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    Novelettes


    Theo, Earl of Suffolk


    Barbara, Lady Villiers


    Henry, the King’s Cavalier


    
 

    
 

    "Her world and characters are so real I wanted to remain there. I loved this book, and the Lydiard Chronicles are now on my list of all-time favorite historical novels. A fantastic read."


    Editor’s Choice, Historic Novel Society Book Review


    
 

    “Ms St. John’s writing is remarkable, with many a brilliant turn-of-phrase, stunning imagery, and delicately vivid depictions of the passion between the (mostly) happily married lords and ladies and their stalwart heroism A dramatic and romantic novel of courage and faith.”


    Three-time BRAG Medallion Winner


    
 

    " Ms St.John has made history come alive and WOW, what a journey. This is a book that will break your heart, but at the same time, mend it. It is exceptional. When historical fiction is written this way, there is no such thing as too much."


    2019 Book of the Year, The Coffee Pot Book Club


    


  
    About COUNTERPOINT: Theo, Earl of Suffolk


     


    A counterpoint is a melody played in conjunction with another, or an opposing viewpoint in an argument. Our lives are complex, and each one of us carries within us a counterpoint to another’s story. A man may fall in love and declare eternal fidelity. Or, he may be tricked into marrying another. By your sister.


    Here is a counterpoint to Lucy St.John, the Lady of the Tower.


    


  
    About the Author and the Lydiard Chronicles


     


    Elizabeth St.John spends her time between California, England, and the past. A best-selling author, historian and genealogist, she has tracked down family papers and residences from Lydiard Park and Nottingham Castle to Richmond Palace and the Tower of London. Although the family sold a few country homes along the way (it's hard to keep a good castle going these days), Elizabeth's family still occupy them - in the form of portraits, memoirs, and gardens that carry their imprint. And the occasional ghost. But that's a different story...


    
 

    Lydiard House and Park, ancestral home of the St.John family, is a beautiful country house and parkland set in the Wiltshire countryside. Along with precious artwork and furniture within the house and the beautifully restored 17th century walled garden, the adjacent church of St. Mary’s hosts one of the country’s most exquisite collections of 17th century monuments.


    
 

    The Friends of Lydiard Park is an independent charity founded in 2005 dedicated to supporting the conservation and continued enhancement of Lydiard House and Park.


    
 

    https://www.friendsoflydiardpark.org.uk


    www.elizabethjstjohn.com


    


  
    Characters


     


    Theophilus Howard, Earl of Suffolk


    Edward Villiers, his friend


    Lucy St.John, (The Lady of the Tower)


    Barbara St.John, her sister


    Anne Leighton, Lucy and Barbara’s sister-in-law


    Lady Joan St.John, Lucy and Barbara’s stepmother


    Frances Howard, Duchess of Somerset, Theo’s sister


    


  
    Counterpoint: Theo, Earl of Suffolk


     


    “Till one of greater name, estate and reputation happened to fall deeply in love with her.


    Lucy St.John


    August, 1607


     


     


    This prosperous Wiltshire countryside, these thriving deer forests and ripe fields of burnished wheat were all mine. Well, mine to inherit. Along with the palace in London, the other country houses, the revenues, the patents and offices; all were possessions my father had worked so hard to secure, rebuilding the Howard dynasty after the disastrous season we experienced under the Tudors.


    And yet why did I ride to the house party at Charlton Park with a cloud over my head and a weight in my heart?


    Simple. An age-old question wrestled with throughout eternity by kings and the nobility. An arranged marriage.


    When a girl-child is betrothed at the tender age of six to a man of two and twenty years, is he bound by such an arrangement?


    This question plagued me heavily today, for my father insisted that the freshly inked agreement was legal and binding. Perhaps if King James himself had not stood witness, the girl being the daughter of his favorite, the Earl of Hume, I could challenge this.


    “Bad luck, Theo,” my sister had scoffed, she who rages about the folly of childhood contracts and disavows her own disastrous union with the Earl of Essex. “I shall divorce my impotent husband, you wait and see.”


    Divorce? Unheard of. But still, Frances gave me hope I may be able to void a contract that hangs around my neck like a millstone. So much for choosing a bride I might find comely or interesting. What promise did a scrawny six-year-old offer?


    “Ignore Frances, for she will grow accustomed to her marriage,” my mother had countered. “’You, Theophilus, are the celebrated heir of the Howard family, Earls of Suffolk, and the proudest nobles in England. Your betrothal stands, for with a heritage such as yours comes the responsibility of securing the dynasty.”


    Our record of preserving family succession left much to be desired. Cousins imprisoned, grandfathers executed, and so many relatives in the Tower of London that the fortress could be one of our residences.


    And so here I was, doomed to a lifetime affixed to some Scottish earl’s daughter. Dear God. I might even have to remove to Scotland. I shuddered.


     “Why so glum, Theo? Anyone would think you were attending a funeral, not a party.” Edward’s voice interrupted my musing. I grunted a reply and gathered up my horse’s reins. He and his Villiers brothers thought of little more than entertainment. But then, as far as I could tell, they had few other responsibilities in their meager Leicestershire manor. Come to think of it, until my succession, neither did I.


    The majestic towers of Charlton Park appeared over the new-growth forest. My thoughts slithered from the prison sentence of my betrothal and jumped to the delightful company awaiting me. I may be betrothed, but since when did obligations stand in the way of enjoyment?


    “Frances promised a celebration to rival that of any at court,” continued my friend as he rode alongside, his horse easily keeping pace with mine. The mount should do so. He picked one of the best in my stable. “And I have heard she brings Will Shakespeare and the King’s Men to perform for us. His stories of unrequited love are bound to wake the passions in a few of the maidens attending.”


    “Edward, do you think of nothing save women?” I was parched. Female company would be pleasant right now, but the dust from the road had worked up a great thirst for ale in my throat.


    “Is there else to think of? If I consider my finances, I become most sorrowful. I would rather dwell on opportunity than loss,” he replied, cheerful as always in the face of his problems.


    I laughed aloud at that, for God knew Edward borrowed more from me than the Jews lent in Florence. But his merry company provided just compensation, and he knew me better than many a friend who had schooled with me on the Continent.


    “Come, Frances and the players lie ahead,” I called. “And we’ll have the devil to pay if we keep my sister waiting!”


    I urged my tired horse forward in a gallop in my eagerness to reach Charlton Park and the promise of a glorious week of dancing, music, and feasting. Edward gave a whoop of excitement and rode neck and neck with me. My betrothal could wither in the dust at the side of the road as far as I cared. And Edward was never one to remind me of my commitments.


     

     

     

    Charlton Park stood before me, a thousand panes of glass flashing in the hot August sun, the Suffolk pennants flying from every pinnacle. I must admit even I was impressed. No longer was this an old country estate, my mother’s simple childhood home. This was a palace, a house of great note. “Look at me,” the mansion boasted. “Look at me and be awestruck. The Earl of Suffolk has money, the king’s ear, and a quiver full of sons to carry on the name.”


    “So all this will be yours,” Edward remarked as we drew our horses up in front of the palace. We’d left the baggage carts and our servants far behind. And glad I was to travel lightly. The king might like to go on procession across the land like a caravan of gipcyans, but I preferred to travel swiftly and alone. I was not one for ceremony; give me a handful of trusty friends and a swift horse to ride. I would rather a hunting party than a hundred court progressions.


    “One day, yes,” I replied. In truth, I was more interested in the fair that was situated at the foot of the house, for I spied colorful minstrels and dancers. An oud player sat cross-legged on a platform, plucking the strings in a rapid
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