                                               Maþmum Mislicum
This was his chance. How many years had he scoured the fields with his metal detector, only picking up the odd Roman coin? Most finds had been worthless. What he really needed to find was something special, something Anglo Saxon.
      This time would be different - and all because of Bert. Their partnership had brought little luck so far, but if you were an illegal treasure hunter you had to have someone who could keep watch.

      Bert was a disillusioned archaeologist. He never tired of complaining how others had stolen the research that would have made him famous, some new evidence about the rulers of the Mercian kingdom. Privately Harry thought it was a lot of fuss over nothing. What he wanted were artefacts that would fetch a good price.
      But Bert could interpret the landscape. Lucky he had come up with that theory about where the Anglo Saxon hoard was buried. Strange no one had unearthed it before, but as soon as Bert showed him the coin with the face of Cynethryth on it, Harry knew Bert's fate was sealed. In this lonely place no one would ever find him: he had buried the body deep.

      This was his treasure, his alone. Eagerly he traced the route marked out by Bert; carefully he made the first cut. There were plenty of rich collectors ready to pay and ask no questions.

      He dug deeper, more and more feverishly till he was far down into the pit. Was that the glint of gold? He lifted the piece of metal and eagerly scraped away the dirt.  He could make out only part of the inscription ….her bið mon læne…. Success! This was without a doubt part of an Anglo Saxon hoard.
Too late he heard the slow crumbling of the surrounding earth as it closed in on him. He tried to scramble out, but it was too late. This Anglo Saxon treasure would never be his. In this lonely place there was no one to hear your cries.
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