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The Haiti ' ff Maldon—• fngiuMit The BstUe of Maldou is tm"

of th(^ two fu.uodt b«Ule-pi«c«f in Anglo-Haxuii ptwtry. Th« rabjoct

of the other in the battle of fruiunburh. The poem on Rriiiwnburb

it fouiitl in the Angio-8*.\on Chn'iiclc, and haa been tuni'^d by

Terin^on into motlern Lngliah \<jne, unrimed, with alUu^.ttion

preHcrved. The manuacript of the Battl* of Matdon is not in exi«<

tenee, ) tving tieen destroynd by fire in 17S1. The Northmen had

invadeil Knglaud, and im it was one of the dutiea of an AngltvSaxoo

oaldorman t«i gather foroea to meet the invaden, the eaklorroan of the

Kaat HaxonH, Byrhtnoth, collected the Engliah of the neighbourhood

and gave lMtt!« to the foe on the banka of the little river Panta, now
the Bk rkwatvr, near Miildon, in Vm%x. Byriitnoth waa kUlud

;

hciii-e (icrmaii scholara usually call iiiia poem the Dm^h of Byrhtnoth.

The Kiiglish author, preaumably an eya-witnees of tha contiot

•cuinii to i.iive written the piece very soon after the engagemer
III ho d(N3i not nppoar to know who led the Northmen. From t

Anglo-Saxon Chronicle we diacover that the leader of the invadin;,

host wo-s called Anlaf. The late Prof. Edward A. Frcdman dwells on
tlie signiticiince :* tae Battle of Maldon in hia Growth of the EngliA
Comtitution, chap. I., p. 42.

Then ^-Klfwine said :
" Never shall the thegns reproach me among

the people for desiring to leave this host and to seek my native soil,

now that niy chief lies here, hacked to pieces in the sUrife : that is

my deepest grief, for he was both my kinsman and my lord." . .

Offa spakt , as he brandished his ashen shaft :
" Ah I thou, /Elfwine,

hut exhorte*! all the chiefs, as was necessary ; now that our prince

OVT lord lies low on the earth, there is need for us all that each of uk

exhort his fellow-warrior to the strife as long as he can hold or wield
his weapon, his hard sword, his upear, his trusty blade." I^aofsuun

spake : I vow I will not flee a footstep hence, b ' will go onward to

avenge my dear master in the fray." . . T Dunnere si^Ak", a
man old in years, and bade every man rer.-nge B . tno^ :

" Let him
not hesitate a moment who thinketh to avonpo his lord on the people
nor care for his life." . . Byrhtwok! spoke as he raised hia shield
nd brandished his spear ; b^- -rtM an cK ',' mpanion, and very boldly
did he exhort the warriors : lie minu MUst be the more resolute,
the heart the braver, the courage the gituiter, as our power lessens.

Hera lies our prince all cut to pieces, the good man lies in the dust
;

ever may he mourn who thinks of turning back from this war-play.
I am old in yearn ; I do not wish to go away ; I resolve to lie by the
tide of mj lord, by so dear a man."

XV.

Cynewidf. Riddles. Cynewulf ia the greatest of Anglo-Saxon
poeta. His riddles, preaarved in one of the two large collections of
Ani^Saxon verse, the Exeter Book.dispUy the very soul of Old
English life and thought Alihoogh besad on earlier ri<feUes in Latia
by several authors, they may be considered original, not only ^
•zpanaion of theme, but alao «i aoooont of a poatie«l quality vrhiiAk
htSaagi to ikaH alone.


