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For Juliet O’Hea who shares Katharine’s
 faith, kindliness and determination





















A BALLAD FOR KATHARINE OF ARAGON




(From Union Street by Charles Causley)











The Queen of Castile has a daughter




Who won’t come home again




She lies in the grey cathedral




Under the arms of Spain




O the Queen of Castile has a daughter




Torn out by the roots




Her lovely breast in a cold stone chest




Under the farmers’ boots
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Mules, everybody agreed, were more sure-footed, so Isabella of Spain rode on a mule, her heavily pregnant body wrapped in a rain-repellent leather cloak, on her head a hood of the same material, her feet encased in a pair of boots similar to those worn by foot soldiers. The winter rains had set in and the roads which through the long hot summer had been ankle-deep in dust were now over hoof deep in mud, sticky as glue. Every time the mule put foot down there was a squelching sound, every time it lifted one there was a plop. Sometimes, under the smooth shining surface of the mud, there was a dip; then the mule stumbled, recovered itself with a jerk and a heave and plodded on: sometimes, under a mere skim of mud there was a boulder, thrown in to fill a hole visible last summer; striking one of these the mule stumbled again; recovered and plodded on. Each time this happened Isabella felt like a woman holding a basketful of eggs riding on a seesaw; after each jolt the question, All right? All well? Yes, thanks be to God, no harm done. The child, so soon to be born, would be her tenth; four were alive, thank God; few mothers had been so blessed; but every stumble and jolt she knew a small fear—not here, please God, not in the open, in the rain. Alcalá de Henares is not so far away; the road is bad, the going slow, but please, I beseech thee, let me arrive, settle into the place prepared for me and there let the child be born.




She was Queen; she could have ridden comfortably in a litter slung between two mules, or carried on the shoulders of willing men, but to do so would have been a concession to female weakness, and she scorned it. God had called her to take a man’s place in the world, and handicapped as she had been by her female body, she had taken that place, filled it adequately, done as much as, or more than, any man could have done—all by the help of God. She must not weaken now.




In everything Isabella could see the hand of God, working slowly, sometimes obscurely but to a sure end. Because there was no male heir she had become Queen of Castile, and she had married Ferdinand of Aragon, thus uniting the two kingdoms and making them strong enough to attempt to drive out the Moors who had occupied the south of the Iberian peninsula for six hundred years. She did not deceive herself; Ferdinand might look upon the campaign, now in its fifth year, as a means to increase his own power; for her it was a Crusade, Christian against infidel, as urgent and important as any Crusade waged centuries earlier to free the Holy Land. For Isabella, Spain was holy land and to wage the war of freedom she had ridden, slept, eaten, suffered and endured alongside her army, showing fortitude in the face of hardship and in defeat a certain grim cheerfulness which communicated itself to the men.




The army, with one of its hardest and most successful campaigns behind it, was moving into winter quarters, making on this drear day for the bleak upland town of Alcalá de Henares, where there was a palace of a sort. It was a comfortless place, ancient, ill-heated and in poor repair; its owner, the Bishop of Toledo, used it only once a year when he made his visitation, and he took good care that this should be neither in winter nor in summer, but in late spring or early autumn when, for a brief period the weather was tolerable. He was always preceded by a baggage train, laden with hangings and cushions and soft, feather bedding, silverware and little luxuries in the way of food. The Queen of Castile could have taken similar precautions, but she never did. The horses, mules and donkeys in her train were laden enough without carting a lot of useless gear from place to place. Even her personal luggage was kept to the minimum; with her always were her suit of armor, her riding clothes, three changes of linen and two dresses, one plain and simple made of Flemish cloth, the other very fine, a rich reddish purple silk, so boned and padded and embroidered that it was almost as stiff as armor. Both were old; she had other things to do with her money than to buy fripperies. Yet she was an elegant woman, with narrow feet and delicate hands, white and well kept; her hair, once golden, now silver-gilt, was washed every other Monday, even when, as often happened, Monday had seen fighting renewed. She had a fastidious nose and in her youth had used and liked a perfume distilled from roses; but the trick of making it was a secret, brought to Spain by the Moors when they came out of the east and as soon as she knew her destiny she had abandoned its use, making do with the simpler preparation made from crushed lavender, native to Spain.




On this day her few clothes, her few toilet necessities were all contained in a brassbound hide box, which also held everything that a baby might need. The enforced parsimony was evident there, too. For the new baby nothing new. The baby clothes had served many times already; for Isabella, Juan, Joanna and Maria and babies who had died young; well washed and bleached by the summer sun in the south, they would serve again for the child who would, God willing, be born in the Bishop’s palace at Alcalá de Henares. Not in the rain and the mud, the birth precipitated by a fall. Isabella hoped for another son. The one she had already, Juan, had survived the danger period of infancy and first youth and was now seven years old, healthy, intelligent, charming, God be thanked; but he was only one life, only one heir; life was so full of threats; another boy would be a kind of security; and if this child were a boy, and if Juan lived, the younger one could become a cleric—perhaps even Pope.




Jerking along, in increasing discomfort, the leather cloak growing heavier and then porous so that finally the wetness seeped through to her skin, Isabella cheered herself with thoughts of the future. Juan King of a united Spain, with not a Moor left alive in it; Carlos—for so she would name this child, should it be a boy, on the Papal throne, and all her daughters married to kings, linking Spain, so long isolated, to Europe, carrying their Spanish piety and good manners with them.




To her second son, if God so favored her, she would say, “You were almost born in a saddle.” She would not say that if this child were a girl. She had learned from a long, hard experience what turns of speech appealed to men and what to women. She had been compelled to speak both languages and could switch from one to the other without conscious thought. When her husband, Ferdinand, who had been at the rear of the long train, urging on the laggards, brought his horse alongside her mule and asked how she did, she said: “Mules are somewhat overrated; but at least I am still in one piece.”




He laughed. A woman would have been more sympathetic, would have said things like “Poor lady!” or “How courageous you are, madam.” Weakening words. The sort that she had resisted for years.




Ferdinand said, “Not long now. That fellow who broke his ankle and was heaved up on top of one of the baggage wagons just told me that he could see the roofs. Then the road dipped and he lost sight of them again, but in less than an hour we should be there.”




They were there in less than an hour. The Bishop’s palace was as stark, as bare as she remembered it; but it was a suitable place for the birth of a child who, if a boy, would be obliged to subjugate the flesh, at least for a time, and if a girl would be the fourth daughter, with all the really advantageous marriages made before it was her turn, and might become a nun.




Freed of the mule’s movement and relieved of her sodden clothes and heavy boots, the Queen felt better and derided herself for her fears of a somewhat premature delivery. She proceeded in her usual, orderly way, moving slowly but purposely. First a visit to the little chapel, ill-lit and cold as a tomb, where she knelt and thanked God that the journey had been completed without mishap save for a broken ankle and one wagon wheel smashed; she prayed that God would forgive her for the lack of complete faith that had made her fears possible. Then to more mundane matters. First of all—before the children, even, the need to make certain that every man would sleep under cover in this night of wind and rain.




The Bishop’s palace, like every other place where Isabella had stayed in the last four years, was virtually a barracks, only a few private rooms reserved for the Royal Family and its immediate entourage; but even so, and with every outbuilding brought into service, it was still necessary to find outside billets for a great number of soldiers, and a senior officer had been sent on ahead to make arrangements. The Queen knew how ordinary people felt about having soldiers thrust upon them, but it was a necessity in winter and it was the turn of the people up here in the northwest to assume their part of the burden; the towns and villages to the south, near the fighting front, had stripped themselves to keep the army fed during spring and summer; that was what made these long winter journeys an essential part of the year’s routine. Isabella had done her best to instill a crusading spirit into her army; men were forbidden to loot or to meddle with respectable females; they knew that their Queen disapproved of drunkenness and of the use of foul language. On the whole her rules and her wishes were regarded, but there were exceptions which distressed her less than might have been supposed; it was an army of men, not of monks that she had gathered and she was shrewd enough to realize that the men who sometimes broke rules were not necessarily the worst soldiers.




“Every man has a roof over his head?” she asked.




“Yes, your Grace.” The officer added—for unless the queen was in childbed tomorrow, she would be out and about, inspecting and criticizing, and he did not want his efforts underrated: “Of a sort. It was not easy. Since last year a dozen houses at least have become untenanted and have fallen into total disrepair; and at the lower end of the town there is a sickness.”




“Plague?” Isabella asked sharply, prepared to move on tomorrow if this were so. Of all diseases the plague was most to be dreaded; even the bodies of the dead emitted a fatal contagion.




“No, madam. I was not myself sure, but the surgeon-in-chief whom I consulted as soon as he arrived, assures me that it is not. The sick are fevered, restless and raving, but they show no sign of plague. I ordered the area to be cordoned off and placed out of bounds. It contains several wine shops and…other places.”




“You did well,” she said. She knew what he meant by other places. Again regrettable, but what could one do? Take an ordinary man away from his family, deprive him of most of life’s comfort, expose him to the constant danger of death, and could you blame him for snatching at a passing pleasure? You could not. Nor were the women themselves, the rather pathetic camp followers or the homebound ones who welcomed an army’s arrival in their town, much to be blamed. They were so poor. The poverty of her people was a matter of great concern to Isabella; she could distinguish between poverty accepted as a way of life, for the glory of God, by certain religious orders, and poverty inflicted by circumstance. Over the greater part of Castile, and of Aragon, the soil was poor and the climate inclement, veering between too-cold winters and too-hot-and-dry summers. North of the Pyrénées was France, very fertile and rich, and farther north still England where green grass was plentiful all the year round and there were—it was said—more sheep than people. The wool of these sheep was shipped to Flanders where it was made into cloth, a saleable commodity. In this lucrative two-way trade Spain could take no part. It was a pity, but it was a situation which would not last forever. Next year, please God, the rich Moorish provinces would be restored to Spain; minerals, vineyards, orange and lemon groves…And at the very back of her mind there was another thought.




There was a Genoese sailor, a man called Christopher Columbus, wandering about the courts of Europe, searching for a patron who would fit out an expedition to enable him to prove his contention that the world was a globe, not a flat surface and that by travelling towards the west he could reach the rich, fabulous world of the Indies whence came by slow, expensive, overland route or by Portuguese caravel things like sugar and cloves and cinnamon and ginger and precious stones. It sounded a fantastic idea, but no more fantastic than that a woman should be Queen of Castile in her own right and called to wage the last Crusade. And win it. She meant to, if she lived. She visualized the last Moorish King driven out of Granada fleeing back to Africa, where the Moors belonged; she visualized herself just able to afford this westward voyage which might conceivably end in the East and bring the wealth of the Indies, where even kitchen utensils were—they said—made of silver and gold, under the control of Spain. To God nothing was impossible.




The matter of the soldiers’ comfort dealt with—not without reason they regarded her as The Mother, and so referred to her—she turned her attention to those to whom she was actually mother. They were, so far as the building and its amenities allowed, comfortably installed. There was the Infanta Isabella, fifteen years old, very solemn and, even Isabella admitted, pompous; an admirable girl in a way, but once she had so exasperated her mother that Isabella had said “You talk to me as though you were my mother-in-law!” The younger Isabella’s destiny was settled; she would be Queen of Portugal, and her solemnity, pomposity and complete lack of humor would make her a most excellent queen; she had been reared and educated for the position. Isabella the Queen of Castile had always been aware of her own faulty education—she had become Queen through the premature death of her stepbrother and been obliged to learn Latin, the language in which all legal and diplomatic matters were phrased, in a hurried three weeks. As a result she had paid particular attention to her children’s education.




Juan, as the heir, already had his own establishment, a separate little court for which Isabella had lain down the rules and which, even on journeys like this one, ran smoothly. All well, Isabella thought, and moved on to the more cramped quarters where her two younger daughters and their attendants were housed. Maria, the baby of the family until the new one came, was settling down to sleep, almost too drowsy to be aware of her mother’s presence; Joanna, who was six, was giving trouble; not for the first time. She had rejected her supper and now refused to go to bed.




Isabella endeavored to be an impartial mother and outwardly achieved this aim, but Joanna, so beautiful, so precocious and so strange, was her favorite daughter, almost as much loved as the only son. Deep concern and apprehension lay at the root of this preference. It was impossible for Isabella to look upon her second daughter and not remember that her own mother had been mad and had passed the last years of her life under restraint. But I am sane, she told herself whenever that memory struck; and then immediately she would think of things like left-handedness, stammering, a coloring of eyes or hair skipping one generation. To any of her other children, on this evening she would have administered a rebuke, an admonition; to Joanna she said:




“Come here and tell me what is the matter.”




She sat herself on a hard wooden stool and would have taken Joanna on to her lap—but she had no lap these days, instead she put her arm around the child and pulled her close, held her firmly, aware of vibrating tremor.




“We have all had a hard day,” she said in her calm, low voice. “It is unkind of you, Joanna, to make things more difficult.”




“I know. I am sorry.”




“Then why do you do it?”




“It is a bad place, Mother. Not a place to eat and sleep in. A place to go away from. Could we not go away? Now.”




“It is cold, and not very comfortable,” Isabella said. “But it is better than being out in the night and the rain. I think it is a good place, Joanna. I was very glad to arrive here. I shall eat my supper and go to my bed and be grateful to God for the food and the resting place. You should do the same. Come along now, eat just a little and then go to bed like my good, sensible little girl.”




“I can’t,” Joanna said with a violent shudder. “Not here.”




“Why not?”




“Because of the coffin.”




“What coffin?”




“The brown one.”




Despite all her faith, despite her practical and rational mind, Isabella felt a little superstitious shiver. She had long ago, before she bore her first child, given orders that no money should be wasted on her funeral, should she die. Masses for her soul, yes, they must be asked for, paid for, but no mummers, no black plumes; and a simple wooden casket, such as every peasant somehow managed to afford. It would be brown.




More to herself than to Joanna she said:




“This is nonsense! You were so tired that you fell asleep on your feet and dreamed. Making such a fuss about nothing, about a dream! And if you are not hungry, I am,” she said, fighting off fear as she had done so many times before: she was thirty-four years old; women who did not die in their early child-bearing years often did later on, in their thirties; and the last months had been strenuous, the last ride not one that a woman so far advanced in pregnancy should have attempted. But if she died, she died; God ruled; it might not be His wish that she should live and drive the Moors from Granada and send the Genoese sailor on his westward voyage. It was all in God’s hands and she must leave it there. What was left to her own mere human agency was to see that this distressed child ate something and went to bed.




“Come,” she said, heaving her laden body up; “you can share my supper if you promise, afterwards, to go straight to bed.”




Always the same, the lady governess thought sourly; the normal child, sound in mind and wind and limb was taken for granted, the less normal one pampered and spoiled.




Isabella, watching the child eat and become restored, even merry, thought about life and death, soldiers, children, the vast responsibility which lay upon a woman called upon to play a man’s part in the world without owning a man’s impregnable body. Tonight, tomorrow or perhaps the next day, she and the task she had to set herself, might end in the bloody and painful business of giving birth. But if so—the brown coffin—all the will of God, not be questioned or disputed.




















II










The baby was born on December 16th and was a girl. Isabella was disappointed that the dynasty had not been reinforced by the birth of another prince, but since God in His infinite wisdom had given a daughter instead of a son, she accepted His decision with cheerfulness.




Her moment’s superstitious fear, which Joanna’s mention of a brown coffin had evoked, was not in the least justified; it was a comparatively easy birth; the baby throve and in a short time Isabella was on her feet again, resuming the duties of Queen, army commandant and mother. But while she lay in bed, recovering, she had time to think and some of her thoughts centered about Joanna who, at six, should now be outgrowing childish fancies. Princesses were born to a definite destiny, that of making marriages which bolstered political alliances and their characters must be trained for the purpose; to allow a king’s daughter to grow up fanciful, wilful and unpredictable could make trouble in the future and was certainly not kind. Princesses must be stolid, placid, adaptable. Joanna might be steadied by responsibility; so, from the first Isabella placed upon her some of the duties of caring for the new baby. “If she cries, you must try to soothe her. When she is older you must amuse her. You must always think of her welfare and comfort before your own.” She intended the duties to be merely nominal, a means of occupying Joanna’s attention, but Joanna, in whom there was a capacity for boundless, blind devotion, took them seriously and sometimes annoyed both ladies-in-waiting and nursemaids by her officiousness; sometimes there were complaints and appeals to the Queen who could always point out that in general Joanna’s behavior had greatly improved and that while she was fussing around the baby nobody else needed to.




Isabella had had an English grandmother, Katharine of Lancaster, and for her she named her fourth daughter; an act of sentiment rather than policy; England and connections with England—except in the way of trade—were worthless now. The Wars of the Roses had ravaged the country and decimated its nobility, and since August the country had been ruled by an up-start Welshman whose only claim to the throne was through his great-grandfather, a bastard later legitimized but excluded from inheriting the crown. There were men with better claims, there were pretenders and it seemed highly unlikely that Henry Tudor would be King of England for long. When Isabella, taking her brief rest, looked at her fourth daughter and speculated about her future she never once visualized her as Queen of turbulent England; there were steadier thrones. And in her heart Isabella still felt that this child, born in the very middle of a Catholic Crusade, might show a vocation for the religious life. Such things must be left to God; what must not be left to God, since He must not be bothered with such petty details, was the matter of rehousing twenty men lodged in a barn that had lost its roof in a recent storm; dealing with a soldier accused of rape, the non-delivery of a consignment of grain, promised from nearby Aragon, Ferdinand’s own Kingdom. Tact must be exercised there; Ferdinand was still very Aragonese in his thinking; Castile was his because he had married her, Queen of Castile, but Aragon was not hers, even to criticize. Perhaps, when she was up and about again and capable of looking into the matter closely she could find, somewhere involved, a Jew who could be made culpable. Jews had no nationality; they could be blamed with impunity…There were dozens of such things to be seen to.




Katharine, as she emerged from baby to identifiable child, was, Isabella rejoiced to see, going to be pretty; not beautiful like Joanna who had the fragile, vulnerable loveliness of a flower, but pretty; she had clear large eyes, grey, tinged with green, her eyebrows were thin and arched, her hair, darkening from childish silver-gilt became brown, with a russet red shade in it, her complexion was fair and unblemished and she had inherited her mother’s grace, and ability to look elegant without extraneous trimmings. Her temperament was as satisfactory as her appearance; less stolid than the Infanta’s or Maria’s, less volatile than Joanna’s.




For Katharine, making every day another step out of babyhood into ordinary life, the center and pivot of her life was, for years, Joanna, slavishly devoted so far as physical matters were concerned; she would change plates if her portion of any dish seemed preferable to that given to Katharine; for Katharine always the rosiest apple, the juiciest orange. From Joanna, Katharine received her first lessons, plodding away to learn things which Joanna had mastered in an hour. “You are slow,” Joanna sometimes said impatiently and Katharine came to realize that, compared with Joanna whose acceptance or rejectance of everything was instant, she was indeed slow. “But I never forget anything,” she said, not defensively, but humbly—offering her good memory as a sop.




The lessons, the lives, the food they ate, the beds they slept in were all subjected to the progress of the war. Isabella, intent to do her duty by everyone, to oversee everything, dragged her family along behind the army. The war went on; there were tedious journeys, uncomfortable lodgings, scanty meals. Always Joanna was there, presiding over Katharine’s destiny not like a mother—Mother was waging war on the Moors—but like the good fairy in the stories which Joanna would tell on the long jogging journeys. Joanna was a wonderful storyteller, though sometimes her tales had a frightening element in them that would have scratched Katharine’s nerves and made her afraid of the dark, of thunder and several other things but for the fact that Joanna herself seemed so fearless, and Joanna was always there.




The shocking fact that Joanna would not always be there broke upon Katharine on what was, apart from this revelation, a gay and glorious occasion, their sister Isabella’s betrothal to Alfonso of Portugal. Isabella was so much their senior, and so sedate that she had played little part in their lives; but she had always been there, and soon she would not be; she would go to live in Portugal.




“You won’t ever get married and go away, will you?” Katharine asked anxiously.




“Of course I shall,” Joanna said with a rapt look. “I shall live in Burgundy, and in Brussels and Vienna. I’m looking…” she broke off, seeing Katharine’s face. “Not yet,” she said hastily. “Years and years…” But Katharine was facing for the first time in her life the truth that no human relationship is permanent; she was already, in her mind, bereaved; so she wept with the noisy abandon of a five-year-old. Doña Elvira said sternly, “What behavior! Tears on such a day bring ill luck to the bride.” Katharine choked and blinked.




“Joanna, will you have me to live with you whenever you go?”




“I couldn’t. You’ll be married yourself. You’ll have to live in England. In London.” That sounded somewhat meager after Burgundy, Brussels and Vienna, so Joanna ferreted about in her mind and produced another place name. “And Windsor, I think.”




“Oh. Oh dear. What a pity.”




“Yes, it is,” said Joanna, worldly wise at eleven years old. “But, you see, there are four of us and you are the youngest…” That again sounded condescending, so she added, “Your husband has a nice name though—Arthur; like the King in the book; the one with the Round Table and all the brave knights.” She had read the story in a battered manuscript from her mother’s library and retold the tales, much simplified. Not that this English Arthur would be much like the one in the legend; for one thing he was a year younger than Katharine and said to be delicate and he had no breeding. Joanna had a sharp ear for gossip and had mastered the art of being unobtrusive if she chose; things had been said in her presence because she was not noticed or because she was regarded as too young to comprehend. She knew that the King, her father, had not much wanted a marriage alliance with England, and had rejected the first advances; then for some reason that she did not understand, all political, to do with France and Italy, he had changed his mind. It seemed that the King of England had been offended by the rebuffs and now demanded, with Katharine, a dowry that Mother said was extortionate, but admitted must be paid. It could be afforded once Granada was conquered and the war over. It could be the more easily afforded because Joanna herself needed no dowry at all. The Emperor Maximilian planned to marry his daughter Margaret to Juan, at the same time as he married his son, Philip, to Joanna. So there had been a mutual abandonment of dowries. Joanna knew that hers would be the most splendid match of them all and she felt sorry for Katharine who would have to live in a small island where, when it was not raining it was foggy.




“And you’ll be rich,” she said, still intent upon comforting Katharine. “The King of England is very rich and very, very mean. When he dies Arthur will inherit a great fortune.”




She had no very clear idea of what a great fortune meant, and Katharine who was never to have any financial sense at all, understood even less. But it sounded nice, and young as they were, both little girls—like everyone else closely connected with Queen Isabella—knew what it meant to be poor. War was a costly business; cannon and cannon balls and chain shot, and gunpowder and scaling ladders and a hundred other things must come before new dresses or shoes.




“If I am to be rich,” Katharine said, “I shall buy some horses, and come to visit you.”




“I will visit you, too. Though I shall not be rich. My father-in-law squanders and borrows and does not repay. Mother said so. But if I can get a horse I will came.”




It was typical of their upbringing that horses should be almost a standard of currency. They had spent more than one night in a wagon from which the horses had been unhitched in order to be harnessed to a gun carriage; they had seen knights in armor made temporarily as useless as tortoises because their horses had been killed. They had heard it said of a beleaguered city—And now they are eating their horses! A good sign; soon that city would yield.




War with its privations, its horrid sights, its occasional glories, its setbacks, was for years their natural environment because Isabella was conscious of her duty as warrior and as mother. She never willingly allowed them to be in danger; she had them housed and fed as well as she could and gave them as much attention as possible. But she was engaged in what she regarded as a Holy War and that came first.




Lodged behind the lines, in places to which any man who might be expected to survive in order to fight on another day was brought and roughly cared for, the children became accustomed to the sight of maimed men, and dying men. The Moors had devices as yet unknown to the west. One of them was a thing no bigger than a pear, with a fuse of tow; this when thrown exploded and stuck to the object against which it exploded. A knight in armor, hit by one of these things, could be roasted alive; or, hacked out in time, be horribly scarred. And there were men with hands and arms lopped off, men holding their bowels in their hands against the gaping stomach wounds. There were dead men too.




Katharine was still a child when she realized what a dead man meant. She had never seen Alfonso of Portugal, but he died, and Isabella came back to Spain, all muffled in black, pale and weeping.




Mother said, “You must all be kind to Isabella; she has suffered a great loss.”




Joanna said. “To lose a husband must be the worst thing…”




Katharine thought: And every dead man we have seen carried past meant as much to some woman…




It was a thought to put away, prickling and uncomfortable and not to be shared. Who would understand?




There was another thought, running alongside, more personal and immediate.




“Joanna, I cried that day in Seville and Doña Elvira said tears brought ill luck to the bride. Am I responsible for this?”




“How could you be, stupid one? Doña Elvira has a sharp tongue. Had you laughed she might have said the same. Men die when God wills. And you need not grieve for Isabella. I will tell you, but it is secret. You must not say a word. Promise. She is to have another husband. Alfonso’s cousin, Manoel, who is now King of Portugal. She says she would sooner be a nun, but Mother thinks that by the time the arrangements are completed, she will have come to her senses.”




But what about all the other dead men and the women who wept?




There was little time for such thought. Granada fell, and Katharine stood, in her best dress, holding Joanna’s hand and watched the last Moors ride, defeated, out of the palace-fortress of the Alhambra. And when the Te Deum had been sung in the building, only this day snatched back from Allah and Mahomet, they had the whole, fabulous fairy tale place to explore. Flowers and fountains, marble floors, terraces. A different and very wonderful world.




And then, in no time at all, another wonderful and amazing thing; a visit to Barcelona to welcome home the Genoese sailor, Christopher Columbus, whom Mother, despite all her other commitments had furnished out with three little ships so that he could go out and test his theory that the world was a globe and that by going west he could reach the east, the Indies.




“Nobody else in the whole of Europe,” Joanna said, gripping Katharine’s hand hard, “would give him a hearing, leave alone a ducat. Mother did. And she was right.”




So it seemed the swaggering little Admiral believed that he had proved his theory; he had brought back specimens of strange birds and beasts, most of them stuffed, but monkeys and parrots still alive, and six wild brown Indians, painted and clad in feathers. Of the great wealth in gold and silver of the East he brought on this trip only sample quantities; but it was there. Spain would one day be as rich as Portugal; and since Spanish ships would sail to the west, while the Portuguese held the old sea road around the tip of Africa, the friendliness between the countries would not be impaired.




Now that the main war was over—though the conquered province was far from completely subdued—a more settled and normal way of life was possible and Isabella brought attention to bear upon her daughters’ education. They were more thoroughly instructed in academic subjects than most princesses of the time, and they must also learn domestic skills, spinning, weaving, plain sewing. Then there were the social arts, singing, dancing, playing the lute, doing fine embroidery, mastering the rules of precedence and etiquette, learning how to behave with grace and dignity even in trying circumstances. Joanna would be Empress one day, and Katharine Queen of England. They must be fitted for their high positions. For Maria no definite plans had yet been made, but she, too, must be ready for the position to which God would undoubtedly call her.






















III










With so much to learn and so much happening, time went all too fast and the thing which Katharine so dreaded, the parting with Joanna, came about. Joanna sailed away to Flanders to marry Philip. She went gladly, already romantically in love with the young man so well-favored that he was called Philip the Handsome.




Katharine said gloomily, “You are glad to go. Leaving me does not make you sad at all. The thought of parting from you breaks my heart.”




“Only because you are too young to understand. You will, in time. When you are fourteen, fifteen. Sisters love each other and hold one another dear, but that is not enough. Men and women belong together. Besides, there will be the visits to look forward to. Where is that map? Look, when I am in Flanders and you are in England, we shall be close.” She pointed to the seemingly negligible stretch of water.




“Mother never has time to go visiting.”




“Mother is different.”




Mother was now busy with the expulsion of all Jews from Spain; with preparations for Juan’s wedding to Margaret of Flanders who was to set out at about that same time as Joanna left; and with arrangements for the widowed Isabella to marry Manoel of Portugal. But she had time to notice Katharine’s glum looks, and as for everything, a remedy to suggest.




“There is no need to go about with that melancholy air. You will still have Maria.” The very close association between Joanna and Katharine had left Maria somewhat isolated, a fact which, when Isabella had time to notice it, had drawn admonitions. It was true that Maria was a self-contained child, inclined to be dull, but being always left out of things did not improve matters. “What is more, you will soon have another sister, Margaret. She may be homesick at first and our ways may seem strange to her. You must behave to her as you wish Margaret Tudor to behave to you when you go to England.”




It was sound, sensible advice and kindly meant but Katharine spurned it. It simply showed how little grown-ups understood. For one thing nobody could ever take Joanna’s place; and for another, if she made a close bond with Margaret there would be another wrench when she herself went to England. She would try to be kind to Margaret, to take a little more notice of Maria, and naturally she would continue to love her mother. But when she thought the matter over she decided that she would never wholeheartedly love anyone again until she was married. Men and women, as Joanna said, belonged together, and the husband-and-wife relationship seemed the only safe and durable one.




There was evidence of this before her eyes. Few people could be less fundamentally alike than her father and mother and sharp disputes between them were frequent. Partly this was the result of circumstance; it was all too easy for Father to accuse Mother of favoring Castile and all things Castilian and Mother to retort that she could say the same about him and his Aragonese. Yet all differences seemed to blow over; they continued to work together and plan together and as far as their various duties allowed, to be together. That was the kind of link with another human being which she craved; and she hoped that she would find it with Arthur Tudor.




Margaret arrived; she was pretty enough and gay—Mother said giddy—but with a gaiety quite different from Joanna’s. She had not, by Spanish standards, been well-brought up and seemed not to mind; she made no secret of the fact that she thought the Spanish Court old-fashioned and dull and pompous. She decried even the Spanish dresses, complaining that they made it impossible to move one’s arms. “And is it necessary to move one’s arms? One is not expected to go hay-making in a satin gown,” Isabella said coldly.




“When I am Queen I shall alter everything,” Margaret said to Katharine. That sounded rather shocking. And on another day, Margaret said something even worse. “The Queen, your mother, can afford to behave as though she had no legs. She can throw off these pompous rules whenever she is tired of them; She has only to start a war and she can dress like a man and enjoy a man’s freedom.”




“The Queen, my mother, has never started a war in her life,” Katharine said fiercely. “But, once involved she has never lost one.”




Since that could not be said of Margaret’s father, the Emperor, the argument ended there. Yet, despite the fact that there was no great fondness between them, Margaret, indirectly, influenced Katharine in a way that possibly shaped her whole life.




The young couple had been married only a short time when preparations were made for the journey to Alcantara where Isabella was for the second time, to cross the border into Portugal. Katharine was to go with her father and mother, and two days before they were due to start she developed a rash. Smallpox, everybody said, except Mother, who, taking a look said, “Nonsense. She has eaten something that disagreed with her.” Then, because everyone else seemed dubious and frightened, Katharine was wrapped in a blanket and carried into Isabella’s bedroom and put on a couch, given a long drink of goat’s milk, and presently fell asleep.




She woke to the sound of voices; Father and Mother in argument; one almost always knew because in dispute Father’s voice grew shrill and sharp, Mother’s deep and gruff.




“Don’t say nonsense to me,” Father said. “It is fact. “Look at peasants, scraping and saving to get married at thirty, or soldiers who have to weather four of five campaigns. What they do in bed never hurts them; the young of the rich often die within a year or two.”




“Give me one example.”




“I could give a dozen. They’re said to die of other ills; but the truth is they’ve spent their vital forces and so fall easy prey. You’d be well advised to bring the girl to Alcantara and give him a rest.”




“They would not agree to be parted.”




“They’d obey a direct order. You could say you wanted Margaret as part of Isabella’s train. Promise her half a dozen new dresses.”




“Whom God hath joined let no man put asunder.”




“Give me patience! Who spoke of sundering them? All I say is, give him a rest. They’re young and she’s an insatiable bitch. He’s thinner and paler and his cough is worse.”




“Then the doctors must examine him. And also give their opinion upon the other matter.”




“Is that not what I began by saying? Sometimes…You are supposed to be an intelligent woman…I said, did I not, that Dr. de La Sa told me that in his opinion the marriage should not have been consummated for a year.”




“In less than a year I hope there will be a child.”




“There may well be. A child without a father.”




“Nonsense.”




“Will you not say nonsense to me? I am not one of your mercenaries. I am your husband.”




“You should remember that more often.”




Even inside the sheltering blanket Katharine felt the sense of danger threatening, something violent about to happen. But nothing did.




“Will you order Margaret to come with us to Alcantara?”




“No. And if you do I shall countermand the order. This is Castile.”




“Then if the boy kills himself…” Father said. She heard the rapid footsteps, the slammed door. There was a silence so deep that for a moment or two Katharine thought both her parents had gone. Mother could move almost soundlessly. Then there were hands, gentle about the blanket. Katharine pretended to be newly awakened. Such pretence she knew was the equivalent of a lie; it must be confessed and she would do penance.




“And how is the smallpox?” Isabella asked, peering closely.




The rash had vanished. Mother, as always, had been right.




But not about Juan.




That was the terrible fact which left its indelible stamp on Katharine’s mind.




They were still making merry on the frontier; even the younger Isabella seemed happy again and restored, when word was brought that Juan, in Salamanca, was very ill, dying, dead.




“If the boy kills himself…”




 




After that things were never quite the same. Juan’s death was, Katharine admitted to herself, to her a lesser matter than Joanna’s departure because their lives had been less closely intertwined; but he was her brother, handsome, amiable whenever they met, and to think that anyone should die so young was sad.




It was sad, too, to see the effect upon Mother, the lightly silvered hair growing white almost perceptibly from day to day, the step heavier, the shoulders a little bowed.




For Spain, plunged into grief as it was, there was still a dynastic hope. Margaret was pregnant. Mother’s wish for a child within a year seemed likely to be fulfilled. But the child was born prematurely, dead. Spain had no heir.




Then, in Portugal, Isabella gave birth to a son who was named Miguel. That she died in childbed nobody seemed to notice much. Women, especially Princesses, were, Katharine reflected, like soldiers, expendable. Miguel lived for two years, heir apparent to Portugal and Spain. Then he fell ill of a childish ailment and died. Fortunately for everybody’s peace of mind, just before he did so, Joanna, in faraway Ghent, had borne a son who was named Charles and who, if he lived, would inherit more territory than any other man in the modern world. Flanders, Burgundy, Austria, Spain and the expanding colonies in the west, in what people were beginning to recognize as a new world.




A new world was opening out, new ideas, some of them very strange, were spreading; but the old ideas still had power. One was that Spain and Portugal must be linked by marriage. The period of mourning for Isabella was hardly over before plans were afoot for Maria to take her place. Could Manoel marry his deceased wife’s sister? Yes, if the Pope made a special dispensation. Couriers began to hurry between Spain and Rome and presently the necessary permission arrived. With the same solemn pomp as had twice accompanied Isabella to the border, Maria went to marriage and Queendom.




Katharine and her mother spent the next winter alone in Granada. Ferdinand had combated his grief at Juan’s death by an increased activity and could usually contrive some good reason for being wherever Isabella was not. He blamed her for the boy’s death and then, when his own sorrow eased, was displeased by her continued melancholy which he considered excessive. She never abandoned her mourning clothes, and now wore, under the black, the rough habit of a Franciscan nun. In December 1500 Katharine was fifteen and it had been arranged that she was to leave for England as soon after her fifteenth birthday as the weather made travel possible and when the new year came she found herself looking forward to the prospect of getting away and at the same time accusing herself of heartlessness. When she was gone her mother would be lonely indeed.




Nobody who was not forced to it would set out on such a journey in January or February and the March gales were notorious; but April came and May and Isabella’s only mention of plans was a negative one; there was plague in the north and travel would be unwise at present.




“Would it not be possible for me to leave from Huelva? Or even cross into Portugal and sail from Lisbon?”




“You are so eager to be gone?”




“I am not anxious to leave you, or Spain. I dread the parting. But the Prince of Wales writes more and more impatiently.” Arthur wrote in Latin, good enough but less perfect than her own—a fact that she found touching—and he wrote how much he looked forward to her coming; he said he already looked upon her as his wife; he hoped that the gales would not be prolonged this year.




Isabella’s Ambassador to England, Dr. Puebla, had also written, urging that the Princess should leave for England soon: the King of England mentioned the matter at every interview and seemed to be growing suspicious.




“I have been betrothed for twelve years,” Katharine said, as Isabella sat silent. “And I must go, sooner or later.”




“Not unless you wish,” Isabella said, to Katharine’s astonishment. “I have been thinking. I want what is best for you.”




Katharine’s heart gave a little jerk. A change of plan—which meant a change in political attitudes—at this late hour! And she so accustomed to regarding herself as Princess of Wales; so ready to love Arthur who was young, and sounded friendly. But there was nothing she could do. Princesses had as little say in their own destinies as hounds and horses. She waited for her mother’s next words with breathless trepidation, remembering something that now seemed to have an ominous significance—amongst all the things she had learned English was not included. Had this withdrawal been planned all along?




Isabella stood up and began to walk about in a characteristic attitude, her fingers linked, tips upward, her head bent, her shoulders hunched. Katharine rose immediately.




“Sit down, child. Sit down. Words come to me more easily when I am on my feet. The truth is, and I see it more and more clearly as time goes by, this is a false, hollow world and any woman is well out of it. I suppose that on the face of it I have been luckier than most. But I can say frankly that had I my time over again I should do differently. I should go into a convent and devote myself entirely to the worship of God. Would you prefer that to marriage?”




“Become a nun? Mother, I should hate it!” Too violent, too vehement. “I have no vocation. I am not good enough. I try to be good, to love God and please Him, to obey the laws of the Church…But to take the veil…I never once thought about it.”




“Then think about it now…I am not trying to persuade you; I am offering you a choice that I think no girl in your situation has ever been offered, before. An opportunity to abandon the world before it betrays you. As it will…it will…I know. I speak of what I know. Win a war and prepare for another! Here we are in the Alhambra but Granada is not subdued. Bear children, they die; or are sold away like calves. And men—I’ll warrant that your father is now in some hunting lodge, with a fat peasant girl whose name he may know tonight but will not remember tomorrow.”




It was like seeing a great fortress crumble and collapse under the fire of culverins. Mother, a woman who had managed so well in a world made for and by men. Mother, indomitable, resourceful, proud.




But she is growing old, and I am young. I want to be married and have children. I love fine clothes and jewels, and music and dancing and gay company.




“Think about it,” Isabella said again. “Of all my children you are most like me and for that reason I wish to spare you. I bore ten children, three are now alive. I sent Columbus out and what did it profit me? The whole thing ended in a sordid little quarrel over who should govern in a place that is not the India he thought to find. Child, there is nothing, nothing in this world that once taken in the hand is worth handling.”




Katharine was too young and uninformed to know that her mother was suffering from the menopause and singularly unfortunate in that it had coincided with the loss of a son, the death of a daughter and a grandchild and presently with a husband’s infidelity.




She said, very gently, “Mother, I think that those God chooses for a religious life, He calls. Had He called you the Infidel would still rule here. And I do not feel any desire to be a nun.”




“Then I pity you. You will have the world to deal with,” Isabella said.




Next day it seemed that this dispirited conversation had never taken place. Activity began; stuff for dresses, ladies and maids in waiting to be chosen, the silver plate and jewels that were part of the dowry to be selected and packed, the escort to ride with her to Corunna picked. Isabella, who wished that she had abandoned the world before it had a chance to betray her, saw to it that Katharine, going out to face the world, went well provided.




She took with her, in coin and goods the worth of half her dowry, the other half was to follow; she took a household of sixty people including Doña Elvira who had been chosen as her duenna. She took twelve huge chests containing her clothes and linen.




She also took what she had been born with and what fifteen years had taught her. She was deeply, but not fanatically pious; she had a fixed aversion to war; she had the born Spaniard’s Francophobia; she had a longing for a relationship that would be permanent; she knew that for a future Queen to bear sons was a matter of paramount importance. She went with hope and goodwill. She was healthy, pretty, accomplished and affectionate.




In bright summer weather the Queen of Castile’s daughter set sail for England, and all the auguries were good.






















IV










Henry Tudor rode towards Dogmersfield, a palace belonging to the Bishop of Bath, some forty-five miles out of London, at which, at last, at last, the Princess of Spain who was to be his daughter-in-law, had arrived.




It was now the second week in November, the weather was foul, the road deep in mire. Henry’s mood matched the road and the weather. He was deeply suspicious about this whole business; it had been too long coming to the boil. The girl had been supposed to set out as soon as travel was feasible after her fifteenth birthday—that was eleven months ago; she had left Granada in May, sailed from Corunna in August, met with bad weather and needed the services of an English pilot from Devon to get her on her way again. She had landed in Plymouth in early October and been met, there, and at each stage of her journey, by the local officials and gentry whom Henry ordered to show her hospitality and every possible civility. The fact remained that no one had yet seen her, close to and face to face. There was a female official known as a duenna, a veritable tiger, who had so far managed to stand between the Princess and even the lords under whose roofs she had lodged; and when Henry had demanded of his own household steward, Lord Willoughby de Broke, sent to meet the girl at Exeter, “Well, what is she like?” the answer had been, “Your Grace, it would be difficult for me to say. She was so shrouded and beveiled in Spanish fashion. About so high.”




Henry knew that Ferdinand of Aragon was not to be trusted; in his mind he always thought of him as “that fox beyond the Pyrénées,” and he hated him because in those early, unsure days Ferdinand had shown, by his rejection of the first marriage offers that he thought little of England and had no confidence in Henry’s ability to keep his throne. He’d changed his mind—but only because it suited him, and he had paid, or would pay, in good hard cash for that earlier hesitation; but it did occur to Henry as delay followed delay that Ferdinand might have outwitted him after all and sold him what he called “a pig in a poke.” This Katharine was, after all the eleventh child, and any family of more than three was likely to produce one member in some way defective; since the betrothal was made this girl’s brother had died, somewhat mysteriously; a sister had died in childbed and there were some very curious stories going the rounds about the sister who had married Philip of Burgundy, wrong in the head they said.




Whom to believe; what to believe? His own emissaries to Spain had reported favorably about the Princess. Deluded? Bribed? Well, he intended to see for himself; and if the girl had, as he rather thought she might, a harelip, a squint, one shoulder or one hip higher than the other he’d turn her, her duenna, the vast expensive household which Spanish dignity demanded, back to Plymouth and though it was November that clever Devon pilot, what was his name? Stephen Brett—who’d brought her into Plymouth, could take her back. England was no longer in need of a Spanish alliance. It had been arranged, and he, busy with a thousand other things, involved with the complete reconstruction of a country broken by civil war, had let the thing ride. It was still a good match and the dowry he had demanded was something to be considered; but the keeping at a distance, the mention of veils and such flummery, alerted him. So despite the rheumatism which was beginning to trouble his bones, he rode out to see for himself; to interpose his judgment between Arthur and any kind of disillusionment. Arthur was already romantically and imaginatively in love with his Spanish princess and Arthur was so constituted that if he saw her and she was maimed or infirm he would simply love her more than ever. Arthur was—his father admitted it—given to the most costly extravagance of all, pity. For Arthur always the lame dog. If the delay, which Henry believed to be a bit of Ferdinand’s cagey policy, meant, as he suspected, that Ferdinand had hesitated to put his goods on the counter, it was better that Arthur never saw the merchandise. Send Arthur, who was, after all, Prince of Wales, on an official errand that would take two days, and ride out to see for himself.




He swung himself, stiff and chilled, out of the saddle in the courtyard at Dogmersfield and was met by Doña Elvira and the Archbishop of Santiago, rigid as statues. He realized that his arrival, unannounced, unheralded, was no surprise to them; it should have been; but by now he was accustomed to the way that news could be spread. Let a tax assessor set foot in a village anywhere in England and the word was out, silver was whipped off sideboards and dropped into wells, pigs and cattle driven into the woods; a plodding peasant ploughing a field, tending sheep, or indoors nursing a broken leg could still, in some mysterious way, communicate with others of his kind and issue the signal, “Danger.” He was not astonished to be met and greeted, very correctly; but he was annoyed, and his suspicions were deepened, when he was told that he could not see the Princess. Doña Elvira, in French—which he understood, having spent much of his youth in exile in Brittany—explained the rigid Spanish rule. Until the wedding, nobody, not even the prospective bridegroom, could see the bride unveiled. The Archbishop, in sonorous Latin, confirmed this.




Henry’s mood splintered; despite himself he was impressed by Doña Elvira who did not look like a woman who would lend herself to a shifty trick; but then, wouldn’t Ferdinand know that and select her purposely? And he was aware of being a parvenu, ruling with a firm hand and sound good sense over a Court where such niceties of etiquette played little part; the stateliness of the English Court had vanished with the Plantagenets; he himself had no time for such rubbish, but confronted with it felt reluctantly that it was the product of an older and more dignified régime than his own. There was another thing too—the Archbishop spoke Latin as though he had been born to it; Henry’s, like Isabella’s, had been acquired for practical use only. Henry felt inferior, but only for a moment; he had come up the hard way and was a hard man. And he was King of England. He said it, addressing himself to the duenna,




“Madam, I am King of England. The only rules observed here are those I make myself. I wish to see the Princess.”




Doña Elvira turned to the Archbishop and spoke a few words in Spanish; he answered in the same tongue. Then she said:




“Your Grace, I deeply regret that it is impossible. The Princess is weary from her journey and has retired.”




“Then I’ll see her in her nightshift,” Henry said. The best way, really; there were ways of padding clothes to disguise deformities.




They looked shocked and stunned. Then the duenna said:




“It will take a few minutes,” and rustled away. Henry moved to the fire where his wet clothes began to steam. He was on his own ground, the Archbishop, in a sense, his guest; he knew that he should make some attempt at conversation, but had no intention of exposing his faulty Latin any more than was absolutely necessary. For a second he regretted not having brought some of his clerics with him; Cardinal Morton, Archbishop of Canterbury, was a match for any of his kind in the world.




Doña Elvira opened the door of the adjoining room, and made a sign, curtseyed as Henry passed her in the doorway, and stood aside.




Katharine curtseyed, too. Henry, without speaking looked at her, closely and calculatingly as though she were a horse he had been offered in sale. The gauzy, voluminous veil which had so far defeated curious English eyes, was thrown back away from her face; her shoulders and hips were level, in fact she stood well, holding her head high; there was no blemish on her face, not even the sallowness associated with Spanish blood, her complexion was fair, a clear pink and white; her eyes were grey, shy yet quite steady under his deliberate, assessing stare. For a girl not yet sixteen she was very well grown, somewhat taller than de Broke had indicated.




Relief and delight swept through him; a proper, royal Princess; if he’d had her made to his own specifications, she couldn’t have been more satisfied. In the English fashion he leaned forward, kissed her cheek and said, “Welcome to England.”




He saw that the phrase was meaningless to her. You’d have thought that in twelve years, knowing she was destined for England, they’d have seen that she learned English. He repeated his welcome in French: and that she appeared to understand, for her face lighted with a smile and she inclined her head a little; but she said nothing and the horrible suspicion struck him that there might lie the truth; poor girl, she was dumb! That would never do; such afflictions ran in families; imagine the next heir to England being dumb, unable to hold his own in a Council Chamber.




He half-turned and shot a question at Doña Elvira: “Can she speak at all?”




“The Princess of Wales,” the duenna said frigidly, “is taken by surprise at your insistence to see her…” Her black eyes raked Henry from top to toe, his filthy, muddy riding clothes, still faintly steaming, the ancient battered hat awkwardly snatched off under his arm. The words and by your appearance hung on the air.




“My French deserted me, your Grace,” Katharine said, recovering it. She had learned it from her sister-in-law. “It is most kind of your Grace to ride so far and in such bad weather in order to welcome me in person.” She smiled again and Henry smiled back at her. The smile changed his face entirely, rearranging the harsh lines which determination, anxiety and self-discipline had engraved on his weathered skin. They took, in that moment, an odd liking to one another.




Henry was no sentimentalist and his imagination in some respects was limited, but he realized that the girl would wish to see her bridegroom, not her father-in-law.




“Arthur may arrive this evening,” he said. “Or he may not. He had a longer journey and the going is foul. But he is eager to see you—as I was—and will ride hard.”




“I look forward to our meeting,” she said, and smiled again. As with Henry the smile made a difference. In repose her face inclined towards the solemn and the effort of recalling her French made it rather more solemn, just as it stiffened her diction. But smiles were interchangeable currency. Smiling, Henry said: “I’m hungry. You must be too. I’ll clean up a bit and then we’ll eat roast beef together, eh?”




“That will be most pleasant, your Grace,” she said.




Roast beef was the national dish; it could only be eaten in a country where there was so much rain that there was enough grass to nourish cattle all through the summer, so that they could grow to maturity. In places where pastures were dry and scorched by mid-May calves must be either slaughtered, or starve to death and were brought to the table as veal. The English obviously thought very highly of roast beef; it had been served at every place where she had stayed since her arrival in Plymouth.




But this evening the roast beef had a different flavor because of the company in which it was eaten.




Arthur arrived within the hour. It disturbed Henry to realize that had his worst suspicions been well-founded, he would have only an hour to work in; he’d counted on twenty-four hours at least. As it was, all was well. He was able to take the hand of his son, the hand of the Princess from Spain and bring them together with complete satisfaction. In Arthur the Yorkist and Lancastrian blood ran side by side, unifying England; in his bride ran the blood of ancient royalty; brought together they would found a dynasty the like of which England, the like of which no country in the world had ever seen.




In their rather stiff little letters to one another Katharine and Arthur had made vows of love and each was in love with the idea of being in love; now, brought face to face, they felt a mutual disappointment. Katharine thought: Oh, but he’s a mere child; Arthur noted with dismay that she was at least five inches taller than he was. He had known that she was a year older, but on the whole females were smaller than males and he had hoped for a tiny bride. He consoled himself by the thought that she was very pretty, in all but those extra inches, the princess of every boy’s dreams; and perhaps she had finished growing while he might any day begin to shoot up. It was not the first time that he had been made aware of his lack of stature; his brother Henry, four years his junior, was almost as tall as he was, and a great deal more sturdy.




Both of them, inwardly ashamed of their disappointment, took great pains to be pleasing, and paid one another compliments in Latin, and made little jokes and laughed, all under the King’s pleased, benevolent eye. Arthur was both intelligent and well-educated and Henry felt a self-made man’s pride in his son’s accomplishments, was pleased to think that the boy’s upbringing had been so different from his own. And the fact that Arthur was small and slight and took small interest in weapons and their use did not matter much; he would never be obliged to fight for his crown. The turbulent era was over; the boy would inherit a united England, at peace from border to border. Nevertheless, the thought occurred to the father, as it had occurred before: it was a pity that physically his two sons could not have changed places; Arthur, who would be King, had the physique of the churchman, Harry, destined for the Church, was plainly built for kingship. “That great boy,” as his father called him in the frequent moments of annoyance, was as much too large for his age as his brother was too small; not overgrown, a word that suggested lankiness or awkwardness, Harry was beautifully proportioned, was already an excellent horseman and a useful performer in the tiltyard as well as in the tennis court. Arthur was mild-tempered; Harry in a rage was something to see. Now and again Henry felt that his second son would find his priest’s vows of continence hard to keep, but this was all part of the plan. The whole business of the Wars of the Roses went back to the fact that Edward III had had several sons, who had most of them had sons, a too great a proliferation of putative heirs in any emergency. Henry did not intend to have his Tudor dynasty go by that road. Arthur was heir; Harry would be Archbishop of Canterbury and any child he sired—some clerics did have children—would be smuggled away into obscurity.




After supper Katharine—without consulting Doña Elvira—asked Arthur if he would like to see some Spanish dances. He said eagerly that he would. Dancing was not a pastime that he enjoyed, but he liked watching it. So the room was cleared and some musicians found and Katharine danced, in Spanish fashion, with one of her ladies, Maria de Rojas, as once she had danced with Joanna. Henry, watching and applauding and approving thought—And they said she was so weary she had gone to bed; one cannot believe a word they say.




Doña Elvira, supervising Katharine’s disrobing, apologized for the intrusion upon Katharine’s privacy, using the apology as an opening for the expression of her displeasure.




“One has always been given to understand that the English were without manners. That their King should be such a boor I did not expect. Coming into this room in a state that no mere courier in Spain would dare to present himself.”




“I think it was because he already looks upon me as one of his family,” Katharine said. Rallying from her disappointment she had enjoyed herself that evening, had basked in Henry’s approval and in Arthur’s admiration, had felt curiously free and gay for the first time in years.




“If that is so,” Doña Elvira said sternly, “he is wrong. Until the final benediction upon your marriage has been pronounced neither he, nor his son, should have seen you unveiled; and certainly they should not have been invited to watch you dance.”




“That was my fault,” Katharine admitted; but something had taken possession of her; the result of the air, the rain, the roast beef? “They came to welcome me and I wished to please them. And I did.”




She had pleased them, and she was glad. She could, she felt, afford to ignore Doña Elvira’s carping and criticism. In a few days she would be a married woman; she would not need a duenna…




In a few days she was married, in circumstances of such pomp and splendor and lavish expenditure as London had not seen for many years. The King of England knew that he was regarded as parsimonious, and if that was the word applied to a man who disliked waste of money, very well, he was parsimonious and to hell with those who used the word deridingly. But, like many miserly people, when he wished to spend he spent with élan. Delighted with the prize which his son had drawn in the royal-marriage lottery, he hurried back to London, issued orders, opened his purse. Katharine walked to her wedding in St. Paul’s along a great platform, hung with fine red worsted cloth, so that she was in full view of all the throng. Leading her along by the hand was Arthur’s brother, the Duke of York, called Harry in the family to distinguish him from his father.




He was ten years old; six years younger than she was, four and a half years younger than Arthur of whom, at first meeting, she had thought: Oh, but he’s a mere child; but although Harry was maybe an inch shorter than Arthur, he bulked larger in his white satin suit, trimmed with gold; and he had an astonishing confidence of manner. Ten years old, a child, performing one of his first public official duties and doing it as though he had done it twenty times, fifty times before.




He took her hand in his. With that attention to some irrelevant detail that is possible in moments of nervous tension, she noticed that he had well-shaped hands, with square palms and long fingers. The one that held hers gave signs of rough usage, the skin peeling away from what had recently been blisters in two places and one knuckle badly grazed.




They stood for a moment, alone at the end of the elevated platform, with the eyes of the massed congregation upon them. The space they must walk to reach the end, where another, transverse platform bore the King and the Queen, the Lord Mayor of London and the priests who would officiate, looked endless.




“Your hand is very cold,” Harry said in his excellent Latin. “Are you afraid?”




“A little,” she confessed.




“There is no need to be. They are only people.” The hard brown hand tightened on hers reassuringly. “All we have to do is to keep in step. Now, left foot first…”




It occurred to her that he enjoyed being looked at and admired; but the calm ease of his manner and the clasp of his hand restored her confidence. At the end of the platform he released her hand, made a low bow and stood back, watching with bitter, unchildlike envy while his brother Arthur and the pretty Princess were made man and wife.




Why had he not been the first-born? He knew—it was impossible that he should not know—that he was in every way more suitable to be King one day than Arthur was, or ever could be. Arthur was shy with people, whereas he, disdaining most of them, got on well with everybody; Arthur was always tired, his own energy was boundless: Arthur was inept at games and sports, he was good, and intended to be better: Arthur was so retiring that even now, on his wedding day, he cut no figure at all; the one whom all these people would remember, and talk about afterwards was the Duke of York who would never have a wedding of his own. The second son, destined for the Church.




He bore no grudge against Arthur, of whom he was fond and towards whom he often extended a somewhat condescending protectiveness; his resentment was against Fate; Arthur should have been the second son, or a girl—he’d have made a splendid girl. Harry had been obliged to comfort him over this night’s business, which Arthur confessed to dreading. “That public putting to bed, all those lewd jokes…”




“You need only to laugh. And then…think of afterwards. It is said to be…not unpleasant.”




Arthur, dreading the preliminaries, dreaded the afterwards even more. He was in love with his pretty, amiable bride, but, in the secrecy of his heart, he admitted, not in that way. To talk to, walk with, sing with, confide in, spoil a little, a special kind of sister who would belong to him and never be given away in marriage. Still, he realized that he was caught in the dynastic mill and must just do his best as occasion rose.




After the long and exhausting ceremony, there was the ride to Baynard’s Castle, properly cleansed and aired, and with a great bed with fine new hangings set in a chamber spread with rushes brought all the way from Suffolk and unique in that when trodden upon they emitted a pleasant odor. The bedding procedure was preceded by a feast, interrupted by music and singing and the antics of dwarfs and jugglers. Most people, by the end of it, were a little tipsy: in the maelstrom of noisy merriment the Prince and Princess of Wales sat in a small patch of quietude and Katharine saw Arthur begin to wilt. The flush was still on his smooth cheeks, but it had contracted into patches, almost circular, on each cheekbone; the rest of his face was chalky white except for smudges of fatigue below the eyes.




She said, “It will not be long now, Arthur,” and realized that this would-be comforting statement was open to misinterpretation. “I have seldom been so tired in my life,” she said, exaggerating. She knew then that had it been her fortune to have for a husband a man, full grown, strong and tough, the Arthur of the stories, she would now be entertaining very different feelings; a little fear perhaps, but a pleasurable fear, a looking forward to the culmination of a wedding day, the great day in a woman’s life. As it was she knew that towards Arthur her feelings were maternal; she, the mother, merely wished to get this bone-weary child to bed and see him fall into a recuperative sleep.




The moment came at last; the bawdy jokes, the hearty good wishes all done, the curtains drawn round the great bed, the room silent and the well-trampled rushes giving up their scent. Katharine remembered how sometimes, towards the end of one of those long journeys across Spain, Joanna, playing the mother, would put out her arm and pull the sleepy head on to her shoulder. How comfortable it had been.




She did the same thing; putting her arm around the slight, tense, too-hot body, cradling the golden head on her shoulder, kissing the brow—a little alarmed to find it so damp.




“Sleep,” she said. “Sleep well, my dear one.”




He said, “Just for a little. The crowds and the noise…I revive as quickly as I tire; I have great recuperative power. If I close my eyes and lie still for a few moments…all will be as it should be.”




“All is,” she assured him. She felt him go limp.




She lay awake long enough to think how like, in build and coloring, Arthur was to her brother Juan—though Juan, being older than she was, had never seemed like a child to her. And Juan had exhausted his strength, killed himself, over the business of getting Margaret with child. Father himself had said so, accusing Mother, anxious to blame in his first grief. That, she made up her mind, there and then, was not going to happen to Arthur. They would wait. With this decision made, being young and healthy and tired, she fell asleep herself.




They both slept until morning. Arthur, conscious of having failed in his duty, apologized, thus endearing himself to her even more. Poor child! She told him—and there was apology in her voice, too, of her overnight thoughts; she pleaded the case of Juan and Margaret: “We are married,” she said, “nothing could make us more so. Nothing. But we should wait.”




Nothing could have suited him better; the warm intimacy of the shared bed, the scent of her hair; the status of being a married man…and all without the thing which he did not yet want to do, did not yet feel able to do. A sister who was more than a sister.




“But they will know,” he said, “and mock me.”




“This is between ourselves; who could possibly know?”




“Those who make the bed,” he said miserably, aware that his comfortable, shrouded place was not the whole of the world. “I think…I have been told…they will look…there should be a little blood.”




Nobody had told her that. How astonishing!




“Yours? Or mine?” “Yours.”




“Those who come looking shall find what they seek,” she said. She pushed back the bedcurtains and reached for the knife which lay beside the dish, piled high with apples and pears on the side table. Not her hand, that would show; her foot. She jabbed at her heel, judging that to be the less sensitive part.




The first bedmaker to witness this proof of deflowering thought: “What a lot! But they’re different to us, them Spaniards!”




Arthur, completely reassured because his pretty princess understood him so well and was the other self he had always longed for, moved a farther step away from the reality of life, his position and his duty and threw himself into the part. When the first gentlemen, a bit thick-headed and bleary-eyed, cautiously opened the door of the marriage chamber, he called to them, before they did anything else, to bring him something to drink. “Marriage is thirsty work,” he said.




 




The Prince of Wales was expected to keep Christmas at Ludlow. Katharine had not been alone in remembering her brother Juan and Margaret. There was a suggestion that she should remain with her father-and mother-in-law and that Arthur should go to Ludlow alone. But that seemed a cruel decision to make; the two young people were so plainly in love; Arthur seemed no worse for his marital exertions. So they left for the west together and Arthur enjoyed showing Katharine the romantic, still almost untamed country whose title they bore, and she told him about Granada, Madrid, Corunna. He promised, with the wild west wind howling about Ludlow, to build her, one day, a palace the equal of the Alhambra, the tender plants, the orange and lemon trees all under glass.




Then, late in March, coming back from a meeting of the Council—a thing of pretence, a sop to Welsh pride, all major decisions being taken at Westminster—Arthur said that his head ached and that his throat was sore. It was nothing, he said, he would be better in the morning, but he allowed himself to be persuaded to go to bed, with a cup of hot, well-spiced wine to drink and a hot brick at his feet. He had a restless night, alternately shivering and sweating: in the morning his fever was high and his doctor bled him in the left foot and advised that he should have nothing to drink since liquid encouraged the sweating. Denied so much as a sip of water, Arthur still sweated and burned and shivered, and through an endless day Katharine sat by the bed, holding his hand, stroking his head, replacing the covers his tossing disarranged. The doctor padded in and out with a pill to be swallowed, a plaster to be applied; he bled the patient from his right arm; he was aware of his heavy responsibility, this sick boy was the King’s son; no effort must be spared. He wished that this had happened in London, where he could have called upon colleagues to share the burden—and if things went wrong, the blame. There was a doctor in Ludlow, but he himself had the sweating sickness, which had been rife in the town for some time.




In the evening Arthur asserted himself, perhaps for the first time in his life.




“I will not die of thirst,” he said in a low croaking voice. “I want some water, cold, straight from the well.”




“My lord, you must not…”




The Tudor temper flashed. “It is not for you to tell me what I must or must not. I want cold water and I want it now!”




Katharine herself held the cup for him, urging him to sip slowly, now and then moving the cup away, “Enough, darling, enough,” but his hot damp fingers closed on her wrist, “More. I could drink a gallon.”




When, two days later, the heir to the throne lay dead, the doctor attributed his death to the drinking of cold well water and if asked to give the true reason for the Prince’s demise, would have said, “his own wilfulness.” But such things could not be said to Kings, about the sons of Kings. He dismissed the whole business of the sweating sickness and the gulping of ice-cold water from his mind; the courier who set out on the 3rd of April to carry the news to London, was instructed to tell the bereaved father and mother that their son had died “of a consumption.”




Katharine was in no position to dispute the verdict; smitten down by the same sickness—her head had been aching and her throat very sore when she held the water to Arthur—but in a different form because she had more vitality and made a series of recoveries, suffered a series of relapses. She was still in bed and very weak when Arthur’s coffin, so light that it seemed to confirm the verdict of a consumption, a disease which wasted, was carried out of Ludlow and by easy stages to burial at Worcester. It was May, warm and sunny, when in her widow’s garb she set out for London and the world where the death of a boy had changed everything.
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