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      INTRODUCTION

      
      
         ‘We have a Prince! Can any man, that dare vouch himself to be a right English man, hear this, and feel not within himself
            such a wonderful force, an inerrable strength of gladness; can his body be born in England, and here his heart not leap for
            joy; can there lie any vein so far, so hid in a corner, but it shall feel the blood heated, now much lighter to run … even
            as though it were a carrier of this good news?’ Richard Morison, on the news of Edward’s birth, 1537.1

      

      
      There exists in the Royal Collection a painting called The Family of Henry VIII. Painted around 1545 by an unknown artist, Henry sits on his throne beneath the royal canopy and the marbled columns of Whitehall
         Palace; to his left his deceased wife, Jane Seymour, kneels, whilst to his right his sole male child and heir, Edward, stands.
         In the wings of the chamber, noticeably detached from this scene of family life, are Henry’s two other daughters, Mary and
         Elizabeth, both proclaimed illegitimate in the complicated marital history of their father’s reign. The message being portrayed
         is clear: nearing the end of his life, Henry saw the future of the Tudor dynasty in the hands of his son, the soon to be proclaimed
         Edward VI. Katherine of Aragon and Anne Boleyn had been painted out of history; Henry’s only rightful queen was Jane, the
         matriarch of this dynasty. When he died two years later, it was his will that he be buried next to Jane, and a monument was
         to be erected above them with carved effigies of them ‘as if sweetly sleeping’. Of all his wives, only she had dutifully provided
         him with the only thing that mattered: a precious son, Edward. Henry joined her in the grave assured that he had secured his
         dynasty with the male heir he had craved for so long.
      

      
      When Edward was born on Friday, 12 October 1537, Henry’s twenty-seven-year wait for an heir had come to an end. Such was the
         excitement that the Tower guards shot off two thousand rounds of ammunition to compete with the pealing of the church bells
         that sounded in London throughout the day. Bonfires were lit and impromptu street parties began, fuelled by the free wine and beer generously provided
         by the merchants of the Hanseatic League.
      

      
      Nine years later, when Edward succeeded his father, the proclamations of ‘Long live King Edward’ following the news of Henry’s
         death, spread with joyous enthusiasm. Much had changed since that ecstatic day when Edward’s birth had first been announced.
         Henry’s deteriorating health and ballooning weight had left him with a volatile temper likely to flare up upon the slightest
         provocation. And as his descent into middle age brought with it the disasters of his failed marriages to Anne of Cleves –
         the ‘Flanders Mare’ – and the adulterous Katherine Howard, Henry had lashed out at those closest to him as he searched for
         scapegoats. His first minister and chief adviser, Thomas Cromwell, had been sent to the block leaving Henry rudderless, his
         failing judgement steering him into costly wars with Scotland and France, subsuming the country’s wealth and leaving it teetering
         upon the point of bankruptcy.
      

      
      Cromwell, along with Thomas Cranmer, the Archbishop of Canterbury, had been one of the pivotal architects of Henry’s reformation
         of the Church. According to one report, it was claimed that he had made a pact with Henry, promising him power beyond his
         wildest imagination. But this all paled in importance beside what Henry really wanted – a legitimate male heir. For it was
         becoming all too clear that his queen, Katherine of Aragon, fast approaching middle age, would be unable to provide him with
         a son. With the seductive Anne Boleyn taking the king’s fancy, Henry demanded a solution fast. The answer seemed simple enough
         – Henry would divorce Katherine and marry Anne. Yet in taking this course, Henry literally took a leap of faith; with the
         Pope unwilling even to countenance annulling Henry’s first marriage (upon the dubious grounds that she had already slept with
         his brother Arthur, to whom she had been betrothed before his untimely death) Henry was forced to break with the Roman Catholic
         Church. Under a series of laws that redefined the king’s position, Henry became Supreme Head of his very own Church of England.
         Cromwell had been as good as his word: Henry now controlled not only his subjects’ bodies, but also their souls.
      

      
      These new powers were matched by equally radical laws to enforce them. A new statute made it treason to call the king a tyrant
         or heretic – punishable by death – whilst each man and woman was forced to swear an oath committing their obedience to Henry’s
         supremacy. Those who refused to do so – including Henry’s own chancellor, Thomas More – went to the block as martyrs to their Catholic faith and
         traitors to the king. A new climate of fear prevailed; ‘What will be the end of this tragedy, God knows’, one commentator
         recorded. Meanwhile Cromwell, in his exalted position as lay Vicegerent of the King (with greater power in the Church than
         even the Archbishop of Canterbury), turned his attention to fresh targets – the monasteries. In 1536, after they had been
         denounced as seed beds of iniquity (with commissioners allegedly discovering ‘not seven but more than 700,000 deadly sins’),
         372 smaller monasteries were suppressed, with the fate of the greater monasteries left hanging precariously in the balance.2

      
      All this was too much for Henry’s northern subjects. In desperation they rose up united in defence of their Catholic Church
         – under the banner of ‘The five wounds of Christ’ – determined to protect their devotions and convince their king to change
         his mind. As their numbers swelled to 30,000, the Pilgrimage of Grace, as this ‘rebellion’ was named, soon grew to become
         the greatest threat to the Tudor regime.
      

      
      Henry had the victory, crushing the rising mercilessly. The rebels paid for their disobedience with their lives. With all
         resistance suppressed, nothing could save the remaining monasteries. Their dissolution brought to the Crown land and property
         worth well over £100,000 a year, making way for the greatest redistribution of land since the Norman Conquest, with large
         tranches being sold off to up and coming courtiers for £1.3 million. Henry, meanwhile, was careful to retain his share of
         the spoils, accumulating fifty-five royal palaces by the end of his reign.
      

      
      With the evangelical reformers in the ascendant, new ways to ridicule the shrines and devotions that were classed as ‘abuses’
         were found; some were broken up, exposed for the shams that they were, whilst in a macabre twist, their defenders – such as
         the friar William Forest – were condemned to burn in the blazing fires of their treasured relics. Destruction was followed
         by further reform. Ten years earlier the translator William Tyndale had been condemned as a heretic for producing the first
         English Bible; now, with the tables turned, bibles in English, following Tyndale’s translation almost to the letter, were
         ordered to be placed in every church, free for all to read. But as preachers started to press too hard for further reform
         – particularly over the doctrine of transsubstantiation (the belief that the bread and wine transform into the body and blood
         of Christ during the miracle of the mass), Henry began to get cold feet, particularly since a new Catholic league made up
         of the Holy Roman Empire, France and Scotland seemed poised to launch an invasion upon England.
      

      
      This new mood was reflected in the passing of the Act of Six Articles, with its threat of punishment by burning for denying
         transubstantiation. Later, Henry withdrew further, banning all men under the rank of yeoman from reading the bibles that he
         had once encouraged all to read. The Reformation was over. Henry had gone so far, but this was far enough for a man who had
         once proudly boasted of his title ‘Defender of the Faith’, granted by the Pope. Though purgatory had been abandoned, prayers
         for the dead still remained. And though the veneration of saints’ images had been discouraged, the medieval rood-lofts painted
         with saints’ images continued to dominate parish churches in which the mass was still sung.
      

      
      No one could deny that England was a very different realm to the one Henry had inherited, but as his reign drew to a close,
         the reformers were already looking ahead to the next – and his heir, Edward. Henry had been favourably compared to the Old
         Testament King Solomon, the builder of the Temple. Yet Solomon had seen his reign degenerate as lust clouded his judgement,
         preventing him from completing the Temple he had begun to build. Now the parallels were being drawn once more, with the young
         Prince Edward being compared to the eight-year-old Old Testament King Josiah, who had destroyed idols and restored the true
         scripture to his people.
      

      
      Henry had left Edward with a golden inheritance; the prince stood on the cusp of becoming the greatest and most powerful English
         monarch history had witnessed. As men thought then, Edward should be recognized as a central figure in the Tudor age. Yet
         historians have tended to sideline him in favour of his elder sisters, Mary and Elizabeth. This is unfair, and ignores one
         of the most dynamic and important periods of Tudor history. Edward may have only been fifteen years old when he died, tantalizingly
         close to adulthood, and though his reign was just six years long, as Richard Hooker later remarked, ‘He died young, but lived
         long. For life is an action.’3 His reign is exciting precisely because it was so densely packed and the dramatic events that unfolded within it took place
         during an age of radical religious and political turmoil.
      

      
      The religious reformation that took place in Edward’s reign went far beyond anything Henry could ever have imagined. The Bible
         in English, free for all to read, the abolition of the chantries and masses for the dead, the widespread destruction of images
         and saints’ shrines, new services in English read by ministers forbidden from wearing traditional vestments, the abolition of the mass and the introduction of
         communion in both kinds revolutionized a society where religion was paramount to an understanding of human nature.
      

      
      Edward’s kingship was to be a new start – a new beginning that turned its back upon the cruelty and tyrannous reign of his
         father. Henry’s harsh treason legislation was repealed; Edward’s fresh, young persona was the lead for new ideas. Writers
         began addressing social and economic problems with greater sensitivity and there was a new impetus to aid the poor.
      

      
      But the early hope and promise that a fresh start brought turned sour. Edward’s reign became a time of intrigue, deceit, plotting
         and treason, very nearly plunging the country into civil war. The stability that the Tudors had sought to achieve came close
         to being torn apart. Edward’s own uncle, Thomas Seymour, after failing to force Edward to agree to schemes to make him Protector,
         attempted to kidnap him from his own bed. The plot failed and Seymour was executed. Barely a few months later, two of the
         largest rebellions of the century, in which perhaps fifteen thousand rebels were to lose their lives, brought the Tudor regime
         to a crisis point not seen since that of the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381. Edward’s guardian, Edward Seymour, Duke of Somerset,
         was deposed in a court coup d’état to be replaced by his rival, John Dudley, Earl of Warwick – later to be made Duke of Northumberland. Somerset and Dudley’s
         rivalry stemmed from a clash of personalities. Somerset was regarded as the champion of the poor and oppressed, whose petitions
         and grievances he listened to, much to the displeasure of his aristocratic colleagues. Dudley, on the other hand, was a master
         tactician and the archetypal Machiavellian politician, who was reported to have had ‘such a head that he seldom went about
         anything but he conceived first three or four purposes beforehand’.4 The ambitions and fierce rivalry of these two men eventually brought them both to the scaffold. Somerset was executed in
         January 1552 for plotting to assassinate Dudley. After wresting power from Somerset, Dudley took control of Edward and became
         Lord President of the Council, only to meet his end in a desperate and failed attempt to preserve Edward’s Protestant legacy,
         as the driving force behind the nine-day reign of Lady Jane Grey as queen.
      

      
      Meanwhile, no one could be certain of the direction events might take. Catholics and Protestants battled for control of the
         government, whilst hyper-inflation and poor harvests plunged the realm into one of its worst economic crises of the century.
         When the sweating sickness returned – a disease that seems to have infected only the English – men thought it was a plague from God for their sins. Yet
         the Reformation continued at full pace: the medieval interiors of churches were ripped out, to be replaced by wooden communion
         tables and whitewashed walls; saints’ days were abolished, along with the cherished processions and rituals that often had
         defined men’s world-view. The reformers did not get their way without a fight – particularly from Edward’s Catholic sister
         Mary, who had attempted to flee the realm in protest before challenging Edward to a dramatic showdown at court. Loyalties
         were divided as politics and religion often competed for men’s allegiance. The forces of greed, corruption and ambition –
         the desire for power – all appear in this extraordinary tale. Yet equally important to ask is why England did not succumb
         to civil war. The reigns of minors usually ended in disaster – the fate of the Princes in the Tower was all too fresh in the
         minds of many.
      

      
      The enigma points to Edward himself. Was Edward merely a pawn in a fascinating political game, or did he represent more than
         has been allowed him? For Edward’s historical personality is not just his own; it has become an amalgam of those early hopes,
         together with the legend that developed around him after his death as a ‘godly imp’, enhanced by the Protestant historian
         John Foxe. Though a child, Edward bore the ideological weight of what being king had become in the Reformation; he was now
         God’s representative on earth, the leader of the English ‘empire’: only he could assure the health of men’s souls. In life,
         his youth allowed men to ponder the future, to speculate on his coming of age. This, in part, came from his extraordinary
         gifts and intelligence. Edward was seen as a child prodigy – he could speak Latin and French fluently, wrote secret notes
         to himself in Greek to hide his thoughts from nosy courtiers and, under the guidance of his tutors, immersed himself into
         a scholarly world of Protestant theology and Renaissance humanism. Edward studied scripture at a phenomenal rate and built
         up an immense library for a child. His writings exist in voluminous quantity – over a hundred of his essays in Latin and Greek
         survive in the British Library, as yet still unstudied in detail. Among a vast array of topics, he wrote on the effects of
         war, devised reforms for council procedure and denounced the evils of the papacy in a tract that remained in print a hundred
         years after his death.
      

      
      Historians have begun to recognize that the king’s own personality increasingly came to matter during the later part of his
         reign.5 In a world where the king was a child, he was expected to grow up very fast indeed. By the time Edward had turned twelve, there were
         already provisions in place to provide him with the training needed for the administration of the state – he took part in
         council debates, influenced the future religious direction of the kingdom and eventually played a crucial role in determining
         the direction of his succession under his chosen heir, Queen Jane.
      

      
      But Edward does not just appear as the studious Protestant stalwart that he is often made out to be. The human side of his
         story should not be forgotten. For a child, the burden he carried was great: an orphan at nine, he was to lose his stepmother
         and both his uncles during his reign. What effect did this have on him? Edward’s surviving journal, into which he noted the
         events and political torment that swirled around his court, provides us with a window into the mind of this Tudor monarch,
         demonstrating the daily life of the king, his court and the government around him. It is this that makes this story a unique
         one. Despite the pressures of office, we know that growing up he still made time for leisure. He enjoyed music, playing the
         lute, and increasing the number of musicians at the royal court. He also enjoyed the pastimes of his father – at the tiltyard,
         on the hunt or tennis court. He even acted in plays at court.
      

      
      It was Edward’s brilliant precociousness that kept his realm together. However, unlike the imbecile Henry VI, contemporaries
         knew that Edward had the ability to become an extraordinary king upon adulthood – one that might, like his role model Josiah,
         later punish the wicked for their sins – ‘At this time,’ warned one chronicler shortly after Somerset’s execution, ‘many …
         talked that the young King was now to be feared.’6

      
      Edward’s premature death cut short a life of brilliant promise. Yet the story does not end there, for in death as in life
         Edward’s reign continued its drama. One of Edward’s last surviving actions was to alter the line of succession with his own
         hand, disinheriting his sisters Mary and Elizabeth in favour of a new dynasty founded upon the Protestant faith – with his
         cousin Lady Jane Grey as his heir and England’s queen. Out of fear, everyone obeyed Edward’s wishes – four days after his
         death Jane was proclaimed queen, with orders sent for Mary’s arrest. Yet Mary had escaped – fleeing to Norfolk she rounded
         up her supporters and proclaimed herself the nation’s rightful queen. It seemed that the realm was fast gearing up for civil
         war.
      

      
      Yet against all the odds and with the entire ruling elite against her, Mary won through; she had been placed on the throne by her people who preferred the claim of the true daughter of Henry VIII
         to the daughter-in-law of Dudley, a man they regarded as a detested tyrant. Her remarkable and unexpected victory over Queen
         Jane would become a crucial turning point in history, and the only successful popular revolution of the entire Tudor age.
      

      
      It brought an end to one of the most remarkable chapters of English history, yet Edward has often been considered only a footnote
         in the margins of Tudor histories all too concerned with Elizabeth or Henry VIII to take notice of the last Tudor king – for
         whom Henry had sacrificed so much and from whose reign Elizabeth would learn her lessons in statecraft.
      

      
      Mary’s reign was to mark the beginning of England’s temporary return to Rome and the undoing of the efforts of Edward’s. Yet
         as Mary’s regime became notoriously unpopular after the re-introduction of harsh heresy laws, the burning of hundreds of Protestants
         – including Cranmer – and the loss of Calais, England’s last hold on the European continent, so Edward’s posthumous reputation
         scaled new heights. Upon Elizabeth’s accession to the throne and the Protestant settlement of 1559, Edward’s Protestant legacy
         was to remain. The hope that his short reign had promised had finally come to fruition; Edward’s dream of a Protestant nation
         had become a reality. The Anglican Church had been transformed in his six-year reign; it is testament to this fact that it
         was Edward’s portrait that still graced the frontispiece of the Elizabethan official ‘Bishop’s Bible’ in 1595.
      

      
      Those six years that Edward sat upon the throne are still with us today. As Diarmaid MacCulloch has written, ‘the Church of
         England was in fact permanently shaped by the reign of Edward VI’.7 Edward set out a vision of a Protestant nation, the idea of England as a ‘godly isle’, a vision later taken up again under
         Elizabeth. And it was in Edward’s reign that the words of ceremonies so well known to us now, and which form a crucial aspect
         of our national culture and identity, were created. The Book of Common Prayer, first published in 1549 and revised again in
         1552, brought a new tone of authority to the prose of the English language – words that act almost as a subtext to the background
         of the lives of generations were forged here; for example, whilst the medieval marriage service used to include the wife’s
         promise to be ‘bonner and buxom in bed and at the board’, it was in Edward’s reign that for the first time both partners were
         required to ‘love, cherish and obey’, and the wedding vows still spoken to this day, ‘for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health’, were first
         set down.
      

      
      Two different strands make up Edward’s reign: the personality of this Tudor king who was the most gifted of all his siblings;
         and the political world that sought to cope with a child as ruler. Reconstructing his own world-view from his diary and letters,
         I aim to contrast the personal life of the king at court with the intrigue and, at times, chaos that encircled him. Above
         all, I have attempted to bring out the reality of Tudor political life – that curious mix of new idealism, as the Renaissance
         and its political ideas found expression in government reform, and the intrigue and duplicity of factions at court.
      

      
      The legacy of Edward’s reign is one of the most exciting political histories of the Tudor age, from which few appeared unscathed.
         His untimely death cut short a life that, forged in the remarkable political circumstance of his childhood, would have left
         us with a very different Tudor England than that fashioned under the female monarchies of Mary and Elizabeth.
      

   
      
      1

      
      MARRIAGES, BIRTH AND DEATH
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      Henry VIII never underestimated the importance of a male heir. It was a lesson he had learnt at an early age. The turn of Fortune’s
         wheel could be cruel, as it had been when he was just ten years old. Then the sudden death of his elder brother Arthur in
         April 1502 propelled him into the limelight as heir to the throne; overnight, Henry’s life changed drastically. He was never
         meant to be king, nor had he even been prepared for such a task. For the sensitive and mild-mannered young child, a career
         in the Church had possibly beckoned; now, as Prince of Wales and sole male heir of the Tudor dynasty, he was kept so closely
         guarded that a Spanish envoy remarked how he might have been a girl, locked away in his chamber and only allowed to speak
         when answering his father.
      

      
      Arthur’s death was a devastating blow for his father, Henry VII. His victory against Richard III at the battle of Bosworth
         Field in 1485 had seemed unequivocal, ending over half a century of civil war between the rival houses of Lancaster and York,
         later better known as the Wars of the Roses. Yet new claimants to the throne had sprung up, challenging his legitimacy to
         rule. For the next fifteen years, Henry battled for his new dynasty to be recognized by the ruling empires of Europe, marrying
         his eldest son Arthur off to Katherine of Aragon, the daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella, the rulers of Spain. Nevertheless,
         Henry had always struggled to fit in amongst his own subjects and in particular his nobility – the ruling families, around
         fifty in number, upon whose support the monarch was largely dependent. Raised in Brittany and France, Henry was an outsider
         who brought with him a new style of government from overseas, scrutinizing every payment issued from his chamber with his
         own hand. For all it was worth, Henry’s penny-pinching ways earned him little respect and fewer friends.
      

      
      With only one male heir to fall back on – and a child at that – Henry knew that the Tudor name was seriously under threat.
         Yet worse still was to come the following year, when his wife Queen Elizabeth died in childbirth, attempting to deliver him another precious son.
         The Tudor dynasty hung dangerously by the thread of his son’s life: with no other male heirs, extinction of the royal line
         loomed close.
      

      
      The effects of all this upon the forming mind of the young Henry VIII cannot possibly be overestimated, for when he came to
         the throne six years later, aged almost eighteen, he was determined not to make his father’s mistakes. In the years leading
         up to his death, Henry VII had placed his nobility under heavy financial penalties and bonds for the slightest misdemeanour,
         much to their chagrin. Now, in an inspired move designed to bolster his own reputation, Henry agreed to have his father’s
         chief ministers, Richard Empson and Edmund Dudley, made scapegoats, ordering that they be thrown into the Tower and executed
         upon dubious charges of treason. Henry came as an immediate breath of fresh air; he soon ingratiated himself with the ruling
         elite, sharing their passions for hawking and hunting, and recklessly joining them in dangerous jousting competitions – the
         sight of which would have had his father turning in his grave. But he realized that for his reign to be fully secure and his
         mind set at rest, a male heir was vital. Fortunately for Henry, his brother’s death had resulted in him gaining a wife – Arthur’s
         widow, Katherine of Aragon. As to her womanly duties of providing the realm’s heir, she did not disappoint. On New Year’s
         Day 1511, Queen Katherine was delivered of a boy. As the style of his newborn son and heir, also named Henry, was proclaimed,
         the news was welcomed with bells, bonfires and the endless salute of guns shot from the Tower.
      

      
      Henry celebrated with a pilgrimage to Walsingham, before returning to Westminster for a tournament and pageant. It was the
         most splendid of his reign. There he was mobbed by the crowd, who for souvenirs ripped off the golden ‘Hs’ and ‘Ks’ sewn on
         to his doublet. In his joy, Henry did not care. Yet the celebrations proved premature: seven weeks later, the baby was dead.
      

      
      In February 1516, Katherine was again delivered of a healthy child. This time the baby lived – the only problem being that
         the child was a girl, Mary. Though naturally disappointed, Henry remained optimistic. ‘We are both young,’ he told the Venetian
         ambassador. ‘If it was a daughter this time, by the grace of God the sons will follow.’ Yet they did not, and his subjects’
         anxiety over the succession began to reflect Henry’s own: ‘I pray God heartily to send us a Prince,’ one courtier wrote, ‘for
         the surety of this realm.’ But it was not to be, for Katherine was destined to fail in her duties. After three miscarriages (two of them male) and two infants who had died within weeks
         of the birth (one male), by the end of the 1520s Henry had to face up to the inevitable. Katherine was now approaching her
         forties and surely reaching an age when conception was an unlikely and dangerous possibility – she would have to go. For Henry
         had a new lover – Katherine’s maid-of-honour, Anne Boleyn – who would accept nothing less than to take her mistress’s place
         as queen. Allure had turned to infatuation as Anne promised to provide Henry with the one thing Katherine had not: a son.
         But once she had replaced Katherine in Henry’s affections – though not in his subjects’ – she fared little better as queen,
         and the birth of their daughter Elizabeth, together with two miscarriages, convinced Henry that ‘God did not wish to give
         him male children’.1

      
      Besides, Anne made as many enemies as she had friends. She made the mistake of crossing Thomas Cromwell, Henry’s first minister
         – a mistake for which she would pay heavily. As loyalties divided, splintering the court, with factions competing for the
         king’s favour, it soon became clear to Cromwell that Anne was a more dangerous prospect than he had feared. At first, she
         had been the reason behind his meteoric rise at court; her thinly veiled hatred of Henry’s former favourite, Cardinal Wolsey,
         allowing Cromwell to take Wolsey’s place once he fell from grace. But Cromwell knew if he was to save his own head from eventually
         reaching the block, he had to seek Anne’s first. After her third miscarriage, he engineered a plot to bring down the queen,
         accusing her of adultery with her musician, Mark Smeaton. Henry believed every charge levelled against Anne: whether there
         was any truth behind them, Henry probably did not care; he wanted her gone. Eleven days after Anne’s execution, he had married
         once again.
      

      
      His choice of the plain Jane Seymour as bride was in stark contrast to Anne. ‘She is of middle height, and nobody thinks she
         is of much beauty,’ the Imperial ambassador confided.2 Quiet and obedient, she came as a refreshing change: ‘She is as gentle a lady as ever I knew,’ one courtier wrote. ‘The King
         hath come out of hell into heaven.’3

      
      Jane’s motto, ‘Bound to obey and serve’, reflected her own understanding of what needed to be done. She would be Henry’s dutiful
         wife and subject, yet she aimed not just to be Henry’s loyal queen, but to give him exactly what he wanted: a son. It was
         through her, she intended, that the Tudor dynasty would be reborn. Although in no doubt as to what needed to be achieved,
         however, Jane struggled to conceive. Henry soon grew restless. His eyes began to wander once more; meeting two young ladies, he admitted with a sigh he was ‘sorry that
         he had not seen them before they were married’.4

      
      Yet in early spring 1537 Jane knew she was pregnant. Shortly afterwards, she travelled with a no doubt overjoyed Henry, making
         a pilgrimage at Canterbury. Here they gave thanks to God and laid their offerings at the shrine of the English saint Thomas
         Becket. It was the last time Henry would make such a gesture. As the dissolution of the monasteries continued apace, such
         devotions were ordered to be abandoned. Within a year Becket’s memory would be denounced, his shrine broken up and his bones
         scattered.
      

      
      By April Jane’s pregnancy was considered advanced enough for the news to be announced at a meeting of the Privy Council, where
         the need was felt to record their congratulations in the minutes. Soon the good news had spread across the country; in late
         May it was announced that the child had ‘quickened’ – kicked – sparking off further cause for celebration. Mass was celebrated
         in St Paul’s with a thanksgiving, and the Te Deum was ordered to be sung in churches across the country. ‘God send her good deliverance of a prince,’ wrote one courtier expectantly,
         ‘to the joy of all faithful subjects.’5

      
      Henry marked his own expectation of fathering an heir by commissioning the court painter Hans Holbein the Younger to prepare
         a fresco for the walls of the Privy Chamber, depicting himself, Jane, his father Henry VII and his mother Elizabeth of York.
         The symbolism was telling, for Henry stands dominant in heroic pose, towering in front of his age-weary father. Beside them
         a monumental inscription set into a plinth proudly read:
      

      
      
         If you rejoice to see the likeness of glorious heroes, look on these, for no painting ever boasted greater. How difficult
            the debate, the issue, the question whether the father or son be the superior. Each of them has triumphed. The first got the
            better of his enemies, bore up his so-often ruined land and gave lasting peace to his people. The son, born to still greater
            things, turned away from the altars of that unworthy man and brings in men of integrity. The presumptuousness of popes has
            yielded to unerring virtue, and with Henry VIII bearing the sceptre in his hand, religion has been restored, and with him
            on the throne the truths of God have begun to be held in due reverence.6

      

      
      On the other side of the monument, it was easy not to notice Jane, both diminutive and submissive. This was hardly surprising, for Henry expected his queen and soon-to-be mother to his heir
         to act the obedient subject. Jane played the role to perfection. She was, Henry wrote in September 1537, ‘of that loving inclination
         and reverend conformity’. He could not leave her side since Jane, ‘being a woman’, might take fright in his absence, risking
         miscarriage.7

      
      With her pregnancy in its final stage, Jane took to her chamber on 16 September. Her confinement lasted three weeks, culminating
         in a difficult and painful labour lasting over thirty hours.8 Meanwhile the plague had been raging around Hampton Court, and Henry was forced to move to Esher for four days. Everybody
         waited anxiously. ‘We look daily for a Prince,’ one courtier wrote to another. ‘God send what shall please him.’ On Thursday
         11 October a solemn procession took place at St Paul’s to pray for Jane.9

      
      At two o’clock in the morning of St Edward’s Day, Friday 12 October, Jane gave birth to a healthy child. By eight o’clock
         the news had leaked out of the court. It was a son. The church bells of London began a fanatical peal that lasted throughout
         the day, whilst in celebration the Te Deum was again sung in every parish church. At St Paul’s there was a solemn procession. Bonfires were lit in streets; garlands
         were hung from balconies, whilst fruit and wine were handed out as presents by city merchants. Eager to impress, German merchants
         at the Steel Yard distributed a hogshead of wine and two barrels of beer to the poor.10 The celebrations continued well into the night as the Lord Mayor rode through the crowds, thanking the people for their rejoicing
         and calling on them to give thanks to God. To finish, the guards at the Tower of London fired off over two thousand rounds
         into the night sky.
      

      
      Messengers were dispatched across the country with letters from the queen proudly announcing the news.11 Jane urged her subjects to give thanks to God, ‘but also continually pray for the long continuance and preservation of the
         same here in this life … and tranquillity of this whole realm’. Indeed, it could be said that the baby’s life and the future
         prospects of the kingdom were one and the same.
      

      
      Letters were soon shuttling across Europe, their contents running along a similar vein. ‘Here be no news,’ Thomas Cromwell
         wrote, ‘but very good news … I have received this morning … it hath pleased Almighty God of his goodness, to send unto the
         Queen’s Grace deliverance of a goodly Prince.’ The announcement of the birth, another letter read, ‘hath more rejoiced this realm and all true hearts … more than anything hath done this 40 years’.12

      
      Henry was at his hunting lodge in Esher when he heard. After the long wait of twenty-seven years, he finally had his heir.
         No record survives of the moment he first found out the news, though one suspects that musing upon the sacrifices he had made
         – divorce, Reformation, execution – a sense of vindication pulsed through him. Overcome with joy, he sped back to Hampton
         Court to choose the baby’s name: Edward, after his distant royal ancestor, Edward the Confessor, whose memory happened to
         be celebrated that day – his saint’s day.
      

      
      Like an over-protective father, Henry took immediate control of the situation, commanding that every room and hall in the
         nursery recently built for the prince be swept and soaped down, ready for its royal occupant. The baby was then taken from
         Jane’s arms and placed in the care of a wet nurse and other nursemaids; Jane did not make a fuss about suckling her child
         – for now she took her rest after an exhausting labour.
      

      
      On Monday 15 October, Edward was christened in the royal chapel at Hampton Court. Preparations had begun almost immediately
         after the baby was born, but now Henry began to grow nervous for the child’s safety. The plague had been rife in areas outside
         London for the past few months, centred about Croydon. Now a proclamation was hastily dispatched forbidding anyone residing
         in affected areas to come to court at all. This would mean that the king’s own niece, Gertrude Courtenay, the Marchioness
         of Exeter, who had been appointed to carry the prince himself, would have been barred from the ceremony, had it not been for
         her own pleading.
      

      
      Writing to Henry the day before, she waxed on unashamedly: Edward’s birth was ‘the most joyful news, and glad tidings, that
         came to England these many years; for which we, all your Grace’s poor subjects are most bounden to give thanks to Almighty
         God that it hath pleased him of his great mercy so to remember Your Grace with a Prince, and us all, your poor subjects, to
         the great comfort, universal weal, and quietness of this your whole realm; beseeching Almighty God to send His Grace life
         and long …’ And so it continues, Gertrude giving her thanks to Henry, ‘as my poor heart can think’, for granting her the honour
         of carrying Edward during the ceremony, she being ‘so poor a woman to so high a room’: ‘Which service … I should have been
         as glad to have done as any poor woman living. And much it grieveth me, that my fortune is so evil, by reason of sickness
         here, in Croydon, to be banished.’13

      
      As Gertrude well knew, with Henry flattery got you everywhere; needless to say, she got her way. Henry had made a rare exception,
         but the nobility scattered across the country on their estates had already taken to their saddles to arrive at the most eagerly
         expected event of the decade, to glimpse a sight of the new heir to the throne. Their retinues were ordered to be scaled down
         to reduce the risk of infection: dukes, usually accustomed to travelling with their entourage numbering into hundreds, were
         allowed no more than six gentlemen, marquesses no more than five. Nevertheless, the audience that gathered in the state rooms
         that led from the bedchamber to the Royal Chapel was still expected to number around four hundred.
      

      
      The ceremonies for the christening followed the carefully planned ordinances set down by Henry’s grandmother, Lady Margaret
         Beaufort. These were intended to place the aura of the royal majesty on display at its most spectacular, but on this occasion
         they would also create exactly the right atmosphere to introduce not only the new royal family to the court, but to the nobility
         of the country their future king.14

      
      First, at around six o’clock, the guests filed past the king and queen in the bedchamber, who sat in silence on a state pallet
         lifted from the floor and decorated with the royal arms, Henry in full regalia and Jane swaddled in fur and velvet. Custom,
         or at least Margaret, had dictated that neither would take part in the ceremony, nor be present to watch the christening.
         They would wait until the baby was returned to them, when they would then bless their child.
      

      
      The godparents had been decided even before Edward’s birth. The Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of Suffolk and Archbishop Cranmer
         were to stand as his godfathers, whilst his elder stepsister, the Princess Mary, was godmother.
      

      
      It was not until nearly midnight that all the guests had been greeted and the procession – suitably arranged according to
         every varying degree of status – stood ready to depart. Headed by Gentlemen of the Privy Chamber carrying torches, the choir
         and the Dean began their slow walk in front of pairs of chaplains, bishops, Privy Councillors, and noblemen. Next went the
         great officers of state paired with foreign ambassadors. Norfolk, Suffolk and Cranmer came next, followed by various earls
         carrying water basins, wax tapers and a gold salt cellar, all ceremonial gifts for the prince.
      

      
      There was even a part to play for the four-year-old Princess Elizabeth who, coming behind them, held a jewelled baptismal
         chrism. It was a heavy, somewhat cumbersome object, and as she could hardly have been expected to bear its weight alone, she herself was carried
         in the arms of Edward Seymour, Jane’s brother.
      

      
      Next Edward appeared, clothed in a delicate white gown, placed gently upon a cushion held in the arms of the beaming Gertrude,
         who walked beneath a canopy of a fine cloth of gold. It seems that she performed her duties well enough, albeit for one nervous
         moment when the Duke of Norfolk stepped in to support Edward’s head, she being either unable to control the squirming child
         or bear his weight.
      

      
      The final part of the procession was formed by the wet nurse and midwife, shielded under a canopy held up by six gentlemen.
         As godmother, Princess Mary brought up the end of the procession, surrounded by ladies of her chamber carrying lighted wax
         tapers. Snaking through passages lined with spectators and guards, and taking precaution to avoid the draughtiest areas of
         the palace, the party eventually reached the Royal Chapel.
      

      
      Henry had renovated Wolsey’s old chapel two years before, so that it now shone with the full splendour of the Renaissance.
         A magnificent oak hammer-beam roof had been installed, painted blue and inlaid with stars of gold-leaf to create the effect
         that heaven itself, complete with trumpeting angels, was present above. The royal motto Dieu et mon Droit had been carved across its arches, and the arms of Henry and Jane set in plaques on either side of the door, where they can
         still be seen today.
      

      
      For this occasion, however, a specially designed octagonal screen had been constructed around the brand new font made from
         silver gilt, with guards armed with spears posted over its doors; all this was deliberate, for such secrecy had been devised
         to enhance the sacred nature of the rite, raising the spectacle of majesty and awe of the occasion. Inside, its walls were
         hung with arras, cloth of gold and rich tapestries. A space had been curtained off containing a fire pan of coals, perfume
         and silver basins of water ‘to wash the prince if need be’.
      

      
      Hidden from the audience, Cranmer, cradling the baby in his arms, began the ceremony at midnight. Those sitting in the pews
         could see nothing, hearing only the litany of the blessing echo through the chapel until the sound of the twenty-four trumpeters
         heralded the Garter King-of-Arms’ announcement, proclaiming the prince’s new style: ‘God of His Almighty and infinite grace
         give and grant good life and long to the right high, right excellent and noble Prince, Prince Edward, Duke of Cornwall and Earl of Chester, most dear and most entirely beloved son to our most dread and gracious Lord, King Henry VIII.’
      

      
      After a final chorus of the Te Deum, the procession re-formed to return the prince to his waiting parents in the state bedchamber. Though it was now well into
         the early hours of the morning, the blazing torches were ‘so many that it seemed like day’. The king and queen gave their
         formal blessing; as Henry took his son in his arms tears ran down his face. No description survives of Jane’s appearance.
         Perhaps amidst the celebrations, her quiet demeanour easily went unnoticed.15

      
      As the nobles and dignitaries departed, content at the sight of the nation’s new heir, elsewhere across the country the news
         of Edward’s birth was welcomed with no less rejoicing.16 Above all, it is the sense of relief that one detects most strongly in the celebrations. Hugh Latimer, Bishop of Worcester,
         gave his ‘due thanks to our Lord God, God of England; for verily he hath showed himself God of England, or rather an English
         God’. It was the first expression of a sentiment that was to dominate Edward’s life. The boy not only embodied the hopes of
         a nation, he was part of their salvation: since Henry had ordered the break with the Catholic Church, it was the king, Defender
         of the Faith, who was to bear the moral responsibility for the care of his subjects’ souls. Edward’s birth was a clear sign
         of God’s favour in the new Church of England and Henry’s personal reward for his decision to break with Rome. As Latimer commented,
         ‘He hath overcome all our illness with his exceeding goodness; so that we are now more than compelled to serve him, seek his
         glory, promote his word.’ Edward, put simply, was God’s gift to the nation. This little baby, barely days old, was already
         being marked out for great things.17

      
      Celebrations at court continued throughout the week. In his prolonged state of euphoria, Henry created six new knights and
         raised Jane’s brother, Edward Seymour, to Earl of Hertford.18 Yet two days after the christening, Jane fell suddenly ill. Rejoicing now turned to prayer. On Friday 19 October there was
         a general procession at St Paul’s for ‘the health of the Queen’. The Royal Chapel now filled with sorrowful courtiers praying
         for Jane’s safety. ‘If good prayers can save her,’ wrote one, ‘she is not like to die, for never [a] lady was so much plained
         with every man, rich and poor.’19

      
      Henry postponed a hunting trip he had planned to mark the start of the season, but only temporarily. If Jane’s condition did
         not improve, he remarked, he ‘could not find it in his heart to tarry’. This need not be taken as a mark of insensitivity or callousness on Henry’s part, who probably had no need to be reminded of the painful memories
         of his own mother’s death in childbirth.20 Nevertheless the doctors seemed hopeful for Jane’s recovery – if she survived the night, they believed, she would be ‘past
         danger’.
      

      
      But the prognosis had come too soon. On Wednesday 23 October Jane suffered ‘a natural laxe’ – most likely heavy bleeding.
         Throughout the night and into Thursday morning, her condition worsened drastically.21 She spent the morning with her confessor, who now prepared to give her the last rites. At eight o’clock that same evening,
         in a sudden change of mind Henry rushed back to her chamber. The Duke of Norfolk wrote hurriedly to Thomas Cromwell, demanding
         he repair to Hampton Court as fast as possible ‘to comfort our good master, for as our mistress, there is no likelihood of
         her life, the more pity, and I fear she shall not be alive at the time ye shall read this’. That night, at around midnight,
         Jane died.22

      
      Puerperal fever, a form of blood poisoning resulting from infection contracted by poor hygiene, has been suggested as the
         cause of her death, though it is more probable that Jane suffered from a massive haemorrhage as a result of parts of the torn
         placenta remaining in her womb.23 Experienced midwives were trained as a matter of routine to examine the afterbirth to check that it had been completely discharged,
         but Jane had the misfortune to be attended by the best doctors of her age that money could buy. Yet they were academics, experts
         in medicine but without any practical experience of delivering a child: Cromwell later laid the blame on those about her,
         ‘which suffered her to take great cold and to eat much things that her fantasy in sickness called for’. Jane’s tragedy is
         that any lesser woman than a queen would probably have received better treatment.24

      
      Soon rumours began to circulate of a very different story, that Jane had died as the result of a caesarean operation performed
         at Henry’s instigation. According to one story in circulation by November 1538, Henry was present at the labour when he was
         told by a gentlewoman ‘that one of the two must die’. Choosing his heir to be saved, he ordered the baby to be ‘cut out of
         his mother’s womb’. This prophecy was repeated elsewhere and became the subject of numerous ballads.25 In the Vatican library, there exists a contemporary document concerning the birth that goes even further, damning Henry for
         having Jane’s limbs purposely stretched ‘for the purpose of making passage for the child’ before having her womb sliced open, ‘so that the child ready to be born, might be taken out …’26 Determined to blacken Henry’s name, these charges were later repeated by the Catholic writers Nicholas Harpsfield and Nicholas
         Sanders. Sanders wrote in 1581 that Henry, on being asked the question by doctors whether to save the mother or child, answered
         that it should be the boy, ‘because he could easily provide himself with other wives’. How Henry already knew the sex of the
         child, Sanders did not explain. Harpsfield, in his unpublished ‘Treatise of Marriage’, c. 1558, merely noted that Jane died ‘for the safeguard of the child’, but claimed somewhat incredibly that Edward was born
         ‘as some say that adders are, by gnawing out of the mother’s womb’.27

      
      Is there any truth to be found in these stories? The answer, most likely, is no. The primitive nature of Tudor surgery meant
         that a caesarean operation would result normally in immediate death – it was not usually performed until the mother was already
         dead or beyond survival. But Jane had lived for another twelve days and her health initially seemed good, and she had sat
         patiently at her son’s christening, composed and regal, for over six hours. Some commentators even looked forward to the cementing
         of the dynasty with a second child.28 The rumour, however, remained compelling, a convenient accusation for Catholics to smear the dynasty with. In any case, the
         distinction between fact and fiction was never a priority in the curious and superstitious mind of Tudor man, where rumour
         could easily seem very real indeed. Henry, and in turn Edward, would never be free of its taint.
      

      
      For the moment, Henry took no notice of any rumours that had begun to circulate around the court and beyond; perhaps he was
         unaware of them, for his grief seems to have been nothing less than genuine. Distraught, he fled to Windsor, leaving the funeral
         arrangements to others. There he went into seclusion, refusing to see anyone. Writing alone at his desk, he numbed the pain
         of loss by throwing himself into his work, replying to those who had sent their congratulations on Edward’s birth. He wrote
         tersely to Francis I: ‘Divine Providence … hath mingled my joy with the bitterness of the death of her who brought me this
         happiness.’29

      
      News of the queen’s death provoked a sense of national mourning on a scale not previously witnessed in Tudor England. Richard
         Morison, pamphleteer with responsibility for government propaganda, attempted to alleviate the sorrow of his fellow Englishmen
         by composing a ‘Comfortable Consolation, wherein the People may see how far greater causes they have to be glad for the joyful Birth of Prince Edward, than sorry for the death of Queen Jane’. This contained a fictitious
         seven-page speech from the queen, ‘if she could speak to us’, including Jane’s supposedly dying wish to the nation: ‘I have
         left you me babe … in his nonage, I shall think your love implied to the profit of mine heir, if you give it all to his father.’
         For Morison, even in death there was advantage to be had – no opportunity to pull heart strings and press obedience to the
         regime was to be wasted.30

      
      After her body had been embalmed and her entrails removed and buried at the Royal Chapel, Jane lay in state, crowned and bejewelled
         and wearing a robe of gold tissue, for three weeks. On 8 November her coffin, surrounded by four white silk banners depicting
         the life of the Virgin Mary, left Hampton Court for Windsor. Princess Mary was again to play a central role in the ceremony,
         this time as chief mourner. Behind her the court followed in much the same fashion as they had paraded through Hampton Court
         during the joyous celebration of Edward’s christening, though now they all wore black – the new fashion – rather than the
         traditional purple mourning garments. One extra touch was the white headdress that the ladies of her chamber wore, signifying
         that the queen had died in childbed. Jane was buried on 12 November 1537, with a requiem mass at Windsor and a dirge sung
         at St Paul’s. No monument was ever erected in her memory, but a brass plaque was set above the vault. Its Latin inscription
         played upon the tragic irony of her emblem the Phoenix, the mythical bird whose death brought life:
      

      
      
         Here lieth a Phoenix, by whose death

         Another Phoenix life gave breath:

         It is to be lamented much

         The world at once never knew two such.31

      

      
      In London, the church bells continued to ring from midday until six in the evening, though this time at a low funereal toll.
         Twelve hundred masses were ordered to be sung in the City by the Lord Mayor; privately, Henry requested twelve. Custom precluded
         the presence of husbands at their wives’ funerals, though Henry may not have been in any state to attend. Cuthbert Tunstall,
         the Bishop of Durham, attempted to alleviate his sorrow – though God had taken his queen, Henry should not forget ‘our most
         noble Prince, to whom God hath ordained your Majesty to be mother as well as father’.32 The Duke of Norfolk in person urged him to think about taking a new wife, but Cromwell was already one step ahead, hot on his heels for another queen and another son to fully secure the dynasty. Within days he had sent Henry a list
         of suitable candidates, but was clearly taken aback with the king’s less than enthusiastic response, noting that ‘He has framed
         his mind to be indifferent to the thing’.33

      
      Of all this, of course, Edward knew nothing. Later he would come to lament ‘how unfortunate have I been to those of my blood,
         my mother I slew at my birth’; but for now, hidden away in his nursery, he was oblivious to the commotion that his entrance
         into the world had caused. The first few weeks of his life had been as momentous as any; for the moment, a courtier reported,
         he ‘sucketh like a child of his puissance’.34

      
      For the first six years of his life Edward, as he later mentioned in his diary, was brought up ‘among the women’.35 From birth, the Tudors handed their children over to the care of a separate household of servants, far removed from the bustle
         of the royal court. At its head was Margaret, Lady Bryan, the mistress of the household, but who acted more like the family
         nanny, a role she had performed for Edward’s two elder sisters, and by now had considerable experience in the needs of royal
         children.
      

      
      She probably liked to think that she knew what was best for them. An early surviving letter of hers to Cromwell in 1538 gives
         an impression of bossiness. Edward’s nursery, she believed, was ‘very bare for such a time … he hath never a good jewel to
         set on his cape’. This was no obstacle for a woman who knew how to get her way: ‘Howbeit I shall order all things for my Lord’s
         honour the best I can,’ she continued, ‘so as I trust the King’s grace shall be contented with all.’36

      
      Reading her report, the colour must have drained from Cromwell’s face. No doubt terrified that the news might find its way
         to Henry, he promptly transferred £5,000 (£1.5 million in today’s money) into Edward’s household funds. With her nursery now
         fully stocked, Lady Bryan happily relayed Edward’s progress back to the court: he was healthy and merry, she noted, and had
         grown his first few teeth; three had come through whilst the fourth was just appearing. It was undoubtedly a relief to the
         wet nurse when, in October 1538, Sibyl Penne was appointed as his dry nurse, later becoming a favourite of Edward’s, who affectionately
         named her ‘Mother Jak’. Four ‘rockers’ were also employed to attend to the prince’s cradle, one of whom was still receiving
         a pension of £10 (£2,000) fourteen years later.37

      
      Far removed from the comforts of the court, and in a world where superstition and prophecies were held to be real in the minds
         of many, a series of alarming and unexplained incidents seemed to strike right at the heart of Edward’s safety. Voodoo dolls representing
         Edward had been found with pins driven through their bodies, whilst rumours concerning Edward began to surface in taverns,
         fuelled by a strong belief in prophecy.38 Cromwell ordered his network of spies to keep their ears to the ground. It was not long before a tinker in his pay reported
         a conversation that carried past the sound of clinking tankards at the Bell Inn on Tower Hill, where one John Ryan told of
         a prophecy that the prince ‘should be as great a murderer as his father’ since ‘he must be a murderer by kind for he murdered
         his mother in his birth’.39 When pressed to explain what he meant, Ryan stated that he had heard a prophecy from ‘the best Chronicler in England’ that
         the ‘child that murdered thy mother in her womb … shalt have so much treason wrought in thy time more than ever thy father
         had’.40 Who was the chronicler? Further examinations revealed the suspect to be Robert Fayery, a royal herald. A direct link had been
         traced back to the court, but further leads came to nothing.41 Was this malicious gossip, or did Fayery know more than he was meant to have let on – perhaps the real truth behind Edward’s
         own controversial birth? Again the evidence is tantalizing, but leads nowhere. For Henry, however, all this was alarming in
         the extreme: the line between rumour and magic, treason and plot, was a fine one.
      

      
      Security measures were stepped up with the creation of a formal household especially for the prince. Henry personally dictated
         new regulations for the conduct of Edward’s household.42 The introduction to his text highlights his anxiety over the health and safety of his son for whom he considered ‘there is
         nothing in the world so noble, just and perfect’.
      

      
      The rest of the document reads much like a sermon, dictated by a king still enthralled by the thought of his own supremacy
         upon earth, seeking to fashion his own apostolic succession. Edward was a gift from God ‘for his consolation and comfort of
         the whole realm’ and a demonstration of ‘his bottomless divine providence’. He was, as Henry affectionately termed it, ‘this
         whole realm’s most precious jewel’.
      

      
      It was all the more necessary, then, that the utmost care be taken to protect the child from harm. The prince’s household,
         sworn under oath, was to be strictly confined. A detailed check roll of every servant present, outlining their age and estate,
         was to be presented to Henry. Nobody under the degree of a knight was to be allowed in Edward’s presence. And regardless of
         title, no one was to touch the prince unless they had been commanded by the king to do so. If permission was granted, any bodily contact was strictly limited to a kiss on the hand.
         Even then, one of the heads of the household had to be in constant attendance, watching hawkishly over the child, and before
         Edward offered his hand the well-wisher’s kiss was to be tested with a ‘reverent assay’.
      

      
      Nothing must escape the closest of scrutiny. All foods for Edward’s consumption – bread, meat, milk, eggs and butter – were
         to be first eaten in large quantity; his clothes thoroughly washed, dried, brushed and stored safely, to be tested and worn
         before Edward put them on. New clothes were to be washed before being aired beside the fireplace and scented with perfume,
         ‘so that the same way his grace may have no harm or displeasure’. The improvements were soon in place, with an extra washing
         house and kitchen quickly built at Hampton Court to cope with the new demands.43

      
      The risk of infection and disease was always a threat against which constant vigilance and protection were needed. Those bringing
         in wood for fires should be clean and disease-free; once finished with their task they were to depart immediately, whilst
         servant boys and pages were forbidden from even stepping foot into the household, since they ‘without any respect go to and
         fro and be not wary of the dangers of infection and do often times resort into suspect places’.44

      
      Despite Henry’s concern, he remained an all too absent parent in Edward’s life, though occasionally he paid him the odd visit,
         such as in May 1538 when he spent the day with Edward, ‘dallying with him in his arms a long space and so holding him in a
         window to the sight and great comfort of all the people’. But these rare glimpses into Henry’s relationship with Edward are
         precisely that, for seldom would the austere and stuffy atmosphere of the royal court allow for any semblance of parental
         responsibility.45

      
      Rather it was his elder sister Mary who took it upon herself, as godmother, to visit her royal brother. Aged twenty-two, portraits
         show her to be a genteel young lady with fair skin and auburn hair, if not quite as attractive as her younger sister. Living
         in residence at Hampton Court, she was only a barge journey across the river to the prince’s nursery at Richmond. Mary showed
         genuine interest in her little brother, paying him visits in November 1537, and again the next March, April and May. In March
         she had journeyed by horse, riding to Richmond on the late Queen Jane’s own little saddle horse – perhaps on that occasion
         more than any other she realized the need for her sisterly affection to be lavished upon her motherless brother. Visits would be spent being entertained by minstrels, to whom her accounts show she gave ten
         shillings. Not even Edward’s nannies were to be spared from her generosity. Later, in 1539 she gave his nurse five yards of
         yellow satin amounting to 37s 6d, and a gilt spoon to each rocker, costing 44s od.46

      
      Contemporaries seem to have been genuinely struck by Edward’s beauty, with ambassadors and courtiers queuing up to meet the
         young prince in the flesh. When the Spanish ambassadors were finally granted permission to visit Edward they considered him
         ‘the prettiest child we ever saw’. A month later the Chancellor Thomas Audley thought him, ‘so goodly a child of his age,
         so merry, so pleasant, so good and loving countenance’ (although one wonders what Henry would have said if they had dared
         to think otherwise).47

      
      Edward’s was a beauty that perhaps would not appeal today. The first surviving portrait from which Edward’s grey eyes stare
         out at us was painted by Hans Holbein when the prince was fourteen months old. White-faced with fair skin, almost to the point
         of transparency, Edward sits attired in clothes suited to a Tudor gentleman – a doublet of vivid red and yellow, designed
         to contrast with his delicate, somewhat podgy, skin beneath. But what might seem pallid or even insipid to us was the admiration
         of the Renaissance courtier: as a young man, Henry VIII’s lily-white skin and light auburn beard drew praise from ambassadors
         across Europe.
      

      
      Here in the painting, a few locks of Edward’s fine blond hair protrude from his feathered cap held on by a ribbon tied beneath
         his neck. His cheeks are those of a well-fed infant, but the painting gives little sense of any childish temperament behind
         his stern features – instead, Edward sits oddly poised with a rattle in his left hand. Yet the rattle symbolizes more than
         a plaything, being held in the fashion of a sceptre. Holbein’s point is clear: Edward, though barely a toddler, was heir to
         the throne and was expected to bear rule. He held majesty.
      

      
      The recipient of the painting no doubt got the message: it was given to Henry by the painter as his New Year’s Day gift in
         1539.48 But in case the point needed pressing, Richard Morison added a few lines of text beneath:
      

      
      
         Little one, emulate thy father and be the heir of his virtue; the world contains nothing greater. Heaven and earth could scarcely
            produce a son whose glory would surpass that of a father. Do thou but equal the deeds of thy parent and men can ask no more. Shouldst thou surpass him, thou has outstript all, nor shall any surpass thee in ages
            to come.
         

      

      
      When the painting was unveiled to the court, it was an instant success. The effect was obvious: this little prince would one
         day be king. John Leland, later immortalized in his famous ‘itinerary’ describing his travels across the country, even felt
         inspired to write a poem, ‘On the Image of the Incomparable Prince Edward’, describing how the more he looked at the painting
         and ‘your [Edward’s] delightful face and appearance, so I seem to see the form of your magnanimous father shining forth in
         your face’.49

      
      That New Year, Edward, too, was showered with gifts. The child probably took little interest in the expensive items of gold
         and silver plate, such as his father’s gift of a gilt standing cup with ‘antique works with a man on the top’, preferring
         instead the Earl of Essex’s gift of a bell of gold with a whistle. His sisters sent more personal gifts: Mary, a coat of crimson
         satin embroidered with gold and pearls and with sleeves of tinsel, whilst Elizabeth went even further, sending a shirt ‘of
         her own working’.50
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