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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

MALE CHARACTERS 

King Richard II; his father was the late Edward of 
Woodstock, known as The Black Prince. 

Henry, surnamed Bolingbroke, Duke of Hereford, son of 
John of Gaunt; afterwards King Henry IV. 

Uncles of King Richard II 

John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster; father of Henry 
Bolingbroke; he was called John of Gaunt because Gaunt 
was his birthplace; in modern English his birthplace is 
spelled Ghent; Ghent is in Belgium. 

Edmund of Langley, Duke of York; uncle to both King 
Richard II and Henry Bolingbroke. 

All of King Richard II’s other uncles are dead at the 
beginning of Shakespeare’s play. 

Supporters of King Richard II 

Sir John Bushy, friend of King Richard II. 

Sir John Bagot, friend of King Richard II. 

Sir Henry Green, friend of King Richard II. 

Earl of Salisbury. 

Lord Berkeley. 

Bishop of Carlisle. 

Abbot of Westminster. 

Sir Stephen Scroop. 

Captain of a band of Welshmen. 



 2 

Supporters of Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Hereford 

Earl of Northumberland. 

Henry Percy, son to Northumberland; in 1 Henry IV, young 
Henry Percy has acquired the nickname “Hotspur.”  

Lord Ross. 

Lord Willoughby. 

Officials in Trial by Combat. 

Lord Marshal. 

First Herald. 

Second Herald. 

Other Male Characters 

Duke of Aumerle, son to the Duke of York; another of his 
titles is Earl of Rutland. 

Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Surrey. 

Lord Fitzwater. 

Sir Pierce of Exton. 

FEMALE CHARACTERS 

Queen to King Richard II. 

Duchess of York. 

Duchess of Gloucester. 

Two ladies attending on the Queen. 
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MINOR CHARACTERS 

Lords, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Head Gardener, two 
Assistant Gardeners, Jail Keeper, Messenger, Groom, and 
other Attendants. 

SCENE 

England and Wales. 

NOTA BENE 

See “Appendix A: Brief Historical Background” if you need 
a very brief refresher on English history. 

King Richard II’s reign began on 21 June 1377; he was 
deposed on 30 September 1399 and then murdered on 14 
February 1400. 

King Richard II and Henry Bolingbroke were first cousins. 
They shared the same grandfather: King Edward III. Their 
fathers were brothers, and so each man’s father was the other 
man’s uncle. 

The action of this book begins in 1398; the previous year the 
Duke of Gloucester had been killed. The Duke of Gloucester 
was the brother of John of Gaunt and the uncle of both King 
Richard II and Henry Bolingbroke. The action of this book 
ends in 1400. 
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CHAPTER 1 

— 1.1 — 

At Windsor Castle, King Richard II talked with John of 
Gaunt. Other nobles and attendants were present. 

King Richard II said, “Old John of Gaunt, time-honored 
Duke of Lancaster, have you, according to your oath and 
bond, brought here Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Hereford, 
your bold son, to make good his boisterous and violent 
recent accusation, which then our lack of leisure would not 
let us hear, against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas 
Mowbray?” 

“I have, my liege,” replied John of Gaunt. 

“Tell me, moreover, have you questioned him to find out if 
he accuses the Duke of Norfolk on account of ancient hatred 
toward him, or worthily, as a good subject should, on some 
known ground of treachery in him?” 

“As near as I could find out by questioning him on that topic, 
he makes the accusation on account of some apparent and 
obvious danger seen in the Duke of Norfolk that is aimed at 
your highness, and not because of long-standing malice and 
hatred.” 

“Then call them into our presence,” King Richard II said, 
using the royal plural. “We ourselves will hear the accuser 
and the accused — face to face, and frowning brow to brow 
— freely speak. High-stomached — proud and stubborn — 
are they both, and full of ire; in rage they are deaf as the sea, 
and as hasty as fire.” 

Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Hereford, and Thomas 
Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, entered the room. 
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Henry Bolingbroke said to King Richard II, “May many 
years of happy days befall you, my gracious sovereign, my 
most loving liege!” 

Thomas Mowbray said to the King, “May each day always 
better the previous day’s happiness, until the Heavens, 
envying Earth’s good fortune, add an immortal title to your 
crown!” 

“We thank you both,” King Richard II replied, “yet one of 
you is only flattering us, as well appears by the reason you 
come here — namely to accuse each other of high treason. 

“Henry, my cousin of Hereford, what accusation do you 
bring against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?” 

“First, let Heaven be the witness to my speech!” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. “In the devotion of a subject’s love, 
feeling concern for the precious safety of my Prince, and free 
from other misbegotten hate, I come as accuser into this 
Princely presence. 

“Now, Thomas Mowbray, I turn to you. Mark well what I 
say to you; for what I speak my body shall make good upon 
this Earth, or my divine soul shall answer it in Heaven. I will 
fight you and prove by defeating and killing you that you are 
guilty of what I accuse you. 

“You are a traitor and a miscreant, too highborn to be these 
things and too bad to live, since the more beautiful and 
crystal-clear the sky is, the uglier seem the clouds that in it 
fly. 

“Once more, the more to aggravate the mark of your 
disgrace, I stuff down your throat the name of a foul traitor, 
and I wish, if it pleases my sovereign, before I move, to 
prove with sword drawn in righteous cause to prove that 
what I say is true.” 
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Thomas Mowbray replied, “Let not my cool, calm words 
here make anyone accuse me of lacking zeal. The trial of a 
woman’s war, the bitter clamor of two eager tongues, a battle 
fought only with words, cannot arbitrate this dispute 
between us two. The blood is hot that must be cooled for this. 
We must fight and spill blood on the ground.  

“Yet I cannot boast of possessing such tame patience as to 
be hushed and to say nothing at all. 

“First, the fair reverence of your highness — my respect for 
you, King Richard II, who are a blood relative to Henry 
Bolingbroke — curbs me from giving reins and spurs to my 
free speech, which otherwise would posthaste return these 
terms of treason and stuff them redoubled down his throat. 

“Setting aside his high blood’s royalty, thereby letting him 
be no kinsman to my liege, I defy him, and I spit at him. I 
call him a slanderous coward and a villain, and to prove that 
what I say is true I would allow him odds, and meet him in 
man-to-man combat, even if I were obliged to run on foot all 
the way to the frozen ridges of the Alps, or any other 
uninhabitable ground where an Englishman has dared to set 
his foot. 

“In the meantime let this defend my loyalty,” Thomas 
Mowbray said as he put his hand on the hilt of his sword. “I 
swear by all my hopes of attaining Heaven that most falsely 
he lies.” 

Henry Bolingbroke threw his glove on the ground. The glove 
was his gage, a challenge to fight. If Thomas Mowbray 
picked up the gage, the two were obliged to fight. 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “Pale trembling coward, there I 
throw my gage. I renounce here the kindred of the King, and 
I lay aside my high blood’s royalty. I say that fear of me, not 
respect for my being related to the King, makes you hold 
back from fighting me. You say that you respect the blood 
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of the King — well, now that I have renounced my royal 
blood, you have no reason not to fight me. 

“If guilty dread has left you so much strength as to take up 
my honor’s pawn, then stoop and pick up my gage. By that 
gage and all the other rites of knighthood, I will make good 
against you, arm against arm, what I have spoken, before you 
can devise even worse crimes to commit.” 

Thomas Mowbray picked up the gage and said, “I take it up, 
and by that sword that gently tapped me on my shoulder 
when I was knighted, I swear that I’ll answer your challenge 
in any fair degree or chivalrous design of knightly trial. And 
when I mount my horse to fight you, may I not dismount 
alive from my horse, if I am a traitor or if I fight for an unjust 
cause!” 

King Richard II said to Henry Bolingbroke, his first cousin, 
“What crime does our cousin charge that Mowbray is 
responsible for? It must be great if it will possess us of even 
as much as a thought of evil in him.” 

“Pay attention to what I say,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. 
“My life shall prove that what I say is true. Mowbray 
received eight thousand nobles to pay as lendings — 
advances of pay — for your highness’ soldiers, but he 
retained that money and used it for improper employments, 
like a false, treacherous traitor and injurious villain. 

“In addition, I say and will in battle prove, either here or 
elsewhere to the furthest border that ever was surveyed by 
English eye, that for these past eighteen years since the 
Peasants’ Revolt of 1381 all the treasons plotted and 
contrived in this land stem from false Mowbray, who is their 
first head and spring.” 

The Duke of Gloucester had been murdered while in the 
custody of Thomas Mowbray. Some people in this society 
believed that King Richard II had ordered the death of the 
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Duke of Gloucester and that Thomas Mowbray, after 
delaying for three weeks, had ordered people who served 
him to carry out the order. The Duke of Gloucester was the 
uncle of both Henry Bolingbroke and King Richard II. 

Referring to this murder, Henry Bolingbroke continued, 
“Further I say and further I will maintain upon his bad life to 
make all this good, that he plotted the Duke of Gloucester’s 
death, tempted his soon-believing adversaries, and 
subsequently, like a traitor coward, sluiced out the Duke of 
Gloucester’s innocent soul through streams of blood. This 
blood, like the blood of Abel, who sacrificed lambs to God 
and then was murdered by Cain, whose sacrifice of crops 
was not as well regarded by God, cries, even from the 
tongueless caverns of the earth, to me for justice and rough 
chastisement, and, by the glorious worth of my descent, this 
arm shall do it before this life is spent.” 

The story of Abel and Cain is told in Genesis 4. In Genesis 
4:12, we read, “The Lord said, ‘What have you done? Listen! 
Your brother’s blood cries out to me from the ground.’” 

King Richard II said, “To how high a height the resolution 
of Henry Bolingbroke soars!  

“Thomas Mowbray of Norfolk, what do you say to this?” 

“Oh, let my sovereign turn away his face and bid his ears be 
deaf for a little while until I have told this disgrace to his 
blood relatives how God and good men hate so foul a liar.” 

“Mowbray, our eyes and ears are impartial,” King Richard 
II said. “If Henry Bolingbroke were my brother, or even my 
Kingdom’s heir — although as it is, he is only my father’s 
brother’s son — but now, by the reverence due to my scepter 
and my majesty, I make a vow that such neighbor nearness 
to our sacred blood shall not privilege him, nor shall his close 
blood relationship to me make the unstooping firmness of 
my upright soul biased in his favor.” 
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Richard II believed that Kings are supposed to stoop — bow 
— to no one except God. 

King Richard II continued, “Henry Bolingbroke is our 
subject, Mowbray, and so are you. I grant you permission to 
speak freely and without fear.” 

Thomas Mowbray said, “Then, Bolingbroke, I say that as 
low as to your heart, through the perfidious passage of your 
throat, you lie. Three parts of that money I received for 
Calais I duly disbursed to his highness’ soldiers. The other 
part I retained with King Richard II’s consent because my 
sovereign liege was in my debt because of an unpaid balance 
of a dear — both expensive and loving — account. I paid out 
my own money when recently I went to France to fetch King 
Richard II’s Queen. Now swallow down that lie.” 

King Richard II had married Isabella of Valois. 

Thomas Mowbray continued, “As for the Duke of 
Gloucester’s death, I did not slay him, but to my own 
disgrace I neglected my sworn duty in that case. 

“As for you, my noble John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, 
you who are the honorable father to my foe, I once lay an 
ambush for your life. That is a trespass that vexes my 
grieving soul, but before I last received the sacrament I 
confessed my sin and expressly begged for your grace’s 
pardon, and I hope I had it. 

“That is my fault. As for the other things I am accused of, 
they issue from the rancor of a villain, a cowardly and most 
degenerate traitor, and I boldly will defend myself against 
those charges.” 

He threw down his glove and said, “I in turn hurl down my 
gage upon this overweening and arrogant traitor’s foot, and 
I will prove myself a loyal gentleman even in the best blood 
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chambered in his bosom. I will spill the blood of his heart to 
prove that I am a loyal gentleman. 

“Most heartily I pray that your highness will quickly assign 
a day for our trial by combat.” 

Both Henry Bolingbroke and Thomas Mowbray had picked 
up the other’s gage. 

“Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me,” King Richard 
II said. “Let’s purge this choler without letting blood.” 

In this society, physicians sometimes treated illnesses by 
bleeding. The physician would make shallow incisions in 
veins and bleed the patient.  

Using the royal plural, King Richard II continued, “This we 
prescribe, although we are no physician. Deep malice makes 
too deep incision. Forget and forgive; come to terms and be 
agreed to be reconciled. Our doctors say this is no month to 
bleed.” 

In this society, physicians believed that some months were 
more favorable than others for bleeding. 

Using the royal plural, King Richard II said to John of Gaunt, 
“Good uncle, let this end where it began. We’ll calm the 
Duke of Norfolk; you calm your son.” 

John of Gaunt said, “To be a peacemaker shall be suitable 
for my age. Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s 
gage.” 

King Richard II said, “And, Duke of Norfolk, throw down 
Bolingbroke’s gage.” 

Henry Bolingbroke did not throw down Mowbray’s gage. 
Nor did Mowbray throw down Bolingbroke’s gage. 

John of Gaunt said, “When, Harry, when will you do what I 
tell you to do? Filial obedience bids I should not bid again. 



 11 

A dutiful son would have already done what I told you to 
do.” 

King Richard II said, “Norfolk, we order you to throw down 
Henry Bolingbroke’s gage; there is no alternative.” 

Thomas Mowbray knelt and said, “Myself I throw, dread 
sovereign, at your foot. My life you shall command, but not 
my shame. The one my duty owes to you, but my fair name, 
a name that will live on after I am dead and in my grave, to 
dark dishonor’s use you shall not have. I am disgraced, 
accused, and publicly treated with infamy here. I am pierced 
to the soul with the poisoned spear of slander, and no balm 
can cure that except the heart’s-blood of the man who uttered 
these poisoned words against me.” 

“Rage must be withstood,” King Richard II said. “Give me 
Henry Bolingbroke’s gage. Lions make leopards tame. 
Kings make nobles tame.” 

“Yes, lions make leopards tame, but they cannot change the 
leopard’s spots,” Mowbray said. “Just take away my shame, 
and I will resign my challenge and take back my gage.”  

A spot is a stain, aka sin or crime. Mowbray may have been 
saying that if King Richard II would admit that he had 
ordered the death of the Duke of Gloucester, then Mowbray 
would take back his gage and his challenge.  

Mowbray continued, “My dear, dear lord, the purest treasure 
mortal times afford is spotless reputation. Take that away, 
and men are only gilded loam or painted clay.” 

According to Genesis, God created men out of dust. Take 
away a man’s spotless reputation, and all that is left is dust 
that has been covered with gilt or paint. 

Mowbray continued, “A jewel in a ten-times-barred-up chest 
is like a bold spirit in a loyal breast. My honor is my life; 
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both grow in one — they are intertwined. Take honor from 
me, and my life is done. So then, my dear liege, let me put 
my honor to the test. In defending honor I live, and for honor 
I will die.” 

King Richard II said to Henry Bolingbroke, “Cousin, give 
up your challenge; you begin the peace-making process.” 

“Oh, may God keep my soul from such deep sin!” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. “Shall I seem crestfallen and humbled in 
my father’s sight? Or with fear appropriate to a pale beggar 
discredit my high birth before this brazen dastardly coward? 
Before my tongue shall wound my honor with such feeble 
wrong, or sound so base a truce, my teeth shall tear the 
slavish instrument of recanting fear, and I will spit my 
bleeding tongue with its high disgrace where shame finds 
harbor — I will spit my tongue in Mowbray’s face.” 

King Richard II said, “We were not born to beseech, but to 
command, which since we cannot do to make you friends, 
be ready, as your lives shall answer for it if you are not ready, 
at Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day — September 17 — 
in this year of 1398. There shall your swords and lances 
arbitrate the swelling difference of your deep-rooted hate. 
Since we cannot reconcile you, we shall see the justice of 
God designate which of you shall be the victor and therefore 
is in the right. 

“Lord Marshal, command our officers at arms to be ready to 
manage these home — as opposed to foreign — 
disturbances.” 

— 1.2 — 

In his house in London, John of Gaunt and the Duchess of 
Gloucester, whose husband had been murdered at King 
Richard II’s order, talked together. 
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John of Gaunt said, “Alas, the blood I shared with my 
brother Thomas of Woodstock, the Duke of Gloucester, 
urges me more than your exclamations to stir and take action 
against the butchers of his life! But since correction lies in 
the hands of him who committed the crime — the King’s 
hands — we cannot avenge the crime, and so we leave 
revenge to the will of Heaven. God, when He sees the right 
time and the ripe hours on Earth, will rain hot vengeance on 
such offenders’ heads.” 

The Duchess of Gloucester said, “Doesn’t brotherhood find 
in you a sharper spur? Has love in your old blood no living 
fire? King Edward III had seven sons, and you yourself are 
one. Those seven sons were like seven vials of his sacred 
blood, or seven beautiful branches springing from one root. 
Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course; they have 
died. Some of those branches were cut by the Destinies — 
the Fates who spin, weave, measure, and cut the thread of 
life.  

“But Thomas of Woodstock, my dear lord, my life, my Duke 
of Gloucester, who was one vial full of King Edward III’s 
sacred blood, one flourishing branch of his most royal root, 
is cracked, and all the precious liquor spilt. He is hacked 
down and his summer leaves are all faded, by hatred’s hand 
and murder’s bloody axe. 

“Ah, Gaunt, his blood was yours! That bed, that womb, that 
stuff, that same mold that fashioned you made him a man; 
and although you live and breathe, yet you are slain in him. 
You consent in some large measure to your father’s death, in 
that you see your wretched brother die, who was the model 
of your father’s life. 

“Don’t call it Christian patience, Gaunt; it is despair and 
desperation — a sin. Despair is loss of hope. Christian 
patience is forbearance and self-control; it is Christian long-
suffering — waiting patiently for God to act. 
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“In allowing thus your brother to be slaughtered, you show 
the naked, defenseless pathway to your own life, and you 
teach stern murder how to butcher you. That which in mean 
men we entitle patience is pale cold cowardice when it 
appears in noble breasts. 

“What shall I say? To safeguard your own life, the best way 
is to avenge my Gloucester’s death.” 

“God’s is the quarrel,” John of Gaunt replied. “God’s 
substitute, His deputy anointed in His sight, has caused the 
death of the Duke of Gloucester. That substitute is King 
Richard II, who was crowned in the sight of God in the 
coronation ceremony at Westminster Abbey. All Kings, 
good or bad, are God’s deputies. If King Richard II caused 
Gloucester’s death wrongfully, let Heaven revenge it, for I 
may never lift an angry arm against the minister of God.” 

“To whom then, alas, may I complain?” the Duchess of 
Gloucester asked. 

“To God, the widow’s champion and defense.” 

“Why, then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. You go to Coventry, 
there to behold our kinsman the Duke of Hereford fight 
deadly Mowbray. 

“Oh, may my husband’s wrongs sit on Hereford’s spear, so 
that it may enter the butcher Mowbray’s breast! Or, if 
misfortune miss the first charge in the man-to-man combat, 
may Mowbray’s sins sit so heavy in his bosom that they 
break his foaming courser’s back, and throw the rider 
headlong in the combat arena, a captive coward to my cousin 
Hereford! 

“Farewell, old Gaunt. Your at one time brother’s wife with 
her companion, Grief, must end her life.” 
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“Sister-in-law, farewell,” John of Gaunt replied. “I must go 
to Coventry. May as much good stay with you as goes with 
me!” 

“Yet one word more,” the Duchess of Gloucester said. 
“Grief rebounds from where it falls, not with its empty 
hollowness, but with its weight. It rebounds because it is so 
heavy and returns to the mourner. 

“I take my leave before I have begun, for sorrow does not 
end when it seems to be done. 

“Commend me to your brother, Edmund of Langley, the 
Duke of York. 

“Well, that is all — no, do not yet depart. Although this is 
all, do not so quickly go. I shall remember more things to 
say. Tell the Duke of York — ah, what? — with all good 
speed at Plashy visit me.” 

Plashy was the home of the Gloucester family in Essex. 

The Duchess of Gloucester continued, “Alas, and what shall 
good old York see there but empty rooms and undecorated 
walls since the tapestries have been taken down while I am 
away. What shall good old York see there but unpeopled 
rooms where servants should be doing their work, and 
untrodden stones? And what should old York hear there for 
his welcome except my groans? 

“Therefore convey my greetings to him, but let him not come 
there to seek the sorrow that dwells everywhere. 

“Desolate, desolate, I will go there and die. My weeping eyes 
now take their last leave of you.” 

— 1.3 — 

On this Saint Lambert’s day — 17 September 1398 — the 
lists — the area prepared for combat — had been prepared 
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at Coventry for the combat between Henry Bolingbroke and 
Mowbray. The duel would decide which man was 
honorable; people believed that God would help the 
honorable man defeat the dishonorable man in this fight to 
the death. 

The Lord Marshal and the Duke of Aumerle spoke together. 

The Lord Marshal asked, “My Lord Aumerle, is Harry 
Bolingbroke, Duke of Hereford, armed?” 

“Yes, at all points he is fully armed, and he longs to enter 
into the fighting arena.” 

The Lord Marshal said, “The Duke of Norfolk, full of spirit 
and bold, waits only for the summons of the accuser’s 
trumpet.” 

The Duke of Aumerle replied, “Why, then, the champions 
are prepared, and I am waiting for nothing except his 
majesty’s approach.” 

The trumpets sounded, and King Richard II entered with 
John of Gaunt, Bushy, Bagot, Green, and others. They sat, 
and Thomas Mowbray, fully armed, entered with his herald. 
Mowbray was the defendant in this trial by arms. 

King Richard II said, “Lord Marshal, demand of yonder 
champion the cause of his arrival here in arms. Ask him his 
name and orderly proceed to make him swear to the justice 
of his cause.” 

The Lord Marshal said to Mowbray, “In God’s name and the 
King’s, say who you are and why you have come here thus 
knightly clad in arms, say against what man you have come 
here to fight, and say what are your quarrel and cause of 
complaint with that man. Speak truly, on your knighthood 
and your oath, and may God and your valor protect you in 
accordance with the justice of your cause.” 
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Knights identified themselves as part of the ritual. They were 
wearing helmets with the visors down and in some cases 
would not be recognized. Also, one of the rules of chivalry 
was that knights were under no obligation to fight those 
challengers who were not knights. 

“My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, and I have 
come here engaged by my oath — which God forbid a knight 
should violate! — both to defend my loyalty and truth to 
God, my King, and my descendants against the Duke of 
Hereford who accuses me and, by the grace of God and this 
my arm, to prove, in defending myself, that he is a traitor to 
my God, my King, and me, and as I fight for the truth, may 
Heaven defend me!” 

The trumpets sounded, and Henry Bolingbroke, the accuser 
of Mowbray, entered the combat arena fully armed, 
accompanied by a herald.  

King Richard II said, “Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms 
both who he is and why he comes here thus armed in plate 
armor in the habiliments of war, and formally, according to 
our law, take an oath from him about the justice of his 
cause.” 

The Lord Marshal asked, “What is your name? And why 
have you come here before King Richard II in his royal lists? 
Against whom have you come? And what’s your quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, so that Heaven may defend you!” 

“I am Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,” Henry 
Bolingbroke replied.  

He called himself Lancaster because he was the heir to the 
Duke of Lancaster. He was also the Duke of Hereford and 
the Earl of Derby. 

He continued, “I stand here in arms ready to prove, by God’s 
grace and my body’s valor, in this combat arena, against 



 18 

Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, that he is a traitor, foul 
and dangerous, to God of Heaven, King Richard II, and to 
me, and as I fight for the truth, may Heaven defend me!” 

The Lord Marshal said, “On pain of death, no person shall 
be so bold or foolhardy as to interfere in the combat arena, 
except the Marshal and such officers as are appointed to 
direct this fair undertaking.” 

“Lord Marshal,” Henry Bolingbroke said, “let me kiss my 
sovereign’s hand, and bow my knee before his majesty, for 
Mowbray and I are like two men who vow a long and weary 
pilgrimage. Then let us take a ceremonious leave and loving 
farewell of our many friends.” 

The Lord Marshal said to King Richard II, “The accuser 
greets your highness in all duty, and he requests to kiss your 
hand and take his leave.” 

“We will descend and enfold him in our arms,” King Richard 
II said, coming down from his chair of state, which was on a 
platform, and hugging Henry Bolingbroke, his first cousin. 

He added, “Cousin of Hereford, to that extent that your cause 
is right, so be your fortune in this royal fight! If your cause 
is just, then win. If your cause is unjust, then die. Farewell, 
my blood. If today you shed your blood, I am permitted to 
lament you, but not to revenge your death. If you die, 
Mowbray has proven that your cause is unjust, and 
revenging your death would be unjust.” 

“Oh, let no noble eye drop a profane tear for me, if I am 
gored with Mowbray’s spear,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. 
“As confidently as against a bird the falcon takes flight, I 
with Mowbray fight. My loving lord, I take my leave of you.  

“I also take my leave of you, my noble cousin, Lord 
Aumerle. I am not sick, although I have to do with death; 
instead, I am strong, young, and cheerfully drawing breath. 
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“Lo, as at English feasts, at which sweet things are served 
last, so I greet the sweetest, most delicious, and daintiest last, 
to make the end most sweet.” 

He then said to his father, John of Gaunt, “Oh, you, the 
Earthly author of my blood, whose youthful spirit, in me 
reborn, with a twofold vigor lifts me up to reach out for 
victory above my head, add tested strength to my armor with 
your prayers, and with your blessings steel and strengthen 
my lance’s point so that it may pierce Mowbray’s armor as 
if it were made of wax, and polish anew the name of John of 
Gaunt through the vigorous behavior of his son.” 

John of Gaunt replied, “May God make you prosperous 
because your cause is good! Be swift like lightning in the 
execution, and let your blows, doubly redoubled, fall like 
stupefying thunder on the helmet of your adverse pernicious 
enemy. Rouse up your youthful blood, be valiant, and live.” 

“I rely for success on my innocence and the help of Saint 
George, the patron saint of England,” Henry Bolingbroke 
said. 

Thomas Mowbray said, “However God or fortune casts my 
lot, there lives or dies, true to King Richard II’s throne, a 
loyal, just, and upright gentleman: myself. Never did a 
captive with a freer heart cast off his chains of bondage and 
embrace his golden uncontrolled freedom more than my 
dancing soul celebrates this feast of battle with my 
adversary. 

“Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, take away 
from my mouth the wish of happy years. As gentle and as 
jocund as to an entertainment, I go to fight. Truth has a calm 
breast.” 

“Farewell, my lord,” King Richard II said. “I confidently see 
virtue with valor lying poised and ready in your eye. 
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“Order the trial, Marshal, and let the combat begin.” 

The Lord Marshal had inspected the opponents’ lances to 
make sure that they were the same length. Now he gave the 
opponents their lances. 

He said, “Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, receive 
your lance; and may God defend whoever has right on his 
side!” 

“Strong as a tower in hope, I cry, ‘Amen,’” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. 

The Lord Marshal ordered an officer, “Go bear this lance to 
Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk.” 

The first herald said, “Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 
Derby, stands here for God, his sovereign and himself, on 
pain to be found false and cowardly, to prove that the Duke 
of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, is a traitor to his God, his 
King, and himself, and dares him to set forward to the fight.” 

The second herald said, “Here stands Thomas Mowbray, 
Duke of Norfolk, on pain to be found false and cowardly, 
both to defend himself and to prove that Henry of Hereford, 
Lancaster, and Derby is to God, his sovereign, and himself 
disloyal. Thomas Mowbray stands here courageously and 
with a free desire to fight, and is waiting only for the signal 
to begin.” 

The Lord Marshal said, “Sound, trumpets; and set forward, 
combatants.” 

The trumpets sounded a charge, but King Richard II threw 
his warder — his baton — down. This was a signal to stop 
the combat. 

The Lord Marshal ordered, “Stop! The King has thrown his 
warder down.” 
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King Richard II said, “Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears, and both return back to their chairs again.” 

Using the royal plural, he then ordered the lords of his 
Council, “Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets sound until 
we notify these Dukes what we decree.” 

The trumpets made a succession of calls until the 
deliberation stopped. 

King Richard II then said to the combatants, “Come close, 
and listen to what with our Council we have decided. 

“Because our Kingdom’s earth should not be soiled with that 
dear blood that it has fostered, and because our eyes hate the 
dire aspect of wounds plowed up with neighbors’ swords in 
civil war, and because we think the eagle-winged pride of 
sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, with rival-hating envy, 
set you on to disturb our peace, which in our country’s cradle 
draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep, and which 
would become excessively roused up with savage out-of-
tune military drums, with harsh resounding trumpets’ 
dreadful brays, and with the grating shock of wrathful iron 
arms — these disturbances might from our quiet confines 
frighten fair Peace and make us wade even in our kindred’s 
blood — we therefore banish both of you from our 
territories. 

“You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of losing your life, until 
twice five summers have enriched our fields, shall not greet 
again our fair dominions. Instead, for ten years you shall 
tread the foreign paths of banishment.” 

“Your will be done,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. “This must 
be my comfort: The Sun that warms you here shall shine on 
me there, and the Sun’s golden beams that are given to you 
here shall also shine on me and gild my banishment.” 
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King Richard II said to Mowbray, “Duke of Norfolk, for you 
remains a heavier doom, a more serious sentence, which I 
with some unwillingness pronounce. The stealthy and slow 
hours shall not bring to an end the endless time of your dear 
— dire — exile. The hopeless words of ‘never to return’ 
speak I against you, upon pain of losing your life.” 

“This is a heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege,” 
Mowbray replied, “and all unlooked for from your highness’ 
mouth. I have deserved at your highness’ hands a dearer 
merit, not so deep a wound as to be cast forth in the common 
air.  

“The language I have learned these forty years, my native 
English, now I must forego. And now my tongue is of use to 
me no more than an unstringed viol or a harp. My tongue is 
as useful to me as a skillfully made musical instrument put 
away in its case. My tongue is as useful to me as a skillfully 
made musical instrument put into the hands of a person who 
does not know how to play a tuneful harmony. Within my 
mouth you have jailed my tongue. It is doubly guarded with 
portcullises — my teeth and lips.” 

A portcullis is a strong, heavy grating that can be lowered to 
block the entrance to a castle. 

Mowbray continued, “Dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance is 
made my jailer to wait on me. I am too old to fawn upon a 
wet nurse, too far in years — too old — to be a pupil now. I 
cannot learn a foreign language either from a wet nurse — a 
servant who takes care of and breastfeeds someone else’s 
baby and teaches it to say its first words — or from a tutor. 
What is your sentence then but speechless death, which robs 
my tongue from breathing native breath and speaking native 
words?” 
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King Richard II replied, “It does not help you to be piteously 
full of lamentation. After we have pronounced our sentence, 
complaining comes too late.” 

“Then thus I turn myself away from my country’s light, to 
dwell in solemn shadows of endless night,” Mowbray said, 
preparing to leave. 

King Richard II said to him, “Return again, and take an oath 
with you.” 

Using the royal plural, he then said to both Thomas 
Mowbray and Henry Bolingbroke, “Lay your banished 
hands on our royal sword — the sword, hilt, and guard form 
a cross. Swear by the duty that you owe to God — now that 
I have banished you, you owe no duty to me — to keep this 
oath that we administer: 

“You shall never — so help you truth and God! — embrace 
each other’s friendship in banishment, shall never look upon 
each other’s face, shall never write each other, greet each 
other again, or reconcile this frowning tempest of your 
home-bred hate, and shall never by premeditated plan meet 
to plot, contrive, or collude in any ill against us, our state, 
our subjects, or our land.” 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “I swear.” 

Thomas Mowbray said, “And I swear to keep all this.” 

Henry Bolingbroke said to Mowbray, “Duke of Norfolk, so 
far as I may speak to my enemy, let me say this: By this time, 
if the King had permitted us to fight, one of our souls had 
wandered in the air because it had been banished from this 
frail sepulcher of our flesh, as now our flesh is banished from 
this land. Confess your treasons before you fly from the 
realm. Since you have far to go, do not bear along with you 
the clogging burden of a guilty soul.” 
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A clog is a weight that is attached to the leg of a prisoner to 
impede movement. 

“No, Bolingbroke,” Thomas Mowbray replied. “If I ever 
were a traitor, may my name be blotted from the Book of 
Life, and may I from Heaven be banished as I am banished 
from England! But what you are, God, you, and I know, and 
all too soon, I fear, the King shall rue what you are. 

“Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray, unless I come 
back to England. All the world’s my way. I can go anywhere 
I want except England.” 

Mowbray exited.  

King Richard II looked at John of Gaunt, who was mourning 
the exile of Henry Bolingbroke. 

King Richard II said, “The eyes mirror what is in the heart. 
Uncle, even in the mirrors of your eyes I see your grieving 
heart. Your sad expression has from the number of your 
son’s banished years plucked away four years.” 

He said to Henry Bolingbroke, “After six frozen winters are 
spent and gone, return with welcome home from 
banishment.” 

Henry Bolingbroke replied, “How long a time lies in one 
little speech from a King! Four lagging, lingering winters 
and four wanton, luxuriant springs disappear with a King’s 
small speech: Such is the breath of Kings.” 

John of Gaunt said, “I thank my liege because in his regard 
for me he shortens my son’s exile by four years, but little 
advantage shall I reap thereby, for before the six years that 
my son has to spend in exile can change their Moons, making 
months pass, and bring their times to an end, my oil-dried 
lamp and my wasted-away-by-time light shall be extinct 
with age and endless night. My inch of taper will be burnt 
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and done, and blindfolded death will not let me see my son. 
I will never see my son again; I will die before his exile is 
over.” 

“Why, uncle, you have many years to live,” King Richard II 
said. 

“But, King, you cannot give to me even a minute,” John of 
Gaunt said. “You can shorten my days with sullen sorrow, 
and you can pluck nights away from me, but you cannot give 
me a morning. You can help time to furrow — wrinkle 
— me with age, but you can stop no wrinkle in time’s 
pilgrimage. Your word is current with time for my death, but 
once I am dead, your Kingdom cannot buy my breath. You 
have the power to kill me, but once I am dead you lack the 
power to give me life.” 

“Your son is banished upon good advice,” King Richard II 
said. “Your own tongue assented to this group verdict. Why 
then at our justice do you seem to frown?” 

“Things sweet to taste prove in digestion to be sour,” John 
of Gaunt said. “You urged me to express my opinion as a 
judge; but I had rather you would have bid me to argue like 
a father. Oh, if it had been a stranger and not my child I was 
judging, I would have been milder and glossed over his fault. 
I sought to avoid being accused of being biased because I 
was judging my son. So I advocated exile, and with this 
sentence I destroyed my own life. Alas, I looked for the time 
when some of you would say that I was too strict when I 
made my own son go away in exile, but you gave permission 
to my unwilling tongue against my will to do myself this 
wrong.” 

King Richard II said to Henry Bolingbroke, “Cousin, 
farewell.” 

He then said to John of Gaunt, “Uncle, tell your son farewell. 
For six years we banish him, and he shall go.” 
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The trumpets sounded, and King Richard II and his train of 
attendants exited. 

The Duke of Aumerle, who was loyal to King Richard II, 
said to Henry Bolingbroke, “Cousin, farewell. What 
presence must not know, from where you do remain let paper 
show. You won’t be able to communicate with me in person, 
but be sure to write to me.” 

The Duke of Aumerle, King Richard II, and Henry 
Bolingbroke were all first cousins, since they were the sons 
of three brothers, all of whom were sons of King Edward III. 
The Duke of Aumerle was the son of the Duke of York. 

The Lord Marshal said to Henry Bolingbroke, “My lord, no 
leave from you will I take, for I will ride, as far as land will 
let me, by your side. I will ride to the harbor with you.” 

Henry Bolingbroke stayed silent because of his grief at 
leaving England. 

His father, John of Gaunt, said to him, “Oh, for what reason 
do you hoard your words with the result that you return no 
courteous sentences to your friends?” 

“I have too few words to take my leave of you,” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. “Now my tongue’s duty is to be prodigal 
in expressing the abundant dolor of my heart.” 

“Your grief — cause of sorrow — is only your absence from 
England for a time,” John of Gaunt said. 

“As long as joy is absent, grief — sorrow — is present for 
that time,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 

“What are six winters? They are quickly gone.” 

“To men in joy, but grief makes one hour seem like ten.” 

“Call it a travel that you are taking for pleasure,” John of 
Gaunt said. 
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“My heart will sigh when I miscall it so,” Henry Bolingbroke 
said. “It is a travail — a forced pilgrimage.” 

“Think of it this way,” John of Gaunt said. “The sullen, 
gloomy passage of your weary steps is a foil wherein you are 
to set the precious jewel of your home return.” 

A foil is a thin piece of metal set under a jewel to make it 
more brilliant. The foil has little value, but the jewel has 
great value. The time spent in exile, according to John of 
Gaunt, will make his son’s return to England seem all the 
more brilliant. 

“No,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. “Rather, every tedious 
stride I make will only remind me at what a great distance 
away I wander from the jewels whom I love. 

“Isn’t it true that I must serve a long apprenticeship to 
foreign passages, and in the end, having again my freedom, 
I must boast of nothing else but that I was a journeyman to 
grief? I will spend time in exile, but I will gain nothing for it 
— except six years of serving grief.” 

“All places that the eye of Heaven visits are to a wise man 
ports and happy havens,” John of Gaunt said. 

A proverb stated, “A wise man makes every country his 
own.” 

He continued, “Teach your necessity to reason like this. 
There is no virtue like necessity. 

“Don’t think that the King banished you; think that you 
banished the King. 

“Woe does the heavier sit, where it perceives it is but 
faintheartedly borne. 

“Go, and say that I sent you forth to earn honor instead of 
saying that the King exiled you.  
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“Or suppose that a devouring pestilential plague hangs in our 
air and you are fleeing to a fresher, healthier climate. 

“Look, whatever your soul holds dear, imagine that it lies the 
way you are going, and not from whence you came. Say that 
you are traveling to find whatever your soul holds dear. 

“Imagine that the singing birds are musicians. Imagine that 
the grass you tread on is the King’s presence chamber 
strewed with rushes. Imagine that the flowers are fair ladies, 
and your steps are no more than a delightful stately or lively 
dance. 

“Gnarling — snarling and gnashing — sorrow has less 
power to bite the man who mocks it and regards it as light.” 

“Oh, who can hold a fire in his hand by thinking about the 
frosty Caucasus Mountains that separate Europe from 
Asia?” Henry Bolingbroke replied. “Who can cloy — satiate 
— the hungry edge of appetite with only the imagination of 
a feast? Who can wallow naked in December snow by 
thinking about summer’s fantastic heat? 

“Oh, no! The awareness of the good only gives the greater 
feeling to the worse. Cruel Sorrow’s tooth never rankles and 
creates a festering wound more than when it bites and creates 
a sore, but does not lance it.” 

Some wounds do not leave an opening, meaning that any pus 
stays inside the body, and the wound does not heal. Lancing 
a wound leaves an opening that allows the pus to drain and 
fosters healing. 

“Come, come, my son,” John of Gaunt said. “I’ll accompany 
you on your way. If I had your youth and cause, I would not 
delay.” 

“Then, England’s ground, farewell,” Henry Bolingbroke 
said. “Sweet soil, adieu. My mother, and my nurse, that bears 
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me yet! Wherever I wander, boast of this I can: Although I 
am banished, I am yet a trueborn Englishman.” 

— 1.4 — 

King Richard II was at his court. With him were Bagot and 
Green and the Duke of Aumerle. 

“We did observe that,” King Richard II said in mid-
conversation.  

He then said, “Cousin Aumerle, how far did you accompany 
high Hereford on his way?” 

The word “high” was ambiguous. It could mean “highborn” 
or “proud and haughty.” 

“I accompanied high Hereford, if you call him so, only to the 
next highway, and there I left him,” Aumerle replied. 

“Tell me, what quantity of parting tears was shed?” King 
Richard II asked. 

“Indeed, no tears were shed by me, except the north-east 
wind, which then blew bitterly against our faces, awakened 
the sleeping seepage of my eye, and so by chance I graced 
our hollow — insincere — parting with a tear.” 

“What did our cousin say when you parted from him?” 

“‘Farewell,’ and, because my heart disdained that my tongue 
should so profane the word ‘farewell’ by saying it to 
Bolingbroke, my heart taught me the craftiness to counterfeit 
and imitate oppression of such grief that words seemed 
buried in my sorrow’s grave. I pretended that I was so 
overcome with sorrow that I could not speak. Truly, if the 
word ‘farewell’ would have lengthened the hours and added 
years to Bolingbroke’s short banishment, he would have had 
a volume of farewells from me, but since it would not, he 
had none from me.” 
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King Richard II said, “He is our cousin, cousin.” 

King Richard II, the Duke of Aumerle, and Henry 
Bolingbroke were all first cousins. 

He continued, “But when time shall call Bolingbroke home 
from banishment, it is doubtful whether he, our kinsman, 
will come back to see his friends. When his exile is ended 
and he is supposed to return to England, I may come up with 
a reason to extend his exile.” 

Using the royal plural, he said, “We ourself and Bushy, 
Bagot here, and Green observed Henry Bolingbroke’s 
courtship to the common people — how he seemed to dive 
into their hearts with humble and familiar courtesy, what 
reverence he threw away on slaves, wooing poor craftsmen 
with the craft — deceit — of smiles and the patient 
endurance of his fortune, as if to carry their affections into 
exile with him. 

“Off goes his hat to an oyster-wench — a female who sells 
oysters. A pair of draymen — wagon drivers — bid that God 
speed him well, and they had the tribute of his supple, easily 
bending knee, with ‘Thanks, my countrymen, my loving 
friends.’ He acted as if he would inherit our England, and as 
if he were our subjects’ next hope to be King.” 

“Well, he is gone; and with him go these thoughts,” Green 
said. “Now for the rebels who refuse to yield in Ireland. 
Expeditious management must be made, my liege, before 
further leisure yield them further opportunities for their 
advantage and your highness’ loss.” 

“We will ourself go in person to this war,” King Richard II 
said. “And, as for our coffers, with too great a court and 
liberal largess, they are grown somewhat light, and so we are 
forced to farm our royal realm.” 
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He had leased out parts of the country to tax-farmers. They 
paid King Richard II a large sum of money, and then 
recovered that money — and a profit — by levying their own 
taxes on the people. 

He continued, “The revenue from leasing out the country 
shall furnish us for our affairs in hand — it shall pay for the 
war in Ireland. If that revenue falls short, our deputies at 
home in England shall have blank charters. When my 
deputies shall know what men are rich, they shall subscribe 
them for large sums of gold and send the gold to us to supply 
our wants, for we will make for Ireland soon.” 

The blank charters were like blank checks. The rich man 
would sign the blank charter, and the King’s deputy would 
then fill in an amount of money that would be sent to King 
Richard II. 

Bushy entered the room. 

“Bushy, what is the news?” King Richard II asked. 

“Old John of Gaunt is grievously sick, my lord. He has 
suddenly taken ill, and he has sent posthaste to entreat your 
majesty to visit him.” 

“Where is he staying?” 

“At Ely House,” Bushy replied. 

Ely House was the London palace of the Bishops of Ely; 
often Ely House was rented out to nobles. 

King Richard II said, “Now put it, God, in the physician’s 
mind to help John of Gaunt to his grave immediately! The 
lining of his coffers shall make coats to deck our soldiers for 
these Irish wars. 

“Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him. Pray God we may 
make haste, and come too late!” 
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Everyone replied, “Amen!” 
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CHAPTER 2 

— 2.1 — 

At Ely House, a dying John of Gaunt spoke to the Duke of 
York, his brother. Attendants were also present. 

John of Gaunt said, “Will the King come, so that I may 
breathe my last while giving wholesome counsel and advice 
to his unrestrained youth?” 

“Don’t vex yourself, and don’t strive with your breath,” the 
Duke of York said, “because all in vain comes counsel to his 
ears.” 

“Oh, but they say the tongues of dying men force others to 
pay attention as if they were hearing deep harmony and 
beautiful music. Where words are scarce, they are seldom 
spent in vain because people who breathe and speak their 
words in pain breathe and speak truth. 

“He who soon must say no more is listened to more than they 
whom youth and ease have taught to prattle and talk 
superficially. More are men’s ends marked than their lives 
before: People pay special attention to the dying. 

“The setting sun, and music at its close, just like the last taste 
of sweets, are sweetest because they are last, and they are 
written in remembrance more than things long past. A 
person’s last words linger longest in the memory of other 
people. 

“Although Richard would not hear my counsel while I was 
healthy, my death’s sad tale may yet undeafen his ears so 
that he will listen to me.” 

“No,” the Duke of York said. “His ears are stopped with 
other flattering sounds, such as praises, of whose taste even 
the wise are fond. His ears are also stopped with lascivious, 
sexual meters, to whose venomous sound the open ears of 
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youth always listen. In addition, his ears are stopped with 
reports of fashions in proud Italy, whose manners our apish 
nation always basely imitates after they are outmoded. 

“Where does the world thrust forth a vanity — as long as it 
is new, no one cares how vile it is — that is not quickly 
buzzed into King Richard II’s ears? 

“Then all too late comes counsel to be heard in the place 
where desires mutiny against reason’s considerations. 

“Don’t try to guide King Richard II because he himself will 
choose which way he will go.  

“It is breath you lack, and that breath you will lose if you try 
to guide the King with wise counsel.” 

John of Gaunt replied, “I think that I am a prophet newly 
inspired, and thus expiring I foretell the King’s future. His 
rash and fierce blaze of riotous and wasteful living cannot 
last, for violent fires soon burn themselves out. 

“Light showers last long, but sudden storms are short. 

“A man tires betimes — soon — who spurs his horse too fast 
betimes — early in the day. 

“With eager and hasty feeding, food chokes the feeder. 

“Light vanity is frivolous, unthinking pride. It is like an 
insatiable cormorant — a seabird that gulps its prey. Once it 
has consumed the resources at its disposal, it soon preys 
upon itself.” 

John of Gaunt then began to talk about the British island: 

“This royal throne of Kings, this sceptered isle, this earth of 
majesty, this seat — throne — of the war-god Mars, this 
other Eden, this demi-paradise, this fortress built by Nature 
for herself against infection and the hand of war. This happy 
breed of men, this little world, this precious stone set in the 



 35 

silver sea, which serves it in the role of a wall to keep out 
invaders, or which serves it as a defensive moat to a house, 
against the envy and malice of less happier lands. This 
blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, this nurse, 
this teeming — fertile — womb of royal Kings, feared 
because of their lineage and famous by their birth, renowned 
for their deeds as far from home for Christian service in the 
Crusades and true chivalry as is the Holy Sepulcher in the 
land of stubborn Jews who rejected Christ, the Holy 
Sepulcher of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son — 

“Yes, this land of such dear souls, this dear and again dear 
land, this land dear for her reputation throughout the world, 
is now leased out — I die as I say this — as if it were a 
tenement or a paltry farm.  

“England, bound in with — surrounded by — the triumphant 
sea whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege of 
watery Neptune, is now bound in with — legally restrained 
by — shame, with inky blots and rotten parchment bonds, 
with blank charters and the farming-out of taxes.  

“England, which was accustomed to conquer others, has 
made a shameful conquest of itself. 

“Ah, if the scandal would vanish with my life, how happy 
then would be my ensuing death!” 

Several people entered the room: King Richard II, the 
Queen, the Duke of Aumerle, Bushy, Green, Bagot, Lord 
Ross, and Lord Willoughby. 

The Duke of York said to John of Gaunt, “The King has 
come. Deal mildly with his youth; for once young hot colts 
are enraged they rage all the more.” 

The Queen asked, “How fares our noble uncle, John of 
Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster?” 
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“What comforting thing can you say to me, man?” King 
Richard II asked. “How is it with aged Gaunt?” 

“Oh, how that name ‘Gaunt’ fits my condition!” John of 
Gaunt replied. “I am old Gaunt indeed, and I am gaunt 
through being old. Within me grief has kept a painful fast, 
and who abstains from food who is not gaunt? 

“For sleeping England I have stayed awake and watched a 
long time. Watching breeds leanness, and leanness is all 
gaunt. The pleasure that some fathers feed upon is something 
from which I strictly fast — I mean, the pleasure I would 
receive from looking at my children. Because Henry 
Bolingbroke, my son, is in exile, I cannot look upon him. 

“And because I am fasting from that pleasure, you have 
made me gaunt. Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
whose hollow womb inherits and receives nothing but bones 
since all else has wasted away through fasting.” 

“Can sick men play so nicely and subtly with their names?” 
King Richard II asked. 

“Misery makes it a sport — an entertainment — to mock 
itself,” John of Gaunt said. “Misery entertains itself by 
mocking itself. 

“Since you seek to kill my name in me by exiling my son, I 
mock my name, great King, to flatter you.” 

John of Gaunt was saying that the King had tried to ruin John 
of Gaunt’s family by exiling Henry Bolingbroke, his son, 
and therefore the King should be pleased when John of 
Gaunt mocked his own name. 

“Should dying men flatter those who live?” King Richard II 
asked. 

“No, no, men who are living flatter those who die,” John of 
Gaunt replied. 



 37 

“You, who are now dying, say that you are flattering me.” 

“Oh, no!” John of Gaunt said. “You are dying, although I am 
sicker than you.” 

“I am healthy, I breathe, and I see you ill,” King Richard II 
said. 

“Now He who made me knows that I see you ill,” John of 
Gaunt said. “Ill in myself to see, and in you seeing ill. I see 
ill — badly —but I see that you are ill — evil. 

“Your deathbed is no lesser than your land — England — 
wherein you lie sick in reputation. And you, a patient too 
heedless to take care of yourself, commit your anointed body 
to the cure of those physicians — flatterers — who first 
wounded you. 

“A thousand flatterers sit within your crown, whose compass 
is no bigger than your head, and yet, caged in so small a 
compass, the waste is not a bit less than your land. 

“Oh, had your grandfather — King Edward III — with a 
prophet’s eye seen how his son’s son should destroy his 
sons, from out of your reach he would have laid your shame, 
deposing you before you were possessed of the crown — you 
who are now possessed by the Devil and acting in such a way 
as to depose yourself. 

“Why, nephew, even if you were regent of the whole world, 
it would be a shame to lease out this land. Since you don’t 
rule the world but only this land, isn’t it more than shame to 
shame it so by leasing it out? 

“You are now the landlord of England, not its King. Your 
state of law is bondslave to the law. If you were King, you 
would be the law, but since you are a landlord you are subject 
to the law and must keep the legal arrangements you have 
entered into. 
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“And you —” 

King Richard II interrupted, “A lunatic lean- and gaunt-
witted fool, presuming on an illness’ privilege, you dare with 
your frozen admonition to make pale our cheek, chasing the 
royal blood with fury away from its native residence. You 
are using the excuse of your illness to make me pale with 
anger. 

“Now, by the right royal majesty of my throne, if you were 
not brother to great King Edward III’s son — if you were not 
the brother of my father, Edward the Black Prince — this 
tongue that runs so roundly and bluntly in your head should 
run your head from your disrespectful shoulders. Such 
speech would get your head chopped off if you were not my 
uncle.” 

John of Gaunt replied, “Oh, spare me not, my brother 
Edward the Black Prince’s son, simply because I was the son 
of his father, King Edward III. That blood, as does the 
pelican, you have already tapped out like a drink drawn from 
a tapped barrel and drunkenly consumed as you caroused.” 

In this culture, the pelican was thought to bite its chest so 
that its young could drink its blood. This was a metaphor for 
parental love and filial ingratitude. John of Gaunt was going 
to accuse King Richard II of spilling King Edward III’s 
blood in the murder of the Duke of Gloucester, one of the 
sons of King Edward III. 

He continued, “My brother the Duke of Gloucester, a plain 
well-meaning soul, whom may good things befall in Heaven 
among happy souls, may be a worthy example and good 
evidence that you have no qualms about spilling King 
Edward III’s blood. 

“May you join with the sickness that I now have, and may 
your unkindness be a scythe that is crooked and bent like old 
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age, so that you may cut down at once a too long withered 
flower. 

“Live in your shame, but may your shame not die with you! 
May your shame continue after you are dead! May these 
words hereafter your tormentors be!” 

He then said to his attendants, “Convey me to my bed, and 
then to my grave. People who have love and honor love to 
live. I receive no love and honor from King Richard II.” 

John of Gaunt’s attendants helped him exit. 

King Richard II said, “And let them die who have old age 
and sullen moods, for you have both, and both are fitting for 
the grave.” 

The Duke of York said, “I do beseech your majesty to impute 
John of Gaunt’s words to his perverse sickliness and old age. 
He loves you, on my life, and he holds you as dear as Harry, 
Duke of Hereford, were he here.” 

The Duke of York meant that John of Gaunt loved King 
Richard II as much as he loved his own son, but Richard II 
deliberately misinterpreted him to be saying that John of 
Gaunt loved him as much as his son, Henry Bolingbroke, 
loved him — that is, not at all. 

King Richard II replied, “Right, what you say is true: As the 
Duke of Hereford loves me, so does John of Gaunt. As their 
love for me is, so is mine for them, and let all be as it is.” 

The Earl of Northumberland entered the room and said, “My 
liege, old Gaunt commends him to your majesty. He conveys 
his greetings.” 

“What does he says?” King Richard II replied. 

“Nothing; all is said,” the Earl of Northumberland said. “His 
tongue is now a stringless instrument. Words, life, and all, 
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old John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster, has spent. He is 
dead.” 

The Duke of York said, “May I, the Duke of York, be the 
next who must be bankrupt — dead — so! Although the state 
of death is poor, it ends a mortal woe.” 

“The ripest fruit first falls, and so does he,” King Richard II 
said. “His time is spent; our pilgrimage through life must 
also be.  

“So much for that.  

“Now for our Irish wars. We must get rid of those rough and 
shaggy-headed lightly armed Irish foot soldiers, who live 
like venomous snakes where no venomous snakes other than 
themselves have privilege to live.” 

According to tradition, Saint Patrick had driven all snakes 
out of Ireland. 

King Richard II continued, “And because these great affairs 
require some expense, towards our assistance we seize to us 
the plate, coin, revenues, and moveable possessions that our 
uncle John of Gaunt possessed.” 

“How long shall I be patient?” the Duke of York said. “Ah, 
how long shall tender duty make me tolerate wrong? Not the 
Duke of Gloucester’s death, nor the Duke of Hereford’s 
banishment, nor King Richard II’s rebukes and insults to 
John of Gaunt, nor wrongs done to private individuals in 
England, nor Richard II’s preventing poor Bolingbroke from 
marrying the cousin of the King of France, nor my own 
disgrace have ever made me sour my patient cheek, or bend 
one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. I have never frowned at 
Richard II, and I have never caused Richard II to frown at 
me. 
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“I am the last survivor of noble King Edward III’s sons, of 
whom your father, Edward the Black Prince, the Prince of 
Wales, was the first and the eldest. In war a lion never raged 
more fiercely, in peace a gentle lamb was never milder, than 
was that young and Princely gentleman. 

“His face you have, for he looked just like you when he was 
your age, but when he frowned, it was against the French and 
not against his friends; his noble hand won what he spent, 
and he did not spend that which his triumphant father’s hand 
had won. His hands were guilty of no kindred blood; instead, 
they were bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

“Oh, Richard! York — me — is too far gone with grief, or 
else he never would compare between —” 

King Richard II, who had not been paying attention but 
instead had been looking around, appraising the value of the 
former possessions of the late John of Gaunt, asked, “Why, 
uncle, what’s the matter? 

“Oh, my liege,” the Duke of York said, “pardon me, if you 
please; if you don’t please to pardon me, I, who will be 
pleased not to be pardoned, am content nevertheless. 

“Do you seek to seize and grab into your hands the 
prerogatives and rights of the banished Duke of Hereford? Is 
not Gaunt dead, and does not Hereford live? Was not Gaunt 
just, and is not Harry, Duke of Hereford, true and loyal? Did 
not the one deserve to have an heir? Is not his heir a well-
deserving son? 

“If you take Hereford’s rights away, then you take from 
Time its charters and its customary rights. One time-honored 
tradition is legal inheritance.  

“Unless you respect legal inheritance, then don’t let 
tomorrow follow today. Be not yourself — a King. Why? 
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Because how can you be a King except by fair sequence, 
progression, and order of succession? 

“Now, before God — may God forbid that what I say will 
become true! — if you wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights, if 
you wrongfully call in and reject all the letters patent that 
allow him to use those whom he has given his power of 
attorney to sue and institute proceedings for him to lawfully 
inherit his father’s lands and other possessions, and if you 
wrongfully deny him the opportunity to offer the homage he 
would give to you as part of inheriting his father’s estate, 
then you pull down a thousand dangers on your head. You 
lose a thousand well-disposed hearts and prick my tender 
patience to think those thoughts that honor and allegiance 
cannot think.” 

King Richard II replied, “Think what you will, we seize into 
our hands his gold- and silverplate, his goods, his money, 
and his lands.” 

“I’ll not be present for this,” the Duke of York said. “My 
liege, farewell. What will ensue from this action, there’s no 
one who can tell, but we understand that the consequences 
of bad courses of action can never fall out good.” 

The Duke of York exited. 

King Richard II said, “Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire, 
my Lord Treasurer, straightaway. Tell him to make his way 
to us at Ely House to see about this business of seizing John 
of Gaunt’s estate. Tomorrow we will make for Ireland, for it 
is time, I know. And we create, in absence of ourself, our 
uncle the Duke of York lord governor of England because 
he is just and has always loved us well. 

“Come on, our Queen. Tomorrow we must part. Be merry, 
for our time of stay is short.” 
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King Richard II, the Queen, the Duke of Aumerle, Bushy, 
Green, and Bagot exited, leaving behind the Earl of 
Northumberland, Lord Ross, and Lord Willoughby. 

“Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead,” the Earl of 
Northumberland said. 

“And living, too,” Lord Ross said, “for now his son is the 
Duke of Lancaster.” 

“Barely in title, and not at all in revenue,” Lord Willoughby 
said. 

“He would be richly in both, if justice had her right,” the Earl 
of Northumberland said. 

“My heart is great,” Lord Ross said, “but it must break with 
silence, before it is disburdened with an indiscreet tongue.” 

“No, speak your mind,” the Earl of Northumberland said, 
“and let him never speak again who repeats your words to 
do you harm! If anyone causes you harm by repeating your 
words, let him never again say anything!” 

Lord Willoughby said, “Does what you would speak relate 
to the Duke of Hereford? If it does, then out with it boldly, 
man. Quick is my ear to hear of good towards him.” 

“No good at all can I do for him,” Lord Ross said, “unless 
you call it good to pity him because he is bereft and gelded 
of his patrimony.” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “Now, before God, it is 
shameful that such wrongs are borne by him, a royal Prince, 
and by many more of noble blood in this declining land. The 
King is not himself, for flatterers basely and shamefully lead 
him; and whatever they will inform him of, merely and 
purely out of hatred, against any of us, that will the King 
severely prosecute against us, our lives, our children, and our 
heirs.” 
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“He has pillaged the common people with grievous taxes, 
and quite lost their hearts,” Lord Ross said. “He has fined the 
nobles for ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.” 

“And daily new exactions of exorbitant taxes are devised,” 
Lord Willoughby said, “such as blank charters and forced 
loans, and I know not what else, but what, in God’s name, is 
done with this money?” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “Wars have not wasted it 
because King Richard II has not warred. Instead, he 
shamefully and basely yields upon compromise that which 
his noble ancestors achieved with blows.” 

An example of what the Earl of Northumberland was 
referring to occurred in 1397, when King Richard II 
surrendered the port of Brest to the Duke of Brittany. 

He continued, “King Richard II has spent more money in 
peace than they in wars.” 

Lord Ross said, “The Earl of Wiltshire has the realm in farm 
so he can make money through taxation.” 

“The King’s grown bankrupt, like a broken man,” Lord 
Willoughby said. 

“Reproach and dissolution hang over him,” the Earl of 
Northumberland said. 

“He has no money for these Irish wars,” Lord Ross said, 
“despite his burdensome taxations, except by robbing the 
banished Duke of Hereford.” 

“The Duke of Hereford is his noble kinsman!” the Earl of 
Northumberland said. “Richard II is a most degenerate King! 
He is not the man his father and grandfather were! But, lords, 
we hear this fearful tempest sing, yet we see no shelter in 
which we can avoid the storm. We see the wind sit sore upon 
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our sails, and yet we strike not, but heedlessly perish because 
of our overconfidence that we are secure.” 

The word “strike” was ambiguous. It could mean to strike — 
lower — one’s sails, as in greeting a larger ship or as a 
defensive maneuver when a sudden squall sprang up. In each 
case, lowering one’s sails was a sign of inferiority. The word 
“strike” could also mean to strike with weapons against the 
King. One option was to submit to King Richard II; another 
option was to rebel against him. 

“We see the very wreck that we must suffer,” Lord Ross said, 
“and unavoidable is the danger now because we have been 
tolerating the causes of our wreck.” 

“That is not so; the danger is avoidable,” the Earl of 
Northumberland said. “Even through the hollow eyes of 
death I spy life peering, but I dare not say how near the 
tidings of our comfort are.” 

“Let us share your thoughts, as you do ours,” Lord 
Willoughby said. 

“Be confident that you can speak freely, Earl of 
Northumberland,” Lord Ross said. “We three are just like 
you, and if you speak freely to us, your words are like 
thoughts and will not be heard by anyone else; therefore, be 
bold and speak freely.” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “Then listen to this: I have 
from Port le Blanc, a bay in Brittany, received news that 
Harry, the Duke of Hereford; Rainold Lord Cobham; 
Thomas Arundel, the son and heir of Richard Arundel, who 
until his beheading in 1397 was the Earl of Arundel — 
Thomas Arundel recently broke away and escaped from the 
Duke of Exeter; Richard Arundel’s brother, who was 
recently Archbishop of Canterbury until King Richard II 
asked the Pope to remove him from that office; Sir Thomas 
Erpingham; Sir John Ramston; Sir John Norbery; Sir Robert 
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Waterton; and Francis Quoint, all these well furnished by the 
Duke of Bretagne with eight grand ships and three thousand 
soldiers of war, are making for England with all due speed 
and shortly mean to land on our northern shore. Perhaps they 
would have landed before this, except that they are waiting 
first for the departure of King Richard II for Ireland. 

“If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke, and graft new 
feathers on our drooping country’s broken wing, redeem 
from the pawnbroker the blemished crown, wipe off the dust 
that hides our scepter’s gilt, and make high majesty look like 
itself, then go with me posthaste to the port called 
Ravenspurgh. 

“But if you are fainthearted, and are afraid to do so, then stay 
and keep this secret, and I myself will go.” 

“Let’s go to horse, to horse!” Lord Ross said. “Use your 
persuasive powers on them who are afraid, not on us!” 

Lord Willoughby said, “If my horse holds out, I will be the 
first one there.” 

— 2.2 — 

The Queen, Bushy, and Bagot spoke together in the palace. 

Bushy said to the Queen, “Madam, your majesty is too much 
downcast. You promised, when you parted from the King, to 
lay aside life-harming heaviness and depression and to 
maintain a cheerful disposition.” 

“To please the King I did promise that,” the Queen replied. 
“To please myself I cannot do it, yet I know no cause why I 
should welcome such a guest as grief, except that I just bid 
farewell to so sweet a guest as my sweet Richard.  

“Yet again, I think, some unborn sorrow, ready to be born 
from out of Fortune’s womb, is coming towards me, and my 
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inward soul at nothing trembles. At something it grieves, 
more than with parting from my lord the King.” 

Bushy said, “Each real grief has twenty shadows, which 
appear to be grief itself, but they are not so. Sorrow’s eye, 
glazed with blinding tears, divides one thing that is complete 
in itself into many objects. 

“These objects are like perspectives, which rightly gazed 
upon show nothing but confusion, but when they are eyed 
awry show clearly and distinctly a form.”  

Bushy was referring to a kind of picture that when looked at 
from the front — the usual right way to look at a picture — 
did not reveal a form. But when looked at the side, the 
picture did reveal a form. For example, Holbein’s The 
Ambassadors had a greyish streak at the bottom when looked 
at from the front, but when looked at from the side, the 
greyish streak appeared as a human skull. 

Bushy continued, “So your sweet majesty, looking awry — 
mistakenly — upon your lord’s departure, finds shapes of 
grief, more than himself, to bewail. Your lordship’s 
departure, looked on as it is, is nothing but shadows of what 
it is not.” 

Here Bushy was referring to another kind of distorted vision. 
A multiplying glass was one that when looked through 
would reveal many images. The Queen, looking through her 
tears at her lord’s departure, saw many images of grief 
although her lord’s departure was the one image of grief she 
should have seen. Her tears performed the function of the 
multiplying glass. 

Bushy continued, “So then, thrice-gracious Queen, do not 
weep at more than your lord’s departure. More grief is not 
seen, or if it is seen, it is because you are looking with 
sorrow’s false, not genuine, eye, which weeps for imaginary 
things rather than true things.” 
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The Queen replied, “What you say may be true, but yet my 
inward soul persuades me that it is otherwise. Whatever the 
truth may be, I cannot be anything but sad. I am so very sad 
that although I try to think about nothing, even that nothing 
makes me very faint and fearful.” 

“It is nothing but your imagination, my gracious lady,” 
Bushy said. 

“It is anything but mere imagination,” the Queen said. 
“Imagination is always derived from some real preceding 
grief. The grief I feel is not derived from any real preceding 
grief, for nothing has caused my grief about something, or 
something has the nothing for which I grieve. The grief is 
mine because I will inherit it, but what that grief is, that is 
not yet known to me. I cannot name that grief, and so it is 
nameless woe, I know.” 

Green entered the room and said, “God save your majesty! 
Well met, gentlemen. I hope the King has not yet sailed for 
Ireland.” 

“Why do you hope so?” the Queen asked. “It is better to hope 
that he has sailed for Ireland because his plans need haste, 
and his haste needs good hope. Why therefore do you hope 
he has not yet sailed for Ireland?” 

Green replied, “So that he, our hope, might pull back his 
army and keep it in England, and drive into despair an 
enemy’s hope. An enemy has set foot in this land with a 
strong army. The banished Bolingbroke has himself repealed 
his sentence of banishment, and with arms brandishing 
weapons he has safely arrived at the port of Ravenspurgh.” 

“God in Heaven forbid!” the Queen said. 

“Ah, madam, it is too true,” Green said, “and what is worse, 
the Lord Northumberland; the young Henry Percy, 
Northumberland’s son; and the Lords of Ross, Beaumond, 
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and Willoughby, with all their powerful friends, have fled to 
join him.” 

Bushy asked, “Why haven’t you proclaimed the Earl of 
Northumberland and all the rest of the rebellious dissident 
traitors?” 

“We have,” Green said. “When we did that, the Earl of 
Worcester broke his staff of office and resigned his 
stewardship, and all the household attendants — among 
them many nobles — fled with him to join Bolingbroke.” 

“So, Green, you are the midwife to my woe,” the Queen said. 
“And Bolingbroke is my sorrow’s dismal heir. He is the 
sorrow to whom I gave birth. Now has my soul brought forth 
her prodigy, a monster, and I, a gasping newly delivered 
mother, have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow joined. 
Normally, giving birth eases the mother’s pains, but since I 
have given birth to a monster, pain has been added to my 
pain.” 

“Don’t despair, madam,” Bushy said. 

“Who shall stop me?” the Queen replied. “I will despair and 
be at enmity with deceiving Hope. He is a flatterer, a 
parasite, a keeper back of Death, who gently would dissolve 
the chains of life — life that false Hope drags out to the 
utmost degree.” 

Green said, “Here comes the Duke of York.” 

The Queen said, “He has signs of war about his aged neck.” 

The Duke of York was wearing a gorget — armor for the 
neck. This was sometimes worn with civilian dress to show 
others that the wearer had military status. 

The Queen added, “Oh, full of worried uneasiness are his 
looks! 
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“Uncle-in-law, for God’s sake, speak comforting words.” 

“Should I do so, I would belie my thoughts,” the Duke of 
York replied. “Comfort’s in Heaven; and we are on the 
Earth, where nothing lives except crosses and trials, cares 
and grief. Your husband has gone to keep far-off Ireland 
under his English rule, while others come to make him lose 
his land at home. 

“Here I am left to prop up his land, although I, weak with 
age, cannot support myself. I should be a crutch, but I myself 
need a crutch. 

“Now comes the sick hour that King Richard II’s surfeit 
made. He exceeded his royal power, and now he will pay the 
price. Now he shall put to the test his friends who flattered 
him.” 

A servant entered and said to the Duke of York, “My lord, 
your son was gone before I could reach him.” 

The Duke of York had wanted his son, the Duke of Aumerle, 
to come and help him rule England in this time of trouble 
and rebellion, but his son had gone to Ireland to be with King 
Richard II. 

“He was?” the Duke of York said. “Why, so be it! Let what 
will happen, happen! Let everything go whichever way it 
will! The nobles have fled, the commoners are 
unsympathetic to King Richard II, and they will, I fear, 
revolt and join the Duke of Hereford’s side.” 

He ordered the servant, “Go to Plashy, to my sister-in-law, 
the Duchess of Gloucester. Tell her to send me immediately 
a thousand pounds. Wait, take my ring and show it to her so 
she knows that you have come to her on my orders.” 

The servant replied, “My lord, I had forgotten to tell your 
lordship that earlier today, as I went by her residence, I 
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stopped there — but I shall cause you grief when I report the 
rest.” 

“What is it, servant?” the Duke of York asked. 

“An hour before I stopped there, the Duchess of Gloucester 
died.” 

“May God have mercy!” the Duke of York said. “What a tide 
of woes comes rushing on this woeful land at once! I don’t 
know what to do. I wish to God, as long as it would not be 
any disloyalty of mine that had provoked the King to do it, 
that the King had cut off my head along with the head of the 
Duke of Gloucester, my brother. 

“Are there no messengers dispatched for Ireland? What shall 
we do for money for these wars?” 

He then said to the Queen, “Come, sister-in-law — 
kinswoman, I should say — please, pardon me.” 

He was so distracted that he was thinking of the Duchess of 
Gloucester when he referred to the Queen as his sister-in-
law. 

He ordered, “Go, servant, get you home and provide some 
carts and bring away the armor that is there.” 

Because the household attendants, including many nobles, 
had fled to join Henry Bolingbroke, the Duke of York 
planned to use the armor that they had left behind. 

The servant exited. 

The Duke of York said, “Gentlemen, will you go muster 
men? If I know how or which way to order these affairs thus 
thrust disorderly into my hands, never believe me. Both King 
Richard II and Henry Bolingbroke are my kinsmen. The one 
is my sovereign, whom both my oath of allegiance and my 
duty bids me to defend. The other, also my kinsman, is a man 
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whom the King has wronged. Conscience and my 
relationship to the wronged man bid me to right the wrong 
done to him. 

“Well, we must do something.” 

He said to the Queen, “Come, kinswoman, I’ll make 
arrangements to take care of you since all the household 
attendants have deserted.” 

He then said, “Gentlemen, go, muster up your men, and meet 
me soon at Berkeley Castle. I should go to Plashy, too, but 
time will not permit that. 

“All is uneven, and everything is left at sixes and sevens. All 
is in disorder.” 

The Duke of York and the Queen exited. 

Bushy said, “The wind blows west — good for news to go 
to Ireland. But no ships can return as long as the wind blows 
west. For us to levy troops commensurate with those of the 
enemy is entirely impossible.” 

Green said, “Besides, our nearness to the King in love is near 
— almost equal to — the hate of those who do not love the 
King.” 

Bagot said, “Those who do not love the King are the 
wavering commoners, for their love lies in their purses, and 
whoever empties them by so much fills their hearts with 
deadly hate. They hate the King because of his heavy taxes.” 

Bushy said, “Because of that, the King stands condemned by 
everyone.” 

Bagot said, “If they are the judges, then we also stand 
condemned because we have always been friends to the 
King.” 
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Green said, “Well, I will for refuge go immediately to Bristol 
Castle. The Earl of Wiltshire is already there.” 

“I will join you,” Bushy said. “The commoners, who are full 
of hate, will perform little service for us, except like dogs to 
tear us to pieces.” 

He asked Bagot, “Will you go along with us?” 

“No, I will go to Ireland to be with his majesty,” Bagot 
replied. “Farewell. If my heart’s forebodings have any 
meaning, we three who now part shall never meet again.” 

Bushy said, “That depends on whether the Duke of York can 
successfully beat back Bolingbroke.” 

“Alas, the poor Duke of York!” Green said. “The task he 
undertakes is impossible. It is like counting all the grains of 
sand and drinking the oceans dry. Where one on his side 
fights, thousands will flee and desert. 

“Farewell at once, for once, for always, and forever.” 

“Well, we may meet again,” Bushy said. 

Bagot replied, “I am afraid that we will never meet again.”  

— 2.3 — 

In the wilds of Gloucestershire, Henry Bolingbroke and the 
Earl of Northumberland spoke. Soldiers were present. 

Henry Bolingbroke asked, “How far is it, my lord, to 
Berkeley Castle now?” 

“Believe me, noble lord, I am a stranger here in 
Gloucestershire,” the Earl of Northumberland replied. 
“These high wild hills and rough uneven ways draw out and 
lengthen our miles, and make them wearisome, and yet your 
fair conversation has been like sugar, making the hard way 
sweet and delectable. 
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“But I think to myself what a weary way from Ravenspurgh 
to the Cotswolds will be found by Ross and Willoughby, 
who lack your company, which, I protest, has very much 
beguiled the tedious process of my travel. But their travel is 
sweetened with the hope to have the present benefit that I 
possess, and hope to joy is little less in joy than hope enjoyed 
— the anticipation of enjoying joy is almost as good as the 
actual enjoyment of joy. With this hope the weary lords shall 
make their way seem short, as mine has seemed because of 
the sight of what I have, your noble company.” 

“Of much less value is my company than your good words,” 
Henry Bolingbroke replied. “But who is coming here?” 

Henry Percy, the young son of the Earl of Northumberland, 
rode up to them.  

The Earl of Northumberland said, “It is my son, young Harry 
Percy, sent from the Earl of Worcester, my brother, wherever 
he is.” 

He asked his son, “Harry, how fares your uncle?” 

“I had thought, my lord, to have learned about his health 
from you,” young Henry Percy replied. 

“Why, isn’t he with the Queen?” 

“No, my good lord,” young Henry Percy replied. “He has 
forsaken and left the court, broken his staff of office, and 
dispersed the household attendants of the King.” 

“What was his reason?” the Earl of Northumberland asked. 
“He was not so resolved when we last spoke together.” 

“Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor,” young 
Henry Percy replied. “But he, my lord, has gone to 
Ravenspurgh, to offer his service to the Duke of Hereford, 
and he sent me over by Berkeley, to find out what troops the 
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Duke of York had levied there, and he ordered me to then go 
to Ravenspurgh.” 

“Have you forgotten the Duke of Hereford, boy?” his father 
asked him. 

“No, my good lord, for that is not forgotten which never I 
did remember,” young Henry Percy replied. “To my 
knowledge, I never in my life have seen him.” 

“Then learn to know him now,” his father said, pointing to 
Henry Bolingbroke. “This is the Duke of Hereford.” 

To Henry Bolingbroke, young Henry Percy said, “My 
gracious lord, I tender — offer — you my service, such as it 
is, being tender, inexperienced, raw, unpolished, and young, 
which elder days shall ripen and confirm to more approved 
service and desert. As I grow older, I shall give you better 
service.” 

“I thank you, noble Percy,” Henry Bolingbroke said, “and be 
sure that I count myself in nothing else so happy as in a heart 
that remembers my good friends, and as my fortune — good 
luck and wealth — ripens with your love, my fortune shall 
be always your true love’s recompense and reward. My heart 
this covenant makes, and my hand thus seals it.” 

He shook hands with young Henry Percy. 

“How far is it to Berkeley?” the Earl of Northumberland 
asked. “And what business keeps the good old Duke of York 
there with his men of war?” 

“There stands Berkeley Castle, by yonder thicket of trees,” 
young Henry Percy said. “It is manned with three hundred 
soldiers, so I have heard, and in it are the Lords of York, 
Berkeley, and Seymour. No one else of high name and noble 
rank is there.” 

Lord Ross and Lord Willoughby rode up to them. 
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The Earl of Northumberland said, “Here come the Lords of 
Ross and Willoughby. They are splattered with blood from 
spurring their horses, and they are fiery-red because of their 
haste.” 

“Welcome, my lords,” Henry Bolingbroke said to Lord Ross 
and Lord Willoughby. “I know that you follow a banished 
traitor — me — because of your good feelings toward me. 
All my treasury is still only intangible thanks, but when my 
treasury is more enriched, so shall be the reward for your 
friendship and labor.” 

“Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord,” Lord Ross 
said. 

“And far surpasses our labor to attain it,” Lord Willoughby 
added. 

“‘Thanks’ is always the treasury of the poor,” Henry 
Bolingbroke said, “and ‘thanks’ will take the place of my 
bounty until my infant fortune comes to maturity and I can 
properly repay you.  

“But who is coming here?” 

From Berkeley Castle, Lord Berkeley rode up to the group. 
The Duke of York had sent him to talk to Henry 
Bolingbroke. 

“It is my Lord of Berkeley; that is my guess,” the Earl of 
Northumberland replied. 

“My Lord of Hereford, my message is to you,” Lord 
Berkeley said. 

Henry Bolingbroke began to speak to Lord Berkeley, but 
then he decided that Lord Berkeley would have to address 
him as the Duke of Lancaster first: “My lord, my answer is 
— address yourself to Lancaster. I have come to seek that 
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name in England, and I must find that title in your tongue, 
before I make reply to anything you say.” 

“Mistake me not, my lord,” Lord Berkeley said. “It is not my 
intention to scrape away even one title of your honor. To 
you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, from the most 
gracious regent of this land, the Duke of York, to know what 
pricks you on to take advantage of the King’s absence and 
frighten our native peace with self-borne arms — with 
weapons carried for your cause and not the country.” 

The Duke of York, too impatient to wait for Lord Berkeley 
to return after speaking with Henry Bolingbroke, rode with 
his attendants over to the group of people. 

“I shall not need you to transport my words to the Duke of 
York,” Henry Bolingbroke said. “Here comes his grace in 
person.” 

He knelt and said, “My noble uncle!” 

“Show me your humble heart, and not your knee,” the Duke 
of York said. “Your knee’s duty is deceitful and false and 
traitorous.” 

“My gracious uncle —” Henry Bolingbroke began.  

“Tut, tut!” the Duke of York interrupted. “Grace me no 
grace, and uncle me no uncle. I am no traitor’s uncle, and 
that word ‘grace’ in an ungracious mouth is only profane and 
blasphemous.” 

“Ungracious” can mean “lacking in divine grace” and/or 
“extremely wicked.” 

The Duke of York continued, “Why have those banished and 
forbidden legs of yours dared once to touch a speck of dust 
of England’s ground? 

“But I have additional questions.  
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“Why have they dared to march so many miles upon 
England’s peaceful bosom, frightening her pale-faced 
villagers with war and the display of despised, contemptible 
arms? 

“Did you come because the anointed King is away from 
England? 

“Why, foolish boy, the King is left behind, and in my loyal 
bosom lies his power. The physical body of the King is in 
Ireland, but I have the King’s authority to govern England in 
his physical absence.” 

“Were I only now the lord of such hot youth as I was when 
your brave father — John of Gaunt — and I rescued Edward 
the Black Prince, that young war-god Mars of men, from the 
ranks of many thousand French soldiers, oh, then how 
quickly should this arm of mine, which is now prisoner to 
the shaking sickness, chastise you and administer correction 
to your fault!” 

“My gracious uncle, let me know my fault,” Henry 
Bolingbroke replied. “On what condition stands it and 
wherein? What point of law have I infringed and in what 
specific way have I infringed it? What personal quality is my 
fault?” 

The word “condition” can mean “point of law” or “personal 
quality,” and Henry Bolingbroke had used both meanings, 
but the Duke of York used the meaning “circumstance” in 
his answer. 

“Even in condition — the circumstance — of the worst 
degree: in gross rebellion and detested treason,” the Duke of 
York replied. “You are a banished man, and here you have 
come before the expiration of your time of banishment, and 
you are defiantly bearing arms against your sovereign.” 
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“When I was banished, I was banished as Duke of Hereford,” 
Henry Bolingbroke replied, “but now when I come, I come 
for the title of Duke of Lancaster. And, noble uncle, I beg 
your grace to look on my wrongs with an impartial eye. 

“You are my father, for I think that in you I see old John of 
Gaunt alive. Oh, then, my father, will you permit that I shall 
stand condemned to be a wandering vagabond? Will you 
permit my rights and royal prerogatives to be plucked from 
my arms by force and given away to upstart spendthrifts? 

“Why was I born? If my cousin-King, Richard II, is King of 
England, it must be granted that I am Duke of Lancaster. 

“You have a son, the Duke of Aumerle, who is my noble 
cousin. If you had died before my father died, and if your 
son had been trodden down like I have been, your son would 
have found in his uncle Gaunt a father who would rouse 
those who did your son wrong and chase them to the bay — 
a father who would reveal those who wronged your son and 
chase them to their dying last stand. 

“I am denied the opportunity to sue my livery — institute a 
lawsuit to obtain possession of my lands here — and yet my 
letters patent legally allow me to do that. My father’s goods 
are all confiscated and sold, and these and all else that ought 
to be mine are all amiss employed. 

“What would you have me do? I am a subject, and I demand 
my legal rights. The use of attorneys is denied to me, and 
therefore in person I lay my claim to my inheritance that 
legally comes to me from my direct descent from my father.” 

“The noble Duke of Lancaster has been too much abused,” 
the Earl of Northumberland said. 

“It is your grace’s duty to do the right thing by him,” Lord 
Ross said. 
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“Base men are made great by his endowments,” Lord 
Willoughby said. “Low-born men have become rich men 
because they have gotten possession of his inheritance.” 

“My lords of England, let me tell you this,” the Duke of York 
said. “I have been troubled by my cousin’s wrongs and have 
labored all I could to do him right, but for him to engage in 
this course of action, to bear defiant arms, to be his own 
carver — to be his own law — and to cut out his own way to 
bring about right through the use of wrong, it must not be. 
And all of you who abet him in this course of action cherish 
rebellion and are rebels.” 

“To be his own carver” meant “to carve his own meat” rather 
than waiting for someone else to carve it. In other words, it 
meant to help himself to whatever he wanted. 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “The noble Duke of 
Lancaster has sworn his coming is only for what is his own, 
and for the right of that we all have strongly sworn to give 
him aid, and let him who breaks that oath never see joy!” 

“Well, well,” the Duke of York said, “I see the outcome of 
these arms. I cannot mend it, I must confess, because my 
army is weak and all left in disorder and without means.  

“But if I could, by Him Who gave me life, I would arrest you 
all and make you stoop unto the sovereign mercy of the 
King. But since I cannot, let it be known to you I do remain 
as neuter.” 

The Duke of York meant that he was neutral between King 
Richard II and Henry Bolingbroke, but the word “neuter” 
also meant that he lacked power and effectiveness. 

He continued, “So, fare you well, unless you please to enter 
the castle and repose there this night.” 
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“We will accept that offer, uncle,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 
“But we must win — persuade — your grace to go with us 
to Bristol Castle, which people say is held by Bushy, Bagot, 
and their accomplices, the caterpillars — parasites — of the 
commonwealth. I have sworn to weed the commonwealth 
and pluck away the caterpillars.” 

“It may be I will go with you,” the Duke of York said, “but 
yet I’ll pause for a while, for I am loath to break our 
country’s laws. 

“You are neither my friends nor are you my foes, but to me 
you are welcome. Things past redress are now with me past 
care. Past cure, past care.” 

— 2.4 — 

In a military camp in Wales, the Earl of Salisbury talked with 
a Welsh Captain. 

The Welsh Captain said, “My lord of Salisbury, we have 
waited for ten days, and with great difficulty kept our 
countrymen together, and still we hear no tidings from the 
King; therefore, we will disperse. Farewell.” 

“Stay yet another day, you trusty Welshman,” the Earl of 
Salisbury requested. “King Richard II reposes all his 
confidence in you.” 

“It is thought that the King is dead, so we will not stay. The 
bay trees — whose evergreen symbolic-of-immortality 
leaves in Roman days were used to make crowns for victors 
— in our country are all withered, and meteors frighten the 
fixed stars of Heaven. The pale-faced Moon looks bloody on 
the Earth, and lean-faced soothsayers whisper about 
frightening changes. Rich men look sad and ruffians dance 
and leap, the one in fear to lose what they possess, the other 
in hopes to possess those things as a result of violence and 
war. These signs foretell the death or fall of Kings. 
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“Farewell. Our Welsh countrymen are gone and fled; they 
are certain that Richard II their King is dead.” 

The Welch Captain exited. 

The Earl of Salisbury said to himself, “Ah, Richard, with the 
eyes of heavy, sorrowful mind I see your glory like a 
shooting star fall to the base, low ground from the sky. Your 
Sun sets weeping in the lowly west, foreshadowing storms 
to come, woe and unrest. Your friends have fled to serve 
your foes, and disadvantageously to your good all fortune 
goes.” 
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CHAPTER 3 

— 3.1 — 

Before Bristol Castle, Henry Bolingbroke passed sentence 
on Bushy and Green, whom he and his men had captured. 
Also present were the Duke of York, the Earl of 
Northumberland, Lord Ross, young Henry Percy, Lord 
Willoughby, and attendants. 

“Bring forth these men,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 

Some attendants brought to him Bushy and Green. 

He said, “Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls — since 
soon your souls must part from your bodies — with too 
much convincing you that you have led pernicious lives, for 
it would not be charitable.  

“Yet, to wash your blood from off my hands, here in the view 
of men I will unfold some of the legal reasons for your 
deaths. 

“You have misled Richard II, a Prince, a royal King, a 
gentleman fortunate in birth and appearance and qualities. 
You have made him wholly unfortunate and disfigured. 

“You have with your sinful hours made a kind of divorce 
between his Queen and him, broken the possession of a royal 
bed, and stained the beauty of a fair Queen’s cheeks with 
tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

“I myself, a Prince by fortune of my birth, close to the King 
by birth, and close to him in friendship until you made him 
misinterpret me, have stooped my neck and knelt under your 
injuries, and sighed my English breath up to foreign clouds, 
eating the bitter bread of banishment, while you have fed 
upon my signories and estates, used my parks for other than 
their intended purpose of hunting, felled my forest woods, 
broken my own stained-glass windows bearing my 
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household coat of arms, and scraped away depictions of my 
heraldic device, leaving me no sign, except men’s opinions 
and my living blood, to show the world I am a nobleman. 

“This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
condemns you to die.” 

He ordered, “See them delivered over to execution and the 
hand of death.” 

Bushy said, “More welcome is the stroke of death to me than 
Bolingbroke is to England. Lords, farewell.” 

Green said, “My comfort is that Heaven will take our souls 
and plague unjust men with the pains of Hell. We will enjoy 
Heaven; you shall suffer Hell.” 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “My Lord Northumberland, see 
that they are executed.” 

The Earl of Northumberland and other attendants exited with 
Bushy and Green. 

Henry Bolingbroke said to the Duke of York, “Uncle, you 
say the Queen is at your house. For God’s sake, let her be 
treated fairly. Tell her I send to her my kind compliments. 
Take special care that my greetings are delivered.” 

The Duke of York replied, “A gentleman of mine I have 
dispatched with a letter fully detailing your friendship to 
her.” 

“Thank, gentle uncle,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 

“Come, lords, away. We must fight against the Welsh leader 
Glendower and his accomplices. For a while we will work, 
and afterward we will enjoy holiday.” 
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— 3.2 — 

On the coast of Wales within sight of a castle stood King 
Richard II. With him were the Bishop of Carlisle, the Duke 
of Aumerle, and some soldiers. 

King Richard II asked, “Do they call this nearby castle 
Barkloughly Castle?” 

“Yes, my lord,” the Duke of Aumerle replied. “How does 
your grace enjoy the air after your recent tossing on the 
breaking seas as you crossed from Ireland to Wales?” 

“I like it well, of course,” King Richard II said. “I weep for 
joy to stand upon my Kingdom once again.” 

He knelt and touched the ground and said, “Dear earth, I do 
salute and greet you with my hand, although rebels wound 
you with their horses’ hoofs. Just as a mother long parted 
from her child plays fondly — affectionately and foolishly 
— with it and sheds tears and smiles when meeting her child 
again, so, weeping, smiling, I greet you, my earth, and salute 
you by touching you with my royal hands. 

“My gentle earth, do not feed your sovereign’s foe, nor with 
your fruits comfort his ravenous appetite. Instead, let your 
poisonous spiders, which suck up venom from you, my 
earth, and let clumsy-moving poisonous toads lie in their 
way and injure the treacherous feet that with usurping steps 
trample you as they take the ground that is yours. Yield 
stinging nettles to my enemies, and when they from your 
bosom pluck a flower, guard it, please, with a lurking adder 
whose forked tongue may with a mortal touch throw death 
upon your sovereign’s enemies. 

“Don’t mock my imploring of things that lack human 
sensation, lords. This earth shall have feeling and these 
stones shall become armed soldiers before her natural King 
shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms.” 
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The Bishop of Carlisle said, “Fear not, my lord. That Power 
that made you King has the power to keep you King in spite 
of all. The means that Heaven yields must be embraced, and 
not neglected; else, if Heaven would, and we will not, 
Heaven’s offer we refuse — we refuse the proffered means 
of succor and redress. We must make use of the 
opportunities that Heaven gives us; otherwise, we are 
rejecting Heaven’s help.” 

The Duke of Aumerle explained to King Richard II, “He 
means, my lord, that we are too remiss in making use of our 
opportunities. On the other hand, Henry Bolingbroke, 
because of our overconfidence, grows strong and great in 
resources and in troops.” 

King Richard II replied with a speech in which he compared 
himself to the Sun. When the Sun shines on the other side of 
the Earth, it is dark on this side. King Richard II had been 
away in Ireland, and it had been dark with rebellion in 
England, but now the King — the metaphorical Sun — had 
returned to make things light again. 

“Disheartening cousin,” King Richard II replied, “Don’t you 
know that when the searching eye of Heaven — the Sun — 
is hidden behind this side of the globe, and lights the lower 
hemisphere, then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 
and commit murders and outrage boldly here. But when from 
under this terrestrial ball the Sun lights the proud tops of the 
eastern pines and darts light through every hole where the 
guilty hide, then murders, treasons, and detested sins, since 
the cloak of night is plucked from off their backs, stand bare 
and naked, trembling at the revealing of their crimes and 
sins? 

“So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, who all this 
while has reveled in the night while we were wandering with 
the people in the antipodes — a far-off land — shall see us 
rising in our throne, the east, his treasons will sit blushing in 



 67 

his face. Bolingbroke will not be able to endure the sight of 
day, but self-affrighted — afraid as a result of his own 
actions — will tremble at his sin. 

“Not all the water in the rough rude sea can wash the balm 
— the consecrated oil used in the coronation ceremony — 
off from an anointed King. The breath of Earthly, mortal 
men cannot depose the deputy — the King — elected by the 
Lord. 

“For every man whom Bolingbroke has impressed to lift 
injurious steel against our golden crown, God for his Richard 
has in Heavenly pay a glorious angel. Then, if angels fight, 
weak men must fall, for Heaven always guards the right.” 

The Earl of Salisbury rode up to the group. 

King Richard II said, “Welcome, my lord. How far away is 
your army?” 

“Neither nearer nor farther off, my gracious lord, than this 
weak arm of mine,” the Earl of Salisbury replied. 
“Discouragement guides my tongue and bids me speak of 
nothing but despair. Your arrival here — one day too late — 
I am afraid, noble lord, has clouded all your happy days on 
Earth. Oh, call back yesterday, bid time return, and you shall 
have twelve thousand fighting men! Today, today, unhappy 
day, too late, overthrows your joys, friends, fortune, and 
royal authority. All the Welshmen, hearing that you were 
dead, have gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed, and fled.” 

The Duke of Aumerle said to King Richard II, “Take 
comfort, my liege; why does your grace look so pale?” 

“Just now the blood of twenty thousand men triumphed in 
my face, and they have fled. And, until so much blood thither 
comes again, don’t I have reason to look pale and lifeless? 
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“All souls who want to be safe fly from my side, for time has 
set a blot upon my pride.” 

“Take comfort, my liege,” the Duke of Aumerle said. 
“Remember who you are.” 

“I had forgotten myself,” King Richard II said. “Am I not the 
King? Awake, you coward majesty! You sleep. Isn’t the 
King’s name itself twenty thousand names? 

“Arm, arm, my name! A puny subject strikes at your great 
glory.” 

He said to the lords with him, “Look not at the ground, you 
favorites of a King.” 

Using the royal plural, he added, “Are we not high? High be 
our thoughts: I know my uncle York has troops enough to 
serve our turn.  

“But who is coming here?” 

Sir Stephen Scroop rode over to the group and said, “May 
more health and happiness befall my liege than can my 
tongue, which is tuned to the key of sorrow, deliver to him!” 

“My ear is open and my heart prepared,” King Richard II 
replied. “The worst you can unfold is worldly loss. Say, is 
my Kingdom lost? Why, it was my worry and what loss is it 
to be rid of worry? Does Bolingbroke strive to be as great as 
we? Greater he shall not be; if he serves God, we’ll serve 
Him, too, and be Bolingbroke’s equal in that way. Do our 
subjects revolt? That we cannot mend. They break their faith 
to God as well as to us. Even if you proclaim loudly woe, 
destruction, ruin, and decay, the worst is death, and death 
will have his day.” 

“I am glad that your highness is so armed to bear the tidings 
of calamity,” Sir Stephen Scroop said. “Like an 
unseasonably stormy day, which makes the silver rivers 
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drown their shores, as if the world were all dissolved to tears, 
so high above his banks swells the rage of Bolingbroke, 
covering your frightened land with hard bright steel and with 
hearts harder than steel. 

“White-bearded old men have put on helmets and armed 
their balding and hairless scalps against your majesty. Boys, 
who still have women’s voices, strive to speak forcefully and 
put their female — weak and delicate — joints in stiff 
unwieldy armor against your crown. The very beadsmen — 
old almsmen who are paid to pray for their benefactors — 
learn to bend their bows of doubly fatal yew against your 
state.” 

Yew is doubly fatal because the wood of the yew tree is 
poisonous and because it is used to make deadly longbows. 

Sir Stephen Scroop continued, “Yes, weaving women put 
down their distaffs in order to wield rusty halberds against 
your throne. Both young and old rebel, and all goes worse 
than I have power to tell.” 

“Too well, too well you tell a tale so ill,” King Richard II 
said. “Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? Where is Bagot? What 
has become of Bushy? Where is Green? Why have they let 
the dangerous enemy measure our country’s and King’s 
confines with such peaceful steps? Why have they let 
Bolingbroke travel across the country without opposition? If 
we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. I am sure that they 
have made peace with Bolingbroke.” 

Sir Stephen Scroop made a grim joke: “Peace have they 
made with him indeed, my lord.” 

King Richard II said, “Oh, villains, vipers, damned without 
hope of redemption! Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man! 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warmed, that sting my heart!” 
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He was referring to a fable by Aesop: A farmer found a 
frozen snake. Taking pity on it, he put it under his coat and 
warmed it. Reviving, the snake, which was venomous, bit 
him. Dying, the farmer said, “Learn from my example. Don’t 
take pity on scoundrels.” 

King Richard II continued, “They are three Judases, each 
one three times worse than Judas, who betrayed Christ! 
Would they make peace with Bolingbroke? May terrible 
Hell make war upon their sin-stained souls for this offence!” 

Sir Stephen Scroop said, “Sweet love, I see, changing its 
character, turns to the sourest and most deadly hate. Take 
back your curse upon their souls; their peace is made with 
heads, and not with hands. They did not raise their hands to 
Bolingbroke in greeting, or shake hands with him, or sign a 
peace treaty. Those whom you curse have felt the worst of 
death’s destroying wounds and lie very low, graved in the 
hollow ground.” 

“Are Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltshire dead?” the Earl 
of Aumerle asked.  

“Yes, all of them at Bristol Castle lost their heads,” Sir 
Stephen Scroop replied. 

“Where is the Duke of York, my father, with his troops?” the 
Duke of Aumerle asked. 

“It does not matter where,” King Richard II said. “Let no 
man speak of comfort. Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and of 
epitaphs. Let’s make dust our paper and with rainy eyes 
write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. Let’s choose 
executors and talk about wills, and yet let’s not do so, for 
what can we bequeath except our deposed bodies to the 
ground? Our lands, our lives, and our all are Bolingbroke’s, 
and we can call nothing our own except death and that small 
model of the barren earth that serves as paste and cover to 
our bones: we own the flesh that surrounds our bones, and 
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we call our own the ground that will cover our corpses when 
we are dead. 

“For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground and tell sad 
stories of the death of kings — how some have been 
deposed, some slain in war, some haunted by the ghosts of 
those they have deposed, some poisoned by their wives, 
some killed while sleeping, and all murdered, for within the 
hollow crown that rounds the mortal temples of a King is the 
place where Death keeps his court. There the grinning jester 
— Death — sits, scoffing at the King’s splendor and 
grinning at his pomp, allowing him a breath, a little scene, to 
play at being a Monarch, and to be feared and to kill with 
looks. Death infuses the King with the vain conceit of his 
own self-importance as if this flesh that forms castle walls 
around our life were impregnable brass. Once Death has 
amused himself like this, he comes at the last and with a little 
pin bores through the King’s castle wall, and farewell, 
King!” 

As a sign of respect, subjects did not wear hats while in the 
presence of the King; however, Richard II did not feel much 
like a King, and so he told his followers, “Cover your heads 
and don’t mock my flesh and blood with solemn reverence. 
Throw away respect, tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 
for you have only mistaken me all this while. I live by eating 
bread like you, I feel hunger and need, I taste grief, I need 
friends. Since I am subjected to all this, how can you say to 
me that I am a King?” 

The Bishop of Carlisle said, “My lord, wise men never sit 
and bewail their woes, but immediately they take steps to 
thwart the pathways that lead to woe. To fear the foe, since 
fear oppresses strength, gives in your weakness strength to 
your foe, and so your follies fight against yourself. 

“Fear and be slain; no worse can come by fighting. And to 
fight and die is death destroying death. If you fight and die, 
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you destroy the power of death by dying. Once you are dead, 
death has no power over you. In contrast, being afraid of 
dying pays death servile breath. If you are afraid of dying, 
you pay Death a servile flattery.” 

“My father has some troops,” the Duke of Aumerle said. 
“Speak to him, and learn to make a body of a limb. His troops 
can be the nucleus to which more troops are added.” 

“You rebuke me well,” King Richard II said. “Proud 
Bolingbroke, I am coming to exchange blows with you for 
our day of doom — the day that will decide our fate. My 
ague fit of fear has blown over — an easy task it is to win 
our own. 

“Tell me, Scroop, where is our uncle with his troops? Speak 
sweetly, man, although your looks be sour.” 

“Men use the appearance of the sky to judge the state and 
inclination of the day,” Sir Stephen Scroop said. “So may 
you by my dull and sorrowful eye. My tongue has only a 
heavier tale to say. I am like a torturer who slowly stretches 
the man on the rack so that he feels more pain. By saying 
only a little and then a little more, I lengthen the worst that 
must be spoken.  

“Your uncle, the Duke of York, has joined Bolingbroke, and 
all your northern castles have yielded to Bolingbroke, and all 
your southern gentlemen have taken up arms in support of 
Bolingbroke’s party.” 

“You have said enough,” King Richard II said. 

He then said to the Duke of Aumerle, “Curse you, cousin, 
who led me away from that sweet way I was in to despair! 
What do you say now? What comfort do we have now? By 
Heaven, I’ll hate that man everlastingly who bids me to be 
of comfort any more.” 
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He then said, “Go to Flint Castle. There I’ll pine away. A 
King, woe’s slave, shall Kingly woe obey. 

“Those troops whom I have, discharge, and let them go to 
cultivate the land that has some hope to grow, for I have 
none. I am barren ground, while Bolingbroke is fertile soil.  

“Let no man speak again to attempt to get me to alter my 
decision, for all counsel to me is in vain.” 

“My liege, one word —” the Duke of Aumerle said. 

Richard II interrupted, “He does me double wrong who 
wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.” 

One wound was the raising of false hopes; another was being 
called “my liege” when it was apparent to Richard II that 
soon Henry Bolingbroke would be called “my liege.” 

He added, “Discharge my followers. Let them from here go 
away, from Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair day.” 

Previously, Richard II had compared himself as King to the 
Sun; now he compared Bolingbroke to the Sun. 

— 3.3 — 

Henry Bolingbroke, the Duke of York, and the Earl of 
Northumberland spoke together before Flint Castle. With 
them were attendants and troops. 

Holding a piece of paper, Henry Bolingbroke said, “We 
learn from this information that the Welshmen have 
dispersed, and that the Earl of Salisbury has gone to meet the 
King, who recently landed with a few private friends upon 
this coast.” 

“The news is very fair and good, my lord,” the Earl of 
Northumberland said. “Richard has hidden his head not far 
from here. He has gone into hiding.” 
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The Duke of York rebuked the Earl of Northumberland: “It 
would be seemly for the Lord Northumberland to say ‘King 
Richard.’ Feel pity for the sorrowful day when such a sacred 
King should hide his head.” 

“Your grace is mistaken,” the Earl of Northumberland 
replied. “I left out his title only in order to be brief.” 

The Duke of York said, “The time has been, if you would 
have been so brief with him, he would have been so brief 
with you as to shorten you, for taking so the head, your 
whole head’s length. If you were to be headstrong and talk 
that way to the head of state, he would have had you 
beheaded.” 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “Don’t mistake him, uncle, further 
than you should. Don’t take wrongly what he said.” 

The Duke of York replied, “Take not, good nephew, further 
than you should lest you mis-take: The Heavens are over our 
heads. God is watching us.” 

The Duke of York was worried that Henry Bolingbroke 
might unethically take King Richard II’s crown. 

“I know it, uncle, and I do not oppose myself against the will 
of Heaven,” Henry Bolingbroke said. “But who is coming 
here?” 

Young Henry Percy rode over to the group and said to Henry 
Bolingbroke, “The castle is royally manned, my lord, against 
your entrance.” 

“Royally!” Henry Bolingbroke said. “Why, it contains no 
King! Or does it?” 

“Yes, my good lord,” young Henry Percy said, “it does 
contain a King; King Richard II stays within the limits of 
yonder castle made of lime and stone, and with him are the 
Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, Sir Stephen Scroop, besides 
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a clergyman of holy reverence. Who the clergyman is, I 
cannot learn.” 

“Oh, probably it is the Bishop of Carlisle,” the Earl of 
Northumberland said.  

“Noble lords, go to the rough ribs — the wall — of that 
ancient castle,” Henry Bolingbroke said. “Through the 
sound of a brazen trumpet, send the breath of parley — a 
request for a conference — into the ruined ears.” 

The ruined ears referred to the slits in the castle 
fortifications, through which archers could shoot arrows. 
“Ruined ears” also referred to the ears of King Richard II, 
whom Bolingbroke felt would soon be captured and 
therefore ruined. 

Henry Bolingbroke continued, “Deliver this message: 

“Henry Bolingbroke on both his knees kisses King Richard 
II’s hand and sends allegiance and true faith of heart to his 
most royal person. I, Bolingbroke, have come here to lay my 
arms and power at Richard II’s feet, provided that the King 
freely grants that my banishment is repealed and my lands 
are restored again to me. 

“If the King will not do this, I’ll use the superiority of my 
power and keep down the summer’s dust with showers of 
blood rained from the wounds of slaughtered Englishmen. 
But my humble and kneeling duty to the King shall 
respectfully show how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
is it that such a crimson tempest should drench the fresh 
green lap of fair King Richard II’s land.” 

He said to the Earl of Northumberland, “Go, tell him that, 
while here we march upon the grassy carpet of this plain.” 

He then said, “Let’s march — without the noise of 
threatening military drums — so that from this castle’s 
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battered battlements our well-equipped troops may be well 
seen by the King.” 

Marching without the sound of drums signified that the 
troops were not marching to a battle, but Bolingbroke 
wanted Richard II and his supporters to see that the troops 
opposing them were superior to any troops the King had. 

Bolingbroke continued, “I think that King Richard II and I 
should meet with no less terror than the elements of fire and 
water, when their thundering shock at meeting wounds and 
tears the cloudy cheeks of Heaven.” 

The word “shock” was used to refer to two soldiers mounted 
on warhorses charging at each other and fighting each other 
in battle.  

He continued, “If King Richard II is the fire, I’ll be the 
yielding water. Let the rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
my waters; I will rain them on the earth, and not on him.” 

By punning — “rain” and “reign” — Bolingbroke was 
hinting that he would be a better King than Richard II. In his 
reign, he would metaphorically rain water — so important 
for abundant crops — on the fields. And by being the water 
rather than the fire, he was hinting at military supremacy 
over King Richard II’s forces, since lots of water — and 
Bolingbroke had lots of troops — can put out fire. 

He concluded, “March on, and take particular notice of how 
King Richard II looks.” 

A trumpet sounded a request for a parle, and from the castle 
came the sound of an answering trumpet. On the castle walls 
appeared King Richard II. With him were the Bishop of 
Carlisle, the Duke of Aumerle, Sir Stephen Scroop, and the 
Earl of Salisbury. 
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Henry Bolingbroke said, “See, see, King Richard II himself 
appears, as does the blushing discontented Sun from out the 
fiery portal of the east, when he perceives the malicious 
clouds are bent to dim his glory and to stain the track of his 
bright passage to the west.” 

A red Sun in the morning is a sign of a coming storm. 

Looking at King Richard II, the Duke of York said, “Yet he 
looks like a King. Behold, his eye, as bright as is the eagle’s, 
shoots forth controlling majesty like lightning. It would be a 
pity, a woe, if any harm should stain so fair a show!” 

King Richard II stared at the Earl of Northumberland for a 
few seconds; the Earl of Northumberland did not kneel to the 
King. 

King Richard II said, “We are amazed; and thus long have 
we stood to watch for the full-of-fear bending of your knee, 
because we thought ourself your lawful King. And if we are 
your lawful King, how dare your joints forget to pay their 
full-of-awe duty to our presence? 

“If we are not your lawful King, show us the handwriting of 
God that has dismissed us from our stewardship; for well we 
know that no mortal hand of blood and bone can seize the 
sacred handle of our scepter, unless he profanes, steals, or 
usurps. To seize our scepter, he would have to be a 
blasphemer, a thief, or a rebel and usurper. 

“And though you think that all, as you have done, have 
jeopardized their souls by turning them from us, and you 
think that we are barren and bereft of friends; yet you should 
know that my master, omnipotent God, is mustering in his 
clouds on our behalf armies of plague and pestilence, and 
they shall strike the children who are yet unborn and 
unbegotten of all you who lift your vassal hands against my 
head and threaten the glory of my precious crown. 
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“Tell Bolingbroke — for yonder I think he stands — that 
every stride he makes upon my land is dangerous treason. 
He has come to open the bright-red testament of bleeding 
war, but before the crown he looks for shall live in peace, ten 
thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons shall ill become 
the flower of England’s face. Those bloody crowns shall 
change the complexion of her maiden-pale peace to scarlet 
indignation and shall bedew her pastor’s grass with faithful 
English blood.” 

As King of England, Richard II was the pastor — the 
caretaker — of England. 

He added, “Bolingbroke shall have to endure much civil war 
and many deaths of English young men before he shall wear 
the crown in peace.” 

“May the King of Heaven forbid that our lord the King 
should so with civil and uncivil arms be rushed upon!” the 
Earl of Northumberland said. 

The arms — weapons — would be civil because they were 
used in civil war; they would be uncivil — uncivilized — 
because they would be used by Englishmen to kill other 
Englishmen. 

He continued, “Your thrice noble cousin Harry Bolingbroke 
humbly kisses your hand. He is thrice noble because of his 
descent from his grandfather King Edward III and from his 
father, John of Gaunt, and because of his own nobility. And 
he swears by the honorable tomb, that tomb that stands upon 
your royal grandsire’s bones, the bones of Edward III, and 
by the royal status of both your bloodlines, currents that 
spring from one most gracious head, that of Edward III, and 
by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, and by the worth and 
honor of himself, comprising all that may be sworn or said, 
as I say, on all these things he swears that his coming here 
has no further scope than to gain what is his by the right of 
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inheritance and to beg for immediate enfranchisement — for 
his sentence of exile to be revoked — on his knees.  

“Once you on your royal part have granted these things, he 
will hand over his glittering arms to rust, his armored steeds 
to stables, and his heart to the faithful service of your 
majesty. 

“This he swears, as he is a just Prince. And I believe him, as 
I am a gentleman.” 

King Richard II said, “Earl of Northumberland, say that this 
is the King’s answer: The King’s noble cousin is very 
welcome here, and all the number of his fair demands shall 
be accomplished without contradiction. With all the gracious 
utterance you have, speak to Bolingbroke’s gentle hearing 
my kind regards.” 

The Earl of Northumberland left to give King Richard II’s 
answer to Henry Bolingbroke. 

King Richard II said to the Duke of Aumerle, “We do debase 
ourselves, kinsman, do we not, to look so abject and to speak 
so courteously? Shall we call back the Earl of 
Northumberland, and send defiance to Henry Bolingbroke, 
the traitor, and so die?” 

“No, my good lord,” the Duke of Aumerle replied. “Let’s 
fight with gentle words until time lends us friends and 
friends lend us their helpful swords.” 

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” King Richard II said. “That ever this 
tongue of mine that laid the sentence of dread banishment on 
yonder proud man, should take it off again with words of 
flattery and appeasement! Oh, I wish that I were as great as 
is my grief, or lesser than my name — my name of King! I 
wish that I could either forget what I have been, or not 
remember what I must be now! 



 80 

“Do you swell, proud heart? Do you beat faster and swell 
with pride? I’ll give you scope — room — to beat, since our 
foes have scope — opportunity — to beat both you and me.” 

The Duke of Aumerle said, “The Earl of Northumberland is 
coming back from talking to Henry Bolingbroke.” 

“What must the King do now?” King Richard II said. “Must 
he submit? The King shall do it. Must he be deposed? The 
King shall be contented. Must he lose the name of King? In 
God’s name, let it go. 

“I’ll trade my jewels for a set of rosary beads, my gorgeous 
palace for a hermitage, my gay apparel for an almsman’s 
robe, my embossed goblets for a wooden dish, my scepter 
for a religious pilgrim’s walking staff, my subjects for a pair 
of carved figures of saints, and my large kingdom for a little 
grave, a little, little grave, an obscure grave — or I’ll be 
buried in the King’s highway, some way of common 
passage, where subjects’ feet may each hour trample on their 
sovereign’s head; for on my heart they tread now while I am 
alive, and once I am buried, why shouldn’t they trample 
upon my head? 

“Aumerle, you weep, my tender-hearted cousin! We’ll make 
foul weather with despised tears. Our sighs and tears shall 
flatten the summer corn, and make a dearth of food in this 
revolting land. Or shall we wantonly play with our woes, and 
make up some pretty game with shedding tears? For 
example, we could drop our tears always upon one place, 
until they have worn away for us a pair of graves within the 
earth, and, there we would be laid with this epitaph: Here lie 
two kinsmen who dug their graves with weeping eyes. 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I see I talk but idly, 
and you laugh at me.” 

He then said to the Earl of Northumberland, “Most mighty 
Prince, my Lord Northumberland, what does King 
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Bolingbroke say? Will his majesty give Richard permission 
to live until Richard dies? If you bend your knee to him, 
Bolingbroke will say yes to whatever you request.” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “My lord, in the base court 
he waits to speak with you. May it please you to come down 
and talk to him.” 

The base court was the lower or outer courtyard, sometimes 
called the servants’ courtyard because servants’ quarters and 
stables surrounded it. 

King Richard II said, “Down, down I come, like glistening 
Phaëthon, who borrowed the god Apollo’s Sun-chariot and 
was unable to manage the unruly jades — horses — that 
pulled it.” 

In this ancient myth, Phaëthon attempted to drive the Sun-
chariot, but he could not manage the horses, and so it came 
close to Earth and would have set it on fire, but Jupiter, King 
of the gods, hurled his thunderbolt and killed Phaëthon, who 
fell to Earth. 

He continued, “In the base court? Base court, where Kings 
grow base, to come at traitors’ calls and do them grace. In 
the base court? Come down? Down, court! Down, King! For 
night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing.” 

Owls are birds of night, while larks are birds of morning. 
Owls are birds of death and sorrow, while larks are birds of 
life and joy. Owls swoop low to get their prey, while larks 
fly high in the sky. Owls shriek, while larks sing beautiful 
songs. Owls come out when the Sun sets; larks come out 
when the Sun rises. 

As King Richard II and his supporters descended from the 
high castle walls to the low base court, Henry Bolingbroke 
asked the Earl of Northumberland, “What does his majesty 
say?” 
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“Sorrow and grief of heart make him speak foolishly, like a 
madman, yet he is coming.” 

King Richard II and his supporters arrived in the base court. 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered those with him to bow to the 
King: “Stand away from the King, and show fair duty to his 
majesty.” 

Henry Bolingbroke knelt and began, “My gracious lord —” 

King Richard II interrupted, “Fair cousin, you debase your 
Princely knee by making the base earth proud by kissing it. 
I had rather that my heart might feel your love than my 
unpleased eye see your courtesy.” 

He pointed to the crown he was wearing and said, “Up, 
cousin, up; your heart is up, I know, thus high at least, 
although your knee is low.” 

“My gracious lord, I come only for what is mine,” Henry 
Bolingbroke replied. 

“Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all is yours,” King 
Richard II said. 

“Be mine, my most dreaded lord, as far as my true service 
shall deserve your love,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 

“You well deserve it,” King Richard II said. “They well 
deserve to have, who know the strongest and surest way to 
get.” 

He said to the Duke of York, who was crying, “Uncle, give 
me your hands. No, don’t weep. Dry your eyes. Tears show 
their love for whom the tears are shed, but tears lack their 
remedies — they cannot cure what causes them.” 

He then said to Henry Bolingbroke, “Cousin, I am too young 
to be your father, although you are old enough to be my heir. 
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What you will have, I’ll give to you, and willingly, too, for 
we must do what force will have us do. 

“Shall we set on towards London, cousin? Is that what you 
want?” 

“Yes, my good lord,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. 

“Then I must not say no,” King Richard II replied. 

— 3.4 — 

In the garden of one of the Duke of York’s houses, the Queen 
and two ladies talked. 

The Queen said, “What entertainment shall we devise here 
in this garden to drive away the gloomy thought of sorrow?” 

A lady said, “Madam, we’ll play the game of bowls.” 

“It will make me think the world is full of rubs, and that my 
fortune rubs against the bias,” the Queen said.  

Rubs are obstacles that prevent the ball from going where it 
should. A bias is a weight on one side of the bowl — ball — 
that makes it curve in a particular direction as it rolls. The 
Queen’s fortune was not going in the direction it ought to go. 

“Madam, we’ll dance,” a lady said. 

“My legs can keep no measure — no graceful movement — 
in delight, when my poor heart keeps no measure — no limit 
— in grief,” the Queen said. “Therefore, no dancing, girl; 
suggest some other entertainment.” 

“Madam, we’ll tell stories,” a lady said. 

“Of sorrow or of joy?” the Queen asked. 

“Of either, madam,” the lady replied. 



 84 

“Of neither, girl,” the Queen said. “For if the stories are of 
joy, then because I altogether lack joy, they will remind me 
all the more of sorrow. Or if the stories are of grief, then 
because I am altogether sad, they will add more sorrow to 
my lack of joy. For what I have — sorrow — I don’t need to 
repeat, and what I lack — joy — it doesn’t help to lament.” 

“Madam, I’ll sing,” a lady said. 

“It is well that you have cause to sing, but you would please 
me better if you would weep.” 

“I could weep, madam, if it would do you good,” the lady 
replied. 

“And I could sing, if weeping would do me good, and I 
would never have to borrow any tear from you,” the Queen 
said. “If weeping would do me good, then much good would 
be done to me because I have wept so much, and I would be 
able to sing and I would not need you to weep for me.” 

A head gardener and two assistant gardeners entered the 
garden. 

Seeing them, the Queen said, “But wait, here come the 
gardeners. Let’s step into the shadow of these trees. I bet all 
my wretchedness against a row of pins — something trivial 
— that they’ll talk about affairs of state, for everyone does 
that when they anticipate a political change; woe is forecast 
by woe.” 

The Queen and the two ladies moved into the shadows, 
where they were not seen. 

The head gardener said to one assistant, “Go, bind up young 
dangling apricots, which, like unruly children, make their 
sire — father — stoop with oppression of their prodigal and 
excessive weight. Give some support to and prop up the 
bending twigs.” 



 85 

He said to the other assistant, “Go, and like an executioner, 
cut off the heads of too quickly growing sprays — shoots 
and branches — that look too lofty — tall and overbearing 
— in our commonwealth. All must be even in our 
government.” 

He added, “While you two are thus employed, I will go and 
root away the noisome, noxious weeds, which without profit 
and fruit suck the soil’s fertility and keep it from wholesome 
flowers.” 

An assistant asked, “Why should we within the compass of 
a fenced-in area keep law and form and due proportion, 
showing, as in a model, our stable, secure estate, when our 
sea-walled garden, the whole land of England, is full of 
weeds, her fairest flowers choked up and suffocated, her fruit 
trees all upturned, her hedges ruined, her knots — intricately 
designed flowerbeds — disordered and her wholesome herbs 
swarming with parasitic caterpillars?” 

“Hold your peace and be quiet,” the head gardener said. “He 
who has suffered this disordered spring has now himself met 
with the fall of leaf — it is his autumn. The weeds that his 
broad-spreading leaves sheltered — those weeds that ate him 
while seeming to be holding him up — have been plucked 
up root and all by Bolingbroke. By ‘weeds,’ I mean the Earl 
of Wiltshire, Bushy, and Green.” 

“Are they dead?” the servant asked. 

“They are,” the head gardener said, “and Bolingbroke has 
seized the wasteful King Richard II. Oh, what a pity it is that 
the King had not so trimmed and tended his land as we trim 
and tend this garden! We at the correct season wound the 
bark, the skin of our fruit trees, lest, being overly proud and 
excessively swollen by sap and blood, with too much riches 
it confounds and destroys itself. Unless the fruit trees are 
pruned, the result is excessive wood and lack of fruit. 



 86 

“Had King Richard II done so to great and growing men, 
they might have lived to bear fruit and he to taste their fruits 
of duty. We lop away superfluous branches so that bearing 
boughs may live. Had King Richard II done so, he himself 
would bear the crown, which waste of idle, leisure hours has 
quite thrown down.” 

“Do you think that the King shall be deposed?” an assistant 
asked. 

“He has already been brought low, and there is fear that he 
will be deposed,” the head gardener said. “A letter came last 
night to a dear friend of the good Duke of York; the letter 
tells bad news.” 

The Queen said, “Oh, I am pressed to death through want of 
speaking!” 

She was referring to a medieval punishment in which 
suspects who declined to enter a plea of Guilty or Not Guilty 
in a court of law would have heavy stones placed on them 
after they lay down. Sometimes, they would continue not to 
enter a plea, and they would be crushed to death under the 
weight of stones. People who pled Guilty or who pled Not 
Guilty and were found guilty and executed had their property 
forfeited. Sometimes, people refused to enter a plea because 
they believed that they would be found guilty and would 
leave their loved ones destitute. 

The Queen came out of the shadow of the trees and said to 
the head gardener, whom she referred to as the likeness of 
Adam, the first gardener in the first garden, the Garden of 
Eden, which he shared with Eve, “You, old Adam’s likeness, 
ready to cultivate this garden, how dares your harsh and rude 
tongue sound and cry out this unpleasing news? What Eve, 
what serpent, has tempted you to make a second fall of 
cursed man?” 
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The first fall occurred when Adam and Eve sinned and God 
banished them from the Garden of Eden. The head gardener 
was making a second fall by talking about the likelihood of 
King Richard II being deposed. 

She continued, “Why do you say that King Richard II is 
deposed? Do you dare, you thing little better than earth, 
prophesy his downfall? Say where, when, and how you came 
by these ill tidings! Speak, you wretch.” 

“Pardon me, madam,” the head gardener said. “Little joy 
have I in telling you this news, yet what I say is true. King 
Richard II is in the custody of mighty Bolingbroke. Both 
their fortunes are weighed in a set of scales. In your lord’s 
scale is nothing but himself, and some few vain trifles that 
make him light, but in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
besides himself, are all the English peers, and with that 
superiority he weighs King Richard II down. If you travel to 
London, you will find it so. I speak no more than what 
everyone knows.” 

The Queen said, “Nimble Mischance, who are so light of 
foot, doesn’t your message belong to me, and yet I am the 
last who knows it? Oh, you think to serve me last, so that I 
may the longest keep your sorrow in my breast.  

“Come, ladies, go with me to meet at London London’s King 
in woe. 

“Was I born to this, that my sad look should grace the 
triumphal procession of great Bolingbroke? 

“Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, I pray to God 
that the plants you graft may never grow.” 

The Queen and ladies exited. 
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The head gardener said, “Poor Queen! So that your state 
might be no worse, I wish that my skill were subject to your 
curse. 

“Here she let fall a tear; here in this place I’ll set a bank of 
rue, sour herb of grace. Rue, even for ruth — pity, 
compassion, and sympathy — here shortly shall be seen, in 
memory of a weeping Queen.” 
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CHAPTER 4 

— 4.1 — 

In Westminster Hall were meeting Henry Bolingbroke, the 
Duke of Aumerle, the Earl of Northumberland, young Henry 
Percy, Lord Fitzwater, the Duke of Surrey, the Bishop of 
Carlisle, and the Abbot of Westminster. Also present were 
another lord, a herald, officers, and Bagot. 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Call forth Bagot.” 

Bagot stood forward. 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Now, Bagot, freely speak your 
mind. What do you know about the noble Duke of 
Gloucester’s death? Who wrought it with King Richard II, 
and who performed the bloody task of his untimely end?” 

The word “wrought” meant “worked” or “brought it about.” 
The meaning of that part of the sentence in which the word 
was used was ambiguous. It could mean “Who brought it 
about with the King and persuaded him to have the Duke of 
Gloucester murdered?” or “Who worked with the King to 
have the Duke of Gloucester murdered?” or both. In 
September 1397, the Duke of Gloucester had been murdered 
at Calais.  

Bagot replied, “Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle.” 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Cousin, stand forth, and look 
upon that man.” 

Bagot said to the Duke of Aumerle, “My Lord Aumerle, I 
know your daring tongue scorns to unsay what once it has 
delivered and stated. In that fatal time when Gloucester’s 
death was plotted, I heard you say, ‘Isn’t my arm long? It 
reaches from the restful English court as far as Calais, to my 
uncle’s head.’ Among much other talk, at that same time, I 
heard you say that you would prefer to refuse the offer of a 
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hundred thousand crowns than to have Henry Bolingbroke 
return to England. You added as well how blest this land 
would be if your cousin Bolingbroke would die.” 

The Duke of Aumerle had a higher social status than Bagot. 
Because of this, if he were challenged to trial by combat he 
could refuse to fight him on the basis that it would be 
degrading for him to fight a man of such low rank. 

The Duke of Aumerle said, “Princes and noble lords, what 
answer shall I make to this base man? Shall I so much 
dishonor my fair stars and high birth to treat him as an equal 
and give him his punishment? Either I must, or my honor 
will be soiled by the accusation of his slanderous lips.” 

He threw down his gage — a gage was an item such as a 
glove or a hood — as a challenge to combat. They would 
fight to the death, God would determine the victor, and 
whichever man still lived would be innocent while the dead 
man would be guilty. 

He said to Bagot, “There is my gage, the manual seal of 
death, that marks you out for Hell. I say that you lie, and I 
will maintain that what you have said is false by spilling your 
heart-blood, although it is all too base to stain the temper and 
quality of my knightly sword.” 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Bagot, stand back. You shall 
not pick up the gage.” 

Picking up the gage meant accepting the challenge and 
agreeing to a fight to the death. 

The Duke of Aumerle said, “Excepting one person, I wish 
that the man who had so angered me were the best man and 
highest ranking among all the men present here.” 

The one exception was Henry Bolingbroke, whom most of 
the people present believed would soon be King Henry IV. 
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Lord Fitzwater threw his gage on the ground and said, “If 
you say that because your valor insists on fighting only those 
close to your own rank, then there is my gage, Aumerle, in 
challenge to your gage. 

“By that fair Sun that shows me where you stand, I heard 
you say, and boastingly you said it, that you were the cause 
of the noble Duke of Gloucester’s death. 

“Even if you deny it twenty times, you lie, and I will return 
your falsehood to your heart, where it was forged, with the 
point of my rapier.” 

“You dare not, coward, live to see that day,” the Duke of 
Aumerle said. 

“Now by my soul, I wish we could fight during this hour,” 
Lord Fitzwater replied. 

“Fitzwater, you are damned to Hell for this,” the Duke of 
Aumerle said. 

Young Henry Percy said, “Aumerle, you lie. Fitzwater’s 
honor is as true in this appeal as you are entirely unjust, and 
that you are so, there I throw my gage, to prove it on you to 
the extremest point of mortal breathing. I will prove that you 
are lying by fighting you and taking away your mortal 
breath. Pick up my gage, if you dare.” 

“And if I do not, may my hands rot off and never again 
brandish revengeful steel over the glittering helmet of my 
foe!” the Duke of Aumerle said, and he picked up the gage. 

Another lord said, “I task the earth with a similar burden, 
falsely swearing Aumerle, and I spur you on with fully as 
many charges of falsehood as may be hollered in your 
treacherous ear from sunrise to sunset.” 
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He threw his gage to the ground and said, “There is my 
honor’s pawn — my gage. Pick it up, and engage yourself to 
a trial by combat, if you dare.” 

The Duke of Aumerle said, “Who else is betting? By 
Heaven, I’ll throw the dice and bet against all. I have a 
thousand spirits in one breast and so I can answer twenty 
thousand such as you.” 

The Duke of Surrey said, “My Lord Fitzwater, I remember 
well the exact time that Aumerle and you talked.” 

“That is very true,” Lord Fitzwater replied. “You were 
present then, and you can witness with me that what I say is 
true.” 

“It is as false, by Heaven, as Heaven itself is true,” the Duke 
of Surrey said. 

“Surrey, you lie,” Lord Fitzwater said. 

“Dishonorable boy!” the Duke of Surrey said, throwing 
down his gage. “That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, that 
it shall render vengeance and revenge until you the lie-giver 
and that lie you told do lie in earth as quietly as your father’s 
skull. In proof of what I say, there is my honor’s pawn. Pick 
it up and engage to meet me in a trial by combat, if you dare.” 

“How foolishly do you spur a horse that is already eager to 
run!” Lord Fitzwater said. “If I dare to eat, or drink, or 
breathe, or live, I dare to meet Surrey in a wilderness, where 
no one will interfere with the fight, and spit upon him, while 
I say he lies, and lies, and lies.” 

He threw down his gage and said, “There is my bond of faith, 
to tie and commit you to my strong retribution. As I intend 
to thrive in this new world that Henry Bolingbroke is 
bringing about, Aumerle is guilty of my true accusation. 
Besides, I heard the banished Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
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Norfolk, say that you, Aumerle, sent two of your men to 
execute the noble Duke of Gloucester at Calais.” 

“Some honest Christian give me a gage to throw down as I 
say that the Duke of Norfolk lies,” the Duke of Aumerle said. 

Someone gave him a gage, and he threw it down and said, 
“Here I throw this down. If the banishment of the Duke of 
Norfolk may be repealed, I will try his honor in a trial by 
combat.” 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “These differences shall all rest 
under gage — remain as challenges — until the banishment 
of the Duke of Norfolk is repealed. Repealed it shall be, and, 
although he is my enemy, all his lands and estates will be 
restored to him.” 

Henry Bolingbroke was taking to himself the power of the 
King of England. He now used the royal plural: “When the 
Duke of Norfolk has returned, we will enforce the holding 
of his trial by combat with the Duke of Aumerle.” 

The Bishop of Carlisle said, “That honorable day shall never 
be seen. Many a time has the banished Duke of Norfolk 
fought for Jesus Christ as a Crusader on a glorious Christian 
battlefield, flying in the wind the flag of the Christian cross 
against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens. 

“Exhausted with the works of war, he retired to Italy, and at 
Venice he died and gave his body to that pleasant country’s 
earth, and his pure soul to his Captain — Christ — under 
whose flag he had fought so long.” 

“Bishop of Carlisle, is the Duke of Norfolk dead?” Henry 
Bolingbroke asked. 

“As surely as I live, my lord,” the Bishop of Carlisle replied. 

“May sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom of 
good old Abraham!” Henry Bolingbroke said. 
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He then said to the lords who had thrown down gages and 
made challenges, “Lords appellants, your differences shall 
all rest under gage until we assign you to your days of trial.” 

The Duke of York entered the room, accompanied by 
attendants. 

He said, “Great Duke of Lancaster, Henry Bolingbroke, I 
come to you from plume-plucked and humbled Richard, who 
with willing soul adopts you as his heir, and yields his high 
scepter to the possession of your royal hand. Ascend his 
throne, because as his heir you now descend from him, and 
long live Henry, fourth of that name!” 

“In God’s name, I’ll ascend the regal throne,” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. 

“Mother Mary!” the Bishop of Carlisle said. “God forbid! 

“I am only a priest among all you nobles and so I am the 
lowest-ranking person speaking in this ‘royal’ presence.” 

He was sarcastic when he said “‘royal’ presence.” He did not 
regard Henry Bolingbroke as royalty, although he 
recognized Henry Bolingbroke as a nobleman. 

The Bishop of Carlisle continued, “Yet it may be best fitting 
for me to speak the truth. 

“I wish to God that anyone in this noble presence were noble 
enough to be the upright judge of noble King Richard II! 
Then true nobleness would teach him to not commit so foul 
a wrong as judging the King. 

“What subject can give sentence on his King? And who sits 
here who is not King Richard II’s subject? Thieves are not 
judged except when they are nearby and can hear the trial, 
even when obvious guilt may be seen in them, and shall the 
figure — the King — of God’s majesty, his captain, steward, 
deputy-elect, anointed, crowned, planted many years, be 
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judged by subject and inferior breath, and the King himself 
not present?  

“Oh, forbid it, God. Forbid that in a Christian country refined 
souls and civilized people should do so heinous, black, and 
obscene a deed! 

“I speak to subjects, and I, who am also a subject, speak, 
stirred up by God, thus boldly for his King. 

“My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, is a foul 
traitor to proud Hereford’s true King: Richard II.” 

The Bishop of Carlisle called Henry Bolingbroke “Lord of 
Hereford,” the title he had had when he was exiled. The 
Bishop did not want to call him “Duke of Lancaster” and 
especially did not want to call him “King Henry IV.” 

The Bishop of Carlisle continued, “And if you crown him, 
let me prophesy what will happen. The blood of Englishmen 
shall fertilize the ground, and future ages shall groan for this 
foul act. Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, and in 
this seat of peace tumultuous wars shall cause kinsmen and 
fellow-countrymen to confound and destroy each other. 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny shall inhabit England, and 
this land shall be called the field of another Golgotha — the 
place where Christ was crucified as well as a place of dead 
men’s skulls. 

“Oh, if you raise this house against this house, it will prove 
to be the most woeful division that ever fell upon this cursed 
earth. 

“Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so, lest child and child’s 
children cry against you woe!” 

The Earl of Northumberland said to the Bishop of Carlisle, 
“Well have you argued, sir, and for your pains, we here arrest 
you on a charge of capital treason.” 
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He then ordered, “My Lord of Westminster, it is your charge 
to safely keep the Bishop of Carlisle until his day of trial.” 

He continued, “May it please you, lords, to grant the 
commons’ suit.” The commons were the commoners. 

The commons’ suit was a request that the terms of the 
abdication of King Richard II, who was accused of 
misgoverning England, be published.  

Using the royal plural, Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Fetch 
hither Richard, so that in public view he may surrender the 
throne. That way, we shall proceed without suspicion.” 

“I will be his escort,” the Duke of York said. 

He exited. 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “Lords, you who here are under our 
arrest, procure your guarantees that you will show up for 
your trials. Little are we beholden to your friendship, and we 
looked for little help from your helping hands.” 

The Duke of York returned with King Richard II. Some 
officers carried the crown and other important royal items. 

King Richard II said, “Alas, why am I sent for to appear 
before a King, before I have shaken off the regal thoughts 
with which I reigned? I hardly yet have learned to ingratiate, 
flatter, bow, and bend my limbs. Give sorrow permission for 
a while to tutor me in how to behave in this submission. Yet 
I well remember the favors — the faces and bows — of these 
men. Weren’t these men mine? Did they not sometimes cry, 
‘All hail!’ to me? So Judas did to Christ, but Christ, who had 
twelve disciples, found loyalty in all but one. I, with twelve 
thousand, have found loyalty in none.” 

He had not yet abdicated the throne, but he was speaking as 
though he had and as though Henry Bolingbroke were now 
King Henry IV. 
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He continued, “God save the King! Will no man say, 
‘Amen’? Am I both priest and clerk? Well then, amen.” 

In church services, the priest would say the prayers and the 
clerk would say, “Amen.” 

King Richard II continued, “God save the King! Although I 
am not he, and yet, amen, if Heaven thinks that I am King.” 

He then asked, “To do what service am I sent for here?” 

The Duke of York replied, “To do that office of your own 
good will that tired majesty — exhaustion caused by ruling 
England — did make you offer: the resignation of your state 
and crown to Henry Bolingbroke.” 

“Give me the crown,” King Richard II said. 

A lord handed the crown to him, and he said to Henry 
Bolingbroke, “Here, cousin, seize the crown.” 

King Richard II chose the word “seize” deliberately. 

Henry Bolingbroke hesitated, and King Richard II said 
impatiently, “Here, cousin.” 

Henry Bolingbroke laid his hand on the crown, and King 
Richard II said, “On this side my hand, and on that side 
yours.” 

King Richard II now made a comparison in which he 
referred to a well with two buckets, each tied to one end of 
the same rope. When a crank was turned, a bucket that was 
filled with water rose in the air so it could be emptied while 
the other, empty bucket was lowered into the well water: 
“Now is this golden crown like a deep well that has two 
buckets, filling one another, the emptier ever dancing in the 
air, the other down, unseen and full of water: That bucket 
down and full of tears am I, drinking my griefs, while you 
mount up on high.” 
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Henry Bolingbroke said, “I thought you were willing to 
resign.” 

“I am willing to resign my crown, but my griefs are still 
mine. You may depose my glories and my state, but not my 
griefs. You cannot take them away; I am still King of those.” 

“Part of your cares you give me with your crown,” Henry 
Bolingbroke said. 

In his reply to Henry Bolingbroke, King Richard II used the 
word “care” in several senses: obligation, responsibility, 
concern, grief, and worry. Some of these were personal; 
others related to ruling a country. 

King Richard II said, “Your cares set up do not pluck my 
cares down. My care is loss of care, by old care done. Your 
care is gain of care, by new care won. The cares I give I have, 
although they are given away. They are attendant upon the 
crown, yet still with me they stay.” 

“Are you contented to resign the crown?” Henry 
Bolingbroke asked. 

King Richard II said, “In reply to your question, I answer 
this: I, no; no, aye. I must nothing be. Therefore no ‘no,’ for 
I resign the crown to you.” 

He meant this:  

“I, no; no, yes.  

“I, which sounds like ‘aye,’ which means ‘yes,’ means the 
same thing as a ‘no,’ since I am nothing now that I have lost 
my identity as King.  

“Since I have lost my identity as King, and since I am 
nothing, I cannot say ‘no’ to you, and therefore there is no 
‘no’ — there is only a ‘yes,’ and I resign the crown to you.” 
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King Richard II paused and then said, “In reply to your 
question, I answer this: “I know no I. I must nothing be. 
Therefore no ‘no,’ for I resign the crown to you.” 

He meant this:  

“I am no longer King because I must resign the crown to you. 
I am now nothing, a nonentity, and so I cannot know who or 
what I am.  

“Because I am nothing, any reply I can make is meaningless, 
and so there is no ‘no,’ and I resign the crown to you.” 

King Richard II continued, “Now pay careful attention to me 
and see how I will undo myself.” 

The word “undo” meant “undress” and “ruin.” 

He continued, “I give this heavy weight — this crown — 
from off my head and this unwieldy scepter from my hand 
and the pride of Kingly power from out my heart. With my 
own tears I wash away the fragrant oil that was used to anoint 
me during my coronation. With my own hands I give away 
my crown. With my own tongue I deny my sacred state. 
With my own breath I release all oaths and rites of duty and 
loyalty to me. All pomp and majesty I forswear. My manors, 
rents, and revenues I forego. My acts, decrees, and statutes I 
deny. May God pardon all oaths that are broken to me! May 
God keep all vows unbroken that are sworn to you, Henry 
Bolingbroke! 

“May God make me, who has nothing, be grieved by 
nothing, and may you be pleased with everything, who have 
achieved everything! 

“Long may you live in Richard’s seat to sit, and may Richard 
soon lie in an earthly pit! 

“May God save King Harry, the no-longer-King Richard 
says, and send him many years of sunshine days! 
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“What more remains for me to do?” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “No more, except that you 
read this list of these accusations and these grievous crimes 
committed by your person and your followers against the 
state and profit of this land, so that, by hearing you confess 
them, the souls of men may deem that you are worthily 
deposed.” 

“Must I do so?” King Richard II said. “And must I unravel 
and make clear my weaved-up, intertwined follies? Gentle 
Northumberland, if your offences were recorded, would it 
not shame you in so fair a troop of people to read them out 
loud?  

“If you should read them out loud, you would find there one 
heinous article, containing the deposing of a King and 
cracking the strong warrant of an oath, marked with a blot, 
damned in the book of Heaven.” 

The Earl of Northumberland had sworn an oath of loyalty to 
King Richard II, who continued, “Nay, all of you who stand 
here and look at me, while my wretchedness torments me, 
although some of you, as did Pilate, wash your hands and put 
on an appearance of pity, yet you Pilates have here delivered 
me to my bitter cross, and water cannot wash away your sin.” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “My lord, be quick. Read 
out loud these articles.” 

King Richard II said, “My eyes are full of tears, I cannot see, 
and yet salt water does not blind my eyes so much that they 
cannot see a pack of traitors here. Indeed, if I turn my eyes 
upon myself, I find that I am a traitor with the rest because I 
have given here my soul’s consent to undeck the 
ceremonially dressed body of a King, I have made glory base 
and sovereignty a slave, I have made proud majesty a 
subject, and I have made splendor a peasant.” 
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“My lord —” the Earl of Northumberland began. 

King Richard II interrupted, “I am no lord of yours, you 
haughty, arrogant, insulting man, nor am I any man’s lord. I 
have no name, no title. No, I don’t even have that name that 
was given to me at the baptismal font — even it has been 
usurped.” 

Followers of Henry Bolingbroke were spreading the rumor 
that King Richard II was a bastard. They said that his real 
name was Jehan, aka John, and that his father was a priest of 
Bordeaux, where Richard had been born. 

He continued, “Alas, this heavy, sorrowful day. I have worn 
so many winters out, and I don’t now know what name to 
call myself! 

“Oh, I wish that I were a mockery King made of snow, 
standing before the Sun of Bolingbroke, so I could melt 
myself away in water-drops! 

“Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, if my 
word is still sterling — valid and current — in England, let 
my word command that a mirror be brought here 
immediately so that it may show me what a face I have, since 
it is bankrupt of its majesty.” 

Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Go some of you and fetch a 
looking-glass.” 

An attendant exited to obey the order. 

The Earl of Northumberland said to King Richard II, “Read 
out loud this paper listing your sins and crimes until the 
mirror is brought here.” 

“Fiend, you torment me before I arrive in Hell!” King 
Richard II shouted. 
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Henry Bolingbroke said, “Leave him alone, my Lord 
Northumberland.” 

“The commons — the commoners — will not then be 
satisfied,” the Earl of Northumberland said. “They want his 
sins and crimes to be publicly announced.” 

“They shall be satisfied,” King Richard II said. “I’ll read 
enough, when I see the very book indeed where all my sins 
are written, and that’s myself — my sins are written in my 
face.” 

The attendant returned, carrying a mirror. 

King Richard II said, “Give me the looking-glass, and in it I 
will read what I see.” 

He looked in the mirror and said, “No deeper wrinkles yet? 
Has sorrow struck so many blows upon this face of mine, 
and made no deeper wounds? Oh, flattering looking-glass, 
similar to my fair-weather followers when I was prosperous, 
you beguile and deceive me! Was this face the face that 
everyday under his household roof kept and fed ten thousand 
men? Was this the face that, like the Sun, made beholders 
shut their eyes? Was this the face that faced — countenanced 
— so many follies, and was at last out-faced — 
discountenanced — by Bolingbroke? A brittle glory shines 
in this face. As brittle as the glory is the face.” 

He threw the mirror on the floor, and the mirror shattered. 

King Richard II continued, “For there it is, cracked in a 
hundred slivers. Note carefully, silent King, the moral of this 
entertainment: How soon my sorrow has destroyed my 
face.” 

Henry Bolingbroke said, “The shadow of — the darkness 
cast by — your sorrow has destroyed the shadow — the 
image — of your face.” 
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He was contemptuous. King Richard II was acting like a 
Drama Queen, and Henry Bolingbroke wanted to get the 
abdication over and done with so he could be King Henry 
IV. 

King Richard II replied, “Say that again. ‘The shadow of my 
sorrow!’ Ha!  

“Let’s see. It is very true that my grief lies all within my soul, 
and these external manners of laments are merely shadows 
to the unseen grief that swells with silence in the tortured 
soul. In my soul lies the substance as opposed to the shadow 
or appearance, and I thank you, King, for your great bounty 
that not only gives me cause to wail but also teaches me how 
to lament the cause.  

“I’ll beg one boon — favor — from you, and then I will be 
gone and trouble you no more. 

“Shall I obtain the boon I ask for?” 

“Name it, fair cousin,” Henry Bolingbroke replied. 

“‘Fair cousin’?” King Richard II said, “I am greater than a 
King, for when I was a King, my flatterers were then only 
subjects, but now that I am a subject, I have a King here to 
be my flatterer. Being so great, I have no need to beg.” 

“Yet ask me,” Henry Bolingbroke said. 

“And shall I receive what I ask for?” 

“You shall.” 

“Then give me permission to go.” 

“To go where?” 

“Wherever you want me to go, as long as I am away from 
your sight and the sight of the others in this room.” 
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Henry Bolingbroke ordered, “Go, some of you convey him 
to the Tower of London.” 

“Oh, good!” King Richard II said. “Convey? Conveyers are 
you all, who rise thus nimbly by a true King’s fall.” 

One meaning of the word “convey” was “steal.” King 
Richard II was saying that these men were thieves — Henry 
Bolingbroke had stolen the crown and the rest had been his 
accomplices. Thieves are said to have nimble fingers. 

King Richard II, who was soon to be just Richard, exited, 
accompanied by some lords and a guard. 

Henry Bolingbroke, who was soon be King Henry IV, said, 
using the royal plural, “We solemnly set down Wednesday 
next as the date of our coronation. Lords, prepare yourselves 
for it.” 

Everyone exited except for the Bishop of Carlisle, the Abbot 
of Westminster, and the Duke of Aumerle. 

The Abbot of Westminster said, “We have here beheld a 
woeful spectacle.” 

The Bishop of Carlisle said, “The woe’s to come; children 
yet unborn shall feel that this day is as sharp to them as 
thorn.” 

The Duke of Aumerle said, “You holy clergymen, is there 
no plot, no plan, to rid the realm of this pernicious blot?” 

The Abbot of Westminster said, “My lord, before I freely 
speak my mind on that matter, you shall not only take the 
sacrament and swear on it to keep secret what I intend, but 
also you will swear to help make happen whatever plot I 
shall happen to devise. 

“I can see that your brows are full of discontent, your hearts 
of sorrow, and your eyes of tears. Come home with me to 
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supper; and I’ll lay before you a plot that shall show us all a 
happy day.” 
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CHAPTER 5 

— 5.1 — 

The former Queen — King Richard II had been deposed — 
and her ladies appeared on a street leading to the Tower of 
London. 

The former Queen said, “This is the way the true King will 
come; this is the way to the Tower that Julius Caesar began 
building and that was built for evil ends. Proud Bolingbroke 
sentenced my condemned lord to be a prisoner in the 
Tower’s flinty bosom. 

“Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth has any resting place 
for her true King’s Queen.” 

Richard, formerly King of England, arrived under guard. 

The former Queen said, “But wait a moment, see, or rather 
do not see, my fair rose wither.” 

The rose was the King of flowers, just as the lion was the 
King of beasts. 

She continued, “Yet look up, behold, that you — me, myself 
— in pity may dissolve to dew, and wash him fresh again 
with true-love tears. Ah, you, Richard, are the ground-plan 
where old Troy stood.” 

She was comparing the ruined Richard to the ruin of a city: 
the city of Troy, famous for its role in the Trojan War. 
London was sometimes known as Troynovant — New Troy 
— because a descendant of the Trojan Prince Aeneas was 
thought to have founded it. 

The former Queen continued, “You are the map and image 
of honor. You are King Richard II’s tomb, not King Richard 
II. You most beauteous inn, why should hard-favored grief 
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be lodged in you, when triumph has become an alehouse 
guest?” 

She was comparing Richard to a beautiful hotel in which 
Grief was a guest, and Henry Bolingbroke to a common 
alehouse in which Triumph was a guest. 

Richard said to her, “Join not with Grief, fair woman, don’t 
do that because it would make my end too sudden. Learn, 
good soul, to think our former splendor a happy dream from 
which we awakened and discovered that the truth of what we 
are shows us to be only this: I am sworn brother, sweetheart, 
to grim Necessity, and he and I will maintain an alliance until 
death.  

“Take yourself to France and cloister yourself in some 
religious house. Our holy lives must win a new world’s 
crown; our profane hours in this world here have struck 
down our crowns.” 

The former Queen said, “Is my Richard both in body and 
mind transformed and weakened? Has Bolingbroke deposed 
your intellect? Has he been in your heart and taken away 
your courage? The dying lion thrusts forth its paw, and 
wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage at being 
overpowered. Will you, like a student, take your punishment 
mildly, kiss the rod, and fawn on rage with base humility 
when you are a lion and a King of beasts?” 

“I am a King of beasts, indeed,” Richard said. “The people 
who deposed me are beasts. If I had been the King of 
anything but beasts, I would have still been a happy King of 
men. 

“Good, former Queen, prepare yourself to leave for France. 
Pretend that I am dead and that even here and now you are 
taking, as from my deathbed, your last living leave of me. 
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“In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire with good old folks 
and let them tell you tales of woeful ages that happened long 
ago; and before you say good night, to requite their tales of 
griefs tell them the lamentable tale of me and send the 
hearers weeping to their beds. 

“Yes, indeed, the senseless firewood will sympathize with 
the sorrowful accent of your moving tongue and in 
compassion weep the fire out. Their resin will seep out like 
tears. Some pieces of firewood, once burnt, will mourn in 
ashes, some coal-black, as in wearing mourning clothes, for 
the deposing of a rightful King.” 

The Earl of Northumberland and some other men arrived. 

The Earl of Northumberland said to Richard, “My lord, 
Bolingbroke has changed his mind. You must go to Pomfret 
Castle in Yorkshire, not to the Tower of London.” 

He then said to the former Queen, “And, madam, 
arrangements have been made for you. With all swift speed 
you must go away to your native France.” 

Richard said, “Earl of Northumberland, you have been the 
ladder by which the mounting Bolingbroke ascends my 
throne. The time shall not be many hours older than it is 
before foul sin gathering head like a boil shall break into 
corruption and ooze pus. You shall think, even if he were to 
divide the realm and give you half, it is too little a share for 
you because you helped Bolingbrook to win it all, and he 
shall think that you, who know the way to plant unrightful 
kings on the throne, will know again how to do that. 
Bolingbroke will think that, for only a very little cause, you 
will know another way to pluck him headlong from the 
usurped throne. 

“The love that wicked men have for each other turns to fear; 
that fear then turns to hate, and hate turns one or both wicked 
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men into first being a justifiable danger and then getting a 
deserved death.” 

“May my guilt be on my head, and let that be the end to this 
discussion,” the Earl of Northumberland said. “You two take 
your leave of each other and part from each other; for you 
must depart quickly.” 

“Doubly divorced!” Richard said. “Bad men, you violate a 
twofold marriage: one between my crown and me, and the 
other between me and my married wife.” 

He said to his wife, the former Queen, “Let me unkiss the 
oath of marriage between you and me. And yet we cannot do 
that, for with a kiss our marriage was made.” 

He then said, “Part us, Earl of Northumberland; I will go 
toward the north, where shivering cold and sickness afflicts 
the region. My wife will go to France, from whence she set 
forth in pomp. She came to England adorned like sweet May, 
and she will be sent back to France adorned like Hallowmas 
— November 1 — or like the shortest day.” 

The former Queen asked, “And must we be divided? Must 
we part?” 

Richard replied, “Yes, hand from hand, my love, and heart 
from heart.” 

The former Queen said to the Earl of Northumberland, 
“Banish us both and send the King — my Richard — with 
me.” 

The Earl of Northumberland said, “That would be a great 
favor to you, but it would make little sense for us 
politically.” 

If Richard and the former Queen were sent to France, they 
could raise an army and fight a war to get the throne back. 
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The former Queen said, “Then where he goes, there let me 
go.” 

Richard said, “So we two, together weeping, would make 
one woe. Weep for me in France, and I will weep for you 
here: Better far off than near, be never the nearer. We might 
as well be far away from each other than to be near each 
other and yet never be any closer to seeing each other.” 

He believed that even if his wife were to stay near him in 
England, they would not be allowed to see each other. 

He continued, “Go, count your way with sighs; I will count 
my way with groans.” 

“Then the longest way shall have the longest-lasting moans,” 
the former Queen said. 

She had the longer journey to make. Her destination in 
France was farther distant from London than Pomfret Castle 
was. 

Richard replied, “Twice for one step I’ll groan, my way 
being short, and prolong my way with a heavy heart. Come, 
come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, since, wedding it, 
there is such length in grief. One kiss shall stop our mouths, 
and in silence we will part.” 

By kissing each other, they metaphorically gave each other 
their hearts. 

He kissed her and said, “Thus I give you my heart, and thus 
I take your heart.” 

The former Queen said, “Give me my own heart again; it 
would be no good part — no good action — for me to keep 
and kill your heart.” 

She felt that she would die from sorrow, and that therefore 
she would kill Richard’s heart if she had it when she died. 
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She kissed him and said, “So, now I have my own heart 
again, be gone, so that I might strive to kill my own heart 
with a groan.” 

She felt that since she had her own heart again, it was OK to 
die from sorrow — she would be killing with sorrow her own 
heart, not Richard’s. 

Richard’s final words to her were these: “We make woe 
wanton and unrestrained with this fond and foolish delay. 
Once more, adieu; the rest let sorrow say.” 

— 5.2 — 

The Duke and Duchess of York, aged husband and aged 
wife, talked together in the Duke of York’s palace. 

The Duchess of York said, “My lord, you told me you would 
tell the rest, when weeping made you break the story off, of 
our two cousins — Richard and Bolingbroke — coming into 
London.” 

“Where did I leave off?” the Duke of York asked. 

“At that sad stop, my lord, where rude, unruly hands from 
high windows threw dust and rubbish on King Richard II’s 
head.” 

“Then, as I said, the Duke of Lancaster, great Henry 
Bolingbroke, mounted upon a hot and fiery steed that 
seemed to know his aspiring rider, and with slow but stately 
pace kept on his course, while all tongues cried, ‘God save 
you, Bolingbroke!’ 

“You would have thought the very windows spoke, so many 
greedy looks of young and old through casements darted 
their desiring eyes upon his visage, and that all the walls with 
painted imagery had said at the same time, ‘Jesus preserve 
you! Welcome, Bolingbroke!’” 
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Wall hangings of the time sometimes had word balloons 
depicting what the figures in the wall hangings — the 
painted imagery — were saying. 

The Duke of York continued, “While he, from the one side 
to the other turning, bareheaded, bowing lower than his 
proud steed’s neck, spoke to them thus: ‘I thank you, 
countrymen.’ And always acting like this, thus he passed 
along.” 

“Alas, poor Richard!” the Duchess of York said. “What was 
his ride like while this was happening?” 

“Imagine being in a theater, where the eyes of men, after a 
talented and popular actor leaves the stage, are idly and 
indifferently bent on the actor who enters next, thinking his 
prattle to be tedious. Even so, or with much more contempt, 
men’s eyes scowled at gentle Richard; no man cried, ‘God 
save him!’ No joyful tongue gave him a welcome home from 
Ireland and Wales. But dust was thrown upon his sacred 
head, which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, his face 
continually combating with tears and smiles, the badges of 
his grief and his patience, that had not God, for some strong 
purpose, steeled the hearts of men, they must necessarily 
have melted and barbaric people themselves would have 
pitied him. 

“But Heaven has a hand in these events, and to Heaven’s 
high will we submit our calm happiness. To Bolingbroke are 
we sworn subjects now, whose high position and honor I 
always will accept.” 

“Here comes my son, the Duke of Aumerle,” the Duchess of 
York said. 

“He was the Duke of Aumerle, but he lost that title because 
he was Richard’s friend. Richard gave him that title, and the 
new King took it away. Therefore, madam, you must call 
him the Earl of Rutland now.  
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“I am in Parliament the pledge — guarantor — for his loyalty 
and lasting obedience to the new-made King.” 

As the pledge of his son’s loyalty, the Duke of York would 
be in danger if his son were to be disloyal to the new-made 
King. The Duke of York called Bolingbroke “the new-made 
King” to emphasize that he had been made King; he had not 
inherited the title. 

The former Duke of Aumerle walked over to his parents. 

“Welcome, my son,” the Duchess of York said to him. “Who 
are the violets now that strew the green lap of the new-come 
spring? Who are the favorites of the new-come King?” 

“Madam, I don’t know, nor do I greatly care,” the former 
Duke of Aumerle said. “God knows I should like just as 
much to be none than one.” 

“Well, conduct yourself honorably in this new spring of 
time, lest you be cropped — cut down — before you come 
to prime,” the Duke of York said. “What news is there from 
Oxford? Will those jousts and tournament still be held 
there?” 

“For anything I know, my lord, they will,” the former Duke 
of Aumerle said. 

“You will be there, I know,” the Duke of York said. 

“Unless God prevents it, I intend to,” the former Duke of 
Aumerle said.  

He had a document inside his shirt, but the seal that was 
attached to the document could be seen. 

The Duke of York said, “What seal is that, that is hanging 
outside your shirt? Do look you pale? Then it must be 
important. Let me see the document.” 

“My lord, it is nothing,” the former Duke of Aumerle said. 



 114 

“If it is nothing, then it doesn’t matter who sees it,” his father 
said. “You will do what I tell you to do; let me see the 
document.” 

“I beg your grace to pardon me. It is a matter of small 
consequence, which for some reasons I would not have 
seen.” 

“Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see it,” his very 
suspicious father said. “I fear, I fear —” 

“What should you fear?” the Duchess of York said. “It is 
nothing but an IOU for some money he has borrowed to buy 
gay apparel in preparation for Bolingbroke’s triumph day.” 

“IOU?” the Duke of York said. “An IOU to himself? If he 
has borrowed money from someone, the other person will be 
holding the IOU.  

“Wife, you are a fool. 

“Boy, let me see the document.” 

His son replied, “I beg you, pardon me; I may not show you 
the document.” 

“I will be satisfied,” the Duke of York said. “Let me see it, I 
say.” 

He grabbed the document and read it. Then he shouted, 
“Treason! Foul treason! Villain! Traitor! You slave!” 

“What is the matter, my lord?” the Duchess of York asked. 

“Ho!” the Duke of York said. “Who is within there?” 

A servant entered the room. 

The Duke of York ordered, “Saddle my horse. I pray to God 
for His mercy. What treachery is here!” 

“Why, what is it, my lord?” the Duchess of York asked. 
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“Give me my riding boots, I say,” the Duke of York ordered 
the servant. “Saddle my horse.” 

The servant exited to carry out the orders. 

The Duke of York then said, “Now, by my honor, by my life, 
by my pledged loyalty, I will denounce and inform against 
the villain.” 

“What is the matter?” the Duchess of York asked. 

“Be quiet, foolish woman,” her husband replied. 

“I will not be quiet,” the Duchess of York replied. “What is 
the matter, Aumerle?” 

“Good mother, be content and calm,” the former Duke of 
Aumerle said. “It is no more than my poor life must answer 
for.” 

“Your life answer for!” she said. 

“Bring me my riding boots,” the Duke of York shouted. “I 
will ride to the King.” 

The servant returned, carrying the boots. 

“Strike the servant, Aumerle,” the Duchess of York ordered. 
She was frantic and did not want her son to die, and so she 
was interfering with the servant’s attempt to help the Duke 
of York put on his long riding boots. 

The former Duke of Aumerle did not strike the servant. 

She said, “Poor boy, you are perplexed and bewildered.” 

She shouted at the servant, “Go away, villain! Never more 
come in my sight!” 

“Give me my boots, I say,” the Duke of York said. 
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The Duchess of York said, “Why, York, what will you do? 
Won’t you hide the trespass of your own flesh and blood? 
Have we more sons? Are we likely to have more sons? 
Haven’t my child-bearing years been drunk up by Time? 
And will you pluck my fair son from my old age, and rob me 
of a happy mother’s name? Doesn’t he resemble you? Isn’t 
he your own son?” 

“You foolish madwoman,” the Duke of York replied, “will 
you conceal this dark conspiracy? By reading this document, 
I know that a dozen conspirators have taken the sacrament, 
put their signatures on a document that each has a copy of, 
and sworn to kill King Henry IV at Oxford.” 

“Our son shall not be one of the conspirators,” the Duchess 
of York said. “We’ll keep him here, and so then what is the 
conspiracy to him?” 

“Get away from me, foolish woman!” the Duke of York said. 
“Even if he were twenty times my son, I would still 
denounce and inform against him.” 

“If you had groaned for him in childbirth as I have done, you 
would be more pitiful,” the Duchess of York said. “But now 
I know your mind. You suspect that I have been disloyal to 
your bed, and that he is a bastard, not your son. Sweet York, 
sweet husband, don’t be of that mind: Don’t think that. He is 
as like you as a man may be. He doesn’t resemble me, or any 
of my kin, and yet I love him.” 

“Get out of my way, unruly woman!” the Duke of York 
shouted. 

He exited to get on his horse and ride to King Henry IV to 
inform on the traitors. 

“Go after him, Aumerle!” the Duchess of York said. “Get to 
his horse first, mount it, and ride as quickly as you can and 
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get to the King before he does, and beg your pardon from the 
King before your father accuses you of treason. 

“I will follow. I’ll not be long behind; although I am old, I 
don’t doubt that I can ride as fast as York, and I will never 
rise up from the ground until Bolingbroke has pardoned you. 
Away, be gone!” 

— 5.3 — 

King Henry IV, young Henry Percy, and some other lords 
talked together in a room at Windsor Palace. 

King Henry IV said, “Can’t anyone tell me news about my 
unthrifty, prodigal, and profligate son? It is fully three 
months since I last saw him. If any plague is hanging over 
us, it is he. I wish to God, my lords, that he might be found. 
Inquire at London, among the taverns there, for there, they 
say, he daily does frequent, with unrestrained loose 
companions, even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 
and beat our night watchmen, and rob our wayfarers. He, that 
spoiled child and unmanly boy, takes as a point of honor to 
support so dissolute a crew.” 

The King’s prodigal son was known as Prince Hal. 

Young Henry Percy said, “My lord, some two days ago I saw 
the Prince, and I told him about that tournament that will be 
held at Oxford.”  

“And what did the ‘gallant, fine gentleman’ say?” the King 
asked. 

“His answer was, he would go among the brothels, and from 
the commonest whore pluck a glove, and wear it as a favor 
— a token of allegiance — and with that he would unhorse 
the strongest and most robust challenger.” 

“My son is as dissolute as he is reckless,” King Henry IV 
said, “yet through both bad qualities I see some sparks of 
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better hope, which elder years may happily and hopefully 
bring forth. But who comes here?” 

The former Duke of Aumerle, looking distracted, entered the 
room and asked, “Where is the King?” 

“What does our cousin, who stares and looks so wildly, 
want?” King Henry IV asked. 

“God save your grace!” the former Duke of Aumerle said. “I 
beg your majesty to allow me to have some conversation 
alone with your grace.” 

King Henry IV ordered the others, “Withdraw yourselves, 
and leave us here alone.” 

Young Henry Percy and the other lords exited. 

King Henry IV asked, “Tell me now, what is the matter with 
you, our cousin?” 

“May my knees forever grow to the earth and my tongue 
forever cleave to my roof within my mouth unless I receive 
a pardon before I rise or speak,” the former Duke of Aumerle 
replied. 

“Was this fault you want pardoned merely intended, or has 
it already been committed? Did you merely plan to do it, or 
have you already committed it? If you merely planned to do 
it, however heinous it may be, to win your future loyalty I 
will pardon you.” 

“Then give me permission to turn the key and lock the door, 
so that no man may enter until my tale is done.” 

He wanted to ensure that they were alone when he told the 
King about the planned assassination.  

“You may have your desire,” King Henry IV said.  
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Outside the door, which was now locked, the Duke of York 
shouted, “My liege, beware; look to defend yourself. You 
have a traitor in your presence there.” 

Instantly suspicious of the former Duke of Aumerle, King 
Henry IV drew his sword and said, “Villain, I’ll make you 
harmless by killing you.” 

“Stop your revengeful hand; you have no reason to be 
afraid,” the former Duke of Aumerle said. 

Outside the door, the Duke of York shouted, “Open the door, 
you overconfident, foolhardy King. Shall I for love speak 
treason to your face? I am committing treason by calling you 
‘foolhardy’ because I am so concerned about your safety. 
Open the door, or I will break it open.” 

King Henry IV unlocked the door, and the Duke of York 
entered the room.  

“What is the matter, uncle?” King Henry IV said.  

Using the royal plural, he added, “Speak. Catch your breath. 
Tell us how near is danger, so that we may prepare and arm 
us to encounter it.” 

The Duke of York handed him the document that he had 
taken from his son and said, “Peruse this writing here, and 
you shall learn about the treason that the breathlessness 
caused by my haste will not allow me to tell you.” 

The former Duke of Aumerle said to the King, “Remember, 
as you read, your promise you gave to me. I repent; don’t 
read my name there in that document. My heart is not in 
league with my signature.” 

“It was, villain, before your hand set your signature down,” 
the Duke of York said. “I tore the document from the 
traitor’s bosom, King. Fear, and not love, begets the traitor’s 
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penitence. Forget your promise to pity him, lest your pity 
prove to be a serpent that will sting you to the heart.” 

Reading the document, King Henry IV said, “Oh, heinous, 
strong, and bold conspiracy! Oh, loyal father of a 
treacherous son! You pure, immaculate, and silver fountain, 
from which this stream — your son — through muddy 
passages has held his current and defiled himself! Your 
overflow of good transforms to bad in your son, and your 
abundant goodness shall excuse this deadly blot — sin and 
signature — of your transgressing son. 

“If that happens, then my virtue shall be his vice’s pander,” 
the Duke of York said, “and he shall spend my honor with 
his shame, as thriftless sons spend their scraping, saving 
fathers’ gold.  

“My honor lives when his dishonor dies, or my shamed life 
in his dishonor lies. You kill me by allowing him to live; to 
save my life, you ought to cause him to die. By your giving 
him breath, the traitor lives, and the true and loyal man is put 
to death.” 

Outside the room, the Duchess of York shouted, “What ho, 
my liege! For God’s sake, let me in.” 

“What shrill-voiced suppliant makes this eager cry?” King 
Henry IV asked. 

“A woman, and your aunt, great King,” the Duchess of York 
replied. “It is I. Speak with me, pity me, open the door. A 
beggar is now begging who never begged before.” 

Recognizing the humor in the situation, King Henry IV said, 
“Our scene is altered from a serious thing, and it is now 
changed to a comic scene: ‘The Beggar and the King.’” 
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He said to the former Duke of Aumerle, who was his first 
cousin, “My dangerous cousin, let your mother in. I know 
she has come to plead about your foul sin.” 

The Duke of York said, “If you pardon anyone who asks you 
for a pardon, more sins may prosper because of your 
forgiveness. If you cut off this festering limb, the rest of the 
body politic will rest sound. If you don’t treat the festering 
limb, it can infect all the rest of the body politic.” 

The Duchess of York entered the room and said, “Oh, King, 
believe not this hard-hearted man — my husband! Love 
loving not itself, none other can. If a father doesn’t love his 
son, then he is unable to love anyone, including a King.” 

The Duke of York said to his wife, “You frantic woman, 
what are you doing here? Shall your old dugs once more a 
traitor rear?” 

“Sweet York, be patient,” the Duchess of York said.  

She then said to King Henry IV, “Hear me out, gentle liege.” 

She knelt.  

“Rise up, good aunt,” King Henry IV said. 

“Not yet, I beg you,” she replied. “Forever I will walk upon 
my knees, and never see a happy day, until you give me joy, 
until you bid me to be joyful, by pardoning the Earl of 
Rutland, my transgressing boy.” 

She knew that it would not be wise to refer to her son as the 
Duke of Aumerle. 

Her son, the former Duke of Aumerle, knelt and said, “In 
support of my mother’s prayers, I bend my knee.” 

The Duke of York knelt and said, “Against them both my 
true, loyal joints bended be. Ill may you thrive, if you grant 
any grace!” 
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The Duchess of York said, “Do you think that my husband 
is pleading in earnest? Look at his face: His eyes drop no 
tears. He pleads to you in jest. His words come from his 
mouth; our words come from our heart. He pleads only 
faintly and wants his requests to be denied. We pray with 
heart and soul and everything else. His weary joints would 
gladly rise, I know. Our knees shall kneel until to the ground 
they grow. His prayers are full of false hypocrisy; ours are 
full of true zeal and deep integrity. Our prayers to you out-
pray his; so then let them have that mercy that true prayer 
ought to have.” 

“Good aunt, stand up,” King Henry IV said. 

“No. Do not say ‘stand up’ to me. Say the word ‘pardon’ 
first, and afterwards say ‘stand up’ to me. If I were your wet 
nurse, and I were teaching you to talk, ‘pardon’ would be the 
first word you would learn to say. 

“I never longed to hear a word until now. Say ‘pardon,’ 
King; let pity teach you how. The word is short, but it is not 
so short as it is sweet. No word like ‘pardon’ is for Kings’ 
mouths so fitting and meet.” 

The Duke of York said, “Speak it in French, King; say, 
‘Pardonne moi.’” 

The French words were a polite way of saying no to a 
request. 

The Duchess of York said to her husband, “Do you teach 
pardon to destroy pardon by using the word against itself? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, you who set the 
word itself against the word!” 

Evil people set the word itself against the word; some evil 
people even quote the Bible in support of their evil deeds. 
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She said to King Henry IV, “Speak ‘pardon’ as it is currently 
used in our English land. The logic-chopping, meaning-
changing French we do not understand. Your eye begins to 
speak; set your tongue there; or in your piteous heart plant 
your ear; so that hearing how our lamentations and prayers 
do pierce, pity may move you to speak the word ‘pardon.’” 

“Good aunt, stand up,” King Henry IV said. 

“I do not plead to you in order to stand,” the Duchess of York 
said. “Pardon is all the suit — the petition to you — I have 
in hand.” 

“I pardon him, as God shall pardon me,” King Henry IV said.  

“Oh, happy vantage of a kneeling knee!” the Duchess of 
York said. “Who would have thought that kneeling would 
gain a victory! Yet am I sick for fear. Speak that word again. 
Twice saying the word ‘pardon’ does not split a pardon in 
two; instead, it makes one pardon strong.” 

“With all my heart, I pardon him,” King Henry IV said. 

“You are a god on Earth,” the Duchess of York said. 

King Henry IV got serious. Among the conspirators was the 
Duke of Exeter, his brother-in-law. Also among the 
conspirators was the Abbot of Westminster. 

King Henry IV said, “But as for our ‘trustworthy’ brother-
in-law and the abbot, and all the rest of that conspiring crew 
of traitors, destruction shall immediately dog them at the 
heels. 

“Good uncle, help to order various forces to go to Oxford, or 
wherever these traitors are. They shall not live within this 
world, I swear, without my capturing them, if I once know 
where they are. 
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“Uncle, farewell; and, cousin, too, adieu. Your mother well 
has prayed, and may you prove to be loyal and true.” 

The Duchess of York said, “Come, my old, degenerate son. 
I pray that God will make you new.” 

She wanted her son to reform and be loyal to the new King. 
She also wanted him to be safe. 

— 5.4 — 

Sir Pierce of Exton and a servant talked together in a room 
of Windsor Castle. 

Sir Pierce of Exton said, “Did you notice what words King 
Henry IV spoke? ‘Have I no friend who will get rid of this 
living fear for me?’ Weren’t these his words?” 

“These were his very words,” the servant replied. 

“‘Have I no friend?’ said he. He said it twice, and he 
emphatically stated it twice together, didn’t he?” 

“He did.” 

“And while speaking it, he wistly — intently and longingly 
— looked at me, as if he wanted to say, ‘I wish that you were 
the man who would divorce this terror from my heart,’ 
meaning King Richard II at Pomfret Castle. Come, let’s go. 
I am King Henry IV’s friend, and I will rid him of his foe.” 

— 5.5 — 

On 14 February 1400, Richard, alone in a room of Pomfret 
Castle, spoke to himself: 

“I have been deliberating how I may compare this prison 
where I live to the world, but because the world is populous 
and here there is no creature except myself, I cannot do it; 
yet I’ll puzzle it out, using a hammer to beat things into shape 
if I must. 
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“My brain I’ll show to be the female to my soul. My soul 
will be the father; and these two — the female brain and the 
male soul — will give birth to a generation of continually 
reproducing thoughts, and these same thoughts will people 
this little world, this prison I am in. These thoughts will have 
moods and dispositions like the people of this world, the 
Earth, for no thought is contented.  

“The better sort of thoughts, such as thoughts of things 
divine, are intermixed with introspective doubts and set the 
word itself against the word — they set one passage of the 
Bible against another, seemingly contradictory passage of 
the Bible. 

“For example, ‘Come, little ones,’ and then again, ‘It is as 
hard to come as for a camel to thread the postern of a small 
needle’s eye.’” 

A postern is a little gate. 

Matthew 19:14 states, “Jesus said, ‘Suffer the little children 
[…] to come unto me.’” 

Matthew 19:24 states, “It is easier for a camel to go through 
the eye of a needle, than for a rich man to enter into the 
kingdom of God.” 

The word “camel” also meant “cable-rope,” and the word 
“needle” also meant “door for pedestrians’ use in a city 
gate.” 

Richard continued, “My most ambitious thoughts plot 
unlikely wonders, such as how these vain weak fingernails 
may tear a passage through the flinty ribs — framework — 
of this hard world, my ragged prison walls, and, because my 
fingernails cannot, they die in their own pride — they die of 
frustrated ambition. 
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“Thoughts leading to happiness flatter themselves that the 
thinkers are not the first to be slaves to fortune, nor shall they 
be the last. They are like silly beggars who while sitting in 
the stocks with their hands and/or feet restrained take refuge 
from their shame by thinking that many have already and 
others must in the future sit there in the stocks, and in this 
thought they find a kind of ease, bearing their own 
misfortunes on the back of such people as have before 
endured the same punishment. 

“Thus I play in one person many people, and none of those 
people is contented and happy.  

“Sometimes I am King, but then treasons make me wish 
myself a beggar, and so I am a beggar in my thoughts. Then 
crushing penury persuades me I was better off when I was a 
King, and then I am a King again, and by and by I remember 
that my crown was usurped by Bolingbroke, and 
immediately I am nothing, but whatever I am, neither I nor 
any man who is a man shall be pleased by nothing, until he 
is eased by being nothing. No man is pleased during this life; 
death brings ease.” 

Music began to play. 

Richard said, “Do I hear music?” 

He listened; the music was badly played. 

He said, “Ha, ha! Keep time. How sour sweet music is, when 
time is broken and no proportion kept — when the tempo is 
broken and no proper rhythm is kept! 

“So it is in the music of men’s lives, and here in this prison 
I have the daintiness and sensitivity of ear to rebuke time 
broken by a disordered stringed instrument. My suffering in 
prison has made me sensitive to other kinds of disharmony, 
such as I hear in this music. 
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“If not for the concord — harmony — of my state and time 
now, I had not an ear to hear my true situation broken. When 
I was King — my true situation in life — I paid no attention 
to the proper conduct of my life, but now that I am no longer 
King, I can see what I did wrong when I was King. In other 
words, if not for the peace and quiet of this prison, I would 
not be able to truly understand the discord in my own affairs 
when I was King — discord that led to me no longer being 
King. 

“I wasted time, and now Time causes me to waste away, 
because now Time has made me his numbering clock — a 
clock with numbers, not a clock that is a sundial. 

“My thoughts are minutes, and with sighs they tick, making 
a discord, and mark their passage on my eyes. My eyes are 
the outward watch, to which my finger, like the point of a 
hand on the clock, is always pointing as it cleanses my eyes 
of their tears. My finger continually wipes away the tears 
from my eyes.” 

Still speaking to himself, Richard said, “Now, sir, the sounds 
that tell the hour are clamorous groans, which strike upon 
my heart, which is the bell, and so sighs and tears and groans 
show minutes, quarter-hours and half-hours, and hours, but 
my time runs quickly on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy, while I 
stand fooling here, his Jack of the clock.” 

The Jack of a clock is a figurine on top of some clocks that 
strike the bell and announce the passage of time. 

Richard continued, “This music maddens me; let it sound no 
more because although music has helped madmen to regain 
their wits, in me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

“Yet I ask for a blessing on the heart of the man who gives 
the gift of music to me! For it is a sign of love, and love given 
to Richard is a rare jewel in this world of people who hate 
Richard.” 
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A groom who worked with horses in stables entered the 
room and said, “Hail, royal Prince!” 

“Thanks, noble peer,” Richard said. “The cheaper of us is ten 
groats too dear.” 

Richard was being courteous when he called the groom, a 
servant, “noble peer.” He was also making a joke when he 
said, “The cheaper of us is ten groats too dear.” The cheaper 
of the two was Richard because he lacked freedom and was 
in prison, while the groom was a free man. Richard’s joke 
lay in making a pun on the names of two coins: a royal and 
a noble. The royal was worth ten groats more than a noble 
— a groat is a unit of money. Because Richard was no longer 
royal, he was only a noble, and the groom was valuing him 
ten groats too dear. 

Richard continued, “Who are you? And how did you come 
here, where no man ever comes but that sad dog — that 
miserable man — who brings me food to keep me alive and 
thereby makes my misfortune continue to live?” 

His visitor replied, “I was a poor groom of your stable, King, 
when you were King. I, travelling towards York, with much 
trouble have finally gotten permission to look upon my 
former royal master’s face. 

“Oh, how it grieved my heart when I beheld in London 
streets, that coronation-day, when Bolingbroke rode on roan 
Barbary, that horse that you so often have ridden, that horse 
that I so carefully have groomed!” 

“Did Bolingbroke ride on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend, 
how went Barbary under Bolingbroke?” 

“As proudly as if he disdained to touch the ground.” 

Richard said, “So proud he was that Bolingbroke was on his 
back! That jade has eaten food from my royal hand. This 
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hand has made him proud with stroking and petting him. 
Wouldn’t Barbary stumble? Wouldn’t he fall down, since 
pride must have a fall, and break the neck of that proud man 
who usurped his back? 

“I beg your forgiveness, horse! Why do I rant about you, 
since you, created by God for man to awe, were born to bear? 
I was not made a horse, and yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
spurred, chafed, and tired by prancing Bolingbroke.” 

Holding a dish of food, the jail keeper entered the room. 

The jail keeper said to the groom, “Fellow, leave; stay here 
no longer.” 

Richard said to the groom, “If you are my friend, it is time 
you left.” 

“What my tongue dares not, that my heart shall say,” the 
groom said, and then he exited. 

The jail keeper said to Richard, “My lord, will it please you 
to fall to and eat?” 

“Taste my food first, as you are accustomed to do,” Richard 
said. 

Someone tasted a King’s food before he ate, in case of 
poison. 

The jail keeper said, “My lord, I dare not. Sir Pierce of 
Exton, who recently came here from the King, commands 
me not to.” 

“May the Devil take Henry Bolingbroke — the Duke of 
Lancaster — and you!” Richard shouted. “Patience is stale, 
and I am weary of it!” 

“Stale” was a strong word; a horse’s urine was called “stale.” 
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Richard began to beat the jail keeper, who shouted, “Help! 
Help! Help!” 

Sir Pierce of Exton and some of his men, all of them armed, 
entered the room. 

Richard shouted, “What is this? What is the meaning of 
Death attacking me in this violent way?” 

He grabbed a weapon from one of the men attacking him and 
shouted, “Villain, your own hand yields the instrument of 
your death.” 

He killed the man and shouted, “Go, and fill another room in 
Hell.” 

Richard killed another of his attackers, and then Sir Pierce 
of Exton mortally wounded him. 

Richard said, “That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire 
that made my royal person stagger like this. Exton, your 
fierce hand has with the King’s blood stained the King’s own 
land. 

“Mount, mount, my soul, and rise! Your seat is up on high, 
while my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die.” 

Richard died. 

Sir Pierce of Exton said, “He was as full of valor as of royal 
blood. Both have I spilled. Oh, I hope that the deed is good! 
The Devil, who told me I did well, now says that this deed is 
chronicled in Hell. 

“This dead King to the living King I’ll bear.” 

He ordered his men, “Take from here the rest, and give them 
burial here.” 
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— 5.6 — 

In a room of Windsor Castle, King Henry IV was meeting 
with the Duke of York. Other lords and some attendants 
were present. 

King Henry IV said, “Kind uncle York, the most recent news 
we have heard is that the rebels have consumed with fire our 
town of Cicester in Gloucestershire, but whether the rebels 
have been captured or slain we have not heard.” 

The Earl of Northumberland entered the room. 

King Henry IV said to him, “Welcome, my lord. What is the 
news?” 

“First, to your sacred chair of state I wish all happiness,” the 
Earl of Northumberland replied. “The most pressing news is, 
I have to London sent the heads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, 
and Kent. The manner of their capture is described in detail 
in this paper here.” 

“We thank you, gentle Earl of Northumberland and member 
of the Percy family, for your pains,” King Henry IV said. 
“And to your worth we will add right worthy — well-merited 
and quite substantial — gains.” 

Lord Fitzwater entered the room and said, “My lord, I have 
from Oxford sent to London the heads of Brocas and Sir 
Bennet Seely, two of the dangerous, conspiring traitors who 
sought at Oxford your dire overthrow.” 

“Your pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgotten,” King Henry 
IV said. “Very noble is your merit, well I know.” 

Young Henry Percy and the Bishop of Carlisle entered the 
room. 

Young Henry Percy said, “The grand conspirator, the Abbot 
of Westminster, bearing the burden of conscience and sour 
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melancholy, has died and yielded up his body to the grave. 
But here is the Bishop of Carlisle, still living and waiting for 
your Kingly decision and the sentence to punish his pride.” 

King Henry IV said, “Carlisle, this is your sentence. Choose 
some secluded place, some monastic dwelling-place that is 
more sacred than the dwelling-place — the prison cell — 
you have now, and within it enjoy your life. 

“As long as you live peacefully, you will die free from strife, 
for although you have always been my enemy, yet in you I 
have seen high sparks of honor.” 

Sir Pierce of Exton entered the room. Some attendants 
carried in the coffin that contained Richard’s corpse. 

Sir Pierce of Exton said, “Great King, within this coffin I 
present your buried fear. Here in this coffin all breathless lies 
the mightiest of your greatest enemies, Richard, who was 
born in Bordeaux, by me brought here.” 

King Henry IV replied, “Exton, I thank you not; for you have 
wrought with your fatal hand a deed that will arouse 
slanderous talk against my head and all this famous land.” 

“From your own mouth, my lord, I did this deed,” Sir Pierce 
of Exton replied. “You wanted me to kill Richard.” 

“People who need poison don’t love poison,” King Henry IV 
said, “and I don’t love you. Although I wished that Richard 
were dead, I hate the murderer and I love him who was 
murdered. 

“In return for your labor, take a guilty conscience, but you 
will receive neither my good word nor my Princely favor. 

“With Cain, the first murderer, who murdered Abel, go 
wander through the shadows of night, and never show your 
head by day or light.” 
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He paused and then said, “Lords, I protest that my soul is full 
of woe that blood should be sprinkled on me to make me 
grow. 

“Come, mourn with me for that person whom I do lament, 
and put on sullen black clothing immediately. I’ll make a 
voyage to the Holy Land to wash this blood from my guilty 
hand. 

“March sadly after me; grace my mourning here by weeping 
after this untimely, premature bier.” 
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Appendix A: Brief Historical Background 

KING EDWARD I: 1272-1307 

Edward Longshanks fought and defeated the Welsh 
chieftains, and he made his eldest son the Prince of Wales. 
He won victories against the Scots, and he brought the 
coronation stone from Scone to Westminster. 

KING EDWARD II: 1307-deposed 1327 

At the Battle of Bannockburn in 1314, the Scots defeated his 
army. His wife and her lover, Mortimer, deposed him. 
According to legend, he was murdered in Berkeley Castle by 
means of a red-hot poker thrust up his anus. 

KING EDWARD III: 1327-1377 

Son of King Edward II, he reigned for a long time — 50 
years. Because he wanted to conquer Scotland and France, 
he started the Hundred Years War in 1338. King Edward III 
and his eldest son, Edward the Black Prince, won important 
victories against the French in the Battle of Crécy (1346) and 
the Battle of Poitiers (1356).  

One of King Edward III’s sons was John of Gaunt, first Duke 
of Lancaster. 

Another of King Edward III’s sons was Edmund of Langley, 
first Duke of York. 

During his reign, the Black Death — the bubonic plague — 
struck in 1348-1350 and killed half of England’s population. 

KING RICHARD II: 1377-deposed 1399 

King Richard II was the son of Edward the Black Prince. In 
1381, Wat Tyler led the Peasants Revolt, which was 
suppressed. King Richard II sent Henry, Duke of Lancaster, 
into exile and seized Henry’s estates, but in 1399 Henry, 
Duke of Lancaster, returned from exile and deposed King 
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Richard II, thereby becoming King Henry IV. In 1400, King 
Richard II was murdered in Pontefract Castle, which is also 
known as Pomfret Castle.  

HOUSE OF LANCASTER 

KING HENRY IV: 1399-1413  

Henry, Duke of Lancaster, was the son of John of Gaunt, 
who was the third son of King Edward III. He was born at 
Bolingbroke Castle and so was also known as Henry of 
Bolingbroke. Returning from exile in France to reclaim his 
estates, he deposed King Richard II. He spent the 13 years 
of his reign putting down rebellions and defending himself 
against those who would assassinate or depose him. The 
Welshman Owen Glendower and the English Percy family 
were among those who fought against him. King Henry IV 
died at the age of 45. 

KING HENRY V: 1413-1422 

The son of King Henry IV, King Henry V renewed the war 
with France. He and his army defeated the French at the 
Battle of Agincourt (1415) despite being heavily 
outnumbered. He married Catherine of Valoise, the daughter 
of the French King, but he died before becoming King of 
France. He left behind a 10-month-old son, who became 
King Henry VI.  

KING HENRY VI: 1422-deposed 1461; briefly returned 
to the throne in 1470-1471 

The Hundred Years War ended in 1453; the English lost all 
land in France except for Calais, a port city. After King 
Henry VI suffered an attack of mental illness in 1454, 
Richard, third Duke of York and the father of King Henry 
IV and King Richard III, was made Protector of the Realm. 
England suffered civil war after the House of York 
challenged King Henry VI’s right to be King of England. In 
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1470, King Henry VI was briefly restored to the English 
throne. In 1471, he was murdered in the Tower of London. 
A short time previously, his son, Edward, Prince of Wales, 
had been killed at the Battle of Tewkesbury in 1471; this was 
the final battle in the Wars of the Roses. The Yorkists 
decisively defeated the Lancastrians.  

King Henry VI founded both Eton College and King’s 
College, Cambridge. 

WARS OF THE ROSES 

From 1455-1487, the Yorkists and the Lancastrians fought 
for power in England in the famous Wars of the Roses. The 
emblem of the York family was a white rose, and the 
emblem of the Lancaster family was a red rose. The Yorkists 
and the Lancastrians were descended from King Edward III. 

HOUSE OF YORK 

KING EDWARD IV: 1461-1483 (King Henry VI briefly 
returned to the throne in 1470-1471) 

Son of Richard, third Duke of York, he charged his brother 
George, Duke of Clarence, with treason and had him 
murdered in 1478. After dying suddenly, he left behind two 
sons aged 12 and 9, and five daughters. 

His surviving two brothers in Shakespeare’s play Richard III 
are these: 1) George, Duke of Clarence. Clarence is the 
second-oldest brother; and 2) Richard, Duke of Gloucester, 
and afterwards King Richard III. Gloucester is the youngest 
surviving brother. 

William Caxton established the first printing press in 
Westminster during King Edward IV’s reign. 
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KING EDWARD V: 1483-1483  

The eldest son of King Edward IV, he reigned for only two 
months, the shortest-lived monarch in English history. He 
was 13 years old. He and his younger brother, Richard, were 
murdered in the Tower of London. According to 
Shakespeare’s play, their uncle, Richard, Duke of 
Gloucester, who became King Richard III, was responsible 
for their murders. 

KING RICHARD III: 1483-1485 

Brother of King Edward IV, Richard, the Duke of 
Gloucester, declared the two Princes in the Tower of London 
— King Edward V and Richard, Duke of York — 
illegitimate and made himself King Richard III. In 1485, 
Henry Tudor, Earl of Richmond, a descendant of John of 
Gaunt, who was the father of King Henry IV, defeated King 
Richard III at the Battle of Bosworth Field in Leicestershire. 
King Richard III died in that battle.  

King Richard III’s father was Richard Plantagenet, Duke of 
York. His mother was Cecily Neville, Duchess of York. 

King Richard III’s death in the Battle of Bosworth Field is 
regarded as marking the end of the Middle Ages in England. 

A NOTE ON THE PLANTAGENETS 

The first Plantagenet King was King Henry II (1154-1189). 
From 1154 until 1485, when King Richard III died, all 
English kings were Plantagenets. Both the Lancaster family 
and the York family were Plantagenets. 

Geoffrey Plantagenet, Count of Anjou, was the founder of 
the House of Plantagenet. Geoffrey’s son, Henry 
Curtmantle, became King Henry II of England, thereby 
founding the Plantagenet dynasty. Geoffrey wore a sprig of 
broom, a flowering shrub, as a badge; the Latin name for 
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broom is planta genista, and from it the name “Plantagenet” 
arose. 

The Plantagenet dynasty can be divided into three parts: 

1154-1216: The Angevins. The Angevin Kings were Henry 
II, Richard I (Richard the Lionheart), and John 1. 

1216-1399: The Plantagenets. These Kings ranged from 
King Henry III to King Richard II. 

1399-1485: The Houses of Lancaster and of York. These 
Kings ranged from King Henry IV to King Richard III. 

BEGINNING OF THE TUDOR DYNASTY 

KING HENRY VII: 1485-1509 

When King Richard III fell at the Battle of Bosworth, Henry 
Tudor, Earl of Richmond, became King Henry VII. A 
Lancastrian, he married Elizabeth of York — young 
Elizabeth of York in Richard III — and united the two 
warring houses, York and Lancaster, thus ending the Wars 
of the Roses. One of his grandfathers was Sir Owen Tudor, 
who married Catherine of Valoise, widow of King Henry V. 

KING HENRY VIII: 1509-1547 

King Henry VIII had six wives. These are their fates: 
“Divorced, Beheaded, Died, Divorced, Beheaded, 
Survived.” He divorced his first wife, Catherine of Aragon, 
so that he could marry Anne Boleyn. Because of this, 
England divorced itself from the Catholic Church, and King 
Henry VIII became the head of the Church of England. King 
Henry VIII had one son and two daughters, all of whom 
became rulers of England: Edward, daughter of Jane 
Seymour; Mary, daughter of Catherine of Aragon; and 
Elizabeth, daughter of Anne Boleyn. 
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KING EDWARD VI: 1547-1553 

The son of Henry VIII and Jane Seymour, King Edward VI 
succeeded his father at the age of nine; a Council of Regency 
with his uncle, Duke of Somerset, styled Protector, ruled the 
government.  

During King Edward VI’s reign, Archbishop Thomas 
Cranmer wrote the 1549 Book of Common Prayer. 

When King Edward VI died, Lady Jane Grey was 
proclaimed Queen, but she ruled for only nine days before 
being executed in 1554, aged 17. Mary, daughter of 
Catherine of Aragon, became Queen. She was Catholic, thus 
the attempt to make Lady Jane Grey, a Protestant, Queen. 

QUEEN MARY I (BLOODY MARY) 1553-1558 

Queen Mary I attempted to make England a Catholic nation 
again. Some Protestant bishops, including Archbishop 
Thomas Cranmer, were burnt at the stake, and other violence 
broke out, resulting in her being known as Bloody Mary. 

QUEEN ELIZABETH I: 1558-1603  

The daughter of King Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn, Queen 
Elizabeth I was a popular Queen. In 1588, the English navy 
decisively defeated the Spanish Armada. England had many 
notable playwrights and poets, including William 
Shakespeare and Ben Jonson, during her reign. She never 
married and had no children. 

KING JAMES I OF ENGLAND: A MEMBER OF 
THE HOUSE OF STUART 

KING JAMES I OF ENGLAND AND VI OF 
SCOTLAND: 1603-1625 

King James I of England was the son of Mary, Queen of 
Scots, and Lord Darnley. In 1605 Guy Fawkes and his 
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Catholic co-conspirators were captured before they could 
blow up the Houses of Parliament; this was known as the 
Gunpowder Plot. 

In 1611, during King James I’s reign, the Authorized 
Version of the Bible (the King James Version) was 
completed.  

Also during King James I’s reign, in 1620 the Pilgrims sailed 
for America in their ship The Mayflower. 

A NOTE ON SHAKESPEARE 

William Shakespeare lived under two monarchs: Queen 
Elizabeth I and King James I. 
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Appendix B: About the Author 

It was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly a cry rang out, and on a hot 
summer night in 1954, Josephine, wife of Carl Bruce, gave birth to a boy 
— me. Unfortunately, this young married couple allowed Reuben 
Saturday, Josephine’s brother, to name their first-born. Reuben, aka “The 
Joker,” decided that Bruce was a nice name, so he decided to name me 
Bruce Bruce. I have gone by my middle name — David — ever since. 

Being named Bruce David Bruce hasn’t been all bad. Bank tellers 
remember me very quickly, so I don’t often have to show an ID. It can 
be fun in charades, also. When I was a counselor as a teenager at Camp 
Echoing Hills in Warsaw, Ohio, a fellow counselor gave the signs for 
“sounds like” and “two words,” then she pointed to a bruise on her leg 
twice. Bruise Bruise? Oh yeah, Bruce Bruce is the answer! 

Uncle Reuben, by the way, gave me a haircut when I was in kindergarten. 
He cut my hair short and shaved a small bald spot on the back of my 
head. My mother wouldn’t let me go to school until the bald spot grew 
out again. 

Of all my brothers and sisters (six in all), I am the only transplant to 
Athens, Ohio. I was born in Newark, Ohio, and have lived all around 
Southeastern Ohio. However, I moved to Athens to go to Ohio 
University and have never left.  

At Ohio U, I never could make up my mind whether to major in English 
or Philosophy, so I got a bachelor’s degree with a double major in both 
areas, then I added a Master of Arts degree in English and a Master of 
Arts degree in Philosophy. Yes, I have my MAMA degree. 

Currently, and for a long time to come (I eat fruits and vegetables), I am 
spending my retirement writing books such as Nadia Comaneci: Perfect 
10, The Funniest People in Dance, Homer’s Iliad: A Retelling in Prose, 
and William Shakespeare’s King Lear: A Retelling in Prose. 

By the way, my sister Brenda Kennedy writes romances such as A New 
Beginning and Shattered Dreams.  
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Appendix C: SOME BOOKS BY DAVID BRUCE 

(Lots of FREE PDFs) 

RETELLINGS OF A CLASSIC WORK OF LITERATURE 

Ben Jonson’s The Alchemist: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/731768 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1ZEHJnB1_5RpznJDgrdO9Fzkz0R5n
qF6n/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s The Arraignment, or Poetaster: A Retelling   

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1144681  

https://anecdotesandmusic.wordpress.com/2022/05/02/david-bruce-
ben-jonsons-the-arraignment-or-poetaster-a-retelling-free-pdf/  

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1S1nIEZ7fgHIyV4-
ZDozfJ4FcVUlaC13_/view?usp=sharing 

Ben Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/759774 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1SIoalHNdD99q9jKmXO3kVvh8yd
xB4to8/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s The Case is Altered: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1112743 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1WHn6mnGPDbZlTus6A644w0TCg_
QoNDE4/view?usp=sharing 

Ben Jonson’s Catiline’s Conspiracy: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1098400 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1uQOLh10ExHMrx9z-P-
5qUxaHc2CQTD0x/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s The Devil is an Ass: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/953165 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/17vGtkBruVyQ09aeFtVStum9NCix
ZtfN1/view?usp=sharing  
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Ben Jonson’s Epicene: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1073045 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1dsXMV0sZ26Y9gwFFeu_Kry1cNc
z2te6c/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s Every Man in His Humor: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1104946 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/14-
GEUj96Fxm_Oopp2YyICHPXskE8QLCp/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s Every Man Out of His Humor: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1121591 

Ben Jonson’s The Fountain of Self-Love, or Cynthia’s Revels: A 
Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1129496 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1-
fdVc1npRztXd35ghACIA5SMMo060w8b/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s The New Inn: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1081049 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/13yJqpwBvx7Z-
NI7SgwQkgsEDj7UOpy3q/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s Sejanus’ Fall: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1138210  

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1eC9wyTDHm8cU2DTzk7sXcP3BQ
eaYnHEe/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s The Staple of News: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1088627 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1sRxzFLJWRGRzOUO_lSzscxvQc
ADrTgX4/view?usp=sharing  

Ben Jonson’s Volpone, or the Fox: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/745087 
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1EagmTdd7dPmGac68TiEYyOVO
Qwza5moT/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s Complete Plays: Retellings 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/911460 

Christopher Marlowe’s Dido, Queen of Carthage: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/871108 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1WqCOjMsMUZMxvrIkJZQXLSC
T0ZiGaaeP/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus: Retellings of the 1604 A-Text 
and of the 1616 B-Text 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/824058 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1UubeU27eLLD5n-
ldCChu6WpSU0op30dp/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s Edward II: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/904128 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1dL1zOwOsQXTmBMuVvL7byFHSv
m7A_XVS/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s The Massacre at Paris: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/880308 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1wr0cECCJNB7Y5EB7a8ZTd0nD7
ZfnY-6j/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s The Rich Jew of Malta: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/909794 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/10QIuaaar9tavcxDtRcOfPnpkitZu3
AEy/view?usp=sharing  

Christopher Marlowe’s Tamburlaine, Parts 1 and 2: Retellings 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/890081 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1vlnL66UbtvRMOWAnwTpSq12tbosR
NrCN/view?usp=sharing 
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Dante’s Divine Comedy: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/238180 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/16MC3INNAzLtjT4TqGtUmxBKY
mp6Lnc5k/view?usp=sharing  

Dante’s Inferno: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/89244 

Dante’s Purgatory: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/210951 

Dante’s Paradise: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/238110 

The Famous Victories of Henry V: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/781086 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1yj-
AAS0oRbapdSeAw33gg6k2il78N7Yu/view?usp=sharing  

From the Iliad to the Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose of Quintus of 
Smyrna’s Posthomerica 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/287203 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1hRMimR9VchgFI7q5nBKmE6udio
tCzq7c/view?usp=sharing  

George Peele’s The Arraignment of Paris: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/942964 

George Peele’s The Battle of Alcazar: A Retelling  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1006013 

George’s Peele’s David and Bathsheba, and the Tragedy of 
Absalom: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/993326 

George’s Peele’s Edward I: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1061540 
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George Peele’s The Old Wives’ Tale: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/918341 

George-A-Greene, The Pinner of Wakefield: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1108197 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/18MYbD9wENgFqSMC_s-
PijXsorVQguFWx/view?usp=sharing  

The History of King Leir: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/800724 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1MdkCVAtxuWZrgkCNMwrJ2uDL
NDwjnFBk/view?usp=sharing  

Homer’s Iliad: A Retelling in Prose 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/264676 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/18tiAjtd5a6Qil0FHIss2UpCEacizaij
3/view?usp=sharing  

Homer’s Odyssey: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/87553 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1rn5b3A6TFJngdZ_DC0daL9jZBT
oiSy-P/view?usp=sharing  

Jason and the Argonauts: A Retelling in Prose of Apollonius of 
Rhodes’ Argonautica 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/337653   

https://drive.google.com/file/d/11fFWYrzu_YBK_Zb8aYQkYDvj5t
DjSYPw/view?usp=sharing  

The Jests of George Peele: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1064210 

John Ford: Eight Plays Translated into Modern English 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/989979 
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John Ford’s The Broken Heart: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/792090 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1PVkKm5BxBYE8uUY9IzcjdEQZ5i
pGmxlm/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s The Fancies, Chaste and Noble: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/989291 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/19JQQmLv_b3Oy3N3yhRpQM0b5y
mAFh_zy/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s The Lady’s Trial: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/985699 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/16F0PoPepXJJAX2RBn2lVK1Apvp
6gwO9g/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s The Lover’s Melancholy: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/946285 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1DTu7EkdqS8PEuljstF4KMnW9d3
S5CiXc/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s Love’s Sacrifice: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/925020 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1aE9jUQfe3e4acoJ63kIaqY57Mi9hr
Jja/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s Perkin Warbeck: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/937190 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/14GOL5rPf6lcYb-
e7ml9_BDzcFufbPjo1/view?usp=sharing  

John Ford’s The Queen: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/930049 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/14GOL5rPf6lcYb-
e7ml9_BDzcFufbPjo1/view?usp=sharing  
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John Ford’s ’Tis Pity She’s a Whore: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/771031 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1V9aUtdKeYWY6DRoVimK-
Vq6J8a6DL9JN/view?usp=sharing  

John Webster’s The White Devil: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1000808 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/19zCtHbfGVamswILTd8MUDWC1
pabCUEs8/view?usp=sharing  

King Edward III: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/814530 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_gqk9Es--
Qvi8EjqY_4OztVsCiVJcQ0j/view?usp=sharing  

The Merry Devil of Edmonton: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/957047 

Robert Greene’s Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/915455 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1bX1a4cbdne38rgJ2sy4A4_8SIQ_ljn
CW/view?usp=sharing  

The Taming of a Shrew: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1052341 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/10FsrQNk4Z1TAbiW_5VCD303Vn
EZqR6tP/view?usp=sharing  

Tarlton’s Jests: A Retelling 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/772884 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1QcGqnBsSPsRdPwctADo6DytHqZ
SyDMkG/view?usp=sharing  

The Trojan War and Its Aftermath: Four Ancient Epic Poems 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/486330 
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Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/277646 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1yl8jYM0EJwB99WnoNlZRQEIms
6UJIpFW/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s 5 Late Romances: Retellings in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/724666 

William Shakespeare’s 10 Histories: Retellings in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/776868 

William Shakespeare’s 11 Tragedies: Retellings in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/776890 

William Shakespeare’s 12 Comedies: Retellings in Prose 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/715562 

William Shakespeare’s 38 Plays: Retellings in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/777062 

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry IV, aka Henry IV, Part 1: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/396839 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/12o7eBSJGMgUC0g8SAMu0nMU2
NiACJXrf/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s 2 Henry IV, aka Henry IV, Part 2: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/502075 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1qGGQ-
Lspj4Gb83sAPswNqUS4b0GRZJ1o/view?usp=sharing 

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 1: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/675826 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Hh1jTLrHrAKoALVcwJEbrt5aT8
pQL_zi/view?usp=sharing  
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William Shakespeare’s 2 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 2: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/687115 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1rvMb6nXxK_okkITLF_tyDGaqhu
TYVijX/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s 3 Henry VI, aka Henry VI, Part 3: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/694202 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_jjUayHsRVJ2h2gUO1rCfGTCj7S
UFJLA/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s All’s Well that Ends Well: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/660279 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Ja-
2V83BSWhghpq9AL0hhtqFWLW_bPSn/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Antony and Cleopatra: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/561440 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1G1KG2zguWBWjPuhZ5QjwLF03
kxFoPclG/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s As You Like It: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/411180 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1-0v9ArsOwf-
En5qozztSS38VNXR1p1V8/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s The Comedy of Errors: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/474177 
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1wAatX3tir_baMztNcSFMKBgtXJ3
cgvb8/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Coriolanus: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/651995 
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1p6TclIesIQIWseyinVn1JKlaVtVdC
kyR/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Cymbeline: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/607757 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_rFv0GMVio1GWDRzKZaQPz0b
pKnmZ4gK/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Hamlet: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/521558 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1uspV57BL_sPkdiFW9CpSfe8NWq
b3Cm4T/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Henry V: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/494583 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Pgwen6K6fAsytS-
S2yNZGLaqkshi4man/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Henry VIII: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/702433 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1IKgOFql3um0hFyrvC3IIlc37YaHb
wmBb/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/417297 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/11rRg9RPr0pRQXF8daiUj6jMudK
wRxNks/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s King John: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/667943 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Aub_JpQL7vZQAAp5g-
34Vr7NVZyHvuKu/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s King Lear: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/549148 
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1kO0SpOyjHJEka1hxx0yXJ4qAg9B
f1aFV/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Love’s Labor’s Lost: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/640495 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1-
WidUGo3nNGJcZuFw8Qcb9G3MmPzTJQ6/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Macbeth: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/371976 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1I87NcdPFwUcR2fkAAjRQ3qDXigj
YcTQ4/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Measure for Measure: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/530136 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1fxyLYZse-
hVzDdDH5SzqvFysH_juUcxk/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/485384 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1DvnFHudHaRpdIzALOYGWcmd
mAn-H7bdI/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s The Merry Wives of Windsor: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/510046 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1EeW_R4qKQ_jC99YXWI_1fZjWh
TAYVvwK/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/389517 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1UBJqRbLvEfExAmGTEwyasgyUI
nvNl_eW/view?usp=sharing  
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William Shakespeare’s Much Ado About Nothing: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/432053 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1UBJqRbLvEfExAmGTEwyasgyUI
nvNl_eW/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Othello: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/469501 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1VrfnhPm0GYX2zcNwvWgHQ0ak9
sZ51co8/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Pericles, Prince of Tyre: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/588726 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1OnOYpIU6ttyYeDPnE2eZ9HDGa
DTKs_Pu/view?usp=sharing  

William Shakespeare’s Richard II: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/633694 

William Shakespeare’s Richard III: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/598141 

William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/385811 

William Shakespeare’s The Taming of the Shrew: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/424622 

William Shakespeare’s The Tempest: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/437521 

William Shakespeare’s Timon of Athens: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/626171 

William Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/569421 
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William Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/617533 

William Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/404123 

William Shakespeare’s The Two Gentlemen of Verona: A Retelling 
in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/575743 

William Shakespeare’s The Two Noble Kinsmen: A Retelling in 
Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/712849 

William Shakespeare’s The Winter’s Tale: A Retelling in Prose  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/539561 

OTHER FICTION 

Candide’s Two Girlfriends (Adult) 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/247531 

The Erotic Adventures of Candide (Adult) 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/249299 

Honey Badger Goes to Hell — and Heaven 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/306009 

I Want to Die — Or Fight Back 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/83479   

“School Legend: A Short Story” 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1123252 



 155 

“Why I Support Same-Sex Civil Marriage” 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/34568 

CHILDREN’S BIOGRAPHY 

Nadia Comaneci: Perfect Ten 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/96982 

PERSONAL FINANCE 

How to Manage Your Money: A Guide for the Non-Rich 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/469305 

ANECDOTE COLLECTIONS 

250 Anecdotes About Opera 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/310277 

250 Anecdotes About Religion 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/106782 

250 Anecdotes About Religion: Volume 2 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/106861 

250 Music Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/427367 

Be a Work of Art: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/105419 

Boredom is Anti-Life: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/156495 

The Coolest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/97814 

The Coolest People in the Arts: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/159914 
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The Coolest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/98030 

The Coolest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/98364 

Create, Then Take a Break: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/254240 

Don’t Fear the Reaper: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/98212 

The Funniest People in Art: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/99002 

The Funniest People in Books: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/99313 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/105652 

The Funniest People in Books, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/105939 

The Funniest People in Comedy: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/99159 

The Funniest People in Dance: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/98588 

The Funniest People in Families: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108542 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108809 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108821 
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The Funniest People in Families, Volume 4: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108830 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 5: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108841 

The Funniest People in Families, Volume 6: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108857 

The Funniest People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/34647  

The Funniest People in Music: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/100442 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/100473 

The Funniest People in Music, Volume 3: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/100544 

The Funniest People in Neighborhoods: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/106442 

The Funniest People in Relationships: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108060 

The Funniest People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/107239 

The Funniest People in Sports, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/107576 

The Funniest People in Television and Radio: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/106234 

The Funniest People in Theater: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/104257 
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The Funniest People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/107847 

The Funniest People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes  

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108564 

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 1: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/34822 

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/35011 

Maximum Cool: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/97550 

The Most Interesting People in Movies: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108582 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108392 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Volume 2: 250 
Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108398 

The Most Interesting People in Politics and History, Volume 3: 250 
Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108422 

The Most Interesting People in Religion: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/107097 

The Most Interesting People in Sports: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/107857 

The Most Interesting People Who Live Life: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108598 
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The Most Interesting People Who Live Life, Volume 2: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108801 

Reality is Fabulous: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/209963 

Resist Psychic Death: 250 Anecdotes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/97267 

Seize the Day: 250 Anecdotes and Stories 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/96869 

PHILOSOPHY FOR THE MASSES 

Philosophy for the Masses: Ethics 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/374071 

Philosophy for the Masses: Metaphysics and More 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/374629 

Philosophy for the Masses: Religion 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/376026 

DISCUSSION GUIDE SERIES 

Dante’s Inferno: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/342391 

Dante’s Paradise: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/345337 

Dante’s Purgatory: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/344723 

Forrest Carter’s The Education of Little Tree: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/340944 

Homer’s Iliad: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/364356 



 160 

Homer’s Odyssey: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/360552 

Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/352848 

Jerry Spinelli’s Maniac Magee: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/339978 

Jerry Spinelli’s Stargirl: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/340610 

Jonathan Swift’s “A Modest Proposal”: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/352048 

Lloyd Alexander’s The Black Cauldron: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/339002 

Lloyd Alexander’s The Book of Three: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/339120 

Lloyd Alexander’s The Castle of Llyr: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/338589 

Lois Lowry’s Number the Stars: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/339720 

Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/350434 

Mark Twain’s The Adventures of Tom Sawyer: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/348104 

Mark Twain’s A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court: A 
Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/351719 
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Mark Twain’s The Prince and the Pauper: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/349030 

Nancy Garden’s Annie on My Mind: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/339564 

Nicholas Sparks’ A Walk to Remember: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/356224 

Virgil, “The Fall of Troy”: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/356868 

Virgil’s Aeneid: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/358529 

Voltaire’s Candide: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/346971 

William Shakespeare’s 1 Henry IV: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/355953 

William Shakespeare’s Macbeth: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/354870 

William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream: A Discussion 
Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/355465 

William Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/354231 

William Sleator’s Oddballs: A Discussion Guide 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/353345 

*** 
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GOOD DEEDS SERIES (PLURAL) 

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 1 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1qQ-
aJ4kjGQti20c3G2CPm1zile51Yd-5/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 2 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1h1ZaZEixmzjGLHI5_57AwTFuQ0
2g8lL3/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 3 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/12iOTDEzHV6P576LGAijcPQgpt1o
gax0R/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 4 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1z0-CAMz-
4ulX29CAIHNU16Z912eNqt-v/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 5 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Y7DlPdu-
eZwA23gEHPT2YWMT0W5r8eu7/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 6 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1zHZv2iTHQnbVY0n_LihTWXKO
vUr4_hyr/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  

The Kindest People Who Do Good Deeds: Volume 7 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1FSCTtviio4xrX7e07-
OuAgYpxmWlIPuk/view?usp=sharing  

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com/4  
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*** 

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 1 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1GfiQMNnQ4G0CHGt1AZQQIPO
DV596k30j/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 2 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1OHcETsSaWbIhFPIZWeW0laO6
mdHVbcph/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 3 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1XZCFlAWhtXPnf35OGlUoh991i05
D0Bs0/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 4 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Cj8yIDLmFFG6dGzLpoVE3RrQ3
-LhKV0d/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 5 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1LxqLrwm898Chg3mnRY2NiGZA4
FkFdOXR/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 6 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1PmAxX5C-
viQF0GfIpsM7mTtsyQ9lfm8J/view?usp=sharing  

You’ve Got to Be Kind: Volume 7 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Bq_SmSf4rsWdtqA7p0kN9tJ5ip3g
qEht/view?usp=sharing  

*** 

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 1) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1FqbObI95XKwIr1QWn0lBFDSNsI
ENTR9B/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 2) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1QWF5bRarJBauD7Qdb-
_99K9UuQBL_fZ7/view?usp=sharing  
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The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 3) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1gUUA4ms-
CX7BvVlOaNmpYswPN-eBfKIa/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 4) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1BXLhqmY1qOEaF4u5IMRpSCm7
H6jy2mj_/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 5) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Pks6XXM4T-
r_r4cBBSmUIlP0jARS8i-0/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 6) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1ohXsEp79jwf8OdlIXI7I3nPIotjX5
wWb/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Be Excellent to Each Other (Volume 7) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_orz__RY0T3A-
kpa7fpbS8koDwp0I91p/view?usp=sharing 

*** 

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 1) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/13X4KOLTIvPVwSBo1ijX0aJABB8
wbgZyT/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 2) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1wbRuc4G0EdFeM4UVWk6LwbxD
KkF19T2s/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 3) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1ksyO9KnAJ6yGpK5CNMY12Ry9
HTQ9vxm1/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 4) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1NuAM7qAb_XLRGHxUTMLrm2
PhOfjU7Fk8/view?usp=sharing  



 165 

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 5) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1T5HB-
AwL4S61aj4lLK3K5Q0ulgQbarR7/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 6) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1PYx6MyYI9YY_RKCv3nUZnENw
v0jIxfRn/view?usp=sharing  

The Kindest People: Heroes and Good Samaritans (Volume 7) 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1I8aphNRXnok_slWALv8s8TjJ344s
ZVml/view?usp=sharing  

*** 

COMPOSITION PROJECTS 

Composition Project: Writing an Autobiographical Essay 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1138445  

Composition Project: Writing a Hero-of-Human-Rights Essay 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/481598  

Composition Project: Writing a Problem-Solving Letter 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1138745  

TEACHING 
 
How to Teach the Autobiographical Essay Composition Project in 9 
Classes 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/487660  

*** 

IT’S A WONDERFUL WORLD SERIES (Stories and Anecdotes 
and Opinions) 

It’s a Wonderful World: Volumes 1-7 

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.c
om/690  

*** 
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THE RELATIONSHIP BOOKS SERIES 

The Relationship Books (Volume 1-8) 

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.c
om/674  

BE KIND AND BE USEFUL SERIES (Stories and Anecdotes and 
Opinions) 

Be Kind and Be Useful: Volumes 1-5) 

https://wordpress.com/page/davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.c
om/686  

*** 

BRUCE’S MUSIC RECOMMENDATIONS SERIES 

Bruce’s Music Recommendations: Volumes 1-8 

https://anecdotesandmusic.wordpress.com/2022/04/26/bruces-
music-recommendations-free-pdfs/  

Bruce’s Music Recommendations: Volumes 1-9 

https://anecdotesandmusic.wordpress.com/2022/05/16/bruces-
music-recomendations-volume-9/  

*** 

davidbruceblog #1 

http://davidbruceblog.wordpress.com/ 

davidbruceblog #2 

https://davidbrucemusic.wordpress.com 

davidbruceblog #3 

https://cosplayvideos.wordpress.com 

davidbruceblog #4 

https://davidbruceblog4.wordpress.com 

David Bruce Books: Free PDFs 

davidbrucebooks: EDUCATE YOURSELF 
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https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com  

Anecdotes, Arts, Books, and Music 

https://anecdotesandmusic.wordpress.com 

George Peele: English Dramatist 

https://georgepeeleenglishdramatist.wordpress.com  

David Bruce’s Books at Blogspot 

https://davidbrucebooks.blogspot.com  

David Bruce’s Books at WIX 

https://bruceb22.wixsite.com/website/blog  

David Bruce’s Books at Smashwords  

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/bruceb 

David Bruce’s Books at Apple Books 

https://itunes.apple.com/ie/artist/david-bruce/id81470634 

David Bruce’s Books at Kobo  

https://www.kobo.com/us/en/search?query=david%20bruce&fcsea
rchfield=Author  

David Bruce’s Books at Barnes and Noble 

https://www.barnesandnoble.com/s/%22David%20Bruce%22;jsess
ionid=D4DEC0519518F94804E91EDDBB9A431F.prodny_store02-
atgap06?Ntk=P_key_Contributor_List&Ns=P_Sales_Rank&Ntx=
mode+matchall  

Teaching Stuff 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How to Teach the Autobiographical Essay Composition Project in 9 
Classes 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

William Sleator’s Oddballs: A Discussion Guide 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  
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Composition Project: Writing a Problem-Solving Letter 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing a Hero-of-Human-Rights Essay 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing an Argument Paper with Research 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing an Employee Manual 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing an Evaluation or Review 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing a Famous-Plagiarist/Fabulist Report 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How Do I Write a Resume, List of References, and Job-Application 
Letter 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How Do I Write Humor and Satire? 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: The Set of Instructions 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing a Manual 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Writing a Media Opinion Essay 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Composition Project: Interview About On-the-Job Writing 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  
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Composition Project: Writing a Progress Report 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How Do I Write the Introductory Memo Assignment? 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How to Teach the Argument Paper Composition Project in 10 
Classes 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How to Teach the Famous-Plagiarist Research Report Composition 
Project in 8 Classes 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How to Teach the Manual Composition Project in 8 Classes 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

How to Teach the Resume, Job-Application Letter, and List of 
References Composition  Project in 6 Classes 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Free Writing Handouts with Anecdotes: Volume 1 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Free Writing Handouts with Anecdotes: Volume 2 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

Free Writing Handouts with Anecdotes:  Volume 3 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/teaching-guides/  

DANTE INFERNO HAIKU PDF 

https://cosplayvideos.files.wordpress.com/2018/09/dante-inferno-
haiku.pdf   

DANTE PURGATORY HAIKU PDF 

https://cosplayvideos.files.wordpress.com/2019/03/dante-
purgatory-haiku-pdf.pdf  
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DANTE PARADISE HAIKU PDF 

https://cosplayvideos.files.wordpress.com/2018/09/dante-paradise-
haiku.pdf  

davidbrucehaiku #1 through #10 (Free PDFs) 

https://davidbruceblog.wordpress.com/patreon/ 

davidbrucehaiku #11 

https://davidbrucemusic.files.wordpress.com/2018/10/davidbruceh
aiku-11.pdf  

davidbrucehaiku #12 

https://cosplayvideos.files.wordpress.com/2019/01/davidbrucehaiku
-12.pdf 

davidbrucehaiku #13 

https://cosplayvideos.wordpress.com/2019/04/08/davidbrucehaiku-
13/  

https://cosplayvideos.files.wordpress.com/2019/04/davidbrucehaiku
13.pdf  

davidbrucehaiku #14 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/davidbrucehaiku/  

davidbrucehaiku #15 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/davidbrucehaiku/  

davidbrucehaiku #16 

https://davidbruceblog429065578.wordpress.com/davidbrucehaiku/  



 

 

 

 


