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treat those who fell into his power. Canute, the son of Sweyn, now attacked the 

_ east coast, and having had some Englishmen given into his hands as hostages, he 

cut off their noses, their feet and their hands, and left them lying in this piteous 

condition on the sea-shore, while he sailed on to Denmark. Back he came to 

England, and there fought with Ethelred’s son, Edmund. Edric, his brother-in- 

law, who had always been a traitor privately, now proved an open traitor, and 

deserted to the Danes with forty ships. Edmund then called his troops together 

and went to London, determined to fight to the very last. While he was there, 

Ethelred died, and Edmund came to the throne. 

This is Edmund Ivonside, so called because he was brave—from the look of 

him he should be called Szowside. Edric pretended to desert to him from the 

Danes, and was placed in command of a large body of troops. In a battle 

which Edmund fought with Canute, Edric and his soldiers went right over to the 

Danes again (yes, Jack, he was a regular sneak), this occurring just in the thick of 

the battle, the English soldiers became dismayed, for they did not know what 

would happen next. The Danes took advantage of this, and a large number of 

English nobles were slain. Still Edmund held on, until at last thoroughly 

wearied out with all this fighting, as we have been with listening to these dread- 

ful things, Canute agreed to take possession of Mercia,. East Anglia, and the 

northern counties, leaving Edmund the southern ones. And now there might 

have been a time of peace for the English King, but. the wicked Edric bribed 

two of Edmund’s chamberlains to murder him at Oxford. 

Oh dear, I have had enough of fighting for to-day, and we shall have to 

leave all the rest of these Kings out in the cold while we go in-doors and do 

something to get up our spirits again. 

Let us have another turn at Buffalo Bill. Some of you shall be cow-boys, 

and some of you the bucking horses, and then we'll have an attack upon the 

Deadwood Coach by wild Indians ; there will be no danger, for pea-shooters shall 

take the place of pistols, and it will be great fun to dress up as wild Indians. 

Now off you go ; remember that when next you see me, I am Buffalo Bill. 

 


