The Mound
1. The body’s gone, the mound is empty and cold. 
O great King Raedwald, do I insult your grave
As I climb the barrow, feet sinking in the turf, 

And walk across the place that holds your spirit?

2. Far below they laid you to your rest, 

Alongside lay your helmet, shield and sword. 

Great War-doer and brave warrior to the end, 

Your faithful oath-takers followed where you led. 

3. Your wealth displayed is here for all to see, 

Such gold and garnets wrought with matchless skill, 

The animals swirl in intricate designs 

And coins proclaim your fame in distant lands. 

4. You mead-hall echoed with the sound of lyre, 

With song and laughter toasts were pledged and drunk. 

Your feasts were known for plenty and good cheer

While drinking horns were filled from flowing bowls. 

5. You gave them rings that bound their lives to yours. 

With gifts and feasts and oaths the ties grew strong. 

They stood beside you when you faced the foe

And had their share of plunder from the fight. 

6. Your burial mound stands high above the water, 

White navigation beacon for the ships,

Upon the sea, the river and in life 

The sailors steered a course for calm and home. 

7. Did your spirit sail to the blessed isles of your fathers

While the Worm crept in the guard your dragon-hoard? 

Or was it a Christian prayer that gave your rest, 

With a faith that was new and promised a different hope? 

8. The wind blows cold across the empty heath, 

The mists rise up about me from the shore. 

Though fourteen hundred years have come and gone

I sense a presence moving on the moor. 
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