
		
			
				[image: Cover for Fatal Throne: The Wives of Henry VIII Tell All]
			

		

	
		
		
			
			
				
					[image: Book Title, Fatal Throne: The Wives of Henry VIII Tell All, Subtitle, by M. T. Anderson, Candace Fleming, Stephanie Hemphill, Lisa Ann Sandell, Jennifer Donnelly, Linda Sue Park, Deborah Hopkinson, Author, by M. T. Anderson, Candace Fleming, Stephanie Hemphill, Lisa Ann Sandell, Jennifer Donnelly, Linda Sue Park, Deborah Hopkinson, Imprint, Schwartz & Wade]
				

			

		

	
		
		
			
			Text copyright © 2018 by M. T. Anderson, Jennifer Donnelly, Candace Fleming, Stephanie Hemphill, Deborah Hopkinson, Linda Sue Park, Lisa Ann Sandell

			Cover art copyright © 2020 by Jenna Stempel-Lobell

			Cover design images courtesy of Mashakotcur/Shutterstock and Matrioshka/Shutterstock

			Interior illustrations © 2018 Jessica Roux

			All rights reserved. Published in the United States by Schwartz & Wade Books, an imprint of Random House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

			Schwartz & Wade Books and the colophon are trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

			Visit us on the Web! GetUnderlined.com

			Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us at RHTeachersLibrarians.com

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

			Names: Anderson, M. T., author. | Donnelly, Jennifer, author. | Fleming, Candace, author. | Hemphill, Stephanie, author. | Hopkinson, Deborah, author. | Park, Linda Sue, author. | Sandell, Lisa Ann, author.

			Title: Fatal throne : the wives of Henry VIII tell all / M. T. Anderson, Jennifer Donnelly, Candace Fleming, Stephanie Hemphill, Deborah Hopkinson, Linda Sue Park, Lisa Ann Sandell.

			Description: First edition. | New York : Schwartz & Wade Books, [2018] |

			Summary: Seven award-winning young adult authors illuminate the lives of Britain’s King Henry VIII and his six wives from different viewpoints.

			Identifiers: LCCN 2017024872 (print) | LCCN 2017038961 (ebook) | ISBN 978-1-5247-1621-9 (ebook) | ISBN 978-1-5247-1619-6 (hardcover) | ISBN 978-1-5247-1620-2 (library binding) | ISBN 978-0-525-64448-4 (intl. tr. pbk.)

			Subjects: | CYAC: Henry VIII, King of England, 1491–1547—Fiction. | Kings, queens, rulers, etc.—Fiction. | Courts and courtiers—Fiction. | Great Britain—History—Henry VIII, 1509–1547—Fiction.

			Classification: LCC PZ7.A54395 (ebook) | LCC PZ7.A54395 Fat 2018 (print) | DDC [Fic]—dc23

			Ebook ISBN 9781524716219

			Random House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and celebrates the right to read.

			ep_prh_5.2_c0_r1

		

	
		
			Contents

			
				Cover

				Title Page

				Copyright

				Before You Begin: Jennifer Donnelly

			

			
				Katharine of Aragon: Candace Fleming

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Anne Boleyn: Stephanie Hemphill

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Jane Seymour: Lisa Ann Sandell

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Anna of Cleves: Jennifer Donnelly

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Catherine Howard: Linda Sue Park

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Kateryn Parr: Deborah Hopkinson

				
					Henry VIII: M. T. Anderson

				

			

			
				Queen Elizabeth I: M. T. Anderson

			

			
				Tudor Timeline

				Who’s Who in the Court

				Acknowledgments

				A Bibliographic Afterword

				About the Authors

			

		

	
		
		
			
			
				
					[image: Before You Begin]
				

			

			This book is about the six queens of Henry VIII.

			We know much about Henry. In the centuries since his death, hundreds of books have been written about him.

			Intelligent, charismatic, and handsome, the young Tudor king was loved and admired. He was brave, artistic, and athletic. He could debate theology, discourse on astronomy and medicine, compose music, joust, play tennis, and dance—all with grace and ease.

			Henry ruled England from 1509 to 1547, at a time when his country was still emerging from the shadows of the late Middle Ages. Life was hard. Most people didn’t live to see forty due to disease and the perils of childbirth. Women had few rights. Education was only for the privileged few; most of Henry’s subjects could not read or write.

			When Henry took the throne, the Renaissance had been flourishing in Europe for over a century, but England was only beginning to embrace its humanist ideals. Bold advances had been made in science and technology by thinkers such as Copernicus and da Vinci. Painters like Raphael and Titian, and writers like Dante, had introduced a new realism into the arts. Theologians such as Erasmus and Martin Luther were calling for reforms to the excesses of the Catholic Church, and Gutenberg’s printing press was speeding the dissemination of their radical ideas.

			
			Little would anyone have guessed in 1509 that Henry—a new, untested king—would eventually use those ideas to break with the past and set England on a course toward seismic political, economic, and social change.

			Every king, no matter how powerful, faces threats to his rule, and Henry was no exception. He needed healthy, vigorous sons to strengthen his hold on the throne, but his first wife could not produce them. So he decided to get rid of her. The Pope, head of the Catholic Church, did not like that, so Henry got rid of him, too, and thrust Catholic England headlong into the Protestant Reformation.

			We know much about Henry…but what of that discarded wife? And the five who followed her?

			Too often, the six queens are seen only in their relationship to a forceful, mercurial king. Katharine of Aragon is the old battle-axe; Anne Boleyn, the seductress. Jane Seymour is the good wife; Anna of Cleves, the ugly frump. Catherine Howard is the giddy bubblehead; Kateryn Parr, the stoical matron.

			But these women had lives of their own. They had dreams and hopes. Ideas. Opinions. Ambitions. They were fighters. Thinkers. Politicians. Strategists. They led troops into battle and hunted on horseback. They read, danced, intrigued, and sewed. They had children they loved. Pets they adored. They gave money to the poor and supported artists and scholars. They ate peacocks and swans, wore pearls in their hair and diamonds on their sleeves.

			They defied expectations—Henry’s, and our own.

			My fellow writers and I have spent days, weeks, and months with their ghosts.

			
			We’ve pored over books and essays. We’ve dug through papers and proclamations, read writs and acts, diaries and depositions.

			We’ve stared at their portraits, trying to decipher their souls from their expressions. We’ve stood in the rooms they stood in. Ate in. Loved, argued, danced, and died in. We’ve followed them down paths they trod, gazed at the hills, valleys, and rivers they knew.

			We’ve come to know the ghosts. We’ve asked them many questions.

			And they’ve deigned to answer.

			This book holds their stories.

			The ghosts, in turn, forever hold pieces of our hearts.

			
				
				[image: ]

			A NOTE ABOUT SPELLING:

			Several of the Tudor queens in this book have the same names. To avoid confusion, we have chosen alternate spellings in order to easily differentiate each queen from the others—as with Katharine of Aragon, Catherine Howard, and Kateryn Parr.
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			24 JULY 1527[image: ]

			The world is still dark beyond my window, but I can make out the tall figure of my husband, King Henry VIII of England, in the stable yard below. Beside him stands his lover, the torchlight glowing on her smooth, young skin. They are readying to ride out. Just the two of them. Together.

			I watch as he helps her up into her saddle, lifts her easily, holds her. For a moment, he cradles her little leather boot in his hand, caressing it tenderly, before making sure it is safe in the stirrup. My breath snags.

			She laughs playfully, flirting, her eyes never leaving his as she places a hand on his upturned face.

			I sink into a chair. “Madre de Dios, ayudadame,” I whisper. Mother of God, help me.

			My lady Maud Parr comes into the room. She looks startled to see me. “Your Grace, what are you doing up so early?” she asks.

			“Sleep is impossible.” I pick up my sewing, a shirt I am embroidering for Henry.

			Maud sits across from me. “I must tell you something,” she says.

			I try very hard to listen. But the memory of Henry laughing with Anne, of him holding her in his arms, blots out everything else.

			“Your Grace?” Maud says.

			I blink. “Please, begin again.”

			I slip my hands inside the sleeves of my husband’s shirt as she gathers herself to tell me about the letter Cardinal Wolsey has sent to His Holiness in Rome. In it the cardinal claims I was not a virgin when I married Henry. That I made love with his brother, Prince Arthur, when he was my husband, and that I lied about it. That I am lying about it still. That because of my treachery, my marriage to Henry is not a true union.

			The cardinal is appealing to the Pope to declare Henry’s and my eighteen years together illegal. He is entreating the Pope to grant the King permission to marry again.

			
			Maud pauses before telling me the rest.

			Perhaps, she wonders, the cardinal felt he needed to make a stronger case against me, because in the same letter he accuses me of being a sex-crazed woman who lured Henry into a forbidden marriage to satisfy my carnal pleasures.

			Me!

			And then—¡por Dios!—the cardinal tells His Holiness that my husband finds me too repulsive to sleep with because my sex organs are diseased. He says Henry has vowed never to use my body again; that it is too dangerous to his royal person; that lying with me will make the King sick.

			I push the shirt’s long sleeves up my arms and rub my face against its fine linen. Cardinal Wolsey is the King’s closest advisor. He cannot have written such lies without my husband’s consent.

			How can Henry hate me so?

			I remember our wedding night, the feel of his hands on my trembling skin; the hot, stinging pain of our first loving; the blissful relief of lying in his strong, steady arms, a true wife at last.

			I pull my hands free of the shirt and lay it across my lap. I know Henry better than anyone else, certainly better than Anne Boleyn, for I have known him as a boy and a man; as a brother and a husband. Our destinies have been entwined almost since birth.

			“I was betrothed in marriage to the Prince of Wales when I was but a child of three,” I say.

			“Indeed?” replies Maud.

			I nod. “As Princess of Spain, I was a flesh-and-blood treaty, a breathing alliance between our two countries. And when I was fifteen I sailed to England to become his wife, and the future Queen.”

			Maud gets up and pours us both a small cup of wine. “I would have liked to have known you then, Your Grace.”

			“Oh, I was so young, and so sorry to leave my mother and my home. But it was God’s will that I go. I had unshakable confidence in Him—that He had favoured me and destined me for the greatest of things. I had no doubt that I would carry out my sacred obligation to fill the royal nursery with babies, most especially boys—heirs for the Tudor line.” I pause. “It was la voluntad de Dios, the will of God, you see.”

			
			Maud nods with sympathy.

			“But now the King has decided to rid himself of me. What can I do to stop him? Henry always gets what he wants. He takes it as his divine right.”

			I cover my eyes with my hand. “Oh, Maud, after all these years of marriage, is it truly God’s will that it now be over?”

			It is a question without answer.

			In silence we drink our wine as the sun creeps slowly in through the windows, and my life unwinds before me like a spool of embroidery thread.

			NOVEMBER 1501[image: ]

			I prayed to the Holy Mother for courage: “Santa Madre, dadme coraje.” Had I not prepared for this moment all my life? And yet, when my friend and lady-in-waiting María de Salinas left me standing alone in my wedding gown in the great hall of the Bishop’s Palace, I felt like weeping.

			Stop this! I told myself. Such behaviour will not do. A princess must preserve the dignity of her rank no matter what the cost. She must appear calm, with the peaceful composure of Christ Himself. Biting my trembling lip, I recalled my mother’s advice: “Keep your chin up and smile, and no one will know you feel differently.”

			But, oh, it was so difficult! My new home, England, was such a strange place. I neither spoke the language nor understood the customs. I knew no one, not even la familia I was now part of—King Henry VII, Queen Elizabeth, and their children, Arthur, Margaret, Henry, and Mary. I had been here but a fortnight and had met them but once, to finalize the details of my wedding.

			
			My wedding! In just minutes, I would become the wife of a boy I barely knew: Prince Arthur, a thin, delicate fifteen-year-old who coughed often and tired easily. And who would one day be King.

			I crossed myself and sent up a silent prayer. “Santa Madre, favour our marriage that we may fulfil your sacred purpose and—”

			A boy’s voice broke into my holy petitions. “I have arrived, Princess!” It was Arthur’s younger brother, Prince Henry, come to escort me across the walkway into la catedral.

			When he saw me, his mouth fell open with surprise.

			I was dressed in the Spanish style, in layers of white satin that billowed out over the wide hoops beneath my skirt. On my head I wore a jewelled coronet from which an intricate lace veil edged in pearls and precious stones cascaded to my waist.

			“You look pretty,” Henry said in Latin, the one language we both understood.

			Unlike his brother, the ten-year-old Henry had the appearance of a boy who embraced life. His handsome face was round and pink-cheeked, his hair gleamed reddish gold, and his blue eyes sparked with wit and mischief. Although he was six years my junior, the Prince stood as tall as I, and radiated life in a way Arthur did not.

			I bowed my head at his compliment. “I am glad you think so.”

			“It makes no difference if I think you’re pretty,” he retorted. “You are meant to please Arthur.” He looked suddenly sullen. “It is his wedding day.”

			“Someday you will have a wedding, too.”

			“I shan’t have one as magnificent as this, with feasts and tourneys and pageants.” He pouted. “I am only a second son.”

			“You are still a prince,” I reminded him.

			
			He said something in English before catching himself. “Will we always have to speak to you in Latin?”

			I shook my head. “Already, I am learning my new language.” I recited in stumbling English, “Good day…please…thank you.”

			He made a face. “That is not very good.” He patted his velvet doublet. “Now, I am very clever at languages, much more clever than Arthur. I read French and Latin and English, and I am starting Greek. I am very musical, too—”

			Trumpets blared.

			Henry blinked as if he had forgotten our purpose. Then he offered his arm. “It is time.”

			We stepped from the palacio.

			At the sight of us, a great roaring cheer from the crowds in the streets rose into the misty air.

			“Huzzah for our Princess! Huzzah for our Prince Harry!”

			Henry puffed out his chest.

			But I suddenly felt weak. Clutching his arm tighter, and glad of its strength, I moved with him towards the cathedral. Smile, I told myself. Keep your chin up and smile.

			The great church was packed, every possible space taken. People stood in the rood lofts and vaults; they perched on the wide sills beneath the windows; they pressed shoulder-to-shoulder against the tapestry-hung stone walls. Henry and I mounted the steps to the raised wooden walkway the King had ordered built along the entire length of the nave so that all might behold the marriage. As we slowly advanced, the congregation gaped and whispered. Before us an even higher platform had been built at the altar. Upon it stood eighteen robed and mitred bishops and abbots—the greatest men of the Church, come from all corners of the Tudor kingdom to sanctify this union between Spain and England.

			Arthur waited there, watching us draw near. Reluctantly, Prince Henry stepped back as his brother reached out and took my hand in his ice-cold one. His skin, in contrast with the white silk of his wedding suit, looked green-tinged, and a sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead.

			
			We turned to face the altar. Prayers were intoned and blessings bestowed. Solemn vows were made.

			“Wilt thou, Katharine, have this man to be thy wedded husband, to live together according to God’s law in the holy estate of matrimony?”

			“Sí, acepto,” I said. “I will.”

			Then Arthur slipped the heavy emerald ring onto my finger and I turned my mouth up for our first kiss.

			His lips, like his hands, were frozen.

			Church bells rang out.

			We were marido y mujer. Man and wife.

			

			—

			We were alone. In the dark. In bed.

			For the second time that day, I prayed to the Holy Mother for courage. “Por favor, Santa Madre.”

			I knew what to do. My married sisters had whispered about it. Giggled. Isabella claimed it hurt no worse than twisting an ankle. And Juana declared it paraso, although how such an awkward and embarrassing act could be Paradise was beyond my understanding.

			I looked at Arthur. He lay stiffly against the pillows, his arms pressed against his sides so as not to touch me. With his pale skin, he reminded me of the wax dolls I had played with as a child. Only moments ago, we had been publicly tucked into our marriage bed, our guests staring at the sight of us in our nightclothes. My skin still burned from the way in which Prince Henry’s eyes—bright from too much wine—had raked over my bare arms and neck. The priests had said blessings over us and prayed for us to be “fruitful.” Then Arthur and I were left alone. In the dark. In bed.

			
			He coughed and turned to me. “I am not sure how to begin.”

			I closed my eyes in silent prayer.

			Then, summoning my courage, I moved over to Arthur’s side of the bed and boldly placed my hand on his chest. I could feel the sharp edges of his breastbone beneath his nightshirt, and the pounding of his heart.

			“You may kiss me,” I said.

			His cold lips touched my cheek.

			I forced a smile.

			Encouraged, he pecked at my chin, my ear, my bare neck.

			I tugged my nightgown upwards.

			With a grunt of effort, Arthur rolled on top of me. He lay there, unmoving.

			No, I thought, this was not the act Isabella had described—nor the one Juana had giggled about.

			Then Arthur coughed. And coughed again. Wheezing, gasping for breath, he jerked upright. A paroxysm seized him. His shoulders heaved and a bright spot of blood dribbled down his chin. As I watched, another spot trembled on his lower lip for the briefest of moments before dropping onto my breast. Then he fell back onto his pillows.

			I lay in the darkness and listened to his rasping breath. Twelve years of betrothal. The long journey to a strange country. Marriage to a boy I did not know. All had been for a single purpose, to join the royal blood of Spain and England as Dios intended. I could only accomplish this by bearing sons, and yet…

			This is but one night, I reminded myself. There will be hundreds, thousands more. There is plenty of time for me to fulfil my destiny.

			
			APRIL 1502[image: ]

			The priest lowered his head and prayed. “Heavenly Father, we humbly beseech Thee to have mercy on the soul of Thy servant Arthur, who hast on this second day of April departed this world. Take him, Lord, into Thy keeping.”

			“Amen,” I said.

			Shivering, I pulled my furs tighter around me. It was forever cold at Ludlow Castle, especially here in the chapel where Arthur’s body lay upon the bier. Just weeks after our wedding, the King had commanded that we set off from London to distant, frozen Wales. Por Dios, but Ludlow Castle was a damp and draughty place. Arthur’s weak lungs proved no match for the cold winds that buffeted the heavy, grey towers, or the foul rain that seeped in under the wooden doors.

			I looked down at the shrouded body. No remedies—no leeches, nor oils, nor even the charred heart of a sparrow placed upon his chest—had kept my husband from taking his last, wheezing breath.

			My husband, who had not been a true husband.

			Although we had lived together for six months, I had spent but five nights in Arthur’s bed. Each of those times, I had waited, hopeful and expectant. But Arthur never touched me. Instead, he slept fitfully, coughing and sweating despite the castle’s winter chill.

			I looked again upon my husband’s body, and a sob caught in my throat. Yesterday, I had been the Princess of Wales and future Queen of England. Today, I was next to nothing. A dowager princess. A widow to be cast aside and forgotten.

			Now young Henry would become Prince of Wales and eventually King.

			And his wife, when he married, would be the next Queen of England.

			
			I shook my head, disbelieving. Had I not been raised to be Princess of Wales and then Queen of England? It was my destiny. God’s promise. But how could I fulfil that destiny if Arthur was no more?

			Dropping to my knees, I stretched forwards and pressed my forehead to the cold stone floor. “Santo Padre, if You are testing me, then see! I prostrate myself before You. I beg for Your benevolence. I beg for Your blessing. I beg that Your will…and mine…be done.”

			AUGUST 1502[image: ]

			My mother sent instructions to Durham House—the manor to which I had been removed, isolated from court, after Arthur died. My ladies, she commanded, should begin packing immediately. A fleet of Spanish ships was on its way back from Flanders. It would pick me up at an English port. I was to be ready to board as soon as they dropped anchor.

			I crumpled her letter. I knew God required that I resign myself and accept this new position in life He had given me. But, O Dios, was I truly to go home to Spain and live out my days in quiet widowhood?

			And then…un milagro, a miracle, like the coming of spring after a cold, grey winter.

			Arthur and Henry’s father, the King of England, desired me to stay in his country. He desired a new marriage and a revived alliance with Spain. He desired, after all, the mingling of Aragon and Tudor blood.

			No matter that Prince Henry was a child of eleven, all boasting and boyishness.

			No matter that I was a sixteen-year-old woman, ripe for love.

			You shall remain where you are, read my mother’s next missive, and you shall be married to the prince three years hence, when he is fourteen.

			“But how can this be?” asked my lady Agnes de Vanegas. We were walking in the garden when I told her the news. Her brow wrinkled. “It is a sin for a man to marry his brother’s wife. La Biblia says so.”

			
			María leaned forwards, wearing a knowing look. “Not if the wife was not truly a wife. Not if she remained untouched.”

			Agnes covered her mouth in surprise.

			“Already, His Holiness in Rome has granted us a dispensation,” I told them.

			At mention of the Pope, my ladies crossed themselves. As the infallible head of the Roman Catholic Church—the one true faith—only the Pope can dispense with any moral or legal obstacles to the sacramento del matrimonio, the sacrament of marriage. That is because he is God’s mouthpiece on earth. The Lord speaks directly into his ear and the words come unchanged from his lips. If the Pope said Henry and I could marry, it was because God had said so. The Pope’s dispensation made our union legal.

			Legal beyond all question.

			I shivered at the working of Dios in my life. He had whispered my name in the Pope’s ear. He had made right what was wrong. Could I doubt any longer that I was indeed favoured by Him? Blessed by Him? Chosen by Him for the greatest of things?

			I would once again be the Princess of Wales.

			And the future Queen of England.

			¡Un milagro!

			SEPTEMBER 1502–APRIL 1509[image: ]

			It was weary work, the waiting. I reminded myself that I must remain constant and uncomplaining. But there were times when my patience faltered. Dios, ¿cuánto más? I asked. How much longer, Lord?

			Seven years.

			That was how long I waited while my closefisted father and Henry’s miserly one negotiated and renegotiated the terms of the marriage treaty. Blustering. Quibbling. Delaying. Year after year. They reached nothing but stalemate.

			
			Isolated at Durham House, I spent much time in prayer.

			“Santa Madre, I am growing older. I beg you to hasten my marriage.”

			“Santa Madre, forgive my impatience, but here I remain, twenty-three years old and still unwed.”

			“Santa Madre, I beg you. Por favor. Soften the old King’s heart so that he allows Prince Henry to marry even without a signed treaty.”

			The King’s heart did not soften. But on a rainy April morning, it stopped beating. The old Tudor King was dead. Prince Henry took the throne.

			When I heard the news, I had my ladies wash my hair in water and wood ash, and launder my yellow damask gown.

			Henry, I knew, would soon arrive.

			MAY 1509[image: ]

			I was walking alone by the river, my head bowed in thought, when his page ran ahead to announce him.

			“His Grace, King Henry.”

			And there he was, bounding towards me across the close-scythed grass, grinning like a little boy bursting with a secret. Yet he looked anything but boyish. His shapely calves bulged in their silk hose, and his shoulders were so broad they strained the seams of his doublet. A head taller than the rest of his men, he appeared older than his almost eighteen years.

			“Kate!” he shouted.

			I sank to the grass in a deep curtsey. “Your Grace, I am so sorry for the loss of—”

			
			“Yes, yes.” He waved aside my sympathy, and lifted me up. “Let us not stand on formality, dear Kate. Have we not known each other these many years?”

			I knew not what to say. Indeed, I had not seen nor heard from Henry during most of my isolation. Still, gossip had found its way to Durham House even if the Prince had not. Thus I knew of his charm and wit, of his skill at jousting and tennis, his talent for playing and songwriting.

			Henry took my hand in his. “Now that Father is dead, nobody shall tell me what to do. I am King. I make my own decisions.”

			Did I detect a shadow of that sullen boy who had escorted me to the cathedral on the day of my wedding to Arthur?

			“I am sure your decisions are very wise, Your Grace,” I replied.

			“They are wise,” he agreed. “And in regard to a wife, I have decided we shall be married immediately.”

			I could not speak for the joy that rose up inside me. Could it be at last? I sent up a prayer of gratitude. Gracias, Santa Madre.

			“I have loved you in silence and from a distance all this time,” he went on, “adored you from the moment we met.” He twirled me around. “Rejoice, Kate! You will be Queen of England.”

			Already, I had decided upon my Queen’s motto: “Humble and Loyal.” Soon workmen would emblazon those words throughout the King’s many residences, along with my personal badge, the pomegranate, the symbol of fertility.

			But I told none of this to Henry. Rather, I blushed, knowing my eyes declared my unmistakable delight. I looked up into his handsome face. “You have made me very happy.”

			“And you shall make me happy, too,” he replied. “You shall give me sons.”

			
			JUNE 1509[image: ]

			¡Gloria a Dios!

			After years of waiting and praying, I was suddenly lifted up on the wings of cherubim and whisked to the palace at Greenwich, where Henry wedded me quickly and privately on a summer morning fragrant with roses.

			That same evening he came to me long before it was dark. Grinning, eyes hungry, he wrapped me in his strong arms and tumbled me onto the bed. He buried his nose in my long hair.

			“Henry!” His breath tickled my skin.

			“I cannot stop myself,” he said. “You smell heavenly, like lemons.”

			From the pocket of his robe he drew forth a strand of exquisite black pearls.

			“A wedding gift,” he said, “handed down through centuries of queens.”

			I shivered as he wound it about my neck. The pearls’ smoothness felt delicious against my skin.

			But not as delicious as Henry’s kisses.

			He moved closer, more slowly and sweetly now, until we lay together, our arms and legs intertwined.

			“There is nothing to fear, my Kate,” he said, running his lips along the lobe of my ear. “I am here….I am your King…to love you forevermore.”

			Those kisses! Those caresses! As his hands and lips moved across my skin, I relaxed.

			“Paraso,” I whispered afterwards as I lay in the circle of his arms. My sister Juana had been right. I was a true wife at last. And it was Paradise.

			Henry stroked my cheek. “I do love you, my darling Kate.”

			
			“And I you, Henry.”

			And I realized, to my surprise, that the words were true.

			

			—

			A fortnight later, Henry and I processed along a carpet of striped cloth beneath a golden canopy to Westminster Abbey. We walked slowly, solemnly, so that the cheering crowds might glimpse us. Oh, but we dazzled that day, Henry in his clothes of velvet and ermine, me in my purple velvet gown ablaze with jewels and my face glowing with joy.

			It was our coronation day.

			The Archbishop of Canterbury crowned Henry first, before the altar.

			Then it was my turn. Bowing my head, I received the holy oil upon my forehead and upon my breast. The coronation ring was put upon my finger and la corona upon my head. I took the rod and sceptre in my hands, took my place upon my throne.

			My heart swelled. At last I was a queen, a sacred and anointed queen, placed higher than mere mortals, chosen for His special blessings and granted divine grace. I had been tested, but I had prevailed. My destiny had at last been revealed.

			This was God’s plan for me. I doubted it not.

			24 JULY 1527[image: ]

			The room is suffused with sunlight. But even its brightness cannot chase the memories back into their holes. I find myself remembering those first, carefree months with Henry. Oh, such joy! Our days were a whirl of feasting, dancing, masqueing, and hunting. And our nights…Heat spreads up my neck as I recall our eagerness for each other; the unexpected pleasures we found together.

			
			I shake my head. “¡Idiota!” I cry. Pushing up from my chair, I throw Henry’s unfinished shirt to the floor in devastating judgement upon myself. What’s done is done.

			But I cannot stop the memories.

			JANUARY 1511[image: ]

			I rested against the pillows in the royal bed, exhausted but exultant. God had smiled on my marriage. Blessed me. Enabled me to fulfil my most sacred duty. In my arms lay my son. And he was perfection.

			I traced the curve of his tiny ears with my finger, marvelled at the sweep of his eyelashes against his cheeks. He made a smacking sound with his sweet rosebud mouth. Ay, mi precioso niño. I would have to hand him to the wet nurse for his feeding soon. But not just yet. I wanted to hold him a moment longer.

			Henry pushed his way impatiently into my bedchamber, disobeying the rules of confinement, and peered down at the swaddled infant in my arms. “God be praised, I have a son!” he crowed. His eyes blazed with triumph. “Do you not think he looks like me, Kate?”

			“He does indeed have your red hair and blue eyes,” I agreed. I did not remind him that I, too, had this colouring. I understood that this was the King’s son.

			“They are cheering you in the street,” said Henry. “They cry, ‘Long live Queen Katharine.’ The people have taken you to their hearts.”

			I tore my eyes from my baby to smile at my husband. “As I have them,” I replied.

			“Of course, they cheer me as well,” added Henry quickly. He shouted, “ ‘Long live the noble King Henry!’ ”

			The babe started and let out a cry.

			
			Looking momentarily like a naughty child, Henry lowered his voice. Still, it trilled with excitement. “The people have already taken to calling the babe Prince Henry,” he boasted. “They will accept no other name.”

			He waited for my agreement.

			“Then it must be so,” I said. “For there is no finer name.”

			“The people’s wish is granted,” he declared. “He shall be called after me—Henry the Ninth.”

			Henry began pacing around the room. “You must hurry and get well so you can be at my side for the grand celebrations I intend to hold in honour of our son’s birth. There shall be feasts and dancing and a tournament—the greatest tournament England has ever seen. Hurry and heal, my dear Kate, so we may move on to Westminster and the rejoicings can begin.”

			“Nothing would bring me greater happiness,” I replied. “But mustn’t I stay with the Prince? He is still too delicate to attend such events.”

			Henry frowned. “The Prince shall stay behind, of course.”

			I hugged my baby closer. “We cannot leave him. He is too little. And he needs his mother.”

			“Well, I need my Queen,” declared Henry. “Our subjects must see us, King and Queen in celebration together.”

			“But—”

			Henry stamped his foot. His sudden vehemence startled me. “I will remind you that your duty—one of your only duties—is to be at my side for all state and court ceremonies. Besides…” He brightened. “How can there be a celebration in your honour if you are not there?”

			I tried again. “My lord, I beg you to allow me to stay with our son. After our earlier sorrow, I—”

			He held up his hand for silence. Henry did not want to be reminded of that other babe. The babe I had carried this time last year. The babe I had so miserably failed to bring living into this world.

			
			“Let us not dwell upon unpleasantness, Kate,” he commanded. “Not at this sweet moment. Today, you have at last given me the greatest of gifts. And in gratitude, I shall give you the greatest of celebrations.” He smiled then. “Worry not, sweetheart. Our Prince will be left in the hands of the realm’s finest nurses.”

			Just then my son cried lustily for his feeding. Striding back to the bed, Henry plucked him from my arms and handed him to the wet nurse, who stood in attendance beside the cradle.

			“There, there, sweet princeling,” the nurse cooed. She unlaced the bodice of her gown. “We shall have your tummy full in no time.”

			Henry turned to me. “You see? The finest of care.”

			Heaven help me, but I could not summon a smile.

			FEBRUARY 1511[image: ]

			“Let us dance,” said Henry. He held out his hand.

			I was too tired to take it. Still weak from the birth, I had been whisked off to Westminster for weeks of celebratory jousts and feasts. No matter that I needed a bit more time to recover. Henry was restless and impatient. He longed to make merry.

			Sadness, too, sapped my strength. I missed my little boy. It had taken courage to kiss him good-bye; to lay him in the arms of his lady nurse and walk away. I longed for him. Every moment of every day. Being separated from him was agony.

			I dared not admit any of this to Henry. Not my weariness, nor my sadness. He would have been hurt if I had, and I did not want to cheat him of his joy. “I would rather watch you dance, my love,” I said now. “Are you not the finest dancer at court?”

			
			My answer pleased him. In a trice he was on the floor, whirling and capering and glancing time and again in my direction. Did I see him? Was I admiring him?

			I could not help but smile.

			Thomas Howard, Earl of Surrey, stepped onto the floor and caught Henry’s arm. Henry stopped cavorting as the elderly nobleman whispered in his ear. His face went grey. Without excusing themselves, the two men hastened away.

			What, I wondered, could be so urgent as to pull Henry from the festivities?

			Within minutes, Surrey returned alone. “Your Grace,” he said to me gravely, “the King desires to see you privately.”

			A sense of foreboding crept through my veins. Rising on legs that suddenly trembled, I crossed the great hall with him. Behind us, the musicians still played. The lords and ladies of the court still skipped and twirled. But it all felt aslant, out of tune.

			Henry was waiting for me in the chapel. When I entered, he turned from the altar, tears streaming down his face. “Kate. Oh, Kate!”

			I held up my hand. “No. Do not say it. I am not ready.”

			Henry came to me. He took my arm. “Our little babe,” he choked out. Our son. He is dead.”

			“No.”

			“They tell me he caught a chill,” said Henry, his voice cracking. “His tiny body was not strong enough to fight it.”

			I shook my head. “No! No! I left him brimming with health. Oh, Henry, I should never have left him. My boy…all alone…without his mother.”

			I fell to the floor, overwhelmed with grief. I sobbed and sobbed. Santa Madre de Dios, I was drowning in grief. I reached out a hand to Henry.

			He did not take it.

			
			I looked up.

			His tear-filled eyes were upon me, hard and angry.

			Even in my grief, I felt a flicker of fear.

			Then it was gone, and Henry’s expression softened. Dropping to his knees beside me, he wrapped me in his arms. I clung to him, my fists twisting in the fabric of his tear-soaked shirt.

			I do not know how long we sat thus, but at last he spoke. “We are young yet, Kate. There will be more babes. You will see. There will be other sons.”

			I burst into fresh tears. I did not want other sons.

			I wanted my baby.

			24 JULY 1527[image: ]

			A verse from the Scriptures comes into my head: Those whom the Lord loves best suffer most.

			A sob catches in my throat. I am most certainly one of God’s best loved.

			“Are you well, Your Grace?” Maud’s quiet voice recalls me.

			I have a sudden, urgent need for the warm darkness of the palace chapel; for the scent of melted wax and incense. “I shall go and pray,” I say.

			Maud stands, preparing to follow me.

			“I shall go alone.”

			APRIL 1511[image: ]

			Our marriage turned as cold and dark as the English winter.

			Henry withdrew to his apartments.

			I withdrew to mine.

			There was no comforting each other. We could barely be in the same room together. Henry detested my deep, keening grief. It sent him fleeing from me.

			
			Every day I knelt with my rosary. “Why me, Dios? How have I displeased You? Why have You turned Your face from me?”

			I knew Christendom was filled with great milagros. A statue of the Madonna begins to weep. Communion bread becomes human flesh. The marks of the Crucifixion appear on the wrists and feet of a simple farmer. So why could not my husband and I be blessed with the commonplace miracle of lasting love?

			Dios did not enlighten me. I strained my ears, but I could not hear Him. As the weeks passed, I lost all sense of His presence. I lost my confidence in His will, and my joy in His blessing. I felt nothing but despair.

			Winter turned to spring. The world thawed and greened. But still I grieved, cold and alone in my rooms.

			And then…¡un milagro!

			One morning, God in His grace returned. I knew this by the burning in my breast, the tingling in my limbs. In an instant, understanding found me.

			It had pained Him to take my child, grieved Him to leave me alone in my sorrow. But this was not punishment for my sins. Rather, my trials had served His purpose. Like Job, who was left on the ash heap, I had been stripped of all I held dear. By suffering these trials, I had proven my faithfulness and demonstrated my wholehearted love for Him. My endurance had made me worthy.

			Now, once again, He spoke my name. He called me to His service. His was a sacred plan, and I was part of it.

			I lifted my tearstained face. “Your will be done.”

			MAY 1511–MAY 1513[image: ]

			Dios revealed His plan slowly, over months and years, through a string of faraway events that seemingly had little to do with my life.

			
			French troops invaded Italy.

			The Pope commanded them to leave.

			The French refused.

			His Holiness put his own papal troops in the field.

			And one morning Henry burst into my apartments. “It is stunning news. The French and the Pope are at war!” He grabbed my hand. “Kate, I would ask for your advice.”

			For a moment I could not catch my breath. I squeezed my eyes shut as my heart rejoiced. Gloria a Dios, for His ways are truly wondrous!

			The Lord had given me back my husband.

			JULY 1527[image: ]

			I push open the chapel door, step into the darkness. No one else is here. Only the candles flickering in their glasses of red crystal provide any light. I move down the aisle, but halfway to the altar I stop. The circular space is so like my childhood chapel in Granada. Why have I never noticed this before?

			My mind plays tricks. Suddenly, I am no longer at Greenwich Palace, but back in Spain, a seven-year-old sitting on a camp chair in my mother’s army tent. She puts on her breastplate and picks up her sword. My mother is a queen, but she is also a warrior, equal to any man on the battlefield. “We are each of us soldiers for Christ, Catalina,” she says, using my Spanish name, “born to fight for our faith and our throne; crusaders, defending our country from heretics. It is a holy war, and we must never falter.”

			I blink and I am ten, riding beside my battle-weary parents. Blood stains our path. Bodies bloat in the heat of the sun. “The cost of doing God’s work is high,” says my father. “Still, one must never flinch from bending to it.”

			I blink again and I am thirteen, holding my head high as I walk with my family up the winding path to the Alhambra. It has taken years of siege, but the fantastical palace with its white marble fountains and lush, fragrant gardens is finally ours. “Remember, Catalina, God pours out His blessings upon those who do His work,” says my mother. “Dios es bueno. His abundance is great.”

			
			I rub my eyes and am returned to the present. A figure, robed and veiled, rises from behind the lectern. Moving like a mist, it glides along the aisle towards me.

			I stumble backwards. “Santa Madre, help me.”

			MAY 1513[image: ]

			It was natural that Henry should come to me, the daughter of a fighting queen, raised on the battlefield. What did his ministers—those crusty, cautious lords—know about war?

			“They claim a war with France will strain the Exchequer and leave England penniless,” he told me. “They say our interests are best served by remaining on peaceful terms.”

			“Louis is an enemy of the Church,” I replied, unable to keep my contempt for the French King out of my voice. “A heretic. A man who attacks His Holiness. Only you, Henry, can defeat France. Only you can defend the Pope and the Church.” I paused before adding, “It will make you the greatest defender of the faith in all of Christendom.”

			Henry did not speak for a few seconds, then he cried, “By God, Kate, I will form an army, a great army, and march into Italy at the head of it. I will show those French cowards what Englishmen can do.”

			An idea formed in my mind.

			“With you at the head of it, we are sure to be invincible,” I said. “But need you travel all the way to Italy? Might you attack France instead?”

			A slow smile spread across Henry’s face. “That’s it!” he burst out. “We shall cross the spit of sea that separates us from France, start from Calais, and go on from there. Louis’s attention will be diverted from Rome. He will be forced to fight a two-front war.” He smacked his fist into his palm. “By Jove, he’ll have no choice but to surrender to me.”

			
			“It is a brilliant strategy, my love.”

			“It is, is it not?” he agreed. I knew he was imagining his victorious return, laden with glory, and the coveted title “the Christian Monarch” bestowed by the grateful Pope. He whooped. “It will be a triumphant adventure!”

			“It will be una guerra santa,” I added. “A holy war.”

			

			—

			We turned to preparations—mustering troops, buying horses, commanding blacksmiths to forge pikes, and ordering armour. One of Henry’s churchmen—a heretofore unknown almoner named Thomas Wolsey—proved especially capable of organizing an army.

			Thomas Wolsey.

			I confess I did not like him. He was too fawning, too zalamero, too smooth. Still, I knew he shouldered the burdens of government for my husband, and I was grateful for it. Henry was not a King to toil over state business. He yawned through the Privy Council’s meetings and grew impatient with the Lord High Treasurer’s balance sheets. “Take care of it, Thomas,” he would say. And Wolsey did, freeing Henry to hunt, or play tennis, or compose music on the virginals.

			But now Henry had state business that thrilled him. He spent all his days with Wolsey, talking of nothing but weaponry and transport and provisions.

			And he spent all his nights with me.
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			I bade farewell to my husband at Dover Castle. It was there on the strand, just before he set sail for France, that he called together his Council.

			“I have prayed much over this matter,” he told the assembled group, “and have decided upon the person who shall govern the land in my absence.” He paused theatrically before turning to me. “Gentlemen of the Council, in my absence Her Grace, Queen Katharine, shall be your ruler.”

			A cheer rose.

			Henry handed me the Great Seal of the Realm. “Take care of our country until I return, Kate,” he said.

			“You have my solemn oath.”

			He knelt before me for a blessing then, and I laid my hands upon his head. “Stay safe, my love,” I whispered.

			I felt no fear as I watched him go aboard his ship. I felt no sadness. I had been transformed! In a twinkling, Dios had elevated me above Princess of Wales, above Queen of England. He had raised me up to the very greatest of positions—ruler of all England.

			

			—

			Seated on my throne in my presence chamber, the room where I received the dozens of men who waited about to catch my attention, I read Henry’s letters from France.

			He was in high spirits as he detailed the excitement his army’s arrival in Calais had generated. To celebrate their safe passage, a round of feasts and parades were arranged in his honour by the people of that city. “My new armour is roundly admired,” he reported. “And many have declared me more handsome than King Louis.”

			Later, when his army invaded the town of Thérouanne, he wrote, “The French cavalry fled before us like terrified mongrels.” He added gleefully, “And I got to fire the cannon!”

			
			I frowned. Still such a child, he needed to take his campaign more seriously. Clasping my hands, I sent up a silent prayer. “Deliver King Henry a great victory, Santo Padre, one that will make him the greatest monarch in Christendom.”
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			But God did not will that Henry should win a great victory.

			He willed that I should.

			On a storm-lashed morning, a hundred thousand Scottish troops gathered on the muddy field at Edinburgh. They prepared to swarm across our northern border.

			“With the King and his soldiers away, those Scottish rats smell an opportunity to attack!” exclaimed Thomas Howard, one of the few army men who had not gone to France.

			“We must stand against them,” I said quickly.

			“But who will raise an army, Your Grace? Who will command it?”

			I rose from my throne. “I will.”

			

			—

			Dressed in cloth of gold, I galloped out into the country on a white horse, warning the people of the gathering danger. We needed men to drive back the horde of warring Scots. Who would fight? Who would come to England’s aid?

			Wherever I went, in towns and villages, the people flocked to see me. They bowed and touched the hem of my gown. They begged for my blessing.

			“God smiles upon those who fight for their homes!” I shouted. “Does not English courage surpass all other nations?”

			
			Cheering, they rallied to my banner—farmers and peasants, workers and tradesmen. They had not swords and armour, as did Henry’s professional army. Instead, they came with pitchforks and scythes, choppers and billhooks. But their eyes shone with determination and purpose. Truly, they were soldiers of Jesucristo all.

			“You shall lead some of these men north to attack the Scots at the border,” I told Thomas Howard one morning in my presence chamber. I stood before a table spread out with maps. “I shall hold a line farther south.”

			“But, Your Grace…,” he began.

			“I am the ruler defending my country,” I replied. “I will ride out with my army.”

			This I did. Along the length of the line I galloped, my gold-and-crimson standard bearing my badge, the pomegranate, fluttering above my head so my men could recognize me and know I was with them. As I went, I shouted words to embolden them. “I urge you to victory. God is with you. It is His will that we do battle with the Scots. It is His will…and mine…that we defeat them!”

			A fortnight later, a package from Thomas Howard arrived at my army tent. I opened it. Inside lay the bloodstained coat of King James IV of Scotland.

			“The Scottish monarch is killed, his troops crushed at Flodden Field,” wrote Howard.

			¡Gloria a Dios! England was saved.

			I clutched the bloody coat to my breast and danced about the room.

			“Your Grace, calm yourself!” cried Maud.

			“You must be careful,” said María.

			But I could not. Was I not the daughter of a warrior queen? I burst into a Spanish battle song remembered from childhood:

			
				
				Los pendones están en el campo.

				El rey debe levantarse de su alegre junta,

				Y apartarse de la fiesta a pesar de que el vino se fluye,

				Y tomar su espada y su escudo.

				Banners are in the field.

				The King must rise from his joyous board,

				And turn from his feast e’er the wine be poured,

				And take up his sword and his shield.

			

			It was a pity the earl had not sent me James’s head. What a prize that would have made for Henry.

			I almost laughed at the thought of how proud my husband would be when he learned of my victory. Had I not guarded our kingdom? Had I not defeated the Scots? Mine was a victory that would go down in English history. ¡Santa Madre! Surely God had never before lifted a queen to such dizzying heights.

			I laid my hand on my slightly rounded belly.

			What I had kept secret—even from Henry, for I hoped to surprise him upon his return—was that I was again with child.

			All the time I had been planning military strategy and riding out to my troops, I had been carrying the Tudor heir.

			This time I did laugh. I was a queen who could hold a kingdom and carry a son. It was God’s grace after sacrifice.

			OCTOBER 1513[image: ]

			Autumn’s breath chilled the land. In the garden below my window, the once-lovely colours withered, and the trees, their branches bare, stood like corpses.

			
			One evening towards the middle of the month, I took to my bed early. My limbs cramped and I had a nagging ache in my back. Hours later, pain gnawed through my sleep. I pushed back the coverlet. Everything was wet. Wet with my blood.

			“¡Por favor, Dios, no, no!” I cried weakly. It was not yet time. It was too soon.

			Maud ran for the midwife while my ladies gathered helplessly about my bed.

			He came in a rush, my small, frail son who had no life in him, and could not even take his first breath.

			The midwife shrouded his limp, white body in a linen cloth. She moved towards the door.

			“No,” I said. “Give him to me.”

			My baby. I took in every bit of him—his fluff of golden-red hair, his pointy little chin so like his father’s. He had blood on his head and I wiped it off, a motherly instinct to care for him even if he would never know my loving touch.

			“Dormid, mi niño,” I whispered. Sleep, my boy.

			I had saved England for Henry, and lost him his son.

			“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away.”
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			It is not a memory.

			It is not a trick of my imagination.

			It is a woman dressed in a homespun robe of green, a wooden cross hanging from a leather cord around her neck.

			“Fear not,” she says. Stepping into the candlelight, she pulls back her hood.

			She is plain of face, a common girl with sun-freckled skin. And yet…her eyes! They glow with serenity and peace, like those of the saints portrayed in the altarpiece behind her. “Gloria a Dios,” I whisper. She can see into my soul. I know it.

			
			She moves closer. “I bring you word from God in Heaven. He would have you know, Catalina, that this is not the end.”

			She knows my childhood name, uses it with familiarity. I should be angry at this unbidden intimacy. Instead, I am overcome with an urge to fall on my knees.

			She gazes at me as if she can see my thoughts. “Retiring from your marriage will not serve His purpose. Did not God place you here at your coronation? He asks that you live your life in the position that He appointed.”

			“How do you know this?”

			She looks to the altar, as if seeking permission. Then she nods and turns back to me. “Once I was but a simple servant-girl. Then one morning I fell into a deep trance. My master, in hopes I would be cured, carried me to the church and laid me before the statue of the Blessed Virgin Mary. For twelve days, I remained thus, neither eating nor drinking, the limbs of my body stiff as cordwood. Only my lips moved, and from them tumbled a river of words.”

			“And what spoke you?” I ask.

			“Prophecies,” she replies. “Predictions. God has blessed me with His revelations. I am His messenger. And all that I say comes to pass.”

			OCTOBER 1513[image: ]

			I stood before the mirror. Despite the bright silk of my gown, I looked far older than my twenty-seven years. I was pale and my face was etched with weariness. I should have been abed, should still have been recovering from the birth—and death—of our son. But Henry was arriving from France today. He would expect me to be up and about.

			
			I pinched my cheeks to give them a bit of colour. He cannot be angry with me, I reassured myself. He must see that I had no other choice. I had to ride out. I had to rally the troops. Without his kingdom, what would Henry be?

			“Your Grace, the King has come,” said Maud.

			Forcing a smile, I went downstairs to the great hall to meet him.

			“Ah, so here is my wife, the little warrior,” he called out from his chair at the head table. He turned to his men. “Pray tell you hear echoes of her great acclaim?”

			“Aye, Your Grace,” came the reply.

			“And all of England knows of yours,” I said. “Welcome home, my love.”

			There was no mistaking the resentment I saw in his eyes as I leaned in to kiss him; no misinterpreting the brusque manner in which he helped me to my chair. As he tore into the meal, he was full of stories about towns captured and sieges won. Not once did he mention my victory at Flodden Field. When I rose to retire, he appeared relieved.

			So I was surprised when he came to my bedchamber that night. I did not tell him that I was not yet completely healed, nor object when he pushed me onto the bed. There had to be another baby. But Santa Madre, I was so exhausted from my last labour. When he lay atop me, I thought my bones would splinter.

			Once finished, he rolled to the far side of the bed and said into the darkness, “The child. It is a terrible disappointment for me.”

			A tear fell down my cheek. “It is a deep sorrow for us both.”

			He rolled over so he could look me in the eye. “You have been derelict in your most sacred duty, Kate,” he hissed. Then he turned his back to me.

			
			MAY 1514[image: ]

			And so my husband lost faith in me. No longer did he say to his ministers, “Let us ask the Queen about that,” or “We must show this to Kate.” It made no difference that I had won the greatest battle England had ever seen against the Scots.

			It was Thomas Wolsey who had his ear now. Able, ambitious Wolsey. Daily his influence over the King grew.

			“Wolsey adjusts his beliefs to fit the King’s,” María reported to me one morning as we walked in the gardens at Greenwich. “He reads correctly what the King wants and adapts to it. Anything the King desires, Wolsey gets for him.”

			Added Maud, “All can see his power increasing. When first he served at court, Wolsey did the King’s bidding by saying, ‘His Majesty shall do so and so.’ But now he has commenced saying, ‘We shall do so and so.’ ”

			María leaned in conspiratorially. “There are many who claim Wolsey will soon be saying, ‘I shall do so and so.’ ”

			Santa Madre, where did that leave me?

			Placing my hand on my belly, I silently prayed, “Let it be so, Dios.” In my womb, the babe kicked. “Let it be so.”

			NOVEMBER 1514[image: ]

			Another child born into death.

			Another Prince.

			“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” Like Jesucristo, who cried out these words upon the cross, I whispered them as the midwife took my son’s tiny body away.

			My ladies huddled about my bed.

			Por Dios, could I not grieve alone?

			
			I pulled the coverlet over my face. My heart, shattered and sharp-edged, cut from inside.

			Santa Madre, ¿por qué? I knew it was a sin to question His unsearchable ways, but I could not understand why He would wrench this babe from my womb. Why would He be so cruel?

			Without removing the coverlet, I fumbled for María’s hand. I did not want her to see my expression as I said brokenly, “Please, send for the King. I must tell him his baby is dead.”

			MAY 1515[image: ]

			Henry still visited my bed twice a week. But he no longer lingered afterwards. Rather, he performed his duties quickly, and without passion. I knew my body, sagging and shapeless from four pregnancies, no longer delighted him. In his eyes, I served but one purpose now. I was but a vessel, an instrument to produce his heir.

			“Stay with me, Henry,” I begged one night as he rose from my bed and pulled on his shirt. “Please, stay.”

			He looked at me with distaste. “I pray God we have conceived a male child this night,” he said.

			“I pray for nothing else, my husband.”

			“Yet your prayers go unanswered.”

			Silence stretched between us.

			Henry picked up his robe. “God has turned His face from us,” he finally said. “He is punishing us for marrying.”

			“No, Henry, it is not true.”

			“The proof lies before us, madam. Almost six years of marriage, sharing a bed, yet God has left us childless.”

			“We have had children,” I argued. “Three children.”

			“All dead.”

			
			“That was God’s will, Henry, not His punishment.”

			He knotted the tie of his robe and pulled his nightcap over his red hair. When finally he spoke, his voice sounded like a spoiled child’s. “I should be blessed. I am the King of England. It is not right that I do not have a son.” He shook his head. “It is not right.”

			JANUARY 1516[image: ]

			I could not nap. My back ached, and the great swell of my belly made breathing difficult despite the many pillows propped behind me. Clumsily, I swung my legs over the side of the bed.

			“Your Grace?” said my lady Mary Norris.

			“I feel like walking,” I said.

			Mary stood, preparing to go with me.

			“I wish to go alone.”

			The last thing I wanted was to be in the centre of my giggling, gossiping ladies. I felt like an old woman among them.

			Outside my apartments, I paused a moment deciding on a direction. It was too cold to stroll in the garden, and I did not want to walk towards the great hall, where I would surely meet people. Perhaps, I thought with sudden longing, Henry was in a generous mood today. Perhaps he would play cards with me. Turning, I moved towards his apartments.

			The Gentlemen of the Chamber leapt to their feet and bowed low when I entered. “Your…Your Grace,” stammered one of the men.

			I approached Sir William Compton, who stood like a sentinel outside Henry’s bedchamber door. “I would see His Majesty,” I said to him.

			Compton shook his head. “I am sorry, Your Grace, but the King is not to be disturbed. He is abed.”

			
			“Abed? In the afternoon?” Worry seized me. “Is my lord ill?”

			I did not wait for an answer. Pushing past Compton, I flung open the door.

			My husband lay naked on the great bed of state. And my lady Bessie Blount was with him, head thrown back, her golden hair tumbling about her bare shoulders.

			I grasped the doorknob, feeling suddenly dizzy.

			Henry turned. Our eyes met.

			“Kate…,” he began.

			I shook my head. What could he possibly say? How could I bear to hear it? I stumbled backwards, head ducked so Henry’s men would not see the anguish and humiliation in my eyes. Then, gripping my belly, I heaved myself along the long gallery to my rooms and flung myself onto my bed.

			How long had it been going on? Bessie had come into my service not long after Henry’s return from France. With stunned clarity I realized she had been his mistress for years. Had I not seen him dancing with her most evenings, and riding out with her most mornings? Had I not seen the way he teased her and wrote her poems?

			I had seen it, but I had refused to acknowledge it.

			I longed to scream, threaten, pull out Henry’s hair. But it was not possible. He was the King of England.

			I recalled some advice my mother had given me long ago: “Remember, Catalina, your husband is free to take a hundred mistresses if he so desires. As King, that is his right. But he can take only one wife. No matter what he does, he is always your husband. And you are always his Queen.”

			“Always his Queen, but no longer his love,” I whispered. And muffling my sobs in my pillows, I wept.
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			I clenched my teeth to hold back my shouts of pain. A queen, my mother had taught me, never cries out in childbirth. And so I twisted and strained and gripped my ladies’ hands, yet I made not a sound. There came an agonizing rending, followed by a warm rush from between my legs and then…¡Gloria a Dios!…a loud bawling cry.

			I sobbed. “He lives?”

			“The child is healthy, Your Grace!” exclaimed the midwife. “The child lives.”

			I wept with happiness. Freely. Openly. Before my ladies and the midwife and the wet nurse. At that glorious moment, I cared not a whit for queenly dignity. My son lived! He was healthy! He lived!

			“Give him to me,” I begged.

			Maud and the midwife exchanged glances.

			“Her,” said Maud. “You have a beautiful little girl, Your Grace.”

			A girl? No! The babe was supposed to be a boy. A boy to be heir. A boy to return Henry’s pleasure in our marriage. A boy to make him love me again.

			I wept, but no longer from joy.

			What would I tell the King?

			Maud placed the babe in my arms. “Daughters are a special gift,” she said, speaking from experience. Four years earlier she had been delivered of her own daughter, little Kateryn Parr, to whom I was godmother and who had been named in my honour. “You will see, Your Grace
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