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Related Texts

Darraðarljóð

The poem Darraðarljóð is included in the text of chapter 157 of Brennu-Njáls Saga “Saga of Burned Njál,” the longest and one of the most famous of the Sagas of Icelanders, during a vision of a character named Dorruđ. Darraðarljóð would thus mean “Dorruđ’s Poem/Song,” but the poem is probably much older than the saga in which it is framed, and rather than a man’s name the meaning of the poem’s title was likely originally intended as “Song of the Spear (dǫrruðr).”

Below, I include the immediately preceding text of the saga as well.

*

On Friday morning it so happened on Caithness that a man named Dorruđ walked outside. He saw twelve people riding together to a wealthy woman’s quarters, and then they all disappeared. He looked through a window that was there, and he saw that there were women inside and they had set up a loom. They were using men’s heads for the weights, men’s guts for the weft and yarn, and swords and arrows for the rods. They spoke these stanzas:

1.     The threads are open,
meaning death in battle!
It’s raining blood
from the crossbeam.
Now a gray weave
of men is here,
which the son-killer’s 
lady-friends 
will fill in
with red cloth.

2.     The weave is woven
with men’s guts,
and weighed down hard
with their heads.
Blood-covered spears
are the rods,
the beam is iron-covered,
and arrows shake it.
We make our war-weave
out of swords.

3.     Hild is weaving
and Hjorthrimul,
Sanngríđ, and Svipul
use drawn swords.
Spear will break,
shield will break,
a helmet-chopping sword
will ruin shields.

4.     We spin, we spin,
a weave of spears,
which the young king
had before.
We’ll go forward
and wade into the fight,
where our friends
exchange weapon-blows.

5.     We spin, we spin
a weave of spears,
and then we follow
the young king.
Guđ and Gondul,
who guarded him,
saw the fighters’
bloody shields.

6.     We spin, we spin
a weave of spears,
where able fighters’
flags are flying.
Let us not
be careless with his life;
we Valkyries have
the choice of the dead.

7.     Those armies
from the settlements
in the far peninsulas
will rule these lands;
I say the rich king
is marked to fall.
Now the ruler falls,
pierced by spearpoints.

8.     And now the Irish
will suffer miserably,
that agony will never
leave the Irish people.
Now the weave is woven,
the field is bloody,
this enormous loss of life
will become famous.

9.     Now it is horrible
to look upon
as bloody clouds
cross the sky.
The very sky is red
with men’s blood,
while we battle-watchers
sing away.

10.   We spoke right
about the young king,
many victory-songs,
we sing well!
Let the one listening
learn our spear-flight song,
let him say it
to others!

11.   Let us leave, ride our
bare-back horses hard,
with drawn swords
we’ll ride away.

Eiríksmál and Hákonarmál

Eiríksmál (“Words of/for Eirik”) is a poem in Eddic style commissioned in memory of Norwegian King Eirík Bloodaxe (Old Norse Eiríkr blóðøx) by his wife Gunnhild after his death in AD 954. The poem is not preserved in its entirety, but the nine stanzas that survive paint a picture of Óđin preparing Valhalla for Eirík’s arrival while speaking to Bragi (a god of poetry) and the famous human heroes Sigmund and Sinfjotli (well known from The Saga of the Volsungs).

Hákonarmál (“Words of/for Hakon”) is a poem of similar style and content, composed in honor of Norwegian King Hákon the Good (Old Norse Hákon góði) after his death in AD 961 at the Battle of Fitjar on the island of Stord. The poem, which is attributed to Eyvind the Plagiarist (Old Norse Eyvindr skáldaspillir), is preserved in its entirety in Snorri Sturluson’s Saga of Hákon the Good in the saga collection Heimskringla. This poem also presents a vision of Hákon’s welcome arrival at Valhalla, and concludes with a stanza that has very similar language to the famous stanzas 76–77 of Hávamál. Despite the theme of the poem, Hakon the Good was a Christian.

EIRÍKSMÁL

1.     Óđin said, “What is this 
thunderous noise?
I awoke before dawn,
and Valhalla was quiet.
I woke up my champions,
I told them to rise,
to spread hay on the benches
and prepare the beer,
I told the Valkyries to serve wine
for a king’s arrival.

2.     “It looks like kings of men
are arriving from Miđgarđ,
some excellent warriors!
My heart is cheered to see them.

3.     “Bragi! Do you hear it,
as if a thousand men
or more were coming?”
Bragi said, “The benches creak
with the crowds sitting on them,
as if Baldr were coming home.”

4.     Óđin said, “I don’t want to hear
foolishness from you, wise Bragi.
You know well who it is—
this noise means it’s Eirík!
That king is coming here,
to me in Valhalla.

5.     “Sigmund! Sinfjotli!
Get up quickly, 
and greet the king!
Tell him to come in,
if it’s Eirík—
I have great hope that it is.”

6.     Sigmund said, “Why are you more eager
to see Eirík than any other king?”
Óđin said, “Because Eirík
has reddened swords and carried
a bloody blade across many lands.”

7.     Sigmund said, “Why not give him
victory, if he is so outstanding?”
Óđin said, “Because I never know
when the gray wolf Fenrir
will come to the walls of Ásgarđ.”

8.     Sigmund said, “Hail, Eirik! You are welcome, 
and come freely to our hall.
I’d like to ask what kings
those are—who follows you there,
coming in from the battle?”

9.     Eirik said, “Five kings,
and I’ll tell you the names of them all.
And I myself am the sixth.”

HÁKONARMÁL

1.     Óđin sent his Valkyries,
Gondul and Skogul,
to choose a king
from the Yngling clan
to go with Óđin, 
and live in Valhalla.

2.     They found Bjorn’s brother, 
Hákon, in his armor,
a great king beneath
his war-banners;
the spears stood ready
and shook, the battle began.

3.     That killer of kings
called on men from every
part of Norway,
and went forth to fight.
That good king, enemy of Danes,
stood beneath his helmet, 
with his good band 
of Norwegian warriors.

4.     That leader of men
stripped off his armor,
threw his chain mail
to the earth before the battle.
In his golden helmet,
the cheerful king
would defend his realm
from his enemies.

5.     The good sword 
in that king’s hand
struck through armor
as if through water.
Wooden shields creaked
and burst into fragments,
and their swords thundered
as they split the skulls of men.

6.     Shields and heads
were crushed
under marching feet
and the swords of Hákon’s men.
There was war 
on the island of Stord,
the kings reddened shields
in their enemies’ blood.

7.     Wounds spread 
like wildfire,
and axes prescribed
the ends of lives.
A tide of wounds came in
on a beach of swords,
and a flood of spears
drowned the shore of Stord.

8.     Clouds swirled in the sky
above the battle,
they fought hard
at the red edge of heaven.
Spears whined through
the sky above the fighters,
and many a man knelt
and died from swordplay.

9.     The dead warriors sat,
pierced with arrows,
with broken shields
and their swords in hand.
That army did not walk
cheerfully on the roads
to Óđin in Valhalla.

10.   The Valkyrie Gondul spoke,
leaning on a spear:
“Óđin’s army grows,
now that Hákon
and his great army
are invited to Ásgarđ.”

11.   The king heard
what the famous Valkyries
were saying on horseback.
They were clad in helmets 
and they were cheerful, 
holding shields at their side.

12.   Hákon said, “Geirskogul,
why did the battle go this way?
The gods owed me a victory.”
The Valkyrie replied,
“We did give you victory,
and your enemies have fled.”

13.   The great Valkyrie Skogul said,
“It’s time for us to ride
to the green homes of the gods
and tell Óđin
that the king is coming
to pay him a visit.”

14.   Óđin said,
“Hermóđ! Bragi!
Go and greet the king.
A ruler is coming,
looking like a champion,
here to my hall.”

15.   The king spoke then,
newly arrived from battle,
standing soaked in blood:
“Óđin seems evil-minded
to me, for I seem to perceive
what his intentions are.”

16.   Bragi said, “You are welcome
among all Óđin’s chosen.
Now accept the gods’ good ale.
And look, killer of kings—
eight of your brothers
are already here.”

17.   Hákon said, “I would like
to keep my weapons.
But take good care
of my helmet and armor,
and keep them
within my reach.”

18.   Then it was proven
how well the king
had honored the holy places,
when all the gods
made Hákon welcome
to their halls in Ásgarđ.

19.   It was a good day
when such a king was born,
with such a spirit!
The time of his rule
will always be remembered
as a good era in Norway.

20.   Fenrir, the monstrous wolf,
will come unchained
and terrorize Miđgarđ,
before another king
as good as Hákon
rules in Norway.

21.	Cows die, family die,
and our lands and properties 
are destroyed by enemies.
Since Hákon left us
to be with the heathen gods,
the Norwegian people suffer.

An Excerpt from The Saga of Gautrek

The Saga of Gautrek (Old Norse Gautreks saga) includes a scene in chapter 7 in which Óđin not only dispenses his blessings on the hero Starkađ, but also encourages him to sacrifice King Víkar in a manner strikingly similar to his sacrifice of himself to himself in Hávamál 138–39. Below, I include my translation of this scene together with some explanatory glosses in brackets.

*

King Víkar sailed from Agder north to Hordaland with a large army. They stopped at a cluster of some small islands for a long time with a strong wind against them. They threw a spánn [literally a “chip of wood” or even a “spoon,” apparently used in an unknown divination ritual] looking for a favorable wind, and the result they received was that Óđin wanted them to hang a man from their army. Then everyone in the army drew lots, and it was King Víkar who lost. Everyone went silent at that, and they decided that on the day after, their counselors would discuss this difficult predicament.

That night, around midnight, Horsehair-Whisker [Hrosshárs-Grani] woke up his foster-son Starkađ and told him to come with him. They took a small boat and rowed over to another small island. They went into the forest and found a clearing there in the trees, and in the clearing there were numerous people and an assembly had been gathered. There were eleven people seated in chairs, with a twelfth that was empty. The assembly was called to order, and Horsehair-Whisker took his seat, and the others greeted him as Óđin. He said that the judges would now determine the fate of Starkađ. 

Then Thór spoke up and said, “Álfhild, Starkađ’s mother, chose a crafty giant to be the father of her child instead of Thór of the Æsir, and so I decree that Starkađ will have neither a son nor a daughter, and thus will be the last of his family line.” 

Óđin said, “I decree that he will live three lifetimes.” 

Thór said, “I decree that he will commit a shameful crime in each one.” 

Óđin replied, “I decree that he will have the best weapons and clothes.” 

Thór said, “I decree that he will never own land.” 

Óđin said, “I decree that he will have plenty of money.” 

Thór said, “I decree that he will never think it’s enough.” 

 Óđin said, “I give him victory and outstanding skill in every battle.” 

Thór said, “I decree that he will receive a horrible injury in each one.” 

Óđin said, “I give him the art of poetry, so that he will compose poems as effortlessly as he speaks.” 

 Thór said, “He will not remember what he composes.” 

Óđin said, “I decree that he will be the favorite of all the noblest of men and the best.” 

Thór said, “He will be hated by the middle class.” 

Then the judges declared that all this would come to pass for Starkađ as it had been decreed, and the assembly was declared at an end. 

Then Óđin and Starkađ went back to their boat. Óđin said to Starkađ, “Now you will repay me well, foster-son, for the good I did you there.” 

“Yes,” said Starkađ. 

Then Óđin said, “Now you must send King Víkar to me, and I will tell you how.” And Starkađ agreed to this, at which point Óđin put a spear in his hand and told him that it would look like a reed to other men. 

Then they went back to the army, and the new day had just dawned. In the morning all the king’s counselors had a meeting to discuss the situation. They came to a consensus, deciding that they would conduct some kind of mock sacrifice, and Starkađ told them of his plan. There was a fir tree near them, and a high tree trunk near the fir. There was a soft, bent branch hanging down from the fir tree. 

Now the servants prepared food for the men, and in the process a calf was cut up and disemboweled. Starkađ ordered them to take some of the calf’s intestine, and then he went up onto the tree trunk and draped the soft branch of the fir tree over the trunk and then knotted the intestine around the branch. Then he said to the king, “Now the hanging-tree is ready for you, lord, and I don’t think it looks too dangerous. Now come here, and I’ll put this ‘noose’ around your neck.” 

The king stepped forward up onto the tree trunk, and then Starkađ put the intestine around his neck and then stepped down off the tree trunk. Then he took the reed and stabbed it at the king and said, “Now I give you to Óđin.” [‘Nú gef ek þik Óðni.’] And Starkađ let go of the fir tree branch. 

 At that point, the reed turned into a spear, and it stabbed through the king’s body, and the tree trunk he had been standing on fell away beneath him, and the calf’s intestine turned into a strong rope, and the fir tree branch rose higher, lifting the king among the top branches of the tree, and he died there. That place has been called Víkarsholm since. 








Glossary of Names

Note that the alphabetization of this glossary is based on American rather than Scandinavian conventions. Æ is treated as A+E, Ð is treated as D, Ø and (in Swedish and Modern Icelandic placenames) Ö are treated as O, Ǫ is printed as and treated as O, and Þ is printed as and alphabetized as TH. The length of vowels is printed but ignored in alphabetization. More details on the anglicization of Old Norse used in this volume’s translations can be found in the Introduction.

 

Æsir, the chief family of the Norse gods (including Óđin), sometimes contrasted vaguely with another family of (apparently subordinate) gods, the Vanir.

Agder, district in southwest Norway.

Ásgarđ, the “gods’ enclosure,” the realm occupied by gods and contrasted chiefly with Miđgarđ (the “middle enclosure,” realm of human beings), Jotunheim (the realm of the jǫtnar or “giants”), and Hel (the realm of the dead).

Ásviđ, a “giant” (jǫtunn). The name is not known from any other source.

Baldr, a famously handsome god and son of Óđin, who was killed through the treacherous plotting of the scheming god Loki. 

Bestla, Óđin’s mother.

Billing, an unknown male being (man? “giant”? dwarf?) whose “girl” (daughter or wife, probably the former) is unsuccessfully courted by Óđin in Hávamál, st. 96-102. This name is also given to a dwarf in the list of dwarves’ names in the late version of Voluspá in the manuscript Hauksbók.

Billing’s daughter, my translation of Old Norse Billings mær (“Billing’s girl”), an unnamed woman (probably Billing’s daughter) who is courted by Óđin in Hávamál, stanzas 96–102.

Bolthór, maternal grandfather of Óđin. In Hávamál (st. 140), Óđin says that he learned magic from his “famous son,” thus from an uncle of Óđin’s, but this uncle’s name and identity are unknown. 

Bragi, a minor god associated with poetry, possibly to be identified with the human poet Bragi Boddason who flourished early in the 800s AD. 

Dáin, seemingly an elf (Old Norse álfr), though this term is obscure in Old Norse. The name is given to a deer in the poem Grímnismál in the Poetic Edda.

Delling, a name that occurs in Hávamál (st. 160). It occurs in some lists of dwarf names, as well as in Vafthrúđnismál in the Poetic Edda as the name of the father of Dagr “Day.” The words fyr Dellings durum “before Delling’s doors” also occur in five of the riddles Óđin poses to King Heiđrek in The Saga of Hervor and Heiđrek.

Dvalin, a dwarf. Though this is a fairly frequent dwarf name, it is also given to a deer in the poem Grímnismál in the Poetic Edda.

Eirík Bloodaxe, a king of Norway, d. AD 954.

Fenrir, the huge wolf that will break free of his chains and eat Óđin during Ragnarok, the final battle between the gods and their enemies.

Fjalar, the host of a feast mentioned in Hávamál (st. 14). What relationship this Fjalar might have to the rooster of the same name mentioned in the poem Voluspá (see the Poetic Edda, p. 11), or to the dwarf of the same name who murders Kvasir in the Prose Edda, is unknown.

Geirskogul, a Valkyrie’s name.

Giant, traditional English translation of Old Norse jǫtunn (plural jǫtnar), a term for the greater supernatural beings who are the gods’ chief rivals. English “giant” implies that they are distinguished by their great size, but in fact jǫtunn in Old Norse has no implications of size, and there is no indication in the Eddas that the giants are larger than the gods or routinely look different from them. Many of the gods, including Óđin and Thór, have giant mothers, and giant women who marry gods become goddesses, so the giants are in no way a different “species” from the gods, and the lines between them are sometimes difficult to draw.

Gondul, a Valkyrie’s name.

Guđ, a Valkyrie’s name (Old Norse Guðr, “battle”).

Gunnlođ, the “giant” (jǫtunn) woman who guards Óđrerir, the mead that makes its drinker a poet. She is seduced by Óđin in a story related briefly in Hávamál and more fully (in a different variant) in Snorri Sturluson’s Prose Edda.

Hákon the Good, a king of Norway, d. AD 961.

Hermóđ, a resident of Valhalla. In Snorri Sturluson’s Prose Edda, he is a son of Óđin who rides to Hel to bargain for Baldr’s release after his death.

Hild, a Valkyrie’s name.

Hjorthrimul, a Valkyrie’s name.

Hordaland, a district in coastal western Norway.

Jotunheim, the “giants’ home,” the realm occupied by the “giants” (jǫtnar) and contrasted chiefly with Ásgarđ (the realm of the gods), Miđgarđ (the realm of human beings), and Hel (the realm of the dead).

Loddfáfnir, an unknown character addressed during the part of Hávamál called Loddfáfnismál (st. 111–37) and toward the end in stanza 162. The name occurs nowhere else in Old Norse literature, and attempts to decipher hints from the name’s literal meaning (“young embracer”?) have shed no light on Loddfáfnir’s identity.

Miđgarđ, the “middle enclosure,” the realm occupied by human beings and contrasted chiefly with Ásgarđ (the realm of the gods), Jotunheim (the realm of the jǫtnar or “giants”), and Hel (the realm of the dead).

Óđin, the chief of the Norse gods, associated with wisdom, poetry, death, hanging, war, and the animals who prey on the dead (ravens, wolves, and birds of prey). Traveling under many pseudonyms in various sagas and myths, he is usually depicted as an old man with one eye, a wide-brimmed hat or concealing hood, and dressed in blue or gray garments.

Óđrerir, a mead that makes its drinker a poet, guarded by Gunnlođ and won by Óđin after he seduces her. This name is also used for its container (thus “poured from Óđrerir” in Hávamál, st. 140).

Rati, the name of a drill that Óđin uses to access the cave Gunnlođ lives in, according to the fuller version of the Óđrerir story preserved in Snorri Sturluson’s Prose Edda. Hávamál, stanza 106 seems to imply that he escapes, rather than gains entry, by this means, but disagreements of this sort between variants of one myth are exceedingly common.

Sanngríđ, a Valkyrie’s name.

Sigmund, a prominent early hero of The Saga of the Volsungs.

Sinfjotli, Sigmund’s son and nephew, another prominent early hero of The Saga of the Volsungs.

Skogul, a Valkyrie’s name.

Starkađ, a Norse hero fostered by Óđin under the name Hrosshárs-Grani and later instructed in how to sacrifice King Víkar in a scene from The Saga of Gautrek.

Suttung, a “giant” (jǫtunn), father of Gunnlođ.

Svipul, a Valkyrie’s name.

Thjóđreyrir, a dwarf mentioned in Hávamál (st. 160). Nothing about him is known; there are no mentions of this name beyond this stanza.

Thór, the most popular of the Norse gods during the Viking Age, the protector of Ásgarđ and Miđgarđ. A figure of “middle-class” interests and tastes, he contrasts starkly with the more “elite” interests of his father Óđin, as revealed in the blessings and curses, respectively, that they dispense on Starkađ in a scene from The Saga of Gautrek. For an equally stark contrast between Thór and his father, see the poem Hárbarđsljóđ in the Poetic Edda.

Urđ, the foremost of the Norns, three beings who determine the fate of the gods and humans. Urđ’s Well, located at the base of Yggdrasil’s root in Ásgarđ, is their home and the site where they carve fate on wooden planks, according to the poem Voluspá in the Poetic Edda.

Valhalla, Óđin’s hall, where men who die in battle are brought by the Valkyries. This spelling is the conventional anglicization of Old Norse Valhǫll, a compound formed from valr “a dead man on a battlefield” + hǫll “hall.”

Valkyrie, a woman employed by Óđin to retrieve dead warriors from battlefields and bring them to him in Valhalla. This spelling is the conventional anglicization of Old Norse Valkyrja, a compound formed from valr “a dead man on a battlefield” + kyrja “chooser.”

Víkar, a king sacrificed to Óđin by Starkađ (as instructed by Óđin) in a scene in The Saga of Gautrek.

Yngling, a member of the Norwegian royal family.








The Cowboy Hávamál

I first read selections from Hávamál in the seventh grade, in the short appendix about Norse mythology that Edith Hamilton appended to her classic book Mythology: Timeless Tales of Gods and Heroes (Little, Brown, 1942). I was struck right away by the tone of its down-to-earth, weather-beaten wisdom, which reminded me powerfully of the advice of my grandfather, June Crawford (1925–2009). After 2003, when I began to study Old Norse, it was only natural that Hávamál would continue to intrigue me, and I spent many of the subsequent years reading the entire text in the original every day in order to improve my Old Norse reading skills and, after my grandfather’s death, to feel somewhat closer to a spirit so much like his own.

In January 2012, while reflecting on the connection I felt between Hávamál’s wisdom and his, I composed “The Cowboy Hávamál” as a condensation of the pragmatic wisdom of Gestaþáttr (the first constituent poem of Hávamál) into mostly five-line stanzas imitating my grandfather’s dialect. It was not my intention to render this dialect phonetically in a thoroughly consistent way, but only to present an “eye dialect” of sorts, to suggest the dry tones of the accent behind the words.

While my other translation of Hávamál in this volume is more complete, the tone of this one seems more authentic to me. After all, the voice is that of my grandfather, sad with wisdom and wizened by experience, which I have always heard when reading this poem in the original.

1.     Use yer eyes,
and never walk blind.
There ain’t no tellin’
where there’s someone waitin’
to put one over on you.

2.     Don’t be unkind to a wanderer.
You know the type: Waiting,
proud, outside your doorstep.
Give ’im a break,
and let ’im in.

3.     Let ’im get close to the fire,
and have a chance
to dry his clothes.
He’s been walkin’ in the mountains,
and that wears a man down.

4.     You know what he’s lookin’ for:
Some clothes to change into,
a few kind words, not too many,
a chance to tell his story,
a chance to hear what you’ll say.

5.     You ought to have
a damn sight of learnin’,
before you step outside that door.
It’s a lot easier to stay at home,
but no one’ll listen to you if you stay there.

6.     Now, that ain’t to say
that you ought to be showy
about your learnin’.
Don’t say too much
and you’ll say more o’ the right things.

7.     And don’t ever think
that other folks
have nothin’ to teach you, either.
You only stand to gain
by keeping yer ears open, too.

8.     People’s approval ain’t nothin’ you need.
Half the time it ain’t true.
Just be sure you think you’re right;
and that you’re comfortable in your own skin;
you’re all you can count on.

9.     And while you should listen
to people’s advice,
don’t just do whatever they say.
You’ve got a head on your own shoulders;
use it, boy.

10.   That head on your shoulders
is the best thing you’ll ever have.
And no amount o’ money
can make up for not havin’ it.
Keep it in good shape.

11.   The worst way to make yourself
into a goddamned fool
is to drink too much.
Stay out o’ the liquor,
except you know yer limits. 

12.   Oh, folks’ll say this and that,
how much fun it is to drink and all.
But the more you drink,
the less you know,
and that’s a poor exchange.

13.   I’ve been drunk, I’m not sayin’ otherwise.
Let me tell you what it’s like:
It’s as if a bird hovered over your head,
drinking more of your wits
the more you drink.

14.   Lord a’mighty, I was drunk,
I was shamefaced drunk.
And I didn’t have myself
near as good a time
as if I’d gone home sober.

15.   So keep quiet,
keep your head clear,
and don’t back off from a fight.
You’ll be happier that way—
and you’ll die soon enough.

16.   You’re a goddamned fool
if you think you’ll live forever
just because you won’t fight.
Say nobody ever kills you—
old age is no peach, either.

17.   I’ll say another thing about drinkin’—
I swear I’m nearly done:
But just you think how much dumber
a dumb man is after a few drinks:
Who ever heard more awful bullshit?

18.   Travel, see the country,
never miss a chance to get outdoors.
You’ll only get smarter
by knowin’ more people, more places,
more ways to be a man.

19.   Accept hospitality, but don’t be a jackass.
Folk can only offer so much.
And if you want to talk,
just consider whether what you want to say
matters to anybody else.

20.   A belly’s a sure sign
that a man’s not in control of himself.
Folks’ll laugh if you’re eatin’ too much.
Yer stomach’s not yer head—
you can put too much in it.

21.   You ever seen a fat cow?
I mean, they’re all fat, but only to a point:
They don’t eat so much they hurt themselves.
And a cow is just about the dumbest thing
on this damn earth.

22.   Nothin’ to learn from a fella
who won’t but laugh at everybody else.
What he ain’t learned
would do him some good:
He’s got his own faults.

23.   You should lie down to sleep
and not think about tomorrow;
you’ll take care of it then.
If you worry at night, you get nothing done,
and you’re in worse shape for the day.

24.   Not everybody
who laughs with you
is yer friend.
Someone who won’t but laugh
hasn’t thought about much.

25.   Not everybody
who laughs with you
is yer friend.
It’s one thing if a fella’ll laugh with you,
it’s another if you can count on ’im.

26.   You’re a damn fool
if you think you can just figure out
a way out of any problem.
It’s good to think ahead,
but sometimes things go wrong.

27.   I wish more damn fools
would just keep their mouths shut.
If they did, we might not realize
just how many goddamned fools
there are in this old world.

28.   Ain’t ever been a single person
who can keep his mouth shut
when it comes to other people.
But try not to gossip,
even if it makes you look smarter.

29.   You will talk yourself into trouble
if you don’t think before you speak:
Hold that tongue, and think a little,
or you’ll find out that it’s a long whip,
and it’s gonna hit you from behind.

30.   Don’t make fun of someone else,
even if he owes you money,
and don’t pester people with questions.

31.   Sarcastic people sound smart
when they make fun of someone else.
But making fun doesn’t make you smart,
and that’s time you could be putting
into somethin’ more worthwhile.

32.   A fella might be nice enough;
there’s still something
that’ll make ’im want to fight.
Where there’s more than one man,
you’ll eventually have a fight.

33.   You shouldn’t sit around
and wait to eat all day.
Go ahead and eat,
unless you’re eatin’ later with a friend,
otherwise you’ll just be useless.

34.   Don’t concern yerself
with anybody
who won’t repay yer friendship in kind.
Better to walk a long way to a friend,
than a short way to some ornery jackass.

35.   Don’t overstay yer welcome.
Folks like company, but not too much,
and start to resent a guest ’fore long.
So git goin’ after a while,
or you’ll git on people’s nerves.

36.   It dudn’t matter where you live,
long as you have a roof over you.
Better to call some place home,
even if it ain’t much to look at,
than to beg for ever’thing.

37.   It dudn’t matter where you live,
long as you have a place.
Better to call a place home,
or you’ll feel worse and worse,
as you beg for more and more.

38.   Keep yer guns close.
I don’t care what they say,
there ain’t no tellin’
when there’ll be call for ’em.
An armed man has a shot.

39.   Don’t think a generous host
wouldn’t gladly take something
in return for yer room and board.
Never seen a man so nice
he wouldn’t like a little in return.

40.   Don’t save so much money
that you don’t use any of it.
You’ll die, after all,
and it might not go to people you like.
The world ain’t aimin’ to please you.

41.   Give yer friend
a gift that’ll matter to ’im:
Weapons, clothes, you know the kind.
This kind of giving, if he gits you back,
will mean he’ll have yer back when it counts.

42.   Be friendly
to anybody friendly to you,
and repay their gifts.
Repay good with good,
and bad with bad.

43.   Be friendly
to anybody friendly to you;
and to his friends, too.
But be careful not to make friends
with your friends’ enemies.

44.   If you have a good friend,
and really trust ’im,
you should share yer mind with ’im,
exchange gifts with ’im,
visit ’im often.

45.   If you have another friend
and don’t trust him worth a spit,
but want somethin’ from ’im,
speak kindly, but don’t be surprised
if you find yerself betrayin’ that kindness.

46.   Now this fella you don’t trust:
That’s not to say you shouldn’t talk to ’im,
laugh with ’im, even—
hell, who can you trust?
But repay ’im just what he gives you.

47.   I was young once, I walked alone,
and I got lost on my way.
It wasn’t alone that I found happiness,
but in good company, good friends;
there’s no joy in loneliness.

48.   Be friendly, be brave if you’re challenged,
and don’t nurture a grudge for too long.
That’s the way to spend yer life—
not on worrying,
not on shirking yer responsibilities.

49.   Once I was walkin’, I saw two scarecrows,
and that gave me the damnedest funny thought:
They were naked, so I’d give ’em clothes.
They looked a damned sight better in ’em, too;
a naked man just feels ashamed of himself.

50.   Think about a pine on the edge o’ town—
once a part o’ the forest, but the forest is gone,
and now it’s surrounded by pasture.
Puts me in mind of a man no one loves—
what’s he got to live for?

51.   You might think you have a new friend,
but just you wait five days, that’ll test ’im.
They say that a bad friendship
burns for only five days,
but on the sixth one it goes out.

52.   You may not have much,
so don’t give much.
But I’ve won friends
with just a bowl o’ soup
and half a loaf o’ bread.

53.   A small ocean
has small beaches,
and small brains
have damned little to give.
But the world takes all types.

54.   Don’t git too goddamned smart, now,
there’s a measure for ever’thing.
And don’t think it’s for nothing
that the stupid people
tend to be the happier ones, too.

55.   Don’t git too goddamned smart, now,
there’s a measure for ever’thing.
You’ll know you’re gone too far
when you can’t find a thing to smile about:
That’s what wisdom’s like.

56.   Don’t git too goddamned smart, now,
there’s a measure for ever’thing.
And if you think you can learn the future,
you’re a damned fool, not a wise man.
You’ll be happier not knowing anyway.

57.   You won’t learn a thing
if you never talk to folks,
and nobody will learn anything from you.
If you keep yer thoughts to yerself,
you’ll never turn the lead in yer head to gold.

58.   Don’t sleep too late,
that’s no way to get things done.
If you mean to do business, get goin’—
a lazy wolf never caught a sheep,
a sleeping man never earned a dime.

59.   Don’t sleep too late,
that’s no way to get things done.
If you’re still sleepin’ at sunrise,
you’re losin’ the race already—
someone’s got more hours than you.

60.   You know how to measure wood
and bark for a roof,
and you know the way to tell the time,
and determine the seasons.
You know this stuff, son.

61.   Don’t go to see folks
with your hair a mess and your clothes dirty.
Put a damned shirt on, and some shoes—
there’s no shame in not having the best.
And eat a little first, too.

62.   Consider your reputation;
if you go to town, and know nobody,
and nobody has a whit to say about you,
you’ll be like an eagle stretching out its beak,
but never catching a fish.

63.   Now here’s a fact I’ve learned:
Tell a secret to one good friend,
and that secret might stay with him;
but tell two people your secret,
and everybody will know pretty soon.

64.   Don’t think you’re the goddamned smartest,
or the toughest, or the best at anything,
and don’t let folks think you are, either.
Otherwise you’ll find out the hard way
that someone is always better.

65.   Watch what you say, son—
what you say to other people
is often exactly what you git from ’em.

66.   There’s bein’ too early,
there’s bein’ too late,
and you can’t always predict folks’ timing.
But try to be on time;
that wins you more favor.

67.   People ain’t always sincere
when they say they’ll give you somethin’;
you don’t know it for a fact
till it’s in yer hands.
Don’t take anybody at just his word.

68.   A warm home is good for you,
the sunshine is good for you,
and your health, too, of course,
but don’t underestimate how good it is
to live without things to say sorry for.

69.   You can never lose ever’thing,
even if yer health looks to give out any minute.
You might still have yer kids, yer family,
yer money, or something else—
or better, a job well done.

70.   Better to be alive, no matter what,
than dead—
only the living enjoy anything.
I’ve seen a rich man’s corpse;
it wadn’t different than a poor man’s.

71.   Break yer leg? You can ride a horse still.
Lost a hand? Not yer voice, too, I reckon.
Cain’t hear? Bet you can still fight.
There ain’t a damn way any shot at life
is worse than empty death.

72.   It’s good to have a son,
or someone you can call that;
there ain’t too many men remembered
except those as left family behind.

73.   If two fight again’ one, two’ll probably win.
And again, son, watch yer damn tongue.
And never trust
that what folks keep hidden from you
is for yer own good.

74.   The weather can change a lot in five days,
it can change even more in a month,
and you’re a fool if you think you can predict it.
Never trust to anything
that’s not in yer own power.

75.   I’ve said you should listen,
but don’t listen to goddamned idiots.
And remember: You might be poor,
someone else might be rich,
and neither o’ you has the other to blame.

76.   Cows die, friends and family die,
you will die just the same way.
But if you have a good reputation,
that might survive you.

77.   Cows die, friends and family die,
you will die just the same way.
The only thing that won’t die
is what folks say about you
when you’re dead.

78.   I saw a rich man’s sons,
they had a good many head o’ cattle.
Now they’re beggars in the street.
Wealth’s nothin’ to count on;
it’ll leave you as soon as it finds you.

79.   Now, a good thing may happen
to a pretty stupid man,
but that dudn’t make him any better.
He’ll be just as arrogant,
and not any smarter.

(81).	Don’t sing the praises
of anything that ain’t over.
Not the day’s before the night,
not the work’s before its end,
not the man’s before his death.
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