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ran right away, and those who remained became slaves and servants to 
their Danish conquerors. 

King Alfred had a few friends left to him, but he sent them all away, and 

sought refuge in the hut of a cowherd near Athelney in Somersetshire, a very 

wild spot in the midst of a marshy country. While he was there, as the 

herdsman’s wife was attending to her household duties, she asked Alfred to 

mind some cakes that were baking on the hearth. Alfred promised to attend 

to them; but he was so full of his own troubles, and so occupied in thinking 
over his plans for the future, that he clean forgot all about the cakes. (No, I 
daresay, Jack, you wouldn’t have done so; I am sure your eyes would have been 

upon them, all the time.) And when the good woman came to look at her 
pastry, lo and behold, her cakes were all burnt to a cinder; and a downright 

good scolding she gave the King for his carelessness. She told him that he was 

always quite ready to eat his meals, but was not quite so ready to work for 

them. In fact, she lost her temper finely. The good King let her have her say, 

as is always the best thing to do with an angry woman, and then promised to 

do better next time. Afterwards, when he was restored to his throne, he did 

not forget the kind herdsman Danewulf, but sent for him, and placed him 

where he could be taught to read and write, and at last made him BiSnORs of 

Winchester, so the story goes. 

For six months Alfred stayed at Athelney. And his friends came to him 

there. And every now and then, in the dead of the night, they would go 

quietly out, and fall upon any Danes who might be near. This, of course, 

made their enemies somewhat uncomfortable, for they could not make out 

where these sudden attacks had come from. 

As time went on the Earl of Devonshire fell upon the Danish leader, 

Hubba, who had landed in the country with a large body of men, and attacking 

his forces before the break of day, he put them to utter rout, slaying their leader, 

and capturing the veafen, or raven, the famous Magical Standard with a picture 

of a raven, which the Danes believed led them on to certain victory. Hearing 

of this, Alfred took heart again, and dressed himself up as a minstrel, and with 

his harp found his way into the Danish camp. He was brought into the tent 

of Guthrun, who was the Danish King of East Anglia, and there he stayed for 

several days, playing and singing and jesting, all the time keeping his eyes 

and his ears open to learn what the enemy was about. He soon found out 

their plans, and how many soldiers they had, and stealing away again he sent 

word to his friends to meet him at Sherwood forest (Robin Hood’s forest),


