APPENDIX B

THE CORBOULD LEGEND
GERBALD, HIS TREASURE

Gerbald having come back from the Mediterranean Sea with much gold treasure
and other spoil and still more ships, glad with success, to Friesland,

was angered because whilst he was away it had been planned that he should obey
the new customs of coming and going at the will of his brother overlords, and of
placing shares of spoil in the Common Barn for them and the free folk to share, and
he takes witness at once.

By two faithful his-carls he sends tidings by the word to those who were angry
for the like cause to come to him.

Many came to him.
After a feast of welcome, Gerbald spake these words :—*“ Kinsmen and Faithful

Friends. Our ancient freedom is about to be taken from us, shall we fight for it,
or leave our land ? If we stay as we are we shall be shorn of our rights.

We have sailed the open seas and brought back the fishes that live in them
which belong to the fisherman since no man owns the seas. We have taken from
weaklings what they had neither the strength nor the wit to hold, and by the
cunning of our own northern wit, matched in fair fight against the sluggards of
the south, we have come by many a sound ship, many a weapon to aid us in the
fight or chase, and many a gay trinket to adorn our women.

Are we to give the first fruits of all these to men who stay at home and chew the
cud of idleness ? 1 say No, and again No.

Then the wise ones mooted, and counselled that as they had had more than
enough of seeing the dew of Woden flow from their own kith and kin, and as most
thought to sail to other lands, each should choose for himself.

They put this to Gerbald, and he resolves to go to Anglelande, to which land
he is no stranger, and he spake again :—

“ Who sails the westernway ?

“ Who fares with me to Anglelande ? Many of our kin are there and have
" made part of it ours. Guthrun is there, and Thordi his very shadow is near Hed-
leaga, and let them look to it, for they speak evil of us without truth; but there,
they are too small fishes for my net!”

“It is a friendly land, its lakes and rivers are free to our ships. We will first sail
up the Dufva, which they call Waveney, past the first ford to the place they call
Skal in our own tongue. The folk in that part of Anglelande are ruled over by
one king—there is talk of an Overking, but his spears seem blunt, and the over-
lords strive among themselves there as here. 1t our kinsmen who live on the

Page 136






