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  THE ARENA


  The sun picked out sharp flints in the grey walls of the towers so that they glinted like diamonds. The heat was great, and the courtiers sweated beneath their stomachers over which their doublets were elegantly laced; they did not move even to throw back their long loose-sleeved gowns. Each man and woman among them was intent on what was going on in the arena before them, where a lion – one of the finest and fiercest in the King’s menagerie – was engaged in a bloody fight with four English mastiffs. The dogs were sturdy and game; but this lion had never been beaten. He roared his contempt of the four dogs, and the spectators cheered him.


  ‘Now, Rex, get to work,’ shouted a boy who was seated among the royal party. His cheeks were ruddy, his hair gleamed reddish gold in the sunlight; and his voice was shrill with excitement.


  The girl who sat beside him, and who was a few years older, laid a restraining hand on his arm; and several people let their attention stray from the animals to the children. Many found themselves catching the boy’s excitement, for there was something infectious about the vitality and gaiety of young Prince Henry.


  As for Henry, he was aware of nothing but the fight in the arena. He wanted the mastiffs to win, yet he did not believe they could. Rex was the finest lion in the world, which was why he had been called Rex.


  The King from his seat of honour was watchful. He sat erect, not so magnificently attired as many of his subjects, for he was a man who resented wasting money on outward show. Money, in his opinion, should be used to create more money. It had been his policy ever since Bosworth Field. And the result? A depleted treasury was now a full one, carefully watched over by the King’s miserly eye, continually augmented by his clever schemes; although he would be the first to admit that he owed a great deal to those two able ministers of his – Richard Empson and Edmund Dudley – who now sat near the royal party, their lawyers’ eyes alert.


  The King’s gaze rested briefly on his Queen – a beautiful woman of whom he was secretly proud. But he was not a man to show his feelings and would never allow Elizabeth of York to know how much he esteemed her. When a man’s claim to the throne was doubtful, when there was the hint of bastardy among his forbears, he must be careful. Henry VII was a careful man.


  Elizabeth had been a good wife and he had never regretted the marriage, even when he considered his early love for Maud Herbert and his more mature passion for Katherine Lee. He was not a man who would allow his emotions to interfere with his ambitions.


  Once Richard III had been defeated, once Henry knew that the great ambition was about to be realised, he had ceased to think of Katherine Lee; he had known there was only one suitable bride for him, and that was Elizabeth of York, that the Houses of York and Lancaster might thus be united and bring peace to England. Henry VII would never wage war if he could help it, for to him it represented the loss of gold.


  He looked at his family and allowed his feeling of pleasure temporarily to turn up the corners of his stern mouth. Two sons and two daughters.


  ‘Fair enough, fair enough,’ he murmured to himself.


  Elizabeth had been six times pregnant and they had lost only two so far, which, considering the fate of most children, was good fortune indeed.


  It was true that Arthur, the eldest and Prince of Wales, who was not quite fifteen, was a sickly boy. He was handsome enough with his pretty pink and white complexion, but that was not in his case the sign of health. Arthur coughed too much; there were occasions when he spat blood; yet he lived.


  Perhaps there would have been cause for anxiety if Arthur had not possessed such a brother as Henry. There was a Prince to delight the eyes of any parent. Glances were even now straying to this ten-year-old boy. It was the same when they went among the people. It was young Henry whom the people called for. It was for him they had their smiles. Fortunately, Arthur had the sweetest temper and knew no envy. But perhaps he was too tired to feel envy; perhaps he was grateful to this robust, vital brother who could appear so fresh at the end of a day’s riding, who always knew how to respond to the people’s applause.


  Between the two boys sat Margaret, a dignified Princess, looking older than twelve, keeping a watchful eye on her exuberant brother Henry who, strangely, did not seem to resent this. It was pleasant to see such affection between a brother and sister. And on the other side of Henry sat Mary, an enchanting creature of five years, a little wilful, because she was so pretty perhaps and doubtless over-pampered because of it.


  Four children, mused the King, and Arthur the only one whose health gives cause for anxiety. Edward’s daughter has done her duty well.


  The Queen turned to him and was smiling. She read his thoughts. She knew that he was studying the children and had been thinking: There’s time for more.


  Elizabeth of York stilled the sudden resentment which rose within her. The only real desire her husband would feel would be for the aggrandisement of the throne. She was dear to him, she knew, not because of any beauty or talents she might possess, but because she was the daughter of Edward IV, and when she married him the union had brought peace to England; she had also given him children, four of whom were living.


  There was tension among the spectators, and the King’s attention was now on the arena, where the battle was not going according to expectations. Rex was lying on his back while one of the mastiffs had him by the throat; the others were leaping on him, tearing his flesh, their jaws bloody.


  Prince Henry had risen to his feet.


  ‘They have beaten Rex,’ he cried. ‘Oh, bravo . . . bravo!’


  The cry was taken up among the spectators, as the body of Rex lay lifeless and the dogs continued to worry it.


  The Queen leaned slightly towards the King.


  ‘I would not have believed that the dogs could defeat the lion.’


  The King did not answer, but beckoned to one of the keepers of his menagerie.


  ‘Take the dogs away,’ he said; ‘remove the carcass of the lion and then return to me.’


  As the man bowed low and went off to obey the King’s command, an excited chatter broke out among the children.


  Henry was shouting: ‘Did you see? Arthur, did you see . . .?’


  Arthur was pale. He murmured: ‘I like not these sports.’ Henry laughed at him. ‘I like sport better than anything in the world, and never have I seen such a battle.’


  Mary asked: ‘What has happened to the lion?’ But no one took any notice of her.


  Margaret gripped Henry’s arm. ‘Be silent,’ she whispered. ‘Do you not see that our father is displeased?’


  Henry turned to stare at the King. ‘But why . . .’ he began. ‘I should have thought it was good sport. I . . .’


  The King’s stern eyes rested on his son. ‘Henry,’ he said, ‘one day you will learn that what you think is of far more interest to yourself than to others.’


  Henry looked puzzled, but it was impossible to check his exuberance.


  The King signed to one of the keepers. ‘Let the bears and the ban-dogs be brought on,’ he said.
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  The company stared aghast.


  Before them in the arena scaffolds had been set up and on these hung the bodies of the four English mastiffs, the dogs which, but half an hour before, had conducted themselves so valiantly against the King’s fiercest lion.


  The King silently watched the assembly. His chief counsellors, Dudley and Empson, watched also.


  The farce was ended, but everyone should have learned the lesson it was intended to convey.


  The dogs had been sentenced to death for treason. They had dared to destroy Rex the lion. They were traitors.


  The King had ordered the sentence to be read before the ropes were put about the animals’ necks. Then he had said in his low sombre voice: ‘So perish all traitors!’


  His subjects stared at the writhing dogs, but it was of the King they were thinking.


  Indeed he must be a man beset by fears since he could not resist pointing out to them the fate of those who attempted to overcome the power of kings.


  Henry rose suddenly and, as he left his seat, his family and immediate circle prepared to follow him.


  The games were over for that day.
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  The children had escaped to the privy garden. It was pleasant out of doors because a breeze was beginning to blow off the river.


  They were unusually silent, for the hanging of the four mastiffs had subdued them. Here in this pleasant garden, in which the scent of roses was very strong, they often gathered when their parents were in residence at the Palace of the Tower of London. They delighted now in its familiarity because the scene they had witnessed had been unexpected, and it was comforting to be in a place they knew so well. This they looked upon as their own little garden; here they felt shut away from the ceremony which was such a large part of their lives. The great walls of the Cradle Tower and the Well Tower formed a bastion against too curious eyes. Here they could forget they were Princes and Princesses and be children.


  Henry broke the silence. ‘But why!’ he demanded. ‘Those four brave mastiffs . . . traitors! How could they be traitors?’


  Mary began to cry. She loved dogs and she had been delighted when the four had beaten the cruel lion. Had she not been told so often that Princesses do not cry in public she would have burst into tears when she saw the ropes being put about their necks.


  ‘Hush, Mary,’ said Margaret, stern Margaret, who kept them in order as though she were the eldest. Someone, Margaret often pointed out, had to keep the family in order, and Arthur was useless in that respect.


  Mary obediently stopped crying, but it was clear that she could not forget the mastiffs.


  Arthur turned to Henry. He looked almost as old as his father in that moment. ‘It is all so easy to understand,’ he said.


  ‘But I do not understand,’ cried Henry hotly.


  ‘That is because you are but a boy for all your arrogance,’ Margaret retorted.


  ‘Do not call me a boy. I am as tall as Arthur.’


  ‘So you may be, but that does not make you grown up,’ Margaret told him.


  Arthur said almost wearily: ‘Our father had the dogs hanged because they had used their strength against Rex. Rex was the king of my father’s beasts, and Rex means King. Our father was showing all those people what happens to those who pit their strength against kings.’


  ‘But the dogs were sent into the arena to fight,’ persisted Henry. ‘It makes no sense.’


  ‘The ways of kings do not always appear to make sense,’ answered Arthur.


  ‘But I would have good sense prevail always.’


  ‘I . . . I . . . I!’ murmured Margaret. ‘You use that word more than any other, I do declare.’


  ‘Should not a King show his subjects that he is a man of good sense then?’ Henry persisted.


  ‘No,’ answered Arthur, ‘only that he is a King to be feared.’


  ‘I do not want the dogs to be dead,’ cried Mary, and began to sob loudly.


  Margaret knelt down and, taking a kerchief from her pocket, wiped Mary’s tears away. ‘Have you not been told that it is unseemly for a Princess to cry like a peasant?’


  ‘But they killed the dogs. They put ropes round their necks. They killed . . .’


  ‘I see,’ said Henry in his resonant voice, ‘that all traitors should be hanged, but . . .’


  ‘Let us talk of something else,’ commanded Margaret. ‘I must stop this child making such a noise. Now, Mary, what will your new sister say when she comes here and finds you such a cry-baby?’


  Mary stopped crying; it was obvious that she had forgotten the death of the dogs and was thinking of her new sister.


  ‘Just think,’ went on Margaret, ‘she is coming all the way across the sea to be our sister. So instead of four of us there’ll be five.’


  Arthur turned away from the group, pretending to examine one of the roses. He was embarrassed by this talk of his imminent marriage. He was a great deal more uneasy about it than he cared to admit.


  ‘Will she be big like you?’ asked Mary peering into Margaret’s face.


  ‘Bigger. She is older.’


  ‘As old as our father?’


  ‘Do not be foolish. But she is older than Arthur.’


  ‘Then she must be very old.’


  ‘Arthur is not really very old,’ put in Henry. ‘I am nearly as old as Arthur.’


  ‘Nonsense,’ said Margaret, ‘you’re five years younger.’


  ‘In five years then I shall have a marriage.’


  Margaret said sharply: ‘You are destined for the Church, Henry. That means that you’ll have no marriage.’


  ‘I shall if I want one,’ retorted Henry; his small eyes narrowed suddenly in his plump, dimpled face.


  ‘Don’t talk so foolishly.’


  ‘Arthur may not either,’ went on Henry, who did not like the idea of his brother’s having something which he could not. ‘It seems to me that his Spaniard is a long time coming.’


  Arthur turned to face them all. He said: ‘Her ships have met with disaster. It is a long and hazardous journey she has to make.’


  ‘Still,’ said Henry, ‘we heard a long time ago that she had set out . . . and still she does not come.’


  ‘There are storms in the Bay of Biscay,’ Margaret put in.


  ‘Perhaps,’ cried Henry spitefully, ‘she’ll be drowned. Then you won’t have a marriage either.’


  Arthur nodded in his mild way; but he did not look in the least perturbed by this possibility.


  Poor Arthur, thought the wise Margaret, he is not looking forward with any great pleasure to being a husband.


  It occurred to her that the subject of the Spanish marriage was not really a very much happier topic than that of the mastiffs.


  ‘I’m going to have a game of tennis,’ said Henry suddenly. That meant that he was leaving the family party – because Arthur was not good enough to play with him. Henry would go and find the sprightliest of young boys, and doubtless he would win, not only because he hated to lose and his opponents knew this, but because he really did excel at all games. Arthur would shut himself into his own apartments to read or brood. Margaret would hand Mary over to her nurses, and she herself would do a little embroidery with some chosen companions, chatting lightly but thinking of Arthur’s marriage with the Infanta of Spain and wondering what further marriages were being arranged. It was almost certain that her own would be the next. She would not be as fortunate as Arthur, who at least would stay at home. She believed she would have to go into the wild country beyond the border.
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  The Queen took an early opportunity of retiring to her own apartments. The spectacle had disgusted and alarmed her. She was shocked that her husband should have so betrayed himself. She had not dared to glance at him, sitting there stonily staring ahead at those struggling bodies, but she knew exactly how he would be looking. His lips would be tightly compressed; his eyes narrow and calculating. She understood more of his nature than he would have believed possible. She had seen much, during her lifetime, of the terrible fascination a crown had for some men and women; she had seen them face disaster and death to win and then retain it.


  Yet Henry, her husband, did not understand this. He did not understand her at all; he made no attempt to. He was a man shut in with his emotions, and shared them with none. For two things only did he betray an overwhelming passion: for the crown and for gold; and these she knew he loved with an intensity he would never feel for anything or anyone else.


  She herself was no longer young, having last February passed her thirty-fifth birthday; and during those thirty-five years what she had lacked most was security.


  Her handsome father had doted on her; he had planned a grand marriage for her, and when she was nine years old she had been affianced to Charles, who was the eldest son of Louis XI, and she remembered how at that time everyone had called her Madame la Dauphine. She remembered the French lessons she had taken at that time. It was imperative, her father had said, that she speak fluently the language of the country which would one day be her home. She had also learned to write and speak Spanish.


  Thinking of those early days, she said to herself: ‘The latter will be useful when the Infanta arrives . . . if the Infanta ever does arrive.’


  Royal marriages! How could one be sure they would ever take place until one witnessed the actual ceremony itself! Her marriage to the Dauphin had certainly not; she remembered the occasion when the news had arrived at the Palace of Westminster that Louis was seeking the hand of Margaret of Austria for his son.


  Elizabeth could recall her father’s rage; the hot red blood rushing to his face and the whites of his eyes. He had died soon after – some said of the rage this news had aroused in him.


  She had been afraid of such emotion ever since. For that was the beginning of trouble. Her father dead, her uncle taking the crown, herself with her mother and some other members of the family taking refuge in sanctuary, where her little brothers were taken from them to be lodged in the Tower – this Tower in which she now sat. Somewhere in this place were buried the bodies of those two young princes who had disappeared mysteriously from their lodgings. She could remember them so well, her little brothers whom she had loved so dearly. What had happened to them? They had stood in the way to the throne. In the way of her uncle Richard? In the way of her husband, Henry?


  She dared not think of their fate.


  It had all happened so long ago. Her uncle Richard, who had once thought of marrying her, had met his death at Bosworth Field; the Tudor dynasty had begun.


  It was this matter of hanging the mastiffs which had made her brood on the past. It was this betrayal of her husband’s fear, of his determination to show all those who might rise against him what they could expect at his hands.


  It was thus that Henry found her. He had come to her, she knew, to discover her feelings regarding the affair in the arena, though he would not ask. He never asked her advice or opinion. He was determined that she should remain his consort only. This desire to preserve his own supremacy was always present. Elizabeth knew it for a weakness which he attempted to hide by a show of arrogance.


  ‘You are resting?’ he asked.


  He had come to her unheralded. She, who remembered the pageantry of royalty with which her father had surrounded himself, even now was a little surprised by this.


  She gave him her hand which he kissed without much grace.


  ‘The heat in the arena was overpowering,’ she said. ‘At one time I was afraid Arthur would be overcome by it.’


  The King frowned. ‘The boy’s health leaves much to be desired,’ he said.


  The Queen agreed. She murmured: ‘But young Henry grows more and more like my father every day.’


  The King was not displeased; he liked to be reminded that his son’s maternal grandfather was Edward IV. But he did not wish Elizabeth to realise the extent of his pride, so he said: ‘Let us hope he does not inherit your father’s vices.’


  ‘He had many virtues,’ Elizabeth said quietly.


  ‘His virtues gave him the strength to fight for the throne; they brought men rallying to his side; but it was his vices which killed him. Let us hope young Henry will not be so fond of good food and wine, and most of all, women.’


  ‘Henry will take care of himself. It is Arthur on whose account I am so concerned.’


  ‘Soon the Infanta will be here, the marriage celebrated.’ Henry rubbed his hands together and his grave face was illumined suddenly by a smile.


  Elizabeth knew that he was contemplating the Infanta’s dowry and congratulating himself that there could not have been a more advantageous match than this one with Spain.


  Henry turned to his Queen. ‘I must be watchful of Ferdinand. I am not sure that he is to be trusted. He will try to arrange that all the advantages are on his side.’


  ‘You too are shrewd,’ his wife reminded him.


  Henry nodded. ‘It has been very necessary for me to foster shrewdness. I shall be very pleased when the dowry is in my possession and the marriage ceremony has been performed.’


  ‘It would seem that what is delaying our Infanta is not her father’s diplomacy but the weather.’


  ‘Ah, the weather. The winds of the Bay of Biscay are unaccountable, even in summer.’


  ‘What is the latest news of her journey?’


  The King hesitated. He did not share such information with any, even his ministers. But there could be no harm in telling her of the Infanta’s progress.


  ‘I have heard that her squadron is still at Laredo to which port she was forced to return on account of the storms. It seems to me that Ferdinand and Isabella are deliberately keeping her there to delay her arrival in England.’


  ‘No doubt the Queen finds it hard for a mother to part with her daughter.’


  The King grunted impatiently. ‘This is a girl who is to become Princess of Wales. I should have thought they would have been as distressed by the delay as we are.’


  There was a great deal he did not understand, thought Elizabeth; and never would. This husband of hers was without emotions except those of ambition.


  ‘Yet,’ murmured the Queen, ‘I have heard that Queen Isabella is loth to lose her daughter.’


  ‘And she is said to be a great Queen!’


  Henry was thoughtful; he was recalling the rumours he had heard concerning the relationship of the Spanish King and Queen with whom his own family would soon be linked in marriage. It was said that Isabella never forgot that she was the Queen of Castile and the senior in the royal partnership. Henry, glancing swiftly at his Queen, was once more grateful to the fate which had given him such a woman.


  In an unguarded moment he said: ‘I think some of our subjects were a little shocked by the hanging of the traitors.’


  ‘The four dogs? I think many were.’


  ‘And you?’


  He so rarely allowed a personal note to creep into their relationship that she was momentarily startled.


  ‘I . . . I was surprised.’


  ‘It is not a pleasant death,’ said the King. ‘It is well to remind ambitious men of this now and then.’


  He was smiling but his smile was cold. He had been on the verge of telling her that he intended to send an English sailor to Laredo – a Devon pilot who could lead the fleet of the Spanish Infanta to England without delay; but he changed his mind.


  Elizabeth was critical of his conduct and he would endure no criticisms from any man or woman living.


  He said: ‘Matters of state demand my attention. Tonight I shall visit you.’


  She bowed her head in acquiescence, but she was afraid. Must there be another pregnancy, another child who, it was more than likely, would never grow to maturity?


  It seemed such a short time ago that little Edmund had died. It was heart-breaking when they lived a little while and one grew to love them. A pretty child, Edmund, but to suffer such discomfort, such pain, and then to give birth to a sickly child over whom one watched with anxiety until one suffered yet another loss!


  I am too old, too weak for more childbearing, she thought. But she said nothing. What use would it have been to complain to him – to say: I have given you six children, four of whom are living. Do they not suffice?


  His answer would be cool and to the point. A Queen must go on bearing children as long as possible. It is her duty.


  Did he, she wondered, ever give a thought to Katherine Lee, her own maid of honour? If he did, not even Katherine would know it. She doubted whether Henry was ever unfaithful to herself even in thought.


  She had married a strange man, a cold man; but at least she had a faithful husband. Henry would indulge in a sexual relationship for only one purpose: the procreation of children; and to procreate children with any other partner than his wife would in his opinion be an unnecessary act.


  There were times when the Queen of England wanted to cast aside her dignity and laugh aloud; but that would be hysterical laughter and the Queen was no more given to hysterical outbursts than her husband was.


  So she bowed her head and told herself that she must inform her women that this would be one of the nights which the King would spend in her bed.


  [image: image]Chapter II[image: image]


  THE MARRIAGE OF ARTHUR, PRINCE OF WALES


  The Infanta stood on deck and watched the Spanish coastline fade from view.


  When would she see it again? she wondered.


  Doña Elvira Manuel, the stern and even formidable duenna whom Queen Isabella had put in charge of the Infanta and her maids of honour, was also gazing at the land she was leaving; but Elvira did not share the Infanta’s sorrow. When she left Spain her authority began, and Elvira was a woman who dearly loved power.


  She laid her hand on the Infanta’s arm and said: ‘You should not grieve. You are going to a new land whose Queen you will surely be one day.’


  The Infanta did not answer. How could she expect Elvira Manuel to understand. She was praying silently, praying for courage, that she would not disgrace her family, that she would be able to remember all that her mother had taught her.


  It had been a mistake to think of her mother. The thought had conjured up an image of that stern yet loving face which had changed in recent years. The Infanta remembered Queen Isabella, always full of quiet dignity but at the same time possessed of a purposeful energy. Sorrow had changed her – that sorrow which had come to her through her great love for her children.


  In Spain I was dearly loved, thought the Infanta. What will happen to me in England? Who will love me there? I am not even beautiful as my maids of honour are. I shall look plainer than ever, compared with them. It was not kind of my father-in-law to stipulate that my maids of honour should all be handsome.


  ‘All will be different,’ she whispered.


  Elvira Manuel said quickly: ‘Your Highness spoke?’


  ‘I merely said that nothing will be the same, in this new land, as it has been in Spain. Even my name will be different. From now on I am no longer Catalina; I am Katharine. And they say there is little summer in England.’


  ‘It cannot be colder there than it is in some parts of Spain.’


  ‘But we shall miss the sun.’


  ‘When you have children of your own you will not care whether or not the sun shines.’


  The Infanta turned away and looked at the heaving waters. Yes, she thought, a son. Children would make her happy; she knew that. And she would have children. Her very device was the pomegranate, which to the Arabs signified fruitfulness. It reminded her of the pomegranate trees which grew so profusely, with the myrtle, in the gardens of the Alhambra. Whenever she saw her device, and she knew it would throughout her life be constantly with her, she would always remember the patios of Granada and the glistening waters in the fountains. She would think of her childhood, her parents and her brother and sisters. Would she always think of them with this deep yearning? Perhaps when she had children of her own she would overcome this desire to be back in her own childhood.


  But it was long before she could expect children; and in the meantime she could only yearn for home.


  ‘Oh, Mother,’ she whispered, ‘I would give everything I have to be with you now.’


  In the royal apartments in the Alhambra Queen Isabella would be thinking of her now. She could be certain of that. The Queen would pray for her daughter’s safety at sea until she reached England; then she would pray that her Catalina’s marriage with her English Prince might be fruitful, that Catalina might achieve a happiness which had been denied her sisters, Isabella and Juana, her brother Juan.


  The Infanta shivered and Elvira said sharply: ‘A breeze is rising, Highness. You should retire to your cabin.’


  ‘I am warm enough,’ was the answer. She was unaware of the wind. She was thinking of early days in the nursery when they were all together. She felt almost unbearably sad to recall those days when she had sat at her mother’s knee while her sisters, Isabella and Maria, had worked at their tapestry and Juan read aloud to them. Her sister Juana had neither sat at her needlework nor read, nor nestled quietly at their mother’s feet – restless Juana who gave them all cause for such anxiety!


  Her sister Isabella and her brother Juan were tragically dead; Maria had gone into Portugal recently to marry Isabella’s widower, Emanuel, King of Portugal. She would be happy there, for Emanuel was a kindly gentle man and would cherish Maria for the sake of her sister whom he had dearly loved. And Juana? Who could say what was happening to Juana? Her life would never run smoothly. There had been rumours that all was not well with her marriage to the handsome Archduke Philip and that in the Brussels court there was many a stormy scene of jealousy which ended in outbursts of strange conduct on Juana’s part.


  All her life the Infanta had realised what a deep shadow her sister Juana cast over her mother’s happiness.


  But that was the family she was leaving. What of the new one to which she was going?


  ‘Arthur, Margaret, Henry, Mary.’ She whispered their names. They would be her companions now; and to them she would be Katharine . . . no longer Catalina.


  She was going into a new country. The King and Queen of England would be her father and mother now. ‘We shall regard the Infanta as our own daughter, and her happiness shall be our main concern . . .’ Thus wrote the King of England to her mother, who had shown her those words.


  ‘You see,’ the Queen had said, ‘you will have a new family, so perhaps you will soon forget us all at home.’


  At that she had been unable to preserve the dignity which was considered necessary to an Infanta of Spain, and had flung herself into her mother’s arms and sobbed: ‘I shall never forget you. I shall never cease to long for my return.’


  Her mother had wept with her. Only we, her children, know how gentle she is, thought the Infanta. Only we know that she is the best mother in the world and that necessarily our hearts must break to leave her.


  It was different, saying goodbye to her father.


  He embraced her affectionately, kissed her fondly, but his eyes gleamed, not with tears at the parting but with satisfaction at the marriage. If he had had his way she would have been despatched to England long before. He needed the friendship of England; he was eager for this marriage. He was fond of her, but the great loves of his life were power and money, and his feeling for his children was always second to the advantages they could bring him.


  He had not attempted to hide his delight at the parting. There was little that was subtle about Ferdinand.


  ‘Why, daughter,’ he had said, ‘you’ll be Princess of Wales, and I’ll warrant it won’t be long before you’re Queen of England. You’ll not forget your home, my child?’


  His meaning was different from that of her mother. The Queen meant: You will remember the love we bear each other, the happiness we have had together, all that I have taught you which will help you to bear your trials with fortitude. Ferdinand meant: Do not forget that you are a Spaniard. When you are at the Court of England be continually on the alert for the advantages of Spain.


  ‘Write often,’ Ferdinand had said, putting his lips close to her ear. ‘You know the channels through which any secret information should be sent to me.’


  She closed her eyes now and looked at the grey waters.


  It was true, a storm was rising. The hazards of the sea were all about her. What if she should never reach England?


  She gripped the rail and thought of Isabella and Juan, both of whom had finished with earthly trials. How long would it be before her mother joined them?


  Such thoughts were wicked. She, not yet sixteen, to long for death!


  Only in that moment had she realised the depth of her fear.


  This is cowardice, she told herself sharply. How do I know what awaits me in England?


  [image: image]


  Sick from the rocking of the ship, cold and drenched with sea water, Katharine stood on deck watching the land which grew more and more distinct as she stood there.


  England! The land in which she was destined to be Queen.


  Elvira was at her side. ‘Highness, you should prepare yourself to meet the King.’


  ‘Do you think he will be at Plymouth to greet me?’


  ‘Surely he will, and the Prince with him. Come! We must make you ready to receive them.’


  They went to her cabin where her maids of honour clustered round her. All so much prettier than I, she thought; and she imagined Arthur, looking at them and being disappointed because she was the Infanta and his bride.


  ‘We are far from London,’ said Elvira. ‘I have heard that the journey to the capital will last three weeks.’


  Katharine thought: Three weeks! What did it matter what discomfort she had to endure if it meant postponing the ceremony for three weeks!


  When she was ready to go on deck the ship already lay at anchor. A beautiful sight met her eyes; the sun had come out and was discovering brilliants on the blue water. Stretched before her was the lovely coast of Devon, the grass of which was greener than any she had ever seen; and the gorse was golden.


  Before her was Plymouth Hoe, and she saw that many people had gathered there and that they carried banners on which were the words – she knew little English but they were translated for her: ‘Welcome to the Princess of Wales!’ ‘God bless the Infanta of Spain!’


  There was the sound of cheering as she came on deck with her ladies, and she found that her spirits were lifted. Then she heard the bells ringing out and she saw a small boat approaching the ship; in it was a company of splendidly dressed men.


  The English pilot who had brought them safely to England came to Katharine’s side and bowing to the veiled figure said: ‘Your Highness, you are safe from the sea. This is Plymouth Sound and the people of Devon are eager to show you how glad they are to have you with them. Here come the Mayor and his aldermen to give you formal welcome.’


  She turned to an interpreter who stood beside her and told him to ask whether the King and Prince of Wales were in Plymouth.


  ‘I doubt they could make the journey to Plymouth, Your Highness,’ was the answer. ‘We are three weeks’ journey from London. But they will have sent orders that all are to welcome you right royally until they can do so themselves.’


  She had a feeling that this was an apology for the absence of his King and Prince. It need not have been made to her. She was relieved that she could have a little respite before she met them.


  She received the Mayor and his aldermen as graciously as even her mother could have wished.


  ‘Tell them I am happy to be with them,’ she said. ‘I am grateful that I have escaped the perils of the sea. I see a church steeple there. I would first like to go to church and give thanks for my safe arrival.’


  ‘It shall be as Her Highness commands,’ was the Mayor’s answer.


  Then Katharine came ashore and the people of Plymouth crowded about her.


  ‘Why,’ they said, ‘she is naught but a child.’ For although her face was veiled there was no doubt that she was young, and there was many a mother in the crowd who wiped her eyes to think of a young girl’s leaving her home and going to a strange land.


  How brave she was! She gave no sign of her disquiet. ‘She’s a Princess,’ they said, ‘every inch a Princess. God bless her.’


  Thus Katharine of Aragon rode through the streets of Plymouth to give thanks for her safe arrival in England and to pray that she might give no offence to the people of her new country, but please them in every way.


  Her spirits rose a little as she went through those streets in which the tang of the sea was evident. She smiled at the fresh faces which pressed forward to glimpse her. Their free and easy manners were strange to her; but they were showing her that they were pleased to see her, and that gave infinite comfort to a lonely girl.


  [image: image]


  The journey towards London had begun; it was inevitably a slow one, for the people of England had been commanded by their King to show a hearty welcome to the Princess from Spain. They needed no such injunctions; they were ever ready to accept an excuse for gaiety.


  In the villages and towns through which the cavalcade passed the people halted its progress. The Princess must see their folk dances, must admire the floral decorations and the bonfires which were all in her honour.


  They were attracted by this quiet Princess. She was such a child, such a shy, dignified young girl.


  It was a pleasant journey indeed from Plymouth to Exeter, and Katharine was astonished by the warmth and brilliance of the sun. She had been told to expect mists and fog, but this was as pleasant as the Spanish sunshine; and never before had she seen such cool green grass.


  At Exeter the nature of the journey changed. In that noble city she found more ceremony awaiting her than she had received in Plymouth, and she realised that thus it would be as she drew nearer to the capital.


  Waiting to receive her was Lord Willoughby de Broke, who told her that he was High Steward of the King’s household and that it was the express command of His Majesty that all should be done for her comfort.


  She assured him that nothing more could be done for her than had been done already; but he bowed and smiled gravely as though he believed she could have no notion of the extent of English hospitality.


  Now about her lodgings were ranged the men at arms and yeomen, all in the royal green and white liveries – and a pleasant sight they were.


  She made the acquaintance of her father’s ambassador to England and Scotland, Don Pedro de Ayala, an amusing and very witty man, whose stay in England seemed to have robbed him of his Spanish dignity. There was also Dr de Puebla, a man whom she had been most anxious to meet because Ferdinand had warned her that if she had any secret matter to impart to him she might do it through Puebla.


  Both these men, she realised, were to some extent her father’s spies, as most ambassadors were for their own countries. And how different were these two: Don Pedro de Ayala was an aristocrat who had received the title of Bishop of the Canaries. Handsome, elegant, he knew how to charm Katharine with his courtly manners. Puebla was of humble origin, a lawyer who had reached his present position through his own ingenuity. He was highly educated and despised all those who were not; and Ayala he put into this category, for the Bishop had spent his youth in riotous living and, since he came of a noble family, had not thought it necessary to achieve scholarship.


  Puebla’s manner was a little sullen, for he told himself that if all had gone as he had wished he should have greeted the Infanta without the help of Ayala. As for Ayala, he was fully aware of Puebla’s feelings towards him and did everything he could to aggravate them.


  As they left Exeter, Don Pedro de Ayala rode beside Katharine, and Lord Willoughby de Broke was on her other side, while Puebla was jostled into the background and fumed with rage because of this.


  Ayala talked to Katharine in rapid Castilian which he knew Willoughby de Broke could not understand.


  ‘I trust Your Highness has not been put out by this outrageous fellow, Puebla.’


  ‘Indeed no,’ replied Katharine. ‘I found him most
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