
Richard I. Ty 

He was cast into a dungeon, chained with heavy fetters hand and foot, 

and. besides this, such was the fear this wielder of the mighty axe inspired, he 

had a guard of soldiers with drawn swords watching over him night and day. 

Now, while Richard is thus safe for a while in prison, we will go back 

to England and see what they were doing in the meanwhile. 

You know the nursery rhyme : 

“While the cat’s away 
The mice will play.” 

‘And so it was that, while Richard was at the Crusades, those whom 

he had placed in charge of home matters were having a nice time all to them- 

selves. He had left, as you remember, two Bishops, the Bishop of Ely, Long- 

champ, and the Bishop of Durham, Pudsey, in charge of the affairs of State. 

Being Bishops you would have thought that they would have behaved as 

such, but it was not so, for Longchamp arrested Pudsey and threw him into 

prison, and would not release him until he had given up his Earldom of North- 

umberland, which he had bought with hard cash from the King. Even then, 

after his unhappy Episcopal brother had done this, Longchamp kept him well 

under, taking supreme command of everything and everybody. 

“ Where’er he went 

’Twas his intent 

To be a careful man.” 

So he had 1,200 foreign soldiers always about his person to protect his cloth. 

Earls, barons, and knights, forrned part of his retinue: he was Thomas-a-Becket 

~in a small way over again: thus history repeats itself. In vain did King Richard 

send the Archbishop of Rouen to keep him in order. He snapped his fingers at 

the Archbishop, and went on triumphant. However, now, he went just a little too 

far, for Geoffrey, Archbishop of York, managing to. offend his reverence, he sent 

him to prison. This was too much for the other Bishops, and they began to get 
excited, for they thought their turn was coming, and Prince John, who had been 

waiting his chance, now summoned a council of Barons and Bishops to meet at 

Reading, and ordered Longchamp to appear before them, who declined the 

honour, and took refuge in the tower of London, and thence fled to Dover. 
From Dover castle, dressed as a woman, with a bale of cloth under his arms, he 

walked down to the beach, on his way to a vessel by which he could cross the 
channel. Longchamp, however, was a long chap, an Episcopal Daddy-longlegs, 
and as he went striding about in his petticoats, people began to be suspicious, a 
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