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            Not Without Westmorland

            For Christine Raafat

         

         
            
               I rise early and go to the Standing,

               the grass at my feet pearled with dew.

               Gillyflowers scent the air

               and small birds call in the trees

            

            
                         but this land is not my land

            

            
               Knole shuffles its red-brick chimneys,

               its casements and gables into a semblance

               of order. Behind me the Wilderness

               watches, deer hesitate in the bracken

            

            
                       these walls are not my walls

            

            
               I open the Psalms and read

               “I am like an owl in the desert.”

               I will copy the words into my book.

               Once I dressed as a queen of Egypt

            

            
                        this place is not my place

            

            
               a woman who put her fears to flight

               and refused to yield.

               Now I know what to answer:

               I will defend my rights –

            

            
                        not without Westmorland

            

         

         © Mary Robinson 2016

      

   


   
      
         
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

         

         Lady Anne Clifford (1590–1676) was an English aristocrat and an early woman of letters. She kept accounts, books of record and diaries (often contemporaneously but sometimes retrospectively), for which I am entirely indebted to her. Many editions of her writings have been published and I am grateful in this respect for the work of D.J.H. Clifford, Vita Sackville-West, Jessica Malay and Katherine O. Acheson. I have also gleaned information about her life from many other sources; an invaluable one has been the biography, ‘Lady Anne Clifford’, by George C. Williamson (Second Edition 1967).

         I have used Lady Anne’s diaries extensively to write her story and have tried to interpret her character and experiences (as I see them) as closely as I can. Readers will understand that I have written a novel and therefore much of the detail of my writing has necessarily been the product of my imagination, including a few minor characters.

         I have quoted a number of original letters and documents which are fundamental to the story; these are italicised in the text. In a few cases, where a letter is mentioned in the diary but the original text is not available, I have composed one to fit the bill; they are not italicised.

         There are several words, commonplace during the seventeenth century, which may be unfamiliar to the 21st Century reader; I have explained them briefly in the Glossary on page 340.

         If any event or personality has been misrepresented, or work used which has not been acknowledged, the error is entirely mine and I apologise unreservedly.

         I hope the Lady Anne would not disagree with my take on her story.

         
             

         

         Christine Raafat, Cumbria, 2019
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            Part One

         

      

   


   
      
         
12
            CHAPTER ONE

            1599

         

         “PRAY, Lady Anne, do not run so far ahead! My old bones cannot keep up with you.”

         Anne skipped down the passageway, its stone floor and walls echoing her step and her trilling song. She enjoyed the feeling of the brocaded skirts of the best gown she wore for this occasion bouncing round her knees. Behind her, negotiating the uneven steps of the spiral staircase, hobbled Mrs Taylour, her governess since she was a small child. Anne was still small in stature; at nine years of age she knew she could be taken for a seven-year-old, but her behaviour and bearing were evidence of the gravity gained from those additional years. The only surviving child of George, 3rd Earl of Cumberland and his Countess, Lady Margaret Russell, Anne had dark eyes and a dimpled chin like her father, while her round face, full cheeks and the peak of brown hair on her high forehead reminded many people of her mother. She was confident and well-versed in the manners befitting a young noblewoman of her rank, but she was not a solemn or prim child; she was often merry and playful and could be mischievous.

         Mrs Taylour reached level ground and realised that the passageway had fallen silent.

         “Lady Anne! Lady Anne, where are you?”

         The only reply came from the echo. Anne dived into an alcove further down the passage, where there was a bend so that she could not be seen from Mrs Taylour’s direction. She held her breath, clutching her skirts to prevent them from rustling, and listened to her governess’s approaching footsteps, ready to jump out for maximum effect.

         “Lady Anne, you’ll be the death of me!” Mrs Taylour gasped, her hand pressing against her chest and her sallow face softening 13with amused pride. Anne giggled with glee; she was in high spirits this May morning, on her way to meet her new tutor. She had heard much of Samuel Daniel, a well-known poet, so she was impatient to meet him and hear more about the literature she would be studying.

         Lady Cumberland was waiting with Master Daniel in the small chamber which Anne and Mrs Taylour used as a schoolroom. A fire crackled in the grate and was reflected in the wooden panelling on the walls and the polished table where Anne and Mrs. Taylour studied. There were books on the table and on the shelves and more were piled up on the floor. A writing desk near the leaded window held Anne’s inkwell, quills and a sheaf of paper. Anne examined the tall gentleman standing beside her mother; he was fashionably dressed, with a trim beard and, above a long, hooked nose, a pair of eyes so bright she felt they lit up the room. She liked him immediately and stepped forward, smiling, to curtsey to her mother and then to him.

         “Good morning, my lady mother. Good morning, Master Daniel, I am Anne Clifford.”

         Samuel Daniel looked at her with curiosity; perhaps he had been wondering about his new pupil. She knew he was well-acquainted with her mother, and greatly respected her as a cultivated and intelligent woman of sound judgment, as did all who knew her. Was he wondering whether her daughter would be of a similar stamp? Anne determined not to disappoint him. He bowed low, with his right arm stretched out so that the white ostrich feathers of his doffed hat fluttered prettily behind him. He bowed also towards Mrs Taylour, who curtsied in turn. The introductions over, Lady Margaret indicated that they should all sit down.

         “My daughter has loved the poetry of Geoffrey Chaucer since she was a very young child, Master Daniel. It was read to her before she could read herself, and I believe she continues to read the poems and tales now.”

         “That’s admirable, my lady, I’m pleased to hear it. We shall certainly continue with that habit. Chaucer’s tales are most 14instructive in the ways of the world,” the poet said.

         Anne, her face alight with interest, was delighted to hear this. “What else shall I learn?” she asked.

         “We have many wonderful poets who write in the English language and are ornaments of it, as well as dispensing wisdom through its agency,” Daniel said. “Men such as Spenser and Sidney have introduced a certain type of pastoral poetry to our language which is well suited to a lady of your lineage. I myself have written verses celebrating the Fair Rosamund, who was your ladyship’s own ancestor, and other verses which my patron, her ladyship your mother, has generously allowed me to dedicate to her illustrious self.” He stood to bow again in Lady Cumberland’s direction.

         A footman brought in refreshments of spiced wine and the knot biscuits that Anne had helped to make, and then they fell to talking about some of the philosophers Anne would study, even mentioning William Gilberd’s exciting new work on magnets.

         “I shall look forward to it, Master Daniel,” Anne said, “And I should also like to become more familiar with the works of Virgil and Ovid who preceded them.”

         At this Lady Cumberland intervened, “There is every possibility of that, but only in translation, for I’m afraid my lord will not countenance the learning of foreign tongues.”

         Samuel Daniel nodded solemnly but made no comment.

         
            [image: ]

         

         Anne saw little of her father during her childhood but grew close to her mother.

         “Please tell me more about my lord father’s voyages, lady mother,” she said, while she was practising cross-stitch.

         “My lord goes abroad on the Queen’s business,” her mother told her. “He sails to distant lands such as the West Indies and Madagascar, in search of treasure.” Hearing this, Anne took down Ortelius’s maps of the world and together they searched for these exotic places.

         “They are a great distance away are they not, lady mother?” 15she said. “Don’t you think ships that sail the high seas are very romantic? I have seen them sometimes on the river Thames. They have very tall masts with flying pennants and look like a strange copse sprouting from the river! Pray tell me more about my father.”

         “Once, your lord father helped Sir Walter Raleigh when the Queen’s Navy was fighting the Spanish Armada, and he brought news of their victory to Her Majesty. Queen Elizabeth holds him in such high esteem that she lends him ships with venerable names, such as ‘Golden Lion’ and ‘Victory’ to make his expeditions.”

         “My father must be a very special noble Lord!” Anne said.

         “Indeed he is,” Lady Margaret said, “And not just because of his sea-going adventures. During the year of your birth, the Queen chose him as her official Champion, to carry her favour at the jousts in the tilt-yards at Whitehall. Ask him to show you the Queen’s favour – a glove that he wears pinned to his hat.”

         “Oh! What an honour! I will ask him,” Anne said. “What a great man he must be.”

         During his next sojourn, after his daughter had exclaimed over the many jewels on the Queen’s glove, the Earl took her hand and led her down a passage to a closet where she gazed, speechless, at a suit of sky-blue armour decorated with gold stars.

         “And this,” he said, “Is the armour I wear when I compete in the Queen’s name.”

         
            [image: ]

         

         Another day, when heavy snow prevented a planned excursion on horseback, Anne and her mother sat near the fire with their embroidery. Anne begged for stories from the past and Lady Margaret began to recount the mysterious tale of one of Anne’s ancestors.

         “Henry de Clifford lived over a hundred years ago,” the Countess began. “He became known as the ‘Shepherd Lord’, because he was raised by shepherds on the fells of Yorkshire and Cumberland to hide him from enemies who would have killed him in revenge for a murder committed by his father.” 16

         “I didn’t know there was a murderer in the family!” Anne said.

         “Henry was brought up as the shepherds’ own child,” Lady Margaret said, “He was not taught to read or write, in case his education should give him away. He spent all his life, until he was a man, tending the sheep and his great delight was to watch the course of the stars in the night sky from his shepherd’s hut.”

         “What happened to him?” Anne asked.

         “The story goes that when the wars swung the other way, Henry ‘The Shepherd Lord’ was presented to the new King. The Clifford honours and lands were restored to him and he was given a seat in parliament.”

         Anne clapped her hands. “What a wonderful ending!”

         “Wait,” Lady Margaret said, “That isn’t the end! Henry married twice and had many children. When he was an old man one of his young grandsons asked him to read the family’s fortune in the stars. He thought about it for a long time, and then he foretold that this grandson would have two sons, between whom and their descendants there would be mighty legal battles. He predicted that the male line of the family would end with those two sons or soon after them.”

         “Well,” Anne said, “So it wasn’t a good ending after all. But it hasn’t come true.”

         “No,” her mother murmured, “It’s only a story”.
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         Anne sometimes wrote letters to her father, but he rarely replied, although he had recently commented approvingly on her handwriting. His absence always left an empty feeling in her life and disappointment that he did not seem very interested in his only child, however hard she tried to impress him. He thinks me pretty and tells me so but would he have spent more time at home with us if my brothers, Lord Francis and Lord Robert had lived, she wondered. Is he disappointed that I am a girl? I try to show him that I am progressing in my learning and discourse, but I rarely have the chance of serious conversation with him. 17

         Her mother sensed Anne’s dissatisfaction, but misunderstood its cause.

         “Don’t worry, my dear,” Lady Margaret said, “You are your father’s sole heir. The ancient entail assures that.”

         “What is the entail, lady mother?” Anne asked.

         “It’s a legal term,” her mother said, “Meaning that the lands and castles belonging to the Cliffords must be passed down only to their direct descendants. Each generation passes them to the next, whether that is sons or daughters.”
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         Even though he was often away, when the Earl came home from the seas he always made a fuss of Anne and sometimes brought her gifts. She was proud that he had a special version of her name, which only he used. Once, he summoned her to his chamber soon after he had arrived. She entered the room hopefully and inhaled its air of disuse, now overlaid with the scent of tobacco. A large wooden trunk occupied the corner near the window, its jumbled contents spilling on to the floor.

         “Come, Nan, see what I have brought for my cleverest daughter!” he said as he pointed to a mysterious box covered by a heavy cloth.

         “What is it, my lord father?” Anne asked as she approached.

         “You must take off the cover and see what is beneath,” he smiled, indicating that she should lift the cloth. Anne knelt beside the box, timidly lifted a corner of the cover and tried to peep under it. She could see only the box’s wooden side above the darkness within. She pulled the cloth away and peered inside. There was something moving – no, many things moving – silvery segmented worms, wriggling and crawling over piles of leaves. She stared at them in fascination and then looked enquiringly at her father.

         “Silkworms,” he said.

         “Oh! Are they for me?”

         “Yes, indeed, but you must trouble to take care of them. They eat only mulberry leaves and must be kept neither too warm nor 18too cold. If you look after them well, they may one day spin some silk for you.”

         Anne was thrilled by this gift. She loved, and often played with, the cats and dogs which were always around the house but having sole responsibility for living creatures was a new experience and one that she took very seriously. The silkworms were a daily reminder of her father and a reassurance that he did think of her while he was away. Perhaps he missed her, as she missed him. She was not sure that he thought of her mother, however, and she sometimes saw a sad, far-away look on her mother’s beautiful face when his name was mentioned.
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            CHAPTER TWO

            1602–3

         

         Anne was collecting mulberry leaves when her maid came to summon her to her mother’s chamber.

         “Anne, we shall visit your aunt at her country house, North Hall. Pray help Millie to prepare your things, for we shall travel tomorrow,” said Lady Margaret.

         “But why, why are we going away?” Anne protested. “Why can we not wait to see my lord father? I heard only yesterday that he will be home soon. Shall he join us at North Hall?”

         “I thought you would be delighted about our visit. You always love to hear my sister talk of her times at Court, her duties as one of the Queen’s favourite Ladies. And my other sister, Elizabeth, will also be there, with Frances,” her mother said, tight-lipped as she dismissed her.

         This was better news; Anne’s cousin Frances, three years older than her, was someone she loved and looked up to. She went to prepare her silkworms for the journey, giving them plenty of mulberry leaves and wrapping their box in an old blanket to keep out the cold. If she couldn’t stay to see her father, at least she could take her silkworms with her to make her feel a little closer to him. Millie would make sure the rest of her necessities were packed.
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         Two days later, picking lavender in the gardens of North Hall with Frances, Anne found it hard to shake off the mood of disappointment.

         “What troubles you, little coz? You are not your usual jaunty self; is something wrong?” Frances asked.

         “Oh Frances,” Anne turned a pinched face towards her, “I’m sorry! I am really very pleased to see you, it’s just that… well… I 20wish we could have come a few days later, after my lord father had come home, that’s all.”

         “Your father was expected home?” Frances asked.

         “Yes. We heard his ship had docked and then we came away,” Anne said.

         “Did your lady mother give you any reason?” Frances said.

         “No. She looked cross when I asked, so I didn’t ask again,” Anne replied. “I don’t understand, Frances.”

         Frances stopped walking and stared silently at the ground for a while. Anne put down her bunch of lavender and began to twist her fingers in her apron and bite her lip.

         “Frances?” Anne said.

         “Yes, little coz,” Frances said slowly, putting her arm round the twelve-year-old’s slim shoulders. “I think I may be privy to a clue to this mystery, but I’m not sure that I should tell you.”

         “Please tell me, Frances, please. I can’t bear not understanding things. It’s easier to deal with bad news when you know the truth, but I’m constantly worrying about what is wrong and imagining all sorts of bad things because I don’t know what it is. It can’t be worse than the things I have already imagined. I pray you; tell me so that I may make sense of this distress!” Anne ran her fingers along the stalks beside the path, scattered shredded lavender flowers onto the ground and looked up into Frances’s affectionate face.

         “Very well,” Frances said, sighing. Anne nodded to encourage her. “I will share with you what I know. I hope your lady mother will not be angry with me; she hasn’t told you herself, so perhaps she doesn’t want you to know, but I see how upset you are and I think you would feel better if you did.”

         “I won’t tell,” Anne said.

         “Very well… I have heard it said,” Frances took a deep breath and continued, “I have heard it said that your mother is angry with your father because he sometimes spends too much time with other ladies he likes, rather than her. That may be why she didn’t want to see him and preferred to be here, in company with her sisters. What do you think?” 21

         Tears brimmed in Anne’s eyes. She gulped and tried to blink them away. She let go of her crumpled apron and threw her arms round Frances, burying her face in the folds of her cousin’s satin cloak.

         “I see,” she said with a watery smile when she finally pulled away from the older girl’s embrace, “Thank you, Frances. That makes more sense to me.” She sighed and said,

         “Would you like to see my silkworms?”
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         A few months later Anne was told that they would be going to visit Aunt Warwick again, this time at her town house in the city. Anne greeted this announcement with pleasure but was tersely told that it was a solemn matter and not an occasion for celebration. She worried that her aunt had perhaps been taken ill, but when they arrived at Bedford House Lady Warwick greeted them herself, as vigorous and warm as ever; Anne was her goddaughter, her namesake, and held a special place in her heart.

         Shortly after their arrival, Anne was called to her mother’s chamber. The curtains were closed and the candlelit room was dark and stuffy.

         “Anne, pray come and sit down, for I have something of great import to tell you,” Lady Margaret said. “It may be upsetting to you, as it is to me, but I hope you will take it bravely.

         “The truth is that there is to be a change in our circumstances.”

         “I am attending your words, my lady,” Anne said solemnly.

         “The change is this; henceforth my lord your father and I shall no longer share a household. When he returns from expeditions in the future, we shall not see each other. I hope it will be possible for you to see him from time to time, but he will have to arrange this for you. In the meantime, you and I shall stay here for a while, where I hope you are content.”

         Anne stared at her mother in silence while her mind paddled like a swan’s feet. Her first thought was that she must have done something terribly wrong to cause this calamity. Tears prickled 22her eyes and her hands went up to cover her face as if hiding her shame. Her distant hero was to become infinitely more remote and she could not think how she might have deserved this. When she looked up, her mother appeared so pale and sad that Anne jumped up and ran to her. Their arms went around each other and they both shook with the deep sobs that could no longer be contained.

         When the wave of grief subsided, Anne pulled back and sat on a footstool at her mother’s feet. She shivered. Realising that her most urgent question might never be answered if she didn’t ask it now, she eventually looked up and said,

         “Why, my lady?”

         The Countess sighed and an expression of compassion replaced the distress on her face.

         “My dear daughter, you mean the world to me and I would not hurt or distress you for anything if I could avoid it. I will answer your question; I think that at twelve you are old enough to understand and you must never believe that you are in any way to blame.

         “The fact is that your father has decided to live with a ‘lady of quality’ in London. He prefers her company to mine and perhaps she is less inclined than I have been to comment on his profligate ways. Our marriage was not what either of us would have chosen, but my father saw it as desirable at the time and we made the best of it for a number of years. We even had some affection once but have grown apart and become intolerant of each other lately. I hope God will grant you grace to understand and to forgive us both, in His good time.”

         “Dearest mother, there is nothing for me to forgive. You are the best mother to me that I could ever imagine and I will never blame you for this, because I know that you have suffered greatly and without complaint. It is kind of you to say that I’m not to blame, but I can’t help thinking that I might have done more to help. You are dearer to me than I can say and I shall be proud always to stand at your side.” Anne felt her neck reddening and could not bring herself to mention her father.

         The Countess continued, “I thank God that He has given 23me such a loyal and loving daughter and I thank you, Anne, for bringing me happiness and joy even in the darkest of times.

         “I’m afraid that we shall have to make sacrifices in the future and shall be more straitened than ever, since your father’s recent expeditions have been unsuccessful. He is heavily in debt and we’ll not be uppermost in his mind. My sisters have offered us generous help but I don’t wish to depend entirely on them. I shall do all I can to keep Master Daniel engaged as your tutor, but it may be necessary to reduce the time he spends with you. I know that you’ll understand the need for frugality and I fervently hope for both our sakes that your father’s fortunes will soon improve.”

         Anne sat at her mother’s feet and was silent for some time. She heard the rain beating against the window panes and the solemn and relentless tick of the clock. Heavy thoughts piled up in her mind like bricks, and then the silence was broken by a knock at the door. She left her mother to answer the maid’s query, excused herself and went to make sure that there was a sufficient supply of mulberry leaves.
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         A few days later Anne, who had been very quiet since she learned of the separation, approached her mother with suppressed excitement. The Countess, busy preparing herbs for a remedial draught, looked at her with one eyebrow raised.

         “My lady, my Aunt Warwick is to attend the Queen at Hampton Court tomorrow and she has said that with your permission I might accompany her,” Anne said, trying to stop herself from jigging up and down. “May I go?”

         Margaret placed a hand on her daughter’s arm and said,

         “It will be a diversion for you and one you deserve. I am pleased that your aunt has suggested it; of all the Ladies of the Privy Chamber, you know, she is the closest to the Queen and you will begin to learn the workings of the court. Go, child, with my blessing and enjoy it, but remember all you have been taught about good manners.” 24

         “Oh, thank you, lady mother! Shall I wear my brown brocade gown with the lace cuffs? I feel very grown up in that.”

         When the coach was ready at the door and Lady Warwick descended the stairs in Court dress, Anne could not take her eyes off her and said, “Oh, my lady aunt, you look magnificent! I can’t help admiring your gown; everything seems to sparkle.”

         Lady Warwick was wearing a black velvet bodice encrusted with pearls and strings of pearls hung round her neck. Her stiffened ruff and lace cuffs were decorated with gold thread and her black silk skirts stood out from her pinched waist to cover her ample hips. She was helped into the coach by two sturdy footmen and settled herself before she spoke.

         “I thank you, Anne. But you know, sometimes carrying the weight of all these clothes is almost too much to bear.” The coach lurched into the crowded street as she continued, “Under these wide skirts is a heavy farthingale, strapped round me with tapes so tight that I feel like a trussed goose. It is impossible to move faster than a sleep-walker!”

         “I think the result is surely worth the effort,” Anne said. “You look very grand indeed!”

         “You will see many courtiers and visitors in rich clothes at court,” said Aunt Warwick. “And you will find that there are strict rules about who is allowed to wear what. For instance, only the highest ranks can wear silk, velvet, cloth of gold or the colour purple, so if you see these you will know that the wearer is someone of great importance.”

         “Thank you for telling me that, Aunt Warwick,” Anne said, noting that her aunt’s apparel included both silk and velvet. “I can see that I have much to learn about these matters before I can become part of that glittering world.”

         It was a short ride from the house near the Strand to the river, where the Countess of Bedford’s shallop waited at a busy landing stage beside the Fleet Bridge. This magnificent barge with its colourful canopy, rowed by a crew of eight liveried men, was one of the speediest and most luxurious vessels on the Thames. 25Anne watched smaller and slower craft scuttle out of the way of the notable Bedford boat, but it rocked alarmingly when other vessels passed nearby and made Anne feel rather queasy. As she settled into the lavish cushions she noticed that familiar buildings alongside the Thames looked different from this angle. There was Somerset House gliding past on the right and Whitehall Palace, then the Houses of Parliament and behind that the square towers of Westminster Abbey. Lambeth Palace rose from the marshes on the southern bank, its red brick façade complementing the green of the walnut tree close by. Soon they were clear of the city; there was less traffic trying to cross the river under their bows and trees and meadows replaced buildings on its banks.
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         After three hours Anne was relieved to disembark at the palace. Hampton Court was a seemingly endless labyrinth of passageways and opulent rooms, everything becoming more luxurious as they made their way through the commotion to approach Queen Elizabeth’s apartments. Anne held close to Aunt Warwick, afraid of losing her way in the throng. But it was clear, from the way the crowds parted to let them through, that Aunt Warwick was recognised by everyone as a person of very high rank indeed. The nearer they came to the Queen, Anne noticed, the higher the rank of the people who crowded there and the more sharply orders were given and obeyed.

         “We are now very close to the Queen’s audience chamber,” said Aunt Warwick at last, leading her into a small, less crowded side-room with seats lining the walls and some small tables. “You may remain here and you will find young pages and attendants of noble birth who will be happy to pass the time playing cards and other games when they are not engaged in errands for their lords and ladies. I will send my attendant to check that all is well with you and shall come to see you when I can.”

         “I shall be very happy here, my lady aunt. I like nothing better than making new friends and observing the people around me,” Anne said. 26

         She was greeted boisterously from time to time by many of her contemporaries there, including Richard and Edward Sackville, waiting on their grandfather, the Earl of Dorset; Alethea Talbot, daughter of the Earl of Shrewsbury; and Elizabeth Manners, niece of the Earl of Rutland. Gradually she relaxed and began to enjoy the spirited atmosphere among these young people, all vying for recognition and benevolence from the most influential of the courtiers around them. Anne’s relationship to the Countess of Warwick, she found, was a trump card with many of them. With Richard Sackville, a young man of her own age, she found a common interest in literature and they shared thoughts about the philosophers and poets they had read.

         “Do you know Chaucer?” Anne asked him.

         “Of course, and I enjoy his tales of pilgrimage on the way to Canterbury. I think he writes of serious ideas in a way which makes them seem interesting and often amusing. I love the Miller’s Tale – it tells of a student at Oxford University, where I myself shall attend, and makes me laugh a lot.”

         “I have not read that tale,” Anne said, “But I find his writing vividly descriptive and his characters most entertaining.”

         “The Miller’s Tale may not be suitable reading for a young lady such as yourself,” cut in Edward Sackville, who had been standing behind his brother while they talked. Anne looked at him, wondering what he meant by this, but Richard dug his elbow into Edward’s ribs and they moved away, pretending to fight. Anne felt sure Edward had deliberately distracted Richard’s attention away from her.
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         Sometimes Anne could admire the Queen from afar when she glimpsed her passing by, but she knew she was most unlikely to meet her. One day, after they had returned to Bedford House from attending the Queen at Greenwich Palace, Aunt Warwick was talking to Lady Margaret about friends of hers who were also Ladies of the Privy Chamber. Anne was reading her Book 27of Psalms, but she looked up when Aunt Warwick mentioned her name.

         “The Queen noticed Anne at Court today,” Aunt Warwick was saying. “She asked who she was and then complimented me on her bearing and behaviour. That created a stir amongst the Ladies!”

         Anne looked down at her book again to hide the joy and pride that coloured her face.

         The next time Aunt Warwick was with the Queen, Anne stayed in an antechamber, as usual, to play backgammon with one of the pages who attended the Queen’s Chamberlain. It was a busy morning and the room was full of young courtiers. Suddenly their attention was seized by a quickening, a stir in the atmosphere as people flickered into life, jumped to attention and began to scramble.

         A resounding voice announced, “Her Majesty the Queen!”

         Anne and her companion leapt to their feet and everyone fell silent, bowing and curtseying as the white-faced monarch appeared in the doorway, her skirts filling the space as she haughtily surveyed the chamber. Aunt Warwick materialised at Anne’s side as the Queen stepped down into the room and came towards her.

         “I have noticed you here before, child. You are Cumberland’s daughter, are you not?” the Queen said. Anne straightened up from her well-practised curtsy and replied,

         “Yes, Your Grace. You do me great honour.” She curtsied again. As she looked up into the Queen’s face, she noticed that the whitened skin was much more pock-marked and wrinkled than her portraits showed, some of her teeth were missing and the rest were blackened.

         “I have told your aunt that she should be very proud of you,” Elizabeth said in a loud voice as she turned and stalked slowly out of the room.

         A hubbub broke out around Anne. People who had never paid her much attention in the past surrounded her, questioning her and declaring their surprise at the fortune of this child in being singled out by the sovereign who had never given many of them a second glance. Most of them seemed admiring, but a few, 28including young Edward Sackville, were clearly envious and Anne was relieved when they lost interest and drifted away.
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         Anne and her mother were reading Samuel Daniel’s poetry in the luxurious drawing chamber at Bedford House, when a maid came to say that Lady Warwick wished them to attend her in her chamber.

         “Come in, come in,” Aunt Warwick said with more animation than usual. “Sit down, Margaret. Anne, sit here.”

         “What is it, sister? What’s happened?” Margaret asked.

         “I have some news for you both and I have no doubt that you will be as excited as I am when you have heard it!” Aunt Warwick said. Anne and Margaret looked at each other.

         “Pray tell us then, don’t keep us…” Margaret said, but was interrupted by her sister.

         “I am trying to tell you, but you must let me speak!” Aunt Warwick said. They were silent. Aunt Warwick took a deep breath.

         “Some of the ladies and I were playing ‘One and Thirty’ today when the Queen walked in and we all stood as quickly as we could. You will never believe what she said!”

         “Oh!” Anne and Margaret groaned together.

         “Wait!” Aunt Warwick said, “I’m coming to the point! The Queen’s words were, ‘I am thinking of making some new appointments to the Privy Chamber. Some of you ladies are nearly as old as me! I have resolved that when she reaches the age of fourteen, the Lady Anne Clifford shall become a Lady of the Bedchamber, in the footsteps of her aunt.’ There! What do you think of that?”

         Anne and Margaret gasped. Margaret spoke first.

         “That is wonderful news, sister. We are honoured.”

         “I can hardly believe it!” Anne said. “I can’t wait for my birthday next January. I shall be so proud to serve our glorious Queen. No-one could ask for more!” 29
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         Not long afterwards, Aunt Warwick brought very worrying news on her return from court.

         “The Queen is sickening,” she said. “I don’t know what ails her, but I fear she may be mortally ill. She is nearly seventy years old and her physicians said today that she must not be moved from Greenwich. I fear the worst. We must prepare ourselves.”

         Anne would not give up her dreams yet. She prayed night and day for her sovereign’s recovery, but only a few days later Aunt Warwick returned home early with a very sad face.

         “Her Grace died during the night,” she told them tearfully. “I was with her at the last. It was a peaceful end, like the last few years of her great reign. God rest her soul.”

         Anne cried bitterly. Margaret tried to comfort her, but she was inconsolable for many hours. Not only had she lost her beloved sovereign, but her ambition to become, like her aunt, one of the great Queen’s most intimate and publicly recognised ladies, had been dashed.

         The whole country mourned ‘Gloriana’, who had reigned for 45 years of relative peace and prosperity in the land. Without an immediate heir, the dying Queen had proposed her distant cousin, James, King of Scotland as her successor. Anne went out into Cheapside with Frances and their ladies; they mingled with the crowds and heard the proclamation of the new King’s accession.

         “Frances, I am still troubled by the Queen’s death,” Anne said. “But I can’t help being excited by the feeling of change and renewal in the air!” Frances agreed.

         
            [image: ]

         

         Plans were laid for a funeral worthy of Good Queen Bess: Aunt Warwick and Lady Margaret were to take their turns as watchers around the body of the Queen until the funeral.

         “I was favoured by the Queen! I loved her dearly and I wish with all my heart to pay my respects,” Anne said, clenching her fists and pumping her arms to emphasise her words. “In a few 30months’ time I would have become a Lady of the Bedchamber. Please, please my lady mother, arrange for me to take a turn or two as well.”

         Margaret frowned.

         “No, Anne, it will not be possible; you are too young to undertake such a task. You had as yet no official position at court and it would not be fitting. Your aunt agrees with me and I am certain that your father would say the same.”

         Recognising the finality of her mother’s words, and knowing better than to argue, Anne tried to swallow her frustration. It grew even stronger when she was also told that she was too small to walk in the funeral procession through the streets; she was permitted only to stand in the church to hear the service. But I shall content myself with bidding farewell to my dearly beloved sovereign in that way and welcoming the new era, she told herself.

      

   


   
      
         
31
            CHAPTER THREE

            1603

         

         “I have lost the position at court that I have held for the greater part of my life, as well as my beloved sovereign and friend,” Aunt Warwick told Anne and Margaret. “I have no more interest or purpose in life.” They could find no way of comforting her. The Queen’s death was a tragedy for her; she collapsed and withdrew to North Hall to mourn, feeling far from well.

         Lady Margaret decided that she and Anne would travel to her ancestral home, Chenies in Buckinghamshire, where they were joined by Cousin Frances.

         “There is to be a Royal Progress from Edinburgh to Windsor,” Frances told Anne. “It will be like a great river of people meandering south. I have heard that there will be so many people accompanying the King and the Queen that they will often have to travel separately! Few of the great houses where they will stay are large enough to accommodate them both, along with their trains of servants and supporters. Your father will be with the King.”

         “And we shall go north to meet the Queen’s train,” Margaret announced. “We must pay our respects to Her Majesty and travel part of the way with her, as is expected of the wife and daughter of one of the foremost noblemen of England.”

         “That is exciting! Do you know what she is like?” Anne asked.

         “She is a princess of Denmark and Norway,” Margaret said. “I believe she is a cultured and educated person.”

         “How old is she?” Anne asked.

         “I think she is about thirty years old,” Frances said. “Eight years younger than the King. They have a son, Henry, who is about nine and a second son, Charles.”

         “You know so much!” Anne said.32
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         When they reached Althorp they found chaos such as they had never seen before. Queen Anne’s people had been unable to organize the crowds and it was clear that there was no chance of their being presented to Her Majesty before it was time to leave again.

         “There’s a rumour,” Frances told Anne as the procession slowly wound its way along the narrow lanes of Northamptonshire, “That we are heading for Grafton. My mother told me.”

         “Grafton! But that is my lord father’s place! Are the King and Queen to be entertained there? Pray, lady mother, tell me more about it!” Anne said, almost rocking the coach in her excitement.

         “I regret my dear that I know no more than you do,” Lady Margaret said, “I believe there is to be a banquet, but I shall not be the hostess for the royal visitors. Frances’s mother, my sister Elizabeth, is helping your father and by now the preparations for such a magnificent occasion must be well under way. I am no longer regarded as the mistress of your father’s house, even for this day. But of course we shall attend the banquet.” The Countess spoke as of a commonplace, but Anne flushed with emotion.

         “Well I shall not go!” Anne declared, her voice rising as her anger with her father came to the surface. “Father is still your wedded lord, is he not? It does him no credit to spurn and humiliate you in this way. The fault is his in this falling-out between you, yet he punishes you as if you are the one who is in the wrong. No, I shall not attend his royal carousal!”

         “I have never heard you criticise your father like this before,” Lady Margaret said, her raised eyebrows giving away how taken aback she was by this outburst. “And I am not sure that it is seemly, although I sympathise with your angry feelings and am touched that you take my part.

         “But let us consider this invitation further. What would result from a refusal?”

         “I think my father might be angry and from that he might learn how angry I am with him!” Anne said with considerable heat, turning to face her mother who remained unruffled. 33

         “Why would he be angry, do you think?” Margaret asked.

         Anne hesitated and frowned.

         “I don’t know! Perhaps he does want me to be there, but he pays little enough attention to me at any other time, so I find it hard to believe that is the reason.”

         “Imagine yourself in his shoes,” Lady Margaret said reasonably. “You have invited your only child to the very grandest of occasions, attended by the King and Queen, and she refuses to accept. What would you feel?”

         Anne struggled with her own feelings of anger and neglect, glancing at Frances, who gave her a nod of encouragement. Anne then tried to imagine what her father’s emotions might be in this situation and sat back.

         “I suppose he might feel slighted?” she ventured, more calmly.

         Lady Margaret continued, “And is it possible that anyone else might seem to have been slighted on this occasion, if we refuse to attend?”

         Anne’s face and neck flushed darker as she thought about it and she took in a sharp breath. She well understood the juggling that would go on throughout the court with all the courtiers and great families vying for influence and position with the new King and Queen. This banquet was her father’s bid for recognition and, however furious she was with him, she knew it would be unforgiveable to jeopardize that. Her head drooped and swung slowly from side to side as she bit her finger and stared at the floor, gradually recognising the possible consequences of her impetuous reaction.

         “Oh! Do you mean the King and Queen? I should not wish that at all! I am sorry, my lady. I was angry because I saw that my father had slighted you and I wished to pay him back. I still feel he deserves that, but now I see that I’d allowed the feelings of my heart to carry away my reason. I must swallow the bitter potion and learn the lesson that … that …” her voice trailed away as she fought back tears, uncertain what she was really trying to say.

         “That a hasty decision, made on the crest of a wave of emotion, 34is often one that will plunge you unthinking into a trough of trouble!” her mother finished off with satisfaction, indicating that the point had been made and the conversation was over.
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         Now thirteen, Anne was allowed to appoint two young women to attend her. The first was to be her companion and lady-in-waiting; Lady Elizabeth Wharton was the daughter of a baron, chosen because she was a northerner who shared Anne’s interest in literature and was an accomplished needlewoman. Fair-haired, taller than Anne and a year and a half older, she nevertheless deferred to her in the characteristic way of a shy, quiet, but by no means subservient, attendant. By taking this post she would learn more about the running of a noble household and take part in many social occasions. It was a chance to improve her marriage prospects.

         The second young woman, chosen to be Anne’s maid, was Mary Whitcroft, a plump 17-year-old gentlewoman whose father was a member of Lord Cumberland’s retinue. She had become an authority on fashionable dress, although her rank did not permit her to wear court dress herself, and she was sometimes outspoken in her criticisms of the attire of others, however grand. There was also Millie, a young maidservant whom Anne shared with her mother.

         Anne approached the banquet with jumbled fears and excitements. As she prepared for it in the chamber allotted to her and her ladies, they chattered about her dilemmas.

         “I am excited!” Anne said. “I love to be part of a great throng at a grand occasion such as this, but I am also angry that my father is humiliating my mother by excluding her from the arrangements. I don’t know what to think!”

         “Is your lady mother angry about it?” Mary asked.

         “I don’t think so,” Anne said. “Millie, do you think my mother is angry?”

         “No, my lady,” Millie said, tying on Anne’s bum-roll for the latest French farthingale. “My Lady Margaret has never mentioned it in my hearing.” 35

         “Well then, you have nothing to worry about, Anne,” Elizabeth said. “If your lady mother is not annoyed, why should you be? Mayhap she’s pleased that she doesn’t have to do all the work or take responsibility for the arrangements and the feast!” They all laughed as they admired the gold thread embroidery on the fine fabric and the delicate lace edging to the low-cut bodice which showed off Anne’s newly-developing breasts.

         “How will my father treat me, though?” Anne said, as another thought occurred to her. “Will he acknowledge me before all these important people?”

         “Of course he will, you may be sure of it,” Elizabeth said. “You are his only child, his heir, the most precious thing in his life! And once we have finished dressing you in your new gown and adorning you with finery, his pride in you will be doubled!”

         Mary exclaimed over the new shorter skirt which left Anne’s small feet and fashionable shoes on view and said, “I will thread gold wires through your hair so that it will catch the light. And if you wear the pearl necklace and drop earrings that he brought home for you from his voyages, your lord father will be so delighted with you that there will be no question of him ignoring you.”

         When their work was finished they turned her round to look at her reflection in the mirror and she was startled to see an alluring young woman of whom any man might be proud.
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         They were right; the Earl, beaming, took her aside.

         “Nan! You are beautiful! I had not noticed that you are no longer a child; how lucky I am to have such a daughter to grace my house and to present to my new Sovereign! I am proud that you are growing up to be a jewel of the House of Clifford.”

         “Thank you, my lord father. I am proud to be your daughter and to be part of this grand occasion in your house.” Anne said, a little stiffly. She knew this was not the time to mention how angry she was with her father for his treatment of her mother, but it made her reticent. 36

         “Please stay close to me for the reception and the banquet so that I may present you to their Majesties,” the Earl said.

         “It will be a great honour to do so, my lord Father. I will try to be a credit to you and our ancient name. The house looks beautiful and I’m sure their Majesties will be impressed by your hospitality.”
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         Anne was struck first by the paleness of the Queen’s skin and her very fair hair. The Queen inclined her head, smiled kindly and said, in an accent that mingled Danish and Scottish so that Anne found it hard to understand,

         “My namesake! What a pretty child you have, Lord Cumberland.”

         Anne curtseyed deeply but could not take her eyes off the jewels that sparkled round the Queen’s neck and in her hair. She felt only slightly affronted at being called a child; at thirteen she was still less than five feet tall and was used to being taken for a girl of ten or eleven. Through the banquet she remained at her father’s side, close to the royal party, where she could observe the King and Queen.

         During the dancing that followed several friends gathered round her, including her cousin Frances, now sixteen.

         “Frances! I am so pleased to find you! I have had a thrilling time being with my father and in company with the King and Queen, but I believe I need to come down to earth now! You are always such a steadying presence.” She embraced Frances and the heat of her burning face was soothed by the older girl’s cool cheek.

         “And you look beautiful today, Frances,” Anne continued, stepping back, “I admire the rich colour of your gown, your lace trims and the way you have held your hair back with a wire. I must try that!”

         They were joined by a number of their friends and there was great admiration among the curious young women for the Queen’s pale colouring.

         “Have you ever seen a more beautiful complexion?” Frances said. 37

         “I know she is much younger than the Old Queen,” Alethea said, “But her skin looks a lot more natural to me.”

         “Her paleness does not seem to be achieved through the application of lead, like the Old Queen’s,” Elizabeth concluded and they all nodded in agreement.

         “The Queen’s Danish accent makes it difficult to understand her at first,” Anne told them. “But you get used to it after a time and then you can make out her meaning. And the King’s Scottish accent is almost as hard to grasp!”

         Frances, more experienced in grand occasions than Anne, was in a teasing mood and made several comments about the young men who frequently looked in Anne’s direction. There was one whom Anne did not recognise, whose insolent and challenging stare was too disturbing for her to ignore. She looked away from him immediately and turned to Frances.

         “Who is the young man with fair curls, a pointy chin and a very high forehead, Frances? He is wearing a fine red doublet and huge glittering rosettes on his shoes. I don’t remember ever seeing him before; I would not have forgotten such a girlish face. There he goes now, cutting a caper again!”

         Frances scrunched up her eyes to see the person Anne was describing.

         “I think he could be one of whom I have heard tell, named Robert Carr. He is a close friend of Sir Thomas Overbury and it is said that he will stop at nothing to gain the King’s notice and favour. He has come from Scotland with the King and is the younger son of a knight from the Scottish borders. Does he please you, coz?” Frances asked, but Anne frowned,

         “No, coz, he does not please me,” she replied sharply. “I find his glances quite troubling; they make me feel very uncomfortable. Let us go into the far hall; I do not wish to join the dancing whilst he is part of it.” She hurried forward and Frances was almost left behind in the crush.

         “Well, that is the first time I have ever known you to be displeased by the attentions of a young blade!” Frances exclaimed 38as she caught up. They moved into the second room of dancers and Anne relaxed and began to smile again. The young men were still attentive, but she was altogether happier in the company of acquaintances from her days at Queen Elizabeth’s court.

         “My Lady Anne Clifford!” Richard Sackville exclaimed.

         He made an exaggerated bow and she curtsied low, suppressing a laugh at his mock formality as he grasped her hand and led her to join the stately Pavane. He was easily the most fashionably dressed young man in the room, resplendent in one of the very latest D-shaped standing collars with stiffened lace tiles decorating its edge and so many tiny buttons down the front of his waistcoat that she could not have counted them even if he had stood still for two minutes.

         “I think we can look forward to good times in the new court, don’t you?”

         “How so, my Lord Buckhurst?” Anne replied, using his title in return.

         “I hear from my brother Edward that the new Queen loves entertainments and masques and will seek to involve the young people of the court in many such agreeable occupations. Will you not be pleased by such a prospect?”

         “Oh yes, that is good news indeed! I shall look forward to becoming one of the Queen’s ladies if that is truly the case,” she replied, her pleasure showing on her glowing, candle-lit face and in her sparkling eyes.

         “Is it certain then that you will be in attendance on the Queen?” he asked.

         “My lady mother and my aunt believe so,” Anne said

         “Good, then we shall see each other frequently at court.”

         “Will you have a position there?” Anne asked.

         “My grandfather hopes that I may become a companion to Prince Henry when my time at Oxford is done. I should find that very agreeable – not least because it would give me more opportunities to see you! The prince is a most appealing boy and my grandfather is practically rebuilding his house at Sevenoaks in 39order to entertain the King and Queen there. It will be huge and very grand! There is even a Wilderness!” He was boasting, she thought,

         “Fit for a King then!” Anne said.

         “Of course; fit for a King – and a Queen called Anne!” He twinkled at her; she thought he winked but she wasn’t sure, and she suddenly felt flustered. She was rescued by the ritual of the dance, as its sequence led her away from him for a time. One of the people she now encountered was Edward, that very brother whom he had just mentioned; they were close in age and in other ways, being inseparable and reputedly even sharing a mistress. Edward seized her hand quite roughly and yanked her towards him so that he could hiss into her ear during the pass,

         “Trull, I’ve been watching you with my brother – leave him alone!”

         Shocked, Anne could make no sense of what she had heard. Perhaps she had misheard, or maybe it was meant as some strange joke; she didn’t know Edward as well as she knew Richard, so it was hard to be sure. She shook her head to rid her mind of those words, kept on dancing and realised that she was about to rejoin Richard. She collected herself and considered what to say when she returned to his side on the next turn of the dance.

         “And I hear tell that Philip Herbert has already been made a gentleman of the Privy Chamber!” she said, as if there had been no interruption in their conversation.

         “Yes indeed, he is in high favour with the King – mainly for good looks and prowess in hunting and hawking it seems!” Richard said. “The King’s taste inclines that way. I hear he is encouraging him to marry Susan De Vere. I believe Prince Henry prefers more literary pursuits, as do you and I, which I shall happily follow with him.”

         “But you yourself often enjoy other kinds of sport, do you not?” Anne said.

         “Well! What can you mean, my Lady Anne?” Richard said in laughing outrage. “Are you not as prim and proper as you 40look, then?” Anne blushed in confusion but hoped that he hadn’t noticed in the flickering light of the many beeswax candles which her father had extravagantly dispersed throughout the house.

         “I meant only – I’ve heard that you gamble on the cock-fights sometimes,” she replied. Their smiling eyes met, they both laughed and her embarrassment was banished. The touch of their hands lingered for a happy moment longer than the dance required. Looking round the room she caught Frances’s eye and received a nod of encouragement.

         Later she would repeatedly go over every word and gesture of this conversation in her mind, teasing out all its meaning and any secret messages it may have held and wanting to re-experience the new thrill she had enjoyed that evening, dancing with Richard Sackville. She found that if she forced herself to banish the thought of him for a few minutes, she would feel a tingle again the next time he invaded her mind. She dismissed the memory of Edward’s words, putting them down to drunkenness.

         Anne felt the relief of a burden lifting from her. She no longer had to worry about how her father would behave towards her; he could not have done more to make her feel welcome and had been proud to show her off to his royal guests. She had escaped the attentions of the disturbing Mr Carr. And her mother, keeping in the background on this occasion, was looking benignly on her in a way which made her feel cherished and approved. The hall was warm, the rosemary and lavender on the rush-strewn floor embraced the dancers with perfume as they were trodden underfoot, and the music raised her spirits. Her step lightened as the musicians struck up a lively Galliard and the dancers became animated. As her skirts swirled about her with the swing of her hips, she realised that she was happier than she had been for a long time and was surprised that this had come about in her father’s house and on this occasion, which had previously appeared so daunting. Richard returned her radiant smile.
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            CHAPTER FOUR

            1603–4

         

         Anne cherished her memories of the Grafton banquet. They warmed the dull days of her return to London and a much quieter life. She missed the glamour of the Old Queen’s court, the company of the friends she had made there and, most of all, the vivid presence of Aunt Warwick. So she was pleased, a short while later, when her mother said,

         “I’ve decided, Anne, that we shall pay a visit to my dear sister of Warwick, to bring her some comfort and physic. She has been very melancholy and ill since the death of the Old Queen and I hope that after a few weeks of our care she may be well enough to travel with us to rejoin Queen Anne’s train. And I think it will be beneficial for you to have a change of surroundings; you’ve been lacklustre recently, which I can only put down to your age. When girls pass thirteen, I’ve noticed, their mood often becomes changeable.”

         Anne was pleased to hear that they were also to be accompanied by her Aunt Bath and Cousin Frances. Of course she looked forward to seeing Aunt Warwick, but this time her anticipation was troubled by the knowledge that her favourite aunt was unwell and she wondered anxiously what they would find when they arrived at North Hall.
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         The grooms saddled the horses before first light and the party gathered to mount and make a start as soon as the sun was up because the winter days were short. There was hoar frost decorating the bare hedgerows and Anne was well wrapped up in furs with her new Spanish leather gloves and a hooded cape. As soon as she had mounted her favourite bay mare, Ginny, she was impatient to 42start and positioned herself to ride out of the courtyard behind Simon Meverell, her mother’s head Gentleman of Horse; with his superior knowledge of the roads he was appointed to lead the way. Wisps of his thin grey hair were escaping from his cap and his prominent nose was reddened by the cold. Anne glanced back, looking for Frances. A head taller than Anne, she was wearing a most becoming bottle green riding habit and a fur hat, but she was not yet mounted when Anne waved to her, called a cheerful greeting and rode on through the archway.

         The morning promised well; the sun was now gilding the tree-tops from which the rooks rose in an irritable cackling cloud. The ground crunched under the horses’ hooves and the berries of holly and hawthorn gave a warm glow to the hedges lining the way, their darkness set off by the frost and the virginal snowdrops at their foot. Mr Meverell bade her a polite ‘Good morning, my lady’ and Anne held Ginny to a steady walk beside his grey. They skirted Clerkenwell Green and struck north along the road towards Highbury.

         “Now, my lady, I feel we are really on our way,” Meverell said, relaxing into his saddle as he looked over his shoulder to make sure that the rest of the party were on their tail. Anne felt excited by a sense of adventure and grinned at him.

         “Yes, it is good to be free of four walls and feel the air and the sun on one’s face,” she said. “I sometimes tire of the winter when I cannot go forth. How long do you think we shall be on the road?”

         Ginny shied suddenly at something moving in the under-growth and Anne hoped that Meverell was impressed by her horsemanship as she held tight and brought Ginny back under control. She wasn’t the daughter of the Old Queen’s Champion for nothing! She stroked Ginny’s neck and the mare shook her head, whinnied and calmed.

         “There will be about four hours riding time needed, milady, but we’ll stop for an hour to water and rest the horses when we reach Wood Green. We should make North Hall by one or two of the clock, all being well, while there is still plenty of light.” 43
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