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About the Book

			The complete Six Tudor Queens short-story collection by acclaimed historian and Sunday Times bestselling author, Alison Weir.

			Behind every great king stands a queen. And behind every queen, the whole court watches on . . .

			Over the years of his reign, six different women took their place beside King Henry VIII of England as his wife and queen.

			But the real stories of the six Tudor queens belong to those who lived among them. Played out in glittering palaces and whispering courts, these are tales of the people who loved and served these women, and those who lied and betrayed them.

			Collected together for the first time, In the Shadow of Queens reveals thirteen startling stories from the Tudor court, told by those at the very heart of that world.

		

	
		
			
Praise for Alison Weir

			Praise for Katharine Parr: The Sixth Wife

			‘This brilliant series has brought Henry VIII’s six wives to life as never before, and with Katharine Parr Alison Weir has saved the best until last. With stunning period detail and compelling drama throughout, Katharine emerges as a woman far ahead of her time: fiercely intelligent, courageous, passionate and inspiring, charting a course through the deadly waters of the Tudor court. This novel will enthral and inspire, just as much as it will break your heart’ Tracy Borman

			‘For the first time I felt as though, thanks to Alison’s skilful writing and storytelling, I came to “know” Katharine’ Nicola Tallis

			‘Katharine Parr deserves better than to be known just as Henry VIII’s sixth wife – the one who survived. And there’s no-one better placed than Alison Weir to restore her to her rightful place’ Sarah Gristwood

			‘A tour de force. If you think you know everything about Henry VIII’s last queen, you’re in for a wonderful treat – you don’t!’ Susan Ronald

			‘An absorbing and fascinating read, meticulously researched as is always the case with Alison’s work, and she really made Katharine live’ Sarah Rayne

			Praise for Katheryn Howard: The Tainted Queen

			‘Katheryn emerges from the pages of this beautifully realised portrayal as beguiling, vivacious and, in the end, tragically naive . . . This novel will captivate you and break your heart. Utterly sublime’ Tracy Borman

			‘Weir demonstrates her deep knowledge of the period offering fascinating detail on all aspects of Tudor life . . . It is a profoundly moving story that lingers long after the last page is turned’ Elizabeth Fremantle

			‘Alison’s sensitively drawn novel – as always sticking as close as possible to the facts – will change everyone’s preconceptions’ Susan Ronald

			‘Of the series of novels on Henry VIII’s wives this is my favourite’ Marilyn Roberts

			Praise for Anna of Kleve: Queen of Secrets

			‘There is an Anne of Cleves we all think we know – the dumpy fourth wife so uninspiring that Henry VIII couldn’t even consummate their marriage. Alison Weir gives us a radically different “Anna of Kleve” – one who is definitely hiding some secrets under her thick, unbecoming German gown. It takes a writer of Weir’s skill to make us believe her fantasia on the established story. But more importantly, it takes a historian of Weir’s experience – her familiarity with the sources, and the period detail – to use this compelling fiction to cast a revealing fresh light on the real historical figure’ Sarah Gristwood

			‘In this vivid and beautifully crafted portrayal, Alison Weir transforms Henry VIII’s much-maligned fourth wife into a woman of passion, courage and mystery. Utterly gripping and endlessly surprising, this novel captivates from the first page to the last. It is like meeting Anna of Kleve for the very first time. A masterpiece’ Tracy Borman

			‘A rounded, interesting portrait of the one who outlived the other wives’ The Times

			‘An outstanding novel, the most intriguing so far in Weir’s Six Tudor Queens series . . . Weir tells her story with passion, a strong emotional pulse and an excellent knowledge base’ Historical Novel Review

			‘The author is a master storyteller and creates a fascinating tale of love in all its guises’ Sun

			‘Anna of Kleve comes alive on the page in surprising and mysterious ways that only an author of Weir’s superb finesse can achieve . . . Weir has put quite a twist to her tale that I utterly buy into and applaud’ Susan Ronald

			Praise for Jane Seymour: The Haunted Queen

			‘Gripping and utterly compelling . . . Henry VIII’s third and – allegedly – best-loved wife is brought vividly to life . . . Not to be missed’ Tracy Borman

			‘Written with the verve of fiction and the authority of history, this is a Jane who is neither a puppet, a pious victim nor a po-faced schemer, but a living, breathing woman, launched on her own emotional journey. Meticulous research is magically transformed into a riveting narrative which takes us into the places non-fiction history cannot reach. It’s what Alison Weir does better than anybody – and what historical fiction was created to do’ Sarah Gristwood

			‘Deft, authoritative biographical fiction’ Kirkus Reviews

			‘This brilliant book is a bombshell! Jane Seymour the shy mouse type? Think again! . . . She is vibrant, determined and she sets the King’s court on fire . . . A magnificent novel – you’ll never forget her!’ Kate Williams

			‘Combining her authority as a historian with her skill as a novelist, in telling Jane Seymour’s story Alison has once again brought the past enthralling to life, as only she can. The Haunted Queen is another classic – in the great tradition of historical fiction’ Josephine Ross

			‘Vivid characters and a wonderful sense of time and place combine with the story of a gentle, kind heroine who I really cared about, the more so because she was so cruelly robbed of her life at the moment of her greatest happiness’ Barbara Erskine

			‘Weir does an excellent job of bringing the pages of history to life; creating living, breathing characters with flaws and weaknesses like our own’ Bookbag

			Praise for Anne Boleyn: A King’s Obsession

			‘Alison Weir’s wonderfully detailed novel offers a spellbinding solution to the mystery of Anne’s true nature . . . Enthralling’ Sarah Gristwood

			‘Weir’s Boleyn is a highly intelligent idealist, who becomes the tragic victim of her own ambition . . . The novel is a triumph of fine detail and research and offers a complex depiction of an endlessly fascinating woman’ Elizabeth Fremantle

			‘This is Anne Boleyn as you have never seen her before. I could not put it down’ Tracy Borman

			‘Alison Weir has brought English history’s most famous ‘other woman’ compellingly to life. The story of Anne Boleyn’s rise from accomplished court lady to Henry VIII’s second queen is vividly told and the terror of her final days will haunt the reader. A must for all lovers of historical fiction’ Linda Porter

			‘Alison Weir is the doyen of Tudor fiction and non-fiction . . . With Alison’s light touch, [Anne Boleyn: A King’s Obsession] is fiction that reads as fact, and leaves us breathless, hoping . . . then of course we recognise that we are not reading pure fiction after all, but a finely woven tapestry of fictional biography that stays with us long after we close the book at the final line. It is simply a masterpiece’ Susan Ronald

			‘Weir’s outstanding and sound historical research shines through, shedding new light on England’s most controversial queen. Weir provides page after page of utterly compelling detail, keeping the reader hooked from start to finish. This book is not only a world apart from any other novel on Anne Boleyn, it is also an exquisite work of literary art’ Nicola Tallis

			Praise for Katherine of Aragon: The True Queen

			‘Weir is excellent on the little details that bring a world to life’ Guardian

			‘Brilliantly rich’ Heat

			‘Alison Weir brings Henry VIII’s first queen to life, revealing strong, spirited and intelligent woman fighting for her rights and those of her daughter’ Choice magazine

			‘A tender understanding of and genuine sympathy for this proud, much-loved and honourable queen . . . I was gripped [from] start to finish’ Mavis Cheek

			‘Yet again, Alison Weir has managed to intertwine profound historical knowledge with huge emotional intelligence, to compose a work that throws light on an endlessly fascinating historical figure. Yet her real gift in all of this is making it feels so fresh and alive’ Charles Spencer
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		Six Tudor Queens: Telling New Stories

			The idea of writing a series of six novels about the wives of Henry VIII came suddenly to me in 2014 as I was discussing another book proposal with my agent, and I was delighted when Headline commissioned the series. I was eager to revisit the stories of these long-dead queens and excited to have the freedom to explore their innermost thoughts and feelings through fiction. The project became even more exciting when the extensive new research I undertook offered a greater understanding of their lives.

			The short stories that accompanied the six novels, now collected here for the first time, were written to offer different windows on six queens and life at the Tudor court. I was given carte blanche to choose the subjects. It was sometimes a hard choice, because there was such a rich supporting cast of characters. Writing each novel solely from the perspective of each queen has afforded new insights, but writing these short stories has brought even more depth and nuance to their tales. And being able to tell a story through another’s perspective helps to bring the characters of the queens to life.

			Fiction offers the scope to develop ideas that have no place in a history book, but which can help to illuminate motives and emotions, and solve mysteries. A historian uses such inventiveness at her peril, but a novelist has the power to get inside her subject’s head, which can afford insights that would not be permissible to a historian, yet can also have a legitimate value of their own, although I believe that the fictionalised version of the story must be compatible with what is known about the subject.

			The intrigues that surrounded Henry VIII’s queens and often wrecked their lives endlessly fascinate me. The setting for the series is a court dominated by an egocentric, suggestible king, in which factions fought each other with often bloody consequences. It was the duty of a queen to bear male heirs – and in that Henry’s wives mostly failed spectacularly, and so exposed themselves to their enemies. Theirs are grim and tragic stories, played out in a lost world of splendour and brutality, a world dominated by religious change, in which there were few saints.

			Henry’s first wife, Katherine of Aragon, came to England in 1501 to marry Arthur, Prince of Wales, the heir to Henry VII, first sovereign of the Tudor dynasty. Katherine was a great prize in the European marriage market. Henry’s throne was established on shaky ground, and winning the friendship of her parents, the mighty Spanish sovereigns, Ferdinand and Isabella, was a skilful diplomatic coup.

			There was much public rejoicing when Katherine married Arthur in St Paul’s Cathedral. Afterwards, the young couple were sent to Ludlow Castle on the Welsh border, so that Arthur, as Prince of Wales, could learn the art of kingship. But he was already mortally ill. Was his marriage to Katherine consummated? New evidence settles this long-debated question, which was to assume such importance in the years to come.

			Tragically, Arthur died in 1502. The story Arthur: Prince of the Roses was written to introduce the Tudor dynasty and set the scene for his marriage to Katherine, and to showcase recent research on his health. It has often been claimed that he ailed only towards the end of his life, but it is clear that, having been a premature baby, he was delicate from birth.

			Henry VII had no wish to lose Katherine’s dowry or the Spanish alliance, so he decided to wed her to his surviving son, eleven-year-old Henry, now heir to the throne. She was five and a half years older, but that was not seen as an impediment in an age in which royal marriages were made for political or dynastic advantage. The potentially serious obstacle was the fact that Katharine had been Henry’s brother’s wife, but, after it became known that she was not pregnant with Arthur’s child, the Pope issued a dispensation, and the betrothal took place. 

			A year later, however, Katherine’s mother died, and the Spanish kingdoms were divided. Marrying her to Prince Henry did not now seem such an attractive proposition, but Henry VII still wanted her dowry. So he kept her in England, in increasing penury, until his death in 1509.

			Henry VIII, a handsome, learned and athletic young man of eighteen, now ascended the throne with high ideals of glory. Like a knight errant of old, he rescued Katherine from poverty and married her, ignoring warnings that their union was forbidden in Scripture – and Katherine surrendered her heart unreservedly to her magnificent young husband. The early years of their marriage were a whirl of tournaments, pageants and revelry.

			Yet there were clouds on the horizon almost from the beginning. Two of Katherine’s children were stillborn. Three sons died soon after birth. There may have been two more abortive pregnancies. The only child to survive was Mary, born in 1516. By 1523, Henry and Katherine had to face the fact that there would be no more children.

			When, in 1527, a French ambassador raised the question of the Princess Mary’s legitimacy, Henry began to voice doubts that his marriage was lawful. When Katherine found out, she collapsed in grief.

			Soon it became known that the King had fallen in love with her vivacious, accomplished and ambitious maid-of-honour, Anne Boleyn. Having spent years at the sophisticated French court, Anne was as poised and fashionable as ‘a Frenchwoman born’. Henry was desperate to have her, but Anne kept saying no, and so he resolved upon marriage.

			The Chateau of Briis is a fictional tale set in France in Anne’s youth. ‘Rarely, or ever, did any maid or wife leave that court chaste,’ observed the sixteenth-century historian Brantôme, and King François I would recall ‘how little virtuously Anne had always lived’. In 1536, a disillusioned Henry told the Imperial ambassador Chapuys that she had been ‘corrupted’ in France. At Briis-sous-Forges, south of Paris, there is an ancient tower called the Donjon Anne Boleyn. No one knows how it got its name, but legend has it that Anne spent part of her youth there. The many theories as to when, and why, have breathed life into this tale, which builds on all the elements cited above.

			Spurred by his desire for Anne, and his need for a son, Henry VIII asked the Pope for an annulment of his marriage. But Rome had just been sacked by mercenary troops of the Holy Roman Emperor, Katherine’s nephew. The Pope, now in thrall to the Emperor, kept deferring a decision on Henry’s suit. When he finally sent a legate to England to try the King’s case with Cardinal Wolsey, Katherine refused to acknowledge the court and made a dramatic plea on her knees before the King. That gave the Pope the pretext he needed to refer the case back to Rome, and an angry Henry took out his wrath on Wolsey, who fell from favour. In 1531, furious because Katherine was still insisting that they were lawfully married, Henry banished her and the Princess Mary from court.

			The Pope kept the King waiting for seven years before he declared his marriage lawful. By then Henry had broken with Rome and declared himself Supreme Head of the Church of England. Thomas Cranmer, his new Archbishop of Canterbury, had annulled his union with Katherine and confirmed his marriage to Anne Boleyn; for, learning that Anne was pregnant, Henry had already married her. After she was proclaimed queen, Katherine was commanded (and refused) to call herself Princess Dowager of Wales, and her daughter Mary was declared a bastard.

			Marriage to Anne broke the spell for Henry. He was unfaithful to her during her pregnancy and, when she complained, he brutally told her to shut her eyes to it as more worthy persons had done. In 1533, she bore him a daughter, the future Elizabeth I. A stillborn child, probably a son, followed in 1534.

			Katherine’s health was now declining fast, but, to the end, she insisted that she was Henry’s true queen and fought bravely for her daughter’s rights. Infuriated, Henry imprisoned her in one decaying house after another, determined to break her resistance. But he failed. When she was dying in 1536, she wrote to him: ‘Lastly, I make this vow: that my eyes desire you above all things’. Then she defiantly signed herself ‘Katherine the Queen’.

			After her death, the findings of the autopsy were kept secret for a time, and Chapuys expressed doubts that she had died of natural causes. He reported that those who had performed the autopsy had ‘found the corpse of the Queen and all the internal organs as normal as possible, except the heart, which had a black growth, all hideous to behold’. Modern medical opinion holds that this was probably a malignant tumour, but, for Chapuys and others, there was only one explanation: poison. And that gave me the idea for the second short story. What if rumour spoke truth?

			On the day of Katherine’s funeral Anne Boleyn miscarried a son. By then Henry had begun paying court to her maid-of-honour, Jane Seymour. Anne had made an enemy of the King’s chief minister, Thomas Cromwell. In April 1536, realising that it would be his neck or hers, Cromwell (as he told Chapuys) ‘thought up and plotted’ a convincing case against her, laying before Henry evidence that she had betrayed him with five men, one her own brother, and had also planned to assassinate him. In May, Anne was arrested, imprisoned in the Tower of London and found guilty of treason. She faced death on the scaffold with great courage. In her final confession, she swore that she had never offended with her body against the King.

			The Tower is Full of Ghosts Today is a story set in the present-day Tower of London. My company, Alison Weir Tours, runs historical tours and I have taken many guests around the Tower. The imaginary tour group in this story are following the ‘Anne Boleyn Walk’ that I devised, which takes in key locations that framed the final days of Anne’s life. I hasten to say that what happens on this particular tour in no way reflects my guests’ own experiences!

			Anne Boleyn: A King’s Obsession ended with her execution, so I wrote The Grandmother’s Tale to relate the events that followed it, as seen through the reminiscences of Anne’s grandmother, Margaret Butler, heiress of the Earl of Ormond. This enabled me to use the research I had done on Hever Castle and the impact Anne’s fall had on her family.

			Ten days after Anne was beheaded, Henry married Jane Seymour, who was pale in colouring and considered plain. But he was impressed by her virtue and her gentle, submissive character – so in contrast to Anne’s. Jane had to tread a perilous path and showed courage on two occasions. After Henry had forced his unhappy daughter Mary to acknowledge that her mother’s marriage was incestuous and unlawful, Jane persuaded him to receive her back into favour. And when he began to close down the monasteries, Jane knelt and pleaded with him to spare them. But he brushed her away, reminding her that the last Queen had died because she had meddled too much in politics. Jane never spoke out again.

			In October 1537, after a long labour, she bore Henry his longed-for son and heir, Edward. But, as England celebrated, Jane died. Henry mourned her sincerely, yet the Privy Council humbly petitioned him to marry again for the comfort of his realm.

			His daughter, the Lady Mary, appears in all six novels, but it was Jane Seymour who reconciled her to her father. Hence, I thought it appropriate to tell her story at this point, in The Unhappiest Lady in Christendom, which bridges the two-year gap between Jane’s death and Henry’s fourth marriage. There will be more to come about Mary in the future!

			Anne Bassett, who appears in The Curse of the Hungerfords, was the stepdaughter of Henry VIII’s bastard uncle, Arthur Plantagenet, Viscount Lisle, and served four of his queens. Early in 1540, and again in 1541–2, there was speculation that the King would marry her, which would have changed the course of history. While researching her life in depth for a short story to accompany Anna of Kleve: Queen of Secrets, I discovered that Anne later married into the Hungerford family and lived at Farleigh Castle, the scene of a brutal murder in 1518 – a gift to a novelist! The story is therefore told by two women, Anne herself, and Agnes Hungerford, who was convicted of the crime.

			There was a long search for a fourth bride for the King. At 46, despite growing obese and infirm, Henry pressed his suit to the beautiful Christina of Denmark, only to be told by that young lady that, if she had two heads, one would be at his Majesty’s disposal. At length he decided on a German princess, Anna of Cleves (or Kleve), whose beauty, Cromwell assured him, excelled that of Christina ‘as the golden sun excelleth the silver moon’.

			Henry sent Hans Holbein to Kleve to paint Anna’s portrait. An ambassador vouched that it was a good likeness, but it probably showed her from the most flattering angle. Henry was enchanted and pressed ahead eagerly with the marriage negotiations. He was shocked to find Anne so unlike what he had expected. It was the most disastrous of beginnings. But, in January 1540, the marriage went ahead. On the wedding night Henry pawed Anna’s breasts and belly, but ventured no further, for by these tokens, he was to declare, she was no virgin. We might wonder what he meant by that.

			Susanna Gilman (née Horenbout) was a talented painter from a family of Flemish artists who had settled in England and secured Henry VIII’s patronage. He sent Susanna to Kleve to wait on Anna, his future bride, and settle some doubts in his mind about Anna’s past. In The King’s Painter, Susanna is a witness to the disaster that is Anna’s marriage – but Anna will see her acts as a betrayal.

			In the spring of 1540, the King’s amorous eye lighted on pretty young Katheryn Howard. In July he found a pretext to have his marriage to Anna annulled. Anna consented with unflattering alacrity and was rewarded with a handsome settlement and the honour of being able to call herself the King’s sister.

			Immediately Henry married Katheryn Howard. She delighted in being queen and in the rich gifts showered on her by her besotted husband. The King could not stop proclaiming to the world what a jewel of virtuous womanhood he had found in her. But Katheryn had a past of which Henry knew nothing, and it came back increasingly to haunt her.

			She had been brought up by her step-grandmother, the Dowager Duchess of Norfolk, who neglected her. At an early age she was corrupted by her music master. The girls in the dormitory she shared admitted young men late at night, and Katheryn became involved with the unscrupulous Francis Dereham. Soon they were sleeping together and calling each other husband and wife. But the Duchess found them together; Dereham was sent away and Katheryn was called to a higher destiny.

			Several young women who had witnessed her amorous adventures were found places in her household – possibly as a result of blackmail. Unwisely, Katheryn appointed Dereham her secretary. She was then having an affair with Thomas Culpeper, a favourite of the King. During a royal progress to York she met secretly with him, even in her privy.

			After the progress, Henry commanded that the whole realm give thanks for his happiness with Katheryn. Confronted with evidence about her past, he refused to believe it, but when indisputable proofs were laid before him, he broke down and called for a sword with which to slay her. Katheryn became hysterical under questioning and denied everything. At first it seemed that she was guilty only of misconduct before marriage, but then Culpeper was incriminated, and adultery in a queen was high treason.

			Dereham and Culpeper were executed, and Katherine was sent to Syon Abbey under house arrest. An Act of Attainder depriving her of her life and possessions was passed and she was beheaded in February 1542.

			Having written a biography, The Lost Tudor Princess, of Henry VIII’s niece, Margaret Douglas, I could not resist writing a short story about her ill-fated (and ill-advised) love affairs, the second of which came to light at the time of Katheryn Howard’s fall. The Princess of Scotland (the name by which Chapuys referred to Margaret) offers a different perspective on that. Margaret served five of Henry VIII’s queens and played an important role in the life of the court. Beautiful and tempestuous, she followed her heart rather than her head and had a compulsive love of intrigue that saw her imprisoned in the Tower four times in the course of her long life.

			A Man of God is a bonus addition to this collection because it was never published officially as a digital short story, but appeared in the Readers’ Circle edition of the American paperback of Katheryn Howard: The Tainted Queen. As the novel is written solely from Katheryn’s point of view, the reader never finds out who laid information against her or how the investigations into her offences began. This story fills the gap. It also enabled me, in writing from Cranmer’s viewpoint, to show how the reformers at court regarded Katheryn Howard and why they were determined to destroy her.

			The subject of The Wicked Wife is Anne Boleyn’s sister-in-law, Jane, Lady Rochford, who served Katheryn Howard and (for reasons that are still not fully understood) abetted her affair with Culpeper and perished on the scaffold on the same day as her mistress. Here, I offer what I hope is a credible motive for her fatal intrigues. Her story casts a slightly different, and more chilling, perspective on the Boleyn family than I was able to portray in Anne Boleyn: A King’s Obsession.

			The tragedy of Katheryn Howard left Henry VIII old before his time and in no hurry to remarry. According to Chapuys, few ladies at court were aspiring to the honour. But in 1543, the King proposed marriage to Katharine Parr, a comely, intelligent, twice-widowed woman of thirty. She was reluctant to marry him because she was in love with Sir Thomas Seymour, Queen Jane’s brother. But Henry could not be gainsaid. After she became queen, Katharine had to hide her feelings for Seymour, and her Protestant views, because the King was zealously burning Protestants for heresy.

			She proved a loving stepmother to Henry’s children. She was popular and, such was the King’s trust in her that, when he invaded France in 1544, he appointed her regent of England in his absence. But, in 1545, the Catholic faction planted suspicions in his mind about Katharine’s religious views, and he ordered that she be questioned. Fortunately, the warrant for her arrest was dropped in a gallery and found by one of her attendants. Reading it, Katharine became so hysterical that the King hastened to her, and she was able to deflect his suspicions.

			Henry VIII died in January 1547, leaving Katharine a rich widow. His nine-year-old son, Edward VI, succeeded him, and Katharine retired to Chelsea. Almost immediately, Thomas Seymour renewed his suit, and they married secretly. The Privy Council was outraged, for any child borne by the Queen might have been the late King’s, which could have prejudiced the succession. But the scandal died a natural death.

			Katharine welcomed her stepdaughter Elizabeth into her household. She failed to see anything amiss in her husband romping openly with her. Sometimes she even joined in. In 1548, she discovered that she was pregnant, but her joy was shattered when she surprised Seymour and Elizabeth together. She had no choice but to send Elizabeth away. In August, having accused Seymour of giving her ‘many shrewd taunts, Katharine bore a daughter, Mary, at Sudeley Castle, but died soon afterwards, probably of puerperal fever.

			The Queen’s Child tells the sad story of Mary Seymour through the eyes of her nurse, Bess Aglionby. There are several theories as to what became of Mary. In Victorian times, it was stated that she grew up and married a Sir Edward Bushel. My research for this short story proved that an impossibility. The truth is far more poignant.

			For the final tale, In This New Sepulchre, I wanted to tell the fascinating – and sometimes macabre – story of what became of Katharine Parr’s remains down the centuries. This found me fictionalising historical periods I had never written about before and fleshing out the obscure characters who peopled Katharine’s afterlife. I very much enjoyed writing the final pages, in which I couldn’t resist including myself. They seem a fitting end to the Six Tudor Queens series.

			I hope you enjoy these stories of the people whose lives touched those of the six Tudor queens and that they bring something of their extraordinary world to life for you as never before.

			Alison Weir, August 2021
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			Timeline

			1485

			– Battle of Bosworth. Henry Tudor defeats Richard III and becomes Henry VII, first sovereign of the royal House of Tudor (August)

			– Birth of Katherine of Aragon, youngest daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella (December)

			1486

			– Birth of Arthur Tudor, Prince of Wales, eldest son of Henry VII (September)

			1489

			– Birth of Margaret Tudor, daughter of Henry VII 

			1491

			– Birth of Henry, Duke of York, (Henry VIII) second son of Henry VII (June)

			1496

			– Birth of Mary Tudor, daughter of Henry VII

			1501

			– Marriage of Katherine of Aragon and Arthur Tudor, Prince of Wales (November)

			1502

			– Death of Arthur Tudor, Prince of Wales (April)

			1503

			– Betrothal of Katherine of Aragon to Henry, Prince of Wales

			– Marriage of Margaret Tudor to James IV of Scotland

			1509

			– Death of Henry VII; accession of Henry VIII (April)

			– Marriage and coronation of Katherine of Aragon and Henry VIII (June)

			1513

			– Death of James IV of Scotland

			1514

			– Marriage of Mary Tudor to Louis XII of France

			– Marriage of Margaret Tudor to Archibald Douglas, Earl of Angus

			1515

			– Birth of Margaret Douglas, daughter of Margaret Tudor and Archibald Douglas

			1516

			– Birth of the Princess Mary, daughter of Henry VIII and Katherine of Aragon (February)

			1519

			– Election of Charles I of Spain as the Holy Roman Emperor Charles V

			– Birth of Henry Fitzroy, bastard son of Henry VIII by Elizabeth Blount

			1520

			– The Field of Cloth of Gold: diplomatic summit meeting between Henry VIII and François I, King of France (June)

			1522

			– War breaks out between England and France; Anne Boleyn returns home to serve Katherine of Aragon, and makes her debut at the English court

			1525

			– Henry VIII starts paying court to Anne Boleyn

			1527

			– Henry VIII questions the validity of his marriage to Katherine of Aragon and asks Pope Clement VII for an annulment

			1529

			– Eustache Chapuys appointed Charles V’s ambassador to England

			– Cardinal Wolsey falls from favour; Sir Thomas More appointed Lord Chancellor

			1531

			– Katherine of Aragon banished from court

			– Thomas Cromwell emerges as Henry VIII’s chief minister

			1532

			– Death of William Warham, Archbishop of Canterbury, paving the way for the appointment of the radical Thomas Cranmer (August)

			– Anne Boleyn becomes Henry VIII’s mistress

			1533

			– Marriage of Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn (January)

			– Jane Seymour leaves Katherine of Aragon’s household to serve Anne Boleyn

			– Cranmer pronounces the marriage of Henry VIII and Katherine of Aragon incestuous and unlawful, and confirms the validity of Henry’s marriage to Anne Boleyn (May)

			– Coronation of Anne Boleyn (June)

			– Birth of the Princess Elizabeth, daughter of Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn (September)

			1534

			– Pope Paul III pronounces the marriage of Henry VIII and Katherine of Aragon valid

			– Parliament passes the Act of Supremacy, making Henry VIII Supreme Head of the Church of England, and the Act of Succession, naming the children of Queen Anne the King’s lawful heirs

			1535

			– Executions of John Fisher, Bishop of Rochester, Sir Thomas More and several Carthusian monks

			– Henry VIII begins courting Jane Seymour

			1536

			– Death of Katherine of Aragon (January)
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			For as long as he could remember Arthur had been surrounded by roses – red roses, white roses, and red and white ones topped by crowns. They were everywhere in his nursery – on the walls, on the ceiling, on the fireplaces and beds – and they appeared in books and the paintings that hung on the palace walls. The curtains concealing the paintings made them mysterious and a little frightening; once he had been too scared to look when the fabric was pulled aside, for fear of what he might see, but it was only the likeness of his father.

			Father said that the roses were very important and Arthur should always remember what they stood for. He was the rose both red and white, the living emblem of the peaceful union of the royal houses of Lancaster and York. It was some time before Arthur understood that this meant the marriage of his parents and that Father was of the House of Lancaster – the red rose, he must get that right – and Mother was of the House of York, the white rose. Some years ago, the two royal houses had fought a long and nasty war, which must never be allowed to happen again, and the people of England had been overjoyed when a prince had been born to the King and Queen, a prince in whom the two royal bloodlines were made one.

			This all took a lot of comprehending but it was clear to Arthur that he was a very special little boy indeed. Even his name proved that. His mother had told him the tales of Father’s ancestor, a great hero-king called Arthur, who had once ruled this land and won great victories. Arthur had been named for that hero-king.

			Father told him stories too – when he had time, for he was very busy – but his were of another time in King Arthur’s life, when he had lived in a far-off land called Brittany in the forest of Broceliande. Father had lived in Brittany too, before he became king, and he had not liked it very much, from the sound of it. There had been a wicked king called The Usurper on the throne then, who had tried to catch Father and kill him. But Father had raised a great army and fought a mighty battle at a place called Bosworth. There he had slain The Usurper and become king himself, so everything was all right in the end. Arthur had heard the story many times; he never tired of hearing it.

			Father spoke often of his boyhood in Wales and spun tales of griffins, ancient battles and a prince called Cadwaladr, whose dragon badge he now had on his standard and the royal arms.

			‘On his death bed, Cadwaladr foretold that a Welsh king would restore the ancient royal line of Britain and that his descendants would rule the whole island,’ the King said, his eyes afire. ‘I am that Welsh king, Arthur. I am the true successor of these ancient rulers; those who have ruled since were usurpers.’ Arthur thought he understood this and nodded sagely. Father was sharp-witted – he would have noticed any lack of comprehension and disapproved. He was always watching Arthur and frowning, making him feel as if he had done something wrong or was lacking in some way.

			Arthur found the Welsh stories fascinating, for he was the Prince of Wales himself. He could remember being taken on the King’s state barge to Westminster and the sound of the trumpets as he was carried ashore to be brought to Father’s presence. His most vivid memory was of being hoisted on to a horse and led into Westminster Hall, where the King dubbed him the Prince of Wales. Afterwards, he had sat alone in the King’s huge chair of estate, his feet hardly reaching the edge of the seat, and presided over a feast. He thought he had been about three at the time.

			‘You will be a king one day,’ Father often said. ‘You will be the second Arthur. Remember that, as Englishmen rejoice over that name, other peoples and foreign princes quake for it is terrible to all nations.’ That was why Arthur had to be the best at everything he did and surpass everyone else. As Father’s son and heir, he must have no weaknesses: he must be strong and brave and clever. Arthur tried; God alone knew how hard he tried. What Father did not seem to realise was that this was impossible for Arthur. But Father rarely made allowances for that. Arthur’s reign must be long and glorious and, after that, Arthur’s own son would ensure that the Welsh King’s rightful blood continued to rule. He already knew who the mother of his son would be: for as long as he could remember he had been betrothed to the Spanish Infanta. Her name was Catalina, and she was a year older than he and supposed to be very pretty. Father had repeatedly told Arthur that this marriage was very important: Catalina’s parents, the King and Queen of Spain, were great monarchs and their friendship was of enormous benefit to England. Most important of all, the Infanta would bring with her a dowry of two hundred thousand crowns. Father’s eyes gleamed when he said this. Arthur did his best to look suitably impressed, but getting married meant nothing to him and it was ages and ages away in the future. He just hoped that, when she came to England, Catalina would share his interest in King Arthur and St George and toy soldiers.

			As Arthur grew older he remained inspired by the legends of King Arthur and fired by the story of St George, England’s patron saint. His child’s mind was filled with heroes and dragons, wicked queens and princesses in distress, the mystery of the Holy Grail and swords held fast in stones or rising from lakes. He lapped up all the stirring tales of chivalry. When the court poets and ballad-makers and bards, vying to praise him, sang, ‘Behold, the royal child Arthur arises, the second hope of our kingdom,’ it thrilled him to learn that his coming had been foretold by the magician Merlin. It made him feel even more special.

			He was proud that his birthplace was King Arthur’s city of Winchester – although, of course, King Arthur had known it as Camelot. The huge round table at which he and his knights had sat long ago still hung in the great hall of the castle. One day, when he was king, Arthur promised himself he would have it taken down and used again as it was meant to be used.

			‘The King, your father, wanted you to be born at Winchester,’ Mother had told him, her gentle face softening at the memory. ‘He knew it would be an auspicious place for the coming of a prince. It was just as well that I took to my chamber there in good time, for you arrived a month early.’ There was a slight clouding of her face when she said that, soon banished by a bright smile. ‘You were a fair babe! Everyone said so.’

			Young as he was, Arthur suspected that Mother was not telling him everything. As always, she seemed detached; he could never get as close to her as he wanted to. She was beautiful in a plump, golden way, religious, gracious and kind, and she was indulgent to him, but he knew that she did not love him as she loved Harry. There was no doubting that Harry was her favourite of all her children. And who could blame her? Harry was everything that Arthur was not: energetic, boisterous and confident. Even though his brother was not yet two, Arthur could already see Harry would excel effortlessly at everything.

			Arthur hated Harry, who seemed to know how to command attention instinctively, especially when their parents were talking to Arthur. He was greenly jealous of the time his younger brother spent with their mother. She had kept him with her from birth and even taught him his first lessons, whereas Arthur had been sent away to the gloomy old castle at Farnham with Lady Darcy for the first two years of his life. He had been taught by tutors.

			‘Why was I sent to Farnham?’ he asked Mother, more than once.

			‘Because you were not strong when you were born and Bishop Courtenay offered to take charge of you there, where the air was healthy and there was less risk of you catching some disease.’

			Arthur could barely remember being at Farnham but he was sure that he had missed Mother. He could not recall his sister Margaret’s birth but seeing Mother with baby Harry, when he himself was five, had made him realise what he had missed. And then there was Elizabeth . . . They had all known what it was to be loved and nurtured by Mother, Queen though she was and burdened with many duties.

			He, however, saw Father more often than he saw Mother. He understood that the King wished to be seen with his heir and to spend time teaching him how to rule. For all Father’s critical eye, Arthur knew that he was proud of him.

			‘In sending you to us, my son, God showed that He was pleased with my victory at Bosworth Field and with my marriage. You are the first prince of my line, the Tudor line.’ And again Father had launched into a recitation of his Welsh ancestors, who had been princes of Wales in the distant past and the descendants of the mighty Cadwaladr. Arthur understood that his birth heralded a new Arthurian age of greatness, which would flower when he came to reign. Father’s expectations were a heavy burden to bear, but there was one great compensation: being the heir was one thing that he had over Harry. Harry could never become king. That spoilt, bullish little boy would have to learn his place, and Arthur was going to make sure that he did.

			He liked his sister Margaret, though. She was three years younger than Arthur, a merry child with rosy round cheeks and hair the colour of copper. He wished he could see her more often, for he loved her sunny nature and even her imperious manner. In her, it did not matter – unlike with Harry – because she was only a girl, and Arthur could order her about with impunity. Sometimes she stood up to him, or would run off complaining to her lady governess, but usually her sense of humour got the better of her, and the pair of them would end up laughing. It made Arthur realise that he did not laugh enough. He had to be serious with Father, of course, Mother was often absent both in body and in spirit and Harry was horrible and nothing to be funny about. So he thanked God for Margaret and her comical ways. But Margaret had her own nursery household and, soon after Harry was born she had been sent to join his at Eltham Palace. So Harry ended up enjoying Margaret’s company and Arthur was left alone in isolated splendour in his own household. It was another score to hold against Harry.

			Their grandmother, the Lady Margaret, was a loving presence in all the children’s lives, but she was old and strict and she dressed like a nun. Father treated her with great respect and it was clear that she adored him, for he was her only son and he had won at Bosworth Field and become king. The Lady Margaret often asked Arthur about his health and she liked to see the work his tutors had set him. It was important, she said, to study hard. Learning was the greatest gift. She told him about the great colleges she was founding at Oxford and Cambridge and how poor scholars would benefit from them. She was very holy, his grandmother, and very stately. He was in awe of her. It did not make for closeness.

			The person he loved best – although he hated to admit it even to himself, because he knew he should love God best and then his parents and then his siblings, even Harry, although that really was asking too much – was Lady Darcy, who ran his household. She had been with him from birth and he had overheard her mention that, years before, she had had charge of another prince and had given such satisfaction that the Queen had appointed her to look after her son.

			Arthur felt safe in his nursery, where the ubiquitous roses rambled everywhere; he loved to loll on the crimson damask cushions reading or play with his model soldiers on the rich turkey carpets as his servants bustled around setting the table for meals or washing his linen in large pewter basins. And there, a constant presence, presiding capably over all, was Lady Darcy. Always she was deferential to him, yet she would also let him cuddle up to her motherly bosom when he needed it and she had an endless fund of the stories he loved. Yet there was one she would never tell.

			‘I want to hear about the prince you looked after before me!’ he often demanded, but always she would shake her head.

			‘Ask the King your father,’ she said, and changed the subject.

			One day, when he had won praise for his lessons and was feeling bold, Arthur did ask the King.

			‘Sir, who was the prince Lady Darcy looked after before me?’

			Father looked puzzled for a moment, then his angular face hardened.

			‘It was your uncle, the late King Edward.’

			‘But he was my grandfather.’

			‘No, Arthur, that was King Edward the Fourth, Mother’s father. Lady Darcy had charge of his son, King Edward the Fifth.’

			Arthur had not heard of Edward V. He waited to see what Father would say.

			‘He was Mother’s brother.’

			‘But what happened to him?’

			Father frowned. ‘He died, poor boy, in the Tower. The Usurper had him and his brother murdered.’

			Arthur was shocked. He had been taught that the King was the Lord’s Anointed, set apart from mere mortals, appointed by divine right to rule. Truly The Usurper had been wicked to murder a king!

			‘How did they die?’ he asked, curiosity triumphing over caution.

			Father’s mouth set in the tight line that Arthur knew all too well.

			‘There are various stories,’ he said. ‘Only a fool would believe most of them. Now, enough of this! Isn’t it time for your archery practice? And I have my accounts to check.’ Father was always checking his accounts. People laughed about it behind his back. Arthur had laughed himself when he heard that Father’s pet monkey had ripped up an account book and eaten it.

			As he took himself off to the butts, he remembered hearing talk of princes in the Tower. It occurred to him then that Father had been evasive because he didn’t know what had happened to them. Maybe they weren’t dead after all, but had escaped. Arthur liked to think so.

			He was six when his life changed utterly. ‘It is time that you learned how to govern your principality of Wales, my son,’ Father told him. ‘It will teach you how to be a king.’

			Arthur was to be sent to live at Ludlow Castle on the Welsh Marches. The prospect of ruling Wales and being almost a king was enthralling. And it would mean he did not have Father watching his every move. But then he learned that Lady Darcy was not to go with him and suddenly he did not want to go to Ludlow at all. He even plucked up the courage to remonstrate with Father.

			‘But Arthur, you are too old now to be brought up by women,’ Father said. ‘Besides, Lady Darcy is going to Eltham to look after Harry.’

			Not to be borne! But, of course, it had to be. Arthur had already learned that, once his mind was made up, Father was immovable and anyway he was the King and had to be obeyed. He could not appeal to Mother after that, though he felt sure she wouldn’t have sent Harry so far away.

			Lady Darcy was more understanding. As they watched his household being packed up and his childhood things taken away, she hugged him and told him that he was a big boy now, and Harry needed her more than he did.

			‘Be a prince!’ she told him, as they bade farewell. He was trying desperately not to cry and he sensed that she was too.

			And so he came to Ludlow, the massive, forbidding castle so far to the west of London that, for all he knew, it might have been on the moon. For weeks he thought he would die of homesickness – for Lady Darcy, for Mother, for all the loved, familiar places – and even for Father.

			But Father, as usual, had been careful and thought of everything. He had appointed Sir Richard Pole to be Arthur’s chamberlain and head his household. Sir Richard turned out to be a merry fellow with a kind face. Arthur liked him at once. Gradually it began to dawn on him that it was a very grown-up thing to be in the company of men rather than being ruled by women in the nursery. And at Ludlow, as Father had explained, he had a very grown-up role, for he was to preside over the Council of the Marches, ruling Wales and the border with England in the King’s name.

			He soon discovered the Council was actually very boring. He had thought he would be giving orders himself. But no, he was quickly informed that he was far too young to do that. He was to be a figurehead until he was of an age to rule, which would not be until he turned sixteen. It seemed an interminable time away. For now, he would just sit on the Council in his great chair at the head of the board while Great-Uncle Jasper, who was Earl of Pembroke, and Bishop Alcock of Worcester governed for him with the other lords and gentlemen of the Council. He tried to take an interest in their endless discussions but often he found himself fighting off sleep.

			However, he liked Great-Uncle Jasper very much. Great-Uncle’s life had been full of soldiering and adventures and he had helped Father to become king. Arthur loved to hear his colourful stories of battles, escapes and secret plots: many a time they sat late after dinner as Jasper whiled away the evening with his riveting tales.

			There were also young gentlemen on the Council who were eager to make a homesick young boy feel at home. Arthur’s cousin, Maurice St John, was always kind to him; he, Anthony Willoughby and Gruffydd ap Rhys became his close friends.

			Most of Arthur’s time was spent with his tutor and chaplain, Master Rede. Master Rede had been headmaster of a famous school called Winchester College and made learning seem effortless. This was a great comfort to Arthur, who had heard of boys being beaten regularly for not knowing their lessons. For him, learning was the one thing at which he could excel. He had never been strong. He did not know why he was not like other boys, only that he had to work hard to do things they found easy, such as wrestling or swordsmanship or running. It bothered him immensely because the living embodiment of the union of Lancaster and York must be perfect in every way and the pretence was always kept up that he was. He had always felt that he was not meeting Father’s expectations, even though Father prized him as his heir.

			Gradually his homesickness was overtaken by his busy life at Ludlow. Lessons, council meetings, the sports and martial exercises that so drained him and playing host to visiting worthies filled his time. Lady Darcy’s place was taken by two ladies who took it upon themselves to mother Arthur: his cousin Margaret, the wife of Sir Richard Pole, and his Great-Aunt Katherine, Jasper’s wife. Both were kind to him and he could talk to them in a way he would never have talked to the men around him. These kinswomen understood his uncertainties, his frailty and the isolation imposed by his rank and they tried to help.

			He was not an exile. Whenever his presence was required, he made the long journey to court and back, and every time he marvelled at how life there was going on without him. Margaret and Harry were growing up and Harry was smugly basking in their mother’s attention. Mother was always delighted to see Arthur and interested to hear all about his life at Ludlow, but it was Father who commandeered his time, constantly wanting him at his side when receiving ambassadors and dignitaries, or at ceremonies at court or in the City of London. It was as if he was the King’s son and Harry was the Queen’s. He always went back to Ludlow with mixed feelings.

			The years passed. He was seven, eight. When he was nearly nine his parents made a progress through the kingdom and visited him at Tickenhill Manor, his house near Bewdley, which Father was going to convert into a palace. Arthur preferred Tickenhill to Ludlow, for it was cosier, warmer and more welcoming and he stayed there as often as he was allowed. But he did not want to stay long on this occasion. Great-Uncle Jasper had laid on exciting entertainments at Ludlow and the next morning, before Father and Mother had arisen, Arthur was on his way there to make ready to welcome them and show them where he lived. Then it was down to the great hall for a sumptuous dinner and afterwards to the nearby dry quarry in the town. Today it was doing service as an amphitheatre in which a mystery play would be staged for the royal party’s enjoyment.

			Arthur watched his parents take their seats, acknowledging the crowd’s stares and reverence with grace. He felt that he could always learn more about how to be a king from his father. As the play began, though, he couldn’t resist giving it his full attention. It told the story of the Fall of Man and Arthur laughed out loud as the Serpent, deliciously wicked, ranted and writhed around the stage. Then God came with His thunderbolts – there always had to be thunderbolts in these plays – there was a great roll of thunder from behind the scenery and a shining angel appeared with a drawn sword to banish Adam and Eve – both suitably attired in a modest suit of leaves – from Eden. His laughter was forgotten as they walked slowly off the stage, leaving Arthur feeling chastened and overawed.

			As he supped at the castle with his parents afterwards, Father seemed to be preoccupied.

			‘The pretender Warbeck may invade any day now,’ he said to Great-Uncle Jasper, whose bushy brows met in a frown.

			‘Who is Warbeck, Sir?’ Arthur asked.

			‘He is an arrogant and rather stupid young man who claims that he is Richard of York, the younger of the Princes in the Tower. It is ludicrous, of course.’

			Arthur noticed the look of pain that briefly shadowed Mother’s face.

			‘But why is he invading?’ he asked.

			‘Because some foreign princes are misguided enough to support him!’ Father grimaced. ‘But fear not, my son. We are ready for this imposter: he will be routed.’

			‘But how can he claim to be Richard of York?’ Arthur persisted. ‘My uncle is dead.’

			‘He says he was spared by the men who murdered my brother, Edward the Fifth,’ Mother said.

			‘It’s a tissue of lies,’ Father interrupted. ‘Why spare the younger brother when you have been sent to kill the two people standing in The Usurper’s way?’

			Again Mother looked as if she was about to cry. Arthur had the treacherous thought: What if Warbeck is telling the truth?

			He looked at the Queen. How must it feel, having mourned her brothers for years, to be given hope that one of them was alive? And then to realise that, even it were true, it could bring no happiness, because if Richard of York lived, he must be the true King.

			Of course, Father was right. And he would vanquish the pretender. Arthur had no doubt about that. When his parents departed for Shrewsbury the next day, he said farewell to them without a qualm.

			The pretender was caught. He publicly confessed that he was not Richard of York, but was really the son of the comptroller of Tournai, and was placed under house arrest at Westminster, carefully watched. Hearing the news from Great-Uncle Jasper, Arthur felt that Father had been incredibly lenient. Had it been up to him, he rather thought he would have had the wretch executed, not only for his treason but also for causing Mother distress.

			Arthur was nearly eleven now. He was old enough at last to be betrothed formally to the Spanish Infanta, Catalina, though he had given little thought to his marriage in the past few years. He was summoned to Woodstock Palace near Oxford for the ceremony, for which Father and Mother were coming up from London.

			Father was fussing over every detail. Everything had been arranged to impress the Spanish envoys and the noble guests.

			‘You’ve grown since I last saw you, my son,’ he said. ‘You’re taller than your age would warrant. That gown looks too short now.’

			Arthur looked down at the white satin suit that had been made for him in the spring. He stuck out a leg. It was true, the gown was hanging well above his skinny ankles. Father was already calling for the tailor. Then he complained that the table set for the betrothal feast was not looking suitably festive and servants were sent scurrying into the nearby woods to gather some greenery.

			At last, when all was ready, Arthur stood in the great chamber before the Archbishop of Canterbury with the Spanish ambassador, Dr de Puebla, a misshapen little man with swarthy features and a large nose, who was acting as proxy. He felt rather silly when he took the doctor’s hand in his and solemnly betrothed himself to the Infanta, but the King and Queen looked on, beaming. Afterwards Dr de Puebla congratulated him.

			‘The Infanta is a lucky young lady! I have never seen a prince of such remarkable beauty and grace,’ he enthused. Arthur was old enough to recognise flattery when he heard it, but it was pleasing to be praised so warmly.

			‘I have heard that the Infanta is very beautiful,’ he said courteously. ‘I have been working hard on my Latin so that we can converse easily when she comes to England.’

			‘I have heard that your Highness is very accomplished in the Latin tongue,’ the little man enthused.

			‘We hope that the Infanta will come to England before long,’ Father said, almost rubbing his hands in satisfaction at having secured such a prize for his son. ‘We are planning even more splendid celebrations to welcome her!’

			It was still a matter of indifference to Arthur whether she came sooner rather than later. In truth, he hoped it was the latter, for Dr Rede had told him, using mostly Latin terms, what marriage entailed (which had left both of them pink with embarrassment) and Arthur knew for a certainty that he was not yet ready for it. The part of him that was to be impressed into service was by no means able to accomplish such an important duty and all he could do was pray that it would not be required to do so for a year or so.

			He was four months shy of thirteen when he was married, again by proxy, in a ceremony in the chapel at Tickenhill. The manor house was now a splendid palace surrounded by a vast hunting park and it was here that Arthur was at his happiest. Duty regularly obliged him to be at Ludlow, or sometimes at court, but he was older now and adept at making his will known. These days, when he expressed a wish in a certain tone of voice, people hastened to obey; and so he was often at Tickenhill.

			Being a married man made little difference to his life. Dr Rede had retired earlier that year and in his place was the blind friar, Father André, but his lessons continued as before. Arthur loved to immerse himself in books. He devoured the ancient classics, history and philosophy. He saw how his friends, Maurice, Anthony and Gruffydd, loved to joust and run at the ring and wrestle, but he had not grown any stronger as he grew older. He still could not sustain the energy for such pursuits. He suspected that the young men thought it unusual for a prince to be studious, reserved and thoughtful. But he needed to excel at something.

			Father André, at least, was very impressed. ‘Your Highness seems to have committed to memory all the best Latin and Greek authors!’ he marvelled.

			That summer they were joined in the schoolroom by Dr Thomas Linacre, who had been Father’s physician and was a great scholar. It was stimulating to hear him speak of his time in Italy and of great modern thinkers such as Erasmus of Rotterdam. Arthur was thrilled when Dr Linacre presented him with his own translation of a Greek text and he found that it was dedicated to himself.

			He was not able to forget his marriage completely, however. His tutors ensured that he wrote to the Infanta regularly, in Latin, and said all the right things.

			‘There are certain sentiments that a gentleman should express to his wife,’ Father André said – he who would never know what it was to have a wife. ‘It is your duty to love each other. Begin, Most illustrious and most excellent lady, my dearest spouse, I wish you much health, with my hearty commendations . . .’

			He continued to dictate as Arthur wrote in his cursive Italian hand. ‘I have read the most sweet letters of Your Highness, from which I have easily perceived your most entire love to me. Truly, these letters, traced by your own hand, have so delighted me that I fancied I beheld Your Highness and conversed with and embraced my dearest wife. I cannot tell you what an earnest desire I feel to see Your Highness . . .’

			He wished it all meant something to him, but the prospect of living with the Infanta, pretty though she was said to be, did not move him at all – especially the part of him that, according to the jests his gentlemen made, should be the most moved. In fact it was rarely moved at all. Surely by now something should be happening to him?

			He thought he might speak to Dr Linacre, but when they were face to face he lost his courage and gabbled that he wanted to ask about a Latin text he had been translating. He didn’t think that Dr Linacre had noticed anything amiss.

			Father André was still dictating. ‘How vexatious to me is this procrastination about your coming,’ Arthur dutifully wrote. In fact he was heartily relieved that there had been endless delays in thrashing out the final arrangements for the Infanta’s departure for England. Father André made him write of his ardent love for her, as he sat there wondering what that really meant. ‘I cherish your sweet remembrance night and day. Let your coming to me be hastened, that the love conceived between us and the wished-for joys may reap their proper fruit.’ How that would be achieved he had no idea, he thought despairingly.

			Father Andre read the letter and nodded approvingly.

			‘Very proper, very proper,’ he observed, handing it back to Arthur to be sealed.

			Whenever Arthur went to court these days the talk was of his wedding. He did his best to look happy about it, but sometimes he felt that events were spinning away out of his control. He also felt like an outsider in his family. He was there in Ludlow, most of the time – and they were all here together, or near each other, in the palaces on the Thames. And there was Harry, ruling the roost in the nursery at Eltham – Harry was eight now and he had not been uprooted and sent away – with Margaret and the baby Mary, who was three and Harry’s shadow in all things. There was Mother, doting on them all. And here was Arthur, isolated because he would be king one day. Even so, he knew that Harry would have given much to change places with him.

			Just now Harry was full of Perkin Warbeck, who had escaped from the Palace of Westminster.

			‘They’re hunting him down!’ he told Arthur with some relish, one night at supper. ‘He can’t avoid capture.’

			‘He is a fool,’ Father said. ‘He was treated well. He had every comfort.’

			‘Except his liberty,’ Mother chimed in.

			‘And he wasn’t allowed to lie with his wife!’ Harry piped up.

			Father frowned. ‘We could not have him siring children to take up his cause. He was lucky that he escaped a traitor’s death.’

			Arthur was still puzzled about that. ‘Why did you show him such mercy, Sir?’

			‘Because he was a fool and others had used him for their own purposes. But I will be merciful no longer. He will be treated like any other felon.’

			Mother winced. Surely she did not still wonder if Warbeck was her brother? She had seen him daily; she must have known who he really was. But, being Mother, she said nothing. It was often hard to know what she was thinking.

			Harry reported the news with glee when Warbeck was taken; he was in the Tower, in a cell without a window.

			Arthur knew that he was not the only young man held in the Tower. He did not like to think of Mother’s cousin, the Earl of Warwick, who had been imprisoned there from childhood on Father’s orders.

			‘It is necessary, believe me,’ Father had said, when Arthur had once asked what Warwick had done wrong. ‘He is of the old royal blood and could easily be set up as a figurehead by those who want to depose me.’ Arthur was aware that there were any number of wicked people who might plot against his family, for there yet lived several heirs of the House of York who coveted the throne. Some had backed Perkin Warbeck. Arthur understood why Father had had to treat Warwick so harshly. Yet it did trouble him. What must it be like to be cut off from all your friends, shut up in a prison without exercise or diversions, and deprived of any education? Small wonder that people said Warwick could not tell a goose from a capon.

			That autumn, back in Ludlow, Arthur was not completely surprised to hear that Warbeck and Warwick had been discovered plotting treachery together, and were both to be executed. You could hardly blame the hapless Warwick for seizing his chance of overthrowing the man who had robbed him of his life, but it had been such a stupid plot. How did those two idiots even think they could have escaped, let alone taken the Tower and raised a rebellion? But, stupid or not, what they had done was treason by any definition, and they deserved to die for it.

			Soon after the executions, Arthur was summoned back to court, and was with the King when he gave audience to the Spanish ambassador. They were discussing the wedding, yet again, but Father seemed even more bullish and satisfied than usual.

			‘Your Excellency will no doubt be gratified to report to the Sovereigns that it has pleased God that not a doubtful drop of royal blood remains in this kingdom, except the true blood of myself and the Queen and, above all, that of Prince Arthur,’ he said.

			‘Their Majesties will be reassured to hear that,’ Dr de Puebla said, in his usual unctuous manner. ‘Now we will proceed to the arrangements for the marriage.’ He beamed at Arthur. It rather sounded to Arthur as if a barrier to the marriage had been removed. He glanced sharply at Father, but Father had gone on to speak of the celebrations he had ordered for the Infanta’s reception, and looked as if nothing in the world was amiss. Arthur thought no more of it. 

			It was the year 1500. A new century was about to begin. People spoke of a golden age to come under King Arthur and Queen Catalina. Arthur knew Father was not liked; the taxes he imposed were too burdensome. But he had brought peace to a kingdom torn by civil war; his treasury was full; and he had triumphed in securing the Spanish alliance. In January, Arthur was told that the Infanta would be coming in September, when he had had his fourteenth birthday. He prayed that he would be ready for marriage by then.

			But that spring he began to feel unwell, as if he was going down with a fever. He found himself sweating, even though the weather was not warm, and then he began coughing. Dr Linacre diagnosed an ague. There was nothing to worry about, he said.

			By the summer, Arthur had lost weight. He had always been lean and lanky, which his growth spurt had exacerbated, but there was no denying that he was shrinking inside his clothes – and that he still felt ill. When he visited court, he made little of his ailment. It was just an ague, he said dismissively. But Mother kept looking at him anxiously, and Father unexpectedly pressed a hand to his forehead and said, ‘My boy, you are burning up.’

			‘It’s nothing,’ Arthur said. ‘Dr Linacre told me not to worry.’ But Father and Mother still looked concerned.

			Father took him aside. ‘Arthur,’ he said, ‘the Infanta will be here in a few weeks, and soon it will be time for you to do your duty as a husband. You know what I’m talking about?’

			Arthur nodded, blushing furiously, to his mortification. ‘Yes, Sir.’

			‘We do not want you overexerting yourself, especially in view of this continuing ague. I think it best if you consummate your marriage but live apart from the Infanta after that – for a couple of years at least.’

			Arthur could think of nothing he’d like better – apart from the bit about consummating the marriage. If he still felt as he did now, he would just not be up to it.

			‘Yes, Sir,’ he said again.

			Father gave him a curious look. ‘I was expecting a protest.’

			‘Not at all, Sir,’ Arthur replied.

			‘We must not overtax your strength,’ Father said. ‘It is dangerous for young people to overexert themselves in the marriage bed. The Infanta’s brother, the heir to Spain, did that, and died.’

			Arthur had heard that. He was sure that the Infanta, of all people, would understand.

			As the weeks passed, his cough worsened. He was still losing weight. But he would not give in to this wretched ague; he would not let it get the better of him. He decided that he would never complain and would make little of it. He could not risk anyone suggesting that he was not fit to be his father’s heir, for he could not bear the thought of being passed over for Harry.

			Fortunately no such idea seemed ever to have occurred to Father. He was too busy telling everyone that no expense was to be spared for the wedding of his heir, though the Infanta’s departure kept being delayed for one reason or another. Arthur began to think that she would never come, but in the March after he turned fourteen, in the year of Grace 1501, word came from Spain that she was at last on her way.

			Overjoyed, the King lavished fourteen thousand pounds on jewels for the happy couple. But there were storms at sea, and the Infanta’s fleet was forced to return to Spain. It was not until October that Arthur heard she had finally set foot in England, at Plymouth.

			Arthur was then at Ludlow. His symptoms were worse rather than better. Lately he had suffered pains in his chest and, when he coughed, there were sometimes spots of blood on his kerchief. But he kept on pretending that all was well and washed out the blood in secret.

			He wondered wretchedly if he was dying. He had heard of people coughing blood and dying soon afterwards. In truth, he was feeling so awful these days that he hardly cared – well, not for himself. It was his parents who would grieve for him. It would be ironic if he expired just as he was about to be married, after thirteen years of negotiations. He looked in his mirror and saw a poor, thin travesty of the Prince he had been not so long ago. A fine bridegroom for the Infanta! He prayed that his changed appearance had not struck too many others.

			It was vital to carry on as normal. He could not let Father or Mother or anyone else down. However bad he was feeling, he would defy this thing, whatever it was.

			Even at Ludlow he received reports of the Infanta’s rapturous welcome by the people of Plymouth, and of the jousts and feasts the King had hosted in the Tower of London to mark her coming. Then came the summons to court and the inexorable journey through the golden autumn countryside towards his marriage.

			They were deep in Hampshire when a royal messenger halted Arthur’s procession and announced that the King wished his dearest son to meet with him at Easthampstead, near Woking, whence they would ride together to greet the Infanta.

			As his party neared Easthampstead, Arthur was filled with an encroaching sense of dread. He was not ready for this. He would as soon meet his bride as wed Harry. But Father, when he joined him, was as excited as if he were going to his own wedding.

			‘We must see the Princess!’ he kept saying. ‘By all reports she will lay this night at Dogmersfield.’

			‘I thought we were to receive her in London, Sir,’ Arthur said.

			‘That was the plan,’ Father replied, ‘but I want to see my son’s bride and be reassured that she is as fit a mate for you as I was led to believe.’

			Arthur leaned forward in his saddle. ‘Does your Grace have reason to believe she is not?’

			‘Not at all,’ Father said. ‘But if I have learned one valuable lesson in life, it is to trust no one. Caveat emptor!’

			Dogmersfield was in darkness when they approached. The cold night air made Arthur cough and, as he strove in vain to suppress it, Father looked at him anxiously.

			‘I just caught my breath,’ he said weakly. ‘’Tis nothing, Sir.’

			Father nodded. He dismounted, and Arthur followed suit, then followed the King into the Bishop’s Palace. There they were greeted by Dr de Puebla and two outlandishly dressed Spaniards: the Infanta’s chamberlain, who was expansively welcoming, and a fearsome dame with olive skin and a sharp nose, who introduced herself as the Infanta’s duenna, Doña Elvira. By her manner, you might have thought that he and Father were ruffians come to ravish her charge.

			‘I wish to see the Princess!’ Father said, pleasantly enough, as Arthur took a deep breath and braced himself, but the duenna bristled and gabbled something in rapid Spanish with tones of outrage.

			Dr de Puebla turned to Father. ‘I regret, Sire, that the protocol of my country demands that the Infanta must remain veiled until she is married. She may receive no man.’

			Father’s gaunt face darkened with suspicion and Arthur began to wonder if his bride really was deformed or ugly.

			‘Tell this woman,’ Father commanded, in a tone that would brook no argument, ‘that the King will see the Princess even if she is in her bed.’

			There was more incomprehensible gabbling, then Doña Elvira flounced resentfully off up the stairs.

			‘Well?’ Father snapped.

			‘The Infanta is being made ready to receive Your Graces,’ Dr de Puebla told him.

			Presently a pretty young Spanish girl came hastening down the stairs, curtseyed, and bade the King and the Prince follow her. At the entrance to the Infanta’s apartments, a herald announced them, and there, standing before them, her head bowed, was a diminutive girl in crimson velvet with an embroidered veil of white lawn covering her person down to the waist. Tendrils of red-gold hair curled to her hips, glinting in the candlelight. As the King approached, she knelt gracefully before him. Arthur’s heart was in his mouth. This was the moment he had been dreading.

			‘Welcome to England, Your Highness,’ Father said, then raised the Infanta to her feet. With both hands, he lifted the veil.
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