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Children, you may all snowball Bob, roll him in the snow and sit on him ; 

he deserves it, for having killed poor King Edmund. 

This next snow image is King Hdved. He is chiefly noted for having put 

himself under the control of a monk called Dunstan, who was then Abbot of 

Glastonbury, and who was very clever and very devoted to his church. 

Dunstan used to live in a cell underground, which was scarcely bigger than a 

grave, where he used to occupy himself in working metals. One night, so 

the old story goes, the people living all around were disturbed by a most 

unearthly howling, unlike anything they had ever heard before; and the next 

-morning Dunstan told them that while he was hard at work, all of a sudden 

the devil appeared, and laughed at him and taunted him. The Abbot, not a 

bit afraid, took some red hot pincers out of the fire and laid hold of the devil’s 

nose, and naturally enough the devil did not approve of this arrangement, and 

the more he struggled, the more Dunstan clenched the pincers tighter and 

tighter, until at last, groaning and howling, the devil thought that he had had 

enough for one night. And off he went, leaving Dunstan alone in his glory. 

If people did not believe it, there were the pincers and there was the fire. And 

if it was not the devil who howled, well it ought to have been. So Dunstan 

became a saint forthwith. For it is not everybody who can tweak the devil’s 

nose and live to tell the story. 

Dunstan, who belonged to the monks, who were all bachelors, and were 

called regulars, did not like what were called the secular or worldly clergy, who 

had wives, accordingly he was always trying to snub them, and to make things 

generally uncomfortable for them, and as afterwards he became Archbishop of 

Canterbury, he was able to do pretty well what he liked. 

Dunstan got such power over Edred, that he was made his treasurer and 

his prime-minister. Edred, after reigning nine years, died. Dunstan was on 

horseback, on his way to visit him, when an angel appeared on the way and 

told him of Edred’s death; the angel spoke so loudly that the horse died in 

consequence, so the story goes. 

Edwy is the next King whom we are looking at. I say, Charley, you are 

responsible for Edwy ; just fix his right eye properly, it is thawing out. 

Poor Edwy was very unkindly treated by Dunstan and Odo, who was then 

Archbishop of Canterbury. He had married a princess called Elgiva, who was 

his cousin, and in those days the Church did not approve of the marriage of 

cousins, and this made the clergy very angry. The day of his coronation came, 

and there was a great banquet, and all the nobles of the land were gathered


