
The Anglo-Saxons. 45 
  

Who made this King? Oh, it was Hilda, was it? Well, it’s a good thing 

he’s thawing fast, otherwise we should have to ask you to remake him, he is 
Se fit to stand up amongst all the others. 

Edmund’s step-mother, the wicked Elfrida, fae a son Ethelred, whom she 

wanted to ascend the throne, but Dunstan and the monks were on the side 

of Edmund. Dunstan used to have his own way at the synods or gatherings” 

of the clergy. Once, so the story goes, votes were going against him, and he 

told the astonished clergy that he had had a special revelation from heaven then 

and there in his favour. No one could say anything, of course, to that. At 

another time, a voice sounded out from the crucifix which was hanging up in the 

hall of the assembly, saying that the monks were right, and to resist them was 

very wrong. You remember how ventriloquists can throw their voices anywhere: 

they like ; I have no- doubt that some trickery of that sort was then practised, 

if the emia really happened to speak. 

Another time, the floor upon which the synod was gathered gave way, and 

most of those there present were either killed or very much hurt. It was thought 

at the time very strange:that Dunstan had prevented the King from attending 

the meeting, and equally strange that Dunstan’s own chair did not tumble with 

the rest. His friends said that he was saved by a special miracle, his enemies, 

that the beams of the room had been carefully sawn through beforehand. I can- 

not think myself that Dunstan would have done such a wicked thing. 

However, though Edmund was a favourite of Dunstan’s, his step-mother 

hated him, and one day when he was hunting, he came near Corfe Castle, where 

she lived. Edmund, as indeed he was bound to do, went to pay her a visit. 

Just as he was saying good-bye, he mounted his horse, and took the usual 

cup of wine in his hand, and, as he was about to drink it, saying, “ Health,” at a 

sign from Elfrida, one of her servants stole behind the King, and stabbed him in 

the back. He immediately put spurs to his horse to get out of danger, but as 

the blood flowed from the wound, he became weaker and weaker, and was 

dragged along with his foot in the stirrup until he was dead. 

The people, on account of his sudden death, called him ever after “the martyr.” 

And although, of course, Hilda did not know this sad story when she made her 

King so infinitely sad to look upon, I think you will agree with me that her 

figure of Edmund is just about right. 

This is Ethelred the Unready, the last of the boy-Kings. Just ruffle up his 

hair a little, make him look wild and dishevelled ; that is better. 

Elfrida did not gain much by her cruel murder of Edmund, for Dunstan man-


