out of the flaming light of the flood.

On the mountain sleeps a battle-maid,

And about her plays the bane of the wood;
Ygg with the thorn hath smitten her thus,
For she felled the fighter he fain would save.

There mayst thou behold the maiden helmed,
Who forth on Vingskornir rode from the fight;
The victory-bringer her sleep shall break not,
Thou heroes' son, so the Norns have set.

GLANZ & GRAVUR - glanzundgravur.de



» ..
Fafnismal - The Lay of Fa?"-' yﬁ

Source & public domain: Old Norse after the Colx Regius (ed. Gudni Jénsson); English after Henry Adams Bellows
(1923). Both public domaln .ﬁ\pll y (ﬂan! & Gravur.
L

» &




