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A note from the 
editor 

Cædmon is a little concerned. He's been in this Zoom waiting room all 
night, and the cows smell awful. He was very happy, actually, waiting for 
his turn to play the harp and sing, because his friends were loving and 
supportive; they didn't care that he wasn't any good. God still hasn't 
turned up, despite confirming this 'singing lesson' via Moodle. But Lo! 
Just as he's ready to leave the call, God arrives and tells him of the story 
he must tell: Gesta will survive the year of the apocalypse.  
 
Well who am I to spurn the word of Cædmon? It's my absolute pleasure 
to bring you this edition of the Best Student Magazine in Cambridge.1 
To all my glorious ASNC companions, those departing and those new, 
I'm overjoyed to finally modernise the department (shock, horror) and 
present e-Gesta. I've heard that's all the trend these days. On a serious 
note, it's been 'the most wonderful of dreams' (to coin a phrase) to 
undergo what one of the great scholars has coined "unprecedented 
times". From virtual ASNC pubs, to attending lectures in bed in my 
pyjamas, to whatever those exams were – we survived the term away 
from Cambridge, the one that got away, and it is my sincerest hope that 
this edition of Gesta can bring some joy. 
 
As ever, my thanks go to all those who have made morally questionable 
statements for our mutual entertainment, but particularly to James the 
Unready, Emilie, Helena, Isy, Kate and Angharad, James the Great, Julia 
Sunswallower, Cheshire Meg, Meg the Grammarian, Matias and Kit the 
not-editor-so-not-the-Magnificent, without whom this volume would be 
nothing but photos of my face; for all that I'm a raging narcissist, 
nobody wants that. You're all heroes and you'll be much missed.  
 
Until Cambridge reZooms,  
 
Kit the Magnificent   

 
1 According to C. Treadwell, 'Best Student Magazines in Cambridge', 2020. 
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– A Scandinavian hunk models the 793 Collection 
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Hwilc is Hwilc? 
The first years have made it their goal to confuse the department as 
much as possible, in an attempt to trick the lecturers into giving them a 
first (no, please, we'd really like one – Ed.). This is a handy guide to work out 
who's who. 
 
Jameses 
James the Unready – James Millington 
a.k.a. Army James, Old James, Oh Lord James not another pun– 
James the Great – James Culhane  
a.k.a. Irish James, James the Piper, James, Scourge of York 
James the Fourth – James Coombe  
a.k.a. Yorkshire James, Hilbert's James, James, Scourge of York 
James the Elder – James McIntosh  
a.k.a. Grad James, Scary James, Northern James 
 
Megs 
Cheshire Meg – Meg Kay 
a.k.a. Short Meg, Meg the Fool, FitzMeg, M.C.K. 
Meg the Grammarian – Meg Whiteley 
a.k.a. Cheshire Meg, Rowing Meg, Short Meg, Glasses Meg 
Meg the Red – Meg Grant 
a.k.a. Downing Meg, Absent Meg, not-Cheshire Meg, Miriam  
 
Kits 
Kit the Magnificent – Kit Treadwell 
a.k.a. Tall Kit, Clever Kit, KitCatz, Kit the Poet, Kit the Younger, 
Catholic Kit, Theatre Kit, Kivemind  
Kit the not-editor-so-not-the-Magnificent – Kit Gardner  
a.k.a. Smol Kit, Wise Kit, Peterhouse Kit, Kit the King, Kit the Elder, 
Catholic Kit, Singing Kit, Kivemind 
 
We hope this has been of help. Remember, if it hasn't, just give them all 
firsts. It's better safe than sorry, after all. 
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the Anglo–Saxon 
chronicle 

 
Noted ASNC historian Cheshire Meg has recently uncovered a new 
version of the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, christened the Tarporley 
Retention. She has sent in an entry of particular contemporary relevance:  
 
Anno [MS unclear] 
 

In this year, a great pestilence fell across the lands of the kingdom 
of England as a punishment for its inhabitants’ wicked deeds. And 
the people were bidden by their ruler to cower indoors, until such 
time as the sickness had been banished from these isles. And at the 
time of Lent, a thegn of the ruler was taken ill with this plague, and 
he journeyed to the lands of Northumbria, where his family 
resided in their ancestral home, so that he might not leave his 
offspring unattended in the days of his malady. And, having 
remained here for the rest of Lent, on the day of our Lord’s 
resurrection he travelled East, to a bluff beside a river,2 so that he 
might see if the ailment had affected his sight. From here the 
thegn travelled home South, and despite breaking the law of the 
land, received no reprimand from his lord, despite the displeasure 
of many of the kingdom’s subjects. And so, the pestilence 
continued beyond Pentecost– 

 
The remainder of this entry is lost. The modern historian can only 
assume that the "pestilence" mentioned eventually died down, although 
it presumably had long lasting effects on the Anglo-Saxon economy and 
may have even spurred change in terms of social interaction between 
people. 

 
2 Although no evidence has been found suggesting that it was settled by the Anglo-Saxons, the topography 
described suggests that this is Barnard Castle, now in County Durham. 
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Samskiptafjarlægðarmál 
 

I ask worthy men not to scorn this account and not to be more 
skeptical or doubt its sensibility more than is appropriate. It can often 
happen that false matters are mixed with the truth and we will not say 
much about that but rather repeat words in praise of alertness. It is said 
that for protection against the plague, which was without doubt brought 
by God Almighty upon all the heathen and holy nations alike for 
neglecting obedience to God, all men should remain six feet apart from 
one another by day and night unless they share a roof over their heads. 
Yet, two metres can seem to one to be a distance as long as the serpent 
Jörmungandr or as short as the beard of a goat. If one is left to stipulate 
with one’s own eyes, they may fall victim to deceptive appearances. And 
then when I remembered all this, I remembered how for this reason we 
now have expressions concealed in secret language most necessary for 
all men to know. How shall a safe distance be referred to? By calling it 
the knuckle-bone’s flight and the wingspan of the ox-devourer and 
hence the separation of Þjazi’s wind-oars, and Loki’s battle-snake. And 
then the whale-country of honey-wave and the piglets’ bed or the 
bronze river of the devil. How shall a dangerously short distance be 
referred to? By calling it the handle of Mjöllnir and a goat’s beard and 
the serpent’s bridge of the drink of the Völsungar. It is also called Egill’s 
leap and Höðr’s throw. What are the measures for protection? It is said 
that to be safe from blows and all afflictions one should build a bone-
pile around oneself. Another way is to be washed up all over or 
sprinkled with magical water or be cleansed with the virtue of the best 
wine and keep alert. To accept an invitation to a hall or a cave is to 
choose Atli’s hospitality. How should one remain alert? By having a vat 
of cold water at hand and sliding into it every time when sleep, 
weariness or carelessness creep up on them. What will happen then after 
the plague ends? A second and a third oppression may come or three 
winters running into one another before the world plunges headlong and 
yet the earth will shoot up out of the sea and will then be green and fair. 
Cattle die, kinsmen die, and yet it is said that we will meet again. Drunk I 
was, I was more than drunk on that vision, and I have heard no one 
relate the history of the world any further on in time. Now I sink. 
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Y gododdin't 
 
On the understanding that Y Gododdin was something that could be added to over 
time, one of your local ASNC bards humbly submits for your consideration the 
following verses, to be stuck on at the end. 
 
Englishmen went to the border, ready their beach balls, 
From flasks they drank, and from the words of Boris 
They used to expect entry 
They were turned away 
 
Welshmen went to the boarder, ready in police cars 
No matter how many Saes arrived 
They would stop every one 
And they* were turned away 
 
(*The pronoun used in this verse indicates this refers to the ‘Saes’ and not to the 
subject of the first line – Ed.) 
 
Englishmen went to the boarder, drunk on bravery 
Better had it been if none had moved 
Better had it been if their leader had not spoken 
Nevertheless, they were turned away 
 
(Angharad sang it) 
 

 
A Fleet Flyting – By James the Unready 
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Navigatio Sancti 
Asnaci 

 
In these unprecedented times, it is common practice to turn to the texts 
of our forefathers for advice. This recently discovered Irish clerical work 
has been of great reassurance to many students. 
 
 Sanctus Asnacus woke to the light of a new dawn streaming through the window of his 
small cell. This light, however, was grey and he could hear no birds. He hurried to prayers as he 
tried to remember the details of his awful dream. 
 After prayers, he gathered the most faithful of his companions, including Brother James 
the Many-headed, Meg of the Order of the Short Hair, Meg of the Order of the Long Hair, Tall 
Kit, Smoll Kit, Grace the Valiant, Julia Battle-hardy and Immy the Brave. He related the 
importance of his dream to them, 
“A foul plague has come upon our land and I have dreamt a dream in which God ordered me to 
take my faithful companions and set out on a quest to find a magical liquid, in order that it may 
act both as a cure and as an inoculation, so that our land may be freed of this terrible plague. I 
have also seen that we will face many irrelevant diversions on our way, and that these will seem to 
have no meaning for the ultimate task until we reach the end, when, at that time when we complete 
our quest, the value and virtue of the lessons we learnt along the way will be revealed to us by the 
grace of the Almighty.” 
That faithful company was silent in the room, but they nodded slowly and stolidly: they would 
follow the holy man unto the ends of the world. 

After these things, having received the blessing of the holy father from a safe distance of 
two metres, measured with many rulers sellotaped together, the aforementioned holy man, .i. 
Sanctus Asnacus set out on his quest. Having taken iron tools, Sanctus Asnacus and those who 
were with him made a boat with ribs and uprights of drinking horns, as is the custom in those 
parts, and they covered it in the diverse leaves of inauthentic charters. And they filled the little 
boat with supplies for forty days, namely, three copies of Bruce and Fred, English Historical 
Documents Vol. I and Larrington’s latest translation of Edda. They all agreed not to bring the 
New Introduction to Old Norse because no one can ever find anything in it anyway. Sanctus 
Asnacus ordered his companions to enter the little boat in the name of Whitelock, Lapidge and 
Dumville. 

Having gone up into the boat, they began to sail across the summer solstice (or towards 
the solstice? west maybe? help?) and, with God filling their sail, they sailed for forty days in That 
Aforementioned Direction. After this, they came to a chain of seven small islands and they headed 
towards a certain island, the smallest one which was closest to them. From a long way off, they 
could hear calls and shrieks of a most disturbing nature, like those of birds, but chaotic and painful. 
As they drew closer, certain creatures were revealed to them, vaguely avine in form, but with 
grotesque and varying features: some with extended beaks, others with wrinkled, clawed feet, or 
feathers of an undistinguished browny-grey. Sanctus Asnacus and his companions exited the boat, 
going out onto the shore. There on the sand sat a motionless figure, face and body hidden in a 
garment of brown cloth.  
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Then Sanctus Asnacus said: “Companions, do not fear. I shall ask this kindly father what these 
foul creatures are and how we can defeat them.”  
Then, turning to the aforementioned man, the holy man said: “Holy father, what are these 
mysterious beings which harm our eardrums thus?” 
Having lifted his brown hood, the figure smiled a mischievous grin which reached through his 
facial hair to the smile lines around his eyes, 
“Hwaet!” he cried (slowly) in sweet and plaintive northern tones, “and hello everybody. I think 
today we’ll cover a bit about that, if that’s alright with all of you. But first what I think we’ll have 
a go at doing are the Words of the Week, if that’s alright with you.” 
Shrinking in horror, Brother James knelt at the feet of the wise man. In unison, the four famous 
heads of Brother James spoke these words, those ones which are about to be related, thusly, yes, 
these ones: “Holy and aforementioned father, this is a land of many great things, surely weeks have 
no significance in such a sacred and mystical place? Why then do we require such things as these 
Words of the Week?” 
“Well said,” replied the holy father, “but your complaint shows that you must learn patience, 
Brother James the Many-headed. It is, however, not my place to teach you that virtue: the Lord 
has ordained another to fulfill this task. Therefore let us move on to the topic of the day. You wish 
to know of the creatures with which I share this island. They are fallen angels, part of the host 
which was banished from Heaven through the sin of Classicists. Their sin lay in approving the sin 
of Cicero; when he and his followers fell, they also fell. God, in His great mercy, granted them 
sanctuary on this island, doomed to remain in the physical form of Class VII Strong Verbs until 
the End of Days, taunting the ears and sanity of all devout students until that time in which the 
Saviour will return.” 
One of the holy man’s faithful companions, Sister Meg of the Order of the Short Hair, asked in 
an awed whisper, “And how do we defeat these terrifying fiends?” 
“There is only one way to do so on this earth,” replied Disco Grammar-defeater, “it is with a most 
powerful and useful weapon: the famous green tome of Bruce and Fred, legendary warriors.” 
At these words, Sanctus Asnacus brought out the three vital books from under his skirts, and 
passed one to Brother James and one to Sister Meg. Keeping one for himself, he led the way back 
to the boat, using the handy tomes to beat the flying verbs away, knocking them to the ground, 
where they then lay silently. Entering into the inside of the inside of the boat, they sailed away 
from that first island. 
 But and therefore after this, they sailed away and, after an unspecified length of long time, 
they came across an island covered with sand. They heard a strange, fast and rhythmic tapping 
sound carried to them by the wind. In fear, the companions turned to the holy man, .i. Sanctus 
Asnacus, and asked what the name of that place might be, and why there seemed to be no-one 
there on that same island. That same holy man made the sign of the cross and prayed to God. 
After another unspecified length of long time, he rose from his knees and declared to the 
companions, 
“Behold, the Lord has revealed to me the name of this island. It is the Island of the Second Year 
ASNCs. As you may see, they are not here, and as you may hear, they are away, working on their 
dissertations. Do not fear this place, for we shall not land here. Rather, we shall continue in our 
journey until we find a less cursed place.” And thus they rowed away from the island until the Lord 
filled their sails with a more favourable (and less eerie) wind.  
 They sailed in that same direction as earlier for three more days until they reached an island 
which shone, golden in the sun. As they got out of the boat, into the outside and onto the outside 
of the boat, a strange clanking noise rose from under their feet. As they climbed the shore, a bird 
came hopping up towards them. At first it seemed to be black and white, but when it moved, the 
sun revealed shining green and blue upon its feathers.  

     To be continued... 
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Asnc Quotes: 
 
Matias: Nailing Cnut’s bony ass. 
 
Julia: Sticks are good.  
 
Ani: Idk why but I always imagined Darude's Sandstorm playing at my 
funeral.  
 
Gus: This is not a Democracy. I am the king and the quiz is NOT going 
ahead in the Penis Room! 
 
James the Great: Dick van Dyke: TikTok mime. 
  
Dominic: Saved by bad school trips and Chairman Mao. 
 
Rory: Æthelshit’s fence or whatever. 
also: Æthelshit deserved it. 
 
Isy: I didn't have a magic ham wand; my finger WAS the magic ham 
wand. 
Ani: There's not that much difference between a finger and a ham wand. 
 
Alys: Would love to F but sadly I got blown up. 
 
Cheshire Meg: Isn’t that what children are for? Bullying? 
 
Kit the Magnificent: At this rate I might just rename Gesta as Vita 
Santco Angharadi. 
 
Emilie: I wish I had a non-sketchy wine man. 
 
Ani: I thought we did The Dream of the Roofie last year. 
 
Angharad: James (meaning unclear – Ed.) has so many knacks for asses. 
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Epistula cxciii(b): 
To the Asncs 

The following text was recently discovered in a hitherto overlooked collection of 
Alcuin’s correspondence. It seems to be a reworking of the more famous Epistula 
cxciii to Arno. Whilst the rewritten letter is clearly intended for a different audience 
regarding a specific event, it is as yet unclear what this may have been. Further 
research on this matter will be necessary before the reworked letter can be more reliably 
dated. 
To the ASNCs, dearest among all the students of Cambridge, the 
socially distanced one sends greetings. Oh if permission to be closer 
than two metres to you all were to be granted to me, how I would 
celebrate at ASNC pub with you, oh dearest mead-drinkers; nor would 
your bizarre dreams render me weary, but that I might press less the 
emergency exit alarm, join ring to ring to create chain-mail in the Castle, 
until we have flouted every rule of social distancing. But because 
coronavirus hinders this, that more than two households may meet 
outside, what I can do, I will carry out more effectively; typing the 
characters of my loneliness with the fingers starved of human contact, 
so that the sweetest words of greeting may be written in the group chat; 
so that, by the radio waves of the overworked WiFi, the text may come 
to the siblings in obscure subject choice, who are the plotters in 
alignment charts, the archivists in old editions of Gesta, so that they may 
read me miserable, who they do not see happy. Oh, the harsh division of 
heavy weight in the body, oh the sweet union in the chat rooms of 
Whereby; oh the true Society, which is never divided, which does not 
text less in the absence, than it parties in the presence! I beg, may these 
our memories always be strong with you; prop up our self-isolation with 
your memes, and do not fail to submit articles to Gesta; for in Gesta 
there is unity, without which no ASNC is complete. (Alcuin appears to 
display great wisdom in this final sentence; praise be – Ed.) 
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Asnc f.c. 

 
 
This year has brought many new discoveries, not least the ASNCSFCC 
[Anglo-Saxon, Norse and Celtic Society Football Club Chronicle]. An 
entry is preserved here for your enjoyment. 
            Anno MMXX       In this year, in the months of Lent, James 
Unræd did note that the Club had disappeared from this transient world, 
and thus he did resolve to take upon himself the mantle of its Captain-
General, in order to bring about the defeat of all the lecherous opposers 
of the LORD, of all the brash borrowers of biscuits, of all the filthy foes 
of the folk that sequester themselves in holy seclusion on the second 
floor of the faculty. He posted upon Facebook and gathered the armies 
of ASNCs to the field of Queens, where they battled one another as 
friends for an hour, laying waste to the field and Hilbert's knees, 
poisoning the river due to their great kicks not once, nor twice, but 
thrice, before retiring from the field. Their strength restored, battle was 
offered to spiteful Selwynson, only to be cancelled due to dastardly 
Dennis and his wails of wind and weather. Weeks later, the ASNCs did 
gather once more upon the field of Queens without their noble leader, 
and once more battled one another in joyful frivolity, and swore oaths to 
gather once again after the coming plague. 
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Which immram are 
you? 

1. You decide to go on a voyage over the sea. But why? 
A. To avenge your father's death and find his killers. 
B. You have a creepy dream and realise a sea voyage is the only 

way to repent for your sins. 
C. A strange woman appears and tells you to seek an island 

across the sea – why not? 
 

2. A latecomer tries to join you. What do you do? 
A. Wait until they almost drown before reluctantly taking them 

on board with you. 
B. They're naked and strange and you really don't want them to 

come, but they say God is on their side so you kind of have 
to believe them and take them along. 

C. That would never happen. This voyage is far too important 
for that sort of frivolity. 
 

3. What's the weirdest thing you see on your voyage? 
A. The horse creature that tries to eat you. Or the pig-like 

things. Or the colour changing sheep. Or the underwater 
people. Or the crystal bridge... look, it's all weird. 

B. The river in the sky that looks like a rainbow and sometimes 
tastes like honey??? 

C. Manannán in a chariot talking about flowers. 
 

4. You meet some 'women'. What happens? 
A. You accidentally stay with them for years, then you try to 

leave, and someone loses a hand: oops! 
B. There are no women. Only birds. 
C. You move in with them for a while. You deserve a holiday! 
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5. You eventually get home after probably losing a number of people 
along the way (shame, but they had to go). What have you learned? 

A. God's mercy. Live, laugh, love. 
B. Birds. And probably something about sin. But mainly birds. 
C. Jesus is coming, look busy! 

 

For my bois in Germanic Philology – by James the Unready 

Your Answer: 
Mostly As: You are Immram Curaig Máel Dúin! You’ve always been pretty 
headstrong, and people admire your passion and leadership qualities. But 
you could afford to be a bit more mellow. Remember to stay humble 
and admit your mistakes. It will only make people respect you even 
more.  

Mostly Bs: You are Immram Curaig Ua Corra! Honestly, you’re chaotic, 
but endearing for it. No one’s really sure what you’re up to most of the 
time, and neither are you. Take time to consider your actions and you 
will reap the rewards, but never lose sight of your authenticity. Stay 
unique!  

Mostly Cs: You are Immram Brain! Classic, classy, cool as a cucumber. 
Everyone loves how you face things head-on and take everything in your 
stride. Don’t forget to be kind to yourself, though. Ease the pressure 
and give yourself space to be, and great things will happen.  
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Asnc Quotes: 
 
Rory: The one meat two veg of law codes. 
 
Dominic: I’m not sure how involved nipples are in sex.  
 
Disco: Christmas is acoming and the goose is getting nasally spirantised. 
 
Maeve: My two moods: rampage and sleep.  
 
James the Great: I'm dead, James is a charismatic sociopath and 
Hilbert is wandering dazed around the place.  
 
Emilie, to Kit the Magnificent: I'm sorry, but there can only be one 
lizard. 
 
Dominic: When I think of the IRS, I think of Veggietales.  

Kate: I just wanna see Hrothgar floss, okay! 

Angharad: Almost any of you could lock me in a basement and I'd feel 
threatened. 

Rory: Sympathetic Magic: which isn’t Oprah making you feel all fuzzy. 

Gus: Ayyyy! Alcoholism! It’s so funny! 

Emilie: Whenever I drink champagne now all I think about is brut y 
tywysogion. 
 
Máire: Whoever said the hair fetish one is a prophet. 
 
Kit the Magnificent: So, we suck God’s nose in communion? 
Upon validation from Kit the not-editor-so-not-the-Magnificent:  
Catholicism is sexier than nose sucking though.  
 
Frank: I think Charles-Edwards is a Ringwraith. 
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Are you a 
sovereignty 

Goddess? 
By Prionsias Mac Cana  

 
Are you a woman?  

1. Yes 
2. No 

 
Do you make an appearance in Medieval Celtic literature?  

1. Yes 
2. No 

 
Have you ever poured a drink? 

1. Yes 
2. No 

 
 
Your answer: 
Mostly Yes: You are a sovereignty Goddess. You can now bestow the 
sovereignty of Ireland upon anyone you see fit to by either sleeping with 
him or pouring a drink. Good luck  
Mostly No: You are not a sovereignty goddess. Better luck in the 
afterlife. 
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Create Your Own Hagiography: 
Cursed Edition! 

Are you a medieval monk? Feeling devotional towards your    
local saint? Looking to get started on your first work of            
hagiography? There’s no be er way to engage your audience 
than to get their gag reflex involved. Disgust is the key to 
writing a good work of hagiography. Here are some handy hints 
of things you can include, taking inspiration from  the vilest, 
and most successful, examples of medieval saints’ Lives.  
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Asnc most likely to 
 
"I say all of this with the utmost love and respect. Also, this was a team 
effort so don’t come for my blood" – the anonymous author. 
 
Most likely to… 
… pick a fight with Grendel’s Mum: James the Unready 
… pick a fight with Grendel’s Mum, and win: Kate 
… discover time travel, try and save the Cotton Library, and fail: Paula 
… be possessed by the spirit who lives in the Bodleian: Alligan 
… star in the Vikings remake: Hilbert 
… legally change their name to ‘Æthelshit’ for a bet: Kit the Magnificent 
… have proposed the aforementioned bet: Cheshire Meg 
… secretly be an exhausted murderous ancient deity: Matias 
… not-so-secretly be an exhausted murderous ancient deity: Dominic 
… tell us he was an exhausted murderous ancient deity on his first day, but nobody 
believed him: James the Great 
… become internet-famous for writing a historically accurate ASNC D&D 
campaign guide: Emilie 
… actually be Merlin: Jake 
… actually be Ælfric: Meg the Grammarian 
… have a 5th branch of the Mabinogion under his pile of books, and a fresher 
from the 80s: Prussell 
… write the award-winning screenplay of The Battle of Maldon: Sarah 
… sail to Vinland in a replica longship, made only out of WWII grenades found in 
Trinity: Reggie 
… create a conspiracy theory about a long-lost Old Irish poem which turned out 
to actually exist: Frank 
… move to Russia, start a farm, make a living selling specialty clothes for Swedish 
sheep: Ellie 
… establish Lindisfarne 2.0, but in space: Alison 
… find evidence for Viking-Age runway shows: Claire 
… move to the history Tripos, accidentally stay signed up for ASNC exams, and 
get a first in both subjects: Ben 
… submit a meme instead of a dissertation, but get a first anyway: Ani 
… create the concept of ‘historical drag’ on a whim, which ends up becoming the 
next huge thing in Queer circles, and also run a sapphic retreat for linguistic-
minded people: Helena 
… move back to Oxford, really miss Cambridge, move back again: Kit the not-editor-
so-not-the-Magnificent 
… have spent lockdown in the Croom: James & Katie 
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… be the sibling of a UN president: Elizabeth Rowe 
… have been in a Scandinavian metal band in their youth: Disco 
… duet with the above & produce a multi-volume spoken-word album about the 
four branches: Angharad 
… never stepped in the UL: Gus 
… secretly be more ginger: Brittany Schorn 
… be the Professor from Narnia: Erik 
… live in a longship replica: Ali 
… be murdered by Dr R**e: Tom 
… do Law and Lawlessness: Dominic 
… supervise Trinity students in 2120: Simon Keynes 
… become the Abbess of a party monastery: Ros  
… be a Doctor Who companion: Rory (Æthelshit's calling? - Ed.) 
… send you a care package 20 years after you graduate: Caitlin 
… lead the upcoming Jacobean rebellion: Isy 
… be a Sidhe princess: Brigid 
… be a forgotten Brittonic sea-goddess: Eleanor 
… stop for a chat in the Sainsburys wine aisle: Paddy 
… be the next Elrington-Bosworth professor: Lee 
… be Captain Jack’s next regeneration: Maisie 
… be Iceland’s 2021 Eurovision entry: Brynja  
… cycle into the other world, accidentally: Máire  
… have made the best quarantine sourdough starter: Debby Banham 
… survived the Battle of Maldon: Bluebell 
… convince Zack Pinsent to create a line of Viking-Age clothing: Leah 
… have prevented the Táin by giving cheese to both parties: Maeve 
… survive Ragnarök: Judy Quinn 
… win a rap-battle against Prussell, in Welsh: Alys 
… be possessed by Rudolf Thurneysen: Margo 
… be in an ABBA tribute band: Pádraig 
… swallow the sun: Julia 
 

 
Submitted by an anonymous first year Palaeographer. 
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Celtic phil exam 
 
"Label the verb and pronouns in the following two phrases; found in a 
previously unknown Celtic language. State which particle represents the 
object and which the subject of each phrase." 

 

 
 
This language was discovered in The Pink Book of Llanelli, found by 
ASNC graduate Angharad Mair. They hope that this new manuscript, 
containing a language so indecipherable that it makes freshers cry, will 
with time and far, far too much effort help our understanding of Celtic 
philology. (It is rumoured to be the fifteenth language spoken by Pádraig, forgotten 
by him in the same tragic accident – being dropped on his head as a baby – that 
made him choose five language papers. This is unconfirmed – Ed.) 
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Our man in the east 
Gesta's foreign correspondent and travel writer submits the following 
report: 
...From Sviþjoð one may by sailing east for one day and one night reach the land of 
the Kvins, a barbarous and uncouth nation living past the edge of the known and 
interesting world. When approaching from the west, one first passes through the 
All-land islands. Though inhabited by Svear, these islands do not swear fealty to 
the king of Sviþjoð but are rather in a loose confederation with the Kvins, though 
both the All-land islanders and the Kvins seem to resent one another. As a matter 
of fact, the most striking characteristic of the Kvins is that they seem to resent all 
their neighbours, and even themselves. After the All-land Islands one reaches the 
village of Turk. I do not know why the village is called such, as the Saracens hardly 
know of this northern land, and the Kvins know even less of lands beyond the sea 
on which they live. Turk was once the home of Svear governors, when they had 
subjugated the Kvins, but they no longer do so. The Kvins resent Turk for this 
history. Further still to the East is a village whose name reflects the pagan nature of 
the Kvins: Sinking Hell. This village, the most significant settlement of the Kvins, 
is the home of their þing, for Kvins have never had a king, and the centre of many 
pagan ceremonies. Near the harbour there is a statue in a pool, evidently to some 
pagan fertility goddess, which the Kvins worship. I have heard tell of a coming-of-
age ceremony, when all young Kvins entering adulthood don white caps, and a 
similar cap is placed upon the statue. This is followed by many days of ceaseless 
drinking and shameless drunkenness that even the pagan Romans in the time of 
Nero would not have tolerated it. Another celebration for which the Kvins gather 
at the statue happens after victories in a gladiatorial bloodsport on ice against the 
champions of other northern nations. In this pastime a small, black projectile is 
launched at incredible speeds by striking it with sticks, and the men charge about 
on the ice, tackling and beating one another. It is a very violent form of 
bloodsport. The Kvins tell that their most bitter rivals in this bloodsport are the 
Svear, the Rus', and the Cannediens of Vinland, though I have never heard of this 
nation and believe it is merely a fable. The Kvins insist that these nations are their 
most bitter rivals, and they resent them greatly. I am told the land of the Kvins 
extends far beyond the coast, deep into the forests which stretch on until the 
frozen wastes at the top of the world. It is customary for the Kvins to retreat into 
these forests in summer, leaving their villages along the coast half-empty. The 
Kvins maintain distance from one another, until they celebrate midsummer with 
much feasting and too much drinking, lighting great bonfires to keep the 
bloodsucking gnats, ticks and horseflies which are found in their thousands 
throughout the very same forests at bay. The Kvins resent all these bloodsuckers. 
The land of the Kvins is inhospitable and its people are strange and ill-mannered. 
It is probably best to avoid the place entirely, as its people doubtless wish us to. 
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Dissertation News 
 
It's dissertation-choice season, which means time to lay awake and 
wonder if there really is enough material in the concept of 'walruses' for 
a twelve-thousand-word dissertation. If you haven't yet sent a panicked 
email to your supervisor/DoS, don't worry! Gesta has your back. 
 
Old Norse: Becoming the bride of the troll of Svinafell: a Queer Eye journey 
 
Middle Welsh: Introductions forever isn't actually a plot: the flaws of Culhwch ac 
Olwen and Taylor Swift's Bad Blood music video 
 
Old English: Dicking around: phallocentric attitudes in the Exeter Book Riddles 
 
Old Irish: *screaming* 
 
Latin: 'Gildas? More like Gild-eat-ass': the worst prose of insular Latin 
 
Pre-Conquest England: Æthelshit deserved it: a study of the lives of everyday 
Saxons 
 
Scandi History: WALRUSWALRUSWALRUSWALRUSWALRUSWALRUS 
 
Brittonic History: 'This rocks!': A study of inscription stones of the British Isles 
 
Gaelic History: Virgin Brian Boruma vs King DonnChad: masculinity and kingship 
 
Palaeography: ‘The demon I cling to’: medieval & Christian rubric of Lady Gaga’s 
Judas 
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Asnc Quotes: 
 
Milo: To be clear I did not set it on fire on purpose. I threw it through a 
bonfire. 
 
Rory: Law codes are a bit like Schrodinger’s cat. 
 
Kit the Magnificent: Man, those £3 meal deals just make me feel 
things. 
 
Ani: If you're playing Skyrim with the mod that gives all the women 
massive tits.... can people on Steam see that? 
 
Dr Rowe: The world needs more runic socks. 
 
Dominic: The nut jewel [nut duel, nut dual] is what you make of it. 
 
Angharad: When Florence Welch wrote "the dog days are over", she 
was actually referring to 1853, the year in which all English literature 
ceased to actually be about dogs. 
 
Rory: You remember wound man? That’s Æthelbert.  
 
Pau: Y'all need to stop dreaming about Disco as a secretly evil figure. 
Ani: It wasn't an unkind death. He smiled at me while he did it. 
 
Disco: Catz is the only college to have a medieval torture device as their 
crest. (For the Wheel! – Ed.) 
Rowe: Unless we think of the whole university as a medieval torture 
device? 
 
Frank: Yiff my ass. 
 
Kits assorted: Just close your eyes and do your stuff. That usually 
works for me. 
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Cheshire Meg: I guess kidnapping is a force for good? 
 
Julia: If it's the last thing I do before I die: I will destroy the sun. 
 
Izzie: I don't want to get cultured. I want to get banged. *slaps hands* 
 
Ros: Here's to spiritual virginity! 
 
Prussell: I've got wires down here behaving like serpents! 
 
James the Unready: Some people dislike feudalism due to its 
homosexual undertones. Not me. I just hate it cause it’s French. 
 
Smol Kit: Trying to make it less Catholic always makes it wet. 
 
Immy: I don't believe in the Queen. 
 
Frank: Kate Bush is like, Lorde of the 80s. 
 
Milo: Party tooter tongue! Maybe we should rename it the Party Wolf 
series. 
 

 
A representation of my attempts to get people to write for Gesta – Ed. 
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Asnc Colleges 
 
Our new freshers will be joining us soon, and, in the name of education, 
we at Gesta wanted to make them aware of the legacies they are taking 
up. Your shoes to fill are thus: 
 
Catz: Three consecutive generations of the strongest social media 
presences of the ASNC dept. terrifying shoes to fill. I don’t envy you. 
 
Pembroke: Celticists. Engaged in dept life but have a completely separate 
friendship group the ASNCs barely hear about. 
 
Newnham: Feral gays. Way too many of them to categorise, or even count 
to be honest. 
 
Peterhouse: Slightly weird but incredibly strong academically. Low key 
terrifying when you remember what they got in exams but a good laugh 
the rest of the time.  
 
Robinson: All you have to do to live up to this is be a Good Egg who is 
Involved In ASNC Social Life and tells terrible dad jokes. 
 
Christ's: Thespy, camp, and Welsh. Two out of three isn't bad though, 
especially if you sing. 
 
Clare: Very funny, lovely, caring, massive nerd, never ever stops working 
(but very entitled to do so, come on). 
 
Sidney Sussex: Absolutely ginormous BNOC shoes to fill. thankfully by 
the time you arrive you’ll likely also be the only ASNC at Sidney so can 
just do whatever you want. 
 
Wolfson: Refreshingly sane, hard to run into but it’s always excellent to 
do so. 
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Trinity: You will either be the centre of department life or a complete 
enigma. 
 
St John's: Mysterious and rogue and presided over by Máire herself, I can 
only assume it’s complete chaos over there. good luck. 
 
Corpus: STRONG aura of being completely normal. this does not 
necessarily last. 
 
Downing: “Fertility goddess” levels of evidence the Downing ASNCs 
actually exist. 
 
Queens': Actually religious, rather than just reading saints lives all day for 
the lols like the rest of us. Presided over by Ali so, like her, have some 
separate intense talent of some kind. 
 
Emma: Very funny, makes it very easy to buy gifts for by having just 
Chosen something to be into. 
 
Gonville & Caius: Extremely self-possessed. they all seem to know who 
exactly they are; how do they do that? 
 
Homerton: Incredible aura, teachers find themselves deeply intimidated by 
a Homerton ASNC, but I assume you will just get that from some kind 
of Homerton ASNC dark magic ritual in freshers’ week the rest of us are 
excluded from. 
 
Fitz: Might just make the decision to Not, and then Won’t. Nevertheless, 
very sweet and very wise. 
 
Tit Hall: Extremely low tolerance for everyone else’s shit (correctly). 
This means you can get mad and just blame your Tit heritage though. 
 
King's: I genuinely cannot think of something that unites all of these 
people, do whatever the hell you want! 
 
Churchill, Hughes Hall, Selwyn, Eddie's, Medwards: No known ASNCs. 
Forge your own destiny. 
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Navigatio Sancti 
Asnaci 

 
Here, in this continuation from earlier in Gesta, we reach the thrilling 
denouement of this epic work.  
 
“Caw caw, squeak squeak,” cried the magpie, “welcome to the Island of Sceattas. Here you will 
continue your journey of virtues necessary to the perfect student. You must deploy patience and 
diligence in this task. The wind will not lead you away from this place until that time in which you 
have completed the task, that is this task, which is the task I describe to you now: you must turn 
every one of the coins which at this moment cover the island, even that ground which is under 
your feet, so that the obverse is showing. Then I can complete my analysis and categorisation, and 
thus glean knowledge vital to our understanding of economic and social change, as well as the 
nature of kingship, law and infrastructure, in Anglo-Saxon England.” 
The companions of the aforementioned holy man sighed, but immediately knelt down on the 
ground, submissive to authority, as all good scholarly monastics are, and resigned themselves to 
the task. They worked all day under the heat of the glaring sun but, even though the task was that 
which should have taken many years to complete, behold, by the grace of God they completed the 
task by nightfall. Then Sanctus Asnacus commanded them to rest, and thus they did so. In the 
morning, they celebrated the mass on this island and praised God for the miracle before they 
reembarked, getting into the inside of the inside into the boat. As they sailed the way, the happy 
chatter of the magpie was heard on the wind. Truly, this is indeed the truth, as it was attested by 
Meg of the Order of the Long Hair, a trustworthy and truthful witness, who was there on that 
one, the little boat, at that time with that aforementioned holy man. 
 Forty more days passed as they sailed with the wind in the sailing sail of their sailing boat. 
Then on that day, indeed, they landed in a haven surrounded by tall walls of cliffs where there was 
the parking space for one boat only. On the shore stood an upright wise woman, long, curly white 
hair flowing in the wind, holding a long and runecarved staff in her right hand. She laughed, 
pushing up her glasses and announced to those faithful companions, 
“What we have here is a mixed grid! You must complete it and hand it in to me. This is very useful, 
especially for when you will be tackling more complicated poetry, full of hyperbaton. What fun! 
Haha!” 
The companions looked up at the cliffs and truly indeed they saw before them the greatest of all 
mixed grills. Undaunted, Grace the Valiant and Kit the Smoll approached the walls and, climbing 
on the shoulders of Kit the Tall, reached the jumble of letters and began to arrange them into their 
true positions. They were encouraged in this task by the helpful advice of the Megs and by the 
disarticulate and meaningless, but nonetheless joyful, mutterings of James the Many-headed. When 
they had struggled like this for a while, the wise woman shouted ‘ha!’ with glee and rubbed her 
hands together, 
“You have completed the task, well done! Now the cliff walls will open up and your journey 
continues through them. However, I must warn you: there is an evil island not far from this one, 
yea, even this one on which you stand. Do not sail too close to that aforementioned island, lest 
you lose your way.” With thanks the faithful troop sailed away from that island, that one on which 
the wise woman stood.  
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 After these things, they sailed for four days before they began to shiver, not from cold, but 
from the awful stench and whisperings that reached them by means of the wind. Soon they were 
able to discern a certain island not far off. There was no vegetation to be seen on this island, but 
rather it was black, slaggy and firey. The terrible, thunderous din of hammers striking anvils 
reached the ears of the sailors. Writhing figures were on the shore. There was fire in their floppy 
hairstyles, their limbs were marked with many burns and their cheeks were flushed with overuse 
of port; as they walked, they murmured incomprehensible paradigms, their faces twitching in 
agony. They wore waistcoats with watch fobs and carried leather satchels. Sanctus Asnacus made 
the sign of the cross and prayed for protection. To his followers he said, 
“Let us pray for deliverance from this, the foul island of the 3-year Classicists. They have given in 
to the desires of the flesh: they have joined the drinking societies and forsaken the way of the 
Lord. As it is read concerning the words of a very wise scholar in a certain book: they are ‘stuffy 
posh boys with god complexes who join drinking societies and get annoyed when 4-years get to 
the same level of language ability in 6 months as they did after years.’” And the companions of 
that same holy man did thus, namely they prayed fervently for deliverance. 
 However, having heard these words concerning their damnation, the evil creatures ran up 
the shore in the direction of the sea, on which the little boat was sailing. At the front of the chaos 
was one man in a charred nightgown and he, indeed that same man, that one in the charred 
nightgown, carried a black mess in his hand which he threw after the boat. The mess landed at the 
feet of the saint with a harmless thump and disintegrated into many tiny pieces which were then 
carried off by the wind. As they went, Kit the Tall reached out his hand and caught one fragment 
of the mess.  
“This is a fragment of Asser’s Vita Ælfredi regis Angul Saxonum.” He cried in horror, “Behold! This 
evil one before us is Richard Bentley and his clothes have been charred for eternity by that Great 
Wrong which happened in his residence in 1731. He is powerless against us, just as he was 
powerless against that fire.” And thus, indeed, making the sign of the cross again, they sailed away 
from that place, the sound of screams and hammers following them on the wind. 
 Not far from that island they came across a pillar of rock in the sea. On this rock was the 
hunched and weary figure of a man, with a certain woman holding a bowl above his head, 
protecting him from the shower of poison which fell from his own personal poison cloud. Tears 
ran down the woman’s tired and harassed face, 
“Sail away from this place quickly, for it is cursed. My name is Doris and my task is to protect my 
husband from this cloud of punishment. Stenton is chained to this rock with bonds fashioned 
from the inauthentic charters which undermine many of his points and arguments. Take warning 
from our plight and do not follow in his ways. Leave us now and do not look back.” And indeed 
thusly did the faithful companions do thus, praying, they went away from that place, and sailed 
from that place for many days without looking back. 
 After a long length of unspecified long time, having sailed for that length of time in the 
aforementioned direction, yea, indeed that one about which we are not quite sure, they reached 
another island. This particular island was covered in green vegetation and clear running water. 
They sailed to a haven which again, coincidentally, had a single parking space, and there they 
disembarked, exiting the inside of the inside of the boat onto the outside of the onto outside of 
the boat, that is, onto the shore, which was outside of the boat. As soon as they had exited the 
boat onto the outside of the boat, they were met with many silent figures. All were dressed alike, 
with thick braided beards, axes in their hands and blood spattered on their faces. Julia Battle-hardy 
shuddered and exclaimed,  
“This is the Island of the thiry Olafs and three Haralds. All are alike, and all are equally terrifying.” 
Immy the Brave replied, 
“With the permission of the aforementioned holy man, indeed, that one which we have followed 
here, .i. Sanctus Asnacus, I will recite a charm which I learnt from my mother against the Olafs 
and the Haralds. I will banish them and make our way clear.” 
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Sanctus Asnacus nodded gravely and allowed Immy to proceed. 
“A worm came crawling, it killed nothing. 
For Rowe took nine glory-twigs, 
she smote that Adam, indeed that one from Bremen, so that he flew apart into nine parts. 
There Rowe accomplished it against poison 
that he [the loathsome Adam] would never dwell in the house of the ASNCs. 
Rowe was created by the wise Lord, 
holy in heaven as He hung; 
He set and sent her to the seven worlds, 
to the wretched and the fortunate, as a help to all ASNCs. 
She stands against pain, she fights against poison, 
she avails against three Haralds and against thirty Olafs, 
against Adam’s foul hand and against his ignoble scheming, 
against enchantment of vile creatures. 
Now she has great power against the Olafs, 
Against Olaf Hunger, against Olaf the Brash, 
against Olaf Magnusson, against Olaf Haraldsson 
against Olaf Skotkonung, against Olaf Tryggvason, 
against Olaf Haraldsson, yes indeed another one, this one being the quiet one, as opposed to the 
other Olaf Haraldsson who was, presumably, louder.” 
As Immy finished the charm, the silent but fearsome figures fell down and became mere sand 
upon the shore. With shouts of victory and delight, the faithful company climbed off the beach to 
the centre of the island. In that place was a small settlement, indeed, it consisted of one house. 
This shack had three words engraved upon the lintel and, when they entered, they saw a bucket of 
golden, mellifluous liquid in the centre of this very same shack. 
“Behold,” cried Sanctus Asnacus, “we have found the cure-slash-magical-inoculation-formula! 
Indeed we faced many hardship on the way but, in the end, it is clear to me now, by the grace of 
God, that the virtues and lessons we learnt during the seemingly-irrelevant-diversions we faced 
along the way were in fact key to our character development and the success of our quest! Let us 
therefore taste this holy liquid and carry it back to the mainland, in order to rid the world of this 
foul plague.” Having said this, the holy man reached out and sipped the golden liquid from his 
cupped hands. His mouth was filled by the overwhelming and glorious taste of sweet, strong mead 
but his ears were filled with an infernal, repetitive sound… 
… and thus Asnakar Eriksson awoke to the beeping of his alarm clock. He reached out to his 
bedside table, knocking over several unwashed coffee mugs as he turned off the alarm. He reached 
down to the floor and picked up a packet of dry cereal and an almost-clean sweater. Pulling on the 
sweater (in order to hide his pyjamas), he opened up his laptop and signed in, ready for another 
dreary and disheartening day of Zoom lectures. He sighed: it had all been a wonderful dream. 
 
Afterwards he ended in peace the days of his life, on the nones of July, 
our Lord Jesus Christ reigning, whose kingdom and empire endure for 
ever and ever. Amen! 
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Hwoof. We Great Danes in geardagum… 
 

A pawsome epic about Denbark’s greatest 
ruff-tough heroes, Beowoof, Hruffgar, and 

Waglaf in the fight against evil. But         
will they succeed or are they                   

just chasing their tails?  

Beowoof 

‘þæt wæs god hund’ 
Readers Dogest 

Dogue 

Wri en by the great     
paw-et Cynewolf 
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Swefna cyst 

 
It has come to our attention here at Gesta that many have been 
experiencing strange dreams through the quarantine process. Well this is 
nothing new to our department of course, as proved in this game of 
match the dreamer to their dream vision... 
 
Answers overleaf! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I dreamt that Rowe kept following 
me around the house and criticising 

my décor! 
 

Most of my dreams about lecturers aren't 
funny, except maybe the time Rowe called me 

a Manwhore at the department tea station. 
 

I did enjoy my dream about the 
ASNCs involved in some kind of meat 

curing collective. 

I dreamt Judy was arrested for 
making us parse texts for six hours, 

restarting every time we made a 
mistake. 

I dreamt that I was in a meeting with Disco and he was 
giving me feedback on my exam and I was like "so how 
did I do?" And he just pulled out a huge hammer and 
hit me over the head with it, then while I was bleeding 
out, he said "like a sacrificial cow, you will sleep now". 

I had a very weird dream 
about Ali. She made me 

make a pig out of a crusty 
lump of meat and I started 
crying about vegetarianism. 

I had a dream that I had to meet Judy, but 
we could only arrange a time by texting a 

fish through the Duolingo app. 

Immediately following the Old English exam in first year I took a nap and dreamt that I 
was in the exam again and everything was exactly the same. Disco was walking up and 
down the aisles, except as he walked I heard a slow clip-clop clip-clop and I wondered 
where it was coming from, and then when he was right by my desk I looked down and 

saw that he had hooves and goat legs. 

I just dreamt that our Part 1 exams involved 
sword fighting, Latin chanting, reciting the 

psalms from memory, cattle raiding and doing 
a lady's hair properly. 

I had a series of four dreams where Disco attempted to blow up the English Faculty. He 
asked us about explosives in Old English and eventually I caught him setting up bombs 

in the basement. I ran away, he seemed to have been blown up, but I met James 
McIntosh outside, who turned into a T-Rex and proceeded to eat Robin and Kate. 

I had a dream where Máire came round for dinner but my whole family were middle 
aged male mafia members and then we did a sing-song round the piano which involved 

her singing very well and being supernaturally tall and throwing me into the air and 
catching me repeatedly. 
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Disturbed? Confused? Afraid? So are we! But not: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I, your humble editor, wish to stress that any implication that our 
lecturers are mass-murderers, criminals, interior designers, supernaturally 
tall singers, butchers or satyrs is purely conjecture; any complaints about 
these should be directed to Cana Cludhmor, c/o a whale skeleton. 
 
Bonus – the Dream of Pádraig: 
In the dream I was talking to Kate and Nia who were both complaining 
about how helmets were invented by ancient beings in the Palaeolithic. 
Then Nia said Kate is Turkish and is scared because there was a serial 
killer killing people where she lived so she moved to Berlin and then 
Edinburgh and hence speaks perfect German. Then James came and 
asked whether I'd like to drive to Zagreb to go see his father, but I 
declined because I went to a lace museum with Frank in Northern 
Ireland where I was eating a massive mayonnaise burger and everyone 
was scared I would ruin the fabric. But before that we were all sat in my 
Catholic boarding school playing cards. Frank was crying on Myspace 
about elderflower, I think, and I was trying to calm him down. Then 
Julia came and said that the only way to conjugate verbs is to combine 
Old Norse and Welsh: like hefr mynet. Then I woke up. 
 

 

Angharad! Ellie! 
Dominic! Maeve! 

Paula! Nikita! 
Ani! Alys! 

Isy! 
Emilie! 
Helena! 
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Asnc Superheroes 
The monk Cvlanus submits the following to our ongoing series 
commemorating heroes of our department: 
7 Times Billie Eilish made an appearance in the world of ASNC! 

 
1. Culhwch ac Olwen   

My personal favourite! Who could forget 
the time that Billie appeared to counsel 
our heroes in the court 
of Ysbadadden chief giant. Without her 
brilliantly relatable content and down to 
earth wisdom Culhwch, Arthur and co. 
would likely never have even gotten 
started on their quest. She functions as 
both an aid and a foil to 
both Ysbadadden and the heroes by 
speaking in riddled praise to subtly guide 
them to find what he requires. Truly 
Billie’s best appearance, and evidence that 
she is an absolute QUEEN.   

2. Possible contributor to Historia Brittonum   
While this one is unlikely, a renowned scholar has theorised that one of 
the writers of Historia Brittonum may well have been our Billie. Billie was 
writing part of her hit debut album ‘When We All Fall Asleep, Where Do 
We Go? ‘ in the monastery of Llanbadarn c.830 and it is entirely possible 
that Billie, being the queen she is may well have helped write the iconic 
work. While this one is more of a head canon, I think we can all choose 
to believe it. Billie also later made history by being the first person to 
appear in a battle with real Vikings and to feature in the TV series 
‘Vikings’ when she appeared as a brief cameo in Season 7, Episode 3.  

3. Her Rap Battle with Queen Maeve in the Táin   
The scene in the Táin where Billie beats Queen Maeve in a rap Battle in 
the Táin, in spite of not being a rapper at all, is absolutely beautiful. 
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While Maeve is also not a rapper, 
which may have played to Billie’s 
advantage, this is still proof that 
Billie isn’t afraid of speaking truth 
to power and proving how iconic 
she is. This may be the proof that 
Billie is a sovereignty goddess.  

4. The Battle of Maldon   
Ah, my favourite verse of the Battle of Maldon, when 
Billie Eilish arrives and blesses the English soldiers with her quirky 
humour and effortless charm, and bids them fight well. She also 
advises Byrhtnoth not to treat the Vikings with any kind of honour. 
Unfortunately, Byrhtnoth decided not to listen to our queen; the rest is 
history. Proof, if any was required, that Billie is wise beyond her years.  

5. Gisla Saga  
This one is a little bit of a cheat as it is not Billie, but her work that 
appears here. Who could forget the passage at the end of Gisla Saga 
where after discovering the body of Vesteinn, Gisli recites 
Billie Eilish’s ‘Bury a Friend’ in its entirety. Truly one of the most 
moving moments.   

 6. Prophesising the coming of 
Shakespeare   
Another ICONIC Billie moment 
here, who could forget the poem 
‘Armes Bardd’, attributed to her in 
the White Book of Rhydderch, which 
prophesises the coming of the Bard 
himself. Billie sees the coming of ‘a 

man who sees the comic and the tragic as equal, and sees the soul like no 
other’. The fact that she manages to be so ICONIC while also being as 
visionary as she is is why we love Billie so much.   

7. Pictish Carving   
If anything proves how iconic Billie is, it’s that she may have been 
worshipped by the Picts. Multiple Pictish carvings found in 5th-
8th century sites show a Billie like figure being worshipped. The fact 
that the Picts thought Billie was iconic and relatable enough to be 
worshipped is just more proof of how influential she really is. 

 


