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INT. STUDY RESOURCE ROOM, CLATTERING OF COMPUTER KEYBOARDS; 

CHATTER OF PEOPLE ON THE PHONE. 

 

MATT 

The lives of the characters in this play are 

eight centuries apart, but I hope that the 

'muse of fire' will make them contemporaries 

in your imagination. You are now in a Study 

Resource Room at Oxford University, where I, 

Matt, history student and budding playwright, 

am putting the final touches to my first play, 

inspired by a dazzling lecture series here at 

Ewert House. I am on the phone to Polly, a 

student of architecture and budding theatre 

director whom I have not met yet, trying to 

convince her to put the play on the stage with 

her amateur dramatics company.  

[on the phone] 

Polly, did you get my mail? Will you do it? 

POLLY 

[in a distant telephone voice] 

I have read your email and I am quite 

intrigued by the idea, but I'm not sure if I 

can help, the timing is all wrong, I'm afraid. 

To direct a play always takes a huge amount of 

my time and I have exams in the summer. It 

will also be quite a hard sell to the Isis 

Thespians crew. And they decide what they want 

to play. I only direct. 

MATT 

I understand that, your exams come first, of 

course, but please think about it. If you 

don't do it, it won't be done at all, and that 

would be a great pity, for both of us. I'm 

sure that we can make a name for ourselves in 

the theatre. At the very least, it will look 

good on our CVs. 

POLLY 

I want to become an architect one day and you 

presumably a historian, not theatre people! 

Still, you have a point: it wouldn't do me any 

harm to have "has directed theatre plays" on 

my CV, rather than "has stacked shelves during 

her gap year"! I am also very flattered you 

asked me, but there is the big snag of the 

subject to sort out; I can't see Henry III 

pulling in the crowds as Henry VIII would... 

MATT 

But Polly, they are two completely different 

kettles of fish! Henry VIII has already been 

done to death a million times - and it serves 
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him right you could say! Henry III is pristine 

territory and is ripe for a new take! 

POLLY 

There may be a good reason why nobody has been 

brave enough to write a play about Henry III, 

don't you think? 

MATT 

No I don't accept that! Listen, I think I 

could convince you that we could make it work, 

if we talked about it face-to-face... Give me 

just half an hour and you will be surprised. 

POLLY 

OK, it's worth a try. I still need to 

understand why you have chosen such a dull 

character: it'll need a lot of hard work from 

both of us and the actors to adapt the script 

for the stage. I'm not sure yet if it's worth 

it. 

MATT 

I really think it is! Henry is anything but 

dull. But I can't pitch it to you over the 

phone. How about we meet for lunch and see 

what we can come up with? 

POLLY 

OK, then! I don't have anything on today, so 

let's meet, by all means. Have you got time 

today? 

MATT 

[disbelief ringing in his voice] 

Have I got time today? That's fantastic! Thank 

you! How about the restaurant at Rewley House? 

My shout. 

POLLY 

I can't argue with that... But are you sure? I 

have heard that it's a bit pricey. I am happy 

to go Dutch. 

MATT 

Positive. Don't worry about it. See you there 

at half twelve, then. OK? 

POLLY 

Great, It certainly promises to be an 

interesting discussion, over a first-rate 

lunch! 

 

INT. REWLEY HOUSE RESTAURANT 

 

WAITER ONE 

[whispers to Waiter Two] 

Have you noticed that bloke at table 13 

chewing his pencil, eyes fixed on the door 
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like a hawk for the last thirty minutes? I bet 

he is wondering if she will turn up. 

WAITER TWO 

You are an incurable romantic! Why does it 

have to be a 'she'? Perhaps he is meeting a 

lecturer... 

WAITER ONE 

Why would a penniless student invite a 

penniless lecturer here, of all places in 

Oxford? 

WAITER TWO 

Hang on, you were right this time: here she 

comes. 

WAITER ONE 

's truth... what a stunner! Goldilocks in a 

skimpy summer dress! Now she has seen him. 

What a smile! 

WAITER TWO 

Cool down, Mario! Mind your blood pressure! 

WAITER ONE 

And it's not just the smile: the lucky rascal! 

Excuse my English! But, good expression, hey? 

WAITER TWO 

You must have picked it up in your low-life 

pub! But look at him, jumping up from his 

seat, holding the chair for her, as if she 

were royalty. She is sitting down, spreading 

her wide skirt daintily across her knees. Look 

at her cute grin! What a charmer! 

MATT  

[eagerly to Polly] 

Thanks a lot for coming, Poll. May I call you 

Poll? Not so formal. It's great to meet you at 

last. How did you know it was me? 

POLLY  

[with gentle irony, aware of the effect she has had on him] 

Well, that large portrait of Henry III 

sticking out of your notebook is a bit of a 

giveaway! You said on the phone that you came 

to see 'Cressida Among The Greeks' at Keble, 

so you knew me? By the way, you may call me 

Poll. My parents aren't here!  

[laughs coquettishly] 

MATT 

Oh, good. I hate formal. I saw your name on 

the poster - with the Isis Players. I loved 

your take on the play. 

POLLY 

'Thespians', actually. They were good weren't 

they? 
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MATT 

Yes, they were good too, but I was thinking 

more of the shape you gave it. It was amazing, 

so dynamic and credible! And quite funny too, 

in places. 

POLLY 

Well, it's not a comedy, but it has its witty 

lines. David Foley has made a great show out 

of it. And it has Boccaccio, Chaucer and 

Shakespeare as midwives. This brings me to a 

delicate question. May I be frank, and 

probably rude? 

MATT 

Of course, do, ask away! I can see that I have 

to sell you the idea if I want you to direct 

it. 

POLLY 

OK then, let's start with the subject. 

Everyone who has any connection with the 

theatre knows who Cressida, or Criseyde, is 

and why her story is worth hearing. More 

importantly for a play, she is sexy and, 

according to Shakespeare, a bit of a tart, so 

people flock to see her. Students love her. 

Now think of Henry III. Can you see anyone 

flocking to see a play about him? 

MATT 

I am sure we can lure them in with some clever 

publicity: isn't Henry's and Eleanor's story 

every bit as interesting and sexy as that of 

Troilus and Cressida? 

POLLY 

Mmm, really? No betrayal, no illicit sex, and 

no pimp, like Pandarus, coaxing the lovers 

into bed. Where's the excitement? 

MATT 

[plaintively] 

But it isn't that kind of play... 

POLLY 

I understand that, but a lot of the karma and 

the sexiness is in the writing, don't you 

think? But let's talk about that later. 

Perhaps we can tweak the scenes here and there 

to spice the story up a bit... 

MATT  

[pompously and defensive] 

Maybe, but not at the expense of historical 

facts: he was a pious man and she his virtuous 

wife, in spite of being quite beautiful. A 

rare example of virtue and loveliness coming 

together! 
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POLLY 

Matt, don't be green: if you write a play, you 

want people to see it, don't you? Virtue and 

historical integrity are often excuses for 

writers who don't make it! And this brings me 

to my second point: how many theatre plays 

have you written, so far? 

MATT 

Er, one. This one. 

POLLY  

[gently, as to a child] 

I rest my case. If you want me to bring it to 

the stage, I need a free hand and you on my 

side. No sniping from the sidelines! 

MATT  

[warily] 

Let me understand this: you want to control 

even the writing? 

POLLY  

[soothingly] 

Not the writing as such. Only the writing for 

the stage! I am sure you will be a great 

playwright one day. What you need is the 

experience of being a playwright, not just a 

writer. You need to work with the actors. 

Writing a novel is not the same as writing a 

play. I want you to succeed, but we need to 

work together. Don't you agree? 

MATT  

[hesitates, but caves in quickly] 

Anything you say, as long as you'll do it. You 

can count on me! 

 

INT. A LARGE ABBEY CHURCH 

 

MATT  

Dear friends, let us now swoop down into the 

Abbey of St Peter in Gloucester for Henry's 

first Coronation on 28 October, 1216. 

POLLY 

Why Gloucester? Was it a grand affair? 

MATT 

No, it was a rather modest, clandestine and 

hurried affair. We can see only a few people 

standing near the altar on all sides of Child 

Henry of Winchester - as if to prevent him 

from escaping - moving swiftly through the 

ceremonial and reaching the final anointment 

in minutes, when they would normally have 

taken hours. You could almost hear the French 

army hammering at the abbey's doors. 
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POLLY 

The French army?! 

MATT 

It's that old story of the baronial revolt 

against King John. They called in the French 

Dauphin for 'protection'! Listen now... 

WILLIAM MARSHAL 

Vous êtes Roi maintenant, mon enfant. 

MATT  

... whispers William Marshal into the nine-

year-old's ear, noticing the tears welling up 

in the boy's eyes. He looks three feet down to 

the boy from the great height of his own six 

feet. Poor mite! Fatherless, motherless and 

frightened, he thinks. But there was no way of 

sparing the boy's feelings: he had to be king 

- also for his own safety. William had sworn 

it to King John. He quickly remembers his duty 

and creaking at the knees of his seventy-year-

old body, he kneels before the bewildered 

child king. Henry is taking little notice of 

the Marshal and is casting an anguished look 

over the virtually empty nave. He can see the 

three men close to him and a few more in 

attendance behind them, but he cannot see the 

person he wants with him most at that moment: 

his mother, Isabelle d'Angoulême is not there. 

POLLY 

Why not? Where was she? Wasn't that a cruel 

thing to do? 

MATT 

Wait. You will soon get the answer. Please be 

patient! The death of his father, Jean Sans 

Terre - or John Lackland as his Anglo-Saxon 

subjects called him with a snigger for losing 

Normandy - has not troubled Henry much: he has 

seen little of him throughout his childhood. 

But the absence of his mother on the day when 

he suddenly faces the adult world nearly 

drives him to despair. Though he has not yet 

reached his tenth birthday, Henry has enough 

awareness of the political imperatives to 

understand that his fate is in the hands of 

these men: William Marshal, Earl of Pembroke, 

Monsignor Guala, the papal legate, and Peter 

des Roches, Bishop of Winchester. The latter, 

his tutor over the last four years, has done 

his best to explain that to the child. But the 

absence of his young, beautiful, high-spirited 

mother, the lack of her comforting arms around 

him has gripped his heart like a steel 
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gauntlet: he feels deserted, thrown to the 

mercy of the uncaring, calculating men who are 

now around him, engaged in arcane rituals. 

BISHOP OF WINCHESTER  

[in an solemn voice echoing around the empty church] 

With this crown I name you King Henry III of 

England. 

MATT 

Bewildered, Henry hears the bishop, whose eyes 

are fixed on Legate Guala, watching for a nod 

to proceed with the coronation – as instructed 

by Pope Innocent III, Overlord of England. 

William's act of kneeling in homage to the new 

king is painful. At his age, the grand old 

knight has seen many battles and received many 

wounds; most of his contemporaries have long 

been interred in their parish churches, if 

lucky, or dismembered in one of the many 

recurring battles in England, Wales, Scotland 

or The Holy Land. Now, as the loyal servant of 

King John and an executor of his Will, he is 

also Henry's protector, soon to become his 

regent. 

POLLY 

Is that true? 

MATT 

Totally. Trust me! Child Henry is feeling 

uncomfortable and clumsy in his hastily 

assembled coronation attire. His makeshift 

crown, a mere lady's chaplet, keeps slipping 

down over his eyes. Now his spirits perk up a 

little, when he spots Ellen, his faithful wet-

nurse. "Ellen, où est maman?" Henry laments in 

a whisper while suppressing a sob. She is 

peeping out discreetly from behind the screen, 

to see 'her boy' become King. He smiles and 

beckons to her, oblivious of protocol. None of 

the three officiants raises any objections: it 

is clear to them that the child needs some 

solace. Better to turn a blind eye to a slight 

breach of convention and get through the 

ceremony without a hitch, than to risk pushing 

the young man too far. 

CHILD HENRY 

Ellen, where is my mother? Why is she not here 

to see me crowned? 

ELLEN 

Your Majesty, you know that she loves you; you 

are her first child! You can be sure that she 

would be with you if she did not have pressing 

matters to attend to. 
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CHILD HENRY 

Ellen, please tell me the truth: where is she? 

ELLEN 

You must understand, my liege, that she is 

still a young lady. Remember that she married 

your father when she was only three years 

older than you are now! She is just twenty-

eight and, with you in good hands, as your 

dear father disposed in his will, there is no 

place for her in the government of the 

country. She has to think of her future. 

CHILD HENRY 

But she does not need to govern! She only 

needs to stay and be our dear mother, as she 

has done since I was born. How am I and my 

siblings to carry on without her?" 

ELLEN 

It is hard, I know, your Majesty, but you will 

be well looked after. 

CHILD HENRY 

Ellen, please stop calling me that! At least 

when no one else is near, please call me 

Harry, as you have always done! 

ELLEN 

If it is your wish, Harry, I will be only too 

happy to do so. As I was about to say, your 

dear mother has as fiery a temperament as your 

dear father had – but she stayed in England 

out of loyalty to him... 

CHILD HENRY 

Yes, I know that, but she has always loved all 

of us children. Why would she leave us now? 

ELLEN 

Harry, you can see that your mother is young 

and beautiful: you know that she was called 

'the Helen of Angoulême' after Helen of Troy? 

POLLY 

[whispers in Matt's ear] 

This is hard to believe: how can a boy of nine 

know about Helen of Troy? 

MATT 

A young Prince was very well educated in those 

days. They had mostly high clergy as tutors. 

ELLEN 

Now that she feels she is free to return home, 

I am sure that she will go back to her first 

love Hugh le Brun, the Count of Lusignan. She 

was already betrothed to him when your dear 

father snatched her away from him. In any 

case, there really is no role for her here in 

England. And she has many enemies. 
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CHILD HENRY 

Ellen, I want you at least to stay at court 

and look after us! Now that I am king, I will 

ask Lord William to make the necessary 

arrangements as soon as possible. Will you 

agree to stay? 

ELLEN 

Of course, Your ... oh, I am sorry ... Harry. 

MATT  

Henry is a little reassured. He urges himself 

to be prepared for the big change in his life 

and to become as good a king as he can: he 

would follow the example of his great hero, 

Edward the Confessor. One day he too will be 

crowned properly, with a crown he will design 

himself. He remembers the magnificent crown 

jewels he had seen his father wear on a recent 

state occasion. Unfortunately, they were lost 

a few months ago while King John was crossing 

the Wash, racing to put down the latest 

baronial rebellion, supported by the 

dauphin's, later Louis VIII's, French army. 

Henry and his supporters have every reason to 

believe that he will not reign for long, and 

certainly not for the next fifty-six years. 

But for the time being, they accept the pope's 

authority as their overlord, since Henry's 

father had forfeited England's independence in 

exchange for the pope's lifting of his 

excommunication. The time when an English 

monarch could safely ignore a papal interdict 

was still three hundred years in the future, 

when, five Henrys later, the Eighth was on the 

throne. And our Child Henry needed all the 

protection he could get! 

 

INT. A REHEARSAL ROOM 

 

MATT  

Polly and I are meeting to discuss the next 

scenes of the play. It's three years since 

Henry's marriage to the beautiful Eleanor of 

Provence - he is now 32. Polly, let me play 

you a recording I made of me reading the scene 

where Henry and Eleanor discuss the name of 

their first son. It will save you having to 

read it. 

POLLY 

Can we not just get on with it? 
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MATT 

Don't worry, Polly. It's just one scene. I 

spoke it for my coursework. And we have a full 

rehearsal tomorrow. 

POLLY 

OK, but I warn you: I'm all lectured out 

today! I am quite bushed. 

MATT 

It'll interest you, trust me: it's got 

architecture in it. You'll like that! Just 

close your eyes and picture the setting while 

I let it play: imagine that we are in Henry's 

state apartments in Westminster Palace, in his 

bed chamber, otherwise known as the Painted 

Chamber... 

POLLY 

That's creepy! One of my lectures today was 

all about Westminster Palace and the Abbey. 

Apparently, the Painted Chamber was a proper 

jewel! Our lecturer showed us some really cool 

pictures! 

MATT 

Was it really? I didn't pay any attention to 

what it looked like. I only know about the 

history. 

POLLY 

Well, let me help fill the gap: I'll read you 

the bit about it from my lecture notes, if I 

can find them. 

[Noise of her rummaging frantically through her papers and 

nearly upsetting the small rickety table.] 

Ah, here we are! It says here: "the ceiling is 

painted along its length and breadth with 

polychrome bosses. The panels depict seraphs 

and prophets. The biblical theme is continued 

through the wall paintings, which illustrate 

stories from the Old Testament. Surrounded by 

this profusion of colour is a canopied state 

bed. Beneath the canopy, a large painted and 

gilded scene of the coronation of St Edward 

the Confessor portrays him being crowned at 

Winchester in 1043." 

MATT 

Mm, that's really interesting, Poll, but 

surely the look of the chamber is secondary to 

the history, don't you think? 

POLLY 

How can you say that! Isn't what Henry had 

built and designed quite central to our 

understanding of his story? From what I 

gather, behind all this frantic construction 
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work on Westminster Abbey, which he could 

actually ill afford, was Henry's insecurity. 

MATT 

That's true, now you mention it. He hoped that 

the association with a revered king like St 

Edward would rub off on him, as there was one 

other claimant to the throne that he was 

afraid of: and he kept her locked up in Corfe 

Castle. 

POLLY 

Really?! How awful! Who was it? 

MATT 

It was another Eleanor, The Fair Maid of 

Brittany. King John, her uncle, locked her up 

first so she couldn't challenge him for the 

succession, and her younger cousin, our Henry, 

kept her out of sight for the rest of her 

life. It's true that she was treated like a 

princess. But locked up she was all the same. 

For 39 years! Her problem was that, being the 

wrong sex, she got no support from the barons 

in being recognised as the legitimate monarch. 

OK, now let's listen to the scene, then you 

can tell me what you think of it. Remember, 

Eleanor of Provence is 16 and it's her third 

year as queen consort. Last week she gave 

birth to their first-born, a healthy boy. 

POLLY 

Just makes me shiver to think that I should 

have had a child at 16! My mother would have 

killed me! 

MATT 

Her mother Beatrice had actually planned it 

like that: all her four daughters became 

queens, at a very young age, as was the custom 

at the time, and quite powerful they were too. 

Anyway, can I carry on now? 

POLLY 

OK, I'll shut up. 

MATT 

Where was I? Ah yes: Henry has asked Eleanor 

to come to him urgently on an important matter 

and the queen has just arrived from her own 

apartments next door. As usual, she has been 

attending matins in her private chapel. 

POLLY 

That was also built for her by Henry, wasn't 

it? 

MATT 

Yes, Poll, he was very considerate and valued 

her opinion. Can you imagine Henry VIII 
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discussing anything with one of his wives? 

It's also important to remember that they were 

from very different cultures: she from the 

south of France, with a bit of Spanish thrown 

in, and he Norman-English. They didn't even 

speak the same kind of French: he spoke Langue 

d'Oïl and she Langue d'Oc. With all those 

differences, he couldn't be sure they would 

see eye to eye on what he had in mind. So he 

had made elaborate arrangements - he was good 

at that - to put her in a favourable mood: he 

had asked the famous troubadour Aimeric de 

Bellenoi, her mother's favourite, to play for 

her before and during the meeting. Here we go, 

then. When Henry stands up for the queen's 

entrance and nods, it's the agreed signal for 

Aimeric to intone his specially composed 

'Bonne ma reine'. 

AIMERIC 

[we hear singing quietly in the background] 

Ma reine, 

Je n'ai plus sommeil, 

je suis tellement fou de toi, 

t'es mon soleil 

t'es la seule en qui je peux croire, 

pour toi je sais qu't'hésites 

que tu ne crois plus à la rêve d'amour 

mais tu peux croire en la mienne. 

Profitons de l'instant présent. 

Ce soir belle ma reine, tu brilles comme un 

étoile... 

MATT 

It works: Eleanor smiles gratefully to Henry 

for his thoughtful gesture. 

HENRY 

[in a ceremonious tone] 

My dear mistress Eleanor, I am very happy that 

you have come so promptly and am also 

enchanted by your delightful appearance... 

POLLY 

[whispers into Matt's ear] 

Did they really talk like that? 

MATT 

Shush! Please! 

POLLY 

Sorry! 

HENRY 

I thank the Lord that you endured your 

accouchement so well. Here, dear Eleanor, have 

a small glass of my favourite Pineau d'Aunis, 

to celebrate your great achievement. A son and 
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heir, no less! And it would be impossible for 

anyone to notice in you any sign that you have 

only just given birth. 

ELEANOR 

My lord, your admiration and attentions are 

most precious to me and I pray daily that they 

may last. 

HENRY 

Indeed they will, my dearest wife, indeed they 

will. How could they not? I vividly remember 

as if it were yesterday your glorious presence 

at our wedding in Canterbury Cathedral three 

years ago, dressed in a shimmering golden gown 

tightly fitted to the waist; your regal 

manners belied your tender age. Even our 

monkish chronicler lavished praises on your 

feminine beauty. 

ELEANOR 

My lord, even a mother and queen cannot but 

blush at such flattery! 

HENRY 

No, no my dearest, I am speaking the truth and 

I am deeply grateful that the Lord is 

favouring our union: I am blessed with your 

good looks, your learning, your poetry and 

your wise counsel. Most of all, you have given 

me, with God's help, the greatest gift a king 

could wish for: a robust and princely son. 

ELEANOR 

My lord, it is I who should speak of gratitude 

for first making me a queen and woman, now a 

mother: you are the most considerate and 

generous husband I could have wished for! 

HENRY 

Dearest Eleanor, I am thankful that I 

prevailed over your many ardent suitors! 

ELEANOR 

They were my father's suitors, my lord, not 

mine. 

HENRY 

So was I, of course, but all's well that ends 

well. 

ELEANOR 

Indeed, dear husband. What is your pleasure 

this morning? 

HENRY 

Alas, not only to exchange expressions of warm 

sentiments, gratified though I am to hear 

yours. There is an important matter of state 

on which I should like your judgment. 
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ELEANOR 

I will do my best to please Your Majesty. 

HENRY 

It is about the name of our son. I am told 

that you have thoughts of calling him Raymond, 

after your dear father. 

ELEANOR 

Indeed, my lord. It is a well-respected and 

meaningful name, which has been in the House 

of Sabaudia for many a generation. It also 

means 'protecting hands' in the German 

language. A good omen, I believe. 

HENRY 

Indeed, indeed. I understand: it is a worthy 

sentiment to wish to honour your father. 

ELEANOR 

I sense that you have another name in mind. 

May I ask what it is? 

HENRY 

I was hoping we might agree on ... Edward. 

ELEANOR 

Edward, Sire!? A Saxon name? Is he a forebear 

of yours? 

HENRY 

In a sense, my lady: it comes from King Edward 

the Confessor, my brother in Christ. If you 

would care to lift your eyes, you can see his 

effigy there, above my bed. A saintly and 

royal appearance, don't you think? 

ELEANOR 

Yes my lord, most saintly and royal, but 

Anglo-Saxon nevertheless! I have been given to 

understand by some of your Norman nobles – we 

in Savoy have no such petty thoughts, of 

course - that a lowly Anglo-Saxon name is not 

in keeping with preserving the Norman lineage! 

You will, no doubt, have considered that to 

give a boy who would one day be king – and may 

it be a distant one, God willing! - a despised 

Saxon name would diminish him in the eyes of 

your subjects. 

HENRY 

Oh, but my dear Eleanor, there is nothing 

shameful in being named after such a great and 

holy king! Furthermore, times have changed in 

England: our Norman subjects now feel that 

they belong to this land, ever since all their 

possessions in Normandy were lost by my 

father. They also understand why the Pope 

himself, our Overlord, has canonised Edward 

the Confessor. Moreover, Edward too is an 
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evocative name: it means 'Wealth protector'; a 

good omen, I think! 

ELEANOR 

I confess my ignorance about this saint of 

England and would like you to enlighten me. 

HENRY 

I draw great inspiration from The Confessor, a 

model of lawful consensual kingship, much in 

harmony with how I myself wish to rule. May I 

commend you for your wish to become acquainted 

with the history of your new kingdom, dearest 

Eleanor; I will ask our great historian from 

St Alban's Abbey to write down the Confessor's 

life for you. As that will take time, I will 

instruct my childhood tutor Peter des Roches 

and Brother Richard le Gras, to explain to you 

why the Confessor is so widely revered. 

ELEANOR 

I am very anxious to study the deeds of this 

great man and, since Your Majesty wishes it so 

fervently, I will of course be content to name 

our first son after him. 

HENRY 

I am forever indebted to you for your 

graciousness, my dear Eleanor. You will be 

pleased to know that, far from being humble, 

Edward's name will be venerated for centuries 

to come: when I complete the re-building of 

his Abbey here in Westminster it will become a 

shrine throughout Christendom. 

ELEANOR 

Indeed my lord? But will we have the means and 

skilled craftsmen for such a glorious 

enterprise here in England? 

HENRY 

With Peter de Rivaux's fiscal talents and your 

wise counsel, I will find the means. As to the 

skills, I will draw on the most able builders 

of churches in Europe, especially those who 

have erected such magnificent places of 

worship as Amiens and Reims, and best of all 

the Sainte Chapelle. Did you pray there when 

you were in Paris? 

ELEANOR 

I am afraid I did not have the good fortune of 

worshipping in that great chapel, my lord. 

When I attended the wedding of my dearest 

sister Marguerite to King Louis IX, two years 

before I came to England, there was little 

time for private devotions. 
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HENRY 

We will soon have occasion to visit the court 

of the King of France, I hope. I will then 

have the great pleasure of showing you this 

jewel of Paris. 

ELEANOR 

I would be most grateful for that, my lord. 

HENRY 

Sweet Eleanor, our chroniclers will no doubt 

hail you as one of the greatest queens of 

England and, God willing, you shall be at the 

heart of the celebrations I will hold when I 

translate the body of Edward the Confessor to 

its new resting place in the choir at 

Westminster Abbey. 

ELEANOR 

May God protect us and our son Edward, my 

lord. 

POLLY 

That was very good of her to give up her 

father's name, and what a relief for Henry. 

Was she always so accommodating? But I suppose 

it was early on in their marriage... 

MATT 

Just wait - she gets quite cross when Henry 

tries to hide an attempt on his life! It's the 

same year, and I want Henry and Eleanor to be 

sitting comfortably in the Painted Chamber of 

Westminster Palace, as is their evening custom 

since their sumptuous wedding three years ago. 

HENRY 

[solicitously] 

How is my good Lady today? 

ELEANOR 

[tartly] 

She is very afraid of losing her beloved king, 

my Lord. 

HENRY 

[laughs a little too heartily] 

You worry without cause, my dearest. 

ELEANOR 

[a little peeved] 

Not so, according to my Lady Biset. She told 

me (against your injunction to keep it from 

me) that a man whom you saved from the wrath 

of your faithful courtiers at Woodstock Castle 

for assailing you with harsh words, later that 

same night entered your bedchamber with an 

unsheathed dagger. It is my exceeding good 

fortune that you were in my bed. 
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HENRY 

Fortune is quite innocent on this occasion, 

dearest Eleanor, the culprits are rather your 

beauty and your irresistible charms. But 

indeed I did ask the Lady Margaret not to tell 

you, knowing that you would be concerned for 

no real cause. I considered the rogue was 

merely a madman. 

ELEANOR 

[in a stubborn tone] 

Forgive me, my Lord, but I fail to grasp why 

you insist in calling it 'no real cause', when 

my Lady Margaret tells me that the rascal was 

not a madman at all, but an assassin sent by 

William de Marisco to kill you in revenge for 

ending his pirating between Ireland and 

England. It is a cause of distress to me that 

you should be so lenient towards a traitor. I 

consider that he deserves to be executed as 

one, also to discourage others. 

HENRY 

[weakly] 

Perhaps you are right: it could be seen as an 

act of self-indulgence on my part. My vanity 

in wanting to be seen as a pious and fair king 

has led me to neglect my duty as a ruler. I am 

rightly expected to keep my kin and the 

kingdom safe. There is no doubting that your 

counsel is sound. We must not flinch from 

condemning him to the fate reserved to 

traitors. He must be hanged, drawn and 

quartered, as is customary, though I find this 

treatment of any man (or indeed woman) quite 

repugnant. Yet, such is the duty of a king to 

his people, that compassion has no place in 

the arsenal of a ruler. It brings to mind that 

great play by the wise Sophocles where King 

Creon explains to his daughter Antigone his 

harsh order not to bury her traitor brother, 

his son. Be reassured now: I will follow your 

advice and issue a writ of execution without 

delay. I believe that even that saintly king 

St Edward, whose piety is beyond doubt, would 

approve my firm action. He taught me that 

'Justice must be seen to be done'. 

 

INT. MATT AND POLLY'S APARTMENT  

 

POLLY 

That was a lovely weekend, Matt. I like those 

vast Victorian houses with ceilings as high as 
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Tate Modern, and your mum always makes me feel 

so much at home! Pity your dad had to rush off 

so early. Where was he going? Newcastle? 

MATT 

Yes, business always comes first, ever since I 

was a small schoolboy. He'd love to be at home 

more, he says, but he can't let his business 

down. "It has cost me blood, sweat and tears 

to build it up from scratch. When my customers 

call me on a Friday night to save production 

time during the week, I have no choice, or the 

business goes down the drain!" 

POLLY 

It must have been so hard for you, poor 

darling! I was lucky: My father was a teacher 

when I was growing up. He was always around to 

play and do things with us. 

MATT 

That is indeed lucky. I would have loved that! 

Mine started off as a chemist in the lab. Then 

he started his own business. And that was it. 

No more family life 

POLLY 

Poor Matt! 

MATT 

It has taught me a lesson though: I can tell 

you now that I'm not going to be like that. 

I'll be an impoverished lecturer at some 

obscure university, but I'll be at home with 

my wife and children. You have been warned! 

POLLY 

That would be fine by me! I have always loved 

family life. We were very close at home. 

MATT 

But you are going to be a famous architect and 

there aren't enough grand building projects in 

this country. You would have to travel too. 

POLLY 

No, I won't. I'll work for some council or 

other, extending toilet wings, if need be! 

MATT 

Hmm, we'll see. Just at the moment we want to 

get those degrees and I want to think about 

Henry. His dad was a bit like mine. Unprepared 

for high office and running around all over 

the place to keep it. Then he lost everything 

and left his nine-year-old son to pick up the 

pieces. 

POLLY 

Is that why you are so fond of Henry? 
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MATT 

Maybe. I can see where he was coming from. But 

he was lucky, like me: he had a brilliant 

wife! 

POLLY 

Matthew Cohen, I do believe that that was a 

proposal! 

MATT 

I suppose it was. 

POLLY 

Well, I will have to consider it carefully 

then, won't I? Unless it was accidental? 

MATT 

I will go down on one knee right now to prove 

to you that there was nothing accidental about 

it! 

[in a pleading tone] 

Polly Bonetti, will you do me the honour of 

marrying me? 

POLLY 

Matthew Cohen, since you asked me so nicely, I 

will! 

[we hear passionate kisses all round] 

 

INT. A REHEARSAL ROOM 

 

MATT 

I'd like us to read through the next scene, 

which takes place in 1257, 21 years after 

their marriage. I want to show how Eleanor and 

Henry too had their moments of grief, like 

anybody else. Walking in the Ladies' Garden 

outside the Great Hall in Winchester Castle, 

they are remembering the death of their little 

Katherine. 

ELEANOR 

It always gives me great pleasure to admire 

our roses, dearest Henry! So many colours, 

such sweet scents. I feel very fortunate 

indeed to have all this to share with you and 

our enchanting children. Though of course it 

still grieves me that our dear little 

Katherine was taken from us most cruelly in 

the fourth year of her short life, and will 

never again be able to enjoy God's gifts with 

us. 

HENRY 

We must comfort ourselves with the knowledge 

that she is enjoying greater beatitude, away 

from the evils of this earthly realm. The Lord 

will hold her dear, as we did, dear Eleanor. 
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More so, in his infinite love for us. I am 

deeply grateful that He has taken her to his 

generous heart, though we are bereft of her 

charming company. Matthew Paris, that great 

friend of ours, has so aptly described her as 

'the most beautiful girl'. He could have 

spared us adding 'but dumb and useless', God 

forgive him! But he is nothing if not 

truthful, even if it offends the reader of his 

histories. Such is the painful duty of a 

chronicler, I fear. But let us not dwell on 

such sad thoughts: dearest Katherine is in 

Heaven where we shall all be reunited one day, 

if we can earn a place there too. 

ELEANOR 

She was an angel and dearest to me of all our 

children, though my love for them all is 

immense. 

HENRY 

So it is, dearest Eleanor, so it is. I have 

often wished that my father and mother had 

lavished such affection and attention on me 

and my siblings as we have on our children. 

ELEANOR 

I was more fortunate in that, my poor Henry. 

We four sisters were always at the very heart 

of our parents' life. My mother and father 

were rewarded with seeing all four of us 

become queens, and that from a family that was 

far from royal! 

HENRY 

To this day my dearest wish is to fulfil my 

child's longing to be surrounded by a happy 

and pious family. Not for me my father's 

restless quest for success in battle. What did 

it gain him? 

MATT  

And now we come to the Sicilian Gamble, another point of 

contention between Henry and Eleanor, when Eleanor had her 

mind set on helping their younger son Edmund to a royal role, 

but Henry was baulking at the cost. 

HENRY 

My dear Eleanor, I am greatly troubled by our 

Sicilian enterprise. 

ELEANOR 

Is there any news, sire? 

HENRY 

Indeed there is, I have a letter patent here 

from our Overlord Pope Alexander IV pressing 

us to act on his offer of the kingdom of 

Sicily for our dear son Edmund. As you know, 
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our brother-in-law, the Holy Roman Emperor 

Frederick II, has now been dead seven years; 

so the matter needs urgent settlement, His 

Holiness reminds me. 

ELEANOR 

But what troubles you? This is good news 

indeed! Is it not what we have been striving 

to achieve for dear Edmund all this time? I 

would call it a gift from Heaven, dearest 

Henry! 

HENRY 

[mutters to himself with some irritation] 

A cursedly expensive 'gift', I call it! 

[louder, to Eleanor] 

So it would seem, beloved Eleanor, so it would 

seem, but look at the terms, dear lady, look 

at the terms! I call them highly onerous! One 

hundred and thirty-five thousand, five hundred 

and forty-one marks, to be precise! And since 

I have no money of my own, beyond my yearly 

income of fifty thousand marks, it would mean 

imposing a heavy charge on our English clergy 

and barons. Need I remind you of how 

recalcitrant they can be? 

[aside] 

I could lose my throne over this! 

ELEANOR 

But sire, forgive me, surely no price is too 

high for such a prestigious trophy, not to 

mention the revenue our dear Edmund could 

expect from it, to be sure! The "Regno delle 

due Sicilie" is the largest, most prosperous 

kingdom in Europe, uncle Thomas tells me - 

and, as a Savoyard, he knows a thing or two 

about Italy. A truly precious prize! I am sure 

that I don't need to remind you that our much 

lamented Frederick had governed the kingdom in 

an enlightened and effective manner. His new 

Constitution of Melfi guaranteed all his 

Arabic, Jewish, Hellenic and native Sicilian 

subjects total freedom of worship and of 

equality before the law. The Sicilian 

population was thus set free to prosper. I beg 

you to consider, my Lord, that this is a prize 

worthy of a royal Prince - and Edmund has 

already been crowned its King! 

[mutters audibly to herself] 

The poor boy is a king without a kingdom! 

HENRY 

Curb your passion a little, dearest Eleanor: 

we plainly cannot be blind to the expenditure. 
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That sum the Pope has enumerated is only the 

beginning. He also calls upon us to conquer 

Sicily by force of arms. The hundred thousand 

pounds are compensation for the expenditure 

the Church has already incurred in its vain 

attempt to bring Sicily under its control. 

ELEANOR 

What expenditure, my lord? The Pope has no 

army! 

HENRY 

Yes, but somewhat impetuously, his predecessor 

had been lavishing large sums on what he 

perceived to be allies in this enterprise, to 

no avail. That is why he has turned to me. The 

tenor of his communication is now highly 

vexed: he urges me to send an army of my own 

and threatens me with excommunication if I 

break my - hasty, but ambiguous, I assure you 

- promise of three years ago. He also reminds 

me that but for the Church's protection, I 

would have no kingdom! 

ELEANOR 

But, dearest Henry, Sicily is weeks of travel 

away! I have seen Matthew Paris's map of 

Europe. How could an army of ours get there 

and then fight their way through an unknown 

territory twice the size of Wales? The Kingdom 

of Sicily is not just the island, it reaches 

all the way up to Naples! I have heard it 

called 'The Kingdom of the Two Sicilies'. 

HENRY 

[somewhat hesitantly] 

You don't suppose that your dear father and 

uncles, who have already more than a foothold 

in Northern Italy, would be amenable to 

providing us with at least some of the men we 

need? Or transport? Or money? 

ELEANOR 

Alas, dear husband, my father has no such 

resources! 

HENRY 

Indeed, he has not yet discharged the meagre 

dowry of £20,000 we had agreed for you as far 

back as the fourteenth year of my reign, in 

1240. Then we must think of another plan. I 

dare not refuse the Pope. 

ELEANOR 

How soon is His Holiness requesting payment 

from us? 
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HENRY 

Directly. And it is more than four times our 

yearly income! 

POLLY 

[whispers into Matt's ear] 

How much is that in real money? 

MATT 

A lot: about £100 million, give or take, 

though it is impossible to translate it into 

modern pounds. 

ELEANOR 

I can see that such a sum seems far beyond our 

means! And yet, think of it: a kingdom for 

Edmund! 'Edmund I, King of Sicily' has a 

prestigious ring, has it not! Is there no way 

we can stretch to it somehow? 

HENRY 

How would you suggest? 

ELEANOR 

It would perhaps be possible to obtain more 

dona from the English clergy and more scutage 

from the barons? You could confirm their 

liberties in another issue of the Magna Carta, 

as you did to raise money for the campaign in 

Poitou, could you not? And we can obtain more 

tallage from the Jews: nobody will object to 

that. They certainly will not dare cross you 

and risk expulsion from the realm. 

POLLY 

Did Edward I not expel them when he became 

king a few years later? 

MATT 

He did, in 1290. He owed them too much dosh. 

HENRY 

Not an auspicious precedent, dear Eleanor: not 

only did we fail to get Poitou back, we nearly 

lost Gascony in the process! Had it not been 

for that scoundrel Simon, we would be out of 

Aquitaine altogether! 

ELEANOR 

We must attempt it, Sire. It is imperative! We 

could never forgive ourselves if we gave up 

without trying. 

HENRY 

That is true, dear wife. Your dedication to 

your sons is commendable. 

ELEANOR 

I would do anything for any of my children, 

dear husband, as I would for their dear 

father! 
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HENRY 

I know dear Eleanor, I know it well. Your time 

as regent while I was in Poitou did you great 

credit. 

ELEANOR 

It is only what any dutiful wife would do, 

Sire. 

HENRY 

You did it and my trust in you grew beyond all 

bounds. 

ELEANOR 

[with passion] 

I would do so again if need be. So, are we at 

one that Sicily must be Edmund's? 

HENRY 

[apprehensively] 

With God's help, we will install him as king 

within the year. I will send my proctors to 

negotiate with Pope Alexander this very week. 

ELEANOR 

[relieved] 

Amen, the Church and God are with us. 

POLLY 

I don't remember Edmund reigning as king of 

Sicily. 

MATT 

He never did, because Henry couldn't deliver 

his side of the bargain. The English clergy 

and the barons wouldn't fork out and, in 1258, 

imposed on him the Provisions of Oxford, so 

the pope gave Sicily to that arrogant sod 

Charles of Anjou, who could find the cash. And 

that was that: the end of Sicily's unique 

culture. The court was moved from Palermo to 

Naples and gradually the island became an ill-

governed backwater, which led to the emergence 

of the mafia. 

POLLY 

The mafia? But they are American gangsters! 

What's that got to do with Henry III?! 

MATT 

The mafia started as a kind of co-op to 

protect Sicilian peasants against the abuses 

of absentee landlords. This is why its 

original name was l'Onorata Società, the 

honourable society. I am sure Henry would have 

been much fairer to the Sicilians, and Italy 

would now be a much more law-abiding place. 

POLLY 

Your faith in Henry is touching! Maybe a 

little misplaced? 
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MATT 

Not at all. You'll see what I mean when we get 

to the next episode, on that fanatic Simon de 

Montfort. 

ELEANOR 

You look quite vexed, dear husband. What is 

the meaning of this summons? 

HENRY 

I am more than vexed, my dear Eleanor, I am 

irate! 

ELEANOR 

But against whom, sire? You are not often 

given to anger. 

HENRY 

Not only did Simon overstep all boundaries of 

decency and loyalty when he married my sister 

Eleanor: now he gone even further in his 

betrayal. 

ELEANOR 

Yet, I firmly believe that he married her for 

love, and that she is equally love-struck with 

him! Though I find her unusually fiery and 

passionate, I feel a growing fondness for her. 

They seem to me well matched. 

HENRY 

Bah! What is it to me if they are well 

matched, doting on each other, swooning in 

harmony over love madrigals or not?! I don't 

give a Sicilian fig about the state of their 

coupling! Would you believe that our noble 

Frankish friend has borrowed  the princely sum 

of two thousand marks - yes, TWO THOUSAND, I 

tell you! - against my security, without 

consulting me! That comes close to robbery, 

since he never meets his obligations! Indeed, 

I have settled a multitude of smaller debts 

for him since he came to Court. I didn't mind 

helping him out on proportionate small debts. 

But two thousand marks! That's ruinous! The 

Jews have already lent me much money for the 

Chapel. They say they have no more to lend me. 

ELEANOR 

That is deceitful indeed of Simon, my Lord! 

But must we not forgive our brother-in-law 

whom I would now call also a 'brother-in-

love'? 

HENRY 

It does you great credit, dearest wife, that 

you are always so ready to absolve and 

forgive. Yet on this occasion I cannot follow 

you there. You know that I have always been 
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Simon's most generous patron. And this is how 

I am repaid! Fie on him! 

ELEANOR 

Indeed, you are always lavish in your gifts, 

dear husband. 

HENRY 

To think that it was I who plucked this 

distant French cousin of mine from obscurity 

and restored him to the Earldom of Leicester! 

ELEANOR 

I remember it well. His reputation as a 

forceful orator and a sharp mind induced you 

to groom him as a counterbalance to the 

opposing forces of my Savoy uncles and your 

Lusignan half-brothers. In that respect, Simon 

has played his role well, has he not? And did 

you not allow Simon to use one of your chapels 

when he married Eleanor after young William 

Marshal died?  

HENRY 

Yes, yes, I won't deny it. But I did not 

imagine that he would abuse my trust so 

horribly and become a Brutus to me: TWO 

THOUSAND MARKS! I could have built another 

Lady's Chapel for that money! 

ELEANOR 

Yet his reputation as an ambitious, ruthless 

and inflexible militant preceded him by many 

leagues. Is this not why you sent him to 

France to run Gascony on your behalf? 

HENRY 

I beg you not to mention ill-fated Gascony! 

Remember what discord he created there? All I 

would say to him now is "Go back to Gascony, 

you lover and maker of strife, you will find 

trouble enough there and reap its fitting 

reward just as your father did". 

ELEANOR 

Sire! It is your anger speaking so cruelly. 

Your spirit of mercy has deserted you tonight. 

I beg you, my lord, do not persist in such 

ugly hatred! This is not my pious, generous 

king speaking, who well knows that hatred 

turns on the hater. 

HENRY 

My dearest wife, you do well to chide me to 

try and divert my wrath. Yet, we must not 

forget that cruelty runs through the de 

Montfort veins like water in a stream, witness 

the crusades against the Albigensians, when 

the Cathar heretics were slaughtered by this 
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pitiless breed. Simon's fanatical progenitor 

put the whole of Languedoc, to the last man, 

woman and child, to the sword and Toulouse was 

drenched in a sea of blood. So, don't feel too 

much pity that the city later exacted their 

revenge and Simon's father died by the sword. 

I fear that you and I may still have good 

reasons for dreading him in years to come. 

ELEANOR 

I shall pray that it shall not come to pass, 

my lord. 

 

INT. OUTSIDE THE REHEARSAL ROOM OF THE ISIS THESPIANS. WHILE 

MATT AND POLLY ARE WAITING, PRISCILLA ARRIVES. KNOWN AS PRISSY 

TO HER ENEMIES, SHE IS A LEADING MEMBER OF THE COMPANY AND IS 

CAST AS SIMON DE MONTFORT'S WIFE (HENRY'S YOUNGER SISTER, 

CONFUSINGLY ALSO CALLED ELEANOR). TIGHT-LIPPED, PRISCILLA 

ROLLS IN A TANK-LIKE MOTION TOWARDS MATT AND POLLY. 

MATT 

Hi Prissy, how nice to see you here! Sit down. 

Poll, shove over a bit. 

PRISCILLA 

My name is Priscilla, Matt, and I would be 

grateful if you would use it! Anyway, I am not 

here for your entertainment: quite the 

opposite: I have a bone to pick with you, 

Matthew Cohen! 

MATT 

With me? But why? What have I done now? 

PRISCILLA 

I have read Simon de Montfort's part. 

MATT 

Oh good! I'm looking forward to watching the 

scene. Polly and I are about to come over to 

the theatre; just as soon as we have finished 

our coffees. 

PRISCILLA 

Well, there won't be anything to watch, if you 

don't make some changes to the script! Now! 

Big changes. 

MATT 

Changes? What changes! We are opening in two 

weeks. How can I make big changes this late in 

the day? In any case, I'm sure that there's 

nothing major to rewrite. Polly liked it. And 

my tutor Paolo Levi is also impressed. 

PRISCILLA 

Paolo is an Italian: what does he know of 

English history? And that Polly likes it is 

not a recommendation, if you don't mind me 

saying so, Polly. 
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POLLY 

Normally I would; but I will let it pass as 

you are obviously upset. 

PRISCILLA 

Are you surprised? Matt besmirches my 

husband's name and calls him a seducer! 

[turns to Matt] 

You wrote that he raped me to gain influence 

over the king! That is despicable! And 

historically, a calumny! You should know that 

I was very happy to marry him. We love each 

other. OK, so there was a bit of a fly in the 

ointment at the start: I rashly made a public 

vow of chastity when my first husband died in 

the middle of my brother's wedding. But I 

didn't really mean it! I was confused and 

distressed; wouldn't you be if such a 

misfortune happened to you? I thought that God 

was punishing me, so I swore in front of the 

bishop that I would give up the pleasures of 

the flesh. That's the truth! 

MATT 

Whoa, steady on, Priscilla! Aren't you getting 

a little carried away? I wrote about Eleanor 

de Montfort, not about you! 

PRISCILLA 

I know that, you fool! Have you never heard of 

method acting, of the Stanislavsky school? 

It's about Total Immersion: while I PLAY 

Eleanor I AM Eleanor and I will defend my 

husband's reputation to the hilt. 

MATT 

Still, there is no need to get so heated, 

Pris. 

PRISCILLA 

Of course there is! Simon was an honourable 

man, the 'Father of Parliament'! He would 

never have stooped so low! I think it is 

completely out of order for you to slander 

him. It is also historically dodgy. Are you 

historians not meant to be objective? But 

then, you are not a historian yet, are you? 

MATT 

You may not like it, Priscilla, but he never 

convinced anybody, least of all Henry! True, 

Henry allowed them to get married in secret in 

one of his chapels at Westminster – what was 

he supposed to do? The consummation had 

happened long before the marriage ceremony! 

The last thing you want, if you can avoid it, 
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is a scandal. Then, after a few weeks, Henry 

blew his stack. 

PRISCILLA 

I'll give you that. It was horrible! Henry had 

such a foul temper behind his pious front. 

MATT 

He did, that time. I have made no bones about 

it not being Henry's finest hour. There they 

were, in front of hundreds of subjects he 

himself had invited to the queen's 

purification ceremony after the birth of their 

first son and heir, and what does Henry do on 

such a joyous occasion dedicated to his 

beloved Eleanor? He ruins the party with an 

even bigger scandal! He thunders against Simon 

and accuses him of having seduced his sister, 

and to have bribed the pope into giving him a 

dispensation from her vow to marry her. He was 

hopping mad! It was so frightful that Simon 

and Eleanor didn't wait to be hanged and fled 

from England straight away. There is no 

dispute about all this, honest, Priscilla; 

I've checked and re-checked the sources. 

PRISCILLA 

Well, Simon is still my hero! And not just 

mine: his morality was acknowledged by 

everyone, friend or foe! He was a passionate 

upholder of Christian knighthood. And he died 

for it! And he is revered as the Father of 

Parliament to this day. 

MATT 

It's also fair to say that to his foes he was 

a inflammatory and absolute fanatic. Whether 

he deserved the title of Father of Parliament 

is also highly contentious. All Simon did, was 

to call Parliament while the King was away, 

against his express wishes. 

PRISCILLA 

But Henry had sworn to obey the Provisions of 

Oxford. That included the automatic sitting of 

three Parliaments a year! And whatever you 

say, he forced Henry to modernise politics in 

England. We need not quibble about his title. 

MATT 

OK, Priscilla, how about we first run right 

through the scene without changes? If the rest 

of the cast object to anything I have written, 

we can discuss it. 

PRISCILLA 

Mm, I'm not sure I can trust you. Will you? 
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MATT 

I give you my word. Polly is witness. Please, 

give it another chance? 

PRISCILLA 

I am not dropping my reservations, mind, but 

it's fair to give it an airing in rehearsal as 

it is, I suppose. Shall we go now? 

MATT 

That's very good of you Priscilla... I mean 

'Eleanor de Montfort', of course. 

 

INT. MATT AND POLLY'S APARTMENT. MATT IS LYING IN BED LOOKING 

DREAMINGLY AT THE CEILING. IT IS MORNING. HE IS MESMERISED BY 

THE EARLY SUN RAYS THROUGH THE WORN CURTAINS ON THE DUST STARS 

IN THE HALF-DARKNESS. 

MATT 

[to Polly somewhere in the room, but speaking 

as if to himself] 

When I look at Henry's life and compare it 

with mine, I can't help thinking that I am 

really quite a lucky so and so: I can lie here 

in our cosy little bed and not worry about 

losing my head in a battle that I never wanted 

in the first place. Do you know that Henry 

nearly got himself killed by his son's men at 

Evesham? 

POLLY 

[ironical tone, tries to stifle a yawn] 

Really? Why would his own side want to kill 

him? Doesn't make sense! 

MATT 

After the battle of Lewes, he and Prince 

Edward were held kind of prisoners of the de 

Montfort gang, but instead of being bumped 

off, like any foot soldier would have been, 

they were allowed to live. 

POLLY 

How come? They would have been better off with 

Henry out of the way, wouldn't they? 

MATT 

You are right, in fact. Keeping Henry alive 

didn't do Simon any good, in the end! All I 

can say is, that sums up our Henry for you: 

nobody hated him enough to want to kill him. 

Even when the Montfortians went into battle at 

Evesham a year later they let him ride along 

with them, still captive and wearing 

Montfortian armour, perhaps to keep an eye on 

him or because they thought him harmless. 

POLLY 

Could Henry not duck out of the fighting? 
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MATT 

He did try his best to stay out of the fray 

but got swept along with the others when 

things became very messy and the two sides got 

mixed up as the battle turned against de 

Montfort. When Edward's horsemen went after 

the rebels, they caught up with Henry, pulled 

him off his horse and were about to kill him. 

POLLY 

But if Henry was captive how come his army was 

able to fight against de Montfort? 

MATT 

That was all down to the Prince Edward, who 

was now a useful 26 years old and had learnt a 

thing or two about martial craft and military 

tactics. He had managed a daring escape after 

being captured at Lewes with Henry and re-

built a royalist army and hired Flemish 

mercenaries paid for by his mother who had 

escaped to France. 

POLLY 

Where did she get the money? 

MATT 

Don't forget that her sister was the Queen of 

France, and the King had signed a peace treaty 

with Henry. Anyway, let me tell you about 

Henry's lucky escape: Prince Edward's army 

caught up with the rebels at Evesham. As 

Walter of Guisborough reported... 

POLLY 

Who is he? I'm getting quite confused with all 

these names! 

MATT 

Walter was a kind of journalist, like Matthew 

Paris, and he wrote that Henry had fallen off 

his horse in the bustle of battle and that his 

supporters had surrounded him and wounded him 

in the shoulder. 

POLLY 

So they might have killed him because they 

thought he was an anti-royalist... 

MATT 

Exactly! What saved him was that he managed to 

pull off his Montfortian helmet and shout: 'I 

am Henry of Winchester your King, do not kill 

me!' 

POLLY 

Poor old Henry! All that meekness and then 

this! He was quite old by then, wasn't he? 
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MATT 

Wait a minute, let me work it out: he was born 

in 1207, so in 1265 he would have been 58. 

Quite old really in those days. 

POLLY 

Was he not fed up of being king by then? 

Nothing but trouble! 

MATT 

The truth is that he wasn't much of a king 

after that. Edward and Eleanor gradually took 

over. 

POLLY 

Oh, dear, after all his efforts. That's sad! 

MATT 

Well, at least he managed to die in his bed, 

quite an achievement compared with other kings 

at the time! It was the mortification of those 

battles and old age that did it. After 

Evesham, Prince Edward is de facto in control 

of the reign. In the next scene, Henry and 

Eleanor are tucked away safely in their 

comfortable Royal Apartments at Windsor. 

Faithful and loyal as ever, Eleanor is keeping 

Henry company and is personally tending to his 

wounds. 

ELEANOR 

Mon pauvre Henri! You are bruised and cut 

everywhere; I don't believe I have ever seen 

you like this! 

HENRY 

This is why I have been leaving the fighting 

to others, whenever I could. It is not my 

strongest suit. Now it is our Edward's turn. 

He is already a much better knight than I have 

ever been. 

ELEANOR 

That is true, mon cher mari. You are no King 

David in war, yet you are like him in the love 

of your friends. You are as loyal to them as 

he was to his Jonathan, and I love you for it. 

You have allowed my uncle Peter to be a true 

servant and counsellor to you against the 

advice all his English enemies. 

HENRY 

He has always been of great help to me. I 

could never forget that I owed him infinite 

gratitude in finding me such a wonderful wife 

as you! 

ELEANOR 

It is a gratitude that I share with all my 

heart, dear husband. Yet, I must confess that 
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I was surprised when you let your Lusignan 

half-brothers into your affections, even 

though your mother Isabella had abandoned you 

to your fate when your father died. 

HENRY 

Ma chère Elianor, you have done what my mother 

was never able to do: you stayed by my side 

even when all seemed lost. My mother, poor 

weak woman that she was, left me when I became 

king. And what a king! A frightened child is 

closer to the truth! She returned to Lusignan 

to remarry and start a new family with the man 

from whom my father had snatched her. There 

was no place for her in England. We must 

remember that the Dauphin was in control of 

London and much of Southern England, and was 

expecting reinforcements from France. Had my 

regents not defeated the French fleet at 

Sandwich, the King of England would have been 

called Louis the First! 

ELEANOR 

We must not blame her, for she was your 

mother, but my heart is with that little boy 

king. What sadness you have endured! 

HENRY 

You have been ample recompense to me, mon 

trésor, with advantages! The Lord has been 

kind to me. And the son you gave me has 

restored my kingdom, which soon shall be his. 

ELEANOR 

Non, non! Not for a long time! You will live 

many more years and continue to lavish your 

kindness on us all, Savoyards and Lusignans. 

You were even kind to that viper Simon! 

Perhaps too kind. 

POLLY 

You can say that again! So kind that it nearly 

cost him his throne, and his life, didn't it? 

I am sure that that's what she is really 

thinking. I wouldn't be so polite! I would 

tell you straight out! 

MATT 

I know you would and I'd want you to. But 

Henry is too vulnerable – and too medieval – 

to take such honesty. And she is too dependent 

on his goodwill to push her luck. Sympathy and 

intercession on behalf of subjects is one 

thing, brazen outspokenness is quite another. 

She had tried it once, when his Lusignan half-

brothers were strutting around the place 

offending Henry's courtiers and the English in 
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general. They quite overstepped the mark by 

abusing the powers Henry had granted them. So 

she told him. It's the only time they fell 

out. But not for long. 

POLLY  

[musing quietly] 

Yeh, Henry was always a good family man... 

HENRY 

I wish nevertheless that Simon had not 

perished so ignominiously at Evesham: I had 

ordered no such carnage. 

ELEANOR 

Nobody who knows you well will ever think that 

you are to blame for his horrible death. I am 

certain that Edward carries no blame either. 

He is too honourable a young man to mutilate a 

fallen enemy! 

POLLY  

Why, what did they do to Simon? 

MATT 

It's a bit gruesome, Poll. You don't really 

want to know! 

POLLY 

Come on, Matt, you have to tell me now! 

MATT 

Well, if you are sure. It was pretty horrible 

even for those days! It went like this: in 

August 1265, de Montfort's army was finally 

cornered: it was surrounded by the River Avon 

on three sides, and Edward's army on the 

fourth. Roger Mortimer had sent his men to 

block the only possible escape route, at the 

bridge. The Battle of Evesham began in 

earnest. A storm roared above the battlefield. 

Montfort's Welsh soldiers broke and ran for 

the bridge, where they were slaughtered by 

Mortimer's men. Mortimer himself killed Simon 

de Montfort: he was found after the battle 

mutilated and dismembered. And Roger sent his 

severed head and testicles home to Wigmore 

Castle as a gift for his wife! 

POLLY 

But that's barbarous! 

MATT 

I had warned you... But the result of Simon's 

death is that Henry clings on to the throne 

for another few years. But, pragmatic as she 

is, Eleanor has realised how vulnerable she is 

in relying on his goodwill, and wants to put 

her finances on a sounder footing before Henry 

dies. I've set the scene in their private 
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apartments at Winchester, where they are 

dining. 

ELEANOR 

Dear husband, I am glad that you have arranged 

this visit to the city where you saw the light 

of day. I find it always pleasurable to dwell 

in this small and charming place after the 

bustle of Westminster. 

HENRY 

Yes, my dear Eleanor, it is a coming home for 

me every time. You must miss the sunshine and 

the warm sea near Brignoles, where you grew 

up. 

ELEANOR 

My father was a very active ruler of Provence 

and he liked to travel all over his 

territories taking his family with him. I also 

spent a great deal of time in Aix-en-Provence. 

I must confess I was quite bereft when I came 

to marry you. At the age of twelve one is very 

attached to one's sisters, and my mother of 

course. I still am, but I am happy here now: I 

am very fortunate in rejoicing in such devoted 

husband, and in having Marguerite not far away 

in Paris, Sacha here in England and Béatrice 

also not far in Anjou. So, you see, I have 

every reason to be happy. 

HENRY 

I am delighted to hear you say that: you know 

that my family, with you at its centre, and 

God's blessing are what gives meaning to my 

life. 

ELEANOR 

And I am eternally grateful for that, dearest 

husband. There is however one small matter 

that darkens my sky a little, I must confess. 

HENRY 

I am sorry to hear that. Is it something that 

I can help you remedy? 

ELEANOR 

It is, Sire. 

HENRY 

Then, consider it done. What is your pleasure? 

ELEANOR 

The Queen's Gold, dear husband, generous 

though it was at the beginning of my tenure, 

is now insufficient. 

HENRY 

But I can give you more if you need it! 
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ELEANOR 

I am very indebted to you. Your generosity is 

legendary, my lord. Yet, it is independence of 

means that I hanker after. My wish is to be 

able to discharge my duties of advowson and my 

other queenly prerogatives without recourse to 

your largesse, in my own right as Queen. The 

prestige of the office is at issue, and I must 

be deemed worthy of acting as your regent when 

you are away on royal business. 

HENRY 

I see. But how can this be done? 

ELEANOR 

Sire, in brief: I am entitled to Queen's Gold 

on the third part of a Jew's property that 

goes to the Crown when he dies. It is also my 

right to exact Queen's Gold of ten percent on 

the tallage you levy on individual Jews, as in 

the recent instance of Abraham of Wallingford. 

Put simply, I should have received ten percent 

on the 60,000 mark tallage you levied last 

year. Not an indifferent sum, you will agree 

dearest husband! 

HENRY 

Is it the case that my Exchequer has not paid 

you your dues as is their duty?! 

ELEANOR 

My gold keeper John de Whatley tells me that 

only too often I am paid in bonds, yet we need 

cash to discharge our duties. Only yesterday, 

Cok of Cresse, a Jew of London, refused to pay 

me in gold claiming his right to pay me in 

bonds, against all of John's entreaties. This 

is intolerable, Sire. My understanding of 

these matters is feeble, as you would expect 

from a woman, more accustomed to dealing with 

giving birth to your heirs and to ensuring 

their well-being. I have therefore invited my 

financial administrator Benedict l'Evesque to 

attend our conference today, to assist me in 

discussing these irking matters with you. He 

is awaiting your pleasure in the antechamber 

now. 

HENRY 

Are not the l'Evesques that notable Jewish 

family which you begged me to exempt from 

tallage for life? It cost me a pretty penny, 

dear Eleanor! Now I learn that they manage 

your money! 
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ELEANOR 

This is not new to my family, Sire. My father, 

and most families in the Midi, held Jewish 

financial administrators in great respect. 

HENRY 

Dearest Eleanor, you seem to forget that the 

power and influence, and indeed wealth, of the 

Jewish community here in England is in sharp 

decline. Too many noble families, and common 

people, are heavily indebted to the Jews. 

There have been riots and only last week a 

massacre in York. Winchester and London have 

mercifully been spared such excesses, but we 

must be careful. We still need the consensus 

of the people to govern our realm well! 

ELEANOR 

I know, my lord. I am mindful of our place in 

the affections of our subjects. Things change 

with the times and so will I; when the Jews 

are no longer of use to us, the Tuscans will 

be only too ready to take their place, and 

they have the great advantage of being 

Christian. 

HENRY 

Are you not overlooking the rulings of the 

Church, dearest Eleanor? As Christians, they 

will not be allowed to practise usury. The 

pope's bull is quite clear: he does not 

tolerate the charging of interest! 

ELEANOR 

My sister Marguerite tells me that the 

Florentines are already well-established 

financiers in Paris, without practising usury. 

HENRY 

But how is that possible? How can they earn on 

the loans they make? 

ELEANOR 

The ploy is to include a percentage of 'risk' 

into their loans. No interest changes hands. A 

very innovative approach, methinks. 

HENRY 

Ingenious indeed! I must talk to the 

Chancellor and learn more about these canny 

Tuscans! 

POLLY 

Phew! What a relief for Eleanor to get that 

sorted before Henry's demise! She seems to be 

quite savvy...  

MATT 

... thanks to her Jewish administrators! And 

just in the nick of time.  
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HENRY 

[in a weak voice of someone dying] 

Elianor, tu es là? 

ELEANOR 

[cries in alarm]  

Henri, mon bon mari, ne me laisse pas seule! 

HENRY 

[slurred speech] 

Je te bénis ma chère femme. Sois heureuse pour 

moi: je vais chez mon Créateur avec mon cœur 

plein de béatitude. 

MATT  

Henry turns to the papal legate who has just 

administered the last rights to him.  

HENRY 

Thank you for saving my soul, Monseigneur, I 

will see you in a happier place. Adieu 

Elianor, on se verra en paradis. 

ELEANOR 

[murmurs, through sobs, following the Legate's 

prayer]  

Requiem aeternam dona ei, Domine. 

POLLY 

[also sobs in the background]  

He was such a good man! 

MATT 

He died in the arms of his great love: a lucky 

monarch! 

 

INT. THE REHEARSAL ROOM 

 

MATT 

[to the ISIS Thespians] 

Hi folks, can I have your attention please. 

May I introduce Amanda, our new Eleanor of 

Provence, who has kindly agreed to jump in at 

short notice to replace Veronica, who has 

slipped on the ice and broken her clavicle. 

Just in time to help us finish the production. 

The Queen Dowager is about to make some 

important decisions.  

ELEANOR 

Oh, woe is me! 

POLLY 

[takes Amanda on one side, talking to her quietly]  

Ahem, Amanda, a word if you don't mind. I am 

sure that Queen Eleanor is not the type to 

'tear her passion to tatters' and to make a 

spectacle of herself that would display a 

complete loss of dignity, especially not in 

the presence of her son Edmund or of the Earl 
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of Gloucester, her powerful advisor. Also, 

'woe is me' is not in the script. I would play 

her straight, as very conscious of the danger 

of showing too much weakness. We must remember 

that she is the Queen Dowager now who must run 

things alone for a time. Her top priority is 

that her son the new King, Edward I, must come 

back from the Crusades to a stable kingdom. 

Could we go through the scene again please, 

Amanda, with Eleanor showing her composure in 

grief? 

MATT 

Yes, Amanda, Polly is right...  

POLLY 

[interrupts Matt quietly, so no one else hears her]  

It's all right, Matt. I know what you wanted 

to say. We've been through it line by line. 

Leave Amanda to me, please. That OK?  

MATT 

Of course, of course. Sorry I butted in. I 

won't say another word... 

POLLY 

You are a darling. 

[then, louder]  

Ready when you are, Amanda! 

ELEANOR 

It pains me to think that my poor Henry is to 

be dismembered, my Lord, but we must be strong 

and mindful of our subjects. 

GLOUCESTER 

Indeed, Ma'am, we must. A king's body is an 

asset to the realm, even after his death. 

ELEANOR 

Especially when he is revered as a pious, 

indeed a holy man. 

GLOUCESTER 

I am grateful to Your Majesty for accepting my 

guidance on this important matter. The 

pilgrimages will help foster the peace of the 

realm, which we so greatly want for King 

Edward's return. They will not only bring in 

much-needed revenues to the abbeys, and in due 

course to the crown, they will also reinforce 

the loyalty of the populace to the monarchy. 

The attention of the rabble will be turned 

away from their incessant grievances, at least 

for a time. As the Romans, our great 

predecessors have taught us, plebeians must be 

given 'panem et circenses', bread and 

circuses, to keep them happy! We also need 
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them to pay their dues quietly, to save their 

souls. We need the revenues. 

ELEANOR 

Ah, the revenues! That vexed topic! Yet, I am 

obliged to you for raising the matter of our 

finances. My poor husband's death must not be 

allowed to disrupt the flow of funds into the 

exchequer, nor indeed into the Queen's 

coffers. I have now lost access to the Queen's 

Gold, a bitter loss indeed! There are still 

many dangers to the safety of the realm that 

need to be mastered, and that, I need hardly 

tell you, requires money. 

GLOUCESTER 

Leave this to me, Ma'am. I will deal with 

these matters urgently and report to you again 

tomorrow. I will take my leave now, if I may. 

I wish you a restful night, dear Lady. 

ELEANOR 

God bless you, my Lord. A demain. 

MATT 

[to Polly]  

That was much better, Poll. I think Amanda has 

got it now, and not before time. It didn't 

help that her last part was Lysistrata, the 

jolly feminist of ancient Athens! 

POLLY 

Probably not. I wonder, actually, perhaps you 

could help her a bit with more explicit stage 

directions? 

MATT 

Like what? 'No wailing here?' 'Please smile 

now?' Surely, she should get it when she reads 

the script, shouldn't she? Shakespeare hid 

most of his directions in the text. Anyway, 

you are doing a great job with her. 

POLLY 

Thanks Matt, but you will think about the 

stage directions, please? Don't be offended, 

but Shakespeare is possibly not a very good 

model for you. 

MATT 

And why not, pray? Methinks you are being 

rude! 

POLLY 

Not at all. I was just thinking that he did 

work mostly with the same actors. They knew 

what he meant, without him spelling it out. 

MATT 

Oh, I see what you mean! For an awful moment I 

thought you were casting aspersions on my 
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art... Don't worry, Poll, I will do as you 

wish. 

POLLY 

Good. See you at home in a bit. I just want a 

word with the cast before we stop for the day.  

MATT 

Oh, I see! Yes, of course. See you later. Good 

luck with that lot. Like herding a bunch of 

cats! 

[Kisses her on the cheek and leaves whistling 'O when the 

Saints go marching in'] 

 

INT. MATT AND POLLY'S APARTMENT. POLLY COMES HOME TO FIND MATT 

SPREAD OUT ON THE SOFA WITH HIS HANDS BEHIND HIS HEAD. 

 

POLLY 

Ah, there you are. Good telly? 

MATT 

[exhales loudly, as if a big weight had fallen 

from his shoulders] 

Ah, this feels good! Freedom at last! Now 

Henry is dead I'm rid of the nice old tyrant: 

I have always fancied writing a novel about 

his father... 

POLLY 

What do you mean? You don't really think you 

have finished the play, do you? 

MATT 

Course I have, what else am I going to write 

about? Henry playing his harp for Cleopatra? 

Or roasting in Hell? No, I'm sure Edward The 

Confessor will have put in a good word for 

him. Even Dante didn't put Henry into Hell. 

Mind you, he was quite insulting all the same: 

he put Henry into Purgatory, in the Valley of 

the Negligent Rulers! Do you know what he said 

of Henry? 

POLLY 

No, but I have a nasty feeling that you will 

tell me anyway. Then can we go back to the 

play?  

MATT 

Well, Dante said something like "See the king 

of the simple life, sitting there alone, Henry 

the Third of England: he had better fortune in 

his branches." 

POLLY 

What branches? I have no idea what you are 

talking about! How does that help me? No, 

please Matt, don't tell me! You have really 

got me worried with your talk of having 
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finished. All we've got is seven miserly 

episodes, seven! What am I going to do with 

that? 

MATT 

Well, you are such a clever director that you 

can string things out with meaningful 

silences, slapstick and scenery shots... 

POLLY 

And what about Eleanor? 

MATT 

What about Eleanor? 

POLLY 

She is the natural continuity of Henry's 

reign, as it was as much her reign while he 

was alive, as a matter of fact. And she lives 

on for another twenty years. Was she not in 

sole charge in the first two years while 

Edward took his time to come back from his 

crusade? Come on Matt, you owe it to Eleanor: 

Henry always said that he and Eleanor were a 

team! 

MATT 

Hmm, I suppose I could write an epilogue. I 

don't quite see that we can spin it out much 

more than that. 

POLLY  

[indignantly] 

We are not 'spinning it out', we are doing 

justice to the woman, the queen, who, with all 

her faults, was central to Henry's reign! 

Without her, he would have been lost: no peace 

treaty with France and no defeat of de 

Montfort. We would have had the de Montfort 

dynasty in charge. And you know what fanatics 

they were. No, no: we need more Eleanor! 

MATT 

Well, you are the boss, I will go away and re-

read all her epistles, but I warn you, it will 

take me at least all day tomorrow: there are 

123 of them, all in Latin! 

POLLY 

Surely, somebody has translated them, and you 

only need the ones after 1272? 

MATT 

No, we need them all if we want to shine a 

light on how important Eleanor was as Queen. 

Leave it to me, I know what you want. I'll 

have a draft ready by tomorrow evening. 

POLLY 

And when will you sleep? 
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MATT 

You could leave me a little corner of our bed 

for the occasional nap. 

POLLY 

As long as it is only a nap! I have to get up 

really early tomorrow morning. 

 

INT. MATT AND POLLY'S APARTMENT THE NEXT EVENING. THE 

GRANDFATHER CLOCK STRIKES 2. MATT IS STILL UP WORKING AT HIS 

LAPTOP. POLLY OPENS THE CREAKING DOOR OF THE FLAT SLOWLY, 

SHUFFLES IN, TRYING NOT TO MAKE A NOISE. 

 

POLLY 

Oh, you are not in bed yet! Do you know what 

the time is? 

MATT 

I could ask you the same question. Where have 

you been! 

POLLY 

We have been on a field trip. I told you 

yesterday. Don't you remember? 

MATT 

Oh, yes: you said you were going to 

Westminster Cathedral. 

POLLY 

Abbey, Matt, Abbey, the Anglican one, 

remember? Well, since Henry VIII anyway. 

MATT 

Oh how nice... And who is 'we'? 

POLLY 

I knew you weren't listening! 

MATT 

But it was pitch dark when you left; I was 

probably still asleep. 

POLLY 

Well, the whole Medieval Architecture class 

went. 

MATT 

What for? Why didn't I come too? 

POLLY 

It was a field trip, not a social occasion. No 

partners were invited. 

MATT 

Surely a field trip doesn't last till two in 

the morning! 

POLLY 

We all went to the pub to chill when we got 

back. 

MATT 

Was Rupert there? 
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POLLY 

Sure, he's on the course too. 

MATT 

Hmm. 

POLLY 

What does that mean? You are not jealous by 

any chance, are you! 

MATT 

Of course not! Not of him, anyway. 

POLLY 

Why, what's wrong with him? 

MATT 

Nothing. I just can't picture you falling for 

him; he's not your type. 

POLLY 

Oh, and what pray is my type? 

MATT 

Somebody sophisticated, intellectual and 

irresistibly funny. In a word: me! 

POLLY 

Of course, so why did you ask? Don't you trust 

me? 

MATT 

Course I do! Only teasing. 

POLLY 

Good. You and I can go to the Abbey together 

another time. I have to go to London again 

soon, to do some research in the Lambeth 

Palace Library on the Jews. 

MATT 

Whatever have the Jews got to do with an 

Abbey? 

POLLY 

Money. 

MATT 

Hey, that fits in with what I am doing at the 

moment. The prof. has asked me to research how 

Henry managed to finance all that building 

frenzy, not to mention all his expeditions. 

POLLY 

I know that Westminster Abbey alone cost him 

something like £40,000 – the income he earned 

in a year! 

MATT 

[rustling of sheets of paper] 

Anyhow, here's your Epilogue. It shows that 

Eleanor keeps the reign safe for her son 

Edward while he is on crusade. She dies after 

another 20 years of caring queenship. I think 

you will find that it does Eleanor total 

justice, as Regent, and mother of the King. 
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POLLY 

Thanks, darling. You are a star. We'll make a 

playwright of you yet! 

MATT 

Well, I deserve a strong coffee now, after all 

that Latin! 

POLLY 

I thought there was an English translation! 

Poor Matt, I am sorry to have caused you a 

sleepless night. 

MATT 

Actually, you were quite right. It's quite an 

eye opener to see how she operated in Henry's 

support. For example, when he was on his ill-

fated expedition to get back Poitou from the 

King of France and was about to lose Gascony, 

he asked her to convince his barons to send 

reinforcements. She wrote back to him that, 

and I quote: "When they had gathered and the 

advent of said King and your situation had 

been laid out to them, we received the answer 

that the Counts and Barons will be in London 

in three weeks from next Easter, ready to go 

promptly to Portsmouth, to embark on ships to 

come strongly to your aid against said King of 

Castile: if said King of Castile should come 

to attack you in Gascony." 

POLLY 

Grief! Some meek little wifey, eh? 

MATT 

You can say that again! Meek is not a concept 

she would have accepted. She had a job to do. 

In fact, she never gave up her anointed title 

of Queen, even though in 1272 Edward married 

yet another Eleanor - this time of Castille - 

who of course became the legitimate Queen of 

England. The Queen Mother kept her titles 

until her death in Fontevrault Abbey in 

Amesbury, after almost twenty years of 

widowhood!.She knew how to play the politics 

of the time. She picked a shrewd and powerful 

ally in the Earl of Gloucester. That ensured a 

smooth transition. But she was also very good 

at protecting Henry's legacy. A devoted 

grandmother, too, she looked after the sickly 

Prince Henry and the other two grandchildren 

in her own dower land and castle in Guildford 

where she moved the year after his death and 

where she founded the Dominican Priory in his 

memory.  
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POLLY 

You've really done her justice now. Wasn't he 

lucky to have such a paragon of a wife. 

MATT 

Do you know, she reminds me of another feisty 

beautiful woman, not a million miles from 

here. What a lucky monarch! 

POLLY 

I'll drink to that! Nothing like a good wife 

to make a man, even a monarch, lucky... 

 

ENDS 

 


