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To my own small horde of hoblets, whose hilarious high-jinks hoodwinked my hubris, whose once heinous haranguing was in hindsight a heady and heterogenous vitality, who have (in short) made me a very happy, happy human. I love you all!  
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Glossary of Old English
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Ang-mód (“ayng-mode”) – sad. The feeling in your heart that curls your lips down and sags your shoulders. 

Átter-coppe (“at-ter-kop”) – one word for spider. Quite literally “a head full of poison.” Ack! 

Âder (“add-err”) – stream; that trickly wet thing running through a forest which sometimes has frogs in it.

Âfnan (“aff-nahn”) – to do; the exact and precise opposite of sitting around with your hands under your rumpus.

Æf-þunca (“aff-thun-sah”) – upset, displeased, vexed, and not even a little happy about it.

Ål (“ahl”) – an eel; the slimy, snaky guy who swims in the ocean and sometimes zaps fishes.  

Âl-cealre (“al-cheh-al-reh”) – eel curds, eel jelly: ew and gross. 

Angol-twæcce (“an-goal-twat-cheh”) – an earthworm; the little guy who eats dirt and runs from birds. 

Âr (“arrrrrrrrrrrr!”) – a wave. 

Æt-berstan (“at-burst-ahn”) – to escape; quite literally “to bust out.”

Bár-brâding (“barr-brad-ding”) – roasted boar meat. Yummy! 

Bëah-hord (“beh-ackh-hord”) – “ring-horde,” an old word for a treasure

Beclýsan (“be-clüs-ann”) – to imprison or shut away – not a nice thing to do to marsh-hobs!

Be-greósan (“beh-gree-oss-an”) – to horrify or overwhelm; how your mommy and daddy feel some days when you are very, very naughty. 

Biddan (“Bid-dahn”) – to ask, like you do very politely with your parents when you want ice cream.

Bió-breád (“bee-oh-brey-add”) – honeycomb (also sometimes rendered hunig-camb). A form of “beó-breád” which literally (and hilariously) means “bee bread” and is the pollen bees feed to their larvae. 

Blǣd (“Blad”) – renown, a good reputation, lookin’ super good!

Böc (“Boach”) – book, like the thing in your hands right now.

Brád-hláf (“bradd-h-laugh”) – baked bread, literally a loaf of bread. That yummy, carb-rich stuff your mom buys at the store or bakes like Laura Ingalls. 

Brycg (“Bruh-chg”) – a bridge; the thingee you walk on to get from one thingee to the other thingee across the river.

Bune (“book-ay”) – a cup, the vessel thou drunkest thy non-alcoholic ale from. 

Cásering (“caz-err-ing”) – a coin (specifically one with an emperor’s picture on it); the round, metallic objects that live in the cracks of sofas and, when grouped in the hundreds, might buy you something. 

Cëcel (“ke-chel”) – a cake; the yummy, yummy thing we bake sugar into, but that Medwin’s friends baked eels into, for the Fest of St. Egbert. 

Cnæpling (“k-nap-ling”) – a boy, shaveling lad, a wee fellow, a beardless youth.  

Cweðan (“kway-thahn”) – to speak or pronounce; to say it is so, and thus shall it be, yea and every more. Amen. 

Cycen (“chuh-chen”) – chicken, a hen, that critter who clucks and lays eggs and tastes so good fried.

Cyning (“küh-ning”) – king, the big boss man, the Grand Poobah.

Eádga (“ee-ayd-gah”) – happy; the feeling in your heart which makes your mouth curl up and your toes tap. 

Eágan brégh (“ee-ay-an brehg-ch”) – eyebrow. Those fuzzy caterpillars above your eágas.

Eágan bryhtm (“ee-ay-an bröö-kh-tmm”) – literally “bright eye,” and meaning something like “in the twinkle of an eye,” i.e. a quick moment that passes fast. 

Eáge (“ee-ah-yeh”) – eye, as in “I spy, with my little eáge...” 

Eág-brâwas (“ee-ay-bra-was”) – the eyelids – you thought I was going to say eyebrows, didn’t you...

Eág-hringas (“ee-ay-hr-ing-ahs”) – eye socket; the hole in which your eyeball rolls about. 

Eornende (“ee-or-nen-deh”) – running; that thing your body does when a tiger tries to eat you, and your legs toodle back and forth rapidly to move you far away. 

Fléogan (“fleh-oh-gan”) – to fly; flappin’ those wings like the wee bluebird of happiness to soar up into the wild, wild blue! 

Folm (“foe-lm”) – hand: the appendages covered in fingers, sticking out of your arms, with which you are probably holding this book. 

For-weorpan (“four-weh-or-pan”) – to throw it away, to toss it out, to chuck it far from thee with greatest abhorrence yea verily.  

Fracoþ (“Fra-chawth”) – useless and nasty junk, gross and yucky, vile and trashy.

Fugol (“foo-gawl”) – a bird; the be-feathered beast which flappy-flaps in the air and slurps earthen worms like a hob.

Ge-hycgan (“yeh-hyeech-yahn”) – thought, planned in his little scheming brain.

Græft (“Gr-aft”) – a wood carving – something cool you can make when you get old enough to have a pocketknife. 

Hádnotu (“hadd-no-too”) – a priest, the medieval guy who spoke Latin and wrote books

Heafod (“hey-a-fawd”) – head; the rounded bit on the tip top of you that you keep your brain inside.

Heoru-wâpen (“heyor-oo-wap-en”) – a sword; that warlike carving knife used to kill people in battle. 

Hygeþanc (“hee-yah-thank
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Zoo gawkers gazed with golden rings,

The hobs stared back then stole their things.
And soon folk sent Sir Medwin letters,

Of missing toy men and tea-tins and sweaters.

Zooterkins! Why
have mine hobs

become thieves?

And why would
anyone bring a
n to the zoo?
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At the castle he cast them in a cage by the gators,
The hoblets felt harried by heaps of spectators.
All staring and silent the zoo-folk they saw.

And misty-eyed missed they their Mother and Pa.
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N The 25::? of Spooge ] they sought anon.

And Borin bore them through bog and pond.
The church he constructed cast light through the fen.
' And merry those marsh-hobs midst muck of their kin
I\ ! / \ /
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A NOTE ON OLD €NGLISH

Old English, or “Anglo-Saxon” is the earliest form of our English nguage, and doesnt usually sound at all like

the real h we smart people speak nowadays. It is a *Germanic” language, which is a family of languages

originating a long, long time ago in the regions of Europe and Scand Some of our great, great, great, great,

great, grear, grear, great, great, great grandpappys and great, great, great, grear, great, great, great, great, great, grear

grandmas spoke OId English at the dinner table.

One of the most famous books in Old English is Beownlf; an epic (big story about warrior fighting) about a guy
isters and fights Viking dudes over rings and drinks a lot of mead. The English we speak has

changed quite a bit since the time of Beowulf, One of my favorite distinctives of the Old English linguage is the

“dual tense,” which is a way o speak about rwo people who care a lot about each other (such as a husband and wife,
or two comrades in war).

Some letters are kind of hard to pronounce in Old Most scholars agree that every letter should be
pronounced (vowels and consonants)
y is usually pronounced like @ in German. It sounds kind of like “o0”, but grunted with your lips pursed.
I is never silent in Old English, and is usu
of your throat. BaCH! ACHoo! ACHrung!”
@ i sometimes pronounced in a silent way (like
7B (uppercase), x (lowercase) is an “ash.” Iis basically an “a,” as in “agriculture.”
P (capital), p (lowercase) is called z
D (uppercasc),  (lowercase) is called an “eth.” Its also pronounced “th” but is voiced (basically it sounds a litle less
soft)

thorn.” Tis pronounced “th,” as in...er... “thor
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Now full of food,
The hobs all head

on feet so flippery,
to his highness's treasury!
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Marsh hobs are famously selfish
and greedy folk. They vill steal
almost anything from big people,
and hide in holes with their horde
piled atop their head. They are very
bad at sharing, and will scream at
and chomp anyone near their stuff.

Hobs cspecially
Tove old tea-tins.

N

Hobs mostly love trash thrown out by humans. But rich
treasures have sometimes been discoverd by those brave
enough o risk the filthy, sharp recth 'neath a hob's heap.
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Richard Rat-cather ran round with a net.

But hordes of hobs are hard to get.
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And back to Friar Borin ~  the beasties did bob.
So happy his heart at those little lost hobs.
Both puzzled and pleased  all the plunder he spied,
His proverb proved true God did provide!
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A SYLLABLE [5 A VOWEL AND SOME
LETTERS AROUND IT, THAT WE

SOUND QUT WHEN WE TALK. THERE
ARE THREE SYLLABLES IN THE WORI
SYL-LA-BLE. IN OLD ENGLISH POETR!
THERE ARE TWO STRESSED (MEAN!
EMPHASIZED) SYLLABLES IN THE
ON-VERSE, AND TWO IN THE OFF-VERSE.

“THE THE FIRST HALELINE
15 CALLED THE "ON-VERS

THE SECOND RALFLINE
1S CALLED THE "OFF-VERSE.

ALLITERATE, WHICH MEANS THEY HAVE THE SAME FIRST SOUND,
55 THE CAESURA. THIS CAN BE DONE IN SEVFRAL DIFFERENT WAYS,
BUT THE MOST COMMON WAY 15 To MATCH THE FIRST LETTER OF THE
TWO STRESSED SYLLABLES IN THE ON-VERSE WITH THE FIRST STRESSE
SYLLABLE OF THE OFF-VERSE. THIS GIVES THE POEM A NEAT, LILTING, EPIC

RING To IT) I'VE HIGHLIGKTED ALLITERATING SOUNDS IN THIS VERSE ABOVE.
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Then from the pond's foam a hob family sprouted!
/ Sir Medwin now minded and manically shouted,
BN "What foul heaps of hoblets have sprung from the waters!
Could two hobs so tiny make these sons and amcmrﬁmnm.%\
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“Hygepanc
(A though))¥.
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Two hobs in haste ~ Medwin did hide
And got impatient  for God to provide.
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T'o castle children they cast waves good-day,
For childish hearts all hobs display.
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Carl the Zoo-keep oft called wise,

Lured the little folk  with a lovely prize.
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Meanness and mischief make you sad in the end.
And Sir Medwin slumped in a seat with no friend.
Now lost for a line to his lord-king to say,

All his money and majesty melted away.
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He'd find this friar Boriai . who facts could display,
But had to hufry ¢
He reckoned his E*

Whilst eatinglthe eels
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A book of beasts Medwin bought one day,
Its label in Latin too long to say.
The foul and flippered hob-folk of the swamp

Could perfect his plans to impress kingly pomp.

Et Omnes in Circuitu
Beorcholt Animalia
Pulchra Libro

de Longe

by Father /{
Borin

of Spooge
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But soon grew silent the nerve-searing sound.

In grass of goblin-pond strange globules were found.
Both grrking and giggling the goldfish they irked.
Sir Medwin scarce minded and made off to lurk.
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And merged the months with Medwin not caring.
The hob-goblins grew up a good life both sharing.






d2d_images/image058.png
Happier hobs heaped trash o

er their noggin,

Smiled more and stole less, folk's stuft forgotten.
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how he behaved.

4] A plot he pondered his power to grow. }l—
_— |Ignoring that evil plots oft end in woe. ;
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Quickly he called for the castle's trash cast.

Tea-tins, and spear-tips, and tin cans at last!
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OH YESs! I FORGOT TO
INTRODUCE MYSELF...

1AM BROM BELCHER,
HISTORIAN AND ADVENTURER
FROM THE LAND OF
BEORCHOLT!

I'tl BE POPPING IN oUT

OF THIS STORY TO GIVE

'OV FACTS. TURN THE PAGE
TO READ A BIT ABOUT oLD
ENGLISH, BEFORE YoU GO
FURTHER IN THE HOBBISK
TALE THAT Follows.
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The King sought a creature to keep in his Zoo.

The knight that nabbed it he'd never eschew.
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To pass his plot he'd approval need.
The castle's King

he'd court and plead.
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Theri one day the skies  with sound seemed to burst
And Medwin felt maddened by marsh-hobbish verse.

And motions mysterious the marsh-hobs both made, —
While croaking and chirruping in puzzling charade. A
What was this wailing so weird and so wacky?

|¥\| Why did he-hob give she-hob a ro:wé& lid so an_a\.v
I | I






