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    Praise for The Crown


  




  ‘Fabulous debut’ InStyle UK




  ‘A gripping treasure-hunt-like romp through one of the bloodiest periods in British history’ Good Housekeeping




  ‘Bilyeau deftly weaves extensive historical detail throughout, but the real draw of this suspenseful novel is its juicy blend of lust, murder, conspiracy and

  betrayal’ O, The Oprah Magazine




  ‘Strong character development, realistic historical detail, and an atmosphere of pervasive tension coupled to a fast-paced plot make it compulsively readable’

  Booklist




  ‘This fast-paced debut delivers Tudor intrigue and mystical thrills in one satisfying package’ Kirkus Reviews




  ‘Nancy Bilyeau’s polished, inventive debut has all the ingredients of the best historical fiction: a broad cast of characters, wellimagined settings, and vivid

  story-telling . . . In Joanna Stafford, Bilyeau has given us a memorable character who is prepared to risk her life to save what she most values, while Stafford’s desperate search for a lost

  religious relic will satisfy even the most ardent mystery fans’




  Deborah Harkness, author of A Discovery of Witches




  ‘A historical fiction title that not only brought together the elements of the historical beautifully but also wove a mystery within that kept me glued from start to

  finish . . . a cracking read’




  Falcata Times




  ‘With a strong protagonist and some well-drawn characters, there are political intrigues, power struggles and deadly encounters in this novel of mystery and

  suspense’ Choice magazine




  ‘In her debut, The Crown, Bilyeau . . . delivers an engrossing thriller about a 16th-century Dominican novice caught up in royal intrigue . . . Her extensive

  historical research shines’




  Entertainment Weekly
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  LONDON, MAY 25, 1537




   




  When a burning is announced, the taverns off Smithfield order extra barrels of ale, but when the person to be executed is a woman and one of noble birth, the ale comes by the

  cartload. I would ride in one of those carts on Friday of Whitsun week, the twenty-eighth year of the reign of King Henry the Eighth, to offer prayers for the soul of the condemned traitor, Lady

  Margaret Bulmer.




  I heard the cartsman’s cry go out as I made my way on Cheapside Street, clutching the London map I’d sketched from a book in secret two nights before. I moved faster now that

  I’d reached such a wide and cobbled street, but my legs throbbed. I’d spent the morning trudging through mud.




  “Smithfield—are ye bound for Smithfield?” It was a cheerful voice, as if the destination were a Saint George’s Day fair. Just ahead, in front of a tannery, I saw who had

  shouted: a burly man flicking the backs of four horses hitched to a large cart. A half-dozen heads peeked above the rails.




  “Hold!” I shouted as loudly as I could. “I wish to go to Smithfield.”




  The cartsman whipped around; his eyes searched the crowd. I waved, and his face split into a wet smile. As I drew nearer, my stomach clenched. I’d vowed I would speak to no one this entire

  day, seek no assistance. The risk of discovery was too great. But Smithfield lay outside the walls of the city, to the north and west, still a fair distance away.




  When I reached him, the cartsman looked me up and down, and his smile sagged. I wore a heavy wool kirtle, the only one available to me for the journey. It was a bodice and skirt made for the

  dead of winter, not spring, and not a day when bursts of warmth were anchored by sheets of billowing mists. Mud soaked my tangled hem. I could only be grateful no one could see beneath the heavy

  fabric, to my shift drenched with sweat.




  But I knew it wasn’t only my dishevelled garments that gave the cartsman pause. To many, I look strange. My hair is black as polished onyx; my eyes are brown with flecks of green. My olive

  skin neither reddens by Saint Swithin’s Day, nor pales by Advent. Mine is the colouring of my Spanish mother. But not her delicate features. No, my face is that of my English father: a wide

  forehead, high cheekbones, and strong chin. It’s as if the mismatch of my parents’ marriage fought on the foundation of my face, plain for all to see. In a land of pink-and-white girls,

  I stand out like a raven. There was a time when that troubled me, but at twenty-six years of age, I was no longer subject to such petty concerns.




  “A shilling to ride, mistress,” the cartsman said. “Pay up and we’ll be off.”




  His demand took me by surprise, though, of course, it shouldn’t have.




  “I am without coins,” I stammered.




  The cartsman barked a laugh. “Do ye think I do this for amusement? I’ve run low on ale”—he pounded a wooden barrel behind him—“and I must earn enough to pay

  for the cart.” On the far side of the barrel, I could see his passengers craning to get a look at me.




  “Wait,” I said, and fished for the small cloth purse in the pocket I’d stitched into my dress. Swirling my fingers around the purse, I found a slender ring. I didn’t want

  to give him anything finer. Some important bribes lay ahead.




  I held out the ring. “Will this do?” In an instant his scowl turned to delight, and the slight golden ring of my dead mother disappeared into the driver’s dirty palm.




  When I climbed into the back of his cart, I could see pity and contempt playing across the faces of the other passengers. My ring must be worth more than the ride. I found a clean pile of straw

  in the corner and looked down, trying to avoid their curious stares, as the cart resumed its journey.




  An elbow poked my side. A sturdy woman sidled closer, one of middling years, the only other female in the cart. Smiling, she held out a piece of brown bread. I’d had nothing to eat since

  last night’s supper. Ordinarily, I gloried in the pangs of hunger, the mastery over my weak mortal flesh, but my mission required a certain vigour. I took the bread with a grateful nod. A

  mouthful of food and a gulp of watery ale from her wooden tankard brought strength to my dazed body.




  I leaned back against the railing. We passed a small market that appeared to sell nothing but spices and herbs. Now that the rain had stopped, the sellers threw off the blankets keeping their

  narrow stalls dry. A rich mix of borage, sage, thyme, rosemary, parsley, and chives surged in the air, and then dissolved as we rumbled on. The urgent smells of the city rose again. A row of

  four-storey buildings came into view—more prosperous than any I’d seen so far. The sign of the goldsmith hung from a street corner.




  A young man sitting across from me grinned and said, loudly, to the whole cart, “We’re grateful to King Hal for burning a young beauty at Smithfield. Last person killed was an ugly,

  old forger.”




  A knot of swallowed bread rose in my throat, and I covered my mouth.




  “But is she a beauty?” demanded someone else.




  An elderly man with milky blue eyes twisted a long hair that sprang from the middle of his chin.




  “I know someone who has seen Lady Bulmer in the flesh, and yes, she is bonny,” he said slowly. “More so than the queen.”




  “Which queen?” one of the men shouted.




  “All three of them,” answered another. A nervous laugh raced around the cart. To mock the king’s marriages—the divorce of the first wife and the execution of the second

  to make way for the third—was a crime. Hands and ears had been lopped off for it.




  The old man twisted his chin hair harder. “Lady Bulmer must have offended the king grievously for him to burn her out in the open before commoners, not to order the axe for Tower Hill or

  hang her at Tyburn.”




  The young man said, “They’ve dragged all the nobles and gentry down to London, the ones who followed Robert Aske. For king’s justice. She’s just the first to

  die.”




  My breath quickened. What would these Londoners say, what would they do to me, if they knew who I was and where I came from? One thing was certain: I would never reach Smithfield.




  I searched my prayers for something to uphold me. O Lord my God, help me to be obedient without reserve, poor without servility, chaste without compromise.




  “The Bulmer woman’s a foul rebel!” shouted the woman who’d shared with me her bread. “She’s a Papist northerner who plotted to overthrow our king.”




  Humble without pretence, joyful without depravity, serious without affectation, active without frivolity, submissive without bitterness, truthful without duplicity.




  The old man said mildly: “In the North, they gave their lives for the old ways. They wanted to protect the monasteries.”




  Everyone erupted in scorn.




  “Those fat monks hide pots of gold while the poor starve outside their walls.”




  “I heard of a nun who had a priest’s brat.”




  “The sisters are whores. Or else they’re cripples—idiots, all cast off by their families.”




  I heard a ragged noise. It was my own laugh, a bitter, joyless one—and unheeded, for there was a shout just then outside the cart. An urchin ran alongside, so fast he shot ahead of our

  horses. A panicky look over the shoulder revealed the child to be not a boy but a smudge-faced girl, her hair chopped short.




  A clod of dirt sailed through the air and hit her shoulder. “Awww,” she howled. “Ye curs!”




  Two large boys, scrambling up along the side of the cart, laughed. Within a minute, they’d have her. The men in the cart cheered on the chase.




  The boys’ prey darted out of the street and toward a row of shops.




  Another girl beckoned from a doorway. “This way!” she shouted. The urchin darted inside, and the door slammed shut behind them. The boys reached it seconds later and pounded, but it

  was locked.




  I closed my eyes. A different girl was running. Eight years old, breathless, a stitch in my side, I charged down a narrow path between tall hedges of yew, searching for a way out.




  I could hear people calling my name, but I couldn’t see them. “Hurry, Joanna, hurry—we’re to play tennis next!” shouted my boy cousins, so strong, so hard.

  “Come now, girl, you can manage it,” boomed the careless voice of my uncle, Edward Stafford, third Duke of Buckingham and head of the family. “You must find your own way out. We

  can’t send anyone after you and risk the loss of another child.”




  I was trapped in my uncle’s maze. He’d just had it built—“I hired better monks to design mine than Cardinal Wolsey used,” he said again and again. Today, September

  4, the annual birthday celebration of the second Duke of Buckingham, my long-dead grandfather, the maze was put to use. We cousins were blindfolded and led to the centre. Then they whipped the

  cloths off and told us to race out, to see who’d be first.




  “Tread the maze! Tread the maze!” my uncle cried from outside the tall winding hedges.




  I was one of the youngest and immediately fell to the back of the pack. Soon I was alone. I ran this way and that, hoping to see the hedge walls open to the gardens, but my instincts were always

  wrong and just led me deeper into the maze.




  “What’s wrong with you, Joanna?”




  “Think, girl, think!”




  The voices grew louder, more impatient. “Joanna, don’t be such a doddypoll,” shouted one Stafford boy. An elder hushed him.




  I’d become the centre of attention, something I always hated. Had I turned right at this corner, or left? Panic made me forget which paths I’d already tried.




  How my head spun with the smell of the roses. Dozens of sternly tamed red bushes dotted the maze. It was almost the end of the season; the rose petals had frayed and loosened. And the hour of

  the day had passed for peak freshness. But there were so many bushes, and I had passed them so many times. I could almost taste those cloying, dusty, imperious roses.




  I turned a corner, fast, and slammed into Margaret.




  We both fell down, laughing, the beads of our puffy sleeves hooked together. After we’d disentangled, she helped me up: Margaret was a year older and two inches taller, and always a

  hundred times cleverer and prettier. My first cousin. My only friend.




  “Margaret, where have you gone to?” bellowed the Duke of Buckingham. “You’d better not have slipped back in the maze for Joanna.”




  “Oh, he’s going to be angry with you,” I said. “You shouldn’t have done it.”




  Margaret winked. She brushed the dirt off my party finery and hers and led me out, holding my hand the whole way.




  At the mouth of the maze, they’d gathered, what looked like the entire Stafford clan and all of our retainers and servants. My uncle the duke, the pre-eminent peer of England, wore cloth

  of silver and a long ostrich feather in his hat. His youngest brother, Sir Richard Stafford, my father, stood at his side. A long shadow stretching across the garden almost reached them. It was

  cast by the square tower that soared above us all. Thornbury Castle, in Gloucestershire, was built to withstand attack. Not from a foreign enemy but from covetous kings.




  Margaret walked right up to the duke, unafraid. “See, Father, I found Joanna,” she said. “You can play tennis now.” He looked us both over, eyebrows raised, as everyone

  waited, tense.




  But the Duke of Buckingham laughed. He kissed his cherished daughter, his bastard, raised alongside the four children of his meek duchess. “I know well that you can do anything,

  Margaret,” he said.




  My father hugged me tight, too. He’d been sporting all day, and I remember how he smelled of sweat and soil and dry, flattened grass. I felt so relieved, and so happy.




  The London cart lurched and shuddered, throwing me down on the straw. My reverie was finished.




  We’d left the city walls and taken a side street. The cart’s wheels were trapped in the muck. The cart horses whinnied, the driver cursed, the boisterous men moved to the back of the

  cart.




  “No matter,” the woman said to me. “We are almost at Smithfield.”




  I followed the group to the end of the street and then down another one lined with taverns. It opened into an enormous flat clearing, teeming with people already arrived and awaiting the

  day’s execution. There were hundreds of them: men and women, sailors and seamstresses, children as well. A family pushed ahead of me, the mother carrying a basket of bread, the father with a

  boy sitting on his shoulders.




  Without warning, a foul stench filled my nose, my throat, and my lungs. My eyes watered. It was worse than anything I’d breathed in London so far. With a cry I clutched my burning

  throat.




  “That’s the butcher yards to the east,” said the woman I had ridden with. “When ye catch the wind, the blood and offal can be rank.” She touched my elbow. “Ye

  be unused to Smithfield, I can see that. Walk with me, stay close.”




  I shook my head, blinking. I wouldn’t bear witness to the end of Margaret’s life with such a heartless creature. She shrugged and melted into the mob. I stood alone.




  Trembling, I reached into my pocket once more and removed the letter, the one Margaret wrote to me days before the outbreak of the Northern Rebellion, what we call the Pilgrimage of Grace. I

  unfolded the tight rectangle of creamcoloured paper and admired, as always, her sloping, delicate script.




  

    

      

        My most entirely beloved Joanna:




        I have learned from my brother that you plan to enter the Dominican Order at Dartford Priory and take vows to become a bride of Christ. I admire you so much for your

        choice of a holy life. I lit extra candles at morning Mass to honour you, dear cousin.




        I only wish that somehow you would find a way to know my second husband, Sir John. He is a good, honest, true man, Joanna. He loves me. He cherishes me. I have

        finally found peace in the North, the same peace I hope you will find at Dartford Priory.




        I cannot but think these are hard, wretched, frightening times. Those who serve God as our Holy Father ordains are scorned and persecuted. There is heresy everywhere.

        It is different in the North. Every night I say three prayers. I ask God to protect our monasteries. I seek salvation for the soul of my father. And I pray that someday I will see you again,

        Joanna, and that you will embrace me and forgive me.




        Written at my manor in Lastingham in York,




        the last Thursday of September




        Your cousin and dearest friend for eternity




        Margaret Bulmer


      


    


  




  I replaced the letter, pulled my hood over my head as far as it could go so that not a single strand of hair showed, and stepped into Smithfield.
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  Standing on the edge of the clearing, filled with people eager for the sport of Margaret’s burning, I remembered something my father said about Smithfield. “That

  was where the Plantagenet court once held their most magnificent jousts, Joanna. That’s why they chose it. Not far from the palaces was a ‘smooth field.’ And it became

  Smithfield.”




  My father wasn’t a man ready with fine words. But he could describe a joust. He had been a champion in his youth, one of the finest jousters in the kingdom. That was before the execution

  of my uncle the duke for high treason when I was ten years old, and my parents’ banishment from court. Before the fall of the Staffords.




  It had been many years since he’d jousted. But the memories were sharp. I’d close my eyes and listen to him tell the story and feel as if I were on horseback: thundering down the

  course, divided in two by a low wooden fence. Silver armour blazing in the sun. A shield in the left hand, a lance in the right. In the distance, an opponent draws closer . . . closer . . . until

  the other jouster is a few feet away and down come the lances with a mighty crash.




  When I imagined that moment of contact, when a man might die if a lance pierced below armour, I’d shiver and my father would smile. That quick grin was like a boy’s, no matter his

  thick chestnut hair showed a few strands of grey.




  I hadn’t seen that grin for a very long time. When I told him last year I wished to become a novice and profess vows, he argued with me, tried to change my mind, but not for long.




  He could see I was sincere in my longing for a higher life, far from the clamour of human voices and the touch of man. My father wrote the necessary letters and, with some difficulty, paid for

  my endowment at the priory. He did it to make me happy, since he knew no other way to do so.




  And for some months at Dartford I was happy. In a contemplative life, I found certainty and purpose, the grace I’d longed for, insulated from the selfishness and vanity, the

  mindless pomp of the world. But it was a fragile happiness. I had come to a religious life that was not just in decline—far fewer people entered monasteries today than in past

  centuries—but under vigorous attack. Our king had broken from the Holy Father. In the last two years, England’s smallest abbeys and priories had been closed, their monks and nuns sent

  onto the road. Prioress Elizabeth reassured the sisters that the larger religious houses such as ours would not be touched, but the fear of another round of closings haunted the stone passageways,

  the cloister garden, even the dormitories of Dartford.




  It was just a week ago, on my way to Vespers, that I’d heard her name whispered for the first time, ahead of me on the south passageway. “The woman who helped lead the second

  Northern Rebellion, Lady Margaret Bulmer . . .”




  I cried out, “Whom do you speak of?” and the two sisters who’d been walking together stopped and turned around. A novice should never address her superiors in such a way.




  “Forgive me, Sister Joan and Sister Agatha.” I bowed my head low and clasped my hands and then peered up at their faces. Sister Joan, the circator, the enforcer of rules,

  regarded me with cold disapproval. But Sister Agatha, novice mistress, could not resist sharing her gossip. “The last rebel leaders were brought down to London and tried at

  Westminster,” she said, her voice a quick whisper. “All were found guilty. The men will be hanged, including Sir John Bulmer, but his wife, a lady, will be burned at the stake at

  Smithfield. It is the king’s pleasure.”




  I tilted and reached out with one hand to grip the damp stone wall to keep from falling.




  “Yes, isn’t it terrible?” clucked Sister Agatha.




  But Sister Joan’s shrewd eyes were on me. “Sister Joanna, did you know Lady Bulmer before you came to Dartford?” she asked.




  “No, Sister.” Just like that, a grievous sin committed.




  Sister Agatha continued, “I always wonder what becomes of them . . . afterward. Would the family of Lady Bulmer be allowed to take her poor body for burial, even though the crime is high

  treason?”




  Sister Joan gave her a stern look. “Such matters are not our concern. I’m sure the lady’s family has the means to bribe the guards afterward if necessary. It is souls that we

  attend to, not mortal flesh.”




  We’d reached the church. Sister Joan and Sister Agatha bowed to the altar and took their assigned places. I followed suit and made my way to the novice stall, at the front. My place, as

  youngest, was next to the chancel step. My voice rose in song. I made all the correct responses in the chanting of the office.




  Yet within my mind I stitched together a plan. I knew that our terrified Stafford relations would have nothing to do with Margaret or her burial. I could not bear the thought of her dying, alone

  and frightened, without the presence and the prayers of a loved one to ease her suffering, and then having her poor corpse consigned to oblivion. God desired me to bear witness, I was absolutely

  sure of that.




  I’d leave Dartford Priory and travel to London, to Smithfield, and since the Dominican Order observed strict rules of enclosure for novices as well as nuns, I’d have to go without

  permission.




  It frightened me, yes. The consequences for breaking enclosure were so serious, the only greater offence was violation of our chastity. For the next two days I wavered, not sure of my decision.

  I sought direction in prayer.




  At the office of Matins, at midnight, enlightenment came. Dartford novices were abed customarily by nine, ordered to rest, but my eyes never closed that night, I was so troubled. I filed into

  church with the others, and between the Pater and the Ave, it struck me. All of my doubts and fears and worries fell away, as if I stood in a waterfall, cleansed by the purest streams. I would go

  to Smithfield. All would be well. I raised my arms and turned up my palms, toward the altar, my cheeks damp with gratitude.




  As we shuffled up the stairs, back to the dormitories for a few more hours of sleep until Lauds, Sister Christina, senior novice, nudged me. “Did you find Divine Truth?” she

  whispered. “It appeared so.”




  “Perhaps,” I said.




  “I pray I receive the same blessing,” said Sister Christina, her voice fierce. She was remarkably devout and sometimes wore a hair shirt under her novice habit, although she’d

  been reproved for it. Novices were discouraged from seeking mortification of the flesh. We weren’t ready.




  Sister Winifred, the other novice, who had professed three months before me, squeezed my arm. “I am happy for you,” she said in her sweet, lilting voice.




  I made my preparations to leave in secret. The night before Margaret’s execution, I slept but an hour or so. In the thick darkness of our novice dormitory, I dressed myself in the kirtle

  I’d worn when my father brought me to Dartford last fall. I crept down the stairs and made my way to the kitchens. I knew one of the windows had a broken lock. I eased through it and ran

  across the grounds, through the barn, past the sleeping stable hand, and out the door. I most feared discovery at the large gatehouse out front, for sometimes our porter assigned a watchman. To

  stay clear of it, I went over the stone wall that surrounded the priory at a low point. I walked up the slope, the grass damp under my feet, to meet the lane leading through the woods to the main

  road.




  The moon hid behind heavy clouds; it was so very dark on the lane, under the trees. There was just the song of the night creatures. They were not disturbed by my presence. No, it was like

  passing through the ranks of an undisciplined choir— crickets and other shrill insects took the soprano part while the toads and owls played bass. Their gleeful serenade did not please me. My

  business was deadly serious, and, as ridiculous as it is to admit, I felt mocked in the woods. I was glad that when I reached the main road, the sky to the east was lightening. Soon the impetuous

  night choir would fall silent.




  With a pair of lady’s earrings clinking in his pocket, the sleepy warden for Hedge House Wharf helped me into a boat, but with reluctance. “I pray the young lady knows what she is

  about,” he muttered. I did not answer him. As the boat eased away on the River Darent, past the fishery, I thought I heard the faint peal of the bells of the priory, for first prayers, but I

  may have imagined it.




  Dartford is nearly a day’s journey on foot from London, two hours by good horse and more than four hours by water. The River Darent twists and turns before meeting the Thames. It is not

  the way most would choose to travel to London, but I feared being seen in the village if I tried to hire a conveyance. I must disappear long enough to complete my mission.




  Soon after we departed, rain pattered on the river and the oarsman tossed me a long covering to shield my head. The last person to wear the covering had eaten salted fish; I could still smell

  it. A thick, cool white mist enveloped me on the river. I could see next to nothing. There was just the pinprick of rain on the river and the rhythmic grunts of the man sitting behind me as he

  pulled his oars out of the grey water. I took out my crucifix and wooden beads from the purse and began to say the Rosary.




  Margaret, I am coming. I won’t abandon you.




  The mist parted to introduce a dull sky. As the river widened on its trek, other boats joined us, large and small. A few oarsmen called out to mine, making rude remarks over his passenger being

  young and female and unaccompanied. I fingered my beads and ignored their coarse foolishness. The instant we docked, well south of London Bridge, I leaped out of the boat. My greatest fear was that

  I would reach the appointed place too late.




  Now I was here, I had indeed reached Smithfield before the burning, but I had not expected such crowds and confusion. All I could see were common people, milling around, laughing, drinking, or

  crying out to one another. I walked among them, this way and that, searching for some sign of where the execution would take place.




  When I came upon a tight circle of men shouting, my pulse quickened. I pushed my way forward to find an opening.




  In the middle of the circle was not a person but a chicken. Misshapen and bloody, its eyes flickering in terror, it had one foot tied to a wooden stake. A pockmarked man across from me held a

  small wooden bat over his head, readying it for his target.




  The man hurled the bat with a loud grunt, and it struck the bird.




  “God’s wounds, what have ye done, ye stupid arse?” bellowed the man next to me as he wiped a splotch of dripping red liquid from his cheek. The bird had been struck so hard a

  geyser of blood sprayed him.




  Uncaring, the pockmarked man scrambled into the circle. “She’s me dinner!” he howled. “And it’s not even Shrove Tuesday.”




  I looked down and saw my own dark skirts spattered with bright fresh blood. “Sweet Mother Mary,” I moaned and backed away, slipping into a muddy patch. On the way down, I grabbed the

  arm of a young woman next to me.




  It was a mistake. Red-faced, with a laundress’s bag slung over her shoulder, she swatted me away, screaming, “Are ye stealing from me?”




  “Madame, I was breaking a fall,” I said. “I apologise.”




  The laundress made a mock curtsy. “No, my lady. Forgive me.”




  Someone laughed. A few heads turned.




  A burst of hot foetid breath singed the side of my neck at the same second two thick arms encircled my waist from behind. I tried to pull away and could not.




  “Hullo, poppet,” growled a voice.




  I yanked myself away from the stranger. “Take your hands off me,” I ordered him.




  He spun me around, and I saw my attacker. He was at least a foot taller than me and barrel-chested. A greasy beard hid his face except for a pair of bulging eyes and a nose bent to the left.




  “Don’t ye fancy me?” he sneered, pulling me hard against his rough clothes and slobbering on my forehead, too drunk to find my lips.




  I fought down my revulsion and said calmly, “Sir, I have come to pray for the poor lady’s soul. Will you join me? Shall we pray together?”




  His drunken leer sagged. I knew I had touched something. Even the most brutish louts spend mornings on their knees at church, at the pleading of a wife or mother.




  But then the laundress screamed: “Have at her! Why do ye wait?”




  He grabbed my arm. I twisted and turned; I could see a group gathering around, but no one stopped him. No one helped me. I swung back my right foot and kicked him in the shin, and the crowd

  laughed.




  He slapped me, a sloppy blow, but still strong enough to send me staggering backward into the mud. He threw me the rest of the way down, his huge belly knocking the breath out of my body. One

  hand gripped both my wrists, holding them over my head. The other felt my waist, then higher, and higher. I struggled as hard as I could but for nothing.




  Ten years ago, I realised. Ten years almost to the day.




  Men and women drew closer, in a circle, nudging one another, laughing. I shut my eyes as I sank deeper and deeper into the mud of Smithfield.
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  I wanted to die, I prayed to die, there was nothing else for me, when I felt a thud, a crash, and the sharp pain of a knee against my thigh, and then nothing. He was no longer

  atop me. I opened my eyes and saw a tangle of bodies and heard curses.




  I struggled to all fours, my limbs shaking, crawled between two people, and rose to my feet. A hand grabbed my arm and started dragging me.




  “No! No, stop!” I screamed.




  “I must get you away,” said a voice, and I looked up. This was not my attacker; he was young and tall, broad-shouldered, with close-cropped light-brown hair.




  “Where are your people?” he demanded. “Are you lost?”




  “I won’t be questioned. Leave me alone.”




  “Leave you alone?” He burst out laughing. The sound of it took me aback. This was not the laugh of a young brute but of a cynical old man. “I saved you. Didn’t

  you see? I pulled that beast from you and thrashed him.”




  “I saw nothing.”




  “Then you’ll have to take it on faith, mistress. I am here to help you.” He took a flask of water from one pocket, a white kerchief from another and dampened it. “You may

  want to clean your face.”




  I took the kerchief and pressed it against my cheek. The coolness was like a tonic. I wiped it across my cheeks and forehead, scrubbed off the spit and dirt and sweat and the specks of blood of

  the dead bird.




  “Thank you, sir.” I handed him back his kerchief. “I am grateful for your assistance.” I waited for the young man to move on, but he just stood there, studying me. He had

  blue eyes the same colour as the hyacinths my mother had sent for from Spain and nurtured in the gardens. His clothes were respectable but certainly not prosperous; I could see the stitching along

  the sleeves that meant the garment had been altered and refashioned for him. He had not the money to have something made expressly for him.




  “Where are your people?” he asked again.




  “I am alone.”




  “No kinsmen, no servants? You’re a . . . gentlewoman?”




  He looked at me for confirmation. I did not deny it.




  “Then how could you come to Smithfield today? It’s madness. You must allow me to take you from here immediately. A woman alone, young, who looks as you do . . .” His voice

  trailed away.




  I shook my head, uneasy.




  “Please, there is no need to fear me. My name is Geoffrey Scovill, I am a constable for my parish.”




  Behind us, two old men who had been talking loudly began to brawl.




  “You see?” Geoffrey persisted. “The mob is villainous.”




  “If the crowd is so base, why are you drawn here?”




  He smiled at my tart question, and faint crinkles appeared around his eyes. Now it was certain—he was not as young as I’d first thought, closer to thirty than twenty. “I was

  sent by the chief constable to observe and take note of the king’s justice. This woman incited rebellion against our sovereign.”




  Hot anger surged through me. “To see a woman die—that pleases you?”




  “Of course not.”




  “She is a mother,” I said. “She has a boy and an infant daughter. Did you know that?”




  Geoffrey Scovill rocked back and forth on his heels, uneasy. “It is a great pity that the condemned is a woman. But examples must be made. Lady Margaret Bulmer committed high treason. She

  is a danger to us all.”




  “Danger?” My voice rose higher. “She sought to harm no one. She and the others wanted to preserve something, a way of life that has been honoured for centuries. Which gives

  comfort to the poor and the sick. They rebelled because they felt so passionately about their cause. They never sought to overthrow the king but to bring their grievances to his attention. They

  wanted the king to hear them.”




  Again I heard the laugh of a cynical older man. “Oh, he heard them, there’s no doubt of that. They received the full attention of His Majesty.”




  I walked away, furious he was mocking me.




  He followed, pulling at my sleeve. “Wait, mistress. We are all at the service of the king. If he wishes to make changes in religion, then it is our bound duty to obey, to trust in his

  legal and spiritual authority to guide us. Do you not agree?”




  “I agree that the people owe obedience to their anointed sovereign,” I muttered.




  He was relieved to hear it. “You must then see—if rebels and traitors are not punished, what sort of message would that send? The monarchy would be weakened; we would all fall into

  chaos. And yet such a punishment can be harrowing . . .” He squinted at something far away, and then offered me his arm. “Perhaps if you see this, it will change your mind.”




  “I have no intention of changing my mind. I have come here to see the execution of the prisoner.”




  “Then allow me to show you where it will take place?”




  I could hardly turn away the very help I needed. Geoffrey Scovill skilfully moved us through the dense crowd until we came to a long makeshift fence. There was another fence twenty feet beyond,

  creating a roadway between.




  He pointed to the left and I saw, at the end of this roadway, a large heap of branches and sticks gathered around a tall barrel. A stake rose out of the top of the barrel.




  “That’s where she will be burned,” he said.




  I took a deep breath, struggling to hide my fear.




  “As a constable, I am familiar with the various forms of execution. This is the slower way to burn. It would be more merciful to bring her here and then heap the branches on top. That is

  what they did in France when they executed Joan of Arc. Today, Lady Margaret Bulmer will suffer far more than Joan.”




  “Why are you telling me this?” I demanded.




  “Because this is no place for you.” He shook my shoulder, desperate to change my mind.




  Loud cries rose up from the other end of the roadway. “She comes! She comes!”




  “Too late,” I told Geoffrey Scovill.




  The crowd surged to the right, and I went with them, Geoffrey behind me. It would be hard to lose him now. There was a sea of bobbing heads in the middle of the roadway, more than a dozen

  soldiers heading toward us. They wore armour and carried pickets on their shoulders.




  In the back, a soldier led a black horse, harnessed to something that dragged behind.




  Geoffrey made a noise next to me.




  “What is it?” I asked.




  “She’s coming on a hurdle,” he groaned.




  I didn’t know what that meant. The horses came closer, pulling a long wooden board, the bottom dragging in the dirt. Everyone was pointing at the board.




  “Burn the papist whore!” screamed an old woman. Others took up the screams. The black horse, riled by the commotion, pivoted toward the other fence. Now I could see the person tied

  to the frame, facing up, arms pulled straight out, to form a T. My heart hammered in my body as I stared at who was strapped to the hurdle. I’d come to Smithfield for nothing. The woman was

  not Margaret. This poor condemned creature was far too old and poor. She wore a long, torn grey shift and had a dirty and bruised face, with cropped hair hanging just to her ears.




  The soldiers untied her wrists and feet and pulled her off the hurdle. She staggered into the mud and almost fell. One soldier righted her and pointed toward the stake. She stood still for a few

  seconds, straightened her shoulders, and then began to walk toward the place of her execution. The way she’d straightened her shoulders made me go a little queasy.




  Just then, the sun finally pierced the roiling banks of grey clouds and bathed Smithfield in light. A ray danced off the head of the prisoner, picking up a strand of reddish gold.




  And I saw my Margaret.




  The crowed roared “Traitor!” and “Whore!” and “Papist!” as she came closer. I grabbed the fence and pulled myself along, in front of the people shouting at

  her. One man hit me as I wriggled in front of him. I barely felt it. I looked over my shoulder; Geoffrey Scovill had been swallowed up by the mob.




  I knelt down in the dirt, sticking my head out of an opening in the fence. I shouted: “Margaret! Margaret! Margaret!”




  As she limped forward, I could see her eyes were half open. I screamed her name now, so loudly I thought the muscles in my throat would shred. She blinked and looked in the direction of my

  screams.




  Something quickened in her eyes. She came toward me.




  The people clustered right around me roared in approval. They’d get a closer look at the prisoner now. Two of the soldiers started over. In seconds they’d have her and pull her

  away.




  Margaret looked right at me. I saw her lips move, but I couldn’t hear what she said.




  I fished in my dress and took out my Rosary beads. I forced my arm out through the opening in the fence and threw her the beads. They landed in the dirt, at her feet. As she knelt to pick them

  up, an old woman leaned over the railing and spat on Margaret. The spittle landed on her left breast. “Burn, you papist whore!” she screeched.




  The soldiers grabbed Margaret. One of them yelled something at the crone. They had seen only the spitting. I watched Margaret seize the beads and tiny crucifix and make them into a ball,

  clutched tight to her body.




  As the men spun her back toward the stake, she looked over her shoulder, saw me as I waved my arm, sobbing.




  “Joanna,” she cried. And was led away.




  The soldiers called for quiet, and the crowd’s jeers died down. The grey-bearded official was reading from a scroll, but I could hear only phrases: “guilty of high treason . . .

  inciting of rebellion . . . conspiracy to levy war . . . the pleasure of His Majesty.” The minute the man had finished and lowered his scroll, soldiers grabbed hold of Margaret.




  I got to my feet but flinched at the feel of a hand on my shoulder. It was Geoffrey Scovill. He’d found me again.




  We both watched as the soldiers hoisted Margaret on top of the barrel and tied her to the stake, around the top of her chest and her waist. Other men heaped the branches, sticks, and kindling

  around her feet. She was too far away for me to see her face clearly, but I thought her lips moved in prayer. I hoped she still held the Rosary beads.




  “Ahh!” the crowd roared as if one. A second later, I saw why: a short man trotted forward, a blazing torch in his hand. He bowed to the soldiers standing in a semicircle around the

  stake and then lit the branches surrounding the barrel.




  “Christ have mercy, Christ have mercy,” I whispered and began the Dominican prayer of salvation, the one I had prepared to say at the moment of her death. At least I could perform

  that task.




  A new cry rippled through the crowd. “What is he doing?”




  “Where is he going?”




  I turned toward the shouting just in time to see a man run by me, toward Margaret. A tall, fit man in his early fifties, a gentleman, his cheeks ravaged with tears.




  For a few seconds I was stunned; I could not take it in. Then I scrambled to the top railing of the fence.




  “What are you doing?” Geoffrey grabbed my arm to hold me back.




  “Let go of me! Let go!” I tore myself out of his grip. “I must help him.”




  “Help him? What in God’s name for?” Geoffrey demanded.




  “Because,” I said, my cheeks also wet with tears as I hoisted myself over the railing and landed on the other side, “that man is my father.”




  By the time I had made it over the fence, my father had almost reached Margaret. But the soldiers surged after him, and I saw one strike his shoulder with a picket.




  “No, don’t hurt him!” I screamed, and a soldier spun around, shocked at the sight of me.




  “Get back! Get back!” he said, waving his own picket at me as if I were a crazed dog. Behind him I could see a whole swarm of soldiers trying to tackle my father.




  “Father, no! No!” I screamed again, and his head jerked up. Although there were at least three guards on top of him, he was able to get to his feet. “Joanna, get away from

  here,” he managed to bellow before he was kicked in the chest and fell back again.




  Someone grabbed my arm and I tried to pull away, but it was Geoffrey Scovill. He had leaped over the fence to follow me. “Come back,” he pleaded.




  Three guards charged toward us. I saw a picket raised high before crashing down on Geoffrey’s head. The young constable pitched into the mud, unconscious.




  I heard an angry scream and turned around. My father had broken free again and was running straight toward Margaret. Just as a soldier caught up with him and hit him in the back with a picket,

  my father pulled something loose from his doublet. Something small.




  As he crashed to his knees before her, I saw him throw a dark bag at the flames crawling up Margaret’s writhing body.




  A few seconds later there was an enormous explosion, like a dozen thunderstorms striking the ground at one spot. Fiery black coils billowed towards me. And it all went black.
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  I watched the sun slip down behind the church spires of London. There was no more fine drizzle. By late afternoon, the sun had become a fiery orb, shrivelling all the clouds

  and devouring the clammy mist that clung to feet and wheels and horses’ hooves. As that sun now trembled atop the crowded western horizon, my eyes itched and stung, though whether it was

  because of the sun’s rays or the black smoke of Smithfield from hours past, I couldn’t tell.




  I sat facing backward in a royal river barge, my wrists shackled. I couldn’t see where I was going, but I felt the sureness of the four oarsmen’s sticks, their deep rowing. These

  men, wearing the green-and-white livery of the House of Tudor, knew my destination. And the other boats on the Thames River, even the Londoners on the shores, I was sure they knew. Whenever we

  passed someone, I could feel the curious stares crawling over me, hear the burst of gossip: “Who’s that they’ve got now?” An old woman dumping slop jars into the river

  watched me for as long as she could, her neck craning while she leaned out so far I expected her to fall in.




  All of the time, I sat straight and still, my shoulders as far back and my chin as high up as I had been schooled from the time I could walk. I didn’t want to show my fear. And I most

  definitely didn’t want anyone to see the man lying on the bottom of the barge, his bandaged head propped up on my skirts. My calves ached from the pressure of Geoffrey Scovill’s head,

  but I couldn’t send him back down onto the wet bottom of the barge. His slack face, his closed eyes, the trickle of dried blood on his right cheek filled me with furious guilt. I had so much

  to think about, to pray over, to try to understand, before arriving at whatever place they were taking me to, but here was an immediate difficulty thrown into my very lap.




  Just as the sun disappeared, and a sickly dusk bathed the river in orange-violet light, Geoffrey woke with a groan.




  His wrists were unshackled, and he reached out, feeling the bandage around his head with confusion. Slowly, shakily, he sat up and turned to face me, heaved himself up to find a seat. Uncertain

  eyes met mine. I dreaded the coming confrontation.




  “Do you know where you are?” I asked.




  Recognition filled his face. “I appear to be in a king’s barge,” he said, his voice raspy. “Why?”




  I looked forward at one pair of oarsmen at the bow and peered behind at the other. The barge was so long they shouldn’t be able to hear us.




  “I’ve been arrested with my father, and I believe you have been as well,” I said softly.




  He took it much better than I expected. His face stayed calm. “What are the charges?”




  “I don’t know,” I replied. “I told them my name, and my father’s name, and then they went away for a long time and left me under guard. They put us both in a wagon,

  and we went to a building; but then they seemed to change their minds and brought us to the river. We sat in the wagon for two hours before they put us into this boat. I never saw my father again.

  I know he was injured, much worse than you. But no one would tell me anything.”




  I took a breath, fought for calm.




  “How was he injured?” Geoffrey asked.




  I shook my head, frustrated. “I don’t know. There was a great deal of smoke after the thunder. When it cleared, I saw him lying on the ground, but from a distance. They moved him

  soon after, and I didn’t see him again.”




  “The ‘thunder’?”




  “My father threw something into the fire, at Margaret. A bag. That is what he must have been running towards her to do. It caused a loud noise like thunder and a great deal of

  smoke.”




  Geoffrey nodded. “Of course.”




  “Do you know what it was?”




  “Gunpowder,” he said with certainty, and I remembered he was a constable, and so must be familiar with such things. “When a criminal is sentenced to burn and the king wishes to

  show some mercy, he permits the wearing of a bag of gunpowder, tied around the neck. The bag catches fire and explodes. It hastens death, cuts short suffering. But the amount of gunpowder must be

  precisely measured and mixed. It seems your father used too much.”




  I swallowed.




  Geoffrey peered at me more closely. “You called her ‘Margaret.’




  So you knew the prisoner?”




  There no longer seemed any point to concealing things.




  “Lady Margaret Bulmer was my cousin,” I said. “I came to pray for her. I didn’t know my father would be at Smithfield as well.”




  “You’re not from the North?” he demanded, his voice grown strong. “You took no part in the rebellion against the king?”




  “No, of course not. Margaret went to live in the North about four years ago, and married Sir John. I haven’t seen her since then; it’s too far to travel. Only letters, and just

  one since last year. I know nothing of the rebellion. I don’t understand why Margaret involved herself.”




  Geoffrey frowned. “Then why would you and your father risk attending the burning and behaving this way, why risk so much? It doesn’t make sense.”




  I didn’t answer. There was the sound of the oars slapping into the river. And the faint tinkle of women’s laughter as our boat glided past a manor built close to shore. On the other

  side of the manor walls, as impossible as it seemed, people were making merry.




  Geoffrey’s next words flew out of his mouth as sharp as a slap.




  “If I am to be taken to the Tower of London because I intervened on your behalf, mistress, then I am entitled to know all.”




  “The Tower?” I whispered.




  “Yes, of course—where else?” he asked impatiently. “That is why they delayed so long before setting out on the Thames. They have to wait until the tide is just right to

  shoot the bridge to River Gate. But now we are almost there, if I remember the bend of the river. So tell me.”




  Somewhere deep inside, I had known, too, that that was where the barge was taking me. I wasn’t surprised, truly. But hearing the name of the ancient castle still sent a cold rush through

  me. I remembered a game that my boy cousins played, with toy swords. “To the Tower, the Tower,” they’d shout at the loser of the swordplay. “Chop off his head!”




  Dusk had deepened. It was that uncertain time after the sun vanishes but the stars haven’t yet found their places in the sky. In the middle of the Thames River, away from the freshly lit

  torches on the shore, the air was thick and dark. I could not see Geoffrey’s face clearly, and that made it easier to try to explain.




  “She was more than a cousin, she was my only friend when I was a child,” I said. “I couldn’t let her face this horrible death alone. Not after everything she has done for

  me. There was something in particular I wanted to do for her, after her death, but I never had the chance. As to my father’s reasons, I don’t know them. We haven’t spoken in some

  months. But I can assure you he is not a man of politics. He hates and fears all matters political.”




  I took a breath, and continued.




  “Does the name Stafford mean anything to you?”




  He thought a moment. “Wasn’t that the family name of the Duke of Buckingham?”




  “Yes,” I said. And then: “He was my father’s oldest brother.”




  Geoffrey’s voice went flat and careful. “The third Duke of Buckingham was tried and executed for high treason fifteen years ago.”




  “Sixteen years ago,” I corrected him. As if it mattered.




  “And he was arrested for plotting to overthrow the king because of his nearness in blood, to take the throne for himself. Some thought he had a better claim to it than Henry

  Tudor.”




  “I don’t suppose this is the time or the place to say that we know my uncle to be completely innocent of all charges?” I asked.




  Geoffrey grunted. “No.”




  Then came the question I was waiting for. “So you are close kin to the king as well?”




  “I am not a woman of the court,” I said defensively. “I was last in the presence of the king ten years ago.”




  He repeated, “You are kin to King Henry the Eighth?”




  I sighed. “My grandmother and King Henry’s grandmother were sisters.”




  “And your cousin Margaret?”




  “My uncle the duke’s daughter.” I swallowed and pressed on. “The duke’s illegitimate daughter.”




  Now it was his turn to go quiet, to look out the side of the barge.




  “Thank you,” he finally said. “I begin to understand.”




  “But you don’t understand everything,” I said in a low voice.




  I could feel the oars begin to pull in a different way. We were slowing down, and I needed to make Geoffrey aware before it was too late.




  “I am a novice at Dartford Priory in Kent,” I said in a rush. “I left my order in secret before dawn to reach London. I don’t expect to be allowed to return, but if so, I

  intend to take my final vows by the end of next year.”




  There was silence from Geoffrey. And then I heard something from him. At first I thought with horror that he was crying. But no, it was more like choking.




  Anger singed my veins as I finally realised what it was. Laughter. He was doubled over, shaking with it.




  “How dare you make a mockery of me?” I said.




  He shook his head and slapped his knee, hard, as if he were trying to stop the laughter, but couldn’t.




  “I come to London to represent my master at a state execution,” he said, more to the river than to me. “I save a young woman from harm, then linger for a pair of fine brown

  eyes, and see what happens? Ah, Geoffrey . . .”




  His words were a shock. “So much for your show of chivalry,” I hissed. “I told you at Smithfield to leave me alone, and you wouldn’t. What happens to you now

  is—”




  Suddenly, Geoffrey sprang forward and gripped me by my shoulders. “Close your eyes and don’t turn around,” he whispered, his warm breath curling into my ear.




  I couldn’t believe he would touch me. Using my manacled hands like a club, I pushed him away and he fell into the bottom of the boat, hitting his head with a yelp of pain.




  And then, as if compelled to do so, I turned around.




  Our boat had slowed as it approached a large bridge. Every twenty feet or so a torch blazed, creating a string of soaring lights across the wide dark river.




  Between the torches were severed heads on spikes.




  There must have been a dozen of them, although I only saw one clearly, the one closest to me. The head’s rotting flesh was black. The flicker of a nearby torch filled its hollow eye

  sockets and leaped into its gaping mouth. It made it seem as if the head were coming alive and smiling down at me in delight.




  A loud noise filled my ears, and sweat curdled on my skin. I shut my eyes tight, trying to erase the horrific vision. But it was too late. My stomach heaved, as if an unruly animal leaped inside

  me. I bent over and gripped the side of the boat with my manacled hands. “Help me, Mother Mary,” I gurgled.




  For what seemed like an eternity, I fought it. But I lost. Doubled over, I vomited into the boat, a sour string, hardly anything, for I’d eaten not a bite since riding in the cart to

  Smithfield all those hours ago. Coughing, I dashed the spittle off my chin with the back of my trembling hand.




  The oarsmen rowed the boat under the bridge. The water slapped against the dank stone arches. I shuddered, knowing that right above me stretched the heads of the executed.




  My eyes flew open at the gentle touch of a hand on my shoulder. I took Geoffrey’s cloth, the same one he’d offered at Smithfield. I ran it over my face.




  I looked at Geoffrey. “I’m sorry this is happening to you,” I said.




  “I know.” A smile curved his lips, but not a mocking or angry one. He peered over my shoulder; the smile vanished. I watched his whole body tense.




  Our boat was turning. We entered a narrow waterway, with high walls on each side. A huge, square blackness loomed over us, swallowing up the low-lying stars and faint grey clouds; it was, most

  certainly, the Tower.




  “It’s the crown or the cross,” Geoffrey Scovill said, in so low a voice I barely heard him above the loud slap of the oars.




  “Pardon?”




  “We must all choose which comes first, which we owe primary allegiance to,” he said. “The rebels of the North chose the cross.” He jerked his head back toward the fearful

  bridge.




  “You saw where that leads.”




  I didn’t need to ask Geoffrey Scovill where his loyalties rested. For him, the choice was simple. As for myself, I couldn’t help but think of Sir Thomas More, the brilliant, brave

  soul who said on the scaffold, “I die the king’s good servant, but God’s first.” Had it been simple for him, I wondered, to embrace martyrdom?




  In those few minutes left before we arrived at the River Gate of the Tower, I did nothing but pray. I prayed for the soul of Margaret, for the recovery of my father, for the freedom of Geoffrey

  Scovill. I prayed for the strength and wisdom to guide my words and actions. I prayed for grace.




  Two groups of men stood waiting for us at a narrow stone landing carved into a massive brick wall. Lit torches were affixed to the sides of an arched doorway, the gated entrance yawning

  open.




  The larger group, all wearing bright uniforms of red and gold, helped the oarsmen of our boat bring it around, parallel to the landing. When the boat was tied to, a man leaned down and stretched

  out a hand to me, careful not to meet my eyes.




  As soon as my feet touched the landing, one of the men from the smaller group stepped forward. He was young, with a well-trimmed beard and bright, nervous eyes. “Mistress Joanna Stafford,

  you are admitted to the custody of the Tower,” he called out, more loudly than seemed necessary. It was such a small area. “Yeomen warders, take them in.”




  I heard a loud thump behind me and turned. Geoffrey lay at the feet of a yeoman warder on the landing.




  “Has he fainted?” demanded the young official.




  “Yes he has, Lieutenant,” the yeoman warder answered, disgusted.




  “He was hurt at Smithfield,” I told them. “He took a heavy blow to the head. He is innocent of any crime; his name is Geoffrey Scovill.”




  Everyone acted as if I had not spoken.




  The yeomen warders bent down and picked up Geoffrey and roughly heaved him through the archway, carrying him in feet first. As they passed, I could see fresh blood spreading under

  Geoffrey’s bandage. He must have hit his head again on the stone landing.




  “He needs a healer, surely you can see that,” I said to the lieutenant.




  “You are not here to issue orders to us, mistress,” he said, his lips pressing thin with anger. “You are under arrest.”




  “And what are the charges?” I snapped back. “By whose authority am I arrested?”




  A movement on the far end of the landing caught my eye. Another man stepped forward. He was much older, about sixty, and as he came closer to me, into the circle of torchlight, I saw he was

  dressed in expensive deep-green velvets, his puffy sleeves fully slashed. A thick gold chain hung round his neck. Such attire was appropriate for a high court function, a celebration. The

  ludicrousness of his attire was made even greater by a joyless, sour face.




  “I am Sir William Kingston, the constable of the Tower,” he said tonelessly. “You are here by express command of His Majesty.”




  “How can that be?” I asked.




  Sir William stepped closer still and I saw the deep wrinkles of exhaustion creasing his face. “After the disturbance at Smithfield, a messenger rode to Greenwich, where the king and queen

  are in residence,” he said. “The king was apprised of the situation, and it was his pleasure that you, your father, and the third party involved be brought to the Tower pending a

  complete and thorough investigation.”




  “Is my father here now, in the Tower?” I asked. “What is his condition?”




  Sir William did not answer. Instead, he reached out and, with a long velvet-clad arm, pointed at the dark archway.




  “It is time to go inside now, Mistress Stafford,” he said.




  They waited to see what I would do, the constable and the lieutenant. I’d heard stories of prisoners dragged screaming into the Tower. I would not become one of them.




  I bowed and turned toward the archway, and, with yeomen warders marching in front of me and the rest of the men behind, I entered the Tower of London.
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  STAFFORD CASTLE, APRIL 1527




   




  “I don’t want to be married.”




  Margaret was seventeen, and I was sixteen. It was late at night, in my bedchamber. We were lying next to each other in bed, in our nightclothes, huddled together for warmth. It was spring, but

  my room was cold. It was forbidden to light a fire at night after Easter, one of the many economies we practised at Stafford Castle.




  I pulled a blanket higher, up to our chins, as I searched for the right thing to say. I’d been pained to hear of Margaret’s marriage plans earlier that day, because it meant I would

  see even less of her, but it was selfish to say as much. Now that she’d confessed she didn’t even want to be a wife, I was at a loss.




  Something came to me.




  “I don’t want to be maid of honour to the queen,” I said.




  Margaret shook her head. “I can’t blame you for that.”




  Our respective fates had been discussed at dinner that day, in the great hall. It was a room rarely used for meals any more, but an effort was made because of the occasion. My cousin Elizabeth,

  the Duchess of Norfolk, had come to visit for a fortnight, without her husband, of course. She’d brought not only her favourite companion, Margaret, but her eight-yearold daughter, Mary, and,

  oddly, her brother-in-law, Charles Howard. I had never much liked Elizabeth, who was older than me and quite haughty, and I had no use for any Howard, but this visit was most welcome for bringing

  Margaret back to me.




  The Staffords and the Howards had once been the two greatest ducal families in England. The marriage of Thomas Howard, heir to the dukedom of Norfolk, to Elizabeth, the daughter of the Duke of

  Buckingham, was a glorious match. Her fiancé was much older, and a widower, but he was a rising man of the court, a commander on the battlefields of France, Scotland, and Ireland. She took

  his hand and promised God to honour and obey him.




  What a blessing she could not see into her future, see the execution of her father, the ruin of the Stafford family, and the wretchedness of her marriage.




  After the Duke of Buckingham was put to death in 1521, his estates, all of his castles and lands and income, were seized by the king, with one exception: Stafford Castle, the family seat, built

  on a hill in the reign of William the Conqueror. I had lived there most of my life. The duke’s oldest son, my cousin Henry, was permitted to hold it and draw income from the land surrounding.

  He settled in the crumbling castle with his family, joined by my father, mother, and myself. The rest of the Stafford clan, the cousins and aunts and uncles, dispersed, including Margaret.

  Elizabeth insisted that Margaret come live with her, to keep her company. And so she did. Our many letters went back and forth, but I saw Margaret only when they came back to Stafford Castle for

  visits. My father travelled to London once a year, to maintain the small house he’d been able to hold on to, but my mother and I always stayed behind. We no longer had money for

  travelling.




  I didn’t understand Margaret’s marriage. Not only did she seem glum at the prospect, but at dinner Elizabeth was actually distraught about it.




  “He’s one of my husband’s retainers, this William Cheyne,” said Elizabeth, angry patches of red flaring in her hollow white cheeks. “He’s asked for Margaret,

  and the duke agreed, without consulting me. He’s quite happy that Cheyne will take her without dowry.”




  “Then it’s a love match?” asked Ursula Pole Stafford, my cousin Henry’s wife. She was heavy with child, her third pregnancy in five years.




  “Margaret hasn’t spoken more than a few words to him!” Elizabeth cried. “Oh, I can’t bear the thought of losing her to a rough young husband. How could I sleep at

  night, knowing what crimes he might be committing against an innocent girl?”




  Margaret got up and stroked Elizabeth’s shoulder. “Hush, do not be troubled,” she said. As always, Margaret worried more about her fragile older half sister than herself.




  All might have been well if it weren’t for the seventeen-year-old sitting on Elizabeth’s other side, Charles Howard. “Come now, Duchess,” he drawled, “don’t

  some ladies relish crimes in the night?”




  Elizabeth drew back from him, her lower lip trembling. Then, to everyone’s surprise, she jumped to her feet and began pulling on her long sleeves.




  “Do you see this?” she cried. And after a moment, as she pulled the sleeve higher, we did see it, a long, faint, yellowishpurple bruise mottling her thin right arm. “I saw my

  husband, and the duke told me to cease my oppositions, that I must live with him and sleep beside him again. I asked him where would he put his whore, and he did this to me.”




  We sat there, aghast, as the duchess turned to the right and to the left, holding up her arm to us with some sort of strange, terrible pride I couldn’t understand. Of course, if her father

  the Duke of Buckingham were alive, Norfolk wouldn’t dare beat and humiliate his wife so. We all knew that.




  Little Mary Howard looked down at her plate, and I wondered what she thought of her father.




  “Sister, calm yourself,” pleaded my cousin Henry. The most important thing to Henry and Ursula was to keep the family safe, to avoid all controversy and criticism, so that there

  would never again be grounds for suspicion.




  Now, for the first time, my mother spoke, in her heavily accented English. “Duchess, we are grateful for your help in gaining a position for Joanna with the queen.”




  All eyes turned on me, as I shifted, uncomfortable, in my seat.




  Elizabeth nodded. “Despite everything, the queen is still devoted to you,” she said to my mother, who smiled triumphantly.




  When my mother was younger than I, only fourteen, she had left her country as a maid of honour to Princess Katherine of Spain, who was bound to marry Prince Arthur of England and be queen of his

  island kingdom. Katherine wed Arthur, who died young, and then his brother, Henry, and finally became queen. My mother Isabella served her devotedly through it all, and six months after Katherine

  was crowned, she married the king’s handsome cousin, my father, Sir Richard Stafford, one of the finest athletes in the land. Another marriage that began with the highest of hopes.




  I was born less than two years later, and shipped to Stafford Castle, to be cared for by governesses and tutors and maids. My mother’s place was with the queen, and I saw her only a few

  times a year. It was not an unusual arrangement.




  The Duke of Buckingham was arrested, tried, and beheaded when I was ten years old, and everything changed. All Staffords were unwelcome at court; one of my older uncles was imprisoned along with

  Buckingham but later released. My parents were never charged with any crime, but they were banished. My mother was forced into the country, away from the queen, who meant everything to her. The

  size of the staff at Stafford Castle was severely reduced, and so she took me in hand herself. My faraway, glamorous mother was now close at hand, unhappy—and paying close attention to

  me.




  Elizabeth wrinkled her nose at her plate. “This venison is fine enough, but aren’t we to have a fish course?” she complained.




  We who lived in Stafford Castle winced. My father had spent two days hunting from dawn to dusk to ensure fresh game for our company. He was not as unhappy as my mother with a life in the

  country; he took a vigorous interest in managing the properties and farms and animals. The more time he was out of doors, the less he saw of my mother, who found endless fault with him. Her litany

  of complaints filled both my father and me with misery.




  “This isn’t Arundel Castle, Sister,” Cousin Henry said morosely.




  Elizabeth sighed and turned back to my mother: “I hope you’ve instructed Joanna well. The court is more permissive than when you were there. Not the household of the queen herself,

  she is a saint, but—”




  My father, sitting next to me, threw his arm around my shoulders and squeezed. “Joanna is the best girl in the whole world,” he said firmly. “No one need ever fear for her

  virtue.”




  My cheeks reddened. This was the most embarrassing dinner conversation imaginable. Across the table, Margaret smiled with sympathy.




  Charles Howard snickered. “It’s not the ladies of easy virtue the queen needs to fear, we know that.”




  Elizabeth shot him a look of warning, and her brother-in-law shut up. His words made absolutely no sense to me.




  I couldn’t wait to commiserate later with Margaret, in my room, and to ask her questions about her fiancé. Once we were alone, I asked her if it was true she barely knew the man she

  was meant to marry.




  “I’ve only spoken to him once,” she said. “But he looks at me all the time. It makes me feel strange.” A faint line creased between her eyes. “Tell me about

  entering service for the queen,” she said, anxious to change the topic.




  “That’s all my mother’s talked about for years. Training me, drilling me. Embroidery, dancing, music, wardrobe, deportment, four languages. I have to be absolutely

  perfect—everything depends on it.” My stomach churned.




  Margaret threw back the blanket.




  “I don’t care about the rules, I’m lighting a fire,” she announced. “And then we’ll brush each other’s hair.”




  She used a candle to light the old kindling in the fireplace, and ten minutes later, Margaret was sitting in front of it, as I ran a brush through the thick reddish-gold hair that hung to her

  waist. I knew it was a treat for her to be waited on, since day and night it was her task to wait on Elizabeth.




  “Your father is so very kind to you,” she said softly.




  “Yes,” I agreed.




  “I miss mine very much,” said Margaret.




  I thought frantically of something that would give her comfort, but nothing came to me. Margaret’s mother, a servant at another of the duke’s castles, had died long ago.




  She said quietly: “If my father were here, I think I would be allowed to take vows.”




  “Is that what you want?” I’d never thought of taking vows. Margaret and I were both pious; it was one of the things that separated us from the other cousins. Still, to me, nuns

  were mysterious, sad creatures, tinged with scandal. Years ago, one of our aunts had been dragged to a nunnery by her husband—with the Duke of Buckingham’s approval—because she

  had behaved scandalously at court. There were even rumours she’d dallied with the king. She’d returned to her husband after a short time.




  Margaret took my hands in hers, excited. “Last spring, I travelled to Durham with my sister, to make a pilgrimage.” I remembered this trip, my mother had said the duke beat his wife

  very badly at their London house, and she had run away to the shrine of Saint Cuthbert, to seek relief and succour from her miseries. “It was such a glorious shrine; you would have been as

  impressed as I was, Joanna. But even though Elizabeth is one of the highest women in the land, we could not approach the shrine too closely, being female. It troubled my sister. So the next week,

  the duchess received permission for us to visit a small convent nearby, to meet the prioress. We were with them on Good Friday, Joanna. We crept to the cross with the nuns, on our bare knees, and

  it was so . . . beautiful. So inspiring. To be among women who were devout and kind to one another. Oh, they had joy on their faces, they looked peaceful fulfilling God’s mission. And Joanna,

  some sisters are very learned. They love to read as you do—they study Latin and holy manuscripts. To be one of them, to be saved from all temptation—”




  “Temptation?” I asked wonderingly. “What tempts you?”




  She looked at me for a moment. “Do you want to be married, Joanna?”




  “No,” I answered, surprised at my own vehemence. “I have met no man who I would wish to marry. Every man I see is so lacking in quality, so far away from . . . from . .

  .”




  Smiling, Margaret picked up Le Morte d’Arthur, lying on a stool by the fire. “From Sir Galahad and the knights?”




  “Is it wrong to hope for a man who is courageous and virtuous?” I asked.




  My bedchamber door burst open, and Charles Howard leaped in the room. With a wooden sword in his hand— doubtless taken from one of my young cousins—he parlayed as he made his way

  toward us. “Not at all!”




  I jumped back into the bed and scrambled under a blanket.




  “Listening at the door again, Charles?” Margaret sighed. “Have you nothing more worthwhile to do?”




  “In truth, I don’t. This is a very dull house.” Charles bowed low, and when he came back up, he had a glint in his eyes. “You are in need of my company.”




  I expected him to turn his attention to Margaret. She was so ravishing; men ogled her wherever she went. But instead he veered toward my bed, running his hand up the bedpost.




  “I could help prepare you for the men of the court,” he offered. “You’ll need to learn a few tricks to make the important marriage your mother is counting on.”




  “Leave now!” I shrieked, burying myself deeper under blankets. “Or I will call for my father.”




  Charles laughed, bowed again, and backed away toward the corridor. “You’ve missed your best chance,” he said, with a final flourish. “Good night.”




  After the door closed behind him, I emerged from the blankets. “He is loathsome,” I said.




  “Oh, he is not as bad as that.” Margaret shrugged. “Charles is the youngest son in a very large family. It’s not an easy position.”




  “How can you say that? He is vile.”




  Margaret was quiet for a long moment. She nibbled her lower lip—I knew what that meant. She’d devised a plan. And once my cousin had an idea in her head, it was very difficult to

  dissuade her.




  “Joanna, I want to give you something.” She lifted from her throat a delicate necklace strung to a medal. “You know this?”




  “Of course. Your father gave it to you. It’s from the shrine of Saint Thomas Becket.”




  “Let’s look at it by the fire,” she said.




  Calmer now, I followed her. “I always think of the story of his death,” she said, holding the medal up to the fire so we could see it better. Four men wearing knights’ armour

  stood under a flowing tree. “Archbishop Becket was hated by King Henry the Second. He cried out, ‘Will no one rid me of this turbulent priest?’ These four men answered his

  call.” I knew the story; every child in England was taught it, but as I listened to Margaret tell it once more, it appeared to have special meaning for her. “The men went to Canterbury

  and hid their swords under a sycamore tree outside the church. They went inside and told Saint Thomas to come out with them, but he refused. So they went out and retrieved their swords and

  re-entered the church and hacked him to bits. They martyred him and violated a sacred space.”




  I shivered, even though the crackling fire was hot on my skin.




  She pressed the medal into my palm. “I want you to have this.”




  “Margaret, I can’t take your medal, it’s too dear to you.”




  My cousin hesitated, as if she were afraid to put something into words. “I want you to be protected at court,” she said.




  I knew how much Margaret loathed the king who had destroyed her father. She never accompanied her sister to court.




  “I will be with Queen Katherine at all times,” I reminded her. “My mother trusts the queen completely. Absolutely nothing can hurt me while I am in her service.”




  “Yes, Joanna, the queen is a pure and noble woman. But will you take this medal?”




  The way the dying flames reflected in her large eyes made me nervous.




  I pulled the delicate necklace with its Saint Thomas medal over my head. “I will wear it, cousin. And now, will you stop worrying about me?”




  Margaret threw her arms around me. “Thank you,” she whispered, and to my shock, I could feel her cool tears on my cheek.
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  THE TOWER OF LONDON, MAY 1537




   




  I knew something was wrong, for the bed was too wide.




  Every morning, just before sunrise, the subsacrist would ring the bell, and I’d sit up and cross myself, then grope for the side of my straw-stuffed pallet. It rested on the floor against

  the wall of the novice dormitory, next to Sister Winifred’s pallet and, on the other side, Sister Christina’s.




  In our pitch-black room, we would find the habits folded and placed at the side of our pallets hours before, and dress quickly. Within minutes, a yellow light would seep under the wooden door:

  the approach of the lighted lantern. The twenty-four nuns of Dartford would walk past our room, two by two, on the way to Lauds. We’d wait for the last pair to pass before taking our ordained

  place at the end of the line and walking down the stone stairs to church.




  But this morning, the bed was deep and wide as my fingers reached for the edge. And not just that. A thick, warm light weighed on my eyelids. The sun had already risen, yet that was impossible.

  No nun or novice of Dartford Priory ever slept through Lauds. If we were sick to our bellies, if our throats were on fire, if our loins cramped with the courses of the moon, we still walked the

  stone passageway to first prayers. Otherwise, we’d face the sternest of punishments at chapter.




  I wanted to rise, to learn what had gone amiss, to make amends, but a strange heaviness held me. I could not open my eyes. It was as if the bed itself were pulling me in. Part of me fought it,

  but mostly I longed to submit to this sweet black nothingness.




  After a time, the nothingness parted, and people on a dirty field, shoving and laughing and cursing, their faces red with drink, surrounded me. I was at Smithfield again. “You are

  dreaming,” I said out loud. “Nothing can hurt you.” And indeed, this time my feet seemed to float above the mud. I was drifting, darting. Unobserved.




  Then I saw her, and it pulled me to the ground. She moved ahead, but I knew that proud walk so well, her way of pulling back and squaring her shoulders when displeased. I wanted to see her, to

  touch her, but I was terrified, too. I no longer felt safe in a dream. This had become real.




  I called for her, but she didn’t hear.




  “Mama, help me,” I screamed. “Don’t let them take me to the Tower.”




  My mother turned around; her gaze settled on me. “You promised,” she said, unsmiling. “You promised her you’d never tell anyone the secret.”




  I tensed. “Who do you mean?”




  My mother’s black eyes flashed. “You know who, Juana. Era una promesa sagrada.”




  Now I was the one to shake my head. “No, Mama, no.




  You couldn’t know about that. You weren’t there. You were already dead!”




  It was as if by saying those words I cast a spell to send her away, for she melted into the crowd, replaced by Sir William Kingston.




  “I don’t want to go back to the Tower,” I said.




  “You’re not.”




  More hands on me, and then I was being thrust to the top of a small hill of branches, with a stake soaring in the middle. They tied me to it, circling my waist with scratchy ropes. Soon the men

  were gone, and orange flames licked at the twigs below my feet. A circle of jeering people surrounded me, cheering my death as they’d cheered Margaret’s.




  I pulled against the ropes, but they were too tight. The smoke rose to form a column around me. In seconds I would be in agony.




  “God, please help me!” I screamed. “I beseech you—forgive me, save me.”




  The smoke parted. A figure floated down: a beautiful man, wearing a breastplate of silver armour. He glided closer. He had curly blonde hair and porcelain skin and blue eyes. Atop those curls

  was a golden crown. With a shock, I knew him. The Archangel Gabriel, God’s messenger, had come down to fetch me.




  “You won’t feel any pain,” he said.




  The flames crawled all over me. My arms and my legs, even my hair, were consumed, but it was nothing to me. I laughed, my relief was so great. I knew that was impertinent, to laugh in the

  presence of the mightiest archangel, he who laid waste to Sodom, but Gabriel laughed, too. My ropes fell off, and I floated up. We began to twirl together; we danced in the sky.




  Someone else shook me. I couldn’t see the hands, but I felt them.




  The luminous blue sky I twirled in began to darken, the Archangel Gabriel to tremble. “No,” I cried. But everything broke apart, like a ship dashed to pieces on the rocks. My angel

  left me; the last glimmer was of his golden crown.
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