The Siege of Canterbury  -  September 1011
One thousand years ago they came

To rape and pillage, kill and maim.

The townsfolk hid in fear.

They closed the gates and manned the walls

Then trembled as they heard the calls

Of Danes, as they came near.

They could do nought but wait and pray

On this, the Blessed Virgin’s Day,

And find what was their fate.

For three long weeks they kept them out

But then they heard a dreadful shout (
Aelfmaer had raised the gate!

And so it was on Michaelmas Day

Vikings rushed in to slash and slay

And plunder all they could.

The monks were killed, Cathedral burned,

Houses were robbed, chests overturned (
They could not be withstood.

Then Canterbury’s narrow lanes

Were overrun by warrior Danes

And people fled in fear.

They hid behind old Roman walls

In dread of the bloodcurdling calls

That came from far and near.

The fearsome Vikings ran amok

Killing; the young for slaves they took,

Or tore some limb from limb.

Alphege they bound and prisoner made

Until a ransom could be paid (
A high price placed on him.

For seven months they held him fast

But when they realised at last

All ransom he decried

Ox-heads and bones at him they threw,

And thus the saintly man they slew (
‘Twas thus good Alphege died.

One thousand years have passed since then (
In names we still remember when

To Danes the townsfolk cowed.

Now tourists climb the ‘Dane John’ Mound 

And from that height see all around

The city standing proud.

Ruth Henderson, Canterbury, September 2011
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