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The Inspiration for Dancing with Death

William Longespée 3rd Earl of Salisbury aka Long Sword was real. He was my few times great grand uncle on 2 sides and a direct ancestor. He was a knight from the Middle Ages, a half-brother to Kings Richard and John (my ancestor), and some barons who signed the Magna Carta (also my relatives). He was called Long Sword because he used oversized weapons and was tall.

True story of William Longespée 3rd Earl of Salisbury, aka Long Sword's death, which inspired this story.

While he was away from home, thought dead, it's said Hubert de Burgh asked for his lady's hand for his nephew. She refused his suit Long Sword the half-blood prince returned to his wife not long later alive the lord asked Long Sword and his wife over to his home to have dinner but not long after the dinner Long Sword fell sick and died presumed poisoned two hundred years later the forgotten half blood prince was disturbed from his sleep and while they were renovating the church where he lay in his head they found a dead black rat it died of poisoning was it from eating Long Sword or not we will never know.

Who was Hubert de Burgh? He was my ancestor and he was the Earl of Kent who worked with my other ancestor, King John, Long Sword's brother, as Chief Minister and co-regent for another ancestor of mine, Henry the Third, with my other ancestor William Marshal.
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Long Sword, The Half Blood Prince

In Salisbury Cathedral lies a dead knight, half-brother to two kings, and his companion in death.

His companion was discovered by accident 200 years after the knight's presumed murder by poisoning. The odd companion lies now in a glass case beside his master's grave in the cathedral. The companion was a mummified dead black rat found in the skull of the knight when they were renovating the cathedral. Beside his master's grave, he has remained a mystery, and possibly proof of a murder.
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The Missing Part Of Me

You are hiding from my sight,

somewhere lost in the shadows of space and time,

so far from me, I can't see you,

So near to me, I can sense you with me as I walk alone in life. You are part of me like I am part of you, just lost in time.

––––––––
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BLAKE ALEXANDER WAS never prouder or happier to dance with his wife Anatase than at that moment. But what he didn't know. He was being watched by a man with envious eyes who wanted his wife for their own.

"Hello Blake," said the owner of the eyes, John Taylor, the human ambassador to Andromeda 3.

"Hi Jack," said Blake, stopping dancing.

Ana smiled amiably at her husband's friend.

"Hello," said Ana.

"Hello Ana," said Jack, smiling.

"I'm looking forward to our fishing trip," said Blake, smiling happily.

"It's all he talks of," said Ana, a little bored by her husband's enthusiasm for the fishing trip with his friend Jack.

"Nice to hear," said Jack, smiling.

"Hello John, how have you been? Not seen you since you came back from Andromeda 3," said the emperor of the Universe Fred who he knew as Blake's Grandfather.

"Good, sire," said Jack, bowing to Fred.

"Hello Ana, Blake, you look happy Blake," said Fred.

"I'm going fishing this weekend with Jack on his boat," said Blake.

"Oh nice, he likes boats," said Fred, smiling.

"We're going to fish at Philip Island," said Blake happily.

"Enjoy yourselves," said Fred, wandering off to dance with Ana, his best friend.

Later that week, Blake jumped aboard Jack's small fishing boat.

"Ahoy, Captain!" said Blake happily.

Jack laughed as if it was funny to him. He thought Blake was an idiot. He didn't even like him. Jack only saw him as something to bring him what he wanted: Ana.

They fished for a while. Blake caught only some seaweed, but he was happy about it. He was enjoying fishing and the company and the experience.

So when Jack brought out beer, the usual nondrinker thought he would be alright taking a drink. They drank until Blake had passed out.

When Blake had, Jack put on a life jacket and scuttled the boat and threw Blake overboard without a life jacket to drown.

Jack was saved, and Blake was thought to have drowned in the wreck.

Days later.

Jack met Blake's now widow at a political forum.

She was sad and missed her husband a lot.

Jack cautiously spoke to Ana, telling her his cover story.

She had no other reason but to trust him.

He knew she was a person who would remarry as widows of her nature and people did commonly.

He thought he should ask her soon, before someone else did.

"Ana," said Jack nervously.

"What is it, Jack?" asked Ana.

"Ana, I know I am only human," said Jack.

"I know you are just a human, but you shouldn't feel bad about it," said Ana.

"I don't," said Jack defensively.

"That's good," Ana said.

"No, I am asking to marry you, Ana," said Jack, "Well what is your answer?"

Ana looked shocked and angry.

"Never!" shouted Ana, bursting into tears.

She stormed off to be counseled by her friend Fred Blake's grandfather.

Days later, Blake was found walking into another forum by the confused Jack.

"Blake," said Jack, walking up to him, shocked to see him alive with Ana.

"Yes," said Blake, "I was saved, and I was hurt badly my doctor looked after me!"

"Did your wife know you weren't dead?" said Jack.

"No, he wasn't very pretty. They kept it from me," said Ana.

"I am sorry I asked for your wife's hand now," said Jack.

Jack had an idea.

"Can I offer you two a dinner to apologise for asking for your wife's hand?" said Jack, thinking on his feet.

"Ok," said Blake.

The couple were happy to be together again, and all was well.

The next day, they went to Jack's home to eat.

After the meal, Blake fell gravely ill and died. It seemed he was poisoned.

While Jack was on a walk, a voice calling his name behind him startled him. He looked around and saw the Emperor and Blake's son, Prince Lakelandite.

"Hello, what brings you out this hour?" asked Jack. It was late.

"Blake died," said the Emperor sadly.

"Oh, no how? When?" asked Jack, pretending to be shocked.

"He died this afternoon. The witness says he was poisoned," said
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