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  ACT I


  



  SCENE I


  



  The corridor outside the council chamber in the King's Palace of Westminster, February 1385. In the middle are the double doors of the chamber. To the left of the door, in the rear wall, is a large mullioned window, through which a pale spring sun is shining. The corridor is wide, and deserted except for two Pages who, half kneeling, half sitting on the floor down stage, are throwing dice. One page is fair and slender, the other square and dark.


  Fair Page: That is the whole of last month's allowance gone.


  Dark Page: There is always next month's.


  Fair Page: Very true. Your throw.


  Dark Page (playing with the dice and glancing at the door): How much longer do you think they will be! They have been two hours there at least. What can they find to do?


  Fair Page: Contradict each other. And when they are tired of contradicting each other they contradict the King.


  Dark Page: It seems a waste of time. I wish they would stop it. I'm hungry.


  Fair Page (glancing at the door): So is the Duke of York, I expect. He will shepherd them out to dine presently.


  Dark Page (preparing to throw): At any rate, Robert de Vere will be funny about them at supper to-night, and I am on duty. That is a pleasant thought. (Throws.)


  [The door of the chamber is burst open impetuously, and Richard emerges, furious. The noise of the roughly opened door is drowned in the exclamations of the two pages as they read the Dark Page's throw, and the door is shut quietly from inside, so that the [Pg 10]pages are unaware of the King's appearance. Richard stands a moment raging silently. He is at this time nineteen; a slender, delicately made youth with a finely cut, expressive face, and the fair colouring and red-gold hair which made his mother famous as the Fair Maid of Kent.


  His eye comes to rest on the two absorbed figures bent over the dice, and curiosity and interest gradually replace the anger in his face. He tiptoes over until he can lean over and watch.


  Dark Page: Beat that!


  [The Fair Page throws and makes a movement of annoyance.


  Fair Page: Best of three?


  Dark Page: Yes. (He throws.)


  Fair Page (throwing a good one): Ah!


  [The Dark Page sees the King and tries to struggle to his feet, but Richard subdues him with a hand on his shoulder.


  Richard: No, no. Go on with the game. Who is winning?


  Dark Page: We are even, sir.


  Richard: What! After a whole afternoon——


  Fair Page: Oh, no, sir. On this throw. Up till now I've been unlucky. In fact, I'm practically ruined, sir.


  [Enter, left, Anne, the Queen. She is not beautiful, but she has great charm, with dignity breaking every now and then to discover a hidden mischief, and humour always in her eyes and at the corners of her mouth. She pauses to watch.


  Richard (flipping the boy's tunic with his finger): What! with your new coat still to play for? Poof!


  [The Fair Page sees Anne, and begins to rise, but Richard pushes him back.


  [Pg 11] Richard: Running away when you're losing! Oh, John!


  Fair Page: The Queen, sir.


  Richard (turning): Anne! (To the pages, who have risen, he makes a good-humoured gesture of dismissal, as one shoos chickens, and they go out.) Anne!


  Anne (indicating her toilette with a slight, calm movement): Well, do you like it?


  Richard: My dear, it's magnificent. Even that absurd thing is lovely on your head.


  Anne: You know you like it very well. You're jealous because I've made it the rage. You like to keep the prerogative of making things the rage to yourself, you and Robert. But your little barbarian wife is beating you at your own game. Do you know that the clergy have discovered it? They have begun preaching sermons about it. Someone discovered something about it in Ezekiel. He called it a "moony tire" and said that it was immodest. And unwomanly. I don't think it is particularly manly, do you?


  Richard: It's adorable.


  Anne: Robert's wife got stuck in Cheapside yesterday. She forgot that she wasn't wearing a cap, and she was impaled between two booths. It was the sensation of the afternoon. She offered to pay the man for his trouble in taking down his booth, but he said that he had laughed so much that she didn't owe him anything.


  Richard: Poor Philippa!


  Anne: I came along to find out whether I could hear Uncle Gloucester thumping on the table, or if things were going quietly. But it's over, is it? Tell me, Richard, did they agree? Did they say yes?


  Richard (sulkily): It isn't over. As far as I can see they've only just begun.


  [Pg 12] Anne: But—— Oh, Richard! Have you run away again! And you promised me that you would be patient, that you wouldn't——


  Richard: How can I be patient! I know I have a dreadful temper, but how can I be patient? They treat me like a child! They think my ideas are moonshine; idealistic nonsense. When I give my opinion they half smile, a little pityingly—"Poor thing, he is young, and not to be blamed for his queer ideas"—they pause a moment for politeness' sake, and then go on as if I had not spoken. Do you wonder that I go blind with rage?


  Anne: But, Richard, you are the King.


  Richard: No, I am merely Edward's grandson. And my father's son. They compare me always in their minds with my father. They eye me and think: "If the Prince had lived, there would be none of this pacifist nonsense." Because my father was a general and loved campaigning they think me a weakling. They have no vision. War, war, war! It is all they ever think of. When there is no war they are bored. Tell me, what is shameful about peace?


  Anne: Shameful?


  Richard: Yes, shameful. When they say it they avoid each other's eyes as if it were an indecency. When I plead that this armistice with France should be made into a permanent peace they look at me as if I were blaspheming. We waste men and money and material for generations on a futile struggle, and, when someone suggests that it would be sensible to stop the silly business, they talk about prestige, and are shocked and furious. It is like battering one's head against a wall. They will not listen and they will not try to understand. They are savages. They would rather hack a man in pieces than—than teach him to make velvet like that. (He picks up a fold [Pg 13]of her dress.) Beautiful, isn't it, Anne? (The touch of the cloth and the consciousness of her soothes him.) Oh, we could make England so rich and so beautiful. The silversmith sent me something this morning. Something I had ordered for you. You shall have it to-night.


  Anne: My darling. It will be a celebration of our victory. (She indicates the door.) Yes, of course it will be a victory! You are not alone, you know. There is Michael de la Pole to back you. Your grandfather trusted him; surely they will trust him too?


  Richard: They don't trust each other; how will they trust Michael? They suspect him of lining his pockets. They can never forget that his father was a merchant.


  Anne: And there's Robert. Surely Robert's tongue is an asset to any party? (Even in her anxiety a dimple shows.)


  Richard (sulkily): Robert just sits there and laughs.


  Anne: Laughs!


  Richard: Oh, not openly, of course. But I know that he is laughing, and it makes me ten times more furious with the fools than I should otherwise be when I know that Robert is laughing at them and I am only able to rage.


  Anne: But you could learn to laugh too, Richard.


  Richard: No, I can't. I've tried. Robert laughs because he doesn't care. It is all a play to Robert. But I care dreadfully. It matters to me. I want to kill them for their stupidity.


  Anne: Richard, you must go back. They can do nothing without you.


  Richard (with malicious satisfaction): That is why I came out. They think they are lords of [Pg 14] England until it comes to signing a paper. For that they need me. (With a sudden weariness) And you have no idea how difficult it is sometimes not to sign, when my uncle Gloucester has been glowering, and my uncle Lancaster has been arguing, and my uncle York has been tactful and silly. My grandfather was distressingly prolific. If only I could trust them, Anne! If only I could trust everyone as I trusted when I was small. That was happiness: to take men as you found them, with no little flame of suspicion always shooting up in your mind to spoil things. I sometimes wish I could be—oh, I don't know; nobody in particular; just one of the people. I talked to the people once, in the rebellion; talked for hours to them; and they seemed quite happy in spite of being so poor. But how they stank, Anne! How they stank! It is an insult to God that a human being should smell like that.


  Anne: And that they should be hungry. Think of it, Richard. Not enough to eat. It is difficult to imagine, isn't it?


  Richard: Even they are not to be trusted. I gave them all they asked for—gave it willingly because I was sorry for them—and they killed old Sudbury behind my back. Poor harmless old Sudbury. You never knew him. He was a kind old man.


  Anne: Where thousands of men are brought together there will always be knaves. It was not the poor starving cottars who killed Sudbury. Don't be bitter, Richard. I shouldn't like you if you grew bitter.


  Richard: That is serious. You disapprove of me often——


  Anne: No, I don't.


  Richard: —but if you began to dislike me——


  Anne: What?


  [Pg 15] Richard: It would be the end of the world.


  Anne: I think the end of the world is a long way off. Now I must go or they will be coming to look for me. And you must go back. Richard, you and I have set our hearts on this peace. Because we both believe in it with all our souls we can make it come true. Perhaps, when I see you again, you will be able to tell me that they have been won over. Now, go.


  Richard: Very well, I'll go back. They will attend to me now that I have been in a rage. Perhaps I can get my uncle Gloucester to walk out in a rage, and then we shan't have to put up with him at dinner.


  Anne: Oh, Richard, be serious.


  Richard: That's not fair. You tell me to take them lightly, and when I do you reprove me!


  Anne: You know what I mean. Don't offend them unnecessarily.


  Richard: Very well. I shall do my best. We shall have such a happy evening, Anne, when the uncles have all gone. Robert is sprouting a a new poem. (He moves to the door.)


  Anne: That will be lovely. (Doubtfully) I forgot to tell you that Henry is coming.


  Richard (stopping): Oh, my God! No, that is too much. What is the good of being a king if I have to put up with my cousin Henry for a whole evening!


  Anne: My dear, we can't help it. He and Mary——


  Richard: Mary too!


  Anne: —are staying in the Palace for the night, on the way to Hereford. We couldn't very well not ask them to supper.


  Richard: I won't have it! I simply refuse.


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




















































OEBPS/Images/cover_image.jpg
Richard of Bordeaux. A Play in Two Acts






