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  BAYNARD’S CASTLE, LONDON, ENGLAND, NOVEMBER 1501
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  I am to wear white and green, as a Tudor princess. Really, I think of myself as the one and only Tudor princess, for my sister, Mary, is too young to do more than be brought in
  by her nurse at supper time, and taken out again. I make sure Mary’s nursemaids are quite clear that she is to be shown to our new sister-in-law, and then go. There is no profit in letting
  her sit up at the table, or gorge on crystallised plums. Rich things make her sick and if she gets tired she will bawl. She is only five years old, far too young for state occasions. Unlike me; I
  am all but twelve. I have to play my part in the wedding; it would not be complete without me. My lady grandmother, the king’s mother, said so herself.

  Then she said something that I couldn’t quite hear, but I know that the Scots lords will be watching me to see if I look strong and grown-up enough to be married at once. I am sure I am.
  Everyone says that I am a bonny girl, stocky as a Welsh pony, healthy as a milkmaid, fair, like my younger brother Harry, with big blue eyes.

  ‘You’ll be next,’ she says to me with a smile. ‘They say that one wedding begets another.’

  ‘I won’t have to travel as far as Princess Katherine,’ I say. ‘I’ll come home on visits.’

  ‘You will.’ My lady grandmother’s promise makes it a certainty. ‘You are marrying our neighbour, and you will make him our good friend and ally.’

  Princess Katherine had to come all the way from Spain, miles and miles away. Since we are quarrelling with France, she had to come by sea, and there were terrible storms and she was nearly
  wrecked. When I go to Scotland to marry the king, it will be a great procession from Westminster to Edinburgh of nearly four hundred miles. I shan’t go by sea, I won’t arrive sick and
  sopping wet, and I will come and go from my new home to London whenever I like. But Princess Katherine will never see her home again. They say she was crying when she first met my brother. I think
  that is ridiculous. And babyish as Mary.

  ‘Shall I dance at the wedding?’ I ask.

  ‘You and Harry shall dance together,’ my lady grandmother rules. ‘After the Spanish princess and her ladies have shown us a Spanish dance. You can show her what an English
  princess can do.’ She smiles slyly. ‘We shall see who is best.’

  ‘Me,’ I pray. Out loud I say: ‘A basse danse?’ It is a slow grand grown-up dance which I do very well, actually more walking than dancing.

  ‘A galliard.’

  I don’t argue; nobody argues with my lady grandmother. She decides what happens in every royal household, in every palace and castle; my lady mother the queen just agrees.

  ‘We’ll have to rehearse,’ I say. I can make Harry practise by promising him that everyone will be watching. He loves to be the centre of attention and is always winning races
  and competing at archery and doing tricks on his pony. He is as tall as me, though he is only ten years old, so we look well together if he doesn’t play the fool. I want to show the Spanish
  princess that I am just as good as the daughter of Castile and Aragon. My mother and father are a Plantagenet and a Tudor. Those are grand enough names for anyone. Katherine needn’t think
  that we are grateful for her coming. I, for one, don’t particularly want another princess at court.
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  It is my lady mother who insists that Katherine visit us at Baynard’s Castle before the wedding, and she is accompanied by her own court, who have come all the way from
  Spain – at our expense, as my father remarks. They enter through the double doors like an invading army, their clothes, their speech, their headdresses completely unlike ours and, at the
  centre of it all, beautifully gowned, is the girl that they call the ‘Infanta’. This too is ridiculous, as she is fifteen and a princess, and I think that they are calling her
  ‘Baby’. I glance across at Harry to see if he will giggle if I make a face and say ‘Ba-aby’, which is how we tease Mary, but he is not looking at me. He is looking at her
  with goggle-eyes, as if he is seeing a new horse, or a piece of Italian armour, or something that he has set his heart on. I see his expression, and I realise that he is trying to fall in love with
  her, like a knight with a damsel in a story. Harry loves stories and ballads about impossible ladies in towers, or tied to rocks, or lost in woods, and somehow Katherine impressed him when he met
  her before her entry into London. Perhaps it was her ornate veiled litter, perhaps it was her learning, for she speaks three languages. I am so annoyed – I wish he was close enough for me to
  pinch him. This is exactly why no-one younger than me should play a part in royal occasions.

  She is not particularly beautiful. She is three years older than me but I am as tall as her. She has light brown hair with a copper tinge to it, only a little darker than mine. This is, of
  course, irritating: who wants to be compared to a sister-in-law? But I can hardly see it, for she wears a high headpiece and a thick concealing veil. She has blue eyes like mine too, but very fair
  eyebrows and lashes; obviously, she’s not allowed to colour them in like I do. She has pale creamy skin, which I suppose is admirable. She is tiny: tiny waist pinched in by tight lacing so
  she can hardly breathe, tiny feet with the most ridiculous shoes I have ever seen, gold-embroidered toes and gold laces. I don’t think that my lady grandmother would let me wear gold laces.
  It would be vanity and worldly show. I am sure that the Spanish are very worldly. I am sure that she is.

  I make certain that my thoughts don’t show on my face as I examine her. I think she is lucky to come here, lucky to be chosen by my father to marry my elder brother Arthur, lucky to have a
  sister-in-law like me, a mother-in-law like my mother and – more than anything else – a grandmother-in-law like Lady Margaret Beaufort, who will make very sure that Katherine does not
  exceed her place which has been appointed by God.

  She curtseys and kisses my lady mother and, after her, my lady grandmother. This is how it should be; but she will soon learn that she had better please my lady grandmother before anybody. Then
  my lady mother nods to me and I step forward, and the Spanish princess and I curtsey together at the same time, to exactly the same depth, and she steps forward and we kiss on one cheek and then
  the other. Her cheeks are warm and I see that she is blushing, her eyes filling with tears as if she is missing her real sisters. I show her my stern look, just like my father when someone is
  asking him for money. I am not going to fall in love with her for her blue eyes and pretty ways. She need not imagine she is going to come into our English court and make us look fat and
  stupid.

  She is not at all rebuffed; she looks right back at me. Born and raised in a competitive court with three sisters, she understands rivalry. Worse, she looks at me as if she finds my stern look
  to be not at all chilling, perhaps even a little comical. That is when I know that this is not a young woman like my ladies-in-waiting who has to be pleasant to me whatever I do, or like Mary, who
  has to do whatever I say. This young woman is an equal, she will consider me, she might even be critical. I say in French: ‘You are welcome to England,’ and she replies in stilted
  English: ‘I am pleased to greet my sister.’

  My lady mother lays herself out to be kind to this, her first, daughter-in-law. They talk together in Latin and I cannot follow what they are saying so I sit beside my mother and look at
  Katherine’s shoes with the gold laces. My mother calls for music, and Harry and I start a round, an English country song. We are very tuneful and the court takes up the chorus and it goes
  round and round until people start to giggle and lose their places. But Katherine does not laugh. She looks as if she is never silly and merry like Harry and me. She is overly formal, of course,
  being Spanish. But I note how she sits – very still, and with her hands folded in her lap as if she were sitting for a portrait – and I think: actually, that looks rather queenly. I
  think I will learn to sit like that.

  My sister Mary is brought in to make her curtsey, and Katherine makes herself ridiculous by going down on her knees so their faces are level and she can hear her childish whisper. Of course Mary
  cannot understand a word of either Latin or Spanish, but she puts her arms around Katherine’s neck and kisses her and calls her ‘Thithter’.

  ‘I am your sister,’ I correct her, giving her little hand a firm tug. ‘This lady is your sister-in-law. Can you say sister-in-law?’

  Of course, she can’t. She lisps, and everyone laughs again and says how charming, and I say: ‘Lady Mother, shouldn’t Mary be in bed?’ Then everyone realises how late it
  is and we all go out with bobbing torches to see Katherine leave, as if she were a queen crowned and not merely the youngest daughter of the King and Queen of Spain, and very lucky to marry into
  our family: the Tudors.

  She kisses everyone goodnight and when it is my turn, she puts her warm cheek to mine and says: ‘Goodnight, Sister’ in that stupid accent, in her patronising way. She draws back and
  sees my cross face and she gives a little ripple of laughter. ‘Oho!’ she says, and pats my cheek as if my bad temper does not trouble her. This is a real princess, as naturally royal as
  my mother; this is the girl who will be Queen of England; and so I don’t resent the pat, more like a caress. I find that I like her and dislike her, all together, all at once.
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  ‘I hope you will be kind to Katherine,’ my mother says to me as we come out of her private chapel after Prime the next morning.

  ‘Not if she thinks she’s going to come here and lord it over all of us,’ I say briskly. ‘Not if she thinks she is going to act as if she is doing us a favour. Did you see
  her shoelaces?’

  My mother laughs with genuine amusement. ‘No, Margaret. I did not see her shoelaces, nor did I ask you for your opinion of her. I told you of my hope: that you will be kind to
  her.’

  ‘Of course,’ I say, looking down at my missal with the jewelled cover. ‘I hope that I am gracious to everyone.’

  ‘She is far from her home and accustomed to a big family,’ my mother says. ‘She will certainly need a friend, and you might enjoy the company of an older girl. I had lots of
  sisters at home when I was growing up, and I value them, more and more every year. You too might find that your women friends are your truest friends, your sisters are the keepers of your memories
  and hopes for the future.’

  ‘She and Arthur will stay here?’ I ask. ‘They will live with us?’

  My mother rests her hand on my shoulder. ‘I wish they could stay; but your father thinks they should go to Arthur’s principality and live at Ludlow.’

  ‘What does my lady grandmother think?’

  My mother gives a little shrug. That means it has been decided. ‘She says the Prince of Wales must govern Wales.’

  ‘You’ll still have me at home.’ I put my hand over hers to keep her beside me. ‘I’ll still be here.’

  ‘I count on you,’ she says reassuringly.
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  I have only one moment alone with my brother Arthur before the wedding. He walks with me in the long gallery. Below, we can hear the musicians striking up another dance, and the
  buzz of people drinking and chattering and laughing. ‘You don’t have to bow so low to her,’ I say abruptly. ‘Her father and mother are new-come to their thrones just like
  our father. She has nothing to be so very proud of. They’re no better than us. They’re not an ancient line.’

  He flushes. ‘You think her proud?’

  ‘Without reason.’ I heard my grandmother say exactly this to my lady mother so I know it is right.

  But Arthur argues. ‘Her parents conquered Spain and took it back from the Moors. They are the greatest crusaders in the world. Her mother is a queen militant. They have extraordinary
  wealth and own half of the unmapped world. Some grounds for pride there, surely?’

  ‘There’s that, I suppose,’ I say begrudgingly. ‘But we are Tudors.’

  ‘We are,’ he agrees with a little laugh. ‘But that doesn’t impress everyone.’

  ‘Of course it does,’ I say. ‘Especially now . . .’

  Neither of us says any more; we are both aware that there are many heirs to the English throne, dozens of Plantagenet boys, our mother’s kinsmen, still living at our court, or run away to
  exile. Father has killed my mother’s cousins in battles, and destroyed more than one pretender: he executed our cousin Edward two years ago.

  ‘Do you think her proud?’ he challenges me. ‘Has she been rude to you?’

  I spread my hands in the gesture of surrender that my mother makes when she is told that my lady grandmother has overruled her. ‘Oh, she doesn’t bother to talk to me, she has no
  interest in a mere sister. She is too busy being charming, especially to Father. Anyway, she can hardly speak English.’

  ‘Isn’t she just shy? I know that I am.’

  ‘Why would she be shy? She’s going to be married, isn’t she? She’s going to be Queen of England, isn’t she? She’s going to be your wife. Why would she be
  anything but completely delighted with herself?’

  Arthur laughs and hugs me. ‘D’you think that there is nothing better in the world but to be Queen of England?’

  ‘Nothing,’ I say simply. ‘She should realise it and be grateful.’

  ‘But you will be Queen of Scotland,’ he points out. ‘That’s grand too. You have that to look forward to.’

  ‘I do, and I certainly won’t ever be anxious and homesick or lonely.’

  ‘King James will be a lucky man to have such a contented bride.’

  That is the closest I get to warning him that Katherine of Aragon is looking down her long Spanish nose at us. But I nickname her Katherine of Arrogant and Mary hears me say it, since she is
  everywhere, always eavesdropping on her elders and betters. She catches it up, and it makes me laugh every time I hear her and see my mother’s quick frown and quiet correction.
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  The wedding passes off very brilliantly, arranged by my lady grandmother, of course, to show the world just how wealthy and grand we are now. Father has spent a fortune on a
  week of jousting and celebration and feasting, the fountains flow with wine, they roast oxen in Smithfield Market, and the people tear up the wedding carpet so that they can all have a little piece
  of Tudor glory on their sideboards. This is my first chance to see a royal wedding and I inspect the bride from the top of her beautiful white lace headdress, which they call a mantilla, to the
  heels of her embroidered shoes.

  She looks pretty, I cannot deny that, but there is no cause for everyone to behave as if she is a miracle of beauty. Her long hair is the colour of gold and brass, and falls around her shoulders
  nearly to her waist. She is as dainty as a little picture, which makes me feel awkward, as if my feet and hands are too big. It would be petty and a sin to think badly of her because of this, but I
  admit to myself that it will be better for everyone when she conceives a son and a Tudor heir, disappears into confinement for months, and comes out fat.

  As soon as the feast is over, the double doors at the end of the hall open and a great float comes in, pulled by dancers in Tudor green. It is a huge castle, beautifully decorated with eight
  ladies inside, the principal dancer dressed as a Spanish princess, and on each turret there is a boy from the chapel choir singing her praises. It is followed by a float dressed as a sailing ship
  with billowing sails of peach silk, manned by eight knights. The ship docks at the castle but the ladies refuse to dance, so the knights attack the castle with pretend jousting until the ladies
  throw them paper flowers and then step down. The castle and the ship are hauled away and they all dance together. Katherine of Arrogant claps her hands and bows her thanks to my father the king for
  the elaborate compliment. I am so furious that I wasn’t given a part in this that I cannot bring myself to smile. I catch her looking at me, and I feel certain she is taunting me with the
  honour that my father is doing her. She is the centre of everything, it’s quite sickening in the middle of dinner.

  Then it is Arthur’s turn. He dances with one of my mother’s ladies, and then Harry and I take to the floor for our galliard. It is a fast, bright dance with music as tempting as a
  village jig. The musicians take it at a quick pace and Harry and I are excellent partners, well-matched and well-trained. Neither of us misses a step, nobody could do it better. But in one part
  when I am circling, arms outstretched, dancing a little step on the spot, my feet and ankles shown by my swirling gown, and all eyes are on me – at that exact moment – Harry chooses to
  step to one side and throw off his bulky jacket and then spring back to my side in his billowing linen shirt. Father and Mother applaud and he looks flushed and so boyishly handsome that everyone
  cheers him. I keep smiling, but I am completely furious, and when we hold hands in the dance, I pinch his palm as hard as I can.

  Of course, I am not at all surprised by this scene-stealing; I half-expected him to do something to draw all eyes to him. It’s been killing him all day to have to play second son to
  Arthur. He escorted Katherine up the aisle of the abbey, but had to hand her over at the top and step back and be quite forgotten. Now, following Arthur’s restrained dance, he gets his chance
  to shine. If I could stamp on his toe I would, but I catch Arthur’s eye and he gives me a broad wink. We are both thinking the same thing: Harry is always indulged and everyone but Mother and
  Father can see what we see: a boy spoiled beyond enduring.

  The dance comes to an end and Harry and I bow together, hand in hand, making a pretty picture as we always do. I glance across at the Scots lords, who are watching me intently. They, at least,
  have no interest in Harry. One of them, James Hamilton, is the King of Scotland’s own kinsman. He will be glad to see that I will be a merry queen; his cousin, King James, likes dancing and
  feasting and will meet his match in me. I see the lords exchange a few quick words and I feel certain that they will agree the next wedding, my wedding, will be soon. And Harry will not be dancing
  at that and stealing the show, for I will not allow it, and Katherine will have to wear her hair hidden under her hood and it will be me who stands and welcomes the ship with peach silk sails and
  all the dancers.

  Neither Harry nor I are allowed to stay to the end of the feast, the escorting of the princess to bed, and the prayers over the wedding bed. I think it is very wrong and bad-mannered to treat us
  like children. My grandmother sends us to our rooms and though I glance over to my mother, expecting her to say that Harry must go but I can stay up longer, she is blandly looking aside. Always, it
  is my grandmother’s word that is law: she is the hanging judge, my mother only grants the occasional rare royal pardon. So we make our bows and curtseys to the king and to my mother and to my
  lady grandmother, and to darling Arthur and Katherine of Arrogant, and then we have to go, dawdling as slowly as we dare, from the bright rooms where the white wax candles are burning down as if
  they cost no more than tallow, and the musicians are playing as if they are going to go on all night.

  ‘I am going to have a wedding just like this,’ Harry says as we go up the stairs.

  ‘Not for years yet,’ I say to irritate him. ‘But I shall be married very soon.’

  When I get to my room I kneel at my prie-dieu and, though I had intended to pray for Arthur’s long life and happiness, and remind God of His special debt to the Tudors, I find I can only
  pray that the Scottish ambassadors tell the king to send for me at once, for I want a marriage feast as grand as this one, and a wardrobe of clothes as good as Katherine of Arrogant’s, and
  shoes – I will have hundreds and hundreds of pairs of shoes, I swear it, and every one of them will have embroidered toes and gold laces.

  


  RICHMOND PALACE, ENGLAND, JANUARY 1502
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  My prayer is answered, for God always listens to the prayers of the Tudors, and the King of Scotland orders his ambassadors to negotiate with my father’s advisors. They
  agree a price for my dowry, for my servants, for my allowance, for the lands that will become my own in Scotland, and all through the Christmas feast the letters come and go between Scotland Yard
  and Richmond Palace until my lady grandmother comes to me and says: ‘Princess Margaret, I am pleased to say that it is the will of God that you are to be married.’

  I rise up from my dutiful curtsey and look as maidenly and surprised as I can. But since I had been told this very morning that my lady grandmother and mother would see me before dinner, and
  that I was to wear my best gown as befits a great occasion, I am not too amazed. Really, they are quite ridiculous.

  ‘I am?’ I say sweetly.

  ‘Yes,’ my mother says. She entered the room ahead of my grandmother but somehow managed to be second with the announcement. ‘You are to marry King James of Scotland.’

  ‘Is it my father’s wish?’ I say, as my lady governess has taught me.

  ‘It is,’ my lady grandmother speaks out of turn. ‘My son, the king, has made an agreement. There is to be a lasting peace between ourselves and Scotland; your marriage will
  seal it. But I have requested that you stay with us, here in England, until you are a woman grown.’

  ‘What?’ I am absolutely horrified that my grandmother is going to spoil everything, as she always does. ‘But when will I go? I have to go now!’

  ‘When you are fourteen years old,’ my lady grandmother rules, and when my mother seems about to say something, she raises her hand and goes on: ‘I know – no-one knows
  better than I – that an early marriage is very dangerous for a young woman. And the Scots king is not . . . He cannot be trusted not to . . . We felt that the King of Scots might . . .’

  For once, she seems to be lost for words. This has never happened before in the history of England that runs from Arthur of the Britons to my lady grandmother in a completely unbroken line. My
  lady grandmother has never failed to finish a sentence; no-one has ever interrupted her.

  ‘But when am I to marry? And where?’ I ask, thinking of St Paul’s Cathedral carpeted with red, and thousands of people crowding to see me, and a crown on my head and a cloth of
  gold train from my shoulders, and gold shoes and jewels, and jousts in my honour, and a masque, and the pretend sailing ship with peach sails and everyone admiring me.

  ‘This very month!’ my mother says triumphantly. ‘The king will send his representative and you will be betrothed by proxy.’

  ‘A proxy? Not the king himself? Not in St Paul’s?’ I ask. This sounds as if it is hardly worth doing at all. Not to leave for two years? That’s a lifetime to me now. Not
  in St Paul’s Cathedral like Katherine of Arrogant? Why would she get a better wedding than me? No king? Just some old lord?

  ‘In the chapel here,’ my mother says, as if the whole point of marriage is not about crowds of thousands and fountains running with wine and everyone watching you.

  ‘But there will be another grand service at Edinburgh when you get there,’ my lady grandmother reassures me. ‘When you are fourteen.’ She turns to my mother and remarks:
  ‘And they will carry all the expense.’

  ‘But I don’t want to wait, I don’t need to wait!’

  She smiles but shakes her head. ‘We have decided,’ she says. She means that she has decided, and there is no point in anyone else having a different opinion.

  ‘But you’ll be called Queen of Scotland.’ My mother knows exactly how to console me for my disappointment. ‘You’ll be called Queen of Scotland this year, as soon as
  you are betrothed, and then you will take precedence over every lady at court except me.’

  I steal a look at my lady grandmother’s flinty face. I will go before her; she won’t like that. Just as I expected, her lips are moving silently. She will be praying that I do not
  become overly grand, that I do not suffer from the sin of pride. She will be thinking of ways to keep me in a state of grace as a miserable sinner and a granddaughter sworn in obedience to her. She
  will be thinking how she can be sure that I am a humble handmaiden serving my family, and not an upstart princess – no! a queen! – filled with self-importance. But I am absolutely
  determined to be a queen full of self-importance and I am going to have the most beautiful clothes and shoes like Katherine of Arrogant.

  ‘Oh, I don’t care about that, all I care about is being called to the state of matrimony by God, and serving the interests of my family,’ I say cleverly, and my lady
  grandmother smiles, truly pleased with me for the first time this afternoon.
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  I know someone else who will care about me walking before everyone, the equal of my mother. I know who will care so much that it will all but kill him. My brother Harry, a
  little peacock of vanity, a little mountebank of false pride, is going to be sick as a sinner with the Sweat when I tell him. I go to find him at the stables, coming in from a lesson of riding at
  the quintain. He is allowed to ride at the target with a padded lance, and the target is padded too. Everyone wants Harry to be fearless and skilled, but nobody dares to teach him properly.
  He’s always begging for someone to ride against, but nobody can bear to let him take any risks. He is a Tudor prince, one of only two. We Tudors are unlucky with boys, my mother’s side
  of the family has too many. My father was an only child and had only three sons, and lost one of them. Neither he nor my grandmother can bear to let Harry experience any danger. Even worse than
  that, my lady mother cannot say no to him. So he is a completely spoiled second son. Nobody would treat him like this if he were going to be king one day; they are making a tyrant. But it
  doesn’t matter because he’s going into the Church and will probably be pope. I swear he’ll be a really ridiculous pope.

  ‘What do you want?’ he asks disagreeably, leading his horse into the huge yard. I know at once that his lesson has gone badly. Usually he is sunny and smiling; usually he rides
  extraordinarily well. He is good at all sports, and fiercely clever in the schoolroom too. He is princely in every way, which will make my news so particularly galling to him.

  ‘Did you fall off?’

  ‘Of course not. Stupid horse cast a shoe; she’s got to be shod. I hardly rode at all. It was a complete waste of time. The groom should be turned away. What are you doing
  here?’

  ‘Oh, I just came to tell you that I am to be betrothed.’

  ‘Finally agreed, did they?’ He throws his reins to a groom and slaps his hands together to warm his fingers. ‘It’s taken forever. I must say, they don’t seem very
  anxious to have you. When d’you go?’

  ‘I don’t go,’ I tell him. He will have been looking forward to being the only young Tudor for the great moments of court, with Arthur gone to Ludlow and Mary still in the
  nursery, he will have hoped that all eyes would be on him.

  ‘I don’t go for years yet,’ I say. ‘So if you were hoping for that, you will be disappointed.’

  ‘Then you won’t be married,’ he says simply. ‘It will all fall through. He’s not going to marry you to leave you in England. He wants a wife in his freezing cold
  castles, not one in London buying clothes. He wants to shut you up in confinement and get an heir. What else? Do you think he wanted you for your beauty? For your grace and height?’ He laughs
  rudely, ignoring my flush of irritation at the jibe at my looks.

  ‘I will be married now,’ I say, nettled. ‘You wait and see. I will be married now and I will go to Scotland when I am fourteen, and in the meantime I will be called the Queen
  of Scotland and live here at court. I will have bigger rooms, my own ladies-in-waiting, and I will take precedence over everyone but my lady mother the queen, and the king my father.’ I wait
  to make sure he fully understands what I am saying, what glories are opening up for me, how he will be thoroughly overshadowed.

  ‘I’ll walk before you,’ I emphasise. ‘Whether I grow any taller or not. Whether you think me beautiful or not. I will precede you. And you will have to bow to me, as to a
  queen.’

  His cheeks flame scarlet, as if they have been slapped. His little rosebud mouth drops open, showing his perfectly white teeth. His blue eyes stare.

  ‘I will never bow to you.’

  ‘Absolutely you will.’

  ‘You will not queen it over me. I am the prince. I am the Duke of York!’

  ‘A duke,’ I say as if I am hearing his title for the first time. ‘Yes. Very good. A royal duke, very grand. But I shall be a queen.’

  I am amazed to see he actually trembles with rage. Tears come to his eyes. ‘You shall not! You shall not! You’re not even married!’

  ‘I shall be,’ I say. ‘I will have a proxy marriage and I shall have all the jewels and the title.’

  ‘Not the jewels!’ he howls like a baited wolf. ‘Not the title.’

  ‘Queen of Scotland!’ I taunt him. ‘Queen of Scotland! And you’re not even Prince of Wales.’

  He lets out a bellow of rage and dives away from me, through a little door to the palace. I can hear him screaming with temper as he bounds up the stairs. He will be running to our mother
  – I can hear his riding boots clattering down the gallery. He will be running to fling himself into her rooms and cry into her lap and beg her not to let me take precedence over him, not to
  let me be queen when he is nothing but a second son and a duke, begging her to put me in a place below him, to reduce me to the lesser importance of being a girl, to drag me down from being a
  queen.

  I don’t run after him; I don’t even follow him; I let him go. There is nothing my mother could do if she wanted – my lady grandmother has decided it all. I am to be betrothed
  and to live at court for two dizzy beautiful years, a queen where I was only a princess, preceding everyone but my royal parents, draped in cloth of gold and drowned in jewels. And I really think
  that the shock to Harry’s vanity will kill him. I cast down my eyes as my grandmother does when she has got her own way and is giving the credit to God, and I smile with her quiet
  satisfaction. I should think my little brother will cry himself sick.
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  I write to my brother the Prince of Wales, to tell him of my proxy wedding and to ask him when he is going to come back home. I tell him that the day was a great state
  occasion, the signing of the treaty, a wedding mass, and then an exchange of vows in my mother’s great chamber before hundreds of admiring people. I wore white, I tell him, with cloth of gold
  sleeves and white leather shoes with gold laces. My husband’s kinsman, James Hamilton, was kind to me, he was at my side all day. Then I dined at the same table as my mother and we ate from
  the same plate because we are both queens.

  I remind him, rather plaintively, that they are planning that I shall go to Scotland the summer before I turn fourteen, and I want to see him before I leave. Surely he wants to see me before I
  go to be Queen of Scotland in person as well as in name? Surely he will want to see my new gowns? I am making a list of everything I shall need and I will have to have a baggage train of a hundred
  carts. Also, I think but don’t tell him, now I outrank his wife and she can follow behind me and see how she likes it now that I am the newly-made queen and she still a mere princess. If she
  comes to court she will find that she has to curtsey to me, and follow me when we go in to dinner. There will be no more carefully judged equal curtseys; she has to sink down as low as a princess
  goes to a queen. I long to see her do that to me. I really wish he would bring her just so that I could see her pride humbled.

  I tell him that Harry cannot recover from the shock that I go before him on every state occasion, that I am served on bended knee, that I am a queen as great as our lady mother. I tell Arthur
  that we all miss him at court, though Christmas was merry. I tell him my father is spending a small fortune on the clothes that I shall take to Scotland, while making a note of every penny. I have
  to have everything new, red bed curtains made of sarsenet, everything embroidered with gold thread. Even so, they think it will all be ready by next summer and I will set off as soon as the King of
  Scotland confirms the marriage by transferring my dower lands to me. But Arthur must come home to say goodbye. Arthur must come home to see me leave. If not – when will I see him again?
  ‘I miss you,’ I write.

  I send my letter to Ludlow in a bundle with my mother and lady grandmother’s letters. The messenger will take days to get to Arthur’s court. The roads to the west are crumbling and
  in disrepair; my father says there is no money to spend on them. The messenger will have to lead his own change of horses for fear that there are none available for hire on the way. He will have to
  spend the nights in abbeys and monasteries along the route, or if he finds himself snowed in or benighted he will have to beg for hospitality in a manor or farmhouse. Everyone is obliged to assist
  the king’s messenger; but if the road is a quagmire, or a bridge swept away by a flood, there is little anyone can do but advise him to take the long way round, and find his way as best he
  can.

  So I don’t expect a swift reply and I don’t think much of it when, early one morning in April, walking to my room with a candle after attending Prime with my lady grandmother, I see
  a king’s messenger step from a barge, and walk quickly across the quay and through the private door to the royal quarters. He looks exhausted, leaning against the carved column as he says
  something quietly to a yeoman of the guard that leads the man to throw down his pike and gallop indoors.

  I guess that he’s going to my father the king’s private rooms so I leave my post at the window and walk along the gallery to see what is so urgent that the messenger has arrived at
  first light and the guards are downing their arms and running. But even before I get to the door, I can see the yeoman and two or three of my father’s counsellors going quickly down the privy
  stairs to the courtyard below. Curiously, I watch as they huddle together, and then someone breaks away, runs up the stairs, and goes to the chapel to fetch my father’s confessor. The priest
  comes hurrying out. Now, I step forward. ‘What’s the matter?’ I ask.

  Friar Peter’s face is sallow as if all the blood has gone from his cheeks, as if he has turned to parchment. ‘Forgive me, Your Grace,’ he says with a little bow. ‘I am on
  your father’s business and can’t stop.’

  And with that he walks past me! Scuttles past me! As if I am not Queen of Scotland and taking up my throne next summer! I wait for a moment, wondering if it would be too undignified to run after
  him and insist that he waits until dismissed; but then I hear him returning, coming up the stairs so slowly that I don’t understand why he rushed down. Now, there is no hurry; he is dragging
  his feet, looking as if he wishes he were not going towards my father’s rooms at all. The advisors trail behind him, looking as sick as if they are poisoned. He sees me waiting; but it is as
  if he does not see me, for he does not bow – he does not even acknowledge me. He walks past me as if his eyes are fixed on a ghost and he cannot see mere mortals, not even royals.

  That’s when I know for sure. I think I knew before. I think I knew as soon as I saw the messenger slumped against the column, as if he wished he had died before bringing this news to us. I
  step before the priest, and I say: ‘It’s Arthur, isn’t it?’

  My beloved brother’s name makes him see me but he says only, ‘Go to your lady mother,’ as if he can give me orders, and he turns away and slips into my father’s rooms,
  without knocking, without announcement, one hand on the door, the other clutching the crucifix which hangs from his belt, as if it might give him strength.

  I go, not because I have to do as my father’s confessor tells me, for I am a queen now and I have to obey only my parents and my husband; but because I am afraid that they will come to my
  mother and tell her something terrible. I almost think that I will bar her door so that they cannot come in. If we don’t know, perhaps it hasn’t happened. If nobody tells us that there
  is something terribly wrong with Arthur then perhaps he is still well in Ludlow, hunting, enjoying the spring weather, travelling into Wales to show the people their prince, learning how to rule
  his principality. Perhaps he is happy with Katherine of Arrogant; I would be glad even if she was the cause of his happiness. Perhaps she is with child and they have brought us good news. I would
  even like good news of her. I keep thinking of all the wonderful news that the messenger might have brought, in such a hurry. I keep thinking that Arthur is such a darling, beloved of everyone, so
  dear to me, that nothing can have gone wrong. The news cannot be bad.

  My mother is still in bed, her bedroom fire just flickering into life. Her lady is bringing gowns for her to choose for the day, the heavy headdresses are laid out on the table. She looks up as
  I dawdle into her bedroom. I think I should say something, but I don’t know what.

  ‘You’re up early, Margaret,’ she remarks.

  ‘I went to Prime with my lady grandmother.’

  ‘Is she joining us for breakfast?’

  ‘Yes.’ And I think: my lady grandmother will know what to do when the confessor comes in with his face the colour of a manuscript and grief written all over it.

  ‘Is everything all right, little queen?’ she asks me tenderly.

  I can’t bear to answer her. I take a seat at the window and look out at the garden, and listen for the footsteps that soon come heavily along the corridor. Then, at last, after what seems
  like a long long time, I hear the outer doors to her presence chamber open, the sound of footsteps, the inner doors to the privy chamber open and then finally, unstoppably, the door to her bedroom
  is opened, and my father’s confessor comes into my mother’s rooms, his head bowed as low as the poorest drudge pulling a plough. I jump to my feet when he comes in, and I put out my
  hand as if I can stop him from speaking. I say suddenly: ‘No! No!’, but he says quietly, ‘Your Grace, the king bids you come to his rooms at once.’

  Terribly, my mother turns to me. ‘What is it? You know, don’t you?’

  Terribly, I reply: ‘It’s Arthur. He’s dead.’
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  They say that he died of the Sweat – and this only makes it worse for us Tudors. The disease came in from the gaols of France with my father’s convict army. Wherever
  he marched, from Wales, through Bosworth to London, people died in an instant. England had never known such a disease. My father won the battle against Richard III with his sickly force, but he had
  to delay his coronation because of the horror that they brought with them. They called it the Tudor curse and said that the reign that had begun in sweat would end in tears. And now here we are,
  not anywhere near the end of our reign, but deep in sweat and tears, and the curse of the invading army has fallen on my innocent brother.

  My father and my mother take the loss of their elder son very hard. They don’t just lose their boy – and he was not yet sixteen – they lose their heir, the boy they trained to
  be the next king, the Tudor who was to come to the throne with acclaim, a Tudor that the people wanted, not one that was forced on them. My father had to fight for his throne and then defend it. He
  has to defend it still, even now, against the older royal family who would take it if they could, the Plantagenet cousins who are in open enmity in Europe, or those who stay uncertainly at court.
  Arthur was going to be the first Tudor that all of England welcomed to the throne, the son of both the old royal family and the new. They called him the sweet briar, the Tudor rose, the bush that
  was the union of two roses, the Lancaster red and the York white.

  This is the end of my childhood. Arthur was my brother, my darling, my friend. I looked up to him as my senior, I acknowledged him as my prince, I thought I would see him come to the throne as
  king. I imagined him ruling in England and I as Queen of Scotland with a Treaty of Perpetual Peace and a regular exchange of visits and letters, loving each other as brother and sister and
  neighbouring monarchs. And now that he is dead I realise how bitterly I resent the days that we did not spend together, the months when he was with Katherine in the Welsh Marches and I did not see
  him, nor write often enough. I think of the days of our childhood when we were taught by different tutors, when they kept us apart so that I might learn needlework and he Greek, and how few days I
  had with him, my brother. I don’t know how I can bear it without him. We were four Tudor children, and now we are only three, and the firstborn and the finest has gone.

  I am walking down the gallery away from my mother’s rooms when I see Harry, his face all puffed and his eyes red from crying, coming the opposite way. When he sees me his little mouth goes
  downturned as if he is about to wail, and all my anger and my grief turns on him, this worthless boy, this brat, who presumes to cry as if he were the only person in the world to lose a
  brother.

  ‘Shut up,’ I say fiercely. ‘What have you got to cry about?’

  ‘My brother!’ he gulps. ‘Our brother, Margaret.’

  ‘You weren’t fit to polish his boots.’ I am choking with resentment. ‘You weren’t fit to groom his horse. There will never be another like him. There will never be
  another prince like him.’

  Amazingly, this stops his tears. He goes white and almost stern. His head rears up, his shoulders go back, he sticks out his thin little-boy chest, he plants his fists on his hips, he almost
  manages to swagger. ‘There will be another prince like him,’ he swears. ‘Better than him. Me. I am the new Prince of Wales and I shall be King of England in his place, and you can
  get used to it.’
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  We do get used to it. That’s the difference between being royal and being a commoner of no importance. We can grieve and pray and break our hearts on the inside, but on
  the outside we still have to make the court the centre of beauty and fashion and art, my father still has to pass laws and meet with the Privy Council and guard against rebels and the constant
  threat of the French, and we still have to have a Prince of Wales, even though the true prince, the beloved Prince Arthur, will never take his seat next to the throne again. Harry is the Prince of
  Wales now and, as he predicted, I get used to it.

  But they won’t send him to Ludlow. This makes me angrier than anything; but since we are royal I can say nothing. Darling Arthur had to go to Ludlow to rule his principality, to learn the
  business of being king, to prepare him for the greatness that was to be his; but now that they have lost him they won’t let Harry out of their sight. My mother wants her last surviving son at
  home. My father is fearful that he might lose his only heir. And my grandmother advises my father that between the two of them they can teach Harry everything he needs to know to be a king, and
  that they had better keep him at court. Precious Harry does not have to go far away, nor marry a strange princess. No veiled beauty is going to be brought in to lord it over all of us. Harry can be
  under his grandmother’s eye, under her wing, under her thumb as if they would keep him a spoiled baby forever.

  Katherine of Arrogant – not arrogant at all now, but white-faced and thin and pale – comes back from Ludlow in a closed litter. My lady mother is absurdly indulgent to her, though
  she has done nothing for our family at all but steal Arthur away from us for the last months of his life. Mother weeps over her, and holds her hand, walks with her and they pray together. She
  invites her to visit so we have her black silks and velvets, her incredibly rich black mantilla, her stupid silent Spanish presence, sweeping up and down the galleries all the time, and my lady
  mother orders that we all say nothing that might upset her.

  But really, whatever would upset her? She pretends to understand neither English nor French as I speak it; and I am not going to attempt a conversation in Latin. Even if I wanted to pour out my
  grief and jealousy, I would not be able to find words that she would understand. When I speak to her in French, she looks completely blank; and when I am sitting next to her at dinner I turn my
  shoulder to show that I have nothing to say to her. She went to Ludlow with the most beautiful, kind, loving prince the world has ever known and she failed to keep him, so now he is dead and she is
  marooned in England – and I am supposed not to upset her? Should not my lady mother consider that perhaps she upsets me?

  She is living, at enormous expense, at Durham House in the Strand. I suppose they will send her home to Spain, but my father is unwilling to pay her jointure as a widow when he still has not
  received her full dowry as a bride. The wasted wedding alone cost thousands: the castle with the dancers, the peach silk sails of the masquing boat! The treasure house of England is always empty.
  We live very grandly, as a royal family should do, but my father pays out a fortune on spies and couriers to watch the courts of Europe for fear of our Plantagenet cousins in exile plotting to
  return and seize our throne. Guarding the kingdom by bribing friends and spying on enemies is terribly costly; my father and lady grandmother invent fees and taxes all the time to raise the money
  they need. I don’t believe that my father can find the money to send Katherine home to the land of Arrogance, so he keeps her here, saying that she will be comforted by her late
  husband’s family, while he deals with her tight-fisted father to make an agreement to send her home to Spain and turn a profit.

  She is supposed to be in mourning, living in seclusion, but she is always here. I come into the nursery one afternoon to find the room in uproar, and she is at the very centre of it, playing at
  jousting with my sister, Mary. They have lined up cushions to serve as the tilt rail that divides one horse from the other, and they are running either side of the tilt and hitting each other with
  cushions as they pass. Mary, who has developed little unconvincing sobs every time that Arthur is named in our memorial prayers in chapel, is now romping and laughing, and her cap has fallen off,
  her mass of golden curls is tumbled down, and her gown is tucked into her waistband so that she can run as if she were a milkmaid chasing cows. Katherine, no longer the silent, dark-gowned widow,
  has her black dress bunched in one hand so that she can paw the ground with her expensive black leather shoe, and canter down her side of the list and bump my little sister on her head with a
  cushion. The ladies of the nursery, far from calling for decorum, are placing bets and laughing and cheering them on.

  I march in and I snap as if I were my lady grandmother: ‘What is this?’

  It’s all I say; but I swear that Katherine understands. The laughter dies in her eyes and she turns to face me, a little shrug suggesting that there is nothing very serious here, just
  playing in the nursery with my sister. ‘Nothing. This is nothing,’ she says in English, her Spanish accent strong.

  I see that she understands English perfectly, just as I had always thought.

  ‘These are not the days for silly games,’ I say slowly and loudly.

  Again that little foreign roll of the shoulders. I think with a pang of pain that perhaps Arthur found that little gesture charming. ‘We are in mourning,’ I say sternly, letting
  myself look around the room, resting my eyes on every downcast face, just as my lady grandmother does when she scolds the entire court. ‘We are not playing silly games like idiots on the
  village green.’

  I doubt that she understands ‘idiots on the village green’, but no-one could misunderstand my tone of contempt. Her colour rises as she pulls herself up to her greatest height. She
  is not tall; but now she seems to be above me. Her dark blue eyes look into mine and I stare back at her, daring her to argue with me.

  ‘I was playing with your sister,’ she says in her low voice. ‘She needs a happy time. Arthur did not want . . .’

  I can’t bear her to say his name, this girl who came from Spain and took him away from court and watched him die. How dare she so casually say ‘Arthur’ to me – who cannot
  speak his name for grief?

  ‘His Grace would want his sister to behave as a Princess of England,’ I spit out, more like my grandmother than ever. Mary lets out a wail and runs to one of the ladies to cry in her
  lap. I ignore her completely. ‘The court is in full mourning, there are to be no loud games, or dances, or heathen pursuits.’ I look Katherine up and down with disdain. ‘I am
  surprised at you, Dowager Princess. I shall be sorry to tell my lady grandmother that you were forgetful of your place.’

  I think I have shamed her in front of everyone, and I turn to the door glowing with triumph. But just as I am about to go out she says quietly and simply, ‘No, it is you who are wrong,
  Sister. Prince Arthur asked me to play with Princess Mary, and to walk and talk with you. He knew that he was dying, and he asked me to comfort you all.’

  I spin round and I fly at her and pull her arm, drawing her away from the others, so that no-one else can hear. ‘He knew? Did he give you a message for me?’

  In that moment I am certain he has sent me words of farewell. Arthur loved me, I loved him, we were everything to each other. He would have sent a private goodbye just for me. ‘What did he
  tell you to tell me? What did he say?’

  Her eyes slide away from mine and I think: there is something here that she is not telling me. I don’t trust her. I press her close to me as if I were embracing her.

  ‘I am sorry, Margaret. I am so sorry,’ she says, detaching herself from my hard grip. ‘He said nothing more than that he hoped no-one would grieve for him and that I would
  comfort his sisters.’

  ‘And you?’ I say. ‘Did he command you not to grieve for him?’

  Her eyelids lower; now I know there is some secret here. ‘We spoke privately before he died,’ is all she says.

  ‘About what?’ I ask rudely.

  She looks up suddenly and her eyes are blazing dark blue with passion. ‘I gave him my word,’ she flares out. ‘He asked for a promise and I gave it.’

  ‘What did you promise?’

  The fair eyelashes shield her eyes again; once more she looks down, keeping her secret, keeping my brother’s last words from me.

  ‘Non possum dicere,’ she says.

  ‘What?’ I give her arm a little shake as if she were Mary and I might slap her. ‘Speak in English, stupid!’

  Again she gives me that burning look. ‘I may not say,’ she says. ‘But I assure you that I am guided by his last wishes. I will always be guided by his wishes. I have
  sworn.’

  I feel completely blocked by her determination. I can’t persuade her and I can’t bully her. ‘Anyway, you shouldn’t be running about and making a noise,’ I say
  spitefully. ‘My lady grandmother won’t like it, and my lady mother is resting. You have probably disturbed her already.’

  ‘She is with child?’ the young woman asks me quietly. Really, it is none of her business. And besides, my mother would not have had to conceive another child if Arthur had not died.
  It is practically Katherine’s fault that my mother is exhausted and facing another confinement.

  ‘Yes,’ I say pompously. ‘As you should be. We sent a litter to Ludlow to bring you home so you did not have to ride because we thought that you would be with child. We were
  being considerate to you, but it seems that there was no need for our courtesy.’

  ‘Alas, it never happened for us,’ she says sadly, and I am so furious that I go out of the room slamming the door, before I have time to wonder just what she means by that.
  ‘Alas, it never happened for us’?

  What never happened?
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  I think this must be the most miserable day of my life. I had thought that nothing would be worse than the loss of Arthur but now, only a year later, I have lost my mother, in
  childbed – trying to give my father and the country a son to replace the one we have lost. As if any child could ever replace Arthur! It was an insult to him to even think it, it was madness
  for her to attempt it. She wanted to console my father, to do the duty of a good queen to provide two heirs, and then she had a hard pregnancy and nothing to show at the end of it but a girl; so it
  was not worth the effort, anyway. I am in a rage of grief, furious with her, with my father, with God Himself, for the way that one terrible loss has turned into three: first Arthur and then my
  mother, and then her baby. And yet we still have Katherine of Arrogant. Why would we lose those three and keep her?

  The funeral is a triumph of my lady grandmother’s ability to put on a grand show. She has always said that the royal family have to blaze before the people like saints in an altarpiece,
  and my mother’s death is an opportunity to remind the country that she was a Plantagenet princess who married a Tudor king. She did what the country should have done: submit to the Tudors and
  learn to love them. My mother’s coffin is draped in black with cloth of gold forming a cross on the hearse. They make a beautiful effigy of her for the top of the coffin and my little sister
  Mary thinks it is her real mother, just sleeping, and that she will wake up soon and everything will be as it was. This fails to move me to tears, though it makes Princess Katherine bow her head
  and take Mary’s hand in her own. I think it is just part of the whole irritating stupidity of my family and the way that, except for my lady grandmother, we can never be anything but
  ridiculous. Now my father has disappeared, refusing to rule, refusing to eat, refusing to see any of us, even me. This is all so miserable that I can barely speak for bad temper and grief.

  It should be me, as Queen of Scotland, who takes over my mother’s rooms and the running of the court. I should have the best rooms and her ladies should serve me. But it is all done wrong:
  her household is turned away without my being consulted, and her ladies go back to live with their families in their London houses, in rooms at court or on their country estates. Although I am now
  the most important Tudor lady, and the only queen in England, I keep my old rooms. I don’t even have new mourning clothes but I have to wear the same things from when Arthur died. I keep
  expecting to see her, I keep listening for her voice. One day I find I am going to her rooms to see her, and then I remember that they are closed up and empty. It is strange that someone who was so
  quiet and discreet, who was always happy to step back and hold her peace, should leave such an aching silence when she is gone. But it is so.

  My lady grandmother tells me that the death of my mother is God’s way of showing me that in every joy there is sorrow, and that titles and worldly show are passing pleasures. I don’t
  doubt that God speaks directly to my lady grandmother for she is always so certain about everything and her confessor, Bishop Fisher, is the holiest man I know. But God does not succeed in teaching
  me to disdain worldly show; on the contrary, the death of my mother, coming so soon after the loss of my brother, makes me long for the safety of wealth and my own crown more than ever before. I
  feel as if everyone I love best has gone from the world and no-one can be trusted. The only reliable thing in this world is a throne and a fortune. The only thing I have left is my new title. The
  only things I trust are my jewel box, the wardrobe for my wedding, and the enormous fortune that will come to me on marriage.

  I am to leave England in the summer; the plans are unchanged and I am glad of it, as there is nothing to keep me here. King James of Scotland is as good as his word on the marriage treaty and I
  will have a fortune in rents – six thousand pounds a year from the lands he has given me, as well as one thousand Scots pounds a year for my allowance. He will pay the wages of my twenty-four
  English servants and the expenses of my court. If he should be so unfortunate as to die – and this is possible as he is so very old – then I will be a wealthy widow: I will have Newark
  Castle and Ettrick Forest, and much, much more. This is something I can count on: this fortune and my crown. Everything else, even my mother’s love, can vanish overnight. I know this now.

  But I am surprised to feel that I don’t want to leave home without making friends with my brother Harry, and I go to look for him. He is in my lady grandmother’s rooms, reading to
  her from a Latin psalter. I can hear his clear boy’s voice and his beautiful pronunciation through her door, and he does not stop as the doors are swung open by the guard, though he glances
  up and sees me. The two of them are framed by the carved stone arch of the window, as if posing for a painting about Youth and Age. They are both beautifully dressed in black velvet; a shaft of
  sunlight illuminates Harry’s golden head like a halo. My grandmother is wearing a severe white headdress, a wimple like a nun’s. They should both stop and bow, but my lady grandmother
  gives a nod of her head and gestures that Harry shall go on, as if his words are more important than my precedence. I look at them with exhausted resentment. They are both so lean and tall and
  beautiful and I am so dumpy and ruffled and hot. They look completely royal, enormously spiritual, and I look overdressed.

  I curtsey to my grandmother in silence and sit on a cushion on the window seat that raises me slightly higher than her, while Harry finishes reading. It takes forever before she says:
  ‘That was beautiful, Your Grace, my dear boy, thank you.’ And he bows and closes the book and hands it back to her and says: ‘It is I that should thank you for putting such words
  of wisdom, so beautifully illustrated, into my hands.’

  Then they look at each other with mutual admiration and she goes to her small privy chapel to pray, her ladies follow her to kneel at the back, and Harry and I are alone.

  ‘Harry, I am sorry that I said that, when Arthur died,’ I stumble bluntly.

  Graciously, he raises his head. Harry loves an apology.

  ‘I was so unhappy,’ I add. ‘I didn’t know what I was saying.’

  ‘And then it got worse.’ His moment of pride is gone. I can almost smell his misery – the misery of a boy, not yet a man, who has lost his mother, the only person who truly
  loved him.

  Awkwardly, I get to my feet and stretch my arms out to him, and hold him. It is almost like holding Arthur, he is so tall and strong. ‘My brother,’ I say, trying out the words; I
  have never felt tenderly towards Harry before. ‘My brother,’ I repeat.

  ‘My sister,’ he says.

  We hold each other in silence for a moment and I think: this is comforting. This is my brother – strong as a colt and lonely, as I am. I can, perhaps, trust him. He can trust me.

  ‘You know, I am going to be King of England one day,’ he says, his face pressed against my shoulder.

  ‘Not for years yet,’ I say consolingly. ‘Father will come back to court and it will be like it was.’

  ‘And I am to marry Katherine,’ he says shyly. He releases me. ‘She was never truly married to Arthur – she is to marry me.’

  I am so stunned that I just gape silently, breathless with surprise. Harry sees the blankness of my face and gives a little embarrassed laugh. ‘Not at once, of course. We will wait until I
  am fourteen. But we will be betrothed at once.’

  ‘Not again!’ bursts out of me, as I think of the gold laces and the extravagant wedding.

  ‘It’s agreed.’

  ‘But she’s Arthur’s widow,’ I say.

  ‘Not really,’ he says awkwardly.

  ‘What do you mean?’ Then, in an instant, all at once I know. I think of Katherine of Arrogant saying, ‘Alas, it never happened for us’, and my wondering what she meant by
  that, and why she should say such a thing.

  ‘Alas,’ I say, watching him narrowly. ‘It never happened for them.’

  ‘No,’ he says, relieved. I could bet that he even recognises the words. ‘No, alas, it didn’t.’

  ‘Is this her plan?’ I demand furiously. ‘Is this how she gets to stay here, forever? Is this how she gets to be Princess of Wales and then become Queen of England even though
  her husband died? Because she has set her heart on this? She was never in love with Arthur, it was always for the throne.’

  ‘It’s father’s plan,’ Harry says innocently. ‘It was agreed before Lady Mother’s . . . Lady Mother’s death.’

  ‘No, it will be her plan,’ I am certain. ‘She promised Arthur something before he died. I think it was this.’

  Harry smiles like a glowing angel. ‘Then I have my brother’s blessing,’ he says. He raises his head, like when he was reading the Latin psalm, and he repeats from memory.
  ‘ “If brethren dwell together, and one of them dieth without children, the wife of the deceased shall not marry to another: but his brother shall take her, and raise up seed for his
  brother.” ’

  ‘Is that the Bible?’ I ask, feeling my ignorance, but thinking it remarkable that God should plan this convenient arrangement for the expensive widow. This way we get her dowry, and
  don’t pay her widow’s jointure. How mysterious are the ways of the Lord! How nice for her and how cheap for my father!

  ‘Deuteronomy,’ says my brother the scholar. ‘It is God’s will that I marry Katherine.’
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  Harry goes for his riding lesson and I remain seated in my lady grandmother’s rooms till she comes out of her private chapel followed by her ladies-in-waiting, and I see
  that behind her, Princess Katherine is holding Mary’s hand. Apparently, Katherine often prays with my sister in the privy chapel. I quickly take in her hood, her gown, her shoes, and I note
  that she has nothing new. The skirts of her gown look new, but actually they have been turned inside out; her shoes are worn. Katherine of Arrogant is having to pinch pennies, her parents are
  sending her no funds until the betrothal is confirmed, and my father is not paying her jointure since she will no longer be a widow. I cannot help but be pleased to see that the cost of her
  ambition is falling on her.

  My lady grandmother sees me and beckons me into her chapel as the others leave, and we are alone in the shadowy room that always smells lingeringly of incense and books.

  ‘Have you ever spoken privately with the Dowager Princess of Wales?’ she asks me.

  ‘Not much,’ I say. I don’t know what answer she wants to hear. But I can tell by the grim lines grooved around her mouth that she is very displeased with somebody. I only hope
  it’s not me.

  ‘Did she tell you anything of our beloved son Arthur?’

  I note that my grandmother now refers to Arthur as our beloved son, as if my mother had never been at all. ‘She once said that he asked her to comfort us in our loss,’ I reply.

  ‘Not that,’ the old lady snaps. ‘Not that. Did she say anything about her marriage, before he was ill?’

  ‘Alas, it never happened for us,’ I think to myself. Aloud, I say: ‘No. She hardly speaks to me.’

  I see my grandmother’s face fold up into an expression of deep displeasure. Something has occurred that she dislikes – someone will be sorry for that. She puts a bony hand over mine,
  a deep, rich ruby glowing on her finger, the band clipping my knuckle. ‘You ask her,’ she orders. ‘Ask her for advice. You are a young woman, about to be married. Ask her for the
  advice of a mother. What takes place in the marriage bed. Whether she was afraid, or in pain on her wedding night.’

  I am quite shocked. I am a royal bride. I am not supposed to know anything. I am not supposed to ask.

  She makes a little impatient noise in the back of her throat. ‘Ask her,’ she says. ‘And then come and tell me exactly what she says.’

  ‘But why?’ I say, bemused. ‘Why am I to ask her? It was more than a year ago.’

  The face she turns to me is bleached with fury. I have never seen her like this before. ‘She is saying they never bedded,’ she hisses. ‘Age sixteen and near six months married,
  and now she says they never bedded? Put to bed before the whole court and rising up smiling in the morning with not a word against it? And now she says that she is a virgin untouched.’

  ‘But why should she say such a thing?’

  ‘Her mother!’ my lady grandmother exclaims as if the words are an insult. ‘Her clever, wicked mother, Isabella of Castile, will have told her to deny Arthur so that she can
  marry without a dispensation, so she can be a virgin bride.’

  Now she can’t sit still, she is so enraged. She gets up from her prie-dieu and strides about the small space, her black skirts swishing the rushes on the floor back and forth so they
  release the perfume of bedstraw, meadowsweet and lavender in dusty clouds. ‘Virgin bride? A viper bride! I know what they are thinking, I know what they are planning. But I will see her dead
  before she takes my son’s throne.’

  I am frightened. I crouch down on my footstool like a fat duckling in the nest when a sleek raptor flies over. My grandmother suddenly stops, puts her hands on my shoulder like a stooping
  peregrine. Her grip is as hard as a claw. I look up waveringly.

  ‘You don’t want her to marry Harry?’ I whisper. ‘I don’t either.’ I try a sycophantic smile. ‘I don’t like her. I don’t want her to marry my
  brother.’

  ‘Your father,’ she says, and it is as if she shatters into a thousand sharp pieces of jealousy and grief. ‘I am certain that she wants to seduce and marry your father! She has
  set her sights on my son! My boy, my precious boy! But she will never do it. I will never allow it.’

  


  DURHAM HOUSE, LONDON, ENGLAND, MARCH 1503
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  Unwilling and uncertain, I obey my grandmother and go to visit my sister-in-1aw, Katherine. I find her seated in her privy chamber hunched over a small fire. She is wrapped in
  a dark shawl and wearing a black gown, in double mourning, as we all are, but she looks up and springs to her feet when she sees me and her smile is bright.

  ‘How lovely to see you. Did you bring Mary?’

  ‘No,’ I say, irritated. ‘Why should I bring her?’

  She laughs at my bad temper. ‘No, no, I am so pleased you came alone, now we can be cosy.’ She nods at the servant who has shown me into the room. ‘You can put on another
  log,’ she says, as if firewood should be used carefully. She turns to me: ‘Will you have a glass of small ale?’

  I accept a glass and then I have to laugh when I see her sip hers and put it aside. ‘You still don’t like it?’

  She shakes her head and laughs. ‘I don’t think I ever will.’

  ‘What did you drink in Spain?’

  ‘Oh, we had clean water,’ she says. ‘We had fruit juices, and sherbets, light wines and ice from the ice houses.’

  ‘Ice? Water?’

  She shrugs, with that little gesture, as if she wants to forget the luxuries of her home at the Alhambra Palace. ‘All sorts of things,’ she says. ‘They don’t matter
  now.’

  ‘I would think you would want to go home,’ I say, raising the subject in obedience to my grandmother.

  ‘Would you?’ she asks, as if she is interested in my opinion. ‘Would you want to go home and leave your husband’s country if you were widowed?’

  I have not thought of it. ‘I suppose so.’

  ‘I don’t. England is my home now. And I am Dowager Princess of Wales.’

  ‘You won’t ever be queen,’ I say bluntly.

  ‘I will, if I marry your brother,’ she says.

  ‘You won’t marry my father?’

  ‘No. What an idea!’

  We are both silent. ‘My lady grandmother thought that was your intention,’ I say awkwardly.

  She looks sideways at me as if she is about to laugh. ‘Did she send you here to stop me?’

  I can’t help but giggle. ‘Not exactly, but, you know . . .’

  ‘To spy on me,’ she says agreeably.

  ‘She can’t bear the thought of him remarrying,’ I say. ‘Actually, neither can I.’

  She puts her arm around my shoulders. Her hair smells of roses. ‘Of course not,’ she says. ‘I have no intention, and my mother would never allow it.’

  ‘But they don’t insist you go home?’

  She looks into the fire, and I am able to study her exquisite profile. I would think she could marry anyone she chose.

  ‘I expect them to work out the dowry payments and betroth me to Harry,’ she says.

  ‘But if they don’t?’ I press her. ‘If my lady grandmother wants Harry for another princess?’

  She turns and looks me directly in the eye, her beautiful face open to my scrutiny. ‘Margaret, I pray that this never happens to you. To love and to lose a husband is a terrible grief. But
  the only comfort I have is that I will do what my parents require, what Arthur wanted, and what God Himself has set as my destiny. I will be Queen of England. I have been called Princess of Wales
  since I was a baby in the nursery, I learned it as I learned my name. I won’t change my name now.’

  I am stunned by her certainty. ‘I hope it never happens to me too. But if it did – I wouldn’t stay in Scotland. I’d come home to England.’

  ‘You can’t do what you want when you are a princess,’ she says simply. ‘You have to obey God and the king and queen, your mother and father. You’re not free,
  Margaret. You’re not like a ploughman’s daughter. You are doing the work of God, you are going to be mother to a king, you are one below the angels, you have a destiny.’

  I look around the bare room, and I notice for the first time that one or two of the tapestries are missing from the walls, and that there are gaps in the collection of silver plate on the
  sideboard. ‘Do you have enough money?’ I ask her diffidently. ‘Enough for your household.’

  She shakes her head without shame. ‘No,’ she says. ‘My father will not send me an allowance, he says I am the responsibility of the king, and your father will not pay me my
  widow’s dower until all my bridal money has been paid to him. I am between two millstones and they are grinding me down.’

  ‘But what will you do?’

  She smiles at me as if she is quite unafraid. ‘I’ll endure. I will outlast them both. Because I know my destiny is to be Queen of England.’

  ‘I wish I were like you,’ I say honestly. ‘I am certain of nothing.’

  ‘You will be. When you are tested, you will be certain too. We are princesses, we were born to be queens, we are sisters.’

  I ride away from the house on my expensive palfrey with my fur cape buttoned up to my nose, and I think I will report to my grandmother that Katherine of Arrogant is as proud and as beautiful as
  ever, but that she does not intend to marry my father. I will not tell her that the princess reminded me, in her stubborn determination, of my lady grandmother herself. If it comes to a battle of
  wills they will be well matched – but, actually, I would put my money on Katherine.

  I will not tell my grandmother either that, for the first time, I like Katherine. I cannot help but think she will make a wonderful Queen of England.

  


  THE BISHOP OF SALISBURY’S HOUSE, LONDON, ENGLAND, JUNE 1503
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  I don’t know what my grandmother says to her son my father; but he comes out of his mourning, there is an exchange of letters with Spain, and never another word about his
  courting Katherine. Instead, he pursues the marriage contract that is going to save him so much money with as much enthusiasm as Katherine’s mother in faraway Spain. Together they instruct
  the Pope to send a dispensation so that a brother- and sister-in-law can marry, and Katherine of Arrogant dresses in virginal white and spreads her bronze hair over her shoulders for yet another
  grand wedding occasion.

  At least this is not in the abbey, and we don’t spend a fortune on it. This is a betrothal, not a wedding – a promise to marry when Harry is fourteen. She walks into the
  bishop’s chapel as smiling and as queenly as she was just nineteen months ago, and she takes Harry’s hand as if she is glad to promise herself to a boy five years her junior. It is as
  if Arthur, their wedding and their bedding never happened. Now she is Harry’s bride and she will be known as the Princess of Wales once again. Her serene dismissal, ‘Alas, it never
  happened for us’, seems to be the last word that anyone will ever say about it.

  My lady grandmother is there too. She does not smile on the match, but she does not oppose it. For me, it is just another event in this world that means nothing. A mother can die, a brother can
  die, and a woman can deny her husband and retain her title. The only person who makes any sense to me is Katherine herself. She knows who she was born to be; I wish I had her certainty. When she
  follows me out of the chapel I know that I am trying to hold my head as she does – as if I were wearing a crown already.

  


  RICHMOND PALACE, ENGLAND, JUNE 1503
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  I go to the nursery to say goodbye to my sister, Mary, and who should I find but Katherine, teaching her to play the lute as if we don’t employ a music master, as if
  Katherine has nothing better to do. I don’t trouble to conceal my irritation. ‘I have come to say goodbye to my sister,’ I say as a broad hint to Katherine that she might leave us
  alone.

  ‘And here are both your sisters!’

  ‘I have to say goodbye to Mary.’ I ignore Katherine and guide Mary to the seat in the oriel window and pull her down to sit beside me. Katherine stands before us and listens. Good, I
  think, now you can see that I too have a sense of my destiny.

  ‘I am going to Scotland to my husband; I am going to be a great queen,’ I inform Mary. ‘I will own a fortune, a queen’s fortune. I will write to you and you must reply.
  You must write properly, not a silly scribble. And I will tell you how I get on as queen in my own court.’

  She is seven years old, no longer a baby, but her face puckers up and she reaches out her arms to me. I receive the full sobbing weight of her on my lap. ‘Don’t cry,’ I say.
  ‘Don’t cry, Mary. I will come back on visits. Perhaps you will come to visit me.’

  She only sobs more passionately and I meet Katherine’s concerned gaze over her heaving shoulder. ‘I thought she would be glad for me,’ I say. ‘I thought I should tell her
  – you know – that a princess is not like a ploughman’s daughter.’

  ‘It is hard for her to lose a sister,’ she says with ready sympathy. ‘And she has just lost a mother and a brother.’

  ‘I have too!’ I point out.

  The older girl smiles and puts her hand gently on my shoulder. ‘It’s hard for us all.’

  ‘It wasn’t very hard for you.’

  I see the shadow pass over her face. ‘It is,’ she says shortly. She kneels beside the two of us and puts her arm around my sister’s thin shaking shoulders. ‘Little
  Princess Mary,’ she says sweetly. ‘One sister is leaving you, but one has arrived. I am here. And we will all write to each other, and we will always be friends. And one day, you will
  go to a beautiful country and be married, and we will always remember our royal sisters.’

  Mary raises her tearstained face and reaches out for Katherine’s neck so she is holding us both. It is almost as if we are welded together by sisterly love. I can’t pull away, and I
  find that I don’t want to. I put my arms around Katherine and Mary and our three golden heads come together as if we were swearing an oath.

  ‘Friends forever and ever,’ Mary says solemnly.

  ‘We are the Tudor sisters,’ Katherine says, though obviously she’s not.

  ‘Two princesses and one queen,’ I say.

  Katherine smiles at me, her face close to mine, her eyes shining. ‘I am sure we will all be queens one day,’ she says.

  


  ON PROGRESS, RICHMOND TO COLLYWESTON, ENGLAND, JUNE 1503
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  Our journey is unbelievably grand, something between a masque and a hunt. First, at the head, free of the dust and setting our own pace, comes my father the king and me: Queen
  of Scots. He rides behind his royal standard, I behind mine. I change my riding outfits and they are brushed clean every time we stop, sometimes three times a day. I wear Tudor green, dark crimson,
  a yellow so dark that it is like orange, and a pale blue. My father tends to wear black – always dark colours – but his hat, his gloves and his waistcoat gleam with jewels, and his
  shoulders are loaded with chains of gold. Our horses are the best that can be had. I have a palfrey, a lady’s horse that has been trained with crowds and fireworks to make sure that nothing
  startles her, and my groom leads a spare horse. I ride astride, on a thickly padded saddle so that we can go many miles every day, or I can ride behind my master of horse on a pillion saddle
  embroidered with the emblem of Scotland: the thistle. If I am tired, I have a litter carried by mules, and I can get inside, draw the curtains and sleep while it gently rocks me.

  Behind us come the courtiers, as if they were out for a day of pleasure, with the long sleeves of the ladies rippling as we canter, and the cloaks of the gentlemen billowing like standards. The
  gentlemen of my father’s rooms and my ladies mingle without ceremony, and there is continual laughter and flirtation. Behind them come the mounted guard, though England is supposed to be at
  peace. My father is perenially suspicious, always afraid that the foolish, wicked people still hold their loyalty to the old royal family. Behind the mounted guard comes the wagon with the hawks
  and falcons, their leather curtains tied tightly against the dust, and all the birds standing on their travelling perches, their little heads crowned with leather hoods, blinded to all the noise
  and confusion so they are not frightened.

  Around them, baying and yelping, are the big hounds – the wolfhounds and the deerhounds with the huntsmen and the whippers-in riding alongside and keeping them under control. Every now and
  then one of the dogs gets a scent and gives tongue and all the others are desperate to give chase and follow; but we cannot stop to hunt if we are riding towards a feast or a celebration or a
  formal welcome. Some days we hunt before breakfast, and sometimes in the cool of the evening, and then the dogs can take a scent and make a run, and the court will spur on their horses, scrambling
  over ditches and riding through strange woods, laughing and cheering. If we make a kill we present the meat at the next halt to our overnight host.

  Ahead of us, starting half a day before we mount, goes the baggage train. First out: half a dozen carts that carry my clothes; one, specially guarded, carries my jewels. The steward of my
  household and his servants either sit beside the drivers or ride alongside, to make sure that nothing goes missing and nothing is lost. The wagons are strapped with oilskins dyed in the Tudor
  colours of green and white and sealed with my royal seal. My ladies each have their own wardrobe cart, displaying their own shields, and when the wagons rumble, one after another, it looks like a
  moving tree of shields from a tournament, as if the Knights of the Round Table had decided to invade the north, all at once.

  My father is not amusing company on this great journey. He is unhappy at the state of the roads, and the cost of the travel. He is missing my mother, I suppose, but this does not show itself as
  grief but in continual complaint: ‘If Her Grace were here she would do that’ or ‘I never had to order that, it is the queen’s work’. My mother was so beloved, and her
  family were so accustomed to rule, having been on the throne for generations, that she always used to guide him in the great public occasions, and everyone felt easier when she was at the head of a
  procession. I begin to think that it would have been thoroughly good for Katherine of Arrogant to have been forced to marry my father: serving him would have humbled her far more than marrying
  Harry will ever do. She is going to lord it over Harry, I know, but my father would have set her to work.

  He is glad when we get to my lady grandmother’s house at Collyweston because here everything is commanded by her to the highest standard, and here he can rest and do nothing. I think he
  may be ill; certainly, he seems tired, and my lady his mother fusses around him with all sorts of potions of her own mixing and strengthening drinks. Here we will part – he will go back to
  London and I will go on northward to Scotland. I will not see him again until I come back to England for a visit.

  I wonder if my father is distressed at my leaving and hiding it under ill temper, but truly, I think he will feel my loss no more than I feel his. We have never been close; he has never made
  much of me. I am his daughter, but I resemble the smiling tall blondes of my mother’s family. I am not a precious little doll-faced princess like Mary. I have inherited his temper, but his
  mother has made sure that I keep it hidden. I have his courage – he spent his life in exile and then came to England against all odds – I think I can be brave too. I have my
  mother’s hopefulness; my father thinks the worst of everyone and plans to catch them out. Anyone seeing us side by side – he so spare and dark and I round-faced and broad-shouldered
  – would never take us for father and elder daughter, no wonder we feel no sense of kinship.

  I kneel for his blessing as my train of courtiers waits in the sunshine and my grandmother inspects me for flaws, and when I rise up he kisses me on both cheeks. ‘You know what you have to
  do,’ he says shortly. ‘Make sure that husband of yours keeps the peace. England will never be safe if Scotland is an enemy and always stirring up the Northern lands. It’s called
  the Treaty of Perpetual Peace for a reason. You are there to make sure that it is perpetual.’

  ‘I’ll do what I can, Sire.’

  ‘Never forget you’re an English princess,’ he says. ‘If anything happens to Harry, which God forbid, you will be mother to the next King of England.’

  ‘The grandest thing in the world,’ my grandmother adds. She and her son exchange a warm glance. ‘Serve God,’ she says to me. ‘And remember your patron saint and
  mine, the Blessed Margaret.’

  I bow my head at the name of the woman who was saved from being eaten by a dragon when her crucifix scratched his belly and he vomited her up.

  ‘Let her life be an example for you,’ my lady grandmother urges.

  I put my hand on the crucifix at my throat to indicate that, should I be swallowed by a dragon between here and Edinburgh, I am fully prepared.

  ‘God bless you,’ she says. Her old face is set firm; there is no danger of her weeping at our parting. I may be her favourite granddaughter, but neither Mary nor I can compare to her
  passion for her son and grandson. She is founding a dynasty: she only needs boys.

  She kisses me, and holds me close for a moment. ‘Try to have a son,’ she whispers. ‘Nothing else matters but your son on the throne.’

  It is a cold farewell to a motherless girl but before I can answer, my master of horse steps forward and lifts me onto my palfrey, the trumpeters blast out a salute, and everyone knows we are
  ready to leave. The king’s court waves, my lady grandmother’s household cheers, and I lead out my court, flying my standard, on the great north road to Edinburgh.

  


  ON PROGRESS, YORK TO EDINBURGH, JULY 1503
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  I head for the borderlands of England and Scotland with little regret for what I am leaving behind. So much of my childhood has already gone. In the past year I have lost my
  adored brother and then my mother, and a little newborn sister with her. But I find that I don’t miss them so much, in this new life that I am entering. Oddly, it is Katherine that I miss as
  I travel north. I want to tell her about the magnificent greetings that welcome me to every town, and I want to ask about the awkwardness of a long ride and needing the garderobe. I copy her
  beautiful way of holding her head, I even practise her little roll of the shoulders. I try to say ‘ridiculous’ with a Spanish accent. I think that she will be Queen of England and I
  will be Queen of Scotland and people will compare us one with another, and that I will learn to be as elegant as she is.

  I have daily opportunities for practising her poise, for I am beginning to discover that one of the greatest features of being royal is being able to think quietly about interesting things while
  people pray for you or talk at you, or even sing anthems about you. It would be rude to yawn when someone is thanking God for your arrival, so I have learned the trick of drifting off without
  falling asleep. I sit like Katherine, with my back very straight and my head raised high to lengthen my neck. Most often I lift my gown a tiny fraction of an inch and look at my shoes. I have
  ordered slippers with the toes embroidered in fanciful designs so that these pious meditations can be yet more interesting.

  I look at my toes a lot at every long boring stopping point, while noblemen make speeches at me, all the way northward. My father has ordered that my journey shall be a magnificent procession,
  and my part in it is to look beautiful in a series of wonderful gowns, and to cast down my eyes in modesty when people thank God for the coming of the Tudors and, in particular, for my passing
  through their plague-infested, dirty little town. That’s when I look at my toes and think that soon I will be in my own country, Scotland. And then I will be queen. And then I shall be the
  one to decide where I go, and how long the speeches will take.

  I am amazed by the countryside as we ride north. It is almost as if the sky opens up over us, like the lid off a chest. Suddenly the horizon gets further and further away, receding as we climb
  up and down rolling green hills and see more and more hills ahead of us, as if all of England is billowing under our feet. Above us arches the great northern sky. The air is watery and clear, as if
  we were submerged. I feel as if we are tiny people, a little train of shrimps crawling along a huge world, and the buzzards that wheel above us, and the occasional eagle even higher than they, see
  rightly that we are specks on the side of giant rolling hills.

  I had no idea it was so far to go, no idea that so much of Northern England is empty of all people: not hedged, not ditched, not farmed, nor worked at all. It is just empty country, wasteland,
  not even mapped.

  Of course, there are people who scrape a living from this untouched landscape. Every now and then we see in the distance a rough stone tower and sometimes we hear the ringing of a warning bell
  when their watchmen have seen us. These are the wild Northern men who ride these lands, stealing each other’s crops and horses, rounding up each other’s cattle, scraping a living from
  their tenants and then robbing others. We don’t go near their outposts and we are too numerous and too well armed for them to attack us; but the leader of my escort, Thomas Howard Earl of
  Surrey, grinds his old yellow teeth at the very thought of them. He has fought up and down this country and burned out these poor forts to punish these people for their wildness, for their poverty,
  for their hatred of everything Southern and wealthy and easy.

  It is he who prevents me ordering matters as I would like, for everything is commanded by him and his equally disagreeable wife, Agnes. For some reason my father likes and trusts Thomas Howard,
  and has appointed him to the task of conveying me to Edinburgh, and keeping me to the behaviour suitable for a Queen of Scotland. I should think that by now I could be trusted without a Howard at
  my elbow to give me advice. He’s also here as a spy, since he has fought against the Scots more than once, and he meets with the Northern lords in a little huddle at every town where we halt,
  to learn of the mood of the Scots border lords, and whether any more of them can be bribed to take our side. He promises our lords that they shall have weapons and money to maintain the defences of
  England against Scotland, though the mere fact that I am here will bring a perpetual peace.

  Howard does not seem to understand what a change in the world has been made by my marriage to the King of Scotland. He treats me with every outward respect, doffs his hat, bows his knee, accepts
  dishes from my table, but there is something about his manner that I don’t like. It is as if he does not realise the God-given nature of kingship. It is as if he thinks that he saw my father
  stumble through the mud of Bosworth Field to pick up his crown, and that he might one day drop it again.

  Howard fought against us then, but he persuaded my father that this was commendable loyalty, not treason. He says he was loyal to the crown on that day, he is loyal to the crown now. If the
  coronet of England were on the head of a baboon from Afric he would be loyal to it then. It is the crown, and the wealth that flows from it, that inspires Howard loyalty. I don’t believe he
  loves my father and me at all. If he was not such a brilliant general I don’t think I would have to put up with his company. If my mother were alive she would have appointed one of her
  family. If my brother were alive then my lady grandmother would not be tied at court to guard the only heir we have left. But everything has gone wrong since Katherine came to court and took Arthur
  away, and these Howards are just an example of how my interests do not come first as they should.

  My dislike of them grows at every stop, where they watch how I listen to loyal addresses and prompt me when I am to speak in reply, though I know perfectly well that I have to be admiring in
  York, and enchanted in Berwick, our northernmost town, a little jewel of a castle set in a bend of the river near to the sea. I don’t have to be told to admire the fortifications; I can see
  how welcoming Berwick is to me, I know how safe I feel inside these great walls. But Thomas Howard practically dictates the speech of thanks I make to the captain of the castle. He prides himself
  on his knowledge of tradition. By some means or another he is descended from Edward I and this means that he thinks he can speak to me about sitting straighter in the saddle and not looking around
  for the dishes coming into the hall when the speeches go on and on before dinner.

  By the time we reach the Scots border, just two hours’ ride from Berwick, I am completely sick of the two Howards, and I resolve that the first thing I shall do when I set up my court is
  send them home with a note to my father to say that they lack the skills that I require in my courtiers. They may be good enough for him, but not for me. They can serve in Katherine’s court
  and she can see what joy Thomas Howard brings her. She can see if she likes knowing that he is so loyal to the crown that he does not care whose head it is on. His grimly ambitious presence can
  remind her that she too married one Prince of Wales but is now determined to be the wife of another; it is always the crown for the Howards and the crown for Katherine.

  But none of this matters when we finally cross the border and are in Scotland at last, and the lady of Dalkeith Castle, the Countess of Morton, whispers to me: ‘The king is
  coming!’

  It has been such a long journey that I had almost forgotten that at the end of it is this: the throne of Scotland, the thistle crown, but also a man, a real man, not just one who sends gifts and
  flowery compliments through ambassadors – but a real man who is on his way to see me.

  The arrangement was that he would meet me as I entered Edinburgh, but there is a stupid tradition that the bridegroom – like a fairy-tale prince – is supposed to be unable to contain
  his impatience, and rides out early, like a ‘parfit gentil knight’ in a romance, to meet his bride. This reminds me of Arthur again, who rode in the rain to Dogmersfield to meet a
  reluctant Katherine, and makes me want to laugh and cry at the same time, remembering the poor reception that he got, and his embarrassment. But it shows at least that the King of Scots knows how
  things should be done, and is demonstrating a flattering interest in me.

  We all get into a panic of readiness and even my chief lady-in-waiting Agnes Howard shows a little excitement when she comes to my room. I am dressed in a gown of deep green with cloth of gold
  sleeves and my best pearls, and we all sit as if we were posing for an artist, listening to music and trying to look as if we are not waiting. Thomas Howard comes in and looks around the room as if
  he were placing sentries. He leans over my shoulder and whispers in my ear that I should look as if I am completely surprised by the arrival of the king. I should not look like I am waiting. I tell
  him that I know this, and then we all wait. Hours go by before finally there is a clatter at the gate, and a shout of acclaim, a rattle at the main door, quick steps in noisy riding boots up the
  stairs, then the sentries throw open the door and in he comes: my husband.

  I nearly scream at the sight of him. He has the most enormous ridiculous beard, as red as a fox, almost the size of a fox. I jump to my feet and I let out a little gasp. Agnes Howard gives me a
  sharp look and if she were nearer I think she would have pinched me to remind me of my manners. But it doesn’t matter, for the king is taking me by the hand and bowing, apologising for
  startling me. He takes my wide-eyed, jaw-dropped gape as a compliment at his unexpected arrival, and he laughs at himself for being a troubadour of love, then he greets all my ladies with a smiling
  confidence, bows over Agnes Howard’s hand and greets Thomas Howard as if they will be the best of friends and he has quite forgotten that Thomas has invaded Scotland twice already.

  He is beautifully dressed, like a European prince, in red velvet edged with cloth of gold, and he remarks that we have both chosen velvet. The jacket is cut like a riding jacket but the material
  is priceless, and instead of a crossbow over his back, as if he were hunting, he is carrying a lyre. I say, a little faintly, that he is a troubadour indeed if he carries his lyre everywhere, and
  he tells me that he loves music, and poetry and dance, and that he hopes I do too.

  I say that I do and he urges me to dance. Agnes Howard stands up with me and the musicians play a pavane, which I know I perform very gracefully. They serve supper and we sit beside each other
  and now, while he talks to Thomas Howard, I am able to look at him properly.

  He is a handsome man. He is very old of course, being thirty, but he has none of the stiffness or solemnity of an old man. He has a beautiful face: high-arched eyebrows and warm intelligent
  eyes. All the quickness of his thoughts and the intensity of his feeling seem to shine out of his dark eyes and his mouth is strongly shaped and, for some reason, it makes me think of kissing.
  Except for the beard, of course. There is no getting away from the beard. I doubt there is any way to get past the beard. At least he is combed and washed and scented; it is not a beard that might
  have a mouse nesting in it. But I would have preferred him clean-shaven and I cannot help but wonder if I can mention this. Surely it is bad enough for me to have to marry a man who is old enough
  to be my father, and with a smaller kingdom than my home, without him bringing a fox’s brush to bed with him?

  He leaves at dusk and I remark to Agnes Howard that perhaps she might tell her husband that I would prefer the king clean-shaven. Typically, she tells him at once as if my preferences are
  ridiculous, and so before I go to bed I have a lecture from them both that I am fortunate to become a queen, and that no husband, especially an ordained king, is going to take advice on his
  appearance from a young woman.

  ‘Man is made in the image of God; no woman, who was made after God had completed his finest creation, is fit to criticise,’ Thomas Howard tells me as if he were pope.

  ‘Oh, amen,’ I say sulkily.
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  In the next four days before the wedding my new husband comes to visit every day, but mostly he talks to Thomas Howard rather than to me. The old man has fought the Scots up
  and down the borders, but instead of being enemies for life, as anyone would expect, they are inseparable, sharing stories of campaigns and battles. My betrothed, who should be courting me, reruns
  old wars with my escort, and Thomas Howard, who should be attending to my comfort, forgets I am there and tells the king of his long years of campaigning. They are never happier than when they are
  drawing a map of ground where they have fought, or when James the king is describing the weaponry he is designing and having built for his castles. Both of them behave, as soldiers together always
  do, as if women are completely irrelevant to the work of the world, as if the only interesting work is invading someone else’s lands and killing him. Even when I am seated with my ladies and
  the king comes in with Thomas, he wastes only a few moments on being charming to me, and then asks Thomas if he has seen the new guns, the Dardanelles gun, the new light cannon, if he knows of the
  famous Scottish cannon Monns, the largest in Europe – which was given to James’ grandfather by the Duke of Burgundy. It is most irritating. I am sure that Katherine would not stand for
  it.
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  The day of our entry into Edinburgh is my last day as a Tudor princess before I am crowned in my new kingdom, and the king takes me up behind him on his horse, as if I were a
  simple lady and he my master of horse, or as if he had captured me and was bringing me home. We enter Edinburgh with me seated behind him, pressed against his back, my arms wrapped around his
  waist, like a peasant girl coming home from a fair. It pleases everyone. They like the romance of the picture that we make, like a woodcut of a knight and a rescued lady; they like an English
  princess being brought into their capital city like a trophy. They are an informal, affectionate people, these Scots. I can’t understand a single word that anyone says, but the beaming faces
  and the kissed waving hands and the cheers show their delight at the sight of the handsome wild-looking king with his long red hair and beard, and the golden princess seated behind him on his
  horse.

  The city is walled with fine gates, and behind them the houses are a mixture of shanties and hovels, some good-sized ones with plastered walls under thick thatched roofs, and a few newly built
  of stone. There is a castle perched on the very top of an incredibly steep hill at one end of the city, sheer cliffs all around it and only a narrow road to the summit; but there is a new-built
  palace in the valley at the other end, and outside the tight fortified walls of the town are high hills and forests. Running steeply downhill from castle to palace is a broad cobbled road, a mile
  long, and the best houses of the tradesmen and guildsmen front this street and their upper storeys jut over it. Behind them are pretty courtyards and the dark wynds that lead to inner hidden houses
  and big gardens, orchards, enclosures, and more houses behind them with secret alleyways that run down the hill.

  At every street corner there is a tableau or a masque, with angels, goddesses and saints praying for love and fertility for me. It is a pretty little city, built as high as it is broad, the
  castle standing like a mountain above it, the turrets scraping the sky, the flags fluttering among the clouds. It is a jumble of a city, being rebuilt from hovels to houses, from wood to stone,
  grey slate roofs replacing thatch. But every window, whether open to the cold air, shuttered or glazed, shows a standard, or colours, and between the overhanging balconies they have strung scarves
  and chains of flowers. Every poky little doorway is crammed with the family clustered together to wave at me, and where the stone houses have an oriel window or an upper storey and a balcony
  children are leaning out to cheer. The noise of all the people crammed into the little streets and the shouting as our guard push their way through is overwhelming. Ahead and behind us there must
  be at least a thousand horses with Scots and English lords intermingled to show the new unity that I have brought to Scotland, and we all wind our way through the narrow cobbled streets and then
  down the hill to the palace of Holyroodhouse.
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  Next day my ladies wake me in the cool light of a blue sky at six in the morning. I attend Lauds in my private chapel and then I take breakfast in my presence chamber with only
  my ladies attending. Nobody eats very much, we are all too excited, and I am ready to be sick at the very taste of the bread roll and small ale. I go back to my bedroom where a huge bath has been
  rolled in, filled with steaming water, and my wedding gown is laid out on the bed. My ladies wash and dress me as if I were a wooden poppet, and then they comb my hair so that it is smooth and
  curling and spread out over my shoulders. It is my best feature, this wealth of fair hair, and we all pause to admire it and tie in extra ribbons. Then, suddenly, there is no time and we have to
  hurry. I keep remembering a dozen things that I want, and a dozen things that I was going to do. Already I have on my wedding shoes, with embroidered toes and golden laces, quite as fine as
  Katherine of Arrogant’s, and Agnes Howard is ready to walk behind me, and the ladies all line up behind her, and I have to go.

  Down the stone stairs, into the bright sunshine I glide to where the great door of the neighbouring abbey is thrown open for me, and then into the abbey, which is crowded with lords and their
  ladies dressed in their robes, the air scented with incense, and ringing with the music of the choir. I remember walking up the aisle towards James at the top, and the blaze of gold from the
  reliquaries on the altar and the heat from the thousands of candles and the high vaulting of the ceiling. I remember the magnificent stone window over the altar, storeys high, blazing with colour
  from the stained glass – and then . . . I don’t remember another thing.

  I think it is as grand as Arthur’s wedding. It’s not St Paul’s, of course, but I wear a gown as good as Katherine’s was on that day. The king at my side is a blaze of
  jewels, and he is a full king whereas Katherine married only a prince. And I am crowned. She was never crowned, of course, she was a mere princess, and is now even less than that. But I have a
  double ceremony: I am married and then I am crowned queen. It is so grand and it takes so long that I am in a daze. I have ridden so far, hundreds and hundreds of miles, all the way from Richmond,
  and been seen by so many people. I have been waiting for this day for years; my father had it planned for most of my life, it is my lady grandmother’s great triumph. I should feel wildly
  excited, but it is too thrilling to take in. I am only thirteen. I feel like my little sister Mary when she is allowed to stay up too late at a feast. I am dazzled by my own glory and I pass
  through everything – the wedding Mass, the coronation and the loyal oaths, the feast, the masquing, the last service at the chapel and then the procession to bed – as if I were
  dreaming. The king’s arm is around my waist all the day – if it were not for him I think I would fall. The day goes on forever, and then he goes to confess and pray in his rooms as my
  ladies take me and put me to bed.

  Agnes Howard supervises them as they unlace my sleeves and put them away in lavender bags, untie my gown and help me out of the tight stomacher. I am to wear my finest linen robe, trimmed with
  French lace, and over it I have a satin gown for the night. They lie me on the bed, propped against the pillows, arrange my gown around my feet and pull and tweak at my sleeves as if I were a wax
  effigy, like my mother on her coffin. Agnes Howard twists my fair hair into curls and spreads it around my shoulders, pinching my cheeks to make them blush.

  ‘How do I look?’ I ask her. ‘Hand me a mirror.’

  ‘You look well,’ she says with a little smile. ‘A beautiful bride.’

  ‘Like Katherine?’

  ‘Yes,’ she says.

  ‘Like my mother?’ I gaze at my round childish face in the looking glass.

  She studies me with critical, measuring eyes. ‘No,’ she says. ‘Not really. For she was the most beautiful of all the Queens of England.’

  ‘More beautiful than my sister, then?’ I say, trying to find some measure to give me confidence to face my husband this night.

  Again, the level, judging look. ‘No,’ she says reluctantly. ‘But you should never compare yourself with her. Mary is going to be exceptional.’

  I give a little irritated exclamation and push the looking glass back at her.

  ‘Be at peace,’ she recommends. ‘You’re the most beautiful Queen of Scotland. Let that be enough for you. And your husband is clearly pleased with you.’

  ‘I wonder he could see me through the beard,’ I say crossly. ‘I wonder he can see anything.’

  ‘He can see you,’ she advises me. ‘There’s not much that he misses.’

  The lords of his court escort him to the bedroom door, singing bawdy songs and making jokes, but he does not allow them into our chamber. When he enters he says goodnight to the ladies so that
  everyone leaves us and has to abandon the hope that they might watch the bedding. I realise that he does this not out of any shyness, because he has no shyness, but out of kindness to me. There is
  really no need. I am not a child, I am a princess; I have been born and bred for this. I have lived all my life in the glare of a court. I know that everyone always knows everything about me and
  constantly compares me to other princesses. I am never judged for myself, I was always viewed as one of four Tudor children, and now I am weighed as one of three royal sisters. It’s never
  fair.

  James undresses himself, like a common man, throwing off his fine long gown so he stands before me in his nightshirt, and then pulls that over his head. I hear a chink like a heavy necklace as
  his nakedness is revealed to me inch by inch as the nightshirt is stripped off. Strong legs covered in thick, dark hair, a mass of dark hair at his crotch and his pizzle standing up awkwardly like
  a stallion’s, the dark line of hair over his flat belly, and then—

  ‘What’s that?’ I ask as I see a circlet of metal rings around his waist. It was this that made the little revealing chink.

  ‘That’s my manhood,’ he says, deliberately misunderstanding me. ‘I won’t hurt you, I will be gentle.’

  ‘Not that,’ I say. I was raised at court but I have been around stables and farm animals for all my life. ‘I know all about that. What is that around your waist?’

  He touches the belt lightly with his finger. ‘Oh, this.’

  I can see now that it has rubbed him raw. It is barbed and it grazes his skin every time he makes a move. The skin is rough and scarred around his waist; he must have worn this for years. He has
  been in constant irritating discomfort for years as every movement he makes scratches his skin.

  ‘This is a cilice,’ he says. ‘You must have seen one before. You who knows so much of the world that you see your husband’s cock on your wedding night, and already you
  know all about it?’

  I giggle a little. ‘I didn’t mean that. But what is the cilice for?’

  ‘It’s to remind me of my sin,’ he says. ‘When I was young, about your age, I did something very stupid, something very wrong. I did something that will send me to hell. I
  wear it to remind me that I am stupid and that I am a sinner.’

  ‘If you were my age then nobody can blame you,’ I assure him. ‘You can just confess. Confess and be given a penance.’

  ‘I can’t be forgiven just because I was young,’ he says. ‘And don’t you think that either. You can’t be forgiven because you are young or because you are
  royal or in your case because you are a woman and your mind is less steady than a man’s. You are a queen; you have to hold yourself to the highest of standards. You have to be wise, you have
  to be faithful, your word has to be your bond, you have to answer to God, not to a priest who might absolve you. No-one can absolve you for stupidity and sin if you are royal. You have to make sure
  that you never commit stupidity or sin.’

  I look at him, a little aghast, as he towers above me in my bridal chamber, his pizzle standing up and ready, a great chain cutting into his waist, stern as a judge.

  ‘Do you have to wear it now?’ I ask. ‘I mean, now?’

  He gives a little laugh. ‘No,’ he says, and he bends his head, unlinks it and removes it. He comes to the bed and gets in beside me.

  ‘It must be better to take it off,’ I say, guiding him to the thought that he might lay it aside forever.

  ‘There is no reason that you should be scratched for my sins,’ he says gently. ‘I will take it off when I am with you. There is no reason that this should hurt you at
  all.’
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  It does not hurt because he is gentle and quick and he keeps his weight off me – he is not clumsy like a stallion in the field but deft and neat. There is something very
  pleasant about being stroked all over, like a cat on someone’s lap, and his hands go everywhere on me, behind my ears and in my hair and down my back and between my legs, as if there was
  nowhere that he could not turn my skin into silk and then into cream. It has been a long day and I feel dizzy and sleepy and there is no pain at all, more a rather surprising intrusion, and then a
  sort of warm stirring, and just when it starts to get heavy and pushing, and too much, it is finished and I am left feeling nothing but warm and petted.

  ‘That’s it?’ I ask, surprised, when he gives a sigh and then comes carefully away and lies back on the pillow.

  ‘That’s it,’ he says. ‘Or at any rate, that’s it for tonight.’

  ‘I thought it hurt and there was blood,’ I say.

  ‘There is a little blood,’ he says. ‘Enough to show on the bed sheets in the morning. Enough for Lady Agnes to report to your grandmother; but it should not hurt. It should be
  a pleasure, even for a woman. Some physicians think there has to be pleasure to make a child, but I doubt that myself.’
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