
Dearest Mother Eleanor, 

 Mother, I must confess. I have not a clue what I am doing. I spend all of my 

days inside the castle with not a clue about the world. I want to be like you. I want 

to travel, and see all of the beauty in the world. It has not quite been three years 

since the Crusades. I feel like all of the glory I had is wearing off. I don’t want to be 

known as just the Crusade Queen. I want to do something to help my people. What 

do they want? I do not know how much longer I will be ruling for. What else do I do? 

The last thing I want is a revolution. I think the people are happy with me, but I don’t 

know. Where are you right now? I am just sending this letter with my messenger to 

deliver to one of your ladies. The last time I heard from you, you were in a desert! 

Right now it is January 16, 1195. It is a bit cold in the castle. I am sure you 

remember the typical winter chill. Mother, I told my doctor about the flashbacks that 

I told you about. I have nightmares almost every night of all the Muslims that we 

killed. At the time, I felt like it was the right thing to do. But, was it? I know God 

wanted us to, the Pope tole me that. But did He mean for all the souls to die? The 

Pope told me that all of the non-believers will go and rot in Hell. I did not want to 

cause anybody harm. Anyways, my doctor said he was going to bleed me later. 

Ugh, I hate leeches. Well, please respond as soon as possible. You know how 



much I love getting your letters and reading all about your adventures. Please be 

safe. 

    Love, your daughter, Queen Richard of England. 


