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For Lisa, wise beyond words.

And for Mike, the man who gave up glaciers for love.




Cast of Characters

In 1461, as the novel opens, the main characters stand in relation to each other as follows:

House of York

Cecily Neville, the King’s Mother, widow of Richard, Duke of York

Edward IV, her eldest son

George and Richard, her younger sons (later Dukes of Clarence and Gloucester respectively)

Anne, Duchess of Exeter, Cecily’s oldest daughter and estranged wife of Henry Holland, Duke of Exeter

Elizabeth, Duchess of Suffolk, Cecily’s second daughter

Meg (Margaret), Cecily’s youngest daughter (later Duchess of Burgundy)

House of Lancaster

Henry VI (mad Henry), former king of England

Marguerite of Anjou, his French-born queen

Edouard, their son (possibly Marguerite’s illegitimate son)

House of Neville

Richard Neville, Earl of Warwick, Cecily’s nephew

Anne Beauchamp, his wife

Isabel Neville, their elder daughter

Anne Neville, their younger daughter

John Neville, Warwick’s brother (later Earl of Northumberland then Marquess of Montagu)

George Neville, Warwick’s brother, Bishop of Exeter and Chancellor of England (later Archbishop of York)

Thomas Neville, Warwick’s brother

House of Beaufort

Henry Beaufort, 3rd Duke of Somerset

Edmund Beaufort, his brother

John Beaufort, their brother

Margaret Beaufort, Henry and Edmund’s cousin, widow of Edmund Tudor and mother of Henry Tudor, now married to Sir Henry Stafford, Cecily’s nephew (later married to Thomas Stanley)

Henry Tudor, son of Margaret Beaufort and Edmund Tudor

House of Woodville

Jacquetta Woodville, Dowager Duchess of Bedford

Sir Richard Woodville, her husband (later Earl Rivers)

Elizabeth Woodville, their eldest daughter, widow of Sir John Grey (later Edward IV’s queen)

Anthony Woodville, Elizabeth’s oldest brother

Katherine Woodville, Elizabeth’s sister

Lionel, Edward, Richard and John, Elizabeth’s younger brothers

Thomas Grey, Elizabeth’s elder son by Sir John Grey

Richard Grey, Elizabeth’s younger son by Sir John Grey

Others

Anne, Dowager Duchess of Buckingham, Cecily’s sister

Sir Henry Stafford, her son

Henry Stafford, Duke of Buckingham, her grandson (by a deceased elder son, Humphrey)

Katherine, Dowager Duchess of Norfolk, Cecily’s sister

John Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, her grandson

Thomas Neville, the Bastard of Fauconberg, Cecily’s illegitimate nephew

Jasper Tudor, brother-in-law of Margaret Beaufort, half-brother to Henry VI

Eleanor Talbot, a Lancastrian widow

Robert Stillington, priest (later Bishop of Bath and Wells)

Readers who wish to study in greater detail the family relationships that fuel the dynastic allegiances and political rivalries described in this novel will find genealogies at the back of the book. These include an illustration of rival claims to the throne in the final years of the Wars of the Roses.




Prologue

Easter, 1461

A new dynasty is born in blood. Eighteen-year-old Edward Plantagenet cuts a swathe through his enemies to make England’s crown his own. And his mother, matriarch of the House of York, takes for herself a new title, one no woman in England has ever borne.

Cecily, the King’s Mother.

It acknowledges her body, which brought this young king forth, and the courage with which she cleared his path to the throne. It signals the guiding hand she will lay on his kingship: mother, confidant, counsellor and guide. It is hers by right and by earning. In the getting of it, she has lost a son and her husband, York’s royal duke.

But, in the progress of Edward’s tumultuous reign, there will be other women who, driven by ambition, necessity or dread, will seek the throne for other sons. They will be no less fierce nor resolute. They will have no less cause.

Cecily. Marguerite. Elizabeth. Margaret. King’s Mother. There can be only one.
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Easter Saturday, 4 April 1461

Westminster

Tenebrae, vigil for the crucified Christ, and in the darkness before dawn a single candle is passed, hand to hand. Cecily is cold. She has not slept, nor broken her fast since the Passion began. But when the flame comes at last to her, she wraps a hand about it and arcs her face to its bright heat. She curls her fingers close, then closer still, till they begin to burn and her eyes to smart. She won’t shrink from it. Instead, she lowers her lids, lets the light play upon them, and smiles, tight against the pain. This is God’s promise, she tells herself. Edward, her son, still lives. So far from her, yet still her flesh feels the fire in him.

It’s three weeks since he rode to war against Lancaster, a king proclaimed but not yet crowned. ‘Let me earn it first,’ he told the cheering crowd. ‘The usurper Henry still lives. His bitch queen Marguerite and her bastard son. When I’ve put them down, then I’ll take up my kingdom.’ They cheered him all the more for that, just as Cecily said they would when she told him to say it.

She stood beside him, relishing the weight of his army at her back; the bladed ranks of archers, pikemen and foot, the lumbering artillery with its pent-up violence of powder and shot. His men called out for him as he mounted then quieted at their captains’ barking, till there was only the impatient creak of harness, the chink and shear of steel and, high above her head, the snapping of royal pennants; the lions of England rampant, and his own devices bright and new; the sun in splendour, the white gilded rose. She watched him stand in the saddle for one last look behind, a brisk nod to his captains, then a settling, a shift in his focus, a widening of the space between them before even a step was taken. She laid her hand on his horse’s shoulder and felt the slide of muscle over bone. He reined in, and leaned down so only she would see his grin. ‘Keep my kingdom, Captain Mother. Till I come back for it.’ Then he grasped her hand and kissed it, his mouth against her fingers warm as a bed.

There’s been precious little warmth since.

A terrible time for fighting, with the country still snow-swept and spring slow to come. Worse in the north where he’s gone. Where father and brother went before him and now lie dead. Their severed heads have been staring out at winter from York’s walls since the year turned. The bitch queen Marguerite put them there, Cecily knows. Now Edward has gone to fight her and the whole country is up. From every corner of England men are marching. Many for York, more for Lancaster. Somewhere, they’ll meet. It’s madness to believe he can win. But then, Cecily tells herself, he’s Edward, isn’t he? Doesn’t the very sun rise for him?

The house is waking as they leave the chapel. Grey river-light ghosting narrow windows, servants stepping soft-shoed about their business, whispering in deference to the mournful season. In the great hall her men of business wait sharp-quilled for her orders and her nephew George Neville, England’s Chancellor, is ready to shepherd councillors and city men and Europe’s ambassadors, who hover daily at her door for news, knowing it will come first to her.

‘Nothing?’ she asks, as he steps to her side, but before he can shake his head, there’s a commotion at the door and a messenger pushing through it, mud-splattered and sodden, his boots ringing. ‘Lady,’ he says, ‘a great battle outside York. On Palm Sunday. Six days past.’ He comes to his knee before her, raises his face, tired but shining. ‘And your son, our king, its victor.’ The paper in his hand bears her son’s seal and, when she breaks it, there’s his name at the foot of the page, in his own bold hand: Edward.

His words are brief and scrawling. ‘I’ve kept my oath to you,’ he writes. ‘The heads of our enemies are piked on Micklegate Bar, in place of my father’s and my brother’s. Those precious relics I’ve taken down and decently buried.’

My husband’s head, thinks Cecily, her grip tightening. My son’s.

‘Mother, I think every man in England was in the field. We’ll be days counting the dead. I can’t say for sure yet who’s among them but take heart; those we love who fought with us are not.’

‘Your brother Warwick lives,’ she whispers to George Neville, pointing to the page where Edward has written …

‘… for who could kill my cousin, that bold beloved bastard?’

She reads on. ‘No surprise, but mad Henry didn’t come to the fight. Marguerite kept him in her skirts at York Minster. If they spent the day praying, it was wasted, for God was with me at Towton. Now she’s dragged Henry north again, to Scotland. So, we make haste after.

‘As for me, bruised to buggery, but well enough. Chin up, Captain Mother. Didn’t I tell you I would win?’

The relief is dizzying. She’d like to sit down, here, on the floor and weep for it. She feels a sob pushing against her throat, the air in her lungs thinned and painful, her pulse hammering in every vein. But there are men crowding her, maws gaping, hungry for news.

She slows her breath, schools her face to calmness, lays a hand on the messenger’s shoulder and takes time to look about her, drawing every eye.

‘Give this man a cup of wine, someone.’ She looks down her arm to him, her smile a benediction. ‘And feed him, will you? For no man was ever so welcome or brought us better news.’

She squeezes, lets go: a dismissal. ‘Gentlemen.’ Her voice carries the length of the hall. She takes a moment to smooth her sleeves. To raise her chin. ‘The mad man you once called the sixth King Henry was a usurper, who ruled over you without divine right or God’s blessing. All of England has suffered for it. You have suffered, and so have I. Extortion, rape, murder, the shedding of innocent blood. Every injustice has been commonplace and unpunished. It has damaged our trade, shamed our people, and made England weak in the world.

‘Now God has sent us a new king. Edward. Of my body and his father’s royal blood. A man of strong mind, true heart and right claim. And God has given him this victory.’ She holds the letter, aloft. ‘At Towton, in the north country, through God’s grace, he has cast down your enemies. And by that same grace, he will remake England.’

All around her, cheering, men laughing and slapping each other’s backs. She holds up her hands to quell the sound. ‘I go now to thank God on my knees. I urge you to do likewise. Come to me this afternoon and let the work begin; the rebuilding of England and the crowning of her king.’

She turns and is walking away, skirts flying, her daughters scurrying after and George Neville hurrying to her side. ‘That was … stirring,’ he tells her.

‘Good,’ she says, sharp. ‘Don’t imagine it was unrehearsed.’
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June 1461

London

Summer coming in, and while Edward drains the dregs of war in the north, Cecily sees to business and sets the world to rights; his world, and hers. She signs every letter and edict in the new authority she has created for herself; not Cecily York’s Duchess, but Cecily the King’s Mother, a title no woman in England has assumed before.

‘Did I not bring this great king forth from my body?’ she demands when the men of the council raise their eyebrows at it. ‘Did he not bid me keep his kingdom? Do he and I not speak with one voice?’

The ambassadors of Europe write their princes that Edward is now master of England, and that the people adore him, as if he were their god. ‘But, if we want to do business there,’ they write, ‘we must do it with his mother.’

‘Let me tell you how this new world works,’ Cecily tells the lords of England. ‘It works just as the old one did before mad Henry corrupted it. You depend upon the King, he upon you, all upon God. Keep the King’s peace, uphold his justice, pay your dues and he’ll leave you to it. Do otherwise and, well … I think you know, by now.’

Widows whose men died fighting for Lancaster petition for the restoration of their jointures, protection for their children. Those who are yet wives beg pardon for husbands and sons.

‘Are they conformable to the house of York?’ she asks them. ‘Are you?’

She practises mercy where she can. She isn’t vengeful.

Jacquetta is among those that come. She reminds Cecily that her golden Woodville husband served Cecily’s own well in France.

‘That was a long time ago,’ says Cecily. ‘More recently he has fought for Marguerite in England, who last winter put my husband’s head on a pike and cut my son Edmund’s throat.’

Jacquetta weeps a little at that. She has a practised use of tears. It tries Cecily’s patience, but she’s known Jacquetta since they were sixteen, and has observed that she has always had the sense to leave a ship that’s sinking.

‘For old friendship’s sake, I will urge my son to mercy,’ Cecily tells her. ‘Advise your husband to look contrite when he comes before him.’

‘And my son, Anthony?’

A shrug. ‘He’s my godson, after all.’

‘And my Elizabeth, my firstborn? Her lord dead in the fight and her lands lost. Her two boys have nothing …’

‘Jacquetta, do you never know when to stop?’

Edward isn’t the first of her sons to come home. Isabella, her old friend and Burgundy’s duchess, has kept faith and sheltered Cecily’s youngest, George and Dickon, across the sea. She sent them there for sanctuary when her husband was killed and all seemed lost. The parting almost broke her. Half mad with grief and panic she pulled them from bed to dockside at dead of night and tumbled them from ice-rimed steps into a boat’s belly. In the last instant Dickon’s hand grasped for hers, but the oarsman’s pull had already carried him beyond her reach. She’d had no time to kiss them, and now her mouth craves the taste of their skin.

They’re back in England by early June. Much fêted by the look of things, tricked out in Flemish finery and with jewelled daggers at their belts. They’re brought to Baynard’s, Cecily’s town house on the Thames, in the early evening and it’s all she can do not to run the length of its great hall and pull them to her. But she checks herself, smiles and lets them come. They are well-schooled enough to make neat bows and to kiss her hand when she gives it. George has grown taller in the four months since she saw him last. Not quite twelve, he looks likely, almost, to equal Edward for height. There’s the promise of breadth at his shoulder and his fair hair darkening to the copper of coin. Dickon, four years his junior, looks paler and his hand, while she speaks, travels to his breast where, she knows, a bull’s blood ruby ring hangs on a cord beneath his shirt, gifted to him by his father on the day of their final parting. Her husband Richard always made a great favourite of this youngest boy, their last child. Perhaps he saw himself in him, for Dickon’s dark hair falls across his brow just as his own did and the boy’s testing fingers have all the gentle length of his. It should be a comfort, feels like a blow.

‘You’re welcome home, my young lords,’ she tells them, letting her hand fall, just once and for a moment, on Dickon’s head. ‘Now. We rest here tonight. Then tomorrow to Sheen. Your brother Edward is coming, and we’ll meet him there.’

Dickon almost smiles at that, eyes dark in a tired face. George nods and says, ‘No doubt my brother will be glad to see me. For now he’s king and Edmund dead, I’m his heir.’

She has struck even before she knows it; the slap of her hand against his cheek a shock to them both. He stares at her, petulant and angry, and the men who had been smiling at their reunion turn shamefaced away. She clasps her stinging fingers. She has schooled herself to hear the words ‘Edmund’ and ‘dead’ from other men’s lips without weeping. But hearing his brother speak them, and of their advantage to him, opens a rich vein of grief and pain.

‘Well,’ she says, and her voice is cold, ‘did you think that out for yourself, George? Or did someone have to explain it to you?’

There are tears standing on George’s lashes, a red weal rising below his eye, and though his chin is raised in defiance, his lips tremble.

‘You will remember, George, that you are first and foremost the King your brother’s subject, and when he comes you will be honoured to swear your loyalty to him on your knees. You both will.’

Dickon has turned his face from her, but nods, and the nurse, Annette, who alone in all the world Cecily trusted to take her boys into exile, has laid a hand on the shoulder of each, which George shrugs off but Dickon bears.

Cecily sighs. She will make a peace. She has three living sons and thanks Heaven for them, daily. God knows, she’s lost enough. ‘George,’ she says. ‘Dickon. I’m glad to have you home. But I’ve business to tend to and it grows late. I’ll come to you tonight, and we’ll talk of all that’s happened while you were in Burgundy.’

But by the time the last dispatches are gone, and her secretaries have sealed up their inkpots and bowed themselves from her company, the boys are long abed. So she questions Annette, instead, who is sewing by a fire when Cecily finds her, a shirt which, from the size of it, must be Dickon’s.

‘We were welcome enough once news came of Towton,’ Annette tells her. ‘Till then it was lean pickings and a hole in the corner miles from anywhere. Utrecht, I tell you, is a city I hope never to see again. It stinks of fish. Then suddenly their brother is king and they’re royal princes and must go to the court and be shown to every man alive. And feasting every night, which made Dickon sick. And every man fawning on them. Not good for George, I can tell you, now so puffed up and made to think he’s a marvel. Well, you’ve seen.’

‘And Dickon?’

‘He still weeps for his father.’

‘Well,’ says Cecily, folding her hands in her lap and looking into the flames, ‘he’s not alone in that.’

There have been nights when she has cried like a beaten dog for Richard. When she has curled cold on the floor because she couldn’t bear a bed warmed by anything but his flesh.

Annette pauses mid-stitch. ‘I’m sorry. I’m sure you …’

But Cecily holds up her hand, shakes her head. ‘I will speak of anything but that.’

Annette sighs, turns the cloth in her hand, plies the needle again. ‘Well, Isabella was kind. She visited and told them stories of when you were there with your lord husband. And reminded them they had a loving mother waiting for them at home.’ She is bold enough to look Cecily in the eye as she says this.

‘You think I should have gone with them. But I knew they’d be safe with you.’

‘Did you?’ says Annette, frowning.

‘I had to stay. You know why.’

Annette smooths out a stitch. ‘Well, yes,’ grudging. ‘For Edward. You were right about him at least. He is, I suppose, the saviour of us all.’

‘Yes.’

‘And yet Marguerite still lives. Her husband. And her son.’

‘For a woman who abhors politics, Annette, you have a firm grasp of their salient points.’

Near thirty thousand dead at Towton. More in the rout that followed. They say the snow lay blooded twelve miles from there to York, and that men crossed rivers on bridges of bodies to flee the battlefield. More dead than could be buried in a month. More than in any battle ever known or written of, so that men, on hearing of it, even seasoned veterans who bear their limps and scars tight-lipped, turn pale and cross themselves. So many. Yet those she most needs dead are not among them: the mad King Henry, his bitch queen Marguerite who would have put her bastard on the throne. Cecily would have gone to Hell herself to throw its doors open for them. Instead, they’ve run clamouring to Scotland and found refuge beyond the borders of Edward’s kingdom. And so Annette is right. England’s new king isn’t secure while the old one and his heir still live and breathe.

But really, who, on seeing Edward, could want any other? After three days of sullen cloud, he brings the sun with him to Sheen, riding in through the gatehouse bare-headed and in shirt sleeves, his horse lathered beneath him and William Hastings laughing at his side.

‘We raced the last mile or so, Mother,’ he shouts as he throws his reins to a groom and strides towards her.

‘Ten miles by the look of that horse,’ she shouts back at him, ‘or did you gallop it all the way from York?’

Her whole body is a heartbeat and the time it takes him to cross the courtyard is an age, pushing hair from his face, shaking sweat from his fingertips.

‘Well, Mother, I was so very keen to see you, I dare say I hurried.’

He’s standing before her at last and, tall as she is, she must stretch her neck to see his white-toothed smile in a face branded by summer. For a moment she can’t speak, only raise a hand and lay it against his breast, where his strong heart beats beneath the damp threads of his shirt. She catches herself and smiles up at him as he clasps her fingers and kisses them.

‘Now,’ he says. ‘Let me greet my brothers.’

Waiting at her side, both boys drop to their knees, but Edward only laughs and pulls them up into bear hugs. ‘George and Dickon, Will,’ he tells William Hastings, who stands smiling behind him, ‘the boldest boys in Christendom.’ He pulls away at last, leaving a hand about George’s shoulder. ‘Duke of Clarence for this one,’ he says over his shoulder. ‘Lieutenant of Ireland perhaps, since he was born there. George, the dragon slayer.’

‘Let him prove worthy of it,’ says Cecily, before the boy can speak.

But now Edward’s turned to Dickon and thrown him on to his shoulders, and the boy is laughing with delight and clasping his brother’s hair to keep from falling as he’s spun about the courtyard in leaps and turns. ‘And what for you, young lord? What will we do for York’s youngest?’

‘We will put him down and be sensible for a moment,’ says Cecily. ‘He’s not a child.’

And Edward lowers him to the ground, crouches before him, puts a hand on each cheek and says, ‘No, indeed he’s not,’ and kisses his forehead before leaning to his ear. ‘Do you wear it still?’ she hears him whisper. ‘Our father’s ruby?’ The boy nods, earnest. ‘Good lad.’ And he ruffles his hair before bracing his knees to stand. ‘Well, Mother, let’s inside, I’m famished.’
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Monday, 29 June 1461

Westminster

Now her son comes to the world’s table, and is himself the feast laid upon it. Two days Edward has sat enthroned in Westminster Abbey. Yesterday, England’s nobility came on their knees, to kiss his hand and swear allegiance. Today the common people are welcomed in to gawp. It pleases her to see it. If she had her way she’d drag in every man from the street, every labourer from the fields, shake them by the collar and say, ‘Look at the king I’ve given you. This sun I have put in your sky.’

To make the message of him plain, she’s had it painted out on gilded boards that line the abbey’s aisles, so people must file past them as they wait. On the largest, at the entrance to the choir, the tangled lineages of York and Lancaster grow upward through a rose-briar, each Lancastrian head a cankered flower, each Yorkist bloom engorged and strong. At the head of the plant, a golden Edward sits cushioned on roses while, beneath him, mad Henry, dizzied, empty-handed and uncrowned, flails among thorns. It is the world as Cecily sees it and officers of the Crown are briefed and ready to explain its meaning to all: that Edward is king by right, by conquest, and by God’s order. That he has put down the usurper and set their world to rights. That England will flourish under his hand; that their purses and bellies will be full.

For the nobles, yesterday, her message was simpler: the house of York is here to stay. Get used to it.

At last night’s coronation feast, she watched them finding their feet in this world remade. Those who had fought with Edward laughed loud and drank deep. Those grateful to be pardoned for fighting against him ate frugally and kept their mouths shut, unless to praise the King or ask for salt. That is, until, as custom demands, the King’s champion clattered his warhorse into Westminster Hall and offered to prove his sword against any who opposed Cecily’s son. Then they cheered the loudest, knowing her eyes to be upon them.

All but one. That chit of a girl, Margaret Beaufort, didn’t cheer. With eyes as sharp as her chin she watched horse and rider career about the hall as if their offer of violence concerned her not at all. She only laid her hand on her husband’s wrist and then, noticing Cecily’s gaze, raised a cup to her and drank.

There will always be reminders, she supposes, that her sister Anne’s family fought for Lancaster. This Beaufort girl is married to Anne’s son, Henry. But he’s not her first husband. She was married before him to the mad King’s half-brother, Edmund Tudor, and, while still a child herself, bore him a son. Who still lives. Well, Cecily sighs, that’s one more thing I must deal with.

That’s where she should be today, she thinks. Taking care of such business instead of indulging herself in the brightness of the abbey and the sight of her son.

But for now, surely, she’s done enough. Let today be a feast that she savours. She’s been so hungry for so long and yesterday, at Edward’s crowning, had gorged on joy till she thought she would die of it. When he had turned from his anointing and raised his crowned head, and Archbishop Bourchier had called out to ask if England would have Edward as king, her whole body – viscera, bones and flesh – had cried out ‘yes!’, though her mouth could form not a single word, gulping instead on light-spangled air. And the roar that filled the abbey threatened to burst her heart, as every voice cried out for her son, and the bells rang and rang. Even now, the memory of it sets her head reeling. She shakes herself, comes back to the present. One can’t live long in such moments, she thinks, so close to the sun, without burning.

When she looks up, she’s surprised to see that the endless line has dwindled and the light at the windows grown dim. No more time to be idle. She stands as the last man, a clerk by the looks of him, some inky scrivener, comes before the throne. Edward looks down at him, then breaking all protocol gets to his feet, takes the man’s hand and says, ‘Thank you for your patience, friend,’ claps him on the arm and laughs. ‘And now I must to supper!’

Guards step forward to lead the man away, who nearly trips for looking wide-eyed over his shoulder at the young god who just touched him. Cecily can’t help but smile. Edward’s been doing this all day. He was meant to sit still and look magnificent. But, if he spotted a man he recognized – a soldier who wore his badge, a merchant he owes money to, a pretty girl on her father’s arm – he’d come down smiling from his high seat to speak a word, shake a hand or clap a shoulder. To flirt. Cecily has nodded her head at it. It’s a gift, she thinks, this power to touch hearts. They’ll go home and say, ‘Young Edward of York now, he’s the king for us.’

He has handed off the crown to Archbishop Bourchier and stands, shaking the weight of it from his shoulders and limbs. ‘Captain Mother.’ He raises his chin as she approaches. ‘Duty done, thank God. It’s hard work sitting on your arse all day.’

‘At least you’ve been sitting,’ mutters George. Edward’s brothers have stood behind him through the long hours, flanking his throne, left and right. A trial for one so young as Dickon, Cecily thinks, but no reason why George shouldn’t be up to it.

‘It’s your honour to stand at your brother’s side, George.’

‘Let go, Mother, it’s been a long day.’ Edward beams at her and puts his hands on his brothers’ shoulders. ‘George and Richard, you dine with me tonight.’

‘Richard?’ says Cecily, the name a shock that tumbles her stomach.

Edward shrugs. ‘It’s time, isn’t it? You gave him his father’s name, let him have it.’

The boy’s pale face looks up into hers, his eyes wide and waiting. He must be dead on his feet, she thinks. There are dark smudges beneath his eyes and his skin is as white as vellum. She never knew her husband at this age. That Richard was twelve when first he came to her, but he looked a little like this when he was brought out of the snow into her father’s hall; sleep-starved and hungry, a little knocked about by the world but still looking at it squarely enough. She wonders how much it will hurt her to speak her husband’s name and have his son answer. But she concedes the right of it. So she stoops down to look into his face. ‘Richard, then,’ she says. And there’s that smile, as wide and open as his father’s, and just as rarely seen.




4.

Edward had wanted Cecily to dine with him tonight too and join the celebrations. But she told him no. Marguerite may be beyond her reach, but Margaret Beaufort she can deal with. Margaret Beaufort and her boy.

She’s sent for her sister and told her to bring Margaret with her to Baynard’s, but when Anne comes, she comes alone.

‘Now, don’t give me that look, Cecily. Margaret will be here soon enough.’

The air indoors is stale and the sky outside not fully dark, so Cecily, who has been breathing incense all day, leads her sister into the garden, where evening teases the scent from gillyflowers and water pours from a fountain to a rill. They sit within sound of it on a cushioned bench and Cecily takes a moment to smooth her sleeves. ‘Now, what keeps young Margaret? I’d have thought myself worth her whistle.’

Anne holds up a palm. ‘I asked her to delay. I wanted to speak to you first.’

‘Are you afraid I might bite her?’

‘For his opposition to your husband, you’ve every reason to hate John Beaufort’s daughter.’

Cecily shrugs. ‘He rode roughshod over everything my lord and I achieved in France and I’ve hated him heartily for it. But it was years ago and he’s long dead. I never hate without cause and Margaret can’t help her birth, I suppose.’

‘Nor even knew her father.’

‘No, indeed. But how well does she know her cousin Henry Beaufort, who is still so very much alive? He led an army against me in Ludlow and another that killed my husband at Wakefield. Then gave his body to Marguerite and, I’m told, laughed when she had the head severed from it. He runs with her still and wrongs me by breathing.’

Anne looks away. ‘She barely knows him.’

‘And what of her son’s uncle, Jasper Tudor? Who even now leads a resistance against us in Wales.’

‘Cecily, you’re asking if Margaret is amenable to York, and I tell you she is. She’s of my house now, not Beaufort’s or Tudor’s. She follows my loyalties.’

‘But your loyalties are so newly made, Anne.’

Cecily watches, as her sister’s hands flutter in her lap, knuckled and swollen, while her face, cushioned in jowls, draws down into a frown. She’s past fifty now and has aged badly since her husband died last summer; leading an army against Edward, falling in the first attack.

Cecily sighs and stills her sister’s hands with her own. ‘Tell me then. What does young Margaret want?’

‘Can’t you guess, Cecily? She wants her son.’

Well, of course she does. ‘Little Henry Tudor. How old is he now? Three? Four?’

‘Four, Cecily. And he’s in Wales with his uncle Jasper, who your son has sent an army against and will pursue until he’s dead.’

It’s true. Edward has sent an army with orders to besiege Jasper Tudor in his castle of Pembroke; to raze every stone and break every timber to bring his base-born neck to the blade.

‘What? Does she think we’ll kill the boy?’ Cecily’s on her feet now, anger not so far away. ‘Jasper Tudor is our clear enemy and I’ll thank God for news of his death. But we don’t kill children.’

Anne rises, placatory. ‘No, Cecily, she doesn’t think that. She only thinks her son is in danger and wants him out of it. She wants him with her.’

‘Does she now? She was happy enough to leave him with Jasper when she married your Henry. He can’t have been more than a year old then.’

‘Jasper made it a condition of the marriage.’

‘I can see that he would. Mad Henry’s half-brother keeping this slip of Lancaster in his pocket.’

Anne looks away, as if at a loss till Cecily takes pity. ‘Come,’ she says, ‘let’s walk, I’ve been still too long.’ It gives them something else to focus on; slow steps on a dusty path, the first stars lighting.

‘What would your son think of his wife bringing another man’s son home?’

Anne shrugs and says nothing, so Cecily presses.

‘He’s yet to get a boy of his own on her, after all.’

Anne’s hands are clasped tight before her and her eyes are on her feet. ‘It isn’t likely that he will.’

‘Oh?’

Anne sighs. ‘Cecily, I think Margaret can’t …’ she falters.

Cecily stops, quirks an eyebrow. ‘What?’

Anne inhales a breath, shakes her head and lets it go. ‘She was twelve years old, Cecily, when Jasper’s brother married her.’

‘Mmm. And he not willing to wait.’

Anne tuts, then, under her breath, ‘From altar to bed before the candles were snuffed. Barely thirteen when she had her son.’

‘That’s bad.’

‘You’ve seen the size of her. It nearly …’ They pace on. ‘She’s ruined …’ she unclenches a hand to signal ‘… down there. And no surprise to anyone if she no longer cares for bed sport.’

‘Few men would give her the choice.’

‘Well,’ Anne fidgets. ‘My son isn’t much of a man for women.’

Cecily’s heard the rumours. ‘What a pair they make.’

‘They rub along together, well enough.’

‘I’m sure. She brought a very good dower.’

‘And the marriage bound us close to King Henry and his kin.’

Cecily raises an eyebrow.

‘Don’t pretend to be shocked,’ her sister tells her. ‘It mattered then.’

‘Of course. A good marriage when you made it. She’s not much use to you now though. I’m surprised you fight for her.’

Anne stops pacing at that and, when Cecily turns to face her, lifts her chin to look at her straight. ‘I pity her, Cecily.’

Cecily concedes with a nod. ‘Yes, it is pitiable. But do you think I should put her son into a household so lately conformed to York?’

It seems Anne has no answer, but they are disturbed, anyway, by sounds of arrival. They look back to the house to see Cecily’s steward signalling the way towards them and there, dark against the light that spills from the doorway, stands the slight, stiff figure of Margaret Beaufort and the ruin beneath her skirts.

They’ve come inside to Cecily’s chamber, where candles have been lit and windows left open to the cool night air. She has bidden Margaret to be comfortable and studies her now as she sits across the table with her hands folded in her lap, not drinking the wine that has been poured for her, but not quailing, either, under Cecily’s stare. Which is admirable enough, she supposes.

She’s surprised by just how young Margaret looks. She passed eighteen at May’s end, but seems a girl still, skinny and flat-chested. She wears a dress of murrey velvet, the livery colour of York, which Cecily thinks is a little obvious. But at least she’s made the effort. There’s nothing to hate here. Just a young woman worried for her son, and brave enough to face her for him.

‘Do you play chess, Margaret?’

The girl looks surprised but recovers quickly. ‘Yes. Yes, I do. Though I’ve been told you’re formidable.’

Cecily laughs, a little. ‘Oh, well …’

There’s a board beside them and Cecily signals Margaret to draw it forward and set up her side. There’s no sound for a time but the gentle click of the pieces as they’re set down. Anne has tutted and gone with her wine to sit by the window, resigned to a long wait.

The game is even, for a time; Margaret’s moves practised and considered, bold but well defended. As the game goes on they talk, or rather, Cecily questions. About Margaret’s present life, her home in the Lincolnshire Fens, the old castle at Bourne that had been her father’s. It seems she’s lived there content enough in the three years of her new marriage.

‘And I suppose you must know Lincoln well?’ Cecily leans back from the board, taking a pawn that Margaret risked too far.

‘Yes.’

‘My mother is buried in its cathedral.’

‘I know. I’ve lit candles for her there.’

Cecily is surprised, a little, and Margaret looks up at her from the board. ‘She was a Beaufort before her marriage, just as I am. We are cousins, of a kind, you and I.’

‘You would claim kinship with me?’

Margaret cocks her head, moves a knight forward, sets it softly down and says more softly still, ‘More than with my son’s father.’

My, thinks Cecily, you play a bold game. She begins to like her. ‘Ah.’ She slides a pawn of her own. ‘I think you mean to speak to me of your son.’

‘I would like him with me.’

‘So my sister says. Yet few women are lucky enough to keep their sons with them. My own Edward left my household at seven years.’ Margaret lowers her head. ‘And you want his inheritance secured, I suppose. The earldom of Richmond?’

‘He has committed no crime that it should be forfeit.’

‘He’s been on the losing side.’

Margaret shrugs. ‘Yet I’ve seen the King be merciful. To my good mother here,’ she nods to Anne. ‘And to others of his kin.’

‘You claim much for kinship. Your husband’s been pardoned and you’ve been granted your own lands, is that not generosity enough?’

It’s time to bring this game to an end, Cecily decides. She is exposed in the board’s centre. So she leans forward and, with deft fingers, switches king and rook.

Now it’s Margaret’s turn to look surprised. Her hand hovers over a board suddenly re-shaped. She had thought herself winning and is unsure what Cecily has done.

‘It’s a new move,’ Cecily tells her. ‘Do you not know it? If no other pieces lie between, it is allowed to move both rook and king. Church and state.’ She smiles at her own joke. ‘It’s made my king, as you can see, unassailable.’ She lays a possessive finger on the crowned piece.

Margaret swallows, nods. ‘Yes. I see. But I didn’t expect …’

‘I imagine not. Play on.’

From there Margaret’s game unravels. She stumbles, is checked, then mated. Cecily watches her survey the wreckage of the board.

‘It’s true. You are formidable.’ Margaret manages a wry smile as she looks up.

‘Yet you play well, Margaret. You must only practise the new rules until they come naturally to you. Now, let’s clear the board and I’ll tell you what I’ll do for your son.’

And, as Margaret slowly collects the pieces and returns them, one by one, to their box, Cecily does.

‘My son’s men will break the siege at Pembroke. Jasper’s fate is inescapable. But your son’s safety, I will assure.’

Leaning back in her chair, she watches Margaret’s hand become still and hover as her face lifts with hope.

‘But he won’t be returned to you.’

The young woman’s head dips again as her fingers curl on air.

Cecily leans forward, her elbows on the arms of her chair and her fingers joined at their tips. ‘I’ll do better for him than that, Margaret. Listen. I’ll give his wardship to a man whose loyalty is absolute and unshakeable. Your son’s mind is young and malleable, it will be shaped by York. He will forget Tudor and Beaufort and mad King Henry, and all the old allegiances you’ve lived by. It will be the saving of him.’ She sits back, shakes out a sleeve. ‘He will learn to love my house and serve it. And when that’s done, and he’s of age, my son may very well grant him his earldom. And call him king’s man.’

The pieces are boxed now, and Margaret’s hands lie empty in her lap. There is a small sound. A sob? Or just a sigh?

‘Who?’ Margaret asks.

‘William Herbert.’

Margaret’s face pales. ‘Isn’t he the man who leads an army now against Jasper Tudor?’

‘Yes. At my son’s bidding. But he’s a fair man, Margaret. An old friend. And his wife is good-hearted. They’ve a bevy of children young Henry will grow among. And, this way, your boy need not leave Wales.’

‘Then am I never to see him?’

‘Oh, I don’t know. Wales isn’t so very far. Learn the new rules, Margaret. Live by them. Then there’ll be no reason to disallow the occasional visit; a summer foray, a convivial Christmas.’

Margaret nods. ‘Yes.’

‘Now.’ Cecily moves to stand. ‘It’s time for my sister to take you home.’

She walks with them to the chamber door, lifts her hand for Margaret’s kiss. She was right, the lashes of those fine dark eyes are wet. There’s no need to say more, but, for kindness sake, ‘I’ve given less than you hoped for, Margaret. But more, surely, than you could expect. I know what it is to have sons. You have only this one, and I can see that he is dear. One day, I hope you’ll thank me. I’ve given him a world in which he can flourish.’

Margaret’s courtesy is deep and Cecily’s hand, when she raises her, gentle.




5.

Christmas, 1461

Eltham

By Christmas, the game has played out much as Cecily said it would. Well, almost. Jasper Tudor is a slippery bastard and, when William Herbert took Pembroke Castle and pushed his way through every bolted door, he found him gone, leaving little Henry Tudor behind with no better defence than his nurse’s skirts. Cecily hears Jasper’s made his way to Marguerite in Scotland. Well, he’ll be on short rations there.

If Margaret Beaufort mourns the rout of Lancastrian resistance from Wales, she shows no sign of it. There she sits, down the table, her hand backing her son’s tow-coloured head, wiping goose grease from his face with a napkin while her mother-in-law fusses and her husband leans back to allow a salver of plump baked plovers to be set before him.

Cecily finds she can smile at the sight. She’s had the little Tudor brought here to Eltham and reunited with his mother for the season; a Christmas gift all unexpected that brought Margaret to her knees this morning, pressing her forehead against Cecily’s clasped hands and kissing her fingers in thanks.

‘This is a very great kindness,’ Cecily’s sister Anne had said, as Margaret sought to wrap the boy, who clearly didn’t recognize or remember her, in her arms.

‘I know,’ Cecily whispered as the boy began to whimper and they stepped away from the scene. ‘Sometimes I surprise myself.’

Her own younger sons sit at table with her now, dipping greedily into shared plates. If she only leaned a little forward, she could push her fingers among George’s copper curls or smooth the cowlick on Richard’s brow. She’ll do no such thing. George, at least, wouldn’t thank her for it. Her married daughters, Elizabeth and Anne, are at court, but her youngest, her own Margaret, her faithful Meg, sits by her now, drawing every eye. Her fifteen-year-old beauty, no paltry thing, is much enhanced by kinship to a king; the length of her neck made more graceful by the collar of diamond-dewed roses that encircles it. I must think of her marriage, Cecily reminds herself. She leans to whisper in the girl’s ear, ‘There’s not a man in all England worthy of your beauty, Meg. We’ll find a prince of Europe for you.’

The eyes Meg turns on her are as softly grey as a rabbit’s back and the light in them bright as new-minted silver. ‘A year ago, you’d have struggled to find a pot boy willing to marry me for my beauty, Mother. The princes of Europe will take me for their advantage, not my looks.’

‘Be that as it may, we will make you a very great lady.’

‘Well enough. But don’t hurry on my account. Besides, shouldn’t you get Edward married first?’ And here at last her lips turn up a little. ‘If Edward gets himself an heir George might be a little less insufferable.’ George’s affronted expression widens her smile. ‘And it might do Edward good to have one woman’s bed that it’s actually his duty to go to. I think the biggest decision he faces each day is who will have the pleasure of him at the end of it.’

Cecily raps her knife on the table. ‘Do you think this talk becoming?’ She nods her head towards young Richard, who, as ever, is listening attentively as he chews. ‘Edward is a young man, and a king. It should be no surprise that he takes willing women to his bed.’

No surprise at all. But sure, he goes to it with an appetite. He and Will Hastings, who is his chamberlain now and closer than flesh to bone, share them as they would a trencher of meat or a flagon of wine. They lick their lips, pick their teeth and compare notes the morning after. Well, no matter. As long as he’s not a fool for them, men will admire him for it.

The latest, though, has proved more than a single night’s distraction: Elizabeth Lucy, widow of some fool boy who got himself killed for Lancaster at Towton. She petitioned Edward when he was on progress this summer, pleading for her jointure. She must have done so winsomely. She got all she asked for, along with a fine set of grass stains on her skirts. She walks the corridors of Windsor now, where Edward keeps his Christmas court, cradling a curved belly in her hand and smiling like a cat. Not for much longer though. Edward’s already asked Cecily to find a husband for her. That’s easy enough. There’s no shortage of men ready to curry favour by raising the King’s by-blow as their own. But it isn’t work Cecily likes.

‘I’ll not be your pander, Edward,’ she told him.

‘God’s blood, Mother, I don’t need you to find women for me. I trip over them in corridors.’

‘Just get rid of them when you’re done?’

He’d grinned at that, and she’d slapped his shoulder before grinning with him.

So, Edward’s is a young man’s court and, for these days of Christ’s nativity at least, she chooses to be away from it. While he keeps a riotous season at Windsor, she sits in quiet state at Eltham. The food is as good and the music better, but the feasting is punctuated by the offices of prayer. In this way she and Edward present to the world the twin faces of York: its potency and its piety, its dominion on earth and favour in Heaven. They’ve divided their guest list accordingly. If she’s drawn a quieter crowd it doesn’t matter. It’s enough that she can hawk in the mornings and, in the evenings, watch her daughters dance. She should welcome this time for reflection, she supposes. A pause to catch her breath.

Once crowned in June she’d sent Edward off to show himself to the country. While his cousin Warwick quelled rebels in the north and William Herbert ousted Tudor from Wales, Edward rode the south and west of England, dispensing justice, accepting largesse. And all the while, she kept the wheels of government turning in London, a hub for news of progress on every front. In October, he returned to her at Greenwich. A month of preparation, then together to Westminster for his first Parliament, where the changes of the year were at last enshrined in law: the defeat of Lancaster, the supremacy of York, set down with ink on vellum. She was with him every hour and everywhere, except when the door closed on the Painted Chamber, where only men can go. But no word said there was beyond her consideration, no decision taken to which she didn’t agree.

So, time to rest now. To reflect. To give thanks, her confessor says. But in truth, she’ll be glad when the twelve days are over and the wheels of business turn again. Most especially, she wishes the sixth day done.

On that day she waits for Edward on the steps of St Paul’s with only Archbishop Bourchier for company. He has the good sense not to speak and, in that blessing, she can imagine herself alone. Her children and family are already inside, pooled in the light of a thousand candles, a bright lure to draw the dead.

‘The whole world would come to honour them, you know,’ Edward had told her when they made their plans for this year’s mind, this anniversary of death.

‘So they should,’ she answered. ‘But I’ll have no one there who doesn’t share blood with us – and none who fought against us even if they do, however penitent or reconciled.’

It’s a year since her husband’s blood stained the snow at Wakefield; since her son Edmund’s blue-veined throat burst open on a blade. If the veil between worlds is to be thinned today, if God will grant their souls to come close, she wants no presence here that will trouble them. No heart that will not welcome them with love.

It’s snowing again now; goose-down softness from a dull steel sky. Though shielded by a canopy that bears the arms of York and England quartered, errant flakes still settle on the dark hem of her gown and a cold wind from the river lifts the veil that frames her face. She narrows her eyes and turns into it. She has already taken off her gloves. She welcomes the cold, fancies it will bring her closer to them. Graves, too, are bitter. Her fingers, clasped before her, are thin and bloodless, as if already dead. She examines them, notes the looseness of her rings, the thickening of her knuckles, and wonders if the flesh has fallen yet from her husband’s bones, if the shield wall of Edmund’s ribs has collapsed about his heart. She rubs the smooth tips of her fingers against her thumb, then raises them to the jewel at her breast, a golden lily set with pearls that once belonged to the King of France. Her husband had pinned it to her breast the night of his first victory against the French at Pontoise; the night, she is sure, that Edward was conceived. Dear God, she remembers, as, beneath her cloak, she wraps thin arms about a lean frame, she was warm enough then.

At last, the snow-muffled clop of many hooves tells her he is come, and her pulse, which has been slow and stumbling, picks up. Edward leaves his guard at the foot of the steps and climbs to her alone. He won’t let her bow to him, but takes her hands in both of his and kisses them, before wrapping her arm within his own and leading her into the dim heart of the cathedral and on, towards the pale upturned faces in their pool of golden light.

There is no thinning of the veil. Through the long service she waits and watches and quiets her heart and yet feels nothing but the coldness of the cathedral’s stone floor rising from knee to thigh. Sees nothing but the frost of her breath disappearing like unanswered prayer. At the close of the solemn mass, she looks about her and sees Edward’s face, tight-lipped, awash with tears. Richard’s small fingers are clasped in his broad fist and a weight of hand rests on George’s shoulder. Her daughter Elizabeth sobs quietly against her husband’s velvet chest, while her eldest, Anne, rubs her back in slow circles. Meg’s fingers rest atop her own. She can feel a shiver through them.

At last, the archbishop gives his final blessing and relinquishes her dead to the abode of spirits; to life without end, to riches that will not pass away and cannot be stolen from them. Where they need not fight, but only rest. ‘Amen,’ he says. And she finds she cannot answer. What will her husband do there, she wonders? He who fought all his life and died so bloodily, with so much left undone?

She has come to Baynard’s tonight. She’s tired and worn and will return to Eltham in the morning. She farewelled Edward at the cathedral door and watched him vanish into the company of his guard. They will carry him to Westminster and, tomorrow, to the river and against its swollen flow to Windsor. She has told her children she wants no company and they’ve taken themselves away. They’ll be in bed by now, she supposes. Safe enough. And she should be away to her own, but that it’s empty, and Richard, her husband, sleeping far away and quiet in his grave. The fire has burned low and the candles are on their ends. But there’s a noise on the stair and a page enters and says, ‘Lady,’ then the door is pushed wider, and there is Edward. She wonders if he’s been drinking, but he stands sober enough.

‘I’m no good for other company tonight,’ he says. So she draws him to the fire, which the page hurries to add wood to, puts wine in his hand and pours for herself.

‘You’ve eaten?’

He shrugs. ‘All I want.’

She hasn’t eaten at all, but her body doesn’t burn up food as his does.

‘I miss Edmund,’ he says.

‘Well. Of course.’ She’s not seen him maudlin before. It’s a new thing.

‘And you must miss my father?’

I’m only half myself without him, she wants to say. As lonely as an anchorite though standing in a crowd. But if she speaks her grief she will drown in it, so she only nods and allows herself a single word, ‘Yes.’

He leans across the fire to take her hand, his eyes earnest. ‘I’ll bring them home, Mother. I swear it. I’ll bring them back to Fotheringhay and bury them with honour.’

The church at Fotheringhay is the mausoleum of Cecily’s house. There lie all her children lost in the cradle: Henry and John, William and Thomas, last-born Ursula, given to God. Long ago she promised Richard she and he would take their own long sleep there, side by side for all eternity. The thought of it has been, through all their struggles while he lived, her deepest comfort, her last redoubt. Now he and Edmund lie in a hasty grave in Pontefract. A place she’s never been to and will never go.

She imagines the keeping of Edward’s promise. The long cortège and the honour guard riding beside it, swords unsheathed and heads bare; the masses sung at every stop or crossroad, the overnight vigils in abbeys and cathedrals. She imagines the crowds that will line the roads for a glimpse of the hearse, word of it passing from mouth to mouth, like coppers from market-day purses, a currency of gossip that will remind all who hear it of York’s bitterest defeat, its darkest day. She imagines it all and knows it can’t happen.

She squeezes Edward’s warm and living hand, then lets it go, reaches for the jug and pours for him again. ‘It’s the sixth night of Christmas, Edward. Tonight we honour God’s labour of creation.’ She brings her cup to his, a gentle chink. ‘It will take you and I a little longer, I think, to shape the world to our purpose.’

‘What’s more to do? I’m king.’

She sits back in her chair, with a sigh. ‘Still young enough to be fooled by our own rhetoric, Edward?’ she chides. ‘It’s there to dazzle others, not you. Our work is far from done. Marguerite and her bastard still live. She’ll come against us again. Likely soon. She won’t give up. And she’ll train her pup to fight. We must destroy her, and him, utterly. And that fool husband of hers.’ She folds her hands, one within the other. ‘Only then can we bring your father and your brother home.’

He wipes a hand across his eyes and cannot look at her. She leans to him again, lifts her fingers to his blazing hair, lays them against his cheek. ‘But until that day men must see only York victorious. We must show them York living, Edward. Not remind them of York dead.’




6.

April to October 1462

London

There’s a new king in France and Marguerite, Cecily learns, is gone to meet him, slipping out of Scotland in the first calm weather, in the last hungry days of Lent.

‘She looks for resurrection,’ Cecily writes to Edward, who rides after stag at Windsor and thinks himself done with war for now.

‘Let her try,’ he writes back. ‘Even King Louis can’t raise Lancaster’s hopes from the dead.’

But it’s hard to know yet what Louis can do. They know him for a hard-faced bastard, that’s all, who made war against his father, lost, then kept out of France for sixteen years. The old King begged for his son when dying, mumbling his name past the infection that devoured his jaw. Louis wouldn’t come. Just took himself to Reims where French kings are made, and sat himself down to wait. When the news came, he was off to the cathedral and a crown on his head before the messenger had brushed the sweat from his horse’s flanks. He’ll want to prove himself now, Cecily guesses. What better way for a new French king to court his people’s love than to muscle up against old enemy England? And what better excuse for it than his French kinswoman’s honour? They’re cousins, Louis and Marguerite, though they’ve seen nothing of each other in the seventeen years since Marguerite was dispatched from France like a parcel, a fifteen-year-old bride for England’s woeful king. He’ll make something of it, Cecily imagines, though for policy’s sake, not family feeling.

She’s right. Come spring, the fighting season, there’s talk of a French army, Henry bloody Beaufort at its head, coming to put Marguerite’s mad husband back on his throne. Edward takes to the road again, keeps Easter in Lichfield, then on to Leicester at a clip. Best for a king to be in the centre of England when rumour of invasion runs like a hare; ready to turn on it wherever it breaks cover and take out its throat with a snap.

Edward isn’t the only man on the move. His cousin Warwick rides the Scottish borders like a vengeance, raiding and harrying and giving Scottish Queen Marie no rest. Serves her right for harbouring royal fugitives.

‘Warwick fights like a devil,’ Edward writes. ‘And gives more in my service than any man alive.’

‘So he should,’ Cecily replies. ‘He’s got a lot to fight for, thanks to you. Anyway, you’ve made him Lord of the North, which makes Scotland his business.’ She has nothing against her nephew Warwick but knows him to be a canny man who serves his own best interests first.

She imagines Edward’s shrug as he reads her words. His cousin has shared exile, hardship and battle at Edward’s side. And grief, for he lost his own father when Edward lost his. He’s been well rewarded for it
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