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Dedication

This place we call earth with all its magnificence is also a 
place filled with endless reasons for cynicism. My own life has 
seldom been a stranger to what was a myriad of difficulties 
and sufferings that would have broken me, if it were not for 
meeting two amazing people. 

The first is my wife, Toni. She truly is my heart, my soul, 
and my true inspiration. After thirty-four years of marriage, 
she is still the reason I continue to believe in that so-called 
antiquated notion of “true love.” I cannot doubt its existence 
since I see it every day in the eyes of this beautiful and gracious 
creature. It is to her that I dedicate this book. She is my Godiva 
in the flesh. 

I also dedicate this book to the second person, the one who 
looked down upon my years of utter distress and gave me life, 
love, and hope to see all the goodness that could still exist. He 
is the one who is truly loving and good, who continues to love 
us though we too often make Him look like a fool. 

P.S. Lastly, I dedicate this book to the other great women 
in my life, my daughters, Rebekah and Esther, my son’s wife, 
Rachel, and my four granddaughters, Hannah, Elizabeth, 
Isabella, and Skylar.
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Preface

A s extraordinary as it may sound, I can still remember 
that sunny spring day when my mother first told me of 
my family’s relationship to Lady Godiva. It had been 

a long, cold winter and the warm sunshine was a great excuse 
for me to liberate myself from my winter clothes. Apparently 
I had gotten a little carried away. My mother found me naked 
as a jaybird running around in the yard. 

That little encounter lead to what turned out to be one of 
the few sweet memories I had of my mother. She began to tell 
me the story of the Lady who had ridden naked on a horse 
through the town of Coventry; at five years old I thought that 
was about the funniest thing I had ever heard. My mother 
wasn’t laughing, though, and after nearly fifty years, I can still 
recall the look on her face as she told the story. 

What I saw was the first rare glimpse of the tenderhearted 
side of a woman I had only known to be harsh and mean. At 
that age I had no way of understanding the suffering and dif-
ficulties my mother endured, being the primary breadwinner 
for eleven children. All I knew was, for that moment, I saw the 
beast transform into a radiant beauty as she spoke of Godiva, 
permanently etching the images on my mind. 
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It wasn’t the first time I had heard stories of my family tree 
that contained notable characters, both royal and common, but 
at that age I couldn’t have cared less. My grandmother, who 
had died only a couple of years before, had been an avid gene-
alogist with countless books and charts dating back numerous 
generations. 

Was it the hand of fate that stepped in that day? Or per-
haps what captivated me was the way in which my mother 
spoke with such reverence and admiration about a woman 
that she had never known. Regardless, I know this novel never 
would have come into being if not for the events of that spring 
day. What I do know is this: that my mother believed, as did 
my grandmother and great-grandmother, that they had been 
given a sacred trust to keep alive the true story of this beauti-
ful, virtuous woman. After I saw the effect Godiva had on my 
mother, I began to believe it, too. 

You can understand why the telling of Godiva’s story has 
become so important to me. I have spent almost ten years 
researching both history and genealogy, traveling to libraries 
and countries and castles in the pursuit of the truest story of 
her life. Though, no doubt, some will disagree with my inter-
pretation of the facts, I believe that I have found—with the aid 
of devoted friends—the true spirit of this remarkable person. 
Though she was a woman of extraordinary beauty, her inner 
beauty exceeded her outer.

—DAVID ROSE
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Foreword
Tim LaHaye

M ost of us have heard of Lady Godiva. “Didn’t she 
ride naked on a horse?” is the common response. 
Some people may even be able to recite some addi-

tional facts: She lived in England in the 11th century, and she 
took the ride to protest unfair taxation. But unless they are 
medieval scholars, most people can’t tell you more than that, 
which is a shame. For the real story of Lady Godiva tells of 
an epic battle between good and evil, between freedom and 
bondage, and between Christianity and paganism. It is a dra-
matic tale, rich in heroism, strength, forgiveness, love, honor, 
and most of all, faith.

In Godiva, author David Rose convincingly transports us 
a thousand years back in time. I have known David for some 
time, and the passion he has for Godiva’s story has always 
been evident. As descendents of Godiva, David’s family passed 
down her amazing life story from generation to generation. 
The tale of her courage and character has been an inspiration 
in David’s own life journey and now, in his debut book, Godiva, 
he skillfully shares that legacy with the world.
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Lady Godiva was a woman of extraordinary beauty, but 
it was her uncompromising faith in God that was her most 
valuable asset. She was a true hero for men and women alike, 
the type of role model we would all do well to acknowledge, a 
godly example in troubling times.

What I find most exciting about the story of Godiva is 
watching the characters’ hearts change as a result of being in 
the presence of a woman who truly lived by the wisdom of 
the Gospel. A millennium later, the same thing is happening...
the hearts of people are being changed today by Jesus Christ 
and by the hearing of His Word. Despite all our advances in 
modern technology—computers that can process billions of 
bits of information in the blink of an eye, or vehicles that can 
travel to the outer reaches of space—some things, such as our 
need for a Savior, never change. In that respect, Godiva is truly 
a timeless story, as relevant today as it was back in the town of 
Coventry a thousand years ago.

—TIM LAHAYE



Part One
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T hreatening clouds blew in from the east, partially 
obscuring the light of the full moon. The wind began 
to stir, and a thick fog permeated the jagged English 

shoreline. The sheer cliffs and jutting rock formations, so 
rugged and regal by daylight, took on the eerie appearance of 
giants emerging from the moonlit mist.

The cold, damp weather was torment to the flesh of those 
on watch. Three burly night sentries of the Mercian guard 
peered into the choppy seas along the coast of the fledgling 
country of England. The soldiers had spent a boisterous night, 
full of wine and jesting, in celebration of a young sentry’s 
recent engagement. Their eyelids grew heavy as the tedium of 
the dense fog and silent winds lulled them to sleep. The last 
embers of their campfire dwindled to gray ash and the world 
waited for the sun to rise. All was quiet. 

Several hours passed. One of the men had begun to 
nod his head sleepily. His companions nudged each other. 
Suddenly, the man’s head flopped downward, jarring him 
awake. He shook his head and peered out at the succession 
of crashing waves that had begun to pound the shore metri-
cally.

One
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“A storm is upon us,” he muttered to the other guards, 
squinting into the fog. They laughed at his attempt at alert-
ness after falling asleep on duty.

Then, in the distance, he saw something else, something 
ominous—a thousand glowing eyes advancing toward shore. 
Puzzled and frightened by the devilish sight, he rubbed his 
eyes vigorously and peered out again.

“Look! What is this vision that hell has conjured up?” he 
cried.

Out at sea, fire could be seen burning through the thick 
fog. Then they heard it. From deep within the gray, the terri-
fying bellows of a thousand shrieking voices washed up on the 
shore. The sentries scrambled to extinguish the scant remains 
of their fire and find cover as the veiled beasts moved toward 
them.

“Good God, have mercy!” one of the sentries screamed. 
As the first rays of morning light splintered through the 

darkness, a dragon’s head emerged from the mist, followed 
by another and then another, until as far as the eye could see, 
hundreds of Viking ships filled the horizon.

The dreaded monsters from the sea had arrived. Thou-
sands of Danish warriors and their horses began to stream 
onto the shore, carrying torches and shouting battle cries. 
Viking scouts, most wearing tightly fitting iron helmets and 
chain mail, quickly found their way through the maze of stony 
spires while their comrades fell into line on the sand.

To the sentries above, it appeared that the cauldrons of 
hell had burst forth out of the fiery depths and spilt their ven-
omous cargo on England’s fair shore.

The sentries raced off to warn their army of the onslaught. 
If they had remained just a few minutes longer, they would 
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have seen a single ship, grander and more terrifying than all 
the rest, enter the harbor. At its helm was the most ornate of 
the dragonheads—a massive red and gold snout, wild black 
and green eyes, and jewel-encrusted pointed teeth. The sides 
of the ship were overlaid with thirteen distinct shades of gold 
and a huge royal Danish insignia. By its sheer magnificence, 
there could be no doubt; the gilded behemoth carried the 
warriors’ leader. 

Indeed, King Canute the Merciless, the fearsome ruler of 
Denmark, Norway, and Sweden, stood at the helm of the enor-
mous ship as it ventured forth into the harbor. His hair and 
beard were thicker and darker than most of his troops, and his 
eyes were a distinctive brown with splinters of gold that seemed 
to glisten as brightly as his vessel. He too wore an iron Viking 
battle helmet, but his was carefully etched with a border of 
pagan symbols. Canute deeply inhaled the scent of wet earth 
and stayed attentive to even the most minute shifts of the wind. 

The Viking warriors kept their eyes on the pagan king as 
he and his great ship drew closer. At Canute’s signal, a mere 
flick of his wrist, thousands more of the warrior-soldiers, look-
ing more beastlike than human in their heavy Viking armor 
and fur, thundered with their horses onto the shore. 

Battle drums pounded rhythmically, reinforcing and exag-
gerating the crash of the waves. King Canute peered out at 
the shore, pleased. England, the fragrant fruit of Northern 
Europe, would soon be his. He cast his eyes to the red sky of 
dawn and called to his men.

“Look up, our future is before us. Surely you all can see 
that we alone are held in Odin’s favor!”

A roar went up from the men. Canute’s heart beat faster as 
he thought of the victory at his fingertips. He strode boldly off 
the ship, sinking his boot heels into the wet, gritty sand.
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After weeks at sea, he was prepared for battle. He relished 
the awesome sight of his armada of ships. Thinking of the puny 
English army fighting against his mighty legions, he couldn’t 
help but laugh. His commanders gathered before him. He ges-
tured to some of the closest men.

“Bring that royal wench to me. Now!”
The men rushed to obey. Soon the sounds of a scuffle 

reached his ears. Several warriors appeared, dragging a 
frightened woman to the king. Her hair was tangled, her frock 
shredded into rags. She struggled to break the strong hold of 
the two Vikings gripping her upper arms. 

“Though I hate to give her up, here she is, Your Majesty,” 
leered Prince Harold as the men shoved the woman to the 
sand in front of Canute.

“Thank you, brother.” The king regarded the woman for a 
moment with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Ah, lovely Princess Élan, let it never be said that the king 
does not keep his word.” He reached out his hand to help her 
to her feet in a kindly manner. As she found her footing, he 
softly stroked her tearstained cheek. She pulled away with a 
look of disgust.

“Have I not brought you back alive to your beloved Eng-
land?” the king softly asked. He looked up into the sky. A bril-
liant flash of lightning streaked across the sky, followed by a 
low rumble of thunder.

Fear and awe spread among the warriors as they wit-
nessed firsthand their king’s legendary ability to command 
the weather. Such affirmation of the gods’ goodwill swelled 
Canute’s heart with pride. With a flash of power in his eyes, 
he turned and thrust his sword into the woman’s stomach. Her 
eyes opened wide in horror. She grabbed hold of the sword then 
fell to the ground, stretching out her bloodstained hands.



+ David Rose +

+ 17 +

“That, Saxon quail, was all I promised!” the king hissed 
coldly, chuckling as he yanked his sword from her flesh.

He lifted his bloodstained blade to the sky and called out, 
“We pledge to you, Thor, great god of thunder and war, that 
this will be the fate of all who oppose our rule!” With that, 
the king mounted his steed and rode through the ranks of his 
assembled warriors. His men let out a deafening roar—a battle 
cry.

The roar traveled up the hill to the waiting English army. 
Their leader looked out at his cavalry and unflinchingly raised 
his sword.

“Ride men,” he cried. “For today we fulfill our destiny! Let 
us boldly ride to meet Canute and his warriors!”

Earl Edric Streona, the ruler of the northern portion of 
Mercia, England’s fairest region, was renowned for his iron 
fist and bravery in battle. He was a striking figure, tall with a 
finely chiseled nose and chin that evidenced his Roman heri-
tage. He was shrewd, aggressive, and well suited for both battle 
and civic duties. He knew quite well that England’s fate hung 
in the balance with only him and his Mercian forces to fight 
for her survival.

From the back of the ranks, the Duke’s wiry nephew 
appeared. Norman was sniveling and sly and could usually be 
found riding beside his uncle, groveling for favor.

“Uncle, wait for me! My Lord Edric! Let us ride, as you say! 
Let history write your name with blood and honor.” He low-
ered his head in an obsequious gesture. “And may it humbly 
record my place, as well, right by your side!”

Edric rolled his eyes but had to grin. He was amused by 
his nephew’s enthusiasm as long as it was convenient. Without 
replying, he raised his sword and rode off. His army deftly 
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followed, kicking up grass and mud as they raced down the 
mountainside toward the Viking horde.

“They come!” King Canute proclaimed, watching from 
horseback. He and his younger sibling, Prince Harold, watched 
the approaching English army descend from the high cliffs.

“Who leads them, my king?” asked Harold.
“I’m sure that it is Edric, Earl of Northern Mercia.”
“King Edmund Ironside’s brother-in-law? He rides to meet 

us?”
King Canute turned to Harold and the other command-

ers. They drew in, encircling him. Canute rode back and forth 
inside the enclosure. “Since Edric Streona has come to meet 
us, let us begin by demonstrating to him how the gods have 
chosen us to rule!”

With a mighty howl, he turned his horse, pushed through 
the circle of commanders and galloped directly toward Streona 
and his men. He didn’t take his eyes off them as they assembled 
on the beach. Canute’s forces followed him, struggling to match 
his breakneck pace. The two groups raced toward each other.

Edric yelled to his mount, pulling the reigns back sharply 
and signaling his army to halt. Canute followed his example. 
His massive white stallion shook its head violently. The two 
armies fell in line behind their commanders and faced off, 
with only the length of a jousting field between them. Neither 
leader drew his sword.

“Careful, my lord,” one of Canute’s soldiers whispered. 
Canute did not turn around. His eyes bored through Edric.

The earl and the king stayed utterly still for a moment. 
Weighing. Watching. Finally, Edric dismounted and walked 
slowly toward the Danish king. Canute’s army gripped their 
weapons, prepared to strike at the slightest sign of treachery.
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The king kept his gaze fixed upon Edric. He remained 
atop his splendid horse as the Englishman drew near. Neither 
spoke.

Then, Streona did the unthinkable. He drew his sword and 
slowly laid it on the ground before Canute. He bowed. Canute 
sat stone-faced. 

“I don’t understand, Your Highness,” Harold muttered.
Canute didn’t respond. He kept his eyes fixed on the Eng-

lishman before him. He would not be tricked by any duplici-
tous Saxon ploy. Suddenly, a knight came up behind Edric, 
handing him a large lumpy burlap sack.

“King Canute, I believe I have brought precisely what you 
requested,” said Edric. He opened the bag to reveal the sev-
ered heads of two loyal English earls. “The heads of your ene-
mies, sire. Shall I now be closer to you than a brother, as you 
vowed?”

King Canute snapped his fingers and a commander rushed 
forward to take the bag. Canute still did not break his probing 
gaze on Streona. He smiled slightly, showing his favor to the 
English earl before him. He reached out his hand, displaying 
a gold and ruby ring inscribed with the legendary hammer of 
Thor.

“The ring of power,” the king said.
“My lord.” Edric bowed again. Without hesitation, he knelt 

and kissed it.
Canute roared, raising his sword in triumph to his fellow 

warriors.
“You see how my words have power? Soon all of England will 

be ours! With Earl Edric on our side, their pitiful King Edmund 
and his puny army will be scattered like dust in the wind.”

His men raised their fists to the sky, shouting and chanting 
victoriously.
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“Arise, Edric, great Saxon betrayer,” Canute ordered to the 
earl, kneeling in the sand before him.

Edric rose to his feet, pounding his chest and crying, “Long 
live the great King Canute!” 

“Let us drink the cup of wrath and together conquer this 
land, for there is no power in heaven or earth that can stop us 
now!” Canute cried.


