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There was a time when the landed aristocracy sent their young sons out to learn of the world before returning to the governance of their wealthy estates.  Richard IV was one such young man.  His father’s estate was vast, one that Richard would administer and one day inherit.  His mother expected no less of Richard but wondered about his penchant for poetry rather than prose.  It was Mary’s way of saying Richard had less interest in the material world than that of the spiritual.  This was sixteenth-century England where there was confusion in the Church, and Richard was concerned about and undecided in its beliefs.  Something his mother knew and hoped could be resolved in his forthcoming quest.   

It was understood before Richard set out on his quest that he would return and continue his studies while assuming more of his responsibilities to the estate.  His family’s station in life was of nobility, handed down from father to son for as long as could be remembered.  Richard had little interest in governing, however, his overriding desire was for freedom of the mind as well as of the body.  When he willfully set out on his search, it was with a small stipend and a single pack of clothes, he wanted to be burdened with nothing else.  His mother assured herself that Richard would be alright in this endeavor and provided him with a bundle of bread and cheese to reassure herself, and a little extra money that his father, Richard III didn’t know about.  

Richard made it to Friar John’s Tavern, his favorite drinking establishment, not far from his family’s estate, on his first day of travel.  It was a familiar haunt for Richard and his friends, where he’d already spent many a night drinking stout beer and singing songs of adventure, only to then stumble back home in the wee hours of the morning.  This time it was different; he wasn’t going back home.  He was to go further.  But being uncertain as to where further was, Richard took a room at Friar John’s for the night.  Tomorrow would bring clarity, he proposed, tonight was his alone for one more pint of beer and good cheer.

Waking late in the morning the next day with a hangover, Richard went on from Friar John’s to town.  Nottingham was only a short distance away, he would make it there in time for the evening meal, he determined.  A good start for his quest, he decided, a hearty meal, maybe some mead, and quiet rest.  Being the heir apparent to Richard III’s vast estate, Richard IV was always a welcome guest at Henry’s Public House, however disinterested he appeared to be in his inheritance.  An inheritance of great wealth that was to be handed down to Richard by his father and his father’s father before him.

As it was, Richard considered his time better spent at one of the many public houses discussing philosophy with the other patrons than contemplating the affairs of his family’s estate, even though that was what provided them with their great wealth.  It wasn’t of interest to him, Richard often told his father, who considered that to be of a poor outlook.  Without their land, he often told his son, they would be serfs working for someone other than themselves.  His interests were in the arts, Richard declared, he wanted to paint pictures, create songs, and write glorious stories of life as it should be.  Explore the mind in all its possibilities, study with scholars across all curricula, and experience life to its fullest, Richard proclaimed to his father, who understood but carried the burden of responsibility to their vast holdings.  

His interests and desires were all very noble, Richard’s father had told him before he set out on his quest, but they didn’t plant the crop and feed the animals.  Who was going to manage the finances once he was no longer able, Richard’s father implored Richard, if he was immersed in philosophies that had no bearing on animal husbandry?  Their land could not tend to itself but needed a steady hand to oversee it, otherwise it would fall into disrepair and the hands of others.  That was to be his role, Richard III insisted to his son, he was Richard IV, heir and caretaker to all that was his.  Richard’s father’s final words to him were that perhaps he would find clarity during his travels and return to attend to their estate in earnest, preserve it to be handed down through their family for centuries to come.

Of course, Richard’s friend, Samuel, was at Henry’s Public House.  Samuel was always at Henry’s Public House.  He, too, was in line for his family’s inheritance, as was Richard, but he spent most of his time at Henry’s Public House while he waited.  Samuel did have some talents, however few, but rather than employing them, he turned to grog and song as their investment.  Between mugs of stout, Richard told Samuel how he was going on a quest, a walking quest to experience what he could of the world as it was. 

“That is ridiculous,” Samuel replied to Richard, “but I am going with you anyways.”  

“But I didn’t invite you to come along,” Richard told Samuel.

“That doesn’t matter,” Samuel answered.  “I’m going with you anyway.”

To be sure, Richard wanted nothing more than company on this journey of uncertainty; even Samuel’s company was welcome, he allowed, regardless of Samuel’s shortcomings.  And besides, Samuel would bring money, he never went anywhere without a sufficient supply of money, a necessary ingredient Richard’s father had skimped on when Richard set out alone.  Richard’s father had figured that if his son wanted to experience the world as it was, he could figure out how to secure the means of surviving in it on his own.  Samuel understood Richard’s father’s logic when it was told to him by Richard, but he wasn’t interested in such discipline.  

“We will go to my estate forthwith,” Samuel told Richard.  “I will get all the gold coins I can stuff into a satchel.”

“How many will that be?” Richard asked out of curiosity.

“As many as Maybelle can carry,” Samuel answered.  “She is a burro without complaint,” he added.

Richard knew that to be true, she was used to carrying Samuel’s burdens, but he wondered why Samuel called her Maybelle rather than Jane, the name he’d given her at birth.

“And besides that,” Samuel said, “it’s time for her to get out and see the world, just as we will.”

And so, it was settled.  After supplying Samuel at his father’s estate, the three set off without further pause.  Samuel’s father wished him well but feared for his ability to avoid trouble.  After a short day’s travel, the three stopped at Margaret’s Roadside Inn to rent rooms for the night.  Margaret had two rooms, one each for the travelers, and a stall in her stable for Jane, who was glad for the privacy.  Across the road was William’s Brewery and Roadhouse, where the two adjourned for a meal and grog after arrangements were made with Margaret.

As the evening wore on, Richard and Samuel drank themselves into inebriation in Williams’s Brewery.  From her stall Jane could hear the two singing songs loudly of bravery and daring, songs of conquest and adventure, something of which the two knew nothing.  To Jane, it seemed all these two knew how to do was drink grog and sing boisterous songs.  What would they do if they were left to their own devices, she wondered?  Could either cultivate a field and plant a crop?  She didn’t think so.  With no one preparing their meals, they would go without and succumb to weakness.  Without their wealth, Richard and Samuel would be living in the streets as beggars, Jane assessed, unable to provide for themselves. 

Jane was happy with the comfort of her warm stall and soft pile of hay to sleep upon, along with her oats and fresh water, but in the morning Samuel called in his hoarse and alcohol-infused voice for her to get up; it was time to leave.  Margaret had been paid and graciously thanked for her fine accommodations, the one thing these two young men knew how to do, and with their packed bags, the three set off down the worn dirt road to the next town.  Its name was Harperville, and both men knew of it but had never been there before, as it was a town of little consequence in their privileged circle.  Harperville was half a day’s walk away; Margaret told them they should be there in no time.  

Samuel’s pack on Jane was heavy enough, laden
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