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He was a tall, fine-looking man, with such long arms and legs that he. 

was nicknamed “Longshanks.” These legs, however, stood him in good 

stead, for when once he was on horseback it was almost impossible to un- 

horse him, his legs would so twine round his horse that it was impossible 

to throw the Prince off. Edward, however, was able to get only 7,000 soldiers 

to fight under him, and he could not be expected to fight the Saracens 

with so small a number, so he contented himself with worrying the Turks, 

taking two of their castles, and capturing a caravan; just keeping his hand 

in, so to speak. 

The Emir of Joppa, however, thought that he would much like to get rid of 

this Christian Prince. He was not doing much harm, it is true; still he was a 

nuisance, and until he was out of the way, there would be no peace or comfort. 

Accordingly he pretended that he was tired of his own religion, and wanted to 

become a Christian, and so he sent one’of his officers to see Edward, from 

time to time, taking with him, as an apology and excuse for his continual 

coming, a number of letters and presents. His visits at last came to be 

looked upon as a mere matter of course, he became, in fact, “a friend of 

the family.” 

One day, as the Prince was resting in his tent, as the sun was very hot, 

the Emir’s officer came to see him as usual, and before the Prince knew what 

he was about, he took out his dagger, and endeavoured to stab him to the heart. 

Edward at once tried to parry the blow, and the dagger went into the fleshy 

part of his arm instead. Grasping his sword, which lay by his side, he cut 

the murderer down; but unfortunately the dagger had been poisoned, and, 

although the wound was slight, it was quite sufficient to prove fatal. His 

wife, Princess Eleanor, when she heard the doctors say that they were afraid 

that there was no hope, at once said that she would save her dear husband’s 

life, and she knelt down, and with her owm lips sucked the poison out of 

his wound. 

_ After being ill for several days, the Prince recovered. And a truce for ten 

years having been made with the Saracens, he broke up his camp, and went 

back again on his way home. ; 
As he was travelling through Sicily, he heard of his father’s death, and 

being a man of very tender heart, he was affected to tears at the sad news, as 

he could not bear to think that the poor old man had been left all alone in his 

last days. 

He passed on through Europe, and everywhere he was treated with the


