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It starts with a monster and his mum 
Finishes up with a dead dragon 
With quite a long gap in between 
Where Beowulf was just a king 
It’s padded out with lots of bits 
For nights were long before Netflix 
The original’s all boring details 
You might as well watch racing snails 
But I won’t waste your precious time 
I’ll get straight down to the rhyme 
 
Let’s begin at the beginning 
Hrothgar was the Danish king 
His kingdom was wildly tormented 
By a monster, vile, demented 
From muddy marsh he squelched and bubbled 
Causing untold bloody troubles 
 
Arising famished in the nights 
Grazing upon Danish knights 
Stalking around the king’s mead hall 
Terrorizing one and all  
Around the good king’s stately home 
The great hall where he had his throne 
Grendel was the monster’s name 
He once ate more than thirty Danes 
 
It went on for twelve long years 
The land a soggy vale of tears 
The kingdom had hit rocky bottom 
Something was so really rotten 
In the sorry state of Denmark 
The story spread both near and far 
It even reached a northern gulf 
The home of one named Beowulf 
 
He was the greatest of the Geats 
Who had performed stupendous feats 
Like swimming in the northern seas 
That make a normal human freeze 
And battling monsters in the depths 
The kind you find now in Loch Ness 
 
 



He heard the woes of King Hrothgar 
Who had been kind to his father 
Time it was to turn the favour 
The type of favour that he savoured 
It was time to meet Grendel 
In one-on-one deathly battle 
 
He gathered round him fourteen thanes 
And then sailed south to see the Danes 
Though his mates and other sailors 
Were really merely his spectators 
 
They feasted with the Danish king 
Slept in the fated hall 
And waited for the monstrous thing 
To come before the dawn 
 
For carousing and festiveness  
Aroused in him a deep disgust 
(Perhaps he couldn’t bear rejection; 
He’d never had an invitation) 
 
We can but guess; we know for sure 
The monster crashed and bashed the door 
And grabbed a sleeping Danish man, 
Then popped him open like a can 
Like you would a tin of Coke 
He sucked him dry, unlucky bloke 
 
But this was not the kind of night 
To eat and drink without a fight 
Beowulf had the strength of thirty 
He could fight both clean and dirty 
He chose in this most deathly duel 
To take him down without a tool 
Which was probably just as well 
They’d tried before with that Grendel 
They’d tried with swords and spears and axes 
They’d tried with stones and safety matches 
But that monster could barely feel 
Mortal weapons made of steel 
To blades of iron and all things ferrous 
His skin was just impervious 
 
 
 
So Beowulf wrestled like a bear 
His arms like trees, his bottom bare 
They grappled hard for half an hour 
Beowulf fought with all his power 
Matching Grendel’s ugly rage 



They fought like fighters in a cage 
If only there had been TV 
They would have both been UFC 
Alas, there were no image rights 
They fought for free for forty knights 
 
They rolled like tigers on the ground 
And then there came a popping sound 
Then a rip and then a tear  
And a howling like a bear 
Beowulf had been rather harmful  
And ripped off a whole monster armful 
Grendel yelped and looked aghast 
At the bare and empty gash 
Where his arm had been before 
He cried and bolted for the door 
Back to his bleak, deserted swamp 
While the undefeated champ 
Held his trophy high, aloft 
I knew he was a little soft! 
I promised you unarmed combat 
And I delivered precisely that 
You won’t hear him for quite a while! 
He said with a disarming smile 
 
The victory was a nice surprise 
The King was rather glad 
He filled up bags with super prizes 
And treasures that he had 
 
Good folk came from far and wide 
They partied through the night 
Celebrating monstercide 
The kingdom was alright! 
 
Alas they had relaxed too soon 
The job was just half-done 
In the pale light of the moon 
The monster’s angry mum!  
 
Grendel’s enraged mother 
Came squelching from the bog 
Worked into a lather 
About her damaged sprog 
 
Her boy had suffered gravest harm 
When Beowulf had ripped his arm  
He’d made it to his mother’s cave 
And that is where he’d passed away 
 
And like most other monster mothers 



She knew who was to blame 
Always one of the others 
Besmirching her boy’s name 
 
She’d never once berated him 
Or said it was a sin 
To munch on people in the night 
She’d never said it was not right 
To gatecrash someone’s birthday session 
Smashing brains without permission 
For twelve long years her dear Grendel 
Was the Danes’ neighbour from hell 
Not once did she see the error 
Of her darling little treasure 
Teachers cry, Always the same! 
The parents are the ones to blame! 
 
And so she crashed into the hall 
And grabbed her last victim 
She also took down from the wall 
Her darling’s severed limb 
 
Beowulf did not fight her; he was not in the hall 
He found out in the morning and answered Hrothgar’s call 
To form a hunting party and follow a dead trail 
To fight another monster who had dared assail 
The tragic mead hall of the Danes 
Taking one arm and a thane 
 
Alas they found the thanely head  
Where the swamp lay bloody red 
It was the place to go a-hunting 
They gave Beowulf a sword called Hrunting 
 
 
Our hero took a mighty breath 
And slowly sank beneath the depths 
The descent took most of the day 
He fought small monsters on the way 
Until he saw through the gloom 
The entrance to her living room 
 
He found her deep within her lair 
And fought a battle royal there 
Alas, he slashed away with Hrunting 
The weapon was as good as bunting 
It sliced through normal skin and bone 
But could not hurt the monstrous crone 
 
Beowulf was surely doomed 
But he saw glinting in the gloom 



A mighty sword, made by giants 
Guaranteed by ancient science 
To cut through any monster’s bones 
(A foolish thing to keep at home!) 
Grasping the handy plot device 
He grabbed the handle in a trice 
And swung it at the old girl’s head 
Sliced it off and she was dead 
 
The second head that he felled 
Was the head of dead Grendel 
(Whose still corpse lay still in its grave 
The corner of his momma cave) 
The monster blood that was split 
Dissolved the blade up to the hilt 
He took the handle and the head 
To show the king Grendel was dead 
And swam back up towards the sky 
A hero for a second time 
That night they feasted once again 
No monsters roamed the land of men 
 
He said farewell and sallied forth 
Back to the Geat folk in the north 
Shared his reward with the court 
Showing he was not the sort 
To get ideas above his station 
And demand a coronation 
Instead he did the decent thing 
Most loyally, he served his king 
 
He really was a proper gent 
Acting as the prince regent 
When the king died and left an heir; 
A tiny child in a high chair 
 
Beowulf finally took the crown 
When there were no heirs around 
He ruled the land for fifty winters 
And probably for fifty summers 
 
But in the autumn of his reign 
Strife burst upon the land again 
Balls of fire rained from the air 
Towns were burned beyond repair 
His very own royal hall 
A pile of ash behind a pall 
Of choking, blinding, blackened smoke 
A dragon roamed, angry, awoke 
Wakened from eternal sleep 
By a tiny sneaky thief 



A terrified escaping slave 
Who’d crawled and snaked into a cave 
Where a dragon could be found 
Sleeping on a golden mound 
His hoard, a heap of rolling treasure 
Beyond compare or any measure 
The hungry thief saw one small cup 
And thought it would be just enough 
Slowly, he slipped the shiny goblet 
Into his tiny empty pocket 
But as he slunk out of the cave 
The slightest chink gave him away 
 
The chime of metal on the stone 
Rang around the dragon’s home 
Waking him from his dreams 
Awakening his deepest greed 
That dragon could not bear the thought 
Of losing one ounce from his hoard 
Though his gold mound weighed a ton 
He would not share with anyone 
 
And so he ripped through the Geat lands 
Burning woods and burning sands 
Trees were black but beaches shone 
The sand was glass, the fish were gone 
Their lakes had boiled and joined the cloud 
Where the dragon roared out loud  
Raging for the return 
Of his rotund little urn 
 
Beowulf was aching, old and grey 
He chose to battle, one last day 
One last chance to show his mettle 
The smith hammered a sheet of metal 
To shield the king from dragon breath 
As he fought him to the death 
 
Perhaps he chose this way to go 
His fate to die as a hero 
Not to waste away upon a throne 
In a sad retirement home 
 
Or was his failing as a king; 
He wasn’t great at delegating? 
For while Hrothgar had been quite glad 
To make a champion of a lad 
Beowulf had to be the one 
To fight alone with the dragon 
 
Or was it his failing as a king; 



He wasn’t great at motivating? 
He chose a special band of men 
A dozen knights for a dragon’s den 
But only one there showed his worth 
And went with him into the earth 
One loyal warrior called Wiglaf 
(Just one! You cannot get the staff!) 
The rest stayed put, a shy eleven 
Not so keen to meet the dragon 
If it meant a live cremation 
 
The king and Wiglaf overcame 
The burning beast of teeth and flame 
But it had bitten old Beowulf 
There’s toxin in a dragon’s tooth 
 
Beowulf knew his time was short 
Sent Wiglaf in to find the hoard 
He brought back some hidden gold 
Dull and tinged with greenish mould 
For all things bright will change with time 
Life will grow dim and lose its shine 
Even a hero’s mythic power 
Lasts for an appointed hour 
And Beowulf knew his time had come 
Like the setting of the sun 
 
And that is how he passed away 
The greatest captain of his day 
He is still there, but never found 
In a forgotten burial mound 
Resting with the dragon’s gold 
Like a true hero of old 
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