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FOREWORD


Since the first publication of this book a considerable amount of new material relevant to the subject has appeared which it has been possible to use in the preparation for a re-issue.


Of contemporary sources, the collection generally known as the Calendar of State Papers – Spanish, has been extended at both ends. A Supplement to Volumes I and II has been published, edited by Dr Mattingly, in which there are a few, but lively, notices of Mary Tudor as a little girl. The Calendar previously ended with Volume XI and the year 1553, though among the Transcripts at the Public Record Office were those in which Dr Royall Tyler had continued the collection and translation of the sources to the end of 1554. In 1949, Volume XII of the Calendar was published, with Dr Tyler as Editor, and this covered the first six months of 1554. It has thus been possible to refer the reader to this printed collection instead of to the Transcripts, or to incomplete copies printed by Tytler in England under the Reigns of Edward VI and Mary.


Of modern works consulted, and listed in the revised bibliography, I should like to mention four which I have found particularly helpful for my purpose. Two are biographies: Garrett Mattingly’s Catherine of Aragon, and Wilhelm Schenk’s Reginald Pole, Cardinal of England. The Reformation in England, Volume I, ‘The King’s Proceedings’ by Philip Hughes includes not only a richly documented account of ‘the King’s Matter’ and the changes in religion consequent upon it down to 1540, but also a survey of society and the Church in England before the Reformation. Rival Ambassadors at the Court of Queen Mary by E. H. Harbison bears even more directly upon my subject, consisting as it does of a study of Mary’s short reign from the point of view of politics and diplomacy. This is based upon much unpublished material, the author having used not only MSS. of the de Noailles brothers preserved in France, but also Dr Royall Tyler’s untranslated transcripts, also in France, which continue the series in the Public Record Office down to the year 1558.
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INTRODUCTION


On November 2nd, 1501, a Spanish princess, come to be married to the King’s elder son, rode into London. Henry VII had already inspected her; a careful man, he was not one to take delivery of goods without inspection. But this was the first sight that London had of Katherine, daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella the Catholic, and the streets were full. She rode a mule, its saddle and harness the finest that Spain could send; she herself was dressed richly and in the Spanish fashion; ‘upon her head a little hat, fashioned like a cardinal’s hat . . . with a lace of gold at this hat to stay it; her hair hanging down her shoulders, which is a fair auburn, and . . . a coif between her head and her hat of carnation colour.’ After her came her Spanish ladies, each paired off with an Englishwoman of the Court, who rode alongside ‘to keep her company in manner of a leader of her horse’; but, as Spanish side-saddles had crutch and stirrup on the off-side, these sisterly couples must have ridden back to back.1


After the marriage there was a pageant, and after that dancing at Court. Prince Arthur, the bridegroom, his brother Henry, Duke of York, their sister Margaret, Lady Cecil, the Spanish bride and one of her ladies danced together: Duke Henry, a ruddy, sturdy boy of ten, vehement in all he did, perceiving himself to be encumbered with his clothes, suddenly cast off his gown and danced in his jacket, so that even a homesick princess may have smiled at his light heels and lighter heart.


When the shows and jollifications were over the Court left London, going by barge up the river as far as Mortlake, and thence on horseback to Richmond through the dusk, arriving ‘very late in the silence of the evening’, with the flames of 300 torches tossing and flickering along both sides of the cavalcade.2


So Katherine was married, though later she declared that the marriage was never consummated, to the delicate youth whose storied name was never to be added to those of the English kings. Prince Arthur died next spring, and that brief marriage became, for Katherine as for England, but a prelude to another which was to last for nearly a quarter of a century.


Six years after Katherine’s arrival she became the bride of the boy who had danced so merrily at her wedding, Henry, the King’s second son, and now his heir. To him it was hoped she should bear a son who would perpetuate the Tudor line. For Katherine, as for England, more turned upon the birth of that son than any could have guessed, and the fact that after twenty-four years of married life she and Henry had only one surviving child, and that child a daughter, was to have an incalculable effect upon the future of the nation.


But before we turn to the history of Mary, daughter of Henry and Katherine, of England and Spain, the only crowned Tudor who had a parent not English, and who, by her father’s doing, became all her mother’s child and the Spanish Tudor – before we turn to the history of Mary, it is well that we should look round upon the England into which she was born.


Since the Court, the household of the King, still retained, like other great households, much of the peripatetic humour of the Middle Ages, the Princess, born at Greenwich, must soon have learnt to know many other houses, from such great castle-palaces as Windsor or Richmond, to the royal manor-houses in Essex and Hertfordshire, and distant hunting-boxes such as Woodstock; in London, there were, besides the remains of the great palace of Westminster, little St James, and Baynard’s Castle on the river. Two other great houses were growing into splendour during Mary’s childhood; Whitehall and Hampton Court, both the work of Wolsey, Cardinal of York, Legate of the Pope, minister of the King; both at his fall judged by that King to be fit for royal palaces.


Of Richmond Palace, the pride of Henry VII, built by him and called after his own Yorkshire Richmond, we have a contemporary description. The plan was four-square, with angle-towers, and towers half-way along each wall. That was after the old style, but the material was brick, and the new age showed itself in gallantry above the towers, for each of these bore a weather-vane ‘with the King’s arms painted and gilded with rich gold and azure . . . that as well the pleasant sight of them, as the hearing on a windy day was right marvellous to know and understand’.3 Inside the walls were the quaintness, the colour, the fantastic decoration of a fairy-tale. A fountain in the midst of the marble and freestone paving of the second court had ‘in the upper part . . . lions and dragons, and other goodly beasts, and in the midst, certain branches of red roses, out of which flowers and roses is evermore running a course of the cleanest and most purest water in the cistern beneath’. The Great Hall with its glazed windows, coloured tiles, and timber roof craftily carved with ‘proper knots’, led on to the King’s chambers, whitewashed – a new fashion then – and chequered with azure, ‘having between each check a red rose of gold and a portcullis’. Beyond, in long ranges, lay the pleasant dancing chambers, ‘the galleries for games, and beyond again, the gardens, tennis-courts, bowling alleys and archery butts’.4


What Henry VII did at Richmond, Cardinal Wolsey, and later Henry VIII, outdid at Hampton Court. Here the profusion, the magnificence, the gusto of the age broke all bounds in a riot of painted and gilded classical medallions let into the brickwork of the walls in painted and gilded terra-cotta escutcheons of arms, initials, mottoes, emblems; above upon numberless crocketed pinnacles sat a sculptured menagerie of beasts, ‘the King’s beasts’, that is to say the heraldic badges of every family from which he traced his descent. These beasts, whether of wood or of stone, were painted in colour, and, as at Richmond, held rods upon which gilded vanes turned.


The splendour of the exterior was more than matched within. In the roof of Henry VIII’s Great Hall Italian and English fancy met and mingled. The beauty and wealth of its carving remains, but not the colour which emphasized and enhanced its riches; for the panels were painted blue, the carved pendants and the spandrels were painted and gilded; the great louvre in the centre was blue as the sky and spangled with golden stars, and all was lighted from windows so cunningly placed as to prevent those shadows which lurk in the vaulting of a roof.5 This roof, though the crowning, was not the only splendour of the Hall. There was colour and ornament in the painted glass of the windows, in the painted and carved cornice, and colour in the green and white tiles of the dais.


The Great Hall was part of the ancient domestic plan. But in these houses one form of room was new and peculiar to the period. ‘Galleries’, the Venetian ambassador informed the Lords of the Signory, . . . ‘are long porticoes or halls without chambers, with windows on each side, looking on gardens or rivers, the ceilings being marvellously wrought in stone with gold, and the wainscot of carved wood representing a thousand beautiful figures.’ Such an apartment, lending itself so easily to display, became immensely popular, so that it is to be found among the magnificent additions made by Henry VIII at Hampton Court, where the gallery of the Queen’s Lodging, later pulled down by Wren, had along its eastern wall eleven windows, three of them bays, all filled with heraldic glass, and above these a cornice and frieze of fretwork painted and gilded, with a ceiling that bore ‘1256 balls of burnished gold, with the leaves gilt’.6


This prodigality of ornament, colour and gilding must have been sumptuous, but may well have been overwhelming, and one is inclined to agree with the criticism which Wallop reported after a conversation with Francis I on the subject of Henry VIII’s new buildings. ‘He’, said the ambassador, ‘heard that your Majesty did much use gilding in your said houses, and especially in the roofs, and that he in his buildings used little or none, but made roofs of timber finely wrought with divers colours of wood natural, as ebony, brasil and certain others that I cannot well name to your Majesty, which he reckoneth to be more rich than gilding and more durable.’7


The gardens which lay about the palace of the sixteenth century were as ‘high fantastical’ as the buildings themselves. At the beginning of the century fashions in gardening were changing. The older style of garden, still to be found at such great but remote houses as Thornbury, the West Country home of the princely and unfortunate house of Stafford, was, for all its rose trellises and fountains, a rather haphazard place where fruit-trees and flowers grew together in the grass, and flowers upon the built-up grass bank which surrounded the garden. So, at Thornbury, the ‘privy garden’ was an ‘orchard full of young grafts well loaden with fruit, many roses and other pleasures’, though the new curiosity of workmanship showed itself in ‘goodly alleys with roosting places covered thoroughly with white thorn and hasill . . .’8 which were perhaps an early form of Bacon’s ‘covert alley upon carpenters’ work by which you may go in shade’ through the ‘green’ to the garden proper.


The King’s palace gardens were of the new fashion. At Richmond Henry VII made one with ‘royal knots alleyed and herbed, many marvellous beasts as lions, dragons’, and the like, ‘carved in the ground, right well sanded and compressed with lead’.9 This was that style which Bacon was to condemn with all the acrimonious scorn which we bring to our denunciations of the Victorian fashion of carpet-bedding. Sir Francis will have none of ‘the making of knots or figures, with divers-coloured earths . . . they be but toys; you may see as good sights many times in tarts’. And we cannot but share his sentiments, when we read of the methods of this strange type of the gardener’s craft, how various substances were pounded to powder – chalk, plaster or lime for white, lime and coal mixed for ‘a perfect blueness’, broken bricks for red, and so on;10 an arid style indeed. It is a garden of this newer fashion that can be seen beyond the Ionic columns of that large, straggling, composite portrait of Henry VIII and his family which is at Hampton Court. There you get a glimpse of the wooden pillars, painted with the Tudor white and green, and supporting heraldic beasts. There were ‘puncheons’ too, supporting the uprights of rails, all white and green, and in the picture can be seen the neat-cropped edges of the intricately shaped beds of this royal ‘knot garden’.


In those days even the quiet little sunk garden at Hampton Court was crowded with the heralds’ fantasy; ‘38 of the King’s and Queen’s beasts in freestone, bearing shields with the King’s arms and the Queen’s’, that is to say 4 dragons, 5 greyhounds, 5 harts, 4 ‘innycornes’, stood ‘about the ponds in the pond yard’, all of them carved by Harry Corant of Kingston, and painted ‘in oil and colours’.11


Another fashionable device of garden design was ‘the Mount’; such an artificial hill as Leland saw in the garden at Wressel Castle, ‘writhen about with degrees like turnings of cockle shells, to come to the top without pain’. The King made one at Hampton Court, and adorned it not only by more of his ubiquitous ‘Beasts’ but also by plantings of pear trees, of rosemary and quick-set hedges.12


For the two first Tudors took an interest in the more legitimate arts of gardening: Henry VII stocked Richmond with ‘many vines, seeds and strange fruits’. His son, always with one eye upon the fashions in France, sent John Leland to bring back a hundred pear and apple trees from Rouen.13 And for all their strangeness of ornament palace gardens were full of our simplest and most familiar cottagers’ flowers. The King bought ‘gilliver slips, mints and other sweet flowers’, sweet Williams at 3d. the bushel, and Alis Brewer and Margaret Rogers were, apparently, sent out to rifle the woods for ‘34 bushels of strawberry root, primrose and violets’.14 Besides these there would be cowslips, bachelors’ buttons, snapdragon, columbine, larkspurs, pansies, poppies, carnations, pinks which were called ‘sops in wine’, tall hollyhocks and roses.


When we turn to consider the furnishings of these palaces we find, as might be expected, gorgeous colours, sumptuous materials and intricate workmanship. Chairs of estate covered with red cloth of gold or with blue cloth of gold, and fringed with blue silk and gold of Venice; counterpanes of satin, silk or embroidery, of ‘red russett silk with Venetian gold’; pillowcases stitched with black silk, and fleur-de-lis of gold; such are a few of the entries in the huge inventory of Wolsey’s goods appropriated by the King. Articles still more strange and bizarre appear in this and other inventories. One of the Cardinal’s beds, listed as a ‘trussing bed’, that is one designed for packing up and transport, is ‘of alabaster with my lord’s arms in flowers and gilt upon the sides’.15 The King possessed a bed of which the posts and head were ‘curiously wrought, painted and gilt’, and surmounted by four ‘bullyeons of timber work, gilt’ from each of which rose a vane of iron painted with the King’s arms.


The great Cardinal’s sets of hangings were judged worthy of comment by ambassadors in their letters home. The Venetian ambassador reported that all the tapestries in Hampton Court were changed each week. Gresham in Flanders was buying for his master on a grand scale; at one purchase he acquired hangings for eighteen rooms, and these would probably run into well over 100 pieces. For Wolsey’s own closet nothing was good enough but cloth of gold. Not only the opulence but also the secular, not to say pagan, subjects of some of the Cardinal’s tapestries gave a handle to his political enemies. Skelton in his quick, tumbling verses rebuked this prince of the Church for what must have been the still existing ‘Triumph’ tapestries.


Hanging about the walls


Cloths of gold and palls


Arras of rich array


Fresh as flowers in May


With Dame Diana naked


How lusty Venus quaked


And how Cupid shaked


His dart, and bent his bow.


With triumphs of Cesar


And of Pompeius war


How they ride in goodly chairs


Conveyed by elephants


With laureate garlands


And by unicorns


With their seemly horns . . .16


Skelton was shocked; or said that he was; but it is only fair to remark that the Cardinal had bought the tapestries second-hand from the executors of the Bishop of Durham.17


Of all the Cardinal’s magnificent possessions his collection of plate was perhaps the most notorious. In every great house on festival occasions the plate – silver, silver-gilt or gold, would be brought out from locked chests and set upon the ‘cupboard’ in the hall. Most noblemen when entertaining had to dip into that display for use, but not so the Cardinal. Foreign visitors, boasted Cavendish, were amazed to see the ranks of gold cups, gold mazers, gold salts set with pearls or enriched with enamel, remain upon the cupboard, untouched throughout the meal, and duplicated upon the tables. That glorious collection passed into the King’s hands, and was from time to time supplemented by other confiscations; many of the political and matrimonial vicissitudes of the reign left their traces, in initials, badges or emblems of the late owners still visible upon the King’s plate, and these marks are noted with meticulous care in the records of the Jewel House.


Yet still, for all their splendour, even such great houses went short of three types of furnishings which nowadays and for long have been taken for granted; that is to say carpets, tables and chairs. Rushes, sweetened as much as might be by flowers and sweet smelling ‘strawing herbs’, or occasionally rush matting, were universally the ordinary floor covering. Carpets were kept for special purposes; to lay over furniture, or beside beds, or in windows.18 Though tables of small size are fairly common in inventories, it is clear that the table at which even the King sat down to dine was a board set upon trestles, removed after the meal, and tucked away out of sight behind the hangings of the room.19 As for chairs, though a very up-to-date and travelled man, Master Thomas Cromwell, might have standing in his Hall three ‘little gilt chairs for women’, it was still usual, even for royal ladies, to sit as Skelton’s company of noble embroideresses sat, on ‘tappets and carpets’ and on cushions. When, in 1554, the Duchess of Alva visited Mary herself, just after the Queen’s marriage, there appears to have been only one chair, the chair of estate, in the room, for until two velvet brocade stools were fetched the only alternative seat was a cushion on the floor.fn1


If we try to reconstruct the life that went on in the King’s palaces, or in the houses of those great nobles who kept a state which was the same in kind though less in degree than the King’s, we must imagine three conditions as common to all; perpetual crowding, chronic disorder, and elaborate ceremony. ‘Shortage of man-power’, that thwarting phrase, was one entirely unknown in the sixteenth-century household. Service then was both honourable – a Percy’s younger sons would serve before their father as Carver and Sewer – and advisable, for a man found a master useful, not so much, as in the Middle Ages, to defend him against violence, as to save him from the pinch of changing economic conditions. On the other hand England was still near enough to the medieval tradition for a large meiny to be a source of pride to any rich man. Stow, writing at the end of the century, gives, with manifest admiration, the numbers of some great households: Wolsey’s comes easily first with ‘near about 400, omitting his servants’ servants, which were many’, but West, Bishop of Ely had 100 servants, and Edward, Earl of Derby 220;20 in 1512 Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland, had a household of 166; in 1542 Sir Thomas Lovell, by no means a personage of the first rank, had one of 97.21 It was indeed the aim of the household reformers of the time, and these, owing to the dwindling value of money, were many, to regulate and reduce the swarming population of the house. At Court servants’ servants were to be discouraged; old and decrepit officials pensioned off, ‘boys and vile persons’ who had no business there at all should be excluded, ‘vagabonds and mighty beggars’ punished and driven out.


It was not the burden of the wages, for these were neither large nor regularly paid, which was the chief expense of great households, but all that the officer or servant or hanger-on received in kind. Each man in the King’s service had the right to lodging, to food in hall at dinner-time and to what was known as ‘Bouche’ or ‘Bouge of Court’, that is to say a livery, or allowance, of food, fire and light in his own rooms. This charge was normal and must be borne, but much of the lord’s substance might leak away through sheer careless waste, and to check this the Counting House, or its equivalent office, must audit regular accounts, not only at Michaelmas, but monthly and weekly; even daily, before any might have their breakfast, account must be taken of all the stores consumed during the previous day. Wolsey and Cromwell were particular to regulate the exact amount of the Bouche of Court for the King’s Household; the number of ‘messes’ eaten in Hall with four men to a mess, must be recorded; in the fifteenth century the steward had been expected to notch a tally for this purpose.


Loss by dishonesty was harder to prevent. Unscrupulous officers found a ready means of profit in a manipulation of those perquisites which were their right. The Yeoman of the Pantry got all the bread chippings, and as crusts had a bad reputation for engendering ‘melancholy humours’ these would in any case be considerable in amount; but it was tempting also to ‘chop off great pieces of the bottoms of the loaves’ and then sell these back to the household for feeding the master’s dogs. The Yeoman of the Ewery, having the right to all unused candle-ends, was liable to persuade his friend, the Chandler, to make candles ‘to be longer at the great ends very near 3 fingers’ breadth than the bottom the wick doth reach’.22


Lesser servants, hanging about at the ‘dresser’, that is the kitchen hatch, were known on occasion to make off with dishes intended for their betters. So there must be a ‘Surveyor of the Dresser’ to prevent this. Other more important thefts, of silver, of pewter, of napery, must be guarded against by the regular locking up after every mealtime of every household office.


But it was not only against loss, by carelessness or by deliberate dishonesty that many of the regulations of the late fifteenth-and early sixteenth-century household ordinances are directed. Only Angels, according to Coventry Patmore, may be familiar; in a rude society, climbing arduously to politeness, elaborate ceremonies flourish; nothing but ceremony, rigid and complicated, will be strong enough to prevent mere nastiness of behaviour. And this age was indeed rude, though some men’s eyes were already fixed upon the politer societies abroad; upon France, still more upon Italy. Mess and disorder therefore come in for their share of rebuke from the household reformers. Nobles, say the King’s Household Ordinances, ‘do much delight to dine in corners and secret places’; especially, it appears, they desired to slip away to the Office of the Cellar; but this privilege, it was laid down, must be reserved for important strangers alone.23 Or they would eat in their own apartment, and then allow their servants to put the dirty dishes outside the door. This was forbidden for various reasons; such a practice wasted food, and made the palace untidy, and it was likely that dogs would get those broken meats which, in the properly regulated meals in Hall, would be put in the alms-dish for the poor.24


Such disorders were however peccadilloes compared with the misdemeanours of lesser servants. It was necessary to forbid scullions in the royal kitchen to go about ‘naked or in garments of such vileness as they now do’. Those serving meals in the King’s bedchamber must be warned against wiping greasy fingers upon the King’s tapestry hangings, or putting dishes down ‘upon the King’s bed for fear of hurting of the King’s rich counterpoints that lie thereon’.25


It was at meal-times that ritual and ceremony were most elaborately displayed. All the Hall officers had their part in the laying, serving, and clearing away of the meal. The Sewer must see to the fire and to the hanging of the cloth of estate above his master’s chair; he must set four cushions upon the bench at the high table. If it was winter, and, as was becoming more frequent, the lord’s meal was to be eaten in some private room, the Usher must set up between this bench and the fire such movable screens as those which the four sackbut-men gave to the Queen as a New Year gift in 1556 – ‘seven fannes to keep off the heate of the fyer, of straw’; and one ‘of white silk’.26


The Yeoman of the Ewery was responsible for bringing out the table-cloths and the long towels which Carver and Sewer or Panter wore over one shoulder, and with which the Sewer must cover his hand before he might take up bread, or even knives, spoons, and the great covered salt for the high table. If the lord’s bread was to be wrapped up ‘stately’ the Panter did this, according to instructions which are elaborate as any for the folding of table-napkins in a Victorian cookery-book. Elaborate too was the whole ritual of Assay, by which salt, water for washing, food and wine were all tried for poison if the lord were the blood royal. To assay the salt, for instance, the Carver must uncover the salt-cellar, ‘and with a cornet of bread touch it in foure parts and with your hand make a floryshe over it, and give it to the Panter to eat, for assay’. The same must be done for every dish; sauces, ‘baked meat closed’, custards, tarts, and ‘Gelly’, and always with a flourish of the hand.27 And so the meal would go on with its fantastic cookery – half a capon stitched with needle and thread to half a pig; with its refinements of carving – you may touch beef or mutton with your left hand when you cut it, but must not touch venison;28 with, if it were a great feast, its astonishing ‘subtleties’ – erections of wax, sugar and flowers representing perhaps ‘St Eustace kneeling . . . under a great tree full of Roses, and a White Hart before him with a crucifix between his horns and a man by him leading his horse’.29


So far we have not concerned ourselves with that household department which had become pre-eminent above all others – the Chamber. In the Royal Household this, with the growth of refinement, with the increasing insistence on the pleasures of privacy, had come to be divided into the Outer, or Presence Chamber, and the Privy Chamber. Here the officers, besides duplicating the Hall officers so as to provide Carver, Sewer, Panter, and the rest for the King’s table, had been again duplicated by the addition of Gentlemen and Grooms of the Privy Chamber, to the Gentlemen, Yeomen and Groom Ushers of the ‘Outward Chamber’.


These officers of the Privy Chamber were the close personal attendants of the King; they were chosen by him, either as the Marquess of Exeter was chosen, because ‘he is the King’s near kinsman and hath been brought up of a child with his Grace in his Chamber’30 – but this was in the early years of the reign when as yet men of the blood royal did not go in danger of their lives – or because of their ‘pregnant parts and quick inventive brain’, so that we find such men as Sir Francis Bryan, brilliant and disreputable, prominent among them.


Their duties were all about the King’s person; it was they who dressed him in the morning, undressed him at night, accompanied him in hunting, masking or playing if he wished, or remained on duty in the Privy Chamber in his absence. Their day began early; at seven o’clock they were awakened by the Pages, for those on duty slept in the Privy Chamber, and this must be made ready for the time when the King would enter it. It was the business of the Grooms of the Privy Chamber to take away the Gentlemen’s pallets, to make up the fire, to ‘dress and straw the Chamber, purging and making clean the same’ against the King’s coming. When awakened, the Gentlemen were dressed by the Pages of the Privy Chamber, nor must their own servants approach any nearer than the door, but there should hand over their masters’ clothes to the Pages. If any of the Gentlemen slept on through all this activity, they must, when at last awakened, ‘depart out of the King’s Chamber in their night gowns’ (i.e. dressing-gowns) so that ‘by their long lying in bed the dressing of the King’s Chamber be in no wise letted’.31


It is from the Courtesy Books that we learn the routine of the Gentleman’s duty in the Bed Chamber. If it was winter he warmed the King’s linen at the fire (and it must not be a smoking fire), set ready chair and cushion before it with a second cushion for the feet, and a ‘foot sheet’ over all. He prepared clean water, comb, and a kerchief to lay over the shoulders when he combed the King’s hair. The King’s clothes, clean and well brushed, were handed to the Gentleman by the Grooms of the Privy Chamber, and by him to the King. The Household Ordinances warn the Grooms that none shall presume ‘to lay hands upon [the King’s] royal person, or intermeddle with preparing or dressing the same . . . except it be to warm clothes or to hand these to the Gentleman; both Grooms and Ushers must keep convenient distance from the King’s person, not too homely or bold advancing of themselves’.32


Other exhortations are to be found in these ‘Ordinances’, which use a high moral tone when speaking of the behaviour which should be found among all those who served in the King’s Privy Chamber. These should be ‘loving together’; they must not tattle about ‘such things as shall be done or said’ there; when the King goes out they remain on duty, and must ‘leave hearkening and enquiring where the King is or goeth . . . not grudgeing mumbling or talking of the King’s pastime, late or early going to bed, or anything done by his Grace’. While they idled away the hours in the King’s absence they are not to use ‘immoderate and continual play, or dice, cards or tables’. If they must play high, there was ‘the Groom Porter’s house’ where, for some reason, ‘immoderate play’ was not forbidden.33


When bed-time drew near again there was the function of making the King’s bed. A Groom or Page of the Chamber, bearing a torch, went to fetch a Gentleman Usher and four Yeomen of the Chamber, lighting them to the Wardrobe of Beds, and back again with their load of bedding, to the King’s Chamber. Then, spreading out ‘the stuff of the King his bed upon a fair sheet’, they got to work, the Groom standing at the foot of the bed with his torch, the Gentleman Usher a little apart to give directions, two Yeomen on each side to make the bed. First one of the Yeomen must prod the straw palliasse with a dagger; then, when the feather-bed was laid above it, another must ‘tumble over it for the search thereof’. After that, bed-making proceeded much as it does today, with bolster, ‘fustians’, sheets, and ‘two little small pillows’, until it came to the final touches, when the Yeomen each made a cross, and kissed the place where their hands touched the bed. Then, when the curtains were drawn and the King’s sword set up at the bed-head, the work was done, and each man might go off to draw his ‘livery’ from the buttery and pantry, a loaf of bread, ‘a pot with ale, a pot with wine’.34


This, the last livery of the day, was known as ‘the livery for All Night’, and was served, at the warning cry of the Usher – ‘Have in for All Night! Have in Sirs!’ – to all who had the right to Bouche of Court.


In the King’s Bed Chamber a Gentleman prepared ‘the Cupboard’, laying it with cloth, basin, ewer, candle and towel, as well as the ‘livery for All Night’. He tended the fire, set clean water ready, turned down the bed, and warmed ‘the night kerchief’. When he had helped the King to undress, laying the discarded clothes over his own shoulder, had combed the King’s hair, put on his kerchief and cap, and seen him to bed, he must draw the curtains, set in place the light that should burn all night, and having driven out all cats and dogs, bow, and withdraw in a seemly silence.35


So with the Huntsmen up in America, the Palace might fall asleep, with only the ‘Wayte’ to prowl about it, who ‘nightly from Michaelmas to Shere-Thursday pipeth the watch within this Court 4 times, and in summer 3 times; and he to make bon gayte . . . as well for fire as for other pickers or perils’.36


Beyond the world of the Court lay all the lonely miles of the half-tamed country. To a Frenchman the English countryside appeared to be set so thick with trees that ‘in travelling you seemed to be in one continued wood’.37 Ill-kept, almost unkept roads straggled through these encroaching woods, through heath and marsh, to emerge among the age-old open fields and commons about the villages, and to run for a little between the hedges or park-pales of newly enclosed lands. The village, except for church and manor-house, was a collection of thatched small cottages, mostly of wattle and daub – ‘the English build their houses of sticks and dirt’, said the Spaniards scornfully.38


To these villages, buried deep in woodland or waste, news came slowly and by snatches. A tramping sailor, an abbey bailiff riding on his rounds, a pedlar, would bring word of the King’s doings, of the Spaniards, or of the French. Soon such wandering Protestant preachers as that elusive person who passed under the alias of ‘Trudgeover’ would be bringing other matters of high explosive nature, the Gospels Englished, or ballads and broadsheets against the Pope, monks and bishops; stuff to set the thoughtful, the rest-less, the perverse to debating upon the alehouse bench beside the village green.


Less dangerous diversions there were in plenty among those country customs that went far back beyond the memory of man, to the times when, perhaps, a circle of tall stones stood in the place of the parish church. On May Day or Whitsunday the women and children would go out by night ‘some to the woods and groves, some to the hills and mountains . . . where they spend all the night in pleasant pastimes, and in the morning they return, bringing with them birch boughs and branches of trees’ and as well, drawn along by ‘twenty or forty yoke of oxen, every ox having a sweet nosegay of flowers tied on the top of his horns’ the maypole, covered with flowers and green leaves, ‘bound round about with strings from the top to the bottom, and sometimes painted with variable colours’.39 When it was set up, decked with flags and streamers, and saluted with dancing and music, the pleasant summer had begun. Besides this early summer festival there were rejoicings after sheep-shearing and at harvest home, when ‘a garland of flowers crowned the captain of the reapers’ and the last load came home decked likewise with flowers, and with a load of singing men and women on top.


Every Sunday too – a pause in the hard, unremitting labour of field and house – the village turned out after Mass was over to enjoy itself. Long after the Latin had been replaced by the English liturgy this custom continued, and, as George Baxter complained, ‘the rest of the day even till dark night almost, except eating time, was spent in dancing under the maypole, and a great tree not far from my father’s door . . . One of my father’s own tenants was the piper’, and great and unwelcome to Baxter, that man of the new Puritan England, was ‘the disturbance of the tabor and pipe, and noise in the street’.40


Other intermittent diversions came with the neighbouring weekly market, or, for those villages round about, with one of those great seasonal fairs, to which the officers of large households came from far and near, to buy wine, wax, beef, mutton, wheat, salt, and at which was sold also much strong ale to fuddle country heads: ‘Huffe cap’ men called it, ‘mad dog’ or ‘dragon’s milk’. Along the roads, when the fair closed, might be seen droves of cattle, horses laden with salt fish, and a great hue and cry as local pinders on the way took part in ‘helping to keep . . . hogs from the corn as they drove thorowe the fields’.41


So, between long hours of labour, and nights spent on straw with a good round log for a pillow; under the shadow of death and, worse still, of sickness unrelieved by anything but the crudest medical science; in great discomfort and many fears; in the midst of beauty untouched by any ugliness save that of dirt, disease or death, the common people passed their lives.


But in England it was not only the common people who lived in the country. Already the English gentleman, to the surprise of the foreigner, and especially of the town-bred Italian, was a country gentleman, and, if he did spend part of the year at Court, longed for such country sights as that of ‘the young rabbits that in a sunny morning sit washing their faces’, or for the flowers which we may be sure he loved with as much tenderness, though inarticulately, as did the poets of his age.


It was in stone-built, moated houses, dark and cramped by the necessities of defence, that the gentlemen of the fifteenth century had lived. At the beginning of the new century, though houses were no longer built with an eye to war, yet the general plan did not change. The buildings surrounded a court, or, if the house were a great one, a series of courts. Forming, almost universally, one side of the chief of these, stood the Hall, entered from the courtyard by a door which led into a passage between the Hall itself and the kitchen offices, in the manner still preserved in use by Oxford and Cambridge Colleges.


All this was traditional. Only in the details of decoration, in terracotta medallions and classical ornaments applied to Gothic tower or gateway, did houses of the period show that English builders were beginning to look to alien models. Here alone the signs are to be seen of the new age when building in England would not be a thing native and natural as the whitethorn in the pastures, but an art to be learned from books.


But whether it were a house entirely of the old, or showing traces of the new age, round about it were to be found all the buildings of a farm of today and many more beside. For, as well as barns, stables, shippens and dairy there must be a brew-house, a malting house, a slaughter-house, wood-yard, and saw-pit; shops for blacksmith, carpenter and painter; and, standing stalwart in the midst, the old traditional dovecote. Tools, food, drink and clothes were made at home. Now and then a travelling cobbler or tailor would arrive on his rounds, stay for a while working in the house, and then depart. But all the time the manor-house must provide its own grain, and bake its own bread; fatten, slaughter and salt down for winter eating its own cattle; brew its own beer, make its own medicines and country wines, its jams, its carts, ink, furniture and candles.


In Mary Tudor’s childhood there were many villages which had, instead of a manor-house, a monastery as its Great House, and monks and nuns, in those days as ordinary as eggs and bacon, and seemingly as little likely to disappear out of England, for neighbours and landlords.


After a thousand years, the first enthusiasm and devotion of monasticism had, except among a few of the Orders, been largely transmuted into qualities not widely removed from those of respectable but humdrum secular life. For good living, the proverb ran, take hunters’ breakfast, lawyers’ dinner, and the drinking of monks. In spite of the highly coloured reports produced by such tendentious Visitors as Legh and Layton, it is probable that most monks passed comfortable, peaceful, and harmless lives, enjoying the simple and robust pleasures of other English countrymen, and that monastic life, in its sheltered ease and corporate selfishness may have closely resembled that of Oxford and Cambridge Senior Common Rooms before the strenuous and conscientious reformers of the nineteenth century had done their work.


With dwindling enthusiasm went dwindling numbers, and in many abbeys only a handful of monks inhabited the great buildings of an earlier day. Nor were all rich, for the Visitation which preceded their dissolution found many whose revenues were pitifully small and finances sorely confused and embarrassed. But, as Robert Aske said, having in his mind, doubtless, great and noble churches of which now not one stone remains upon another – ‘the abbeys was one of the beauties of this realm to all men passing through the same’. Nor was the beauty only that contrived by generations of master-masons and their men, of pillar, arch and vault, carved capital and traceried window. Almost all monastic houses could boast of some costly example of goldsmith’s craft, in gilt or jewelled chalice, or cross, or reliquary. In the greater abbeys, and particularly in those which were centres of pilgrimage, there were to be seen treasures of almost unimaginable splendour which the Prior would point out to distinguished visitors, touching each jewel with the tip of a white wand as he told its name, its value, its donor. Edward the Confessor’s shrine seemed to a travelled Italian as rich or richer than that ancient and famous shrine of St Martin at Tours. If the Confessor’s was splendid, the shrine at Canterbury ‘surpassed all belief’, being covered, huge though it was, with plates of pure gold, and these again ‘scarcely visible for the variety of precious stones with which it is studded, such as sapphires, diamonds, rubies, balas rubies and emeralds . . . but everything is left far behind by a ruby, not larger than a man’s thumb which is set to the right of the altar. The church is rather dark, particularly where the shrine is placed, and when we went to see it the sun was nearly gone down, and the weather was cloudy, yet I saw that ruby as well as if I had it in my hand.’42 The ruby, ‘the Regal of France’ was its name, had been the gift of Louis VII to the shrine of St Thomas à Becket, that ‘turbulent priest’ for whose death Henry II had done public penance. Soon the shrine would be desecrated and torn down, and the jewel would shine in the thumb-ring of another King Henry, who had avenged, and more than avenged, his predecessor’s defeat.


To the simple countryman London, if he came there, must have seemed a marvel. A city rising beside the long curve of the great river, with green banks beyond, and on the clear stream flocks of tame swans sailing unconcerned among the painted barges of the great, and the smaller wherries which plied for hire – London was a beautiful city to approach from the Kent shore. London Bridge, that strange monster, was built above twenty arches of squared stone, was lined with shops on each side, and had its own particular officers and warders whose duty it was to oversee the structure.


Once across the bridge the countryman was close to the Tower, still the key to London, still on occasions a palace, and always a prison, looking down over the river at its feet and the ships, gay ships painted and carved at bows and poop, that would set all their coloured sails and pennants to the sound of drums and trumpets. To the left and ahead lay the tangled narrow streets of the city, houses of the great merchants and nobles with their gardens, monasteries enclosed within walls, booths with the blue-capped apprentices at the open counter, all cheek by jowl after a history of a thousand years. Here would be a fine stone house that had once belonged to the Black Prince, now an alehouse, there a new palace was rising for the accommodation of the Emperor Charles on his approaching visit; soon there would be new houses of noblemen built on the site of this or that house of monks, friars or nuns; and stones from their churches would be going cheap – 6d. or 7d. a load, carriage paid to the door.43


Except for the beauty of its position, foreigners, especially Italians, did not greatly admire London, since they considered that the English cared little in their building for anything but their own convenience, so that the outside was all anyhow, whatever might be the comfort inside. It was not often that men built as Thomas Wood, goldsmith, had built in 1491 that range of houses upon Cheapside which was called Goldsmiths’ Row, and which was still for Stow a century later ‘the most beautiful frame of fair houses and shops in England’, ten houses and fourteen shops ‘all in one frame, uniformly builded four storeys high’ with the arms of the Goldsmiths’ Company and the likeness of woodmen riding on monstrous beasts, all cast in lead, and painted and gilt.44 For the most part the humbler houses, stone-built often in the lower storey and timbered above, were content for adornment with a coat of whitewash.


And if the Italian visitors decried the outward appearance of the Londoner’s house, that great Dutchman, the scholar Erasmus, left a harrowing description of the accumulated dirt and stench inside. Windows, by now for the most part glazed, were not made to open, and even if all that he said were not generally true, enough is corroborated from other sources to explain the prevalence of epidemics. Outside the streets were filthy underfoot with refuse; as an easy, though only partial remedy, flocks of birds were allowed to breed undisturbed in order that they might reduce the piles of offal thrown out by householders; the kites were so tame and bold that they would sometimes snatch the children’s butties out of their hands.45


But if the town were foul, it was gay. Even the scourer of the palace sinks received, as part of his yearly pay, a scarlet coat.46 Even a funeral, if the dead man had been rich, was a show of colour, light and sound, with its priests, heralds, and escutcheons of arms, its standards, banners, and bannerets, its dozens of burning torches, its poor men in procession carrying white staves, its singing clerks and choristers. And besides being a show, a funeral was a feast. Master Henry Machyn – an undertaker himself – records meticulously every considerable funeral in London, and, as though with a sigh of satisfaction, concludes each account alike – ‘and there was a great dinner, and a great dole’.47


Feasts of the Church meant more processions, more candles and crosses, more singing in the streets. Sermons at Paul’s Cross in Easter week brought the Lord Mayor and aldermen in scarlet or violet liveries. If your business took you by the Cathedral on either of the two feasts of St Paul, you could loiter and watch the forester who brought in to the Canons the old bequest of a buck, listening while he ‘blowed the death of the Buck, and then the horners that were about the city presently answered him in like manner’. Meanwhile within the great church, the Dean and Chapter, in vestments embroidered with a pattern of running deer, and, if it were the summer festival, wearing garlands of roses, received the dead beast, sent it to the kitchen to be cooked, and, after, went about in procession with the antlered head borne on high before the cross.48


In addition to all these amusements, there was the stir, bustle, and display that was in London when the King came to one of his palaces. Then the Earl of Oxford would ride in ‘to his house by London Stone with 80 gentlemen in livery of Reading Tawney and chains of gold before him; 100 yeomen in the same livery without chains after, all having the blue boar embroidered on the shoulder’; or yeomen of the upstart Cromwell would swagger by, the skirts of their coat, ‘made of very good cloth . . . large enough for their friends to sit on them’49 or ladies of the Court might rattle past in a carriage ‘fringed with red silk, and lined with red buckram, painted with red colours, collars and draughts of red leather’, and hammer-cloths with the royal arms and badges.50 Or, outdoing all in splendour during his day, there was Wolsey, the Cardinal, magnificent in scarlet or fine crimson taffeta, with his red gloves and hat, his shoes of silver and gilt set with pearls and precious stones.51


From the splendour of these chance displays can be guessed something of what could be done when men of that age of magnificence and pageantry set out to stage a show. Royal marriages, or coronations were opportunities never missed; these failing, there was always the Christmas feast, for the revelries of which young nobles about Court anxiously devised their costumes, conferring weeks beforehand by letter, and in the letter enclosing, perhaps, a pattern of a blue velvet ‘which hath a kind of powdered ermines on it’; mightily earnest about the whole frivolity.52 On one of the twelve days of Christmas down would come the King’s Lord of Misrule from Greenwich to the city, and many young knights with him, a riot of yellow and green, to the accompaniment of ‘guns and squibs, trumpets, bagpipes and flutes’ to broach a hogshead of wine, and, after morris dancing, to dine with the Lord Mayor.53


A crowded, noisy, bustling town it was, yet childishly small to us, the only thing in it like to our London, those glimpses of the river, seen down every narrow southward-running street from St Paul’s to Charing Cross. But in London of the sixteenth century, besides those constant glimpses of the river and the ships, you could not go far without seeing the tree-tops in the gardens. Nor indeed was any part of London far from country sights and sounds. A great deal – a shocking great deal – of building was noted by that observant man, Master John Stow, during his lifetime; but in the earlier part of the century fields and farms were close to the doors of Londoners. Stow could remember how, when he was a boy, he would be sent to a farm of the St Clare sisters just outside Aldgate, to bring back milk ‘hot from the kine’. He remembered too the country-like pastimes in the streets of a holiday evening; when the ’prentices used to fight with ‘wasters and bucklers’ outside their master’s door, ‘and the maidens, one of them playing on a timbrel, in sight of their Masters and Dames, to dance for garlands hung thwart the streets’.54 On Midsummer Eve, and St Peter and Paul’s Eve ‘every man’s door being shadowed with green birch, long fennel, St John’s wort, orpine, white lilies’, and trimmed with garlands, ‘had also lamps of glass with oil burning in them all night’.55 Londoners were in fact in those days only countrymen living in town, and, like the villagers, had their own maypole, set up yearly, until the ‘evil May Day’ of 1517, at the top of Cornhill, and laid by again under a penthouse roof along the wall of a row of houses near the church of St Andrew, named for its sake ‘St Andrew Undershaft’. Along the banks of the town ditch, that ran close to where now the trains rumble into Holborn Viaduct Station, anglers sat on summer evenings, and caught good fish there too; ‘as many men yet living’ Stow declared ‘who have taken and tasted them, can well witness’.


Yet it was in this century that London took one more step towards becoming a great town, and to judge from Master Stow’s regretful tone, that step was a long one. For Stow could recall the loss of such pleasant places as the ‘large highway with fair elm trees on both sides’ that he saw built over even as far as Limehouse; or the common field at Aldgate so taken up ‘by building of filthy cottages’ that there was no ‘fair, pleasant and wholesome way for people to walk on foot, which is no small blemish to so famous a city to have so unsavory and unseemly an entry thereunto’. Another of Stow’s laments finds a curious echo today, for he thought the streets of London abominably crowded, noisy, and dangerous by reason of the coaches, which ‘are now made so common, as there is no distinction of time nor difference of people observed; for the world runs on wheels with many, whose parents were glad to go on foot’. Already London was being fed by the counties round about, so that an Essex farmer’s wife ‘twice or thrice a week conveyeth to London milk, butter, cheese, apples, pears, frumenty, hens, chickens, eggs, bacon, and a thousand other country drugs, which a good housewife can frame and find to get a penny’;56 and, early in the mornings, the long carts of the bakers of Stratford le Bowe would jolt in, with their cargo of fresh loaves.


The extravagance of Englishmen, and their hearty appetites, especially for meat, were already proverbial. In times of prosperity ‘you may commonly see artizans such as hatters and joiners, play at tennis for a crown . . . and continually feasting in a tavern on rabbits and hares’.57 When a citizen of London spent an evening out, supping with friends at Henley on Thames, the vast meal, enlivened by ‘12 wessells . . . and maidens singing with them wessells’, concluded with dishes of spices and fruit ‘as marmalade, ginger bread, jelly, comfits, sugar plate’.58 That same worthy citizen, Henry Machyn, the undertaker, recorded another feast in his diary – surely on the night itself and not on the morning after – how, he ‘Monser the Machyn de Henry’ had, with other cronies, devoured ½ bushel of oysters in Mr Gitton’s cellar, eating them from the tops of hogsheads, by candlelight, with a relish of onions, and draughts of red ale and claret ale.59


To wash down these meals, that mingled so strangely sweet things and savoury and masked all tastes under the flavour of spices, the ordinary drink, for King as for ploughman, was beer. Wine indeed came, along with such strange fruits as oranges and lemons, in the holds of merchantmen from Spain, France, Italy and Cyprus. But foreigners found the English sparing in their offers of wine, even if wine were served. Beer was always in plenty. Good country housewives brewed it every month, ‘yellow as the gold noble, as our pot-knights call it’, and this home-brewed would serve at ‘hock carts, may poles, wassails, wakes’, or at village bride-ales, where the goodman of the house needed to provide only ‘bread, drink, salt, house-room and fire’, since each of the guests who came tramping in from farms and lonely cottages would bring with him a dish of his wife’s making, to furnish the feast.


As for its people, England, with its woods and rivers, its abundance of flocks and herds, was, to one exasperated foreigner, ‘a Paradise inhabited by devils’.60 Convinced, as Englishmen always are, ‘that there are no other men but themselves, and no other world but England’,61 the untravelled, unlettered English gentleman of the early sixteenth century was an aggressive, unmannerly fellow, haughty and quarrelsome with foreigners, even though an Italian ambassador might find the great nobles perfectly polite. As for the poor commons – ‘the people of England is more given to idle gluttony than any people in the world’, says Reginald Pole in Starkey’s Dialogue. Laziness was a congenital sin. The French, when they were planning the attack on Calais, reckoned on the known English aversion to winter campaigns. An Italian noticed that there was hardly a peasant who did not manage somehow to raise a mount, ‘and miserable must that man be who follows his cart on foot’.62


In appearance Englishmen were all, both nobles and commons, to the view of the stranger, big, ruddy, and handsome. The women, for the most part ‘the greatest beauties of the world, and as fair as alabaster’,63 shocked aliens by the length of black stocking which they casually displayed on horseback and afoot, and even more by their free ways. It was English fashion for a woman to greet by a kiss any man she knew passably well. Ladies of rank, instead of travelling sedately in carriages, preferred to ride, with their women and footmen going before and behind. These same ladies thought nothing of dining in taverns with a friend, even if that friend was a foreigner; and it annoyed an Italian to see that should the husband come into the same tavern and find his wife in such compromising company, ‘Not only does he not take it amiss, but will shake hands, . . . returning thanks for the invitation to his wife.’ So staggering an indifference to propriety was hard to account for, but then the English ‘have no idea of the point of honour. When they do fight it is from some caprice, and after exchanging two or three stabs with a knife, even when they wound each other, they will make peace instantly, and go away and drink together.’64


This casual, almost slovenly good humour, this easiness of temper, did not however extend very far. When hard times came with the growing economic changes of the century, with enclosures, rising rents, and rising prices, with the King’s wanton debasement of the coinage, English character showed at its worst. Undisciplined, greedy, and selfish, the nobles preyed upon the poor; poor men repaid the treatment with bitter hatred. The great religious upheaval of the new century shattered the old conventions of behaviour, and when they were gone the hardness of men’s hearts was apparent. ‘Faith, not works’, was a convenient cry for the selfish or miserly. ‘These decaying times of Charity’ Stow calls his age – an age in which King and nobles had conspired to snatch the goods and revenue, not only of abbeys, but of hospitals, alms-houses, schools. Very truly there was one law for the rich and another for the poor. ‘Thousands in England,’ cried Bernard Gilpin, ‘Thousands do beg from door to door who once kept honest houses. They come to London . . . seeking for justice, but they find not justice. They cannot get speech of the great men to whom they are suitors, because they cannot find money to bribe their servants. Barabbas was a notable thief, says St Matthew, a gentleman thief, such as rob nowadays in velvet coats. There were two other thieves when Christ suffered; but they were little thieves, like those that steal from necessity nowadays. The rustical thieves were hanged, and Barabbas was delivered.’65


If such was the Englishman’s character in his social relations, politically he was, by the common consent of Europe, a man fickle and rebellious, always in and out of treason. Most gentle families had been involved at one time or another in unsuccessful treason. When an Italian idly inquired of an English acquaintance whether any of his kin had suffered death as a traitor, and received the answer – No – another Englishman, plucking the foreigner by the sleeve, whispered ‘Don’t be surprised. He is not a gentleman.’66 The Tudor Princes had, in fact, a sinister history of kingship to look back upon. The deposition of Richard II was distant from Henry VIII’s accession only 110 years. Men like Stow, who had heard their fathers remember to have seen Richard III as a young and comely prince, were removed only by one lifetime from those unquiet years when the saintly Lancastrian had been deposed, then murdered; the innocent Yorkist heir proclaimed King, and murdered; the usurping Richard crowned King only to fall in battle before his successful rival.


There was in Englishmen of that day a store of vehement but unused energy. England was a country in the trough of the wave, between crest and crest; the nation, remembering the days when the Crown of France had seemed hardly more than a mark for the arrows of the English archers, was ill-content with the second rank in which it found itself. A high-spirited people wounded in its pride and goaded by economic distress becomes an ugly tempered beast to ride. The England of Mary’s reign was such a country, at odds with itself, its ruler, and its neighbours. It was necessary that English self-confidence should be restored, that the abounding vigour and daring of the nation should find an outlet, and the commercial genius of the people should be set to work; only then would the jarring interests be harmonized, the ill-temper of the people humoured, and in the new and unhoped for renaissance of Elizabeth’s reign, out of the strong, sweetness come forth.


fn1 See here.




CHAPTER I
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‘OPEN AIR IN GARDENS’


It was April 1509 when the young Prince succeeded his father as Henry VIII, and his accession was, for England, like the coming of spring. To make joy complete it only needed that Katherine should bear a son. In 1510 her first child, a daughter, came into the world, stillborn. The King was cheerful, but the people thought it an ill omen; and they were right. During the next six years Katherine indeed bore four sons, but if they lived at all none survived longer than a few weeks.


At last, on February 18th 1516, at Greenwich Palace, a daughter was born, who did not die. They christened her at the Friar’s Church there on the 21st carrying her down a lane enclosed with tapestry, to a little wooden pavilion, arras-covered also, where her god-parents waited. From there the Countess of Surrey bore her into the church under an embriodered canopy, in the midst of a procession of the greatest lords of England. In the church, hung with needlework in which jewels glinted and pearls gleamed, stood the silver font brought for this christening from Canterbury. The child, baptized with the name of Mary, was afterwards confirmed, the Te Deum was sung, and the little girl’s title proclaimed to the sound of the heralds’ trumpets.1


When Mary was born her father was twenty-five, and her mother thirty-one. Henry, excelling at all sports, playing tennis to the admiration of onlookers, hurling himself with a fen-man’s pole over ditches after his hawks, wrestling, singing, dancing, dicing with his courtiers, seemed still to care for nothing but for spending his father’s hoarded wealth. He would get up at four or five in the morning, and hunt till ten at night, sparing no pains, as Pace ruefully said, ‘to convert the sport . . . into a martyrdom’. At Court, and the Court was the one centre of all polite society, he set the fashion and led the revelry. If the King hurt his foot and could wear nothing straiter than a velvet slipper, all the gentlemen of the Court came out in velvet slippers too. When Cardinal Wolsey gave a masked dance to celebrate a treaty with France, ‘after supper . . . twelve male and female dancers made their appearance in the richest and most sumptuous array possible, being all dressed alike . . . They were disguised in one suit of fine green satin, all over-covered with cloth of gold, under tied together with laces of gold, and had masking hoods on their heads; the ladies had tires made of braids of damask gold, with long hairs of white gold. All these maskers danced at one time, and after they had danced they put off their visors, and then were they all known.’ The leader of the men was the King, of the women the Queen Dowager of France, Henry’s sister Mary, whom the French called ‘la reine blanche’, and of whom a sober Fleming said, ‘I think never man saw a more beautiful woman, nor one having such grace and sweetness.’


Whatever Henry did he must do strenuously. When a royal ship was to be launched, he himself acted as pilot, in a sailor’s coat and trousers of cloth of gold, and a gold chain with the inscription ‘Dieu et mon Droit’ on which hung a whistle, ‘which he blew as loud as a trumpet’. Not that, even in these first years of gaiety, he cared only for pleasure; ships always seriously interested him; he was devout in his attendance at Mass, and a question in theology immediately caught and held his attention; there is something of comedy in the thought of Henry, studiously bent over his refutation of Luther; while Thomas Wolsey, Cardinal of England, conducted affairs of state.


The Court was by no means that of a magnificent pleasure-seeker. Henry was far too truly a child of his age for that. Erasmus said that it was more like a home of the Muses than a Court. Erudition in Kings was the fashion, but it was for Henry a sincere pleasure too, and on this side of his interests his wife could join more easily than in his more frivolous pursuits. She, who had spent most of her childhood in Granada, knew at least as well as Henry what refinement could be. Her nephew Charles, after 1520 Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire, lord also of the riches of the New World, was a potentate of immeasurably greater wealth and state than the King of this small island. Englishmen had perhaps never yet come so close to those new lands of wonder as they did when they saw the presents that the Treasurer General of the Indies sent to the Queen – a gown such as the Indian caciques wore on great festivals, and a saddle which a cacique’s wife would ride on; he would have sent parrots, too, but he feared that they would not, in winter, endure the change of climate.2


Katherine had been well educated, and scholars considered that the King of England had a worthy wife. They were right, but, gracious, amiable, and dignified as she was, she was ill matched with the splendid King. Older than he by six years, plain in face, short and heavy in figure, a stout little woman as time passed, she would have found it hard in any case to keep the King constant. But she did not even take care to make the best of herself, lacking as she did all her husband’s and daughter’s love of fine clothes. Rising at midnight for Matins, she would dress for the day ‘with what haste she might, saying that the time was lost which was spent in apparelling herself’.3 So high-minded an indifference was counted unto her for righteousness, but it was not the way to hold the fancy of a man like Henry.


Such were the parents of the child who was to be Queen of England, and through whom Mary inherited mind and temper. Little of her indeed was her father’s. From the King, vain, lustful, merciless and masterful, yet with that magic touch of personality that made men like Gardiner love him as Elizabeth’s servants loved her, Mary inherited perhaps nothing more than a quick temper, a high courage, imperiousness, and a passion for jewels and gay clothes. From her mother she drew far more. Katherine was the daughter of those Spanish kings who, by blood and steel, had defended Christianity against Mahomet; who had, step by step, carried forward the banner of their belief till Spain was a Christian land from the Pyrenees to the Rock. Unwavering belief and a bitter courage were the two halves of the spirit that had brought them through the struggle; a spirit that knew no compromise, that was as willing to die as to kill for the Cross against the Crescent. With her capacity, for patient, untiring affection, her unquestioned purity, her piety, Katherine had that same union of inexorable courage, and unquestioning loyalty to a creed. Along with her mother’s gentler qualities Mary inherited it too.


Whatever might lie in the future, at present all was fair weather for the Princess and her mother. Although the longed for heir was a daughter, Henry took it so cheerfully that Katherine thanked God for giving her such a husband. Henry, always fond of children, took pleasure in showing off the little thing to visitors, carrying her about the room in his arms and bragging, as any father might – although in Latin – ‘Per Deum immortalem ista puella nunquam plorat – this girl never cries’.4 The Venetian ambassador Giustinian, waiting upon the King one Sunday with Cardinal Wolsey, was presented to her, a child of two, and solemnly kissed her small hand. The rest of the interview was less formal, and reads indeed much like the account of a Sunday afternoon visit to any family when a baby is present. One of the company there was Master Dionysius Memo, the Venetian priest who was Henry’s chaplain and choir-master. Catching sight of him the child began to clamour ‘Priest! Priest!’ and would not be satisfied till Memo had come near, and played for her. Afterwards Henry, holding his small daughter in his arms, stood chatting with Giustinian in polite Latin. ‘By God! that is an excellent fellow, and one we value highly’, he said of the musician.5


At two years old Mary undertook for the first time one important duty of female royalty – that of being betrothed. The bridegroom selected, the first of a very long series, was the little Dauphin, an infant even younger than Mary; indeed the marriage had been suggested before it was known whether the French royal child would be boy or girl. It was a boy, and in October Bonnivet, Francis I’s personal friend and Admiral of France, came to the palace of Greenwich for the formal betrothal.


There in the Queen’s great chamber, which was decorated with special magnificence, stood the King before the throne, the Queen beside him, and the tiny Princess, dressed in cloth of gold, her little cap of black velvet twinkling with jewels, in front of her mother. Bishop Tunstal, a man of forty-four who was to outlive the child, addressed to her a sermon upon the honourableness of the married state, and formal consent having been given and received on both sides, the child was lifted up, and Cardinal Wolsey set on her finger a small ring with a very big diamond.6 She was now, for the time at least, the betrothed wife of the baby who lay in his cradle in France.


As such, the French took an interest in her. Next year, the Queen Mother of France was inquiring anxiously after her health. In the summer of 1520 three French gentlemen came to Richmond to visit the Princess, now four years old. She received them in the Presence Chamber, the Duchess of Norfolk, and her Governess the Countess of Salisbury attending her. She entertained the visitors ‘with the most goodly countenance, proper communication and pleasant pastime in playing at the virginals, that they greatly marvelled and rejoiced at the same, her young and tender age considered’. When the little girl had played her piece and retired, the Frenchmen were regaled with a summer feast of ‘strawberries, wafers, wine and hippocras in plenty’ – in plenty certainly, for they drank four gallons of hippocras and the bill for the cherries they ate came to 7s. 4d., for old apples 2s., for wafers 5s. 3d., and for strawberries 10s.7


But already, and for some time, Mary’s father had been considering for her the possibility of another bridegroom and a greater, her cousin, Charles V, a young man of nineteen, King of Spain, and from 1520 Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire. Charles, though contracted to a French princess, and considering marriage with a Portuguese, could not bear to see England brought to the side of France by a marriage alliance, for the brief friendship between Charles and his life-long rival Francis, sealed by the treaty of Noyon, was already waning. Henry and Wolsey were for their part only too pleased to be able to play two great fish, though the Emperor proved difficult to land.


It was impossible that the French should be unaware of the project, and Francis was already growing anxious about the English alliance, and must have been relieved when, in the summer of 1520, the day arrived on which Henry was to meet him at Ardres; all the more so because the Emperor had just paid a visit to England, and no one in France knew what had then been concluded, or even discussed. Henry and Francis met, but from that meeting at Ardres, from the splendour of the Field of the Cloth of Gold, from the glass pavilion hung with white satin, and all the rest of that ruinous and lovely display, Henry went to Gravelines to meet again Francis’s great rival, and at Calais Chièvres made a formal proposal that Henry should drop the Dauphin and take up Charles as a suitor for Mary.


From that time the bargaining went on seriously though secretly, while to keep up appearances to France, Henry with affectionate candour, informed Francis that Charles had twice made offers for the marriage of Mary, but he, so he said, would not hear of it. In the same spirit Francis replied that he did not for the moment believe the rumour and added that ‘he had liever have my lady Princess . . . than the King of Portugal’s daughter, with all the spice her father hath’.


Only two months after this, however, Wolsey was commissioned to treat finally of the marriage with the Emperor’s envoys. But, though he thought Charles’s ambassadors to be ‘marvellously desirous of it’, they were not so eager as to be anything but hard bargainers. But at last after ‘many difficulties and much difficulties’ and a last four or five hours of debate, it was agreed that Mary should be handed over when ‘of perfect age’ and with a dowry which was to be increased if Henry should have another heir. On August 25th, 1521, the treaty was signed, Mary was to be the bride of Charles, and in two years’ time the King and his son-in-law to be should declare war on France.


Next June the Emperor came to England to visit his betrothed and to conclude with her father the treaty of Windsor. This time the two affianced parties, the child of six and the quiet slow young man of twenty-two, with the heavy chin and very intelligent eyes, met at Greenwich, and again, when the Emperor was about to leave, at Windsor. Mary’s mother had sent for her to say farewell to her betrothed; Charles was, when older, a kindly man with children, and perhaps even now he managed to make the little girl fond of him, so that she remembered him with affection and confidence all her life.


The Emperor had not been gone six months when rumours began to get abroad that a new bridegroom had been found for Mary – this time it was to be James V of Scotland. To Charles the English denied the rumours strenuously as a great lie, but next year Scots lords came from the Dowager Queen Margaret to her brother’s Court to propose that marriage, which though so much less magnificent than either the French or the Imperial, had yet its attractions. Henry seemed to be willing. The English ambassadors were instructed to tell Margaret, but as a great secret, that the King intended to break off the Imperial match, and give Mary to James. They also carried presents for the young King – a coat of cloth of gold and a sword. James was delighted with both; he put them on at once and wore them all afternoon.


But though in November 1521 James and his mother actually sent commissioners to treat of the marriage, the plan hung fire. In Scotland only the Dowager Queen was in favour of it, and though Henry’s ambassadors might do their best, they could not warm the Scots lords towards the marriage. Louise of Savoy too, the Queen Mother of France, did her best, in a confidential letter, to discourage Margaret, declaring that Henry would deal with Scotland as he had dealt with France and Spain.


She was right. Henry by no means intended so soon to make up his mind to any bridegroom. Sons and daughters were not only arrows in the quiver of a royal father, but also cards in his hand. Unplayed, they could be used again and again for a temporary advantage; once the child was married the card was lost, though a good dowry and a solid alliance might make the loss worth while. In addition to these considerations, there was for Henry another more weighty and more anxious. Mary was still his only heir. Giustinian believed that the solemn betrothal of the little Princess to the Dauphin would not have taken place in 1517, if Katherine had not been pregnant, and a male heir again hoped for. Above all things, he believed, Englishmen dreaded to have a Frenchman for their King; hating all foreigners, with the possible exception of their kinsmen the Netherlanders, they hated Frenchmen worst. Certainly Henry would think twice before he married his heir to any foreign prince. Not that he would neglect to show off his daughter’s accomplishments to visiting ambassadors. In 1522 the Emperor’s envoy, paying his respects to the Queen, was told that he must see the Princess dance. The child of six ‘did not have to be asked twice . . . she twirled so prettily that no woman in the world could do better . . . then she played two or three songs on the spinet’. Two years later her father was boasting to another Imperial ambassador that she played better on the instrument than he did, and was beginning to learn the lute.8 But it was a long time yet before a final decision need be so much as thought of.


At the beginning of 1525 there was fresh talk of a French marriage, though Tunstal and Wingfield were ordered to deny to the Emperor that Henry had breathed a word on the subject, either to France or to Scotland. But in this year, which saw the crushing defeat of Pavia and the capture and imprisonment of Francis I, Henry’s affection for Charles suddenly flagged. The Emperor, swollen by his rival’s downfall, was over-mighty for Henry’s taste; a complete break would not be safe, but Charles might be made to feel that England’s friendship was not entirely uncritical. Let Charles, Henry coolly suggested, hand over to him the royal prisoner, meet him in Paris and see him crowned King of France; then Henry would at once deliver the Princess Mary to her bridegroom. This audacious suggestion was followed up by another reminder of a different nature. The English ambassador received a packet and orders to deliver it to the Emperor. It contained a ring, and a letter, both from the Princess; the ring was set with an emerald, a jewel which is known to prove the truth of lovers, for it changes at inconstancy; the letter declared that the Emperor’s betrothed suffered much from jealousy, this ‘being one of the greatest signs and tokens of hearty love and cordial affection’. Henry and his ministers were not so simple as to expect Charles to believe in the jealous pangs of a child of nine; the letter was rather a pretty device to hint to the Emperor that the child’s father had got wind of his renewed negotiations for a Portuguese bride.9 Still, for some time, with lessening cordiality, but perfect propriety, the two sovereigns played the game of prospective father-in-law to prospective son-in-law.


Charles came out into the open first, and let it be known that he had determined to marry Portugal. Henry had no great objection, but before formally relinquishing the Spanish match, he made an effort to get some profit out of it. If there was no hope of the Emperor marrying Mary, he might pay for not marrying her, could he be made to realize what Henry’s complaisance cost in inconvenience and loss of prestige. So, when the Portuguese match had been made, the unfortunate English ambassador was instructed to try to wring from Charles some payment in lieu of the dowry promised to Mary. Neither the Emperor nor his Chancellor denied, in principle, that ‘debt was debt between enemies’. But though the ambassador might movingly remind Charles that Henry had not pressed for the money till now, when, with the Portuguese dowry in his coffers, ‘he floweth with money’, all that the Emperor would say, when caught at a garden door was, ‘Not yet’, and the unhappy ambassador lamented ‘that so I run in an endless circle, from one to another, without an answer’. There was, however, one compensation, as Tunstal pointed out, namely that Henry had, ‘with much thank, the Princess in your hand, which is a pearl worth keeping’.10


Throughout all these vicissitudes there was perhaps no one at Court so totally unconcerned as the little girl whose future was being played with like a shuttlecock. What must have interested her far more than the distant and problematical bridegrooms, were her lessons, her companions, and her pleasures. Her lessons were copious and exacting, but such was the lot of every child of the age whose parents were cultivated, and Mary, intelligent enough, but not naturally a scholar, was never encouraged to acquire that immoderate load of learning which Renaissance parents so coveted for their young. Yet the child who could play on the virginals at the age of four, and write a Latin letter by the time she was nine, had made at least an early beginning. For her teachers she had good men, some of them noted scholars of the day. The Spanish Vives wrote, at Katherine’s request, a scheme of education for her, while Linacre contributed a Rudimenta Grammatica. She was to read, Vives directed, Erasmus’s secular works and More’s Utopia to acquire a familiar Latin vocabulary, and to combine Latin with divinity in the Paraphrases of the Gospel by Erasmus; besides these she was to study the New Testament morning and evening. The Spaniard recommended that she should have fellow pupils, ‘for it is not good to be taught alone’; so perhaps she shared with other small solemn girls the various lessons, and, as Vives advised, read over to herself when she went to bed anything which she had to learn by heart, as schoolgirls still do.11 Besides the lessons in Latin and Greek, she learnt French, some Italian, though she never spoke it well, and Spanish, which she understood but did not speak. Apart from languages she learned to ride, dance, sing, and play upon lute and virginals; for music she had her father’s natural bent.


Parents in the sixteenth century were not frequently indulgent. The harshness of Lady Jane Grey’s parents is notorious. Vives himself thoroughly approved of the most rigid convention of severity. His own mother had been a stern, unbending parent; ‘she never’, he boasted, ‘lightly laughed upon me, she never cockered me, and yet, when I had been three or four days out of the house, she wist not where, she was almost sure sick; and when I was come home, I could not perceive that ever she longed for me. Therefore there was nobody that I did more flee, or was more loath to come nigh, than my mother, when I was a child.’ If such behaviour was desirable with sons, it was necessary for daughters; it was a wise man, Vives thought, who said, ‘Never have the rod off a boy’s back; specially the daughter should be handled without any cherishing. For cherishing marreth sons, but it utterly destroyeth daughters.’12


Yet in the sixteenth century, there were parents of another sort; among whom were William Cecil and his lady, whose little ‘Tannikin’ was evidently a person of so great importance that her welfare might forbid her parents a Christmas visit to an old friend; but, wheedled Sir Philip Hoby, ‘I hope so to provide for her and her nurse as all the house shall be merry, and she notwithstanding at her own ease and quiet.’13 Henry and Katherine were more like to these parents. Henry was an affectionate, teasing father, who would, even at a State Masque, pull off the little daughter’s hood so that all her hair tumbled about her shoulders. Katherine too must have seemed, to the austere Spaniard, to be bent on ‘destroying her daughter’, for when Mary was nine, and away from her mother in the west, Katherine wrote a letter which plainly showed how she longed for the little girl.


‘As for your writing, I am glad ye shall change from me to Master Fetherstone, for that shall do you much good to learn by him to write right but yet sometimes I would be glad when ye do write to Master Fetherstone, of your own inditing, when he hath read it, that I may see it, for it shall be great comfort to me to see you keep your Latin and fair writing and all.’14


There was no stern concealment of affection here, but the candid expression of a mother’s desire to hear, in anything artless, quaint, or even incorrect, the little girl’s own voice speaking in absence.


So it is likely that Mary’s childhood passed pleasantly, sometimes in the splendour of the Court with a father who must have seemed to a little one a very wonderful person, and with a mother whose heart was divided between her magnificent husband and this one surviving child of theirs. When she was parted from her parents it was to experience the variety and interest of the constant journeys between palaces and manors, which were still the necessary routine of the royal household. The packing up, the start, the long cavalcade down the country lanes, the excitement of arrival – all must have been pleasant to a child. In October 1520 she moved from Ditton to Windsor, and in the same month to Hanworth, Martyn Abbey, Greenwich, and Eltham. In December she was back at Greenwich where the King kept Christmas, and where his Lord of Misrule got a New Year’s tip of 20s. from the Princess. Next Christmas, Mary being nearly six years old, she spent at Ditton with her own household, and her own Lord of Misrule, John Thorogoode, one of her valets. For the Christmas jollities in her household there were careful preparations; painters had to gild the Boar’s Head, parchment must be bought for ‘subtleties’, there must be ready two taborets, a man to play the Friar, another to play the Shipman, and a whole cargo of properties – ‘visors, coat armour, hats, gold foil, cony skins and tails for mummers, four dozen clattering staves, gunpowder, frankincense, ten dozen bells and nine dozen morris coats, straw to cover twelve men in a disguising’, and – a gruesome and obscure entry in the accounts – ‘a man to kill a calf behind a cloth’.15


In the midst of the Twelve Days of Christmas came New Year with its gifts. On her first New Year’s Day the Princess had received a gold mug, a pomander of gold, a gold spoon, and a primer, this last from the Duke of Norfolk. Lord Mountjoy gave two smocks, and ‘a woman’ some Queen apples.16 Three years later Cardinal Wolsey repeated his gift of a gold cup, the Duke of Norfolk gave silver snuffers, Mistress Margaret, the child’s nurse, presented what was probably much more appreciated a purse of ‘tynsent satin’. But, of all the gifts that the Princess received, that of a poor woman of Greenwich was calculated to please her most. For the woman brought ‘rosemary bushes cum spangillis de auro’.17 Golden spangles on a bush would go straight to the heart of any child of four.


In 1525, still her father’s only legitimate heir, Mary was provided with a special household and Council, so that she might play her part as Princess of Wales. Ludlow Castle was repaired for her, and in August she set off for the Welsh Marches with her retinue of house servants, very brave in their new liveries of blue and green damask or cloth, and her gentlemen and ladies still finer in black velvet or damask.18 After them rumbled a long train of wagons with all their household and personal stuff, such a miscellaneous assortment as – ‘3 brass pots, one brazen pestle and mortar; a frying pan and with a flesh hook . . . a chest with irons for keeping prisoners, a chest with three locks containing divers books of the extent of the lands of the Marches’.19 Yet before next Christmas the President of Mary’s Council was writing to the Cardinal for more. He wanted ‘a ship of silver for an alms dish’, spice plates, trumpets and a rebeck.20


Although Mary had left her mother, her life was still regulated by the same spirit of open affection and tender care that had always till now watched over it. Careful directions were given to her Council for her education. She was to learn, first of all, to serve God; after that, ‘at seasons convenient, to use moderate exercise for taking open air in gardens, sweet and wholesome places and walks . . . and likewise to pass her time most seasons at her virginals or other instruments musical, so that the same be not too much, and without fatigation or weariness to intend to her learning the Latin tongue and French. At other seasons to dance, and among the residue to have good respect unto her diet, which is meet to be well prepared, dressed, and served with comfortable, joyous, and merry communication in all honourable and virtuous manner; and likewise unto the cleanliness and well wearing of her garments and apparel, so that everything about her be pure, sweet, clean, and wholesome.’21


Mary’s life under such a scheme of education, carried out by her Lady Governess, the Countess of Salisbury, daughter of George, Duke of Clarence, a woman of royal blood and royal heart, could not fail to be happy. For a year or so longer, while the storm was brewing which was to wreck her girlhood and darken her whole life, she travelled pleasantly through the lovely Marches of Wales, from Ludlow to Tewkesbury, from Gloucester to Chester, with John, Bishop of Exeter as the President of her Council, Edward Lord Dudley her Chamberlain, and a full complement of household officers – chancellor, treasurer, receiver, steward, and the rest; but also, because though a princess she was still a very young one, with her schoolmaster, Master John Fetherstone. It was presumably too in these journeyings that she first enrolled in her household those men of Welsh and Cheshire names such as Rice, Dodd, and Wilbraham, who stayed with her so long.


Meanwhile, jilted as she had been by the Emperor, another match was under consideration for the Princess. This time she was to be given to the French King, now a widower, a man older than her father and with a far worse reputation for incontinence. Henry did indeed give Francis a hint that he ‘would have him now become and wax a good man’, but Francis took it, as perhaps it was meant, for a joke, passing it on to Henry’s ambassador Clerk, ‘with many good and galliard words’.


Whether indeed either party was at this moment serious in their proposition is doubtful; it is more likely that each opened the matter merely to annoy and disconcert Spain. For Francis, though freed from his captivity, had been forced to give as hostages to Spain his two eldest sons, who now must do their best to amuse themselves by playing with their dogs and scrawling pictures on the walls of their dreary chamber in Madrid. Francis had passed his oath that he would marry the Emperor’s sister; an oath meant little enough to him, but his boys meant much – he probably spoke near the truth when he said that ‘he would rather, than fail of his children, marry the Emperor’s mule’.22 Even the threat that he might see Mary married ‘in such place as he would be loth to see her’, did not shake him. When it came to the point of committing himself, the most he would say was that he would send to demand Eleanor, and, if she were refused, he would be free. But Clerk was sure that he hoped and believed there would be no refusal; he had seen and liked Eleanor in Spain, and besides, he wanted peace.


Yet Francis would not say no to England either, and sent envoys into England begging for Mary’s portrait, so in January 1527 Henry, by the mouth of the Bishop of Bath, declared his terms. He would give Mary, he would join the league against the Emperor that Francis was trying to engineer in order to recover his sons, and would forego his title to the crown of France. But in return Francis must pay him a pension, grant him an annuity, and give him Boulogne. To keep up appearances, and a little to elevate the business above this cut-throat bargaining, Henry also sent his own and Mary’s portrait.


For some time yet Francis played with the proposition. In March came the Bishop of Tarbes with the Vicomte de Turenne, and people thought it significant that the Princess was sent for to come to London at the same time. But, in the discussions that followed, whenever the French advanced, the English retreated. Probably, for all that the French just now showed themselves accommodating, Henry had in mind the words which Francis was reported to have spoken – ‘The King of England would have me take his daughter and give him Boulogne. Nay! Nay!’23


In the midst of these negotiations, as if it were to remind the envoys that there was a real princess hidden in the midst of the diplomatic maze, the French were invited to Greenwich for the feast of St George. After dinner the King led them into the Hall and presented them to the Queen and Princess. Henry, acting the part of the match-making parent, urged them to speak to the little girl in French, Latin, and Italian. One of the Frenchmen, judging by her answers, and by her playing of the virginals, thought her the most accomplished child he had ever seen.24


In May there were more festivities, a great masque in the Queen’s apartments, in the course of which Mary, with other ladies of the Court, was discovered in a cloth of gold cave, guarded by gentlemen wearing tall plumes, and carrying torches. Down from the cave, to the sound of trumpets, stepped the Princess, hand in hand with the Marchioness of Exeter, her hair in a gold net, a jewelled garland about her head and a velvet cap upon that. After some dancing, the King, the Vicomte de Turenne and others came in, all masked in gold, and black satin, and tawny velvet, to dance with them, and the revelry lasted till the sun was up, and the May morning upon them. Turenne admired, so he said, the looks and conversation of the child, but decided, flattery forgotten, that she was ‘so thin, spare and small, as to make it impossible to be married for the next three years’.25


In August the friendship between France and England was cemented by the treaty of Amiens, which, though it spoke of perpetual peace, was to prove as brittle a thing as any treaty might be. According to the terms of the treaty Mary was to marry, if not Francis, then the young Duke of Orleans. This last was an interesting conjunction of persons, for Henri of Orleans, though none knew it yet, was to wear the crown of France and to be Mary’s most dangerous, indeed her fatal enemy. Yet the two young things were not, in character, ill assorted, for there was in both something sober, pedestrian, conscientious, and both belonged to a sadder generation than their magnificent fathers. But this marriage also came to nothing, for in England there was a certain matter now afoot which made the value of Mary Tudor’s hand too uncertain for Francis to desire it either for himself or his son.




CHAPTER II


[image: images]


‘THE BENEDICTUM DIVORTIUM’


The Venetian ambassador who had seen the baby Princess carried about in her father’s arms, and who found himself expected to kiss her hand, felt it a little absurd that the child should receive more honour than her mother, the Queen. But he could not remember, as Englishmen of fifty could, the anxieties and apprehensions of that August, thirty odd years before, when Henry of Richmond had landed to dispute the crown; and if middle-aged men remembered those days, very old men could remember worse times still when the ‘irregular hewing and jostling’ of the opposing armies of the two Roses had shattered the peace of the countryside. It was because these memories were so fresh that England was hungry for an heir. After the King’s marriage had been childless for so long, the birth of even a daughter was a huge relief; but as the daughter grew up, and no other children, male or female, followed her, fresh anxieties began to rankle in men’s minds. The English crown had only once, since the White Ship went down, been the inheritance of a woman, and Matilda’s disputed succession was no pleasant precedent to recall. In one way too, the outlook now was worse for the lords of the Council, and all the irascible gentlemen of England, than it had been for the English barons in the twelfth century. It stood to reason, it was in the nature of things, that a Queen could not remain single; she must marry in order to bear children, and it was usual for royalty to marry abroad. But Matilda’s Angevin husband was hardly a stranger, and certainly no alien to the barons whose fathers had gathered like vultures against England from every part of France. Now, in the sixteenth century, the marriage of a Queen was a very different question. That hatred of foreigners, the muddy soil out of which grows at last the comely flower of patriotism, was in Englishmen the very ground of all their feelings. If the Princess married an alien, that alien would be King, and it was hard to imagine a King who did not rule. If, on the other hand, she married an Englishman, for the sake of her dignity he must be of royal blood, and the marriage would waken again the lapsed but never forgotten claims of the last representatives of the White Rose. This was England’s problem, and Henry’s problem. It was to be Mary’s too, and her solution of it was the rock on which she split. The solution that Henry chose was even more catastrophic, but it was not his ship that foundered; it was the great, ancient, and venerable Ship of the Church in England.


Long before Wolsey, and others in the King’s closest confidence, had begun to talk, behind shut doors or in garden walks safe from eavesdropping, of the ‘secret matter’ or the ‘King’s matter’, as long ago as 1514, people in Rome were discussing a rumour that the King of England wished to leave his wife because she could bear him no living children. Mary’s birth a year and a half later had put the thought out of the public mind; out of Henry’s too, if it had ever been there. He and his wife, he argued, were young; if it were a daughter this time it might well be a son next. But when, nine years later, the King had still no legitimate child but the one daughter, Henry gave up hope. Katherine was forty; after so many miscarriages, so many stillborn, or sickly children who died, it was not likely that she would ever bear the lusty thriving son that Henry needed.


But before he committed himself to that course of action which was to have such stupendous results, Henry, when Mary was nine years old, seemed to be inclining to a different solution. An illegitimate son, three years younger than Mary, borne to Henry by Elizabeth Blount, and called Henry Fitzroy, was in 1525 suddenly acknowledged, and as suddenly promoted to honour. Mary might be sent off to the Marches as Princess of Wales, but the boy was made Lord High Admiral, Lord Warden of the Marches, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and created Duke of Richmond and Duke of Somerset; the titles were of old and significant association among the Tudors. At the same time he was given a household greater than that of Mary. When Katherine protested, the King took no more notice than to dismiss three of her Spanish ladies as a lesson in wifely obedience, and began to discuss with the Council a still more startling project – that of entailing the Crown upon this bastard son.


Two years later, however, Henry had returned to the more conventional idea of divorce and remarriage, but though such a step was by no means new among Kings, the results in this case lay far beyond the guess of men. For by it Henry was to set in motion that train of circumstances which drove England out from her secure place in the port of the Catholic Kingdoms, to the hazards and profits of the high seas of schism; which cost lives in hundreds, both in the action and reaction of the shock; which brought changes undreamed of into the ceremonies and constitution of the Church, into the smallest of its customs and the most esoteric of its dogmas, so that the ploughman on Sundays ceased to perform those ritual acts that his forefathers had for generations performed, while the theologian cast back for his authority to ideas so old that they seemed entirely new.


Henry sometimes maintained that a word spoken by the Bishop of Tarbes in the spring of 1527, when the marriage between Mary and Orleans was being discussed, had first wakened a doubt in his mind. At other times he was equally emphatic that a study of Leviticus had made him fear that the divine anger had been kindled against him by his marriage.1 What he never for one moment admitted was that his growing passion for Mistress Anne Boleyn had any connexion with his scruples.


Until this time Henry had found no serious obstacles set in the way of that enormous energy of his that poured itself into the strenuous pleasures of the hunt, or laboured to achieve the nice contentments of the scholar, that flowered into music, dancing or games, or went gaily and wantonly to work to seduce complaisant women. But now he was to be opposed, and upon every hand. Even Anne Boleyn, the lively, witty girl of twenty, brought up at the French Court, endowed by nature with more than a little of the French vivacity and grace; a girl who could sing, dance, and play on the lute; a slight young thing with a mass of black hair, a slim long neck, and eyes that were ‘black and beautiful’ and ‘invited to conversation’; Anne Boleyn, in looks a piquant contrast to Katherine with her stout, heavy figure, reddish hair, and plain resolute face, Anne Boleyn resisted him. It was marriage or nothing, for her. Henry fell deeper in love for that resistance; his letters to her, frankly sensual though they are, have yet a sincerity, an almost boyish ardour and simplicity, that partially redeems the sensuality, and makes somehow pitiful that headlong, illicit love.


Anne’s decision, and England’s need of an unquestionably legitimate prince, threw Henry back upon divorce as his only hope; and in this he was to find opposition from wife, daughter, nobles, and people, from Pope and Emperor, almost from all the world. This opposition called out all the volcanic forces of his character, taught him his own strength and his subjects his mercilessness.


It was in May 1527, the very month in which Henry received, with such splendid gaieties, the envoys who came from France to ask for his daughter’s hand, that the King told Wolsey of his doubts about the validity of his marriage. Soon after, judicial proceedings began with a secret summons to the King to appear before Wolsey and Archbishop Warham to answer what the summons stated to be their doubts upon the subject. Such was the first move in that long legal battle which was to drag on for almost exactly six years.


In the early history of the divorce Mary had no active part, indeed hardly a part at all, and even when her time came to take a hand, her rôle was passive. But for the next nine years, that is until the death of her mother and Anne Boleyn, those critical years which saw her grow from child to woman, her whole life was keyed up to the tension of stubborn resistance. For some time she was neglected rather than persecuted, and the thing which must first have left its mark upon her young and plastic character, was not any injury to herself, but the gossip of her household, and the news that came from the Court, news that was always full of fresh and more bitter humiliations suffered by her mother, fresh and more glittering honours upon her mother’s rival.


The decision of Wolsey’s legatine court, that the King’s marriage was invalid, might have been followed, had things in Italy been otherwise, by the same papal confirmation that Henry’s sister Margaret, Queen Dowager of Scotland, had once obtained in a like case. But though the Pope might have been willing to confirm any divorce, to dispense with any prohibitions for the King of England at another time, he could not do so now. In May, not a fortnight before the meeting of Wolsey’s court, the Emperor’s unpaid lanz-knechts had stormed the defences of Rome, and for eight awful days systematically sacked the city in order to recover their arrears. Since then the Pope, abandoned by the French, could do nothing but obey the Emperor’s whistle. He would have gone as far as any man might either to secure the English succession, or to allow Henry to have his desire; he would have granted a dispensation for the Duke of Richmond to marry his half-sister Mary; he would have been only too thankful for Henry to have had the case tried by Wolsey – the sentence thus being a foregone conclusion – and so have presented him with a fait accompli; but himself dissolve the marriage of the Emperor’s aunt he dared not.2


Katherine heard of what was afoot before it was intended she should, much to the King’s annoyance, especially as it was clear that she took it badly. On June 22nd, however, the King himself told her that because of her previous marriage with Arthur, his brother, they were not truly man and wife, and that he could not continue to live with her in mortal sin. When the Queen burst into tears, at this confirmation of all she had dreaded, Henry was not unkindly; but even though she solemnly declared that her marriage with Arthur had never been consummated, he did not for that give up his intention. His marriage, Wolsey told him, might still be broken, if not because of affinity, then on the ground of ‘impedimentum publicae honestatis’; Katherine’s first marriage, whether consummated or not, had taken place ‘in facie ecclesiae’. Henry was indifferent to the argument used, so long as it told in the right direction.


Katherine, knowing Henry as she did, must have guessed from the first that she was in great danger. She turned in her need to Fisher, the good old man, Bishop of Rochester, sending word to him, so Wolsey reported to the King, that she needed his counsel on ‘certain matters . . . between Your Grace and her’. Bishop Fisher, no coward, as he was to show, now replied only by word of mouth that he would give counsel in nothing that touched the King’s Majesty. Later he was to die in her quarrel, proud to follow in the steps of the Baptist who, he said, had ‘regarded it impossible for him to die more gloriously than in the cause of marriage’. But his conscience was not yet engaged, and Katherine, receiving his answer, may well have felt that at a touch these English, among whom she had lived for close on thirty years, had become strangers, just as the husband whom she so deeply and faithfully loved, had turned into a cruel enemy.


She turned then, and small blame to her, towards her Spanish kin. About the beginning of July one of the Spanish servants, ‘Francis Philips’, asked leave of the Queen to go home to Spain ‘to visit his mother who is very sore sick’. Henry let him go, but ordered Wolsey, who was in France, to have the man seized over there. ‘Francis Philips’, however, got safely through to Spain with his news, and before the end of the month Charles was writing to Henry a very private letter in cypher containing a solemn warning which he hoped would check Henry in his disastrous course. If, he said, the King divorced his wife, the legitimacy of Mary would be in doubt, and James of Scotland Henry’s next heir.


That possibility, with all its unpleasant consequences, might have made another pause, but not Henry. He rejected now, and continued to reject, the Emperor’s implied assumption that Mary would remain his only heir. Wolsey, working with the fury of a frightened man laboured to get a dispensation and divorce from the Pope; a dispensation that Henry might marry Anne, whose sister had once been his mistress; a divorce from Katherine because his brother had once been her husband. He got the dispensation, but it was useless to Henry without the divorce.


In the autumn arrived Cardinal Campeggio, after a very slow and unwilling journey. The Pope, badgered by Henry’s agents, ambassadors, and special envoys, made apprehensive by Wolsey’s alarming hints of the dangers to the Church that might follow from a refusal to oblige the King, had given way so much as to send his representative to try the case, but had at the same time given him injunctions to delay and temporize as much as was possible, unless he could possibly persuade Katherine to resolve the problem by retiring into a nunnery. It was not till June 1529 that Campeggio’s Court met; a month later it was prorogued till October. During that interval news came to England that the case had been advoked to Rome. The King, who all along had doubted Wolsey’s sincerity, and whose mind had been gradually poisoned against him by Anne’s unremitting hatred, turned upon him in fury, and the Cardinal’s fifteen years of power and splendour went down the wind with the autumn leaves. But the fall of Wolsey did little to advance the King’s matter; instead of delays in England, there were now to be delays in Rome.


Up to this time Henry’s relations with his wife had not been greatly different from those of any unhappily mated pair, of whom one is unfaithful but not willing to separate entirely, and the other obstinately attached – a state variable, stormy, and miserable. Although for the past year Anne had lived openly at Greenwich when the King was there, and Katherine had been his wife only in name, yet she was still Queen, he would still dine on occasion with her, and there was still at times a pretence, or perhaps not altogether a pretence, of kindness on Henry’s part. He had, indeed, and he could confess it, no ground of complaint against Katherine. One day when they were at dinner together, he reproached her, as if half in jest, because, though the Princess was indisposed, the Queen had not sent to her any doctor from her own household. Katherine, whose overwhelming anxiety may have led her a little to forget Mary, brooded over the words, and saw in them suddenly a gleam of light. The King had always loved his daughter; if she were sent for, the sight of her might recall him to himself and to the past; next day she asked the King if the Princess might come to Court. But Henry’s mood had changed and his answer was curt and brutal. She might go and see the Princess, he said, if she wished – and stop there. Katherine with a stubborn, gentle dignity, replied that ‘she would not leave him for her daughter nor for anyone else in the world’.3 She would not leave him, and it was the only thing Henry asked of her.


Sometimes the subject that must have been uppermost in both their minds came into the open, and they wrangled miserably together. At dinner on St Andrew’s night the Queen broke out suddenly. The pains of Purgatory, she said, were what she now suffered; the King wronged her deeply by avoiding her company and refusing to come to her in her apartments. Henry, uncomfortable and surly, replied that she had no cause to complain; she was mistress in her own household and could do as she pleased. From that they fell to disputing, and there the Queen had the best of it. Henry quoted his almoner’s opinion. He was not the Pope, cried Katherine, to judge in the matter, and for one doctor that Henry got to pronounce against the marriage she had a thousand to hold it good. The King, ‘very pensive’, left her for Anne’s company. But there he got cold comfort. He had better not, the young woman told him, argue with the Queen, for he would always get the worst of it. Then she began to lament that her own youth was passing, and chances of good marriages, and hope of bearing children.4 Between the two women Henry cut a figure no more dignified than any common man ridden by his passions; suffering, angry, ridiculous.


But with Henry such friction only inflamed his temper, hardened his resolve, and brought him to a state of recklessness in which he was ready to cast off the last rags of decent appearance. As, one morning, he set off with Anne, riding openly beside him for one of those long, summer hunting expeditions, he paused to send a short message to Katherine – she was to remain at Windsor, not to follow him. Katherine may have heard all the stir of departure, the trampling of horses and barking of dogs, but she did not know officially that the King had gone until she received his order. Then she sent a message, regretting that he had not given her the consolation of saying farewell. That gentle, insistent reproach touched Henry on the raw. Furiously he bade the messenger tell the Queen ‘that he had no need to bid her adieux nor give her the consolation of which she spoke, nor any other; and still less that she should send to visit him or to inquire of his estate, . . . [and] that he was sorry and angry at her because she had wished to bring shame on him by having him publicly cited’.5 This citation to appear in person before the Pope, though in itself an offence to his dignity, was in one way most welcome to Henry, for it was Katherine’s fault and he had this sop to quiet his conscience. She was now no longer the blameless victim; she was the cause of this insult, and henceforth an enemy to be hunted, humiliated, and trampled upon, her helplessness and fortitude alike only adding a keener edge to his rancour.


Though separated from her husband, Katherine for a little while longer had the comfort of her daughter’s presence, for Mary had been allowed to join her parents at Windsor, and now, with Henry gone, the Queen had the girl all to herself; they spent the time together hunting, and moving about from one to another of the royal houses; a mournful attempt at pleasure it must have been, their hearts heavy, and their talks in the long light evenings, sad.


When Henry’s hunting was over and he wished to return to Windsor, he sent orders that Mary was to go to Richmond, and the Queen to the More, that Hertfordshire hunting-box, pleasant enough in summer but a dreary place now that autumn had come, with its broken park-pales and the neglected, overgrown knot garden. There, and later at Ampthill, Katherine could for a while do nothing but wait, and watch the progress of her cause in England and in Rome.


Just when Mary had first learnt the unhappy secret of her mother’s anxiety it is impossible to say. In 1528, while she was on the Welsh border, her household was reduced, but the alleged motive was that of economy. In May of the same year when she lay ill with smallpox at Greenwich, Mistress Anne was there also, but lodging, while the infection lasted, ‘in the gallery of the tiltyard’. In the late summer at any rate she must have known, for the news became public property when Campeggio set out from Rome. It was perhaps by Katherine’s own choice that the Princess was not often at court in these troubled years, to watch, as she must have done, the King’s favourite going about the palace, or coming up into the Queen’s own barge. For, unless Mary as a girl of fifteen was far less outspoken and candid than she was as a grown woman, it is inconceivable that she would not have taken every opportunity to remind the woman who was her mother’s worst enemy, that the Princess of England was her enemy for that.


If she was Anne’s enemy, so was Anne hers, and though the girl was still Princess and Henry’s only heir, even now Mary’s feet were set upon a quaking sod. In the autumn of 1529 Chapuys, the Emperor’s new ambassador, dashed off an alarmed and hasty letter to his master telling him that Henry was so besotted on ‘the Lady’ that he had even agreed, at her desire, to marry Mary to her kinsman, the Duke of Norfolk’s son.6 Master Eustace Chapuys, an energetic, voluble, enthusiastic young Savoyard, whom his friends called ‘Os’, had a nose like a terrier for rumours, and smelt mischief whenever Anne Boleyn had passed by. After this rumour he reported others – Mary was to marry the Duke of Milan, the Duke of Cleves’s son, or King James of Scotland,7 as her matrimonial value wavered up and down.


Henry indeed at this time was convinced that, with regard to Mary, he could both eat his cake and have it. He might seem to be doing his best to bastardize his daughter by the invalidation of her mother’s marriage; but he knew well that Mary’s title to the crown would never be called in question by a Council that had been ready to consider his bastard son as king. As for Henry’s own feelings, it is likely that he had still a good deal of affection left for the girl of whom he had been so proud. In June 1530 she sent him the present of a buck.8 Next month, before he set off for his summer hunting, which would last till the beginning of November, she asked permission to visit him. Henry, perhaps for the sake of decorum, preferred to visit her, and spent the whole of one long summer day with her at Richmond.9 Even two years later, when the breach with Katherine was complete, in October, just before he went to France, with Anne as Marchioness of Pembroke in his company, he happened to meet Mary walking in the country. He stopped and spoke to her, asked how she was, told her that he would soon see her more often. It was a strange meeting, a King and his daughter standing to talk among the pale stubble of the autumn fields, and it did not last long. Henry moved away, because, so Chapuys thought, a couple of Anne’s servants came up to overhear, and report the conversation to their mistress;10 or perhaps because Mary let her father see that she was, as she always of necessity had been, utterly her mother’s.


Separated, she and Katherine were still able to correspond, to send messages and inquiries. Every insult that Henry put upon her mother bound Mary closer to her, in a fierce loyalty, and Henry had gone out of his way to humiliate the Queen. At the end of September he sent to Katherine demanding her jewels, so that Anne might go gay to the meeting with the French King. Katherine, who must have known that nothing now remained that could be lost by plain speaking, replied with all the uncompromising pride of her Spanish royal blood, that she would not give them up to one who was the scandal of Christendom, unless she knew, by the King’s own letter of credence, that it was his will.11 Henry’s hide was tough. The letter of credence was sent; the jewels, every one, surrendered; and the King was pleased.


No one, even at Court, pretended to like what for the Bishops had been from the first the ‘benedictum divortium’. The Duchess of Norfolk, at Anne’s request, had to be packed off home ‘because she spoke too freely and declared herself more than was liked for the Queen’. Even her husband, the Duke, Anne’s uncle, who probably knew already too much of the young woman’s shrewish temper to be glad of her advancement, said that ‘it was the devil and nobody else who was the inventor of this accursed dispute’.12 In Parliament the Speaker had to rebuke those who suggested that ‘the King pursued this divorce out of love for some lady and not out of any scruple of conscience’.13 And, while country folk cheered the Queen and the Princess, the women of Oxford threw stones at the Vice Chancellor when he went to get the seal of the University set upon the document declaring the King’s first marriage incestuous.


But such expressions of disapproval were less serious than the opposition which Henry was to meet when, by his action, the question of divorce merged into the far wider question of Papal authority in England. The first sign of his reckless decision was to be seen in the appeal to the Universities, which a Cambridge don, a Doctor of Divinity, by name Thomas Cranmer, suggested to Stephen Gardiner, that servant of the King who in Rome had been so resolute and persistent in demanding the Pope’s acquiescence to the King’s requests. The appeal to the Universities was only a beginning. Another step, this time a greater one, was taken when the clergy were forced, by threats of praemunire incurred by their submission to the legatine authority of Wolsey, to acknowledge Henry as ‘Supreme Head of the Church and Clergy of England’. To this they would only agree ‘so far as the law or Christ allows’; Henry was content with this for the moment.


But in 1532 he went farther. The first Act of Annates was passed but was not to come in force for twelve months. Its withdrawal would be a quid pro quo to offer the Pope, its enforcement a wedge to drive in between his authority and the church in England. The ‘Submission of the Clergy’ in the same year surrendered that independence for which Thomas à Becket had died. With these gains secured, the King was ready for a fresh advance, though he had as yet done nothing that he could not retract. But something was soon to happen which put all thoughts of compromise, if indeed he had any, out of his mind.


In February 1533 courtiers hanging about outside Anne’s chamber witnessed a strange and interesting scene. That morning, as Anne came out, her eyes lit upon ‘one she loves well, whom the King formerly sent away from Court for jealousy of her’; presumably, that is, upon Sir Thomas Wyatt the poet, who had been at least so much in her favour as to exchange tokens with her. In uncontrollable excitement, she cried out to this old friend, telling him ‘that for the last three days she had had such an incredible fierce desire to eat apples, as she had never felt before, and that the King had said to her that it was a sign that she was with child, and she had said it was not so at all’. Having spoken, she turned with a burst of loud, hysterical laughter, and went back to her room, leaving all the men and women staring at each other ‘abashed and uneasy’ at such behaviour, and doubtless also drawing from it the same conclusion which the King had drawn.14


It was a strange way to announce the news to a Court, but the strangeness is perhaps some indication of the strain which the resolute, daring young woman had suffered, as she played her hazardous game, resisting long, and at last risking all by surrender. Now at last she knew that by that surrender she had won; and the crown was the prize.


Henry himself must have been told of that momentous pregnancy late in January, and as the immediate result, they had been secretly married; so secretly that Cranmer, Archbishop elect now, and Henry’s right-hand man, did not learn of it till a fortnight later, and the Court in general did not officially know till Easter Eve, when Anne attended Mass at Greenwich in Royal state, dressed in gold tissue, and with the candle flames flashing upon the diamonds she wore.15


But once that strange and hasty marriage had been made and blessed, the marriage of a man still bound to his first wife, the divorce must at once go through if the coming child was to be the heir. If the Pope would not yield, then Henry would sweep the Papal authority out of doors, leaving, as judge in the King’s case, the King’s man, Thomas Cranmer. A pretence to Rome of softened feelings, a hint that after all the Act of Annates should not become operative, brought Cranmer’s bulls from the Pope as fast as Papal messengers could carry them. Cranmer was now indubitably, unassailably Archbishop; and as such he should be, by the King’s assertion, competent to judge the case. His Court was opened in May at Dunstable. He dreaded much that the defendant would appear, instead of her appointed, pliant counsel, thus delaying the sentence. He need not have feared. Katherine ignored the proceedings. On the 23rd he pronounced her marriage incestuous. On the 28th he proclaimed that Anne was Henry’s lawful wife.


Henry, triumphantly expecting the birth of a son, began to harden his heart against his daughter. He forbade her now to write, or to send messengers to her mother. Mary, who cannot yet have realized how changed her father was, though what she knew was bad enough, replied begging him not to forbid either; let him ask her household, she said, if there was anything in these message but inquiries as to her mother’s health. As for letters – let him read them himself. Henry gave no answer to this, good or bad, but the correspondence did go on, and servants would come and go between Mary and her mother carrying letters that were, for safety, left without any superscription.16


It was at the end of April that Mary was officially informed of his new marriage. She received the news in silence, for already she had learned something of a self-control beyond her years; she even made shift to appear cheerful. But, refraining from any talk on the matter, she went off after dinner to her chamber, and there wrote a letter, which the King, when he read it, found very satisfactory. But when the messenger had asked for a verbal message, she would give none;17 it comes more easily to an honest person to lie on paper than by the spoken word.


A month later Mary must have listened to news of the coronation of this new Queen; of the salute from the ships that broke the windows all about the Tower; of the progress through London, with Anne magnificent in crimson brocade with a link of pearls about her neck ‘bigger than chick peas’;18 of the dinner in Westminster Hall with spices and delicacies served ‘on great high plates of gold’;19 of the river procession which one of the onlookers described in an outburst of ornate prose, in which his excitement worked strangely upon his spelling. For, it was marvellous, he said, ‘to see the good order kept by the barges, and how banars and penauntes of armis, the which were beaten of fine gould, yllastring so goodly against the sonne, and allso the standardes, stremares of the conisaunsys and devisis ventyling with the wynd, allso the trompettes blowying, shallmes and mistrielles playing, the which was a right symtiois and tryhumfantt sight . . . and to her [hear] the sayd marvelles swet armone of the said ynstermentes, the which soundes to be a thing of a nother world.’20


There was only one thing wrong with the celebrations, and that was the surliness of the greater part of the Londoners. ‘Sir,’ said Anne, answering the King’s inquiries, ‘I liked the city well enough, but I saw a great many caps on heads and heard but a few tongues.’21 The common people of London looked on with disapproval and a sour humour. Everywhere the letters H and A had been set up by the city authorities among the decorations. ‘Ha Ha!’ the Londoners unkindly read them.


Now that Anne was crowned, it was outrageous, in Henry’s eyes, that his first wife should obstinately continue to call herself Queen. Already, even before the divorce was pronounced, her new title of ‘Princess Dowager’ had been announced to Katherine and rejected by her. Henry must try again. But for some time Katherine would not admit to her presence even Lord Mountjoy, her own servant, knowing him charged with these messages. At last, however, on July 3rd, he was allowed to see her, and found her with a very bad cough, and ‘lying upon her palet because she had pricked her foot with a pin’. When by her own order all her household had been summoned, Mountjoy announced the King’s will.


Katherine had waited for this. It was her cue, and now she would speak. But when she spoke to Mountjoy she spoke to the King, the Council, the Bishops – indeed to all England. First she explicitly refused the new title, and denied the justice of the divorce. As for the fear that any danger might threaten Mary because of her mother’s obduracy, the dauntless woman, no more Henry’s dutiful wife, but the daughter of generations of desperate fighters, set it aside as irrelevant. Mary was, she declared, ‘the King’s true begotten child, and as God had given her unto them, so for her part she would render her again to the King, as his daughter, to do with her as shall stand with his pleasure, trusting to God that she will prove an honest woman’.22 That was courage; the iron courage of Spain.


Next day Mountjoy and the commissioners came to her again. They had to take to the King a report of her words, and she questioned them sharply if they had them down correctly. ‘As nigh as we could remember’, Mountjoy told her. But she would not trust even his word, and bade them give her the ‘book’ they had made. When she had read a little she called for pen and ink, and, with an angry scribbling, she scored out the words ‘Princess Dowager’. The furious scratches of her pen are still there to be seen in the very paper that Katherine read that day.23


When she had done this, she told them to read over the whole of it to her, but she did not listen in silence. The writing charged her with vainglory for keeping the name of Queen; she broke out – ‘I would rather be a poor beggar’s wife and be sure of Heaven, than to be Queen of all the world and stand in doubt thereof.’ The second time she interrupted was when she heard herself spoken of ‘but as the King’s subject’. That was too much for the pride of Spain: ‘As long as the King took me for his wife’, she cried, ‘I was also his subject. But if the King take me not for his wife, I came not unto this realm as merchandise, nor yet to be married to any merchant, nor further to continue in the same, but as to be his lawful wife.’ She would never agree, she said, that her marriage was unlawful, for that would be ‘to confess to have been the King’s harlot this twenty-four years’. And what, she asked them next, was the court that had tried the case but one ‘much more partial and suspect’ than that of Rome could have been for the King? ‘But’, she cried, with mounting bitterness, ‘I think the place to have been more indifferent to have been adjudged in hell, where as no truth can be suffered; for as I do suppose the devils themselves trouble to see the truth of this cause so sore oppressed.’ After that outburst, and still more poignant than any anger, there followed words heavy with the full weight of her loneliness. For, calm once more, she told the commissioners – ‘I may err in any word, because I am no Englishwoman, but a Spaniard born, and have no learned council to advise me.’ It was the same cry that had broken from her when she appealed for advice to Ludovic Vives, as to ‘her countryman, who spoke the same language’, when first she knew that ‘the man she loved more than herself’24 was not only untrue but cruel.


She was a Spaniard born. For years she had so much forgotten it that her father could reproach her with her Englishry. Now, by her husband’s action, she was forced to remember. England during these last years had become for her a country of enemies, where only the helpless common folk and some few faithful ones were her friends.


Something at least of that loneliness and homesickness must have been understood by Mary, who now, more than ever, was united with her mother by an affection at once tender and fierce. Mary, the child, must have listened to tales of Spain; she must have remembered her grown-up cousin, the Emperor, who had visited England as her betrothed; Vives, a Spaniard, had taught her; Spaniards had often been about the Court; Spain was for her a country it was natural to love. It was not possible for the girl, with her quick temper and warm affections, to avoid confounding together now, and ever after, the remembrance of her mother, and the thought of Spain. But her mother, defenceless because an alien and a Spaniard, was wronged by the King, the Council, the Archbishops of England.


Soon, however, Mary was to experience for herself the anger of her father, and his new wife’s hatred. Already Chapuys, whose quick ears were always pricking at any rumour from the Court, had heard that Anne bragged openly how she would make the Princess her waiting-maid. Chapuys, it seems, could never be sure whether he more feared or hated ‘la Ana’ as he called her, and this rumour terrified him because he was sure that something worse than petty malice lay behind it. He believed that the purpose was ‘to give her [Mary] something to eat that will disagree with her, or else to get her married to some low fellow’.25 Either purpose was almost incredible, considering that as yet the King had no other heir, but the ambassador believed that a terrible change had come over Henry owing to the influence of Anne. He did not realize yet that what he dreaded in the King had always been innate in him, and that not Anne, but opposition had brought it out.


Henry’s new temper towards his daughter soon began to show. A little while after Mountjoy’s painful interview with Katherine, Lord Hussey, newly appointed Chamberlain to Mary, received an order from the King that she should give up all her jewels into the hands of Mistress Frances Elmer. Hussey, whose sympathy was no more with the King than was Mountjoy’s, found it a most unpleasant business. He had never, he declared, seen the jewels except when the Princess wore them. When he asked Lady Salisbury for an inventory, no inventory could be found. ‘The most’, Hussey wrote to Cromwell, ‘that I could get my lady to do was to bring forth the jewels and set [her] hand to the inventory [I] had made.’ For Mary was as obstinate as her mother, and from her mother had probably learnt her lesson. She would not give up the jewels unless she received the King’s letter for them. ‘Would to God,’ cried poor Hussey, distracted by the flimsy but baffling defences of women, ‘Would to God that the King and you did know what I have had to do here of late.’ At the end of August he was still unhappily employed in trying to get possession of such of the King’s plate as had been granted to Mary’s use. But the clerk of the Princess’s Jewel House had never seen it, and Lady Salisbury, when approached, replied tartly that ‘it was occupied at all such seasons as the Princess is diseased, and cannot well be spared’.26
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