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Foreword

 Martin Litherland is a member of the
Richard III Society, a 'fan club' dedicated to reassess the
character and career of this much maligned monarch. His poetry
takes the reader back to those tumultuous times, and also speaks
for Richard following the dramatic exhumation of his mortal remains
from under a Leicester car park.

This king, the
last of the great Plantagenet line, died fighting bravely in 1485.
His story deserves to be told, and Martin Litherland is a worthy
spokesman.


Look at my
Bones

 Richard
writes, fairly caustically, about the manner his bones and his
facial reconstruction have become a subject of public scrutiny and
mirth.
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The bones of Richard show the spinal abnormality known as
scoliosis: his 'curvature of pain'.






Look at my
bones;

And look again;

And mark that curvature of pain.

What do you see?

What do you know?

Some seven thousand moons ago.

Look at my
teeth:

Take some with you;

And do the tests you wanted to.

What did I eat?

What do I care!

My DNA is yours to share.

Look at my
wounds;

And mark them all;

And count them up both large and small.

As blow by blow,

On that great day,

They spilled my brains on Redmoor’s clay.

Look at my
dust:

Those worms within:

The blessed Greyfriars soil therein.

There I did lie,

And rot away,

Until you found me yesterday.

Look at my
face:

How time stands still;

It shows a man who bids no ill.

A man of thought;

A man of pain;

A man who would be king again.

I am out
there,

For you to see,

And is there more you want of me?

A lock of hair?

A nail or two?

A test tube clone to talk to you?

I died a
king:

End of my line:

That Sun of York who last did shine.

True to my folk:

Both high and low;

And that is all you need to know.

And, I have
friends:

Trusted and tried,

Who fought my battles since I died.

To clear my name;

To strive for me;

And win my final victory.


I am Richard

 In this poem,
you, the reader, are Richard III at the Battle of Bosworth, feeling
the emotions as you lay your crown, kingdom and life on the
line.
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Richard’s final charge at Bosworth, from a painting by J R
Brown (1901)






Bosworth,
Waterloo, Hastings, Singapore,

Who won the battle? And who won the war?

It’s irrelevant since the human race

Is heading for extinction at a pace.

Those bygone
battles just like those today,

Were glorified chess games that people play

Neither side was wrong; neither side was right.

One had better tactics before the night.

But today they
take me to Bosworth Field.

Take me to the place where Richard did yield.

‘Now, what was in his mind the day he fought?

‘So if you were him, what would you have thought?’

So I play their
game, I am Richard now!

Astride my horse up on Ambien’s brow.

In all this mayhem my life’s on the line:

Throne, kingdom, dynasty: all that is mine.

There’s noble
Norfolk fighting on my right.

He is going down under Oxford’s might.

Look back at Percy! How his shields do shine!

He’s not moving, nor getting into line.

Along the
strike of (1) Stoke’s far-off steeple,

Near the mire I glimpse a group of people.

Could that be the banner of (2) Beaufort’s brat,

Funking the battle like some alley cat?

What’s with the
Stanleys over on the left?

Just like Percy, with courage all bereft.

This is the moment I’ve been waiting for.

‘Let’s charge men! Charge! Get that (2) son of a whore!’

Down I go! Let
the adrenalin flow!

This takes me back to Barnet long ago.

(3) Edward is with me as he was
before,

So York will win this battle and the war.

The thrill is
bringing a moment of peace,

From my cares and woes, a passive release.

There’s (4) Brandon’s flag a flying, oh so
high!

So it’s now or never, it’s do or die!

Brandon’s going
down and his dragon too.

I feel so mighty as I run him through.

That great ox Cheney, he’s now on the floor,

Leaving me to face that (2) son of a whore.

See trembling
Tudor is turning away!

Got him in my sights! Now to make this pay!

What’s that great sound? Oh God, my horse is downed!

Grasping the earth, with Stanleys all around!

‘My axe (5)
Thirlwall, my axe! Never a
horse!

And get my crown out from under that gorse!

I shall not run, I will die where I stand.

The king of England shall redden his land!’

Their screams
and shouts make the summer day ring.

Every Stanley wants a piece of the king.

My final cry, and my desperate lunge,

Is met by the swords; is met by the plunge.

The Stanleys
trample me under their feet.

They toss my body like a piece of meat.

But who cares whatever they do to me,

In the game of chess we call history.

For we all have
to end our lives somehow.

’Twas in their beds my (6) Edwards made their
bow.

But I die a king, the last of my line.

I die in battle and I have my shrine.

You see, the
people still remember me.

They even founded a society.

All the later kings have had feet of clay.

Yes, I am Richard, and it’s my great day!

Key:


(1) Stoke Golding village

(2) Henry Tudor

(3) The spirit of Edward VI, Richard’s brother

(4) Sir William Brandon, Henry’s standard bearer

(5) Sir Percy Thirlwall, Richard’s standard bearer

(6) Edward IV and Edward, Richard’s son


The Wino

 Driving home from
Leicester in the early hours, I run into a wino, who turns out to
be someone very special.
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King Richard’s stone at Bosworth with the author and his son
Geoffrey in 1994


It’s around
half past four in the morning.

Thunder and lightning from heaven.

I’m homeward bound from my Leicester night shift,

Along the A47.

St Nicolas
Circle passes me by,

My eyes getting used to the dark.

I glimpse the form of a fleeting figure,

As I’m driving past Castle Park.

I hit it hard
by the bridge o’er the Soar.

I’ve killed him! My head’s in turmoil!

No! The wino gets up! Now what shall I do?

I know! A & E at the Royal!

Into the front
seat, I’m so, so gentle,

Whilst trying to get my first sight.

His face is bold and his bright eyes are clear,

As they stare out into the night.

His hair is
long and his face is unkempt.

His body looks strong in a way.

His wet clothes are odd and resemble those

I’ve seen in a mystery play.

I miss my turn
left down Narborough Road.

I’m pounding from all the night’s deeds.

The next sign is lit by a lightning flash;

‘King Richard’s Road’ it clearly reads.

He sees the
words and he visibly starts.

Then ensuring that I can see,

He points to the sign and then to himself,

Saying, “Ricardus Rex, be me.”

Then it hits
home: it’s the face I have seen

In the book by Josephine Tey.

In which King Richard was shown to be white

In rather a roundabout way.

Following the
shock of the accident,

This is really too much for me.

Couldn’t it all be some practical joke?

Get a hold of myself! And see!

He seems to be
over his accident;

No need of a hospital bed.

So let’s take full advantage of this night,

And take him to Bosworth instead!

The signs for
Mallory and Peckleton,

Approaching Braunston Lane,

Brings recognition dawning on his face,

“That’ll be Leicester road! Again!”

I remember that
was the Roman trail.

The one that he took on that day.

On the next one he came back from the fight,

Slung over the back of a bay.

He fixes his
gaze on the steering wheel.

And says something I can’t make out.

Then he grabs the wheel and moves it around.

Accompanied by a great shout.

I try to tell
him that it’s not a horse,

And to behave himself or we

Will end up like King Richard did,

Near the Royal Infirmary.

The morning
light is beckoning us on,

As we stop at King Richard’s Field.

He pauses to gaze at his royal standard,

And reads the stone where he did yield.

“Planta
genista,” he whispers aloud,

Tracing the word on the stone.

And then “England remembers me!” He gasps,

Turning to
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