Anglo Saxons: ‘The Wanderer’

Teacher Notes
This is an abbreviated version of the poem and is, in its entirety, more suited for
able students in upper KS2. However, segments of the poem could be used for less
able/ lower KS2 to show the importance of companionship, lordship or that the
poem has Christian references.
The poetry response questions can be used throughout KS2. The comprehension
questions are general ones which could be used for abbreviated passages as well as
the whole, and so could be adapted for lower KS2, or used for more able pupils.

Anglo Saxons: ‘The Wanderer’

Poetry response questions
What do you like about the poem?
What do you not like about the poem?
What particular words or phrases did you enjoy?
What do you think the poem is about?
Why do you think the poem ends in the way it does?

Comprehension questions
Is it a sad poem or a happy poem? Why do you think that?
Who is the poem about? What clues does the poet give?
Find three examples of alliteration.
What phrases does the poet use to make us aware that the wanderer’s former life
was a happy one?
Could you replace some of the phrases with kennings?

The Wanderer
Often the wanderer pleads for pity
and mercy from the Lord; but, for a long time,
sad in mind, he must dip his oars
into icy waters; the lanes of the sea;
he must follow the paths of exile: fate is
inflexible.
Mindful of hardships, grievous slaughter,
the ruin of kinsmen, the wanderer said:
‘Time and again at the day’s dawning
I must mourn all my afflictions alone.
There is no one still living to whom I dare open
the doors of my heart…
Thus I had to bind my feelings in fetters,
often sad at heart, cut off from my country,
far from my kinsmen, after, long ago,
dark clods of earth covered my gold-friend;
I left that place in wretchedness,
ploughed the icy waves with winter in my heart;
in sadness I sought far and wide
for a treasure giver, for a man
who would welcome me into his mead hall,
give me good cheer (for I boasted no friends),
entertain me with delights. He who has
experienced it
knows how cruel a comrade sorrow can be…
He remembers hall-retainers and treasure
and how, in his youth, his gold-friend
entertained him. These joys have all vanished…

A wise man must fathom how eerie it will be
when all the riches of the world stand waste,
as now in diverse places in this middle earth
walls stand, tugged at by winds
and hung with hoar frost, buildings in decay.
The wine-halls crumble, lords lie dead,
deprived of joy, all the proud followers
have fallen by the wall: battle carried off some,
led them on journeys; the bird carried one
over the welling waters; one the grey wolf
devoured: a warrior with a downcast face
hid one in an earth-cave.
Thus the Maker of Men laid this world waste
until the ancient works of the giants stood idle,
hushed without the hubbub of inhabitants…
Nothing is ever easy in this kingdom of earth,
the world beneath the heavens is in the hands of
fate.
Here possessions are fleeting, here friends are
fleeting,
here man is fleeting, here kinsman is fleeting,
the whole world becomes a wilderness.’
So spoke the wise man in his heart as he sat
apart in thought…
It is best for a man to seek
mercy and comfort from the Father in heaven
where security stands for us all.
[from Kevin Crossley-Holland, The Anglo

Saxon World, An Anthology (OUP 2009)]

