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Introduction

In February 1308, the king and queen of England were crowned at the newly finished St. Paul’s Cathedral in London, a heavily ritualized coronation ceremony that dated back to the time of the Vikings and represented God’s anointment of the monarch.

The new queen, Isabella, was the twelve-year-old daughter of France’s King Philippe Le Bel, ‘the handsome,’ and had inherited her father’s good looks. With thick blonde hair and large blue, unblinking eyes, she possessed great intelligence and cunning, cruelty as well as compassion, and a skill for hiding her feelings. Her new husband, King Edward II, was a brainless, boneheaded man of twenty-four years whose idea of entertainment was watching court fools fall off tables.

It was a fairy-tale coronation for the young girl. Well, apart from the fact that a plaster wall collapsed, bringing down the high altar and killing a member of the audience. And that the king was gay, and spent the afternoon fondling his lover Piers Gaveston while ignoring the queen.

Edward had put Gaveston, newly created as Earl of Cornwall, in charge of the ceremony, and the king and ‘keeper of the realm’ sat side by side beneath a coat of arms displayed on the wall, arms not of the new royal couple but the king and earl.1 After the ceremony, Edward went and sat with his ‘minion’ rather than the queen, and the two continued to touch each other throughout.

Gaveston also upstaged Isabella on her special day by wearing flamboyant clothes, according to one eyewitness ‘so decked out that he more resembled the god Mars than an ordinary mortal.’ The royal favorite was dressed in imperial purple embroidered with pearls, a provocatively regal outfit unsuitable for a courtier from a minor noble family, probably done deliberately to annoy the queen and her relatives. Most insulting of all, Gaveston was wearing the jewels that Isabella’s father had given to Edward as his wedding present; the French king’s other gifts, including prize warhorses, had also been handed over to his lover. A London chronicler said ‘rumors circulated that the king was more in love with this artful and malevolent man than his bride, that truly elegant lady, who is a most beautiful woman.’

And to cap it all off, Gaveston was put in charge of the catering and managed to ruin it all with undercooked chicken. Understandably, the new queen was rather upset by the day’s events, while her uncles, Louis and Charles, stormed out of the coronation banquet and returned to France, after ‘seeing that the king frequented Piers’s couch more than the queen’s.’2 (Visiting England, they must have been prepared for the worst on the culinary front.)

Gaveston also managed to hugely irritate the country’s leading barons that day. The Coronation is a heavily symbolic and ancient event that day. dates back to King Edgar in 973, and like the Frankish ceremonies it was based on, it represented divine approval. But for everyone who was anyone, it was also a big party in which they got to show how important they were. Instead, Gaveston was given roles that were traditionally carried out by the great noble families who, it must be remembered, also had their own private armies. He got to carry the crown, as well as the curtana, ‘the sword of mercy,’ which was placed on the altar until redeemed by the king with an offer of gold; and he got to do the fixing of a spur to the king’s left foot. That Gaveston landed these roles angered the leading barons so much it began a feud so bitter that after twenty years most of the leading players had been brutally murdered.

Edward and Isabella’s marriage, rather unsurprisingly, did not end well; but the uniting of the English and French royal families that resulted from their wedding was a far bigger disaster. King Philippe died in 1314, months after burning to death the leaders of the chivalric order the Knights Templar, whose Grand Master had shouted from the flames a curse on Philippe and his house. His three sons would all die young, none of them leaving male descendants. Only one of Philippe’s grandsons would survive to become a king, Isabella’s son Edward—and his claim to the French throne would then plunge the two countries into a bitter, horrific conflict that in the Victorian age became known as the Hundred Years’ War.

Over the next few decades, France would be devastated by enormous bands of desperados, criminals, and bloodthirsty mercenaries plundering the countryside, to such an extent that large numbers of people took to living in caves. Whole towns were destroyed and their populations murdered. It was the worst war of the European medieval period, but it also marked its end, as the dominance of aristocratic knights was destroyed first by the longbow, and later by firearms.

Historians call this period ‘the crisis of the Late Middle Ages’ and one reason it appears so grim is that for so long people had finally been having it good—well, relatively. After centuries of chaos and misery traditionally called the ‘Dark Ages,’ western civilization had in the twelfth century exploded: the first universities were founded, literacy vastly increased, Europe produced great philosophers for the first time in centuries, cathedrals were built, stone houses replaced wood, internal warfare declined, and in most areas of technology Christians equaled the ancients. The ‘feudal anarchy’ of the eleventh century, a war of everyone against everyone, evolved into increasingly stable and organized central authorities, with Church-sanctioned peace creating the conditions for trade, industry, and art.

The population swelled, as did levels of trade with the continent. Cities like London for the first time reached their Roman-era numbers. A rising population meant a bigger pool of labor and more hungry mouths, before agricultural technology had allowed Europe to escape the Malthusian trap, which is the theory first pointed out by Rev. Thomas Malthus that population growth exceeds food production and so leads to famine. (Agricultural improvements in the past two hundred years have so far disproved this, but until then it was not possible.) The real wage rates of English farm workers, which can be calculated from the early thirteenth century onward, had plunged to their lowest yet. Immense pressure was placed on resources and diet; people were a lot smaller than two centuries earlier, with many suffering from bone diseases and weakened immune systems.

The mild weather of this era, an unusually hot few centuries called the Medieval Warm period, had allowed Europe to produce more food—but now the earth cooled and, as a result, in 1315, the spring after the Templars were burned in Paris, the continent was hit by severe rains and the crops failed. The Great Famine of 1315–1317 killed as many as one in ten people in England, but even this was not the worst thing that happened that century. That dubious honor went instead to the Black Death, the rat-borne disease of the 1340s that ended the lives of between a third and a half of Europe. The population of England, five million in 1300, had fallen to just half that a century later.3

Even to those not coughing out plague-ridden black blood, life was unimaginably grim—half of people died before twenty, and life expectancy could be as low as eighteen in some poorer parts of England.4 Although infancy was the most dangerous time, even those who reached adulthood and lived a relatively long life would have endured various chronic illnesses and pains. Not that ‘childhood’ in the modern sense really existed; medieval boys worked from age seven and could be hanged at that age. Girls could expect to be pregnant by fourteen, a condition they would endure for much of the next two decades, at a time when one in sixty labors ended in the mother’s death. By the time they were thirty they were worn out or, as Geoffrey Chaucer put it, ‘winter forage.’

And plague, famine, and war weren’t even the only disasters. There was also a split in the Catholic Church between two men claiming to be pope, one a ruthless mass murderer and the other clearly insane, causing much suffering and death. In the middle of the century there was a disastrous banking collapse in Italy, as well as a number of large earthquakes. France and England both saw extremely violent rural uprisings. Everything that could go wrong went wrong, and many writers lamented that the world was coming to an end.

Yet this period also gave us some of the greatest works of art and poetry, by the likes of Giotto, Dante, Boccaccio and, in England, Geoffrey Chaucer. Painting was transformed in this period, so that the king who ended the century, Richard II, is presented in full renaissance glory in the Wychton Tripdich, one of England’s most famous artworks. The period also saw the most important development in constitutional history, the birth of the House of Commons, and the establishment of Parliament as the lawmaking body on which the monarch depended. It all began with Edward II’s terrifying father and his insatiable appetite for war.


CHAPTER ONE

Long Live the King

Edward II had not had the easiest childhood, being the youngest of sixteen children to Eleanor of Castile and the violent maniac Edward Longshanks, confusingly called Edward I even though he was the fourth king of England to be named that.1

The first Edward, standing at six foot three, was a domineering, terrifying figure also nicknamed ‘the Hammer of the Scots’ as well as ‘the Leopard,’ after a then-common belief that the animal could change its spots, as he had a habit of going back on his word. He was also known as ‘the Lawgiver’ or ‘the English Justinian,’ after the Roman emperor, as he introduced laws firmly establishing Parliament, and in particular created the House of Commons, although without really meaning to.2

Edward had become king in 1272 after the long reign of his simpleminded father Henry III. Longshanks’s grandfather King John had been such a disaster that, after alienating everyone through his lechery, drunken violence, and cowardice, his barons had forced on him a peace treaty that later became known as Magna Carta, which he immediately ignored.3 Following a year of subsequent civil war, John died of dysentery in late 1216, having gorged himself to death on food and alcohol, and left his nine-year-old son in charge, so broke he could not even afford a crown for his coronation and with his enemies in control of the majority of the country. But, thanks to the heroic elderly knight William Marshal who led the loyalist forces into battle despite being in his seventies, young Henry survived to become one of the longest reigning monarchs in English history.

The essential cause of the conflict had been how much the barons could restrain the king, and who paid for what, and after the First Barons’ War of 1215–17 the same problems arose again in the 1250s. The rebel leader this time was a mildly psychotic French knight called Simon de Montfort who led on a platform of low-self-awareness populist xenophobia despite living a fantastically luxurious lifestyle and having only arrived in England in his twenties without speaking a word of English. He was also married to King Henry’s sister, and the king was terrified of him.

Henry’s eldest son Edward had grown up during this difficult period. Apart from sharing a lazy eye, father and son were nothing alike. Henry was an absentminded simpleton who managed to get lost in the one battle he took part in; his eldest son, named after the eleventh-century saint Edward the Confessor, was a bloodthirsty maniac whose lifelong ambition was to go on a Crusade and bring Jerusalem back to Christianity in an orgy of violence.

Like most young aristocrats, Edward was trained for war through ‘tourneys,’ or jousts, which had begun in western France in the eleventh century as sort of toleration zones for violence. Although we have in our minds an idea of tournaments as colorful events where men got to show off to women waving handkerchiefs, they were incredibly violent affairs that often ended in multiple fatalities; in 1240 during a tourney outside Dusseldorf, sixty knights were killed in one event. But neither this nor Church condemnation made the slightest bit of difference to the endless supply of aristocratic yobs who loved these events. In June 1256, around the time of his seventeenth birthday, Edward took part in his first tourney at Blyth in Nottinghamshire, at which a number of jousters died from their wounds.

During the early stages of de Montfort’s protests, Edward had sided with his uncle, but as it became more violent he returned to his father, and it was Edward who won the war at the battle of Evesham in 1265. It didn’t end well for de Montfort: before the battle, Edward assembled a hit squad of a dozen men, the ‘strongest and most intrepid at arms’ to kill his uncle, who ended up being chopped into a number of parts, and his testicles hung around his nose. (Edward’s ally Roger Mortimer struck the killer blow and so his wife got to keep de Montfort’s head.)

Many considered Edward’s behavior after the battle, when he executed a number of de Montfort supporters, to be murder, but this ruthlessness was characteristic. As a young man, he once ordered his attendants to put out the eyes and crop the ears of an adolescent who angered him. The gossipy monk Matthew Paris tells a story about Longshanks being out with his followers one day when he gratuitously orders the mutilation of one man, just for larks. Such was his reputation that the Archbishop of York had an interview with the king, and afterwards was so shaken he took to his bed and simply died. Another cleric, sent by his fellow priests to complain to the king about taxation, fell down dead on the spot.

Then there was an incident in 1303, when Edward’s treasury was burgled and crown jewels stolen; after the culprits were caught, he had the thieves’ skin nailed to the treasury door. The royal account book of 1297 includes the cost of repairing his daughter Elizabeth’s coronet, which Edward had thrown into the fire in a rage. And, like any great psychotic medieval despot, he was an enthusiastic persecutor of Jews.

Still, Edward was very loving to his pet falcon, and he even used to visit the shrine of Thomas Beckett to offer prayers for his bird, and made a wax image of the sick animal—so not entirely a bad person.

Before becoming king of England, he had been put in charge of Gascony, the region of southwest France still ruled by the English monarch. On one occasion, Edward was dealing with Gascon rebels who had holed up in a church in La Reole, and ordered it destroyed only for his father to overrule him (Henry loved churches). Gascony formed part of the Duchy of Aquitaine, which had become part of the English crown after the ill-fated marriage of Henry II and its heiress Eleanor of Aquitaine in 1152 (it wasn’t very happy—he imprisoned her for fifteen years). After their son John had lost most of his French territory in 1204, Gascony remained the last part of the continent attached to the English crown, but the French claimed it. Still, it does produce very good wine so we can see their point, and at the time, Gascony sold five million gallons of the stuff to England every year—some twenty-five million bottles, a large amount when it was very expensive to import.

With England at peace, beginning in1269 Edward took up the gap year of his day, the Crusades. He wanted to do what every young rich kid did: take a year off, experience new cultures, see some really interesting countries, kill all the inhabitants, then go home and bore everyone senseless talking about it. Strangely enough, he brought his wife Eleanor of Castile with him, even though they already had two kids.

The couple had been married since 1254, when they were both children, and were devoted to each other. While on Crusade, Eleanor gave her husband Concerning Matters Military,4 or De Re Militari, a book on war by the late Roman writer Vegetius. It was sort of the How to Win Friends and Influence People of its time and read by everyone who mattered. The couple had an enduring romantic attachment unusual for the age, and unlike most medieval kings, Edward had no mistresses.5

The plan had been to go on joint Crusade with his cousin, King Louis of France. However, the whole adventure was ruined when, after decades of planning, the French at the last minute chose to head to North Africa instead, where Louis soon died (later becoming Saint Louis on rather dubious grounds). Edward ended up first in Tunis and later in Palestine where he fought Sultan Baibars, a Turkish leader who occasionally skinned prisoners alive, according to one chronicler.

However, by the time Edward arrived in the Holy Land, the Crusades were as good as lost and, in 1272, he made preparations to return home; before he left, though, he was almost killed in Haifa, in modern-day Israel, at the hands of the Assassins, an Islamic cult led by an enigmatic figure called ‘the old man in the mountain’ who trained young fanatics to become suicide-killers. An assassin, after securing a private audience with Edward, took out his dagger and stabbed him before Edward overpowered and killed the man; however, the knife was poisoned, and Edward’s life was only saved when his wife sucked out the poison. This part of the story sounds slightly unlikely, but its popularity reflected the genuine love match that existed between the two.6

This was just one of many amazing scrapes the adventurous king survived, on top of storms at sea, two battles in which he came out unscathed, and a miraculous escape after his horse slipped at Winchelsea, which should have crushed him. Edward was once playing chess and then got up to stretch his legs for no reason, ‘only to have a stone crash down from the vaulting in the place where he had been seated,’ crushing his chair ‘to matchwood.’7 After this, he became devoted to the shrine of Our Lady at Walsingham in Norfolk, the holiest place in England, convinced that someone up there was looking out for him.

Edward was nowhere near as religious as his father, or credulous; he could easily spot frauds, of which there were many at the time, such as a knight who claimed to have had his blindness cured at the tomb of Henry III and whom the king dismissed as a liar. Henry had devoted years and vast amounts of money to rebuilding Westminster Abbey, originally constructed by his hero Edward the Confessor, but at the end of Longshank’s thirty-five-year reign almost no work had been done at the still-unfinished church. He did own a huge number of relics, including a nail from the Cross and a saint’s tooth ‘effective against lightning and thunder,’ but these could be seen more as valuables than any great display of faith.

In 1272, Edward was in Sicily when news reached him that his father had died, and also came news of the death of his son, John, aged just five. When the Sicilian king John of Anjou marveled that he mourned just the former, Edward said he could make another son but fathers were irreplaceable. Edward and Eleanor had sixteen children in total, of whom only four outlived him. The king was a very unsympathetic figure, but life was extremely grim for everyone and there was no room for sentiment.

It was another two years before the king arrived home, like any gap-year kid having come back with huge debts,8 and on his way back he was invited to a tournament with one thousand English knights in Chalon-sur-Saone in Burgundy. The event turned out to be so violent that the pope himself condemned it, with many of the French chevaliers clearly trying to kill the king. He never fought in a tourney after that.

It seems strange for any young man to not even bother to return for his father’s funeral, especially when he had inherited the crown of England, but having personally removed the testicles of the last man who had caused trouble, he correctly doubted that anyone else would try their luck. Because the new monarch was so far away, the king’s council started a tradition by declaring that the new reign had begun immediately, rather than how previous reigns began when the crown jewels and armory were seized and any rivals thrown out of the nearest window. It is for this reason that the phrase ‘the king is dead, long live the king’ was invented, and why a half-mast flag was not flown at Buckingham Palace when a royal died again until 1997, when the tradition was changed after the death of Princess Diana.

After the crown was put on Edward’s head, he theatrically took it off and said ‘he would never take it up again until he had recovered the lands given away by his father to the earls, barons, and knights of England, and to aliens.’ This wasn’t going to end well.


CHAPTER TWO

The Round Table

Edward’s coronation was a lavish affair and the feasting lasted two weeks. One hundred Scottish knights who turned up allowed their horses to run free and declared that anyone who caught one could keep it, and because of this act of reckless generosity the English knights felt the need to do the same. Two years earlier England had experienced famine, the first of many over the next half century, but such lavish flaunting of wealth was common because the entire medieval hierarchy was based on the idea that lords had to be able to entertain those below them. This is what caused kings and barons to ruin themselves and encouraged wars where they would get rich on plunder or die trying. The pinnacle of this idea of kingship was the mythical King Arthur, who, when not winning battles or showing his chivalrous qualities with the ladies, was looking after his improbably large entourage with great feasts and a constant supply of goodies. Arthur was Edward’s role model and inspired his desire to become King of Britain, a dream that did much to form the identities of the island’s three nations—England, Scotland, and Wales—although this was the opposite of what he intended.

The whole story of Arthur was basically made up by twelfth-century churchman Geoffrey of Monmouth who passed it off as history, and it became immensely popular across Western Europe. The Arthurian legend also fed into the evolving idea of chivalry, which as the medieval period went on became more like its modern ideal, celebrating knights who were brave and dashing but also compassionate and Christian.

The Arthur myth was based on the obscure wars of the Dark Ages between native Britons and invaders from the continent, the Angles and Saxons, who referred to their enemies as ‘foreigners,’ or Welsh; although by Edward’s time they had come to refer to themselves as Cymru, ‘the people’ (today the Welsh nationalist party is called Plaid Cymru). Relations between the Welsh and English had never been warm, although the border had been stabilized in the eighth century by King Offa of Mercia, who built a dike to mark it.

Then, however, the Normans turned up, and after conquering England they created a series of semi-independent territories on the border, known as the Marcher Lordships (‘march’ means border, from where we get such words as marquis, Mercia, and Denmark). The Marcher lords tended to be the toughest and greediest of the Norman aristocrats, which is saying something, and were often in conflict with the monarch. They had also begun to encroach into Wales, grabbing the low-lying fertile land and settling it with English and Flemish migrants.1 The Welsh, understandably, weren’t entirely pleased, but because of its mountainous geography it was impossible to unite the country under one ruler. However, in the 1260s, a strong leader called Llywelyn ap Gruffydd became the first man to be recognized as Prince of Wales; then he refused to turn up to Edward’s coronation in the confident belief he could snub him—hence his name, ‘Llywelyn the Last.’

Llywelyn was a big fish in a small pond; he had a court large enough to include a bard, a harpist, falconers, and a ‘silentiary,’ whose job it was to keep the rowdiness to an acceptable level. But he was small-fry compared to Edward, and didn’t even control all of Wales, which was divided among him and his three brothers, including Daffyd, who back in 1272 had plotted to assassinate his elder sibling. Forgiven by Llywelyn, he went on to conspire against him on a second occasion, this time with their brother Owain, before a snowstorm forced them to abort and run off to England where Daffyd was sheltered by the king.

As a result, the Welsh prince refused to attend the coronation. Edward demanded he pay his respects, and when Llywelyn again refused, the king of England even traveled up to Chester to save on the Welsh leader’s travel expenses. Again, the prince declined, and in total Edward sent Llywelyn five summons, determined to have his way.

The Welshman sent three replies, explaining that he was waiting until their differences were sorted out, namely that Edward hand over the rebels. To add further insult, the fifty-something Llywelyn then married Eleanor, the twenty-three-year-old daughter of Simon de Montfort and Edward’s aunt, Princess Eleanor, without the king’s permission, and in fact without even having met her. (Strangely, it was possible at the time to marry someone without meeting them so long as an agreed substitute turned up at the wedding). It was this that set off Edward’s slightly crazed mission to conquer all of Britain, using the Arthurian fantasy as his justification.

Wales was, for most Englishmen, still a wild and strange place, its people thought to be ruthless and bloodthirsty. In deepest Wales (pura Wallia), where the Normans had not settled and where Llywelyn’s rule held sway, the old Laws of King Hywel Dda still applied; disputes were settled by blood feuds, and a thief would be pardoned if he had passed ten houses and ‘failed to obtain anything to eat’ before committing his crime. To the Normans, of course, starvation was no excuse for theft and would inevitably result in some important body part being removed.

In 1276, Edward raised an army and the following year invaded Wales, the English troops advancing under the flag of St. George they had brought back from Crusade; Llywelyn soon surrendered but was allowed to retain the title of Prince of Wales, partly as a sort of mockery to rub in how powerless he was. Edward had kidnapped his cousin Eleanor while she was en route to marry the Welsh leader, but now agreed to the match; however, she died in childbirth, and he had her daughter imprisoned almost from birth in case she might prove a rallying point for rebellion. She lived to her fifties, a captive her entire life, and an illustration of what a lovely man Edward was.

War broke out again in 1282, this time started by Daffyd, after which his elder brother felt obliged to join in an obviously doomed rebellion. The Archbishop of Canterbury tried to meditate, and an offer was made whereby Daffyd had to go on Crusade with Edward while Llywelyn would be given a big estate in England. The Welsh leader gave a romantic response by saying he would not betray his people; romantic, but obviously insane, as they didn’t stand a chance. By the end of 1282, all Welsh resistance was over. Llywelyn died on December 11 at the hands of a common English soldier in Powys who had failed to recognize him as a valuable hostage.

Daffyd was soon captured and convicted of treason, murder, sacrilege, and plotting against the king, and his sentence was four corresponding punishments: respectively, dragged by horses, hanged, disemboweled, and quartered. Before he was dead, his intestines were slashed from his body and burned in front of him; his corpse was then sent to various English cities, and his head placed on a spike at the Tower of London, along with his brother’s. At the English garrison at Shrewsbury, where Daffyd was killed, a fight broke out between the London and Yorkshire contingent over who got the head, which the Cockneys won. Not the most dignified end, all in all.

In 1284, Edward passed the Statute of Wales, formally ending its independence. To this day, Wales is technically part of England, which is why only England, Scotland, and Ireland are represented on the Union Jack.

There had long been a prophecy among the Britons that the ‘lost lands’ of England would be recovered and that a Welshman would again one day wear a crown in London. Llywelyn sort of fulfilled that, except it was as a rotting corpse, and the English had stuck a crown of ivy on his head in mockery. His decomposing head remained on a spike at the Tower of London for fifteen years before someone thought to take it down.

The new king cemented his control over Wales by building a series of castles, many of which still stand, among them Caernarfon, Flint, Rhuddlan, Conwy, Criccieth, and Aberystwyth. These could be defended with as few as twenty soldiers and, with stairs that led directly to the sea, withstand a siege for several years. Edward’s castles in Wales were inspired by a knight from Savoy with the odd name of Othon de Grandson who had gone on Crusade with Edward and became his right-hand man from the mid-1260s, and these grand monuments were supposed to reflect his claim to be Arthur’s heir as ruler of Britain. Edward chose Caernarfon as a site because it was believed that the father of the brutal fourth-century Roman emperor Constantine the Great, one of Edward’s heroes, was buried there. (Constantine legalized Christianity but he also killed his own son and wife, along with countless others, so he was not absolutely guaranteed to get into heaven.) Caernarfon became a focus for Edward’s megalomania. It was a small village in which he built an enormous castle based on the great city of Constantinople, complete with Roman-style imperial eagles. In fairness to Edward, though, the Welsh tourist industry does pretty well today thanks to his fantastic Arthurian castles.

While in Caernarfon, he claimed to have discovered the body of Emperor Magnus Maximus, who, according to Welsh legend, was the father of Constantine, even though he lived after him, and the grandfather of Arthur who lived three hundred years later. Maximus had supposedly dreamed of a maiden living in a castle and tracked her down and married her, her home supposedly being on the site of the future Caernarfon Castle.

The great Marcher lord, Roger Mortimer, who was Llywelyn’s deadly enemy, held the first Arthurian Round Table event at Kenilworth Castle in Warwickshire in 1279. Mortimer’s mother was Welsh and he claimed descent from the mythical king. The event featured one hundred knights and one hundred ladies, and at the end Mortimer was presented with barrels which everyone assumed contained wine but were actually full of gold. These Round Tables were sort of sanitized, family-friendly versions of tourneys in which women attended and there was far less bloodshed.

In 1284, Edward accepted the supposed Crown of Arthur—another dubious relic—for an even bigger Round Table feast in north Wales, along with the bones of Maximus. Although the mythical King Arthur, had he existed, would have surely supported the Welsh against the English, the legend increasingly became co-opted to justify the unification of Britain. Edward even had two corpses found a century earlier at Glastonbury Abbey under mysterious circumstances reinterred as ‘Arthur and Guinevere.’ It is recorded that Edward’s Round Table party in north Wales was so popular, with attendees coming from all over the realm, that the floor gave way. Edward may have taken this as a sign of how loved he was, although since the last person who snubbed one of his invitations ended up having his head used as a football, it’s hardly surprising that there were no regretful RSVPs.
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