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The Ashes of Aquitaine 
    by Rusty Harding & Leigh Wyatt Moore 

 

CHARACTERS (IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE) 
4F / 5M 

 
FR. ALBAN ..................................... M, 50-70. King Henry II’s confessor. Devout, yet 

pragmatic. Caught squarely between the sacred and the 

sovereign, and fully aware that it requires a skillful step 

to navigate both. 

 

KATHERINE (“KAT”) ……….......  F, 15-20. Servant girl. Pretty, innocent. A simple 

peasant; struggling to exist amidst the dangers and 

intrigues of a royal court. 

 

ELEANOR OF AQUITAINE……...  F, 50-60. Queen of England. Stately, regal, and 

confident. Queen since her 20's, she has a proud, almost 

arrogant bearing. Afraid of no one, including her 

formidable husband. 

 

ALAIS CAPET ................................ F, late 20's. Henry’s mistress. Attractive and 

headstrong, but no longer the coveted beauty she once 

was. Willing to accept political convention, but still 

yearning for genuine love. 

 

PETRA OF AQUITAINE ………..... F, 40-50. Younger sister of Eleanor. Just as confident, 

yet far less stubborn. A terminal illness has forced her to 

see life in much less demanding terms. 

 

WILLIAM TALVAS ........................ M, 18-22. Young nobleman. Handsome, earnest. An 

untested knight; uncertain of his path in life, but 

determined to live up to his celebrated father's memory. 

  

HENRY II of ENGLAND …….......  M, 50-60. King of England. Strong, imposing; every 

inch a king. A once powerful warrior, but time and the 

weight of the crown have taken their toll. 

 

JOHN LACKLAND ........................  M, mid-20's. Henry and Eleanor’s youngest son. 

Insolent, vain, contemptuous. A spoiled antithesis of his 

older brother; far more interested in luxury than power. 

 

RICHARD LIONHEART ................  M, mid-30's. Henry’s eldest son. Handsome, strong, and 

audacious. A brutal warrior, yet a skilled diplomat. He 

is not always what he seems, much to his adversary's 

regret. 
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OVERVIEW 

"The Ashes of Aquitaine" is an historical drama set against the tragic and tumultuous final 

days of King Henry II of England. 

SYNOPSIS 

July, 1189. Queen Eleanor of Aquitaine, the estranged wife of King Henry II of England, has 

been urgently summoned to Henry's summer palace in Chinon, France. Imprisoned for the 

past 16 years – by her own husband – for having aided their eldest son in a failed coup against 

his father, Eleanor is suddenly tasked with arranging a truce between an ailing King Henry 

and another rebellious son, Richard; known as "the Lionheart". Richard has allied himself 

with Philip Augustus, the young and ambitious king of France, who is eager to reclaim French 

territories previously conquered by England. With Philip’s blessing, Richard is now marching 

on Chinon with a massive army. Henry is dying, but he desperately wants to maintain peace 

within his kingdom, and pleads with Eleanor to intermediate with Richard, admittedly her 

favorite offspring. But Eleanor detests Henry, not only for her imprisonment, but also for his 

years of infidelity and neglect. Only the promise of freedom will entice the bitter and aging 

queen to accept Henry’s appeal. Standing in her way is her youngest son, Prince John; a 

drunken wastrel who wants the kingdom for his own selfish pleasures. Yet Eleanor’s worst 

enemy is her own hatred of Henry, and the memories of a tragic and wasted life as queen. 

Their rancorous sparring threatens not only the cherished peace, but Henry’s ever-weakening 

health. 

 

AUTHOR’S PRODUCTION NOTE 

 
In order to facilitate (potentially) long scene changes, it is recommended that the stage be 

“split” into two settings: the “throne room” to one side, and the “King’s bedchamber” to the 

other. The “antechamber” can be the space immediately in front of both. The opening “letter-

writing” sequence, as well as “Eleanor’s bedchamber”, can be staged simply by placing a 

small writing desk and two chairs in this same space, and then immediately removing during 

transitions. 
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The Ashes of Aquitaine 
    by Rusty Harding & Leigh Wyatt Moore 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 1 
 

 

AT RISE: A darkened stage. Only the heraldic banner of 

King Henry II of England is lighted. SFX: 

SLOW, DRAMTIC MEDIEVAL MUSIC. 

The silhouette of a woman wearing Medieval 

clothing, ELEANOR OF AQUITAINE, is seen 

(Backlighted behind a screen) to one side of the 

stage. She sits at a small table and writes with a 

quill pen. Her VOICE is heard in NARRATION 

over the MUSIC. 

 

ELEANOR: (V.O.) July, in the Year of Our Lord Eleven Hundred and Eighty-Nine. To his 

most revered father and Holiness, Pope Clement, highest Pontiff by the grace 

of God; I, Eleanor, once the joyful Queen of England, do hereby write to 

inform Your Holiness of the great and sorrowful calamity which has befallen 

your humble servant. My realm is no more, Holiness. My life, indeed, my very 

soul, has been cruelly torn from within me. All that was once good is gone. All 

that was once joy is sorrow. I pray you, take heed of what I am about to relate, 

and beg that God will see fit to drown me in His mercy; until these burning 

arrows within me cease… 

 

ELEANOR puts down the quill and lowers her 

head to her hands. ALL LIGHTS GO DARK. 

SFX: MEDIEVAL MUSIC FADES. 

ALL LIGHTS RISE to reveal the antechamber of 

a 12th century medieval French castle, Chinon; 

home of Henry II. A priest, FATHER ALBAN, 

paces the room anxiously. A young servant girl, 

KATHERINE, suddenly enters, out of breath and 

obviously excited. 

 

KAT: Father Alban, Her Majesty, Queen Eleanor, has arrived. I have prepared her 

chambers as you instructed. 

 

ALBAN: Thank you, child. Is there any news of the King's arrival? 

 

KAT:  No, father; not as yet. 

 

ALBAN: Very well, then. (Waves his hand in dismissal) See to the Queen’s needs. 
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KAT: (Hesitant) Father, forgive me, but…what is happening? The other servants, 

they speak in whispers. There is… (A beat) …great fear. Are we in danger? 

 

ALBAN: King Philip has declared war on our Sovereign, child. He would drive King 

Henry out of France and back to England. 

 

KAT: But they say Prince Richard, the King's own son, fights against him. 

 

ALBAN: (Grimly) Prince Richard has apparently chosen to rebel against his father, yes. 

Very much like his brother did before him. 

 

KAT:  Will the younger prince not help? 

 

ALBAN: Prince John? (Scoffs bitterly) That is… (A beat) …most unlikely. 

 

KAT still does not move. Unseen to either of 

them, a regal-looking older woman, ELEANOR 

OF AQUITAINE, has entered the chamber. She 

watches both of them silently. 

 

ALBAN: Is there something else, child? 

 

KAT: (Struggling for words) Father, Richard's soldiers, if they come here…it is said 

that the common women are… 

 

ALBAN smiles comfortingly. 

 

ALBAN: Do not be afraid, Katherine. Within these walls you are safe, I promise you. (A 

beat) Even from the devil himself. 

 

ELEANOR: The devil, Father? Just who are you referring to? 

 

ALBAN and KAT both turn and hurriedly bow to 

ELEANOR. ALBAN waves KAT away curtly, 

then nods deferentially to ELEANOR. 

 

ALBAN: Your Grace, my apologies. I did not see you come in. Welcome to Chinon. I 

trust your journey was pleasant? 

 

ELEANOR: I asked you a question, Fr. Alban. Who is the devil of whom you speak? 

 

ALBAN: The devil takes many guises, Your Grace. I refer to them all. 

 

ELEANOR: You mentioned Richard’s soldiers. Do you really believe they would ra… 

(Catching herself) …would harm that girl? 

 

ALBAN:  With respect, Your Grace, Richard's army is not noted for its… (A beat) 

…restraint. 
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ELEANOR: My son is not the devil, Father Alban. 

 

ALBAN: Of course not. (A beat) He is merely your son. 

 

ELEANOR:  (Bristling) Where is the King? 

 

ALBAN:  His Majesty has not yet arrived. 

   

ELEANOR:  Then why was I summoned to Chinon? 

 

ALBAN:  I know not, Your Grace.   

 

ELEANOR:  Father Alban, you have been Henry’s confessor for more than thirty years. He 

tells you everything. 

 

ALBAN:  Whatever the King may have said to me, Your Grace knows full well I am 

bound by the seal of confession. However, I can truthfully say that he said 

nothing to me as to your presence. Truth be told, he has said precious little at 

all these past few months. (A beat) A fact I find quite disturbing. 

 

ELEANOR:  It must have something to do with Richard. Henry never releases me unless 

something, or someone, is causing him grief, and it’s usually Richard. (A beat) 

Do you know how long I’ve been imprisoned, father? 

 

ALBAN: (Musing thoughtfully) Young Henry's rebellion was some time ago, Your 

Grace; at least— 

 

ELEANOR: Sixteen years. (A beat) Sixteen years, Father Alban. Long enough to see all of 

my children grown and gone. Long enough to see two of them dead. (A beat, 

looking away) Or rather, hear of their deaths. 

 

ALBAN: A heavy penance. Yet, as I recall, His Majesty imprisoned you because you 

aided the young Henry, when he rebelled against his father. (A beat) Very 

much as Richard does now. 

 

ELEANOR:  (Coldly) Say what you will, Father. 

 

ALBAN: The King is angered by Richard’s rebellion. As well he should be. 

 

ELEANOR:  Richard undoubtedly wants what is his by right. After all, he is the eldest son. 

 

ALBAN:  Then he should wait until God decides to call Henry to eternal glory. Not take 

the throne by force. 

 

ELEANOR:  But I am told Henry would have John succeed him? I know my sons, Father, 

both of them. Richard is far more capable. 

 

ALBAN:  Henry sees John as more fitting. That’s his right as King. 
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ELEANOR:  Ah, yes; the right of Kings. That which trumps all arguments in the end. Tell 

me, Father, you know my sons; who do you think is more fitting? 

 

ALBAN: (Hesitant) I am a servant of God, Your Grace. I think only in terms of that 

which is pleasing to Him.  

 

ELEANOR: (Smirking) A skillful answer. You’re a politician as well as a priest. 

 

ALBAN: I serve God and His Majesty. 

 

ELEANOR: Always in that order? 

 

ALBAN: (After a beat) Whenever possible. In any event, His Majesty only wishes to 

avoid more bloodshed. Something Richard seems far less worried about. 

 

ELEANOR:  (Sighing) Even so, I don’t understand what Henry expects me to do. I haven’t 

seen Richard in years. (Angrily) I wish he had left me in prison! Better a 

stifling castle than this wretched shuffling about. 

 

SFX: A HERALD’S TRUMPET SOUNDS FROM 

OUTSIDE. ELEANOR and ALBAN rush to the 

window. 

 

ALBAN: (Obviously relieved) God be praised! The king’s men. 

 

ELEANOR:  (Pointing) Those soldiers, there; they carry someone. 

 

ALBAN: (Grimly) It’s the king. 

 

ELEANOR:  Is he wounded? 

 

ALBAN: I don’t know. (A beat, turning) I’ll go to him. 

 

ELEANOR:  I’ll come with you. 

 

ALBAN: No.  

 

ELEANOR: (Startled as well as piqued) What? 

 

ALBAN: I know the king’s mind. And I have his sanction. (A beat) You will wait until 

you are summoned. 

 

ELEANOR:  He is my husband. I shall attend him. 

 

ALBAN: I said no. 
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ALBAN stops and pointedly stands in her way. 

The two of them glare at each other briefly, then 

ALBAN starts to turn away. 

 

ELEANOR: (Sharply) Father Alban! I am Eleanor Plantagenet; Duchess of Aquitaine, 

Countess of Poitiers, wife of King Henry the Second, and Queen, by God's 

grace, of England, Ireland, Scotland, and Wales. (A beat, firmly) I will not be 

treated with contempt. 

 

ALBAN quickly drops to one knee and bows. 

 

ALBAN: My deepest apologies, Your Majesty. I truly meant no offense. I promise you; 

once I know more of the king’s condition, I will immediately have you 

summoned. 

 

ELEANOR scowls at him for a moment, then 

curtly waves her hand in dismissal. ALBAN exits. 

Two regal women, PETRA and ALAIS, suddenly 

enter. They are followed by a young knight, 

WILLIAM TALVAS, who wears a Crusader 

mantle.  

 

PETRA: Good lady sister! (She bows expansively, grinning) Or would you prefer I call 

you Your Majesty? 

 

ELEANOR: (Obviously overjoyed) Petra! Dearest sister! (Rushes to hug her) You may call 

me whatever you like. How is it you’re here? 

 

PETRA: I know not. Only that I was summoned.  

 

ELEANOR: Lady Alais, do you know? 

 

ALAIS: No, Your Majesty. 

 

ELEANOR: Curious. Well, no matter. To see my sister again after… (A beat, puzzling) 

How long has it been, Petra? I’ve lost track of the years. 

 

PETRA: Too long, Eleanor. Far too long. My imprisonment has been no less tedious 

than your own, I’m sure. 

 

ELEANOR: You’ve been in a cloister, not a prison. 

 

PETRA: Is there a difference? After my good husband annulled our marriage, he had 

me confined to a convent for my…safety. (Scoffing) The only thing safe was 

my womanhood. (Glancing slyly at TALVAS) I swear, even the choirboys 

began to look pleasing. 

 

ELEANOR: (Obviously taken aback) Petra! 
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PETRA: (Laughs) But what of you, dear sister? How do you fare? I heard of the 

struggle between Richard and Henry.  

 

ELEANOR: (Shakes her head) I’ve heard only what you have, I’m sure. (To ALAIS) What 

do you know, Lady Alais? I saw the king carried in. Is he wounded from 

combat? 

 

ALAIS: No, Your Majesty. He is fallen ill. (A beat) Gravely ill. He collapsed on the 

way to Alenćon, after Philip attacked him at Le Mans. Something to do with 

his stomach, although the physicians don’t know what.  

 

TALVAS suddenly steps forward, smiling eagerly 

at ALAIS. 

 

TALVAS: My Lady, doubtless you are tired after this long journey. Is there anything I 

can fetch you? Some cold water, perhaps? Or something to eat? I can have the 

servants prepare your chambers— 

 

ALAIS: (Curtly interrupting) I’m fine, William. Thank you for your concern. 

 

TALVAS: It is my pleasure, dear lady. After all, I am yours to command. 

 

ALAIS: (Impatiently) Yes, yes, and I am pleased with your… (A beat) …loyalty, 

William. As you can see, however, I am perfectly content. (Waves her hand 

quickly) Why don’t you go and see to the king? Perhaps you can help with his 

needs. 

 

TALVAS: (Frowns uncertainly) Are you sure, My Lady? If there is an attack— 

 

ALAIS: (Sharply) An attack? An attack of what? Dormice? Spiders? I am safe within 

these walls, William. Truly, boy, your concern grows tedious at times. Allow 

me to have at least a moment’s privacy with my Queen and her sister.  

 

TALVAS is obviously stung by her words. He 

nods politely and forces a smile. 

 

TALVAS: Of course, My Lady. As you wish. My concern is solely for your comfort and 

safety. (Bows to ELEANOR and PETRA) Your Majesty, Lady Petra.  

 

He exits quickly with a look of chagrin. 

 

ALAIS: (Sighing heavily) God save me from such…loyalty! 

 

ELEANOR: (Puzzled) Dare I ask what that’s about? 

 

 

 



P a g e  | 11 

 
ALAIS: William Talvas, my guardian. Sir William, if you can believe it. A knight, and 

barely a grown man. Henry assigned him to me when the troubles with Richard 

began. Though I must admit he’s been more a vex than a service. The boy flits 

about me like a moth to a candle, and is every bit as annoying. 

 

PETRA: He’s a handsome youth. (Grinning at ALAIS) And quite obviously taken with 

you. 

 

ALAIS: (Scoffs) He’s barely a grown man, Lady Petra. 

 

PETRA: (Wryly) As long as he’s fully grown where it counts. 

 

ELEANOR: (Frowning at her) Truly, dear sister; you have been in that cloister for too long. 

 

Kat suddenly enters, swiftly curtseying before Eleanor.  

 

KAT: Your Majesty Queen Eleanor; Father Alban bids you come to the king’s 

chambers. He would see you now. 

 

ELEANOR exits. KAT hurriedly follows. PETRA 

smirks at ALAIS. 

 

PETRA: Should you ever wish to be rid of your young knight, Lady Alais, then by all 

means, give him to me. I could use a guardian… 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 2 
 

 
AT RISE: KING HENRY II’S BEDCHAMBER. THE KING 

lies seemingly asleep in his bed, while FR. 

ALBAN stands nearby. ELEANOR enters. FR. 

ALBAN sees her and quickly holds a finger to his 

lips. 

 

ELEANOR: Is he— 

 

ALBAN: (Interrupting) Only resting, Your Grace. (A beat) He’s quite ill. 

 

ELEANOR: What’s wrong with him? 

 

ALBAN: (Shaking his head) I don’t know. He has a fierce pain in his stomach, and 

vomits blood. His physician thinks it may be an ulcer. 

 

ELEANOR: That’s understandable. He drinks more wine than water. Has he said why he 

summoned me? 
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ALBAN: No. He’s said very little, other than he wants to see you. 

 

ELEANOR: I may speak with him? 

 

ALBAN: For a short while. (A beat) Try not to tire him. 

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffs) Tire him? 

 

Alban exits. Eleanor slowly approaches Henry’s bedside. 

 

ELEANOR: Henry? Henry, it’s Eleanor… 

 

HENRY remains motionless, eyes closed.  

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffing; to herself) Of course. Just when I know exactly what I wish to say, 

the old goat sleeps. 

 

HENRY: (Eyes still closed) Careful, lady; I have beheaded others for lesser insults. 

 

ELEANOR: (Obviously startled) You could have told me you were awake. 

 

HENRY: (Opening his eyes to grin at her) And miss the look on your face? 

 

HENRY starts to get out of bed, ELEANOR tries 

to help, but he waves her off. He painfully makes 

his way to a nearby chair. 

 

HENRY: It amazes me how the years have always been kinder to you than to me. (Sits 

down heavily) Why is that? 

 

ELEANOR: I’m nicer. 

 

HENRY: (Scoffs) I wouldn’t go that far. (A beat; grimly) He found me, Eleanor. 

 

ELEANOR: Who? Richard? 

 

HENRY: (Chuckling painfully) No, not Richard. (A beat) Death. No matter how fast I 

ran, or where I tried to hide, he still found me. 

 

ELEANOR: He has not claimed you yet. 

 

HENRY: No, but I feel him clawing at my backside. Cheeky beggar.  

 

ELEANOR: Why have you summoned me, Henry? 

 

HENRY: A husband can’t send for his wife when he’s dying? 

 

ELEANOR: We have not been husband and wife for a long time. 
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HENRY: (Glaring at her) And whose fault is that? 

 

ELEANOR: Does it matter?   

 

HENRY: (Sighing) I didn’t go through with the annulment, Eleanor. I could have, but I 

didn’t. Don’t ask me why. Indeed, I have continually puzzled over just what it 

is that’s kept us married for all these years. 

 

ELEANOR: (Flatly) Distance. 

 

HENRY: (Chuckling) Indeed? The poets would say that distance only makes love grow 

stronger. 

 

ELEANOR: The poets would also say that violets are blue. (A beat) When they are, in fact, 

violet. 

 

HENRY: (Sarcastically) Truly, madam; your logic is dizzying. 

 

ELEANOR: (Sighing impatiently) Why am I here, Henry? 

 

HENRY: King Philip wants his land back. 

 

ELEANOR: His land? Ah, you mean the French territories you stole? 

 

HENRY: They weren’t stolen! They were… (A beat) …acquired, and fairly, as 

diplomatic trades. (Shrugging) Most of them, anyway. Now the young whelp 

wants them back. Apparently he’s decided he’s going to be like his father, 

Louis. (Smirking at her) You remember Louis, don’t you? Your former 

husband? 

 

ELEANOR: (Sweetly) I do remember. And thank you so much for reminding me I have 

terrible taste in men. (A beat) In any event, Philip is not my son. 

 

HENRY: Yes, and more’s the pity! If he were, I could simply have him imprisoned. 

 

ELEANOR: (Wryly) Well, in that respect, he may as well be. 

 

HENRY: (Glaring) You tried to overthrow me, Eleanor. 

 

ELEANOR: I merely gave aid to my eldest son. 

 

HENRY: Who tried to take my throne by force! Fool boy couldn’t wait for me to die. 

 

ELEANOR: (Aside) Very few people can. 

 

HENRY: What? 
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ELEANOR: Nothing. You tried to give away Young Henry’s legacy, Henry. Everything he 

was entitled to as heir. His titles, his lands— 

 

HENRY: (Sharply) They were mine to give! 

 

ELEANOR: Not all of them. (A beat) Not the Aquitaine. 

 

HENRY: (Wearily) Not that again! For God’s sake, Eleanor; it’s just a piece of land. 

 

ELEANOR: (Angrily) Oh, yes, to you! To you it was just another accruement; another chip 

for your bargaining table. But not to me! It’s my heritage, Henry; my legacy! 

My father gave me that land, long before I met you. Before I even married 

Louis. But you would have given it away without so much as a by-your-leave.  

 

HENRY: It was for diplomacy, woman. A king must have peace in his realm. 

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffs) Indeed. Which is far more important than your family. 

 

HENRY: It was no cause for revolt. 

 

ELEANOR: And yet you pardoned Young Henry. 

 

HENRY: The boy was dying of dysentery. His time was limited enough. Yes, he caused 

me much grief. (A beat, Sighing) But I wish he’d lived to cause me more. 

(Scowling at her) Besides, his folly I put down to his youth. You had no 

excuse. (Wincing in pain) Sweet Christ! What could I have possibly done to 

have offended God this much? That He would let me die without an heir? 

 

ELEANOR: (Appalled) What do you mean by that? I bore you five sons, Henry! Five!   

 

HENRY: Yet none of them worthy! You turned them all against me, Eleanor. (A beat) I 

loved you, and you turned them against me. 

 

ELEANOR: (Bitterly) You never loved me. I thought you did. I even thought I loved you. I 

gave up Louis for you. I was queen of the entire French realm; yet I threw it all 

away for the handsome young future king of England. Dear God, when I think 

of how foolish I was— 

 

HENRY: (Interrupting) You were ambitious, Eleanor. You and Louis were through long 

before we ever met. You were bored and you needed a new challenge. Just like 

me. (A beat; Sighing) That’s the problem with both of us, lamb; we’re too 

much alike. 

 

ELEANOR: (Shaking her head frustratedly) Truly, Henry, I grow exceedingly tired of this 

pointless dance. Either tell me why you brought me here or send me back to 

prison. 

 

HENRY: (Sighing; after a beat) What news is there of Philip? 
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ELEANOR: Of Philip? None that I am aware. But Richard marches here, to Chinon. 

 

HENRY: (Scoffs) Of course. Philip would never deign to come himself. He uses my son 

as a weapon against me. 

 

ELEANOR: But why this conflict in the first place? Negotiate with Philip; give him back 

his lands in appeasement.  

 

HENRY: (Angrily) It’s not just the land! (A beat; Calming) Richard wants my throne for 

himself. 

 

ELEANOR: Then name him your successor. 

 

HENRY: No. 

 

ELEANOR: He’s the eldest; it’s his right. 

 

HENRY: But he doesn’t care about ruling. He lives for war, for conquest. If he can’t find 

a fight, he starts one. 

 

ELEANOR: And I seem to recall you started more than a few of your own. Perhaps he’s 

only following in his father’s footsteps. 

 

HENRY: Richard can’t be king, Eleanor. He was born here, in France. He was raised 

here. You saw to that. He’s never even set foot in England. How can he rule a 

land he’s never seen? A people he’s never known? 

 

ELEANOR: And John can? Henry, John is a weak, cowardly drunkard who spends his 

fortune…your fortune…on wine and whores. That is a king? 

 

HENRY: But he is known in England. He will be accepted there. (A beat) Don’t you 

understand, Eleanor? The last thing I want is to see my kingdom descend into 

civil war.  

 

ELEANOR: And how can I prevent that? 

 

HENRY: You can parley with Richard. 

 

ELEANOR: I haven’t seen Richard in… (Shakes her head bitterly) …I don’t know how 

many years. You saw to that. 

 

HENRY: Even so, he will still listen to you. He was your favorite. I always knew that. 

 

ELEANOR: He was the only one you would allow me near. All the others were sent away. 

 

HENRY: All royal children are raised apart. That has always been the way. They must 

each be trained as to their purpose in life. 
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ELEANOR: (Wistfully) Perhaps that's why we failed them. We gave them purpose, but no 

love. 

 

HENRY: Love? (Scoffs) Love is useless in diplomacy. It takes an iron will and a sharp 

sword. 

 

ELEANOR: And how many times have you ended up at the point of that sword?  

 

HENRY: (Shaking his head) None of that matters now. I need Richard to listen. 

 

ELEANOR: Listen to what? 

 

HENRY: To reason. To a plan for peace; between England and France. If I try to 

approach him, I know it’ll come to naught. But he will listen to you. 

 

ELEANOR: You seem overly certain of that.  

 

HENRY: I am king; I know my subjects. And I know my family. I have not outpaced 

death this long for that very reason. (A beat; pleadingly) Eleanor, please, if I 

am shortly to face God, then I want to do so knowing the kingdom He gave me 

is intact. I want that to be my legacy. (A beat) Nothing more. 

 

ELEANOR: (Chuckling bitterly) No, of course not. Nothing more.  

 

HENRY: Do this for me, Eleanor. Please? Do this one last thing for me before I die. 

 

ELEANOR: Why should I, Henry? Tell me that. I am your prisoner, not your wife. What’s 

in it for me? 

 

HENRY: Your freedom. 

 

ELEANOR: (Aghast) Don’t toy with me, Henry. Don’t you dare toy with me. I know you 

too well. You take cruel pleasure in dangling promises before your victims, 

only to snatch them away in the end. 

 

HENRY: Do I? (Sighs) Yet another sin to confess to Father Alban. Hopefully there’s 

time. 

 

ELEANOR: (Seething) Damn you! Do not play this wretched game! 

 

HENRY: It’s not a game, Eleanor. I swear it. Do this for me, and if Richard agrees to my 

terms, you will have your freedom. 

 

ELEANOR: (After a long moment) What is it you wish me to do…? 

  

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 
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ACT 1: SCENE 3 

 

 

AT RISE: FOLLOWING MORNING; THE CASTLE 

THRONE ROOM. FR. ALBAN once again paces 

back nervously back and forth. TALVAS 

suddenly appears in the doorway. 

 

TALVAS:    Eminence; His Royal Highness, Prince John. 

 

TALVAS steps aside and bows as PRINCE 

JOHN enters. JOHN is in his early 20’s. He 

wears a royal mantle, a jeweled dagger, and a 

gold circlet crown, but his appearance is 

slovenly and disheveled. He brushes past 

TALVAS, then throws himself heavily into one of 

the thrones. 

 

JOHN:       (Brusquely; Snapping his fingers) Wine. 

 

ALBAN nods briefly at TALVAS, who quickly 

exits. ALBAN bows expansively to JOHN. 

 

ALBAN:     Your Highness. I am pleased you could come so quickly. 

 

JOHN:      (Derisively) This had better be important, priest. I was on my way to Gascony 

when I received your summons. Baron de Blondeville is hosting a falconry 

tournament. (a beat, smugly) Which I was favored to win, of course. 

 

ALBAN:     It was your father’s summons, Highness. His situation is quite grave. 

 

JOHN:   (Suddenly more attentive) Is he dying? 

 

ALBAN:     I believe he is, Highness. 

 

JOHN:       (Almost eagerly) How soon? 

 

ALBAN:     That’s for God to decide. 

 

JOHN:      (Scoffs) Ah, yes, of course. God. I should have known. Well, hopefully He’ll 

make up his mind very soon. (A beat) And what exactly does my father want 

of me? Or is that for God to reveal? 

 

As JOHN speaks, TALVAS re-enters the throne 

room, followed by the servant girl, KATHERINE. 

She holds a goblet of wine. 
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ALBAN:     Your father, the king, has made his wishes well known. (A beat, eyeing JOHN 

grimly) Through God’s Grace, of course. 

 

JOHN:      (Suddenly seeing KAT) Hel-lo! And who might this be? What's your name, 

lass? 

 

KAT:     (Head bowed, holding out the cup) Katharine, Sire. 

 

JOHN takes the cup and sets it aside, then 

quickly pulls KAT into his lap. 

 

JOHN:     Then I shall call you Kat. (Strokes her face with a lecherous grin) Will you 

purr for me, my little Kitty Kat? 

 

KAT struggles against his embrace. 

 

ALBAN:    (Guardedly) Highness, with respect; we need to address the situation at hand. 

There will be time for… (A beat) …other distractions, later. 

 

JOHN glares at him, then sighs wearily and 

pushes KAT away. He winks at her slyly. 

  

JOHN:      Don't go far, little Kat. I would be quite vexed if I had to track you down. 

 

KAT curtsies quickly and rushes out of the room, 

nearly in tears. JOHN leers after her, then 

scowls at ALBAN.    

 

JOHN:      What is this…situation? 

 

ALBAN:     Your brother, Prince Richard, marches on Chinon as we speak. 

 

JOHN:      So? I have five hundred men at arms.  

 

TALVAS:    (Stepping forward and bowing) Forgive me, Your Highness, but Prince 

Richard is said to have more than two thousand men. 

 

JOHN:      (Frowning at him sharply) And who the hell are you? 

 

TALVAS:    William Talvas, Your Highness. Count of Ponthieu. 

 

JOHN:     (Disdainfully) You don’t look old enough to be a count. But what of it? 

(Takesa deep drink of wine) We can hold this castle. 

 

ALBAN:    We are not provisioned for an extended siege, Highness. In any event, the last 

thing your father wants is a war. He wishes to negotiate with Richard and King 

Philip. 
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JOHN:      Father? Negotiate? God’s teeth! He must be dying.  

 

ELEANOR suddenly enters. ALBAN and 

TALVAS quickly bow.  

 

ELEANOR: (Scowling at JOHN) So, it is true. You did come, after all.  

 

JOHN: (Genuinely surprised) Mother? What are you doing here? I didn't know father 

had released you. 

 

ALBAN: Your mother has been summoned by the king, Highness, just as you have. You 

are both here solely at his command. 

 

JOHN: (Smirking at ELEANOR) The years have been kind to you, at least. After all 

this time I would have expected to see a shriveled old crone. 

 

ELEANOR: (Smiles thinly) Yet I see exactly what I expected to see. (A beat) A drunken 

fool. 

 

JOHN: (Quickly standing) Careful how you speak to me, woman! 

 

ELEANOR: I am your mother. I will speak to you however I please. 

 

JOHN:  I am not a boy any longer. I am a man. 

 

ELEANOR: (Sarcastically) Oh, yes, you are a man. (A beat) But you are not a king. 

 

ALBAN: Highnesses, please; enough of this, I beg you! You must put aside any 

grievances for the sake of the king. 

 

JOHN: You will not address royalty with such impudence, priest! 

 

ALBAN: I mean no disrespect, but the king's health declines by the minute, and I fear 

time is of the essence. While he still lives, I am his voice. (A beat, firmly) And 

he expects you to listen. 

 

JOHN scoffs and flops back on the throne. 

 

JOHN: Very well, then. (Raises his cup) Speak.  

 

ALBAN: I wait for Lady Alais. It is the king's wish that she should be here, as well. 

 

ALAIS suddenly enters. 

 

ALAIS: I am here, Father Alban. Please forgive my delay. 

 

ALBAN: (Bowing also) Lady Alais. God save you this day. 
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TALVAS: (Eagerly) Good morning, My Lady. You are well? 

 

ALAIS: (Sees him and sighs) I am, William, thank you. 

 

TALVAS: You slept peacefully, I hope? 

 

ALAIS: (Smiling sweetly) I did indeed. The bedbugs and spiders made no assailment. 

(A beat) Doubtless they knew you were close by. 

 

TALVAS’ face falls, but he only bows again and 

steps back. JOHN quickly stands, approaching 

ALAIS with a leer. 

 

JOHN: Lady Alais. So good to see my intended once again. (kissing Alais’ hand) I do 

so long for the day our betrothal can finally be… (a beat, grinning) 

…consummated. 

 

ALAIS: (Glancing away with a look of loathing) Your Highness.  

 

ALBAN: (To JOHN) Your betrothal to Lady Alais is one of the issues we must discuss, 

Highness. Your father wishes instead that she marry Prince Richard. 

 

JOHN:  (Angrily) But she was promised to me! 

 

ELEANOR: She was always promised to Richard. Henry only changed his mind when 

Richard fell out of favor. Besides, she's Philip's sister, and Henry wishes to 

maintain stability with France. 

 

JOHN:  And there would be no stability under my rule? 

 

ELEANOR: (Snidely) You’re rarely stable on your own feet. How can you stabilize a 

kingdom? 

 

ALBAN: (Quickly) This match is beneficial politically, Highness.  

 

JOHN: Ah, yes, the Vexin; the province given with her dowry. Another piece of god— 

(Catches ALBAN’s warning glare) …forsaken land. 

 

ALBAN: (To ALAIS, after a beat) You are amenable to this, Lady Alais? 

 

ALAIS: (Resignedly) I am the king’s humble servant, Father. (A beat) As always. 

 

JOHN: (Scoffs) Ridiculous. Besides, everyone knows Richard’s tastes lie in the… (A 

beat, smirking towards TALVAS) …opposite direction. 

 

ALBAN: It is the king’s will, Highness. 

 

JOHN: Of course it is. Tell me, then, what else am I to lose? 
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ALBAN: In truth, Highness, you are to gain; all of England, Scotland, Ireland, and 

Wales. Richard will receive most of the French provinces, while you will 

retain Brittany and Normandy. (Nodding towards ELEANOR) Queen Eleanor 

will retain the Duchy of Aquitaine. 

 

JOHN:  (Appalled) Brittany and Normandy only?  

 

ELEANOR: Truly, John, I should think you'd be ecstatic. You would control all of Europe's 

wine. 

 

JOHN: And how is it you would control the Aquitaine? Aren’t you father’s prisoner? 

 

ELEANOR: The king has promised my freedom. 

 

JOHN: (Shaking his head incredulously) Mad! The entire world has truly gone mad. 

(To ALBAN) And who would be king, priest? Me, or Richard? 

 

ALBAN: Neither of you, Highness. At least not yet. You would each hold your share of 

the realm until one of you dies. God would choose the successor. 

 

JOHN: (Explodes) I am sick of waiting for God! I am father’s heir! He promised me as 

much, just as he promised me Alais! (Advances on Alban threateningly) God 

no longer has a say in this, priest. Nor do you. 

 

ELEANOR: (Sharply) Listen to yourself, John! You would see the entire kingdom plunged 

into civil war? 

 

JOHN: (Incredulous) And you truly believe I wouldn’t win? (Clicks his tongue) Oh, ye 

of little faith. 

 

JOHN turns and starts to leave, then stops and 

glares back at all of them. 

 

JOHN: I will be king. (A beat; derisively) God’s will be done… 

 

He exits. ELEANOR looks at ALBAN and shakes 

her head. 

 

ELEANOR: God forgive me for giving birth to such a fool. 

 

The others bow as she exits.  

 

ALBAN: The king would like to see you, Lady Alais. 

 

ALAIS: (Suddenly brightening) Truly? I would like to see him. Thank you, father. 

 

ALAIS curtsies and quickly exits. TALVAS bows 

after her, then looks at ALBAN. 
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TALVAS: Was she truly promised to Prince John, Eminence? 

 

ALBAN: You know the politics of marriage as well as I do, William. Yet it was never 

what God intended. 

 

TALVAS: Would you be willing to hear my confession, Father? 

 

ALBAN: What would you confess, my son? 

 

TALVAS: (Scowling towards the door) Murderous thoughts. 

 

ALBAN: Don’t worry yourself, lad. (A beat; grimly) In that respect, I shall need 

forgiveness as well… 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 4 
 

 

AT RISE: HENRY’S BEDCHAMBER. HENRY stands at 

the window, staring grimly outside. He appears 

haggard and unsteady. ALAIS enters. 

 

ALAIS: (Impatiently) What are you doing out of bed? 

 

HENRY: Watching for that bastard son of mine. (A beat, wryly) Which is truly ironic, 

since he's one of the few who isn't a bastard. 

 

ALAIS: Get back into bed. Now. 

 

HENRY: (Turning to frown at her) You are ordering me? 

 

ALAIS: Someone has to.  

 

HENRY: You do realize I am king? 

 

ALAIS: Yes, but what has that to do with anything? Get back into bed. 

 

HENRY suddenly laughs and steps towards her. 

 

HENRY: My sweet, sweet Alais. What would I do without you? 

 

The two of them embrace lovingly. 

 

ALAIS: You would just find another.  

 

HENRY: (Pulling away; a wistful smile) No. There is no other. (A beat) Not like you. 
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ALAIS: (Guiding him towards the bed) Here, love; get back into bed. You need to rest. 

 

HENRY sits on the bed with a grimace of pain. 

 

ALAIS: (Alarmed) Henry! Are you all right? 

 

HENRY: (Nodding quickly) Fine, fine. It comes and goes. Though far more often. (A 

beat) That priest tells me I’m dying, love. 

 

ALAIS: (Forcing a scoff) What does he know? He’s a priest, not a physician. 

 

HENRY: He’s a man of God. He’s much closer to Him than I am. (wryly) Although I 

fear that may soon change. (A beat; looking at her sadly) Alais, I’m so sorry. 

 

ALAIS: For what? 

 

HENRY: (Sighing) For everything. For wanting you. (A beat) For taking you. 

 

ALAIS: (Shakes her head quickly) You took nothing I didn’t give. Willingly. 

 

HENRY: You came to my court as a child, and I watched you grow into an incredibly 

beautiful woman. (Slowly strokes her hair) And the more beautiful you 

became, the more I envied Richard. Do you know I deliberately delayed your 

wedding? (A beat) Repeatedly? 

 

ALAIS: (Smiling) You didn’t hear me complain, did you? 

 

HENRY: No. Though God knows you had more than enough reason. (Shakes his head 

bitterly) Forgive me, Alais. I used you. I loved you, but I used you. (A beat) I 

made you a plaything, a ball; tossed back and forth between Richard and John 

like children. 

 

ALAIS: (Wryly) I wondered why I always felt so dizzy. Do you truly believe my 

marrying Richard will achieve peace? 

 

HENRY: It will appease Philip. 

 

ALAIS: Philip cares nothing for me, Henry. He only covets the Vexin. Besides, you 

may need to convince John more than me. 

 

HENRY: John is here? 

 

ALAIS: Yes, and spoiled as ever. He threw quite the tantrum when Father Alban 

explained your wishes. He will have me. And he will be king. Apparently you 

promised as much. 

 

HENRY: That drunken little fool! As much as it pains me to say; Eleanor was right. (A 

beat; scowling at her) Never tell her I said that. 
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ALAIS: (Chuckling) Your secret is safe with me. In any event, Richard is at least fair-

minded. 

 

HENRY: Richard? Fair-minded? (Scoffs) Two years ago I sent him to quell an uprising 

in Angoulême. Some of the barons there refused to pay their taxes. I told him 

to negotiate; to listen to their terms before doing anything rash. He approached 

the city under a flag of truce, but when the gates were opened, he attacked. (A 

beat) He slaughtered half the town and hung the barons from the battlements.  

 

ALAIS: (Appalled) Does Queen Eleanor know this? 

 

HENRY: Do you really think she'd believe it? He could never do wrong in her eyes. 

 

ALAIS: (Musing thoughtfully) I think I could have married Geoffrey. 

 

HENRY: Ah, yes. Geoffrey. The practical one. (Wistfully) I had such hopes for that lad. 

 

ALAIS: It was… (Wincing, struggling for words) …difficult, to see him die that way. It 

was only a joust… 

 

HENRY: Geoffrey lived for the joust, Alais. It was his passion. Granted, it’s far more 

fitting for a knight to fall in true combat, but Geoffrey died content. I’m sure of 

it. 

 

ALAIS: (Sighing wearily) In any event, it would seem I am doomed to marry a 

Plantagenet ass, one way or another. 

 

HENRY: I'm truly sorry, love. I must play the tyrant for the sake of diplomacy.  

 

ALAIS: (Smirking coyly) Really? You only play? 

 

HENRY: (Feigning a scowl) Don’t think you can take advantage of my infirmity, girl. I 

can still lock you in the Tower. 

 

ALAIS: At least I would have Queen Eleanor and Lady Petra for company. 

 

HENRY: Petra is here? 

 

ALAIS: Yes. Though no one seems to know why. 

 

HENRY: I sent for her. I thought it might… (A beat) …please Eleanor.  

 

ALAIS: That is important? 

 

HENRY: More than you possibly realize. Let me worry about John, Alais. Only do as I 

ask. (Looks at her pleadingly) Will you do this for me, love? Will you marry 

Richard? 
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ALAIS: Yes. (A beat) But not while you still live. 

 

HENRY: You have no worries in that regard. Even to witness that union would end my 

life. 

 

ALAIS: Then don’t leave me! 

 

HENRY: That isn’t in my power. (Scoffs bitterly) Such irony, is it not? I defeated every 

enemy I opposed, won every treasure I coveted, took any woman I desired; but 

I cannot hold back death. What’s the point of even being king? (Reaches out to 

squeeze her hand) Please say you forgive me, Alais. 

 

ALAIS: With all my soul, love. 

 

HENRY: (Nods contentedly) Good. Good. (A beat; sighing) Now, if you will, I am tired, 

and would sleep again.  

 

ALAIS: May I stay with you? Just for a while? 

 

HENRY: If you wish. But if I should start to die, please fetch Father Alban. 

 

ALAIS: Hush, Henry! I will not let you die. Not while I am here. 

 

HENRY: Well, then, you must never leave this room! 

  

They both laugh, then HENRY closes his eyes 

and falls asleep. ALAIS leans against the bed 

and rests her head on his arm, then quietly sobs. 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 5 
 

 

AT RISE: Following morning; THE CASTLE 

ANTECHAMBER. ELEANOR stands at the 

window and stares out forlornly. PETRA quietly 

enters and stands behind her. 

 

PETRA: Do you plan to jump, dear sister? 

 

ELEANOR: (Startled) Petra! You startled me. 

 

PETRA: When I was locked in the cloister, there was a parapet, just off the bell tower 

above the chapel. Many's the time I would stand and stare up at it; debating 

whether I should climb up and throw myself off. Only one thing stopped me. 
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ELEANOR: Your fear of God? 

 

PETRA: My fear of heights. 

 

They laugh. 

 

PETRA: I’ve always loved your laugh, Eleanor. Though I heard less and less of it as we 

grew older. 

 

ELEANOR: (Suddenly somber) I have very little to laugh about anymore. 

 

PETRA: You mourn the king's illness? 

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffs) I could never mourn for Henry. About anything. 

 

PETRA: What happened, Eleanor? You used to be so happy. I remember your 

coronation; you and Henry seemed so much in love. 

 

ELEANOR: We were. Or at least, I thought we were. It fell apart so quickly. 

 

PETRA: Ah, yes; the wondering eye of the flesh. That's what caused my annulment. 

 

ELEANOR: Infidelity? 

 

PETRA: Yes. (A beat) But not his. 

 

ELEANOR: (Smiles knowingly) We are what we are, I suppose. 

 

PETRA: Eleanor, your letters stopped long ago, so I never really knew much of what 

happened between the two of you. There were… (A beat; warily) …rumors. 

 

ELEANOR: Of what? 

 

PETRA: Many things. Rebellion, treason… (Eyeing her grimly) …murder. 

 

ELEANOR: Really? And just who am I supposed to have murdered? 

 

PETRA: Henry’s mistress. 

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffs) Really, Petra; you need to be more specific. (Musing) There was Jane, 

Elizabeth, that young scullery girl – I can’t recall her name – Margret, Alais— 

 

PETRA: (Aghast) Alais? Richard’s intended? 

 

ELEANOR: Don’t look so shocked, sister. Henry takes who he wants. At least he had the 

decency to wait till she was seventeen. I suppose that’s some consolation. But, 

to continue; there was Louise, Catherine— 
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PETRA: Rosamund Clifford. 

 

ELEANOR: (Sighing) Ah, yes. (A beat) Rosamund. Tell me; what exactly did you hear? 

 

PETRA: That you poisoned her when you learned of their affair. 

 

ELEANOR: Yes, I’ve heard that story. I also heard that I cornered her in a labyrinth garden 

at Woodstock Palace, where I offered her a choice between poison and a 

dagger. I think I like that one much better. 

 

PETRA: Did you kill her? 

 

ELEANOR: (Sighing) I hated her, Petra. I won’t deny that. She was beautiful. Probably the 

most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I knew Henry wanted her; how could he 

not? But I was pregnant with John, and it was before the troubles with young 

Henry. I truly thought that things were getting better between us. (A beat) But 

then she came along. It wasn’t just that he took her, Petra, that was bad 

enough. But he flaunted her; he paraded her before the entire court and made 

absolutely no secret of their affair. I was so consumed with hatred of them both 

that even John’s birth brought no joy. Indeed, I think that’s why I have such 

disdain for John. (A beat) Whenever I look at him, I see her. 

 

PETRA: (Pointedly) But did you kill her, Eleanor? 

 

ELEANOR: I don’t know how she died. I was imprisoned at the time. Henry had placed her 

in a convent in Oxford, after young Henry rebelled. Possibly he wanted her out 

of my reach; who knows? I only heard that she had died suddenly. (A beat) I 

did not weep at the news. 

 

PETRA: You could have had her killed. 

 

ELEANOR: Yes. (A beat; eyeing her firmly) I could have. (Shaking her head quickly) Can 

we talk of other things, sister? The morning is too beautiful to dwell on death. 

 

PETRA: Is Henry any better? 

  

ELEANOR: Father Alban said he passed the night peacefully. (A beat) Alais was with him. 

 

PETRA: You don’t seem to mind their affair. 

 

ELEANOR: I told you, I no longer care. Indeed, I wish I could leave this place. So many 

memories. 

 

PETRA: Do you really think that when Henry’s dead you’ll be free of them? 

 

ELEANOR: No. (A beat) But I’ll be free of him. 

 

PETRA: And is that what you really want?  
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ELEANOR: Of course it is! (A beat) Why wouldn’t it? 

 

PETRA: It just doesn’t seem like you, dear sister. You’ve always known exactly what 

you wanted. I could always tell. (A beat) I still can. 

  

PRINCE JOHN suddenly enters. He is drinking 

from a goblet of wine, and he raises it mockingly 

when he sees ELEANOR. 

  

JOHN:  Good morrow, lady Mother. I trust you're well? 

  

ELEANOR:  (Less than pleased to see him) John. Do you remember your aunt, Petra? 

  

JOHN:  (Scowling at her curiously) Petra? I don't think so. 

  

PETRA:  (Smiling sweetly) Oh, but I remember you. You were six the last time I saw 

you. The cook was chasing you because you'd stolen jam from the pantry, and 

it was smeared all over your face. I stepped in front of you and told you that 

you needed your backside birched, and you kicked me in the shin. (A beat) 

You were a horrid boy. 

  

JOHN:  (Bristling) I'm not a boy. 

  

PETRA:  (Still smiling) Of course not. (Nods congenially to both) Your Majesties. 

  

PETRA quickly exits. JOHN glares after her. 

  

JOHN:  Witch! Just let her wait till I'm king. 

 

ELEANOR:   What do you want, John? 

  

JOHN:  Can't a son simply say good morning to his mother? 

  

ELEANOR: (Flatly) What do you want, John? 

  

JOHN: (Frustrated) I want to see father, but that meddlesome priest won't let me. He 

says he’s exhausted. (Scoffs) Apparently not exhausted enough for Alais. Will 

you tell him to let me in? 

  

ELEANOR: And why, pray tell, would he defer to me? 

  

JOHN:  Because people listen to you. (A beat) Even father. 

  

ELEANOR: Why, yes, of course he does. Which is exactly why I've been imprisoned for 

the past sixteen years!  

 

JOHN:  Father promised me the crown! 
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ELEANOR: Henry promises everything. To everyone. He gives only when it suits him. You 

should know that by now. 

 

JOHN:  How do I share the realm with Richard? 

 

ELEANOR: You’ll be in England, he’ll be in France. I should think that was obvious. 

  

JOHN: But I like France! It’s where I hunt, where I joust, where I— 

  

ELEANOR: Drink and whore? (Scoffs) You can do either wherever you please. No realm 

claims sovereignty over those. 

 

JOHN: Richard won’t go along with it. I know him; he won’t go along with it. You’ll 

see. 

 

ELEANOR: Let me worry about Richard. 

 

JOHN: (Coldly) Oh, yes, dear, sweet Richard. Mother’s favorite son. Anything he 

wants, he can have. That’s always been the way, hasn’t it? (Grinning 

malevolently) Tell me, mother; I heard that he shared your bed growing up. 

Was that true, or just another malicious rumor? (A beat) Like you killing 

Rosamund? 

 

ELEANOR bristles and raises her hand as if to 

strike him. JOHN backs away, obviously 

frightened. The two of them glare at each other 

for several moments, then ELEANOR lowers her 

hand and shakes her head in disgust and quickly 

starts to exit.  

 

JOHN: Why do you hate me? 

 

ELEANOR: (Turning back; startled) What? 

 

JOHN: (Nearly in tears) Why do you hate me? You’ve always hated me. You loved 

Richard far more than anyone else. 

 

ELEANOR: (Taken aback; struggling for words) I…I didn’t know you, John. Henry took 

you away from me while you were still a babe. Part of my punishment for 

young Henry. He threw Richard aside, just as he did me. Richard was all I had. 

 

JOHN: That makes me less of your son? 

 

ELEANOR: No. Your own actions do that.  

 

JOHN: Even so, Richard is still favored. By everyone. Do you know what they call 

him, mother? Coeur de Lion. Lion Heart. Do you know what I am called? John 

Lackland. Lack-land. Why? Because I have nothing; no land, no titles, nothing. 
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ELEANOR: You were the youngest. You were never expected to inherit the throne. 

 

JOHN: (Sarcastically) Ah, yes, of course; the law of succession. How could I forget? 

Let me see; how does it work again? The oldest son inherits the title, the 

middle commands the army, and the youngest becomes a priest. (Scoffs) God's 

teeth! Can you see that, mother? Can you truly see me as a priest? (Feigns a 

pious scowl and traces a cross in the air) Your sins are forgiven, my child. (A 

beat; musing) Then again, perhaps it wouldn't be all that bad. After all, I’d be 

privy to everyone’s deepest, darkest secrets. Not to mention the fact I'd have 

plenty of wine. (Grinning lecherously) And free access to the convents. 

 

ELEANOR: (Disgusted) Truly, every word that comes out of your mouth proves you more 

of an ass. 

 

JOHN: That’s as may be. But mark my words, mother; I will be king. 

 

ELEANOR  (Musing; after a beat) Perhaps you will. But God grant it’s only after I am 

dead. 

 

ELEANOR turns and swiftly exits. JOHN glares 

after her, then swiftly drains his goblet. 

  

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 6 
 

 

AT RISE: THE KING’S BEDCHAMBER a short time later. 

HENRY leans over the side of the bed and 

wretches violently into a bowl that’s held by the 

serving girl, KAT. FR. ALBAN stands nearby 

and watches the scene grimly. KAT wipes 

HENRY’s face with a towel, which is stained 

with blood when she pulls it away. HENRY falls 

back against his pillow and smiles at KAT 

gratefully. 

 

HENRY: (Labored) Thank you, child. 

 

KAT:  Sire. 

 

KAT quickly stands and hurries out of the room. 

HENRY sighs wearily. 

 

ALBAN: How do you feel, Majesty? 

 

HENRY: (Sarcastically) How do I look, priest? 
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ALBAN: Like a king. 

 

HENRY: Who feels like a dog. That’s been poisoned. (Painfully) My entire body burns. 

Is this what Hell feels like, father? 

 

ALBAN: I know not, Majesty. I pray neither of us ever finds out. 

 

HENRY: You have a better chance of avoiding it than I do. 

 

ALBAN: You've given a good confession. If it's God's will you die, you will do so in His 

grace. 

 

HENRY: (Scoffs) I haven't told you the half of what I've done, father. Trust me; you 

don't want to hear it. 

 

ALBAN: Nothing is hidden from God, Majesty. Though men continually try. Do you 

repent of your sins? 

 

HENRY: What I repent of is my stupidity, which seems to have grown worse with each 

passing year. Age is supposed to bring wisdom, is it not?  

 

ALBAN: Wisdom comes from God. (A beat) And by learning from our mistakes. 

 

HENRY: A king is God's anointed. Can he even make mistakes? 

 

ALBAN: I'm not certain I can answer that question, Majesty.  

 

HENRY: Why not? 

 

ALBAN: (Flatly) Because I've grown tremendously fond of my head. 

 

Henry struggles to laugh, despite the pain. 

 

HENRY: Don’t worry yourself, father. Of all the people I would see dead, your name is 

last on the list. 

 

ALBAN: I take great comfort in knowing that, Your Majesty. Though it does trouble me 

that I am even on your list. 

 

HENRY: I am the king, father. Everyone is on my list. (A beat) What news of Richard? 

 

ALBAN: Scouts report seeing riders wearing his colors a few leagues north, but no sign 

of the prince himself. 

 

HENRY: (Sighing) He’ll be here soon enough. 

 

ALBAN: Prince John would have us fortify the castle for a siege. 
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HENRY: (Chucking bitterly) Of course he does. Which would last only until he ran out 

of wine. 

 

ALBAN: In any event, the Lady Eleanor— 

 

HENRY: (Interrupting sharply) Queen Eleanor. 

 

ALBAN eyes him curiously. 

 

ALBAN: Of course, Majesty. My apologies. Queen Eleanor thinks she can make the 

young prince see reason. 

 

HENRY: She’ll need the patience of Job. (A beat) And a heavy club. Much as it pains 

me, father; she is right about John. (A beat; ruefully) Yet another example of 

my stupidity. 

 

HENRY grimaces with a look of pain. ALBAN 

starts to exit. 

 

ALBAN: I shall leave you to rest, then. (A beat; pausing) There is one thing I meant to 

tell you, Majesty; the Lady Petra has asked to see you. 

 

HENRY: (Obviously puzzled) Petra? To see me? 

 

ALBAN: Indeed. She waits even now outside. 

 

HENRY: (Warily) Is she armed? 

 

ALBAN: (Taken aback, then slowly chuckling) Not as I could see, Majesty. Would you 

have her searched? 

 

HENRY: No. (A beat) That would only make her angry. Send her in, father. (A beat) But 

leave the door open. 

 

ALBAN exits. PETRA enters and curtsies 

respectfully. 

 

PETRA: Your Majesty. 

 

HENRY: Lady Petra? Is it really you? Alais told me you were here, but I wasn’t sure I 

believed her. Last I heard, you were confined to a convent. I see no nun’s 

habit. (A beat, eyeing her curiously) But I see no broomstick, either, so perhaps 

it was beneficial. 

 

PETRA: (Smiling graciously) Oh, but I left it outside, Your Majesty. Along with my 

cat. (A beat) Though I did bring my wand. 

 

HENRY: To turn me into a toad, no doubt? 
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PETRA: Oh, no, of course not. I have too much respect for toads. I think I shall make 

you a common housefly, instead. (A beat) Annoying as you are. 

 

HENRY: Me? You are the annoyance! I remember the first time I met you. Eleanor 

brought you to court for our wedding, and you immediately took it upon 

yourself to move into the palace. I was never even consulted. 

 

PETRA: (Shrugging) I was merely waiting to see whether my sister had married the 

right man. (A beat) In fact, I am still waiting. 

 

HENRY: (Suddenly laughs) By God, it is you! The only woman with a sharper tongue 

than Eleanor’s. 

 

PETRA: I shall take that as a compliment. (A beat) Given the source. 

 

HENRY: (Gestures to a nearby chair) Eleanor was pleased to see you? 

 

PETRA: (Sitting down) She was. And I her.  

 

HENRY: Good. Good. I am grateful for that. I was worried she might not be. 

 

PETRA: (After a moment) You were the one who sent for me?  

 

HENRY: Yes.  

 

PETRA: But, why? After all, you and I have rarely seen eye to eye. 

 

HENRY: But you do see eye to eye with Eleanor. (A beat) Which is what I’m counting 

on. 

 

PETRA: Really, Your Majesty— 

 

HENRY: Please, Petra; let us dispense with formalities. I am Henry. And I am dying. I 

will soon stand before God. (A beat) And I doubt He will call me Your 

Majesty. 

 

PETRA: You find that vexing? 

 

HENRY: Only because it's so soon. I had wanted to live much longer. 

 

PETRA: (Flatly) So did I. 

 

HENRY: (Puzzled) I don't understand. 

 

PETRA: I am dying as well, Henry. (A beat) A cancer. 

 

HENRY: (After a moment) I’m sorry, Petra. Truly. Does Eleanor know? 
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PETRA: I didn't want to tell her. She is already troubled. 

 

HENRY: (Rolling his eyes) By me, of course? 

 

PETRA: (Wryly) You won't hear me deny it. 

 

HENRY: (Feigning a scowl) You could at least pretend. 

 

PETRA: (Grinning) Not even for a king. 

 

HENRY: That's the reason we never saw eye to eye. You're too honest. (A beat; sighing) 

She hates me, Petra. 

 

PETRA: She has reason. 

 

HENRY: I only did what I had to do. 

 

PETRA: As king, perhaps. But what about as a man? As a husband? In that respect you 

were sadly lacking. 

 

HENRY: (Glaring) You don't mince words, do you, woman? 

 

PETRA: Why should I? I have as little time left as you. Feel free to take my head, if you 

like. In fact, I wish you would. It would spare me an undoubtedly prolonged 

and painful death. 

 

HENRY: What could I have done differently? I am king; I had to care for the realm. I 

had to maintain peace. People often… (A beat, shrugging) …got in the way. 

 

PETRA: Even the people you loved? 

 

HENRY: Especially the people I loved. 

 

PETRA: Eleanor only wanted your love, Henry; your faithfulness. (A beat; scoffing) Yet 

who am I to talk in that regard? I was the one who betrayed my own marriage. 

 

HENRY: You and Raoul were never happy. Everyone knew that. 

 

PETRA: Does that matter? Is that truly an excuse for infidelity? He had every right to 

lock me in that convent. It gave me time to think about what I'd done; how 

selfish I'd been. I wanted to tell him so; to ask his forgiveness. (A beat, close to 

tears) He died before I could. 

 

HENRY: You think I should beg Eleanor's forgiveness? 

 

PETRA: I think you should both beg each other's. (Musing wistfully) The Church speaks 

of Hell and eternal damnation, but what worse hell could there be than to die 

with a lifetime of regrets? 
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HENRY: (Shaking his head sadly) None. (A beat) Absolutely none. 

 

ELEANOR suddenly enters. She starts when she 

sees PETRA. 

   

ELEANOR: Petra! I didn't know you were here. 

 

PETRA: (Quickly smiling) The king and I were merely catching up on insults. Isn't that 

so, Your Majesty? 

 

HENRY: Indeed. Your good lady sister decided to hasten my end with her company. (A 

beat) I feel perversely blessed. 

 

PETRA: (Standing) Well, then; my task is completed. I shall leave the two of you to 

your perpetual sparring. (Smirking at HENRY) I go to find a flytrap. (Bows to 

both) Your Majesties… 

 

PETRA exits quickly. ELEANOR frowns after 

her, then looks at HENRY. 

 

ELEANOR: A flytrap? What did she mean by that? 

 

HENRY: (Feigning ignorance) She’s your sister. 

 

ELEANOR:   Henry, John is— 

  

HENRY: (Interrupting) I know what John is, Eleanor. John is everything you claim, and 

worse. He has asked repeatedly to see me, but I gave orders he will not. (A 

beat; grimly) I am certain that if he does, one of us will surely die. 

 

ELEANOR:  What do you wish to do? 

 

HENRY:     Wait until Richard arrives. John will see reason then. 

 

ELEANOR:   Do you truly believe that? 

 

HENRY: He can't stand against both Richard and Philip. And if he tries, then whatever 

befalls the dullard will be his own doing. 

 

ELEANOR:   That is certainly a change of attitude from the last time we spoke. 

 

HENRY:     Death has a way of unmasking realities, lamb. What we would not see is all we 

do see. (A beat; Sighing) What happened, Eleanor?  

 

ELEANOR: What do you mean? 

 

HENRY: To us. Why did our love die? 
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ELEANOR: (Scoffs) You assume we were ever in love to begin with. 

 

HENRY: I think we were. I think you believe so, as well, as much as you try to hide it.  

 

ELEANOR: You are the sage; you figure it out. 

 

HENRY: Eleanor, please. There is so much I will never understand. Let me at least know 

this. Was it my adultery, my faithlessness? (A beat; warily) Was it Rosamund? 

 

ELEANOR:  (Grimacing) Dear God! I wish that I might never hear that name again! 

 

HENRY:   So it was her?   

 

ELEANOR:   (Angrily) Yes! (A beat) No! It was everything, Henry; don't you understand? It 

was Rosamund, Jane; all of your mistresses. It was your lying, your duplicity, 

your indifference. It was you! (A beat; anguished) And it was William. 

 

HENRY:  (Genuinely puzzled) The…the babe…? 

 

ELEANOR:  (Bitterly) Yes, Henry; the babe. You can't even say his name, can you? Even 

after thirty years, you still can't say the name of your first-born son. 

 

HENRY:   Eleanor, I— 

 

ELEANOR:   (Struggling for composure) He was only three years old. He had those terrible 

seizures. He would shake and shake so violently, and all I could do was hold 

him tight and pray for them to stop. Please, God, just let them stop. (A beat) 

And finally they did. 

 

HENRY:   (Wincing) Eleanor, please… 

 

ELEANOR:  Where were you, Henry, when we laid him to rest? I never did find out. Here, 

in France? With one of your mistresses? I suppose now it doesn't matter. I only 

know that I needed you. I needed you to grieve with me over the death of our 

son. (A beat) But you weren't there. 

 

HENRY:   I didn't know what to do, lamb. What to say. The pain was so great— 

 

ELEANOR:   (Exploding) And mine wasn't? He was our first-born child!  

 

HENRY:   Don’t you think I know that? I am reminded of that fact every single day! I 

keep asking myself; what if William had lived? Would I now be facing his 

treason, or would he truly be the heir that I wanted? (A beat, shaking his head 

bitterly) That's all I have left, Eleanor; a lifetime of what-ifs. 

 

ELEANOR:   (Coldly) Do you want me to weep for you? 
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HENRY:    No. I want you to see me for what I am. Broken, defeated; no longer a king. 

Just a dying man facing his sins. (Pleadingly) I want you to forgive me, lamb. 

Is that too much to ask? 

 

ELEANOR: No. It’s not too much to ask. (A beat) It's too much to give.  

 

HENRY: Eleanor, please, I need your help. What can I do? Damn it, woman, what do 

you want from me? 

 

ELEANOR:  My freedom! Isn’t that obvious? I want my freedom!  I want to walk outside in 

the grass, feel the sun on my face, smell the flowers and not worry if the next 

time you summon me is to my death. I am tired of being a means to an end. If 

you want something from Richard, then you deal with him. Stop being his king 

and be his father. That is all he has ever wanted; it’s what they’ve all wanted 

from you. Just to be their father. (A beat) I’m so tired of all this. I just want to 

leave Chinon and never come back.   

 

HENRY: I promised you your freedom! 

 

ELEANOR: Only if Richard agrees to your terms! 

 

HENRY: It is the best I can offer. 

 

ELEANOR: (Aghast) The best you can...? 

 

HENRY:   Eleanor, don’t you understand? You defied your king. And your husband. 

Your punishment was just. (A beat) After all, I must have obedience in my 

realm. 

 

The two of them stare at each other for several 

moments. FR. ALBAN has entered quietly, and 

has observed much of the exchange. He suddenly 

steps forward. 

 

ALBAN:   Forgive me, Majesties, please. 

 

HENRY:   (Angrily) WHAT…??? 

 

ALBAN:   I bear important news, Sire. Prince Richard has been spotted less than a league 

from Chinon. (A beat) With an army of five thousand men. 

 

Unseen to either man, ELEANOR quietly exits. 

 

HENRY:   Is Philip with him? 

 

ALBAN:   There is no sign of King Philip, Your Majesty. 
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HENRY:   A rift, perhaps? (Musing) This could be to our advantage. Thank you, father. 

You may go, now. (A beat) Prepare the castle for my son’s arrival. 

 

ALBAN bows deferentially and exits. HENRY 

turns, apparently expecting to see ELEANOR. 

 

HENRY:   Eleanor, lamb, as I said, I must… 

 

He sees that she is no longer in the room, then 

sighs sadly. 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT 1: SCENE 7 

 

 

AT RISE: The next morning; THE CASTLE 

ANTECHAMBER. PRINCE JOHN leans lazily 

against one wall, drinking from a chalice. KAT 

enters hurriedly, carrying a bundle of clothing. 

She doesn’t notice JOHN, who suddenly steps 

forward with a leering grin. 

 

JOHN: Ah-ha! There you are, my little Kitty Kat! Scurrying after dormice, are we? 

 

KAT stops with a look of fear. She manages to 

curtsy deferentially. 

 

KAT:      (Warily) Sire, please forgive me, but I am about My Lady's business. 

 

JOHN: My Lady? 

 

KAT: The lady Alais, Sire. She would have me move her things into the king’s 

chambers. 

 

JOHN slowly approaches her, reaching out with 

his free hand to touch her face. 

 

JOHN:      Well, now you are about my business. (Gently strokes her face) Where were 

you last night, girl? I couldn't find you anywhere.  

 

KAT:     I’m sorry, Sire, I was… 

 

JOHN: (Salaciously) Tell me, little Kat; have you ever lain with a king? 

KAT:  (Mortified) I…I have never lain with any man! 
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JOHN: A maiden? Truly? (Laughs elatedly) I did not think they still existed. Well, 

then; I am indeed fortunate. (Starts to run his finger along the collar of her 

dress) As you will also be, and quite soon. 

 

KAT tries to back away, obviously terrified. 

 

KAT: Please, Sire, I must be about my Lady's business. She will be… (Struggling for 

words) …vexed with me. 

 

JOHN suddenly and angrily grabs her by the 

throat. Unseen to either, ALAIS and TALVAS 

silently enter. 

 

JOHN: Not nearly as vexed as me, girl. (Leans closer and leers at her coldly) I don't 

like it when people refuse me. Especially servants. You will give me what I 

want, and willingly, or I will simply take it. 

 

KAT: (Through choking sobs) Sweet Jesu, save me… 

 

ALAIS:     Let her go, John. 

 

JOHN:      (Glaring at her sharply) What did you say? 

 

ALAIS:     I said let her go. 

 

JOHN:      (Scoffs) You forget who you speak to, woman. 

 

ALAIS:     I know exactly who I speak to. (A beat; firmly) Let her go.  

 

JOHN: And if I don’t? 

 

ALAIS: (Smiling) Then I shall go and see the king. (A beat) He’s quite fond of me, you 

know. 

 

The two of them stare at each other briefly, as 

TALVAS watches the entire scene with a look of 

uncertainty. JOHN suddenly lets go of KAT, who 

quickly backs away. ALAIS nods at her and 

gestures in dismissal. KAT swiftly curtsies and 

exits. JOHN smirks at ALAIS. 

 

JOHN:      So, you move into father's bedroom. You prefer a dying man over a living? 

 

ALAIS:     No, I simply prefer a man over a boy. 

 

JOHN: (Bristling) I am not a boy! Why does everyone keep calling me that? 

(Advances on her menacingly) Do you have idea what I could do to you? 
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ALAIS:     (Calmly) As long as the king lives, you can do nothing. 

 

JOHN:     That won’t be for long. And I can wait. (A beat; grinning coldly) Oh, yes; I can 

wait. 

 

ALAIS:     Then perhaps you should wait for Richard. No doubt he's quite anxious to see 

his little brother once again. 

 

JOHN's face reflects a sudden alarm. He quickly 

composes himself and looks at TALVAS, who 

swiftly averts his eyes. 

 

JOHN:      (Turning back to smirk at ALAIS) Enjoy your power, My Lady. It won’t last 

long. 

 

JOHN laughs and exits quickly. ALAIS sighs in 

obvious relief. TALVAS struggles for words. 

 

TALVAS:    If you’ll forgive me, My Lady, the prince seems— 

 

ALAIS:     (Flatly) The prince is a pig. 

 

TALVAS:    (Incredulous) My Lady...? 

 

ALAIS:     Prince John is a pig. He always has been. (A beat, shrugging, matter-of-factly) 

He can't help it; it's just his nature. 

 

TALVAS:    But…he is your betrothed. 

 

ALAIS:  (Scoffing laugh) I will never marry John. I would throw myself from the 

battlements before that would ever happen. 

 

TALVAS: No! (Realizing his gaff) Forgive me, My Lady, I only meant… (A beat, 

struggling for words) …God forbid any such thing might happen. Suicide is a 

sin. 

 

ALAIS eyes him curiously, then shrugs. 

 

ALAIS: Perhaps. In any event, I'm not certain I will ever marry anyone. 

 

TALVAS:    With respect, My Lady; I truly hope that isn't the case. I should hope… 

(Hesitantly) …I should hope you marry someone you love. (Aside, almost 

inaudible) And who loves you. 

 

ALAIS: How’s that? 

 

TALVAS: (Quickly) Nothing, My Lady. 
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ALAIS:     (Chuckling) You're a very sweet boy, William. And you’re actually the second 

person to tell me that. But you have a great deal to learn about the world. 

 

ALAIS starts to exit.  

 

TALVAS:    My mother chose my father. 

 

ALAIS stops. 

 

ALAIS:     Excuse me? 

 

TALVAS:    My mother. She chose my father. (A beat) To marry. 

 

ALAIS:     (Intrigued) Truly? And just how, pray tell, did she do that? 

 

TALVAS:    She met him at a tournament, in Tours. He was jousting. She asked if she could 

tie her kerchief to his lance. For luck. It must have worked, for he won every 

tilt that day. So she went again, to the next event, and did the same.  

 

ALAIS:     And did he win? 

 

TALVAS:    Every joust. By then my father was convinced she was either a witch, or the 

girl he would marry. Thankfully he chose the latter. He would always say she 

bewitched him, though. (A beat, grinning) And she would never deny it. 

 

ALAIS:     That's a very sweet story, William. Do you see your mother often? 

 

TALVAS:  She died, My Lady; when I was twelve. 

 

ALAIS:     Oh, I'm so sorry. 

 

TALVAS:    My father was overwhelmed with grief. So much so that he left for the 

Crusades. He died fighting at Ephesus. (Tugs at his mantle proudly) This was 

his. 

   

ALAIS:     You must be very proud. 

 

TALVAS:    He named me his successor before he left. He told me to always be a ‘true 

knight’. (A beat) May I confide in you, My Lady? 

 

ALAIS: Of course, William. 

 

TALVAS: I don't really know what that means. 

 

ALAIS: Perhaps it means virtuous. And kind. 

 

TALVAS: Neither is ever easy. 
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ALAIS: No. 

 

TALVAS: My father was virtuous. And kind. It may be that he meant I should be like 

him. 

 

ALAIS:     I have known many knights, William. I think you are every bit as true, indeed, 

even more so, than most. 

 

TALVAS:    (Struggles for words, obviously taken aback) Thank you, My Lady. 

 

FR. ALBAN suddenly enters. 

 

ALBAN:    (To TALVAS) There you are, William. Prince Richard approaches the castle. 

He bears a flag of parley. 

 

TALVAS:    (Bowing) Eminence. I shall go and fetch Prince John. 

 

ALAIS and ALBAN respond at once. 

 

TOGETHER:  No! 

 

ALBAN:     His Majesty would prefer that I speak with the Prince, William. And I would 

have you come with me. 

 

TALVAS:    (Startled) Me? 

 

ALBAN:     You are the Count of Ponthieu.  

 

TALVAS: (Shaking his head) That was my father, Eminence. I am unknown. 

 

ALBAN: Prince Richard would recognize the title. 

 

TALVAS:    But I am not— 

 

ALBAN:     You are more than capable, William. You have my trust. (A beat) And the 

king’s. 

 

TALVAS stares at him uncertainly, then looks at 

ALAIS. She nods encouragingly. 

 

TALVAS:  (To ALBAN) Very well, then. I will help as I can. 

 

ALBAN and TALVAS bow to ALAIS and start to 

exit. ALAIS suddenly reaches into her pocket. 

 

ALAIS: William, wait. 

 

ALAIS steps forward and holds out her kerchief. 
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ALAIS: (Smiling at him) For luck. 

 

TALVAS takes the kerchief and hesitantly returns 

the smile. TALVAS and ALBAN exit.  

 

ALAIS: (Staring after WILLIAM thoughtfully) And for a true knight… 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT I: SCENE 8 
 

 

AT RISE: THE CASTLE THRONE ROOM a short time 

later. FATHER ALBAN and TALVAS stand 

together, then both swiftly bow as an imposing, 

royal-looking man, RICHARD LIONHEART, 

suddenly enters. RICHARD wears a cloak 

bearing his coat of arms and is armed with a 

sword. His demeanor is stern and impatient. 

 

ALBAN: (Still bowed) Your Highness. Welcome to Chinon. God’s peace be with you. 

 

RICHARD: I will see King Henry. 

 

ALBAN: With respect, Sire, the king is ill. 

 

RICHARD: (Glaring coldly) Perhaps you didn’t hear me, priest. I will see King Henry. (A 

beat) Now. 

 

ALBAN: Again, Highness, with genuine respect; the king…your father, is ill. (A beat) 

Gravely ill. 

 

RICHARD: (Startled) Was he wounded? 

 

ALBAN: No, Sire. He vomits blood. From an ulcer. A great deal of blood. 

 

RICHARD: Blood? And is he… (A beat) …dying? 

 

ALBAN: As much as it grieves me, Sire, I fear that he is. 

 

RICHARD is obviously taken aback. 

 

RICHARD: Truly, Father, this news is…unsettling. Yet I am still compelled to speak with 

him on behalf of King Philip. The French are angered that Henry… (A beat) 

…that my father, refuses to return their rightful lands. 
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ALBAN: I understand, Sire, truly. And all of your concerns will be addressed, I assure 

you.  

 

RICHARD: Without the king? How? 

 

ALBAN: King Henry has given me his blessing to act in his stead. I know his mind in 

most affairs. 

 

RICHARD: (Suddenly chuckling) You know father’s mind? I commend you, priest. I 

wouldn’t have thought God Himself that clever. 

 

ALBAN:  I know the king only wants what's best for the entire realm, Highness. 

 

RICHARD:   (Smirking) I’m sure he does. (A beat, glancing around curiously) And where is 

my brother, John? I know he’s here. I saw his flag on the battlements. 

 

ALBAN: (Glancing warily at TALVAS) Prince John is… (A beat) …indisposed, 

Highness. 

 

RICHARD: (Scoffs) You mean intoxicated. No doubt he’s swimming in a barrel of ale with 

a naked scullery wench. 

 

ALBAN: I can have him summoned, if you’d like? 

 

RICHARD:  Oh, I would never dream of interrupting his debauchery. (A beat; more 

somberly) But I would like to see my father.  

 

ALBAN: In time, Sire. You will see him; I give you my word. In the meantime, the 

disposition of the French realm has already been considered. In fact, the king 

has drawn up a list of proposals. (Gestures to TALVAS) I think you and King 

Philip will both find them acceptable. 

 

TALVAS quickly steps forward, bowing as he 

hands RICHARD a paper scroll. 

 

RICHARD: (Taking the scroll) King Philip and I will review these proposals, Father. But I 

cannot make any promises. (Frowns curiously at TALVAS' cloak) You wear a 

Crusader's mantle, boy. Why? 

 

TALVAS: (Nervously) It…it was my father's, Sire. 

 

RICHARD: And he was…? 

 

TALVAS: Sir Guy Talvas, Sire. Count of Ponthieu. 

 

RICHARD: (Musing) Talvas? Talvas? By God, I've heard of him. It was said he died 

defending a piece of the True Cross, at Ephesus. And that he didn’t let it fall 

into Saracen hands. 
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TALVAS:   So it was said, Sire. 

 

RICHARD: Impressive. Truly impressive. There is no greater glory than to die fighting for 

the Cross. You should be proud of your father. Your name is…? 

 

TALVAS: (Bowing again) William, Sire. 

 

RICHARD: William. You’re a handsome lad, William. (A beat, smiling appraisingly) 

Quite handsome, indeed. 

 

TALVAS glances at ALBAN uncomfortably.  

 

TALVAS: (Hesitantly) Thank you, Sire. 

 

PRINCE JOHN suddenly enters, obviously drunk 

and extremely livid. He glares at ALBAN. 

 

JOHN:  Look here, priest; I demand to see my fa— 

  

JOHN stops suddenly, staring at RICHARD with 

a look of near terror. 

 

JOHN: Richard… (A beat, struggling to compose himself) I…I was not made aware 

you’d arrived. 

 

RICHARD: There you are, little brother. (Sniffs the air facetiously) You must have bathed. 

I don’t smell the beer that usually proceeds you.  

 

JOHN glowers for a moment, then snaps out of 

his reverie and shakes a finger towards ALBAN. 

 

JOHN: Tell that wretched priest to let me see father! He has no right keeping me 

away. I have much to say to him. 

 

RICHARD: Father Alban says the king… (A beat, glancing at ALBAN) …that our father, is 

deathly ill. If this is so, then I will respect his wishes and allow him to rest. 

Besides, what great calamity would you report? The castle has run out of ale? 

 

JOHN: Father would take Alais away from me and give her to you. 

 

RICHARD: Really? (Intrigued, glancing at ALBAN) Is this true?  

 

ALBAN: It's part of the king's proposals, Highness. 

 

RICHARD: (Nodding speculatively) Of course. Alais holds the Vexin as her dowry. And it 

is one of the provinces Philip wants returned. 

 

JOHN:  The hell with the damned land! I only want Alais! 



P a g e  | 46 

 
RICHARD: (Scoffing in contempt) And what makes you think King Philip would want his 

sister married to a petulant child? 

 

JOHN draws his dagger and advances on 

RICHARD with an angry grimace. RICHARD 

draws his own weapon in defense, then holds the 

blade to JOHN’s throat. 

 

RICHARD:  Your blade is woefully short, little brother. (A beat; smirking) Though I’m 

certain you’ve heard that before. 

 

ALBAN:  (Livid) Enough, both of you! Is this how the sons of a king honor a dying 

father? (Shakes head grimly) You grieve the very heart of God. 

 

JOHN turns on ALBAN angrily. 

 

JOHN:  I told you before, priest— 

 

RICHARD: (Sharply) John! 

 

RICHARD’s glare holds JOHN in check. They 

eye each other angrily for several moments, then 

JOHN slowly lowers his dagger and steps back. 

RICHARD suddenly drops to one knee and bows 

his head. He holds the sword like a cross before 

him. 

 

RICHARD: I'm sorry, Father, truly. It has been a long and difficult journey, and only made 

worse by this…terrible news of my father’s illness. I would humbly beg God’s 

forgiveness. (Looks up at JOHN) Brother? 

 

JOHN starts to object, then sighs in disgust and 

reluctantly kneels.  

 

JOHN:  (Stiffly) I, too, beg forgiveness. 

 

FATHER ALBAN traces a cross in the air above 

them. 

 

ALBAN:  You are both forgiven, by God's Grace. (Eyeing them pleadingly) Highnesses, 

with respect; if nothing else, let us be peaceful in voicing our concerns. 

 

JOHN:  (Tersely; standing) But what about my concerns, priest? Am I not to be 

included in father's treaty? Or is my voice not to be heard? (A beat) As usual. 

 

RICHARD suddenly seems to soften. He stands 

as well, then smiles gently and steps forward, 

slipping an arm around JOHN’s shoulders. 
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RICHARD: Of course, John, of course. Your concerns are every bit as relevant. Despite our 

differences, we are still brothers. This can all be resolved. (Glancing at 

ALBAN) Granted, it would be better if we could speak with father, but it can be 

resolved.  

 

ELEANOR has quietly entered the throne room, 

unnoticed by most of the others. She stands 

nearby, silently observing the scene.  

 

ALBAN: (Nodding assent) Indeed, Highness. This is why we are here. It’s simply a 

matter of negotiation. 

 

RICHARD suddenly laughs. 

 

JOHN:  What's so funny? 

 

RICHARD: (Still not seeing ELEANOR) Oh, nothing. It just occurred to me; it's really too 

bad mother isn't here. Then you would see true negotiations. By God, that 

woman has a tongue sharper than a serpent’s tooth. 

 

ALBAN, TALVAS, and JOHN have noticed by 

now. They glance at one another anxiously, as 

RICHARD continues to chuckle. 

 

RICHARD: Indeed, I sometimes think father may have actually imprisoned her simply to 

shut her up. 

 

JOHN:  (Warningly) Richard… 

 

RICHARD: Even as a child, I preferred a beating over one of her incessant lectures. 

 

JOHN:  (More insistent) Richard… 

 

RICHARD: That woman could talk the devil straight out of h— 

 

JOHN:  Richard! 

 

RICHARD: (Sharply; annoyed) What? 

 

JOHN nods in ELEANOR’s direction. RICHARD 

turns. ELEANOR slowly smiles. 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

END OF ACT I 
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ACT II: SCENE 1 

 

 

AT RISE: THE CASTLE THRONE ROOM moments later. 

ELEANOR and RICHARD stare at each other 

silently, while JOHN, ALBAN, and TALVAS 

watch silently. 

 

ELEANOR: (Smiling sweetly) Hello, Richard. 

 

RICHARD: Mother. (A beat, flatly) Well, don't I feel the perfect fool. 

 

JOHN:  I tried to tell you. 

 

RICHARD: Indeed you did, dear brother. (To ELEANOR, bowing) Mother! How fare you? 

I had no idea father had released you.   

 

ELEANOR: Obviously. (A beat; wryly) Really, Richard; a serpent’s tooth? 

 

RICHARD: (Shrugging) Not necessarily venomous.  

 

ELEANOR: (To ALBAN) Have I come at a difficult time? 

 

ALBAN: (Quickly, forcing a smile) Not at all, Your Grace. Indeed, your presence is 

most… (A beat) …fortuitous. 

 

ELEANOR: (Gesturing to RICHARD) I would like to speak to my son alone, if I may? 

 

JOHN:  (Scoffs derisively) Of course you would. 

 

ALBAN: As you wish, Your Grace. 

 

ALBAN nods to the others and motions towards 

the door. All of them hurriedly exit. JOHN lags 

behind, smirking at RICHARD. 

 

JOHN:  Mind the venom, brother. 

 

JOHN glares at ELEANOR contemptuously as 

he exits. ELEANOR and RICHARD remain silent 

for several moments, then ELEANOR quickly 

rushes forward to hug him. 

 

ELEANOR: Richard! Oh, my dear son! 

 

RICHARD: Mother! It's so good to see you again. 
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ELEANOR: (Pulling away) Let me look at you. I haven't seen you since… (Shaking head 

sadly) I can’t even remember the last time. 

 

RICHARD: Nor I. Just that it’s been far too long. Mother, the priest said father is dying. Is 

this true? 

 

ELEANOR: It would appear so, yes.  

 

RICHARD: It doesn't seem possible. He was always so strong. 

 

ELEANOR: If by strong you mean stubborn, I agree. 

 

RICHARD: But from an ulcer? I always envisioned father as falling in battle; not dying in 

bed. 

 

ELEANOR: No doubt he did, as well. Which is why he sent for me. 

 

RICHARD: No. He sent for you because of me. (Pours a goblet of wine from a pitcher on a 

nearby table) Father could never talk to me directly. It's almost as if we speak 

different languages. (Holds the goblet out to ELEANOR) 

 

ELEANOR: Indeed. (Waving the wine aside) I believe yours is called rebellion. 

 

RICHARD: There is no rebellion. Father has blown this whole affair out of proportion. (A 

beat, drinking) As usual. 

 

ELEANOR: What happened? 

 

RICHARD: In truth? I don't know. Philip sent emissaries asking father for the return of the 

Vexin and Auvergne. Before they even arrived at LeMans, father's soldiers 

attacked them. No one knows why. In any event, one thing led to another, and, 

Philip being Philip, he retaliated. The next thing I knew, he and father were at 

war, and I was in rebellion. (Shakes head curtly) I wasn't even there, for God's 

sake. I was in Paris with an envoy from Pope Clement. 

 

ELEANOR: Pope Clement? 

 

RICHARD: Yes. (Eagerly) I have incredible news, mother. The Pope is calling for a new 

Crusade. (Proudly) And he wants me to lead it. 

 

ELEANOR: Henry never mentioned this. 

 

RICHARD: He doesn't know. No one does, not as yet. Except for you. Think of it, mother; 

I could very well be the one to return Jerusalem to Christian hands. Something 

I’ve dreamed of my entire life. 

 

ELEANOR: This situation with Henry must be resolved first, Richard. John can't be 

allowed to take the throne. 
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RICHARD: I can't believe father would be fool enough to give it to him. 

 

ELEANOR: No, he's at least relinquished that idea. He would have the two of you rule 

jointly; you in France, John in England.   

 

RICHARD: (Musing) Seems a fair accord. I am perfectly content with my holdings here in 

France.   

 

ELEANOR: Except the Aquitaine. Henry has promised that to me. (A beat) Along with my 

freedom. 

 

RICHARD: Excellent news! I have no need of it. And Philip only wants Auvergne and the 

Vexin. 

 

ELEANOR: The Vexin belongs to Alais. It was part of her dowry when she was betrothed 

to you. 

 

RICHARD: Yes, and I understand that would be the case once again. (Scoffs) John was 

very emphatic about that. 

 

ELEANOR: The marriage would satisfy Philip.  

 

RICHARD: Actually, there are different plans in that regard. King Sancho of Navarre has 

offered me his daughter, Berengeria. Philip's relations with Spain have 

been…tenuous, at best. This marriage would provide stability for both of us. 

 

ELEANOR: You would give Alais to John? 

 

RICHARD: (Laughs) I wouldn't give my worst enemy to John. Although I might give John 

to my worst enemy. (A beat) No, if father relinquishes her dowry, then Alais 

can do as she pleases. Besides, I have no time for marriage. I must ready my 

army for Palestine. 

 

ELEANOR: (Warily) Richard, I've heard…troubling things. 

 

RICHARD: About what? 

 

ELEANOR: About your army. 

 

RICHARD: Such as? 

 

ELEANOR: Some of the battles you've fought. It's said innocent peasants have been 

slaughtered. That women have been… (A beat) …assaulted. 

 

RICHARD: (Sighing) There have been…incidents, mother; I won't deny it. Soldiers in 

battle are given to excesses, you know that. But I do not condone such 

behavior. (Firmly) And I hang any man who indulges in rape. 
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ELEANOR: (Nods gratefully) It pleases me to hear that. 

 

RICHARD: I don’t understand. You worry over the virtue of peasant women, yet you show 

no grief for father. 

 

ELEANOR: I have lost all concern for Henry. Indeed, I see his death as being my final 

liberation. (A beat) In so many ways. 

 

RICHARD: But you did love him once? 

 

ELEANOR: (Scoffing sharply) Why do people keep asking me that? I don't know, Richard. 

I don't know what I felt. I look back now and everything just seems blurred. 

All my emotions are jumbled and twisted. It's as if I fell into a briar of both 

roses and thorns. There is terrible pain, but wonderful sweetness. (A beat) I just 

don't know which is greater. 

 

RICHARD: What will you do? Afterwards? 

 

ELEANOR: (Chuckling) I shall travel to Bordeaux, where I will build a chalet in the hills 

overlooking the city. Then I shall spend the rest of my days simply watching 

the sun rise and set over the Pyrenees.  

 

RICHARD: Hardly a noble end for such a formidable queen. 

 

ELEANOR: No. (A beat) But perfect for a tired queen. 

 

RICHARD: (Sets the empty goblet aside) Well, I shall go now and review father’s 

proposals with Philip. If they are as you say, then there shouldn’t be any 

problem accepting. Hopefully we can end this wretched business quickly. It 

was truly good seeing you again, mother. (Starts to exit) 

 

ELEANOR: Richard? 

 

RICHARD: (Pausing) Yes, mother? 

 

ELEANOR: (After a long beat) I love you. You are the only one of all my children I’ve 

ever been able to tell that. 

 

RICHARD: And I you. (Smiles; steps forward to kiss her. A beat; grinning) Even with the 

serpent’s tooth. 

 

ELEANOR scoffs and slaps at him playfully. 

RICHARD chuckles and quickly exits. 

ELEANOR stares after him for a moment, and 

her smile slowly fades. 

 

BLACKOUT: END SCENE. 
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ACT II: SCENE 2 

 

 

AT RISE: HENRY’S BEDCHAMBER the next morning. 

HENRY lies silently as ALAIS gently tucks the 

bedcovers around him. 

 

ALAIS: Are you comfortable, love? 

 

HENRY: I am. You don't have to fawn over me so much, my sweet. I have servants, you 

know. 

 

ALAIS: None of them care as much about you. 

 

HENRY: True. Most of them find me quite vexing. 

 

ALAIS: All men are vexing. And all men say the same about women. 

 

HENRY: (Wryly) Not out loud. (A beat) Has Richard responded to my proposals? 

 

ALAIS: Not as yet. Although I heard he was quite amenable. 

 

HENRY: (Scoffs) Richard is a chameleon; his moods change with the wind.  

 

ALAIS: Perhaps it will blow steady for a while. I must go, now. Will you sleep? 

 

HENRY: I will try. Without you to soothe me, it will be hard. 

 

ALAIS: I promise to return soon. Rest well, love. 

 

ALAIS turns to exit just as FATHER ALBAN 

enters. She bows respectfully. 

 

ALAIS: Father Alban. 

 

ALBAN: (Returning the bow) Lady Alais. 

 

ALAIS exits as ALBAN frowns after her 

anxiously. He turns and approaches the bed. 

 

ALBAN: Your Majesty? 

 

HENRY: Ah, there you are, priest. Any news? 

 

ALBAN: Nothing yet, Majesty. Richard left without a decision. Her Grace the Queen 

seems hopeful. 

 

HENRY: So Alais tells me. 
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ALBAN: (Warily, after a beat) Majesty, about Lady Alais… 

 

HENRY: What about her? 

 

ALBAN: (Struggling for words) You have never mentioned her in any of your 

confessions. 

 

HENRY: (Puzzled) Should I? 

 

ALBAN: She is your mistress, Majesty. 

 

HENRY: (Impatient) Yes, so? 

 

ALBAN: (Sighing) You are still married to Queen Eleanor. 

 

HENRY: Is that all? (Scoffs; frowning at him sharply) Your God is incredibly picky, 

priest. Of all the things I regret in my life, Alais will never be one of them. 

God will have to be content with that. (Bitterly) My only true regret is that I 

have to give her to one of my wretched sons.  

 

ALBAN: In that respect, Majesty, I may be able to ease your mind. Queen Eleanor did 

say that she discussed the marriage with Prince Richard. He said that as long as 

the province of the Vexin was returned to Philip, the marriage agreement could 

be nullified. 

 

HENRY: (Genuinely pleased) Truly? This is indeed excellent news. Tell God I said 

thank you. 

 

ALBAN: Tell Him yourself, Majesty. 

 

HENRY: I will, soon. (A beat) In person. 

 

PETRA suddenly enters the room. HENRY sees 

her and feigns a piqued scowl. 

 

HENRY:  Oh, good God! Just when I thought this day couldn’t possibly get any worse. 

How did you get past my guards, witch? 

  

PETRA:  (Shrugging) It wasn’t difficult. I merely told them that if they didn’t let me in, I 

would turn them into newts. 

  

HENRY:  (Frowning at ALBAN) Father, would you please excuse us for a moment? I 

would speak to the Lady Petra alone. Besides, I wouldn’t want her to burst into 

flames due to your presence. 

  

ALBAN is taken aback briefly, then bows to 

PETRA. 
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ALBAN:  Lady Petra. 

 

PETRA: (Bows in return) Father. I shall try not to stand too close to the tapestries. (A 

beat, smiling sweetly) I know they’re quite flammable. 

 

ALBAN looks at both of them with a puzzled 

frown, then shakes his head in confusion and 

exits. HENRY glares at PETRA for a moment, 

then suddenly sighs. 

  

HENRY:  She won’t forgive me, Petra. 

 

PETRA: I’m not surprised. My sister is nearly as stubborn as you are. Indeed, I think 

God put the two of you together because He couldn’t find anyone else who 

would take either one. 

 

HENRY: (Chuckling) Perhaps. Just out of curiosity; would you have taken me? 

 

PETRA: Only with poison. 

 

HENRY laughs boisterously, then begins to 

cough. PETRA quickly rushes forward to help 

him. 

 

PETRA: Should I summon Father Alban? 

 

HENRY: (Calming, shaking his head) No, no, I’m fine. Just stop making me laugh. 

Unless you’re deliberately trying to kill me? 

 

PETRA: I won’t rush death for either of us, Henry. (A beat, flatly) It will come soon 

enough. 

 

HENRY: (Earnestly) Would you talk to her, Petra? 

 

PETRA: What would you have me say? I can't reach into someone's soul. In spite of 

what you might believe, I'm truly not a witch. 

 

HENRY: No, but you're her sister, and I know she cares what you think. 

 

PETRA: Not in matters of the heart, Henry. No one has control over that. (A beat) Not 

even ourselves. 

 

HENRY: But will you try? (Pleadingly; taking her hand) Please, Petra. It would mean 

everything to me. 

 

PETRA looks down at his hand, then slowly 

covers it with hers. 
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PETRA: I will try, Henry. (A beat) I will try. 

 

HENRY nods gratefully, then frowns at her 

curiously. 

 

HENRY: Did you really tell my guards you would turn them into newts? (A beat; 

musing) Interesting. And to think all these years I've been merely threatening 

with execution. 

 

The two of them share a gentle laugh and 

continue to hold hands. 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT II: SCENE 3 
 

 

AT RISE: THE CASTLE ANTECHAMBER a short time 

later. ALAIS enters with TALVAS. They are 

speaking together as they enter. 

 

ALAIS: …And I would have my things prepared for transport back to Paris. 

 

TALVAS: Everything, My Lady? 

 

ALAIS: Yes. There will be no reason for me to remain… (A beat) …afterwards. 

 

TALVAS: As you wish, My Lady. 

 

JOHN suddenly enters, glaring at TALVAS. 

 

JOHN:  You, boy. (Derisively) Count of Ponthieu.  

 

TALVAS bows in deference. 

 

TALVAS: Sire. 

 

JOHN:  I would speak to the Lady Alais. (Sharply) Alone. 

 

TALVAS looks at ALAIS, who nods briefly. 

TALVAS bows again to both of them, then exits 

with a worried frown. JOHN turns to smirk at 

ALAIS.  

 

ALAIS: (Impatiently) What do you want, John? I have very little time for you, now. 
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JOHN: Oh, but you will, my dearest. Soon you and I will have all the time in the 

world.  

 

JOHN steps closer and reaches out to take her 

arms. ALAIS backs away quickly. 

 

ALAIS: Haven't you heard? Richard told Queen Eleanor that as long as the Vexin was 

returned to Philip, the marriage contract is dissolved. 

 

JOHN: (Shrugging) That’s Richard’s concern, not mine. Dowry or no dowry, you will 

still belong to me. (Tugs at the neckline of her dress) I'll finally get to see what 

father's been seeing beneath this lovely dress. 

 

ALAIS slowly smiles. 

 

ALAIS: (Sweetly) Would you really like to see what's beneath this dress, John? 

 

JOHN: (Startled, then grinning eagerly) More than anything in the world! 

 

ALAIS suddenly reaches into the sleeve of her 

dress and pulls out a small dagger. She holds the 

blade only inches from JOHN’s face. 

 

ALAIS: (Coldly) Listen to me, you pathetic little toad; God forbid, should the day ever 

come that you and I do actually marry, then I promise you, before all that’s 

holy, that on our wedding night, once you've finished your drunken rutting and 

fallen into a stupor, I will take this knife and I will plunge it deep within your 

skull. (A beat) Which shouldn't be difficult, given it's completely empty. 

 

JOHN backs away with a horrified stare. 

 

JOHN: (Gasping for words) You…you can’t do that! You'd be burned at the stake! 

 

ALAIS’ face is a mask of sheer fury.  

 

ALAIS: It would be worth it, just to know that you were burning in hell! 

 

ALAIS takes a threatening step forward. JOHN 

shrieks in terror and stumbles backwards. He 

falls to the floor, then struggles clumsily to his 

feet and races out of the room. ALAIS glares 

after him angrily. She does not see TALVAS 

enter quietly behind her. 

 

TALVAS: (Warily) My Lady…? 

 

ALAIS starts, turning in alarm with the knife 

outstretched. She is still livid with anger. 
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TALVAS: (Holds up his hands defensively) It’s me, My Lady! William! 

 

ALAIS: William? 

 

TALVAS: I’m sorry, My Lady. I didn't mean to startle you. I was only going to ask 

whether you needed assistance. (A beat) Clearly, I can see you do not.  

 

ALAIS: (Lowers knife; struggles to compose herself) I am sorry, William. Please, 

forgive me. I fear I lost my head. (A beat, chuckling warily) Which may 

actually happen. 

 

TALVAS: (Pointedly, nodding after JOHN) You were not afraid of him. 

 

ALAIS: I'm no longer afraid of anything, William. The king's life is nearly ended. (A 

beat) And mine along with it. 

 

TALVAS: Please, Lady Alais, don’t say such things. You have your life back; you're free. 

I should think you'd be rejoicing. 

 

ALAIS: Why? There's nothing to rejoice about. Even if John lets me live, I am no 

longer… (A beat) …virtuous. No one will have me. I will most likely end my 

days in a convent. (Scoffs) If not on the scaffold. (Shakes her head bitterly) 

Perhaps it's for the best, given my sins. 

 

TALVAS: The Church says that God forgives all sins. 

 

ALAIS: Perhaps. But we must first forgive ourselves. (A beat) That's much harder, 

don’t you think? 

 

ALAIS stands forlornly with a look of despair. 

It’s obvious TALVAS wants to console her. 

 

TALVAS: (Anguished, after a long moment) Lady Alais, I cannot, I will not believe there 

is no one who would want you. In fact, I am certain that person exists. (A beat) 

And perhaps is closer than you think. 

 

ALAIS: You are very kind, William. A true knight. 

 

TALVAS: My Lady, please know that, wherever you go, whatever happens to you; I vow 

to protect you. (A beat) Even to my own death. 

 

ALAIS looks at him curiously, then slowly smiles. 

She reaches out to touch his arm. 

 

ALAIS: That comforts me, William. Truly indeed, that does comfort me… 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 
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ACT II: SCENE 4 

 

 

AT RISE: ELEANOR’S BEDROOM a short time later. 

ELEANOR sits at a small table and writes 

intently with a quill pen on parchment. She does 

not notice as PETRA quietly enters. 

 

PETRA: (After a moment) If you are writing your will, sister, I would very much like to 

have that ermine cloak Louie gave you. As I recall, it was much too small for 

you anyway. 

 

ELEANOR starts briefly, then smiles at PETRA. 

 

ELEANOR: I remember that robe. It kept me warm enough. I always felt safe, somehow, 

whenever I was wrapped inside. In any event, the moths ate that years ago. 

Sorry. 

 

PETRA: What a shame. Well, then, I'm not picky. I'll take whatever furred garments 

you might have left. (A beat) And your jewels, of course. 

 

ELEANOR: Oh, of course. I'm afraid you'll have to wait, Petra. I'm not quite ready to die 

just yet. I'm merely writing my steward in Bordeaux to have him ready my 

lodgings. No doubt they'll need a shovel to clear away the dust. 

 

PETRA: You'll leave soon? 

 

ELEANOR: As soon as possible, yes. 

 

PETRA: Will you wait until Henry— 

 

ELEANOR: (Curtly) No. Once this business with Richard and Philip is finished, I shall take 

my leave of Chinon. And I will never look back. 

 

PETRA: (Musing) Bordeaux! Oh, it's been so long since I've seen it. It was always so 

beautiful. Eleanor, do you remember that little cove, on the beach near the 

harbor? Where we used to go swimming as girls? 

 

ELEANOR: Oh, yes. And do you remember that young nobleman who stumbled on us that 

day while we were naked? 

 

PETRA: I do indeed! (Grinning slyly) Part of him, anyway. 

 

They laugh. 

 

PETRA: Would you mind terribly if I were to come with you, Eleanor? 

 

ELEANOR: To Bordeaux? Of course not. You don't wish to return to Vermandois? 
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PETRA: To what, the convent? (Scoffs) I think not. Besides, I have no holdings there. 

Raoul saw to that. 

 

ELEANOR: You are most welcome to come with me, dear sister. Truly, I would have it no 

other way. 

 

PETRA: Thank you, Eleanor. (A beat) It will be good to die among family. 

 

ELEANOR: (Obviously puzzled) Die? Petra, what are you saying? What do you mean; die? 

 

PETRA: I have a cancer, Eleanor. I am told that my time is… (A beat)…quite limited. 

 

ELEANOR: (Dumbstruck) What? No. No! Dear God, this can't be! Is there nothing the 

physicians can do? 

 

PETRA: Only add their prayers to the priests'. 

 

ELEANOR: Petra, why didn't you tell me sooner? 

 

PETRA: You were burdened with so many things; it would have been cruel to add to 

them. 

 

ELEANOR: (Rushes to hug her) Oh, dearest Petra! Just when I felt my spirits finally lifting, 

God crushes them again! 

 

PETRA: Don't go blaming God, Eleanor. We all take life as it comes, good or bad. 

 

ELEANOR: But why is it mostly bad? 

 

PETRA: Probably because we deserve it. 

 

ELEANOR: What can I do, Petra? How can I help? 

 

PETRA: There is one thing I would ask. 

 

ELEANOR: (Earnestly) Name it, dear sister! Whatever it is, I will gladly give it. 

 

PETRA: Forgive Henry. 

 

ELEANOR: (Appalled) What? 

 

PETRA: I would like to die knowing the two of you finally stopped hating each other. 

(A beat, smiling) Like Henry, I would see peace. 

 

ELEANOR: You don't know what you're asking. 

 

PETRA: You asked me how you could help; I'm telling you. Forgive him. 
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ELEANOR: (Anguished) You weren’t there, Petra. You didn’t see the things I saw. Feel the 

things I felt. 

 

PETRA: But what is it you truly hate; the man, or his deeds? 

 

ELEANOR: They are the same! 

 

PETRA: No. There are the deeds of a king, and the deeds of a man. Granted, Henry is 

both, but in his defense, he can't help either. You loved the man, sister; I know 

that. I saw that. I still see it. You’re simply too stubborn to see it yourself. (A 

beat, pleadingly) Eleanor, please, don’t carry this hatred for the rest of your 

life. I know the weight of that burden. Don’t wait until you’re facing death to 

let go of it. 

 

ELEANOR: (After a beat, sighing) Do you remember the fire, Petra? 

 

PETRA: The fire? 

 

ELEANOR: In the Aquitaine, when we were children? I was twelve, I think; perhaps 

eleven. You were only seven or eight. It was so hot that year; there was almost 

no rain. The forest east of the Garonne caught fire. I remember watching the 

flames from the castle walls. They lit up the night; made it almost as bright as 

day. 

 

PETRA: (Musing) I think so. I seem to recall father was terrified it would jump the river 

and reach the city. Thank God it didn’t. 

 

ELEANOR: Indeed. And do you remember the ashes? They fell for days, covered 

everything; like grey, filthy snow. It was like walking through some bleak and 

evil fairyland.  

 

PETRA: (Chuckling) Of course, I remember now. The ashes of Aquitaine. I’m sure they 

still speak of it. But why do you think of that, now, sister? 

 

ELEANOR: Because I remember feeling as though it was the end of the world. (A beat) 

Exactly the same as I feel right now. 

 

The servant girl, KAT, suddenly rushes in. 

 

KAT:  (Breathless, curtsying to ELEANOR) Your Majesty, forgive me, but Father 

Alban bids you come at once. Prince Richard has returned. 

 

ELEANOR: (Nodding) I'll be there shortly. 

 

KAT:  Your Majesty. 

 

KAT curtsies again and swiftly exits.  
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ELEANOR: (Struggling for words) Petra— 

 

PETRA: (Holds up a hand and smiles) Go. We'll speak of this later. 

 

They eye each other anxiously for several 

moments, then ELEANOR quickly nods and exits. 

PETRA stares after her briefly, then places a 

hand on her stomach and grimaces in pain. 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT II: SCENE 5 
 

 

AT RISE: THE CASTLE ANTECHAMBER a short time 

later. ELEANOR and FATHER ALBAN stand 

waiting. TALVAS suddenly enters, followed by 

RICHARD. TALVAS steps to one side, then bows 

and gestures for RICHARD to enter. 

 

TALVAS: Your Majesty. 

 

RICHARD enters and smiles warmly. 

 

RICHARD: Lady Mother, Father Alban. 

 

ALBAN: (Bowing) Your Highness. We welcome your return. 

 

RICHARD holds up HENRY’s scroll. 

 

RICHARD: King Philip and I have reviewed father’s proposals. Overall they are quite 

acceptable. We have one or two slight concerns, but nothing which can’t be 

resolved. 

 

ALBAN: (Obviously relieved) Excellent news, Sire. God be praised. 

 

RICHARD: But I wish to see my father in person. 

 

ALBAN: As I’ve said, Highness, the king is extremely ill. I can convey your concerns. 

 

RICHARD: (Firmly) It is imperative, Father. I cannot negotiate otherwise. There are, shall 

we say, subtleties, which can only be addressed by the king’s… (A beat) …by 

my father’s presence in the conversation. To go back and forth via 

intermediary would only lengthen the discourse. (Smiling) Besides, I would 

very much like to see him. 

 

ALBAN glances briefly at ELEANOR, then nods. 
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ALBAN: (To RICHARD) I will ask the king if he is amenable to this. 

 

RICHARD: That is most appreciated, Father. 

 

ALBAN: If you will excuse me. 

 

ALBAN and TALVAS bow and then exit.  

 

RICHARD smiles at ELEANOR and steps 

forward to hug her. 

 

RICHARD: Mother. 

 

ELEANOR: (Returning the embrace) Oh, Richard, you have no idea how happy this makes 

me. Your father and I will both be at peace. 

 

RICHARD: Then that’s all that matters. 

 

JOHN suddenly enters, carrying his usual goblet 

of wine.  

 

JOHN:  Richard! 

 

RICHARD: (Disgustedly) Oh, God!  

 

JOHN gestures with the goblet as he staggers 

towards RICHARD and ELEANOR. 

 

JOHN:  I need to talk to you, brother. 

 

RICHARD: (Stepping back with a sharp scowl) Do you think you could possibly do it 

without spilling wine all over me? 

 

JOHN: There is a great deal we need to discuss. (Glaring at ELEANOR) Alone. 

 

ELEANOR eyes JOHN disdainfully, then nods. 

 

ELEANOR: I will leave you to your discourse. (To RICHARD, wryly) You have my 

sympathies. 

 

They smile knowingly at each other as 

ELEANOR exits, then RICHARD’s smile quickly 

fades. 

 

RICHARD: (Flatly) What is it you want, John? 

 

JOHN: I want what’s fair, Richard. I will not grovel like a dog and simply snatch up 

the scraps that you and father decide to throw me. 
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RICHARD: And what do you consider fair? 

 

JOHN: Alais. I want Alais. The little witch threatened to kill me. 

 

RICHARD: That doesn’t surprise me. (A beat; curious) Why would you still want her? 

 

JOHN: To break her. To show her exactly who she belongs to. I’ll have her stripped 

naked and publicly flogged. (Grinning salaciously as he takes a drink) Then 

I’ll bed her. 

 

RICHARD stares at him silently for a moment, 

then suddenly reaches out and grabs him by the 

throat. JOHN clutches frantically at RICHARD’s 

hand. 

 

RICHARD: (Coldly) You know, little brother; it suddenly occurs to me how very much I 

loathe the sound of your voice. (Tightens his grip) So much so, that if I hear it 

again, I will choke it completely out of you. 

 

JOHN: (Gasping, struggling to break free) But, we are brothers! 

 

RICHARD: (Laughing) You say that as if it actually means something.  

 

RICHARD forces JOHN to his knees and glares 

down at him. 

 

RICHARD: Listen to me, brother. If you wish to continue this… (A beat) …perversion you 

call your life, then you will do exactly as I tell you. Otherwise, I will crush you 

like the insect you are. Do you understand me, John?  

 

JOHN nods frantically, obviously in pain. 

 

RICHARD: Good. Now I want you to listen very closely, because I’m only going to say 

this once… 

 

BLACKOUT: END OF SCENE. 

 

 

ACT II: SCENE 6 
 

 

AT RISE: THE CASTLE THRONE ROOM a short time 

later. ELEANOR, PETRA, and ALAIS stand to 

one side and watch as FATHER ALBAN and 

TALVAS slowly enter, with HENRY supported 

between them. HENRY’s steps are slow, halting, 

and he grimaces in obvious pain. 
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ALBAN: (To TALVAS) Careful, William. Slowly.  

 

TALVAS: Of course, Eminence. (To HENRY) Forgive me, Your Highness, please. 

 

HENRY: (Forcing a grin) I’m fine, lad, I’m fine. I’ve hurt much worse, believe me. I 

once had a horse fall on me during a joust. Damned Welsh stallion. The Welsh 

always hated me. I think it was deliberate. 

 

ALBAN: There’s no need for this, Majesty. I can bring Prince Richard to your chambers. 

 

HENRY: (Shakes head emphatically) No! I am still king. I will not conduct affairs of 

state from my bed.  

 

ALBAN: But you— 

 

HENRY: (Sharply) I am still king! 

 

ALBAN: (Resigned) Majesty. 

 

ALBAN and TALVAS guide HENRY to his throne 

and help him to sit. HENRY gathers his strength 

slowly, then sees the women and smiles. 

 

HENRY: Good ladies. 

 

ALL:  (Curtsying) Your Majesty. 

 

HENRY shakes his finger at PETRA and feigns a 

scowl. 

 

HENRY: Mind you, witch; no spells this day. 

 

PETRA: (Grinning) Really, Your Majesty? And I was so looking forward to 

summoning fire and brimstone just for this occasion.  

 

HENRY: I can do that well enough on my own. (Looks lovingly at ALAIS) Lady Alais. 

Are you well? 

 

ALAIS: (Close to tears) I am, Majesty. Especially seeing you here. 

 

HENRY turns to stare at ELEANOR. He nods 

cordially. 

 

HENRY: Good lady wife. 

 

ELEANOR: (Returning the nod) Husband. 

 

 



P a g e  | 65 

 
The two of them stare at one another for a brief 

moment, then HENRY gestures curtly to ALBAN. 

ALBAN nods at TALVAS, who waits by the 

entrance. TALVAS in turn nods to someone 

unseen beyond the door. 

 

TALVAS: (Turning to the throne room) His Royal Highness, Prince Richard of England. 

 

RICHARD enters boldly, a confident look on his 

face. JOHN follows slightly behind. JOHN 

appears sullen and subdued. RICHARD bows 

expansively to HENRY. 

 

RICHARD: Your Majesty. 

 

HENRY: (Nodding cordially) Welcome, Richard. (Flatly, seeing JOHN) Hello, John. 

 

RICHARD: (Earnestly) Your Majesty…father; may I say how truly pleased I am to see 

you. I was grieved to hear of your illness, and I pray you a speedy recovery. 

 

HENRY: Your prayers are appreciated, Richard. (A beat) Though your rebellion is not. 

 

RICHARD: (Sighing) A misunderstanding, father, truly. One I hope we can quickly 

resolve. 

 

HENRY: You and Philip have read my proposals? 

 

RICHARD: (Holds up the scroll) We have. 

 

HENRY: And you are in agreement? 

 

 

This is Not the End of the Play 
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