
  [image: cover missing]


  CONTENTS

 
  Cover

 
  About the Book


  About the Author


  List of Illustrations


  Genealogical Table


  Title Page


  Epigraph


  Prologue


  Introduction


  Part One: Youth


  1. Only Virtue Unconquered


  2. Henry Howard


  3. Earl of Surrey


  4. With a King’s Son


  5. A Frenchman at Heart


  Part Two: Politics


  6. Bloody Days


  7. So Cruel Prison


  8. En Famille


  9. Chevalier sans Reproche


  10. Poet without Peer


  11. The Fury of Reckless Youth


  Part Three: War


  12. Noble Heart


  13. In Every Man’s Eye


  14. Loss of Reputation


  15. My Foolish Son’s Demeanour


  16. Unbridled Tongues


  17. Condemned for Such Trifles


  Epilogue

  
   Picture Section


   Author’s Note

	
  Notes


  Acknowledgements


  Manuscript Sources


  Select Bibliography

  
  Index


  
  Copyright


  About the Book


  Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey was one of the most flamboyant and controversial characters of Henry VIII’s reign. A pioneering poet, whose verse had a profound impact on Shakespeare, Surrey was nevertheless branded by one contemporary as ‘the most foolish proud boy that is in England’. He was the heir of England’s premier nobleman, first cousin to two of Henry VIII’s wives – Anne Boleyn and Catherine Howard – and best friend and brother-in-law to the King’s illegitimate son, Henry Fitzroy. Celebrated for his chivalrous deeds both on and off the battlefield, Surrey became, at only twenty-eight, the King’s Lieutenant General in France. But his confident exterior masked insecurity and loneliness. A man of intriguing contradictions, Surrey was both law enforcer and law breaker, political conservative and religious reformer and his life, replete with drunken escapades, battlefield heroics, conspiracy and courtroom drama, sheds new light on the opulence and artifice of a dazzling, but deadly, age.


  About the Author


  Jessie Childs was born in 1976 and took a first in Modern History at Brasenose College, Oxford. She reviews for several national publications and lives in London. Henry VIII’s Last Victim is her first book. It won the Elizabeth Longford Prize for Historical Biography, 2007.
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  O what a noble mind is here o’erthrown!


  The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, sword,


  Th’expectancy and rose of the fair state,


  The glass of fashion and the mould of form,


  Th’observed of all observers, quite, quite, down!


  Hamlet, Act 3, scene 1, lines 153–7


  1


  ONLY VIRTUE UNCONQUERED


  It is a spur in brave and good spirits to bear in mind those things which their ancestors have nobly achieved.


  It transferreth itself unto posterity and, as for the most part, we see the children of noble personages to bear the lineaments and resemblance of their parents, so in like manner, for the most part, their virtues and noble dispositions, which even in their tenderest years will bud forth and discover itself.


  Henry Peacham, The Complete Gentleman


  ‘THESE NEW ERECTED men,’ Henry Howard once wailed in an attack upon the arrivistes of the Court, ‘would by their wills leave no nobleman on life!’1 He was proud of his ancestry and jealous of his honour. All around him, engraved on tableware, carved in the furniture, sewn into tapestries and stained onto glass, coats of arms boasted of his descent from the blood of kings.


  Yet the Howards had been ‘new erected’ once too, and not, perhaps, as long ago as they might have wished. The first Howard of any note was William Howard, a talented lawyer who purchased a manor and lands in East Winch, a small village in north Norfolk near King’s Lynn. He was knighted by Edward I and, in 1297, became Chief Justice of the Common Pleas. The next few generations saw more lawyers and a smattering of fine public servants and military captains. They married well and gradually the Howard patrimony grew, but it was only when Sir William’s great-great-great grandson, Robert, married Lady Margaret Mowbray around 1420 that the family can really be said to have arrived.


  She was the elder daughter of Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk and Earl Marshal of England. From his side of the family, Margaret descended from Edward I through Thomas of Brotherton, King Edward’s son by his second marriage to Marguerite of France. From her mother (Elizabeth, daughter of Richard Fitzalan, Earl of Arundel, and Elizabeth de Bohun), Margaret could also trace her descent to Edward I, this time through his first marriage to Eleanor of Castile. The Howard–Mowbray marriage thus linked a gentry family of modest proportions to three royal houses and a wealth of English Baronies. Robert and Margaret’s son John (and all his descendants, including his great-grandson, Henry Howard) had the blood of Plantagenet, Capet, Mowbray, Bigod, Warenne, de Bohun, Segrave, Percy and Fitzalan in his veins.


  John Howard pinned his colours firmly to the Yorkist mast, fighting for Edward IV in the Wars of the Roses and earning himself a Barony in the late 1460s – one of only eight men to be raised from the gentry in Edward IV’s reign.2 Following the death of the King, John supported the usurpation of Richard III. His loyalty was richly rewarded: on 28 June 1483 he was created Duke of Norfolk and Earl Marshal of England; he received half the Mowbray estate and his heir, Thomas, was elevated to the Earldom of Surrey.fn1 A month later the first Howard Duke of Norfolk was appointed Steward for the Duchy of Lancaster and Lord Admiral of England, Ireland and Aquitaine.


  Thus the fortunes of the Howards were attained by the same means as those of the new men that Henry Howard so abhorred: advantageous marriage and loyal service. But to Henry there was a difference. Not for nothing was the family motto Sola Virtus Invicta – Only Virtue Unconquered. While the upstarts at Court were ‘mean creatures’, well versed in the machiavellian arts of dissimulation and betrayal, the Howards, so Henry grew up to believe, embodied a unique nobility of spirit. They upheld a chivalric code that placed loyalty and trust above all else; ‘the friendship sworn, each promise kept so just’, as the poet Earl would later put it.3


  Such a promise was duly kept by John Howard, Duke of Norfolk, to his King, Richard III, at Bosworth Field on 22 August 1485. The Wars of the Roses – the thirty years of intermittent fighting for the Crown of England – pitted Yorkist against Lancastrian, the White Rose against the Red. With the extinction of the main Lancastrian line in 1471, Henry Tudor, Earl of Richmond, became the chief claimant.fn2 He was a little-known Welshman who had spent many years exiled in Brittany, but his pledge to unify the two Houses appealed to many war-weary Englishmen. The extreme unpopularity of Richard III – Shakespeare’s ‘poisonous bunch-backed toad’4 – also aided Henry Tudor’s cause. The Stanleys and the Percys were carefully won over. Lancastrian agents attempted to lure Norfolk too, sending blandishments and threats. It is said that on the night before he left to join the King’s forces, Norfolk found nailed to his gates the warning:


  
    Jack of Norfolk be not too bold


    For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.5

  


  The Duke could not be turned. As promised, he led the vanguard into a battle that he must have known he could not win. He charged into the mêlée and fought on as his men were hacked to pieces around him. Soon he was face-to-face with his cousin, the Earl of Oxford. One blow threw off Norfolk’s visor. An instant later an arrow punctured his skull. It was an honourable death according to the Tudor chronicler, Edward Hall:


  
    He regarded more his oath, his honour and promise made to King Richard; like a gentleman and a faithful subject to his Prince [he] absented not himself from his master but, as he faithfully lived under him, so he manfully died with him to his great fame and laud.6

  


  King Richard was also slain, but while his corpse was stripped with ‘not so much as a clout to cover his privy members’ and trussed up ‘like a hog’, no such degradation befell John Howard. His body was rescued from the field and carried, unharmed, to Thetford Priory in Norfolk, where it was solemnly buried alongside his Mowbray ancestors.


  His son Thomas Howard, Earl of Surrey, had fought bravely alongside his father’s corpse – ‘Young Howard, single, with an army fights’7 – but he too had been felled. Injured but not dead, he had begged Sir Gilbert Talbot to inflict the final blow so that he might die by the hand of a nobleman. This honour was refused and he was carried from the field and dispatched to the Tower of London. The seventeenth-century poet Sir John Beaumont later gave a flowery rendering to Howard’s justification for fighting for Richard III:


  
    I never will my luckless choice repent,


    Nor can it stain mine honour or descent;


    Set England’s royal wreath upon a stake,


    There will I fight, and not the place forsake.


    And if the will of God hath so disposed,


    That Richmond’s brow be with the Crown enclosed,


    That duty in my thoughts, not faction, shines.8

  


  The first Parliament of the new reign passed an act of attainder against Howard. Not only did it declare him a high traitor (with all his lands, titles and possessions forfeited to the Crown), but it also tainted his blood and that of all his progeny. He was, in effect, legally dead and remained thus for nearly three-and-a-half years. But Henry VII was shrewd enough to realise the potential of the Howards. In 1489 he had the attainder reversed and Thomas Howard became Earl of Surrey once again, though most of his estates were withheld. He was released from the Tower and sent to the North to protect the borders. His children (including Henry Howard’s father, also called Thomas, then only sixteen) were brought to Court as surety. The King need not have worried. Time and again, Howard proved his loyalty and worth. In 1501 he was appointed Lord Treasurer, one of the three principal offices of state, and in 1509 Henry VII, on his deathbed, restored his entire patrimony.


  The accession of Henry VIII signalled new opportunities for the Howards. Hale and hearty and bursting with hubris, Henry VIII was itching to prove his mettle against the French as his hero, Henry V, had done. By 1512 England was at war with France and the younger Howards, whom the King knew well from their time at Court, were given key positions. Thomas’ second son, Edward, a special favourite of the King, was appointed Lord Admiral. His encounter the following year with the French fleet off the coast of Brittany secured his place for ever in the affections of his friend and King; it also cost him his life.


  After his brother-in-law, Sir Thomas Knyvet, had burnt to death in an engagement with a French carrack, Edward swore that he would ‘never see the King in the face’ until he had avenged Knyvet’s death.9 Consequently, when Edward espied the enemy fleet sheltering in Brest harbour, he swept towards it and boarded the command galley ‘with great courage’, we are told, and little regard for his personal safety.10 The French threw off the grappling irons, cutting Edward off from most of his men. Realising there could only be one outcome, Edward tore his golden whistle, the badge of the Lord Admiral, from his breast and flung it into the sea. Seconds later he was stabbed to death and dumped overboard.


  Once again a Howard had died honourably in action and once again the bards were inspired:


  
    His life not ended foul nor dishonestly,


    In bed nor tavern his lusts to maintain,


    But like as beseemed a noble captain,


    In sturdy harness he died for the right,


    From death’s danger no man may flee certain,


    But such death is meetest unto so noble a knight.


    


    But death it to call me think it unright,


    Sith his worthy name shall last perpetual,


    To all his nation example and clear light,


    But to his progeny most specially of all,


    His soul is in pleasure of glory eternal . . .11

  


  One more battle ensured the Howards’ rise from the ashes of Bosworth. While Henry VIII set off for France in June 1513 in search of his own Agincourt, Thomas Howard, Earl of Surrey, now in his seventies, and his son Lord Thomas Howard – Henry Howard’s grandfather and father respectively – were left behind to guard the northern borders. It was a painful duty. They felt they had earned the right to fight alongside their King and, as the English army prepared to cross the Channel, ‘the Earl could scantly speak’, so great was his frustration. ‘My Lord,’ warned the King, ‘I trust not the Scots; therefore I pray you to be not negligent.’12


  The King’s fears proved well founded. James IV of Scotland, in honour of the ‘auld alliance’ with the French, took advantage of the English exodus and invaded from the North. By the end of August about forty thousand Scots were encamped on Flodden Hill, six miles inside the English border. While Catherine of Aragon busied herself with the sewing of standards and banners, the Howards prepared to do battle. The Scots outnumbered the English by about two to one; they were well fed and supplied, rested and ready for battle. The English had arrived only days before and were already down to their last rations. The Scots also held the strategic advantage, encamped upon a five hundred-foot hill with the English in full view below. But they had not counted on the Howards.


  As dawn broke on 9 September 1513, the English columns marched away from Flodden towards the north. By the afternoon, they had regrouped at Branxton. The Scots, fearful lest their baggage supplies be cut off and thirsty for English blood, abandoned Flodden for Branxton Hill and, at around four o’clock, thundered down on the English. After initial setbacks, the English re-formed and counter-attacked. The battleground became a quagmire and many soldiers removed their boots to gain better footing. Soon it became clear that the long German pikes wielded by the Scots were too heavy and cumbersome for hand-to-hand fighting. With their swords and bills (hand weapons tipped with a bladed hook), Surrey’s men cut the Scots dead in their tracks. James IV perished in the battle along with the flower of his nobility. Surrey’s autobiographical epitaph, composed ten years later, claimed that the Scottish King was slain ‘in plain battle directly before his own standard’.13 According to this account, the Scots lost seventeen thousand men, though a figure of ten thousand is more realistic. The English lost fewer than fifteen hundred.


  It was a spectacular triumph, far more impressive than the ‘ungracious dogholes’ Henry VIII had wrested from the French.14 Surrey dispatched James IV’s bloodied surcoat to Queen Catherine, who promptly forwarded it on to her husband in France, ‘sending for your banners a king’s coat’. ‘I thought to send himself unto you,’ she added with gleeful bloodlust, ‘but our Englishmen’s hearts would not suffer it.’15 The poets and broadsiders drew, like a sixteenth-century press pack, to the scent of freshly spilt blood. While the Scots mourned


  
    The flowers of the forest that fought aye the foremost,


    The prime of our land lie cold in the clay,16

  


  the English Poet Laureate, John Skelton, could not resist a cruel taunt:


  
    King Jamy, Jemmy, Jocky my jo,


    Ye summoned our King, why did ye so?17

  


  Flodden marked the complete rehabilitation of the Howards. The blood of one battle had washed away the stain of another. In a lavish ceremony held at Lambeth Palace on Candlemas Day 1514, Thomas Howard senior was granted the Dukedom of Norfolk and appointed Earl Marshal of England, while his son, Thomas Howard junior, was elevated to the Earldom of Surrey for life. As a further reward, Norfolk ‘and his heirs forever’ received an augmentation to their coat of arms: the upper half of a lion ‘pierced in the mouth with an arrow, and coloured according to the arms of Scotland, as borne by the said King of Scots.’18


  Such was the legacy Henry Howard inherited. He grew up listening to stories of Howard gallantry – stories, if his grandfather’s epitaph is anything to go by, that would have lost nothing in the re-telling. By the time of Henry’s birth four years after Flodden, his father was Earl of Surrey and Lord Admiral of England. His grandfather was the Duke of Norfolk, Earl Marshal and Lord High Treasurer. With a fortune equal to their rank, they were two of the most powerful magnates in England.


  But Howard gains had not come easily. Their past was turbulent and bloody and their future by no means assured. Nothing could be taken for granted, especially with a capricious king like Henry VIII on the throne. One false move and the foundations of their house – the lands, the titles, the offices – could be removed again. Had Henry Howard been more sensitive to the fragility of his family’s greatness, his fate might have been very different.

  


  fn1 These grants led some later commentators to suspect that John Howard may have been complicit in the murders of Richard, Duke of York, and his elder brother, Edward V – the ‘Princes in the Tower’.


  Following the extinction of the male Mowbray line of descent in 1476, the Dukedom of Norfolk fell into abeyance (though other Mowbray titles and estates were inherited by the heiress, Lady Anne Mowbray). Edward IV granted the Dukedom to his son Richard, Duke of York, who had married Lady Anne. The King also passed an Act of Parliament giving his son the enjoyment of the Mowbray estates for life even if his wife predeceased him. Anne died in 1481, leaving the Mowbray co-heirs, John Howard (by virtue of his mother, Lady Margaret Mowbray) and William Berkeley, blocked from their inheritance for the duration of Richard’s life. With Richard out of the way, the chief obstacle to Howard’s inheritance was removed and the Dukedom of Norfolk lay in the gift of the new King, Richard III, almost certainly the murderer of his nephews. However, no contemporary accused Howard of complicity in the murders and the evidence presented against him is circumstantial at best. Anne Crawford, who provides the best analysis of this, concludes: ‘That Howard had any hand in that son’s death is inherently unlikely’ (Crawford, ‘John Howard, Duke of Norfolk: A Possible Murderer of the Princes?’, in Richard III: Crown and People, ed. J. Petre, 1985).


  fn2 Henry Tudor’s claim was not beyond dispute. His mother, Lady Margaret Beaufort, descended from Edward III through a son of John of Gaunt (third son of Edward III) and his mistress (later his third wife) Catherine Swinford. The son had been born out of wedlock and, although he and his Beaufort siblings were subsequently legitimised, they were expressly forbidden from inheriting the throne.


  2


  HENRY HOWARD


  HENRY HOWARD WAS probably born in 1517.fn1 In an age when people looked to the weather – and much else besides – for providential signs, the year did not augur well. The winter was so harsh that it claimed almost four hundred deer from his grandfather’s park at Framlingham and caused the Thames to freeze over, so that ‘men with horse and carts might pass betwixt Westminster and Lambeth’.1 A very hot summer followed in which the sweating sickness, a virulent and highly contagious form of influenza, broke out in London. ‘The patients experience nothing but a profuse sweat, which dissolves the frame,’ the Venetian ambassador observed, while one Italian traveller recorded a daily death toll of five hundred.2


  The Earl and Countess of Surrey hardly needed further incentive to have their baby boy baptised as quickly as possible. Child mortality was a severe problem in the sixteenth century, with up to forty per cent of children dying before they reached their fifteenth year. The Howard chapel at St Mary’s, Lambeth, the family’s London parish,fn2 contained the little bodies of Thomas Howard’s four children by his first wife, Anne Plantagenet, the daughter of Edward IV. Two of them, Henry and Thomas, had been baptised before their deaths, but there had not been time for the others.3 According to the beliefs of the Catholic Church, they had died in a state of original sin and were consigned to limbo, forever denied the vision of God. Following Anne’s death in 1512, Thomas Howard – with indecent haste, some felt – married Elizabeth Stafford, daughter of the Duke of Buckingham. She had provided him with one surviving daughter, Katherine, but not, until now, the longed-for son.


  This boy was therefore a very special child. Finally his father had an heir. And to this special child was given a special name: as the priest immersed the baby three times in holy water, the word on his lips was not John or Thomas, the traditional names for Howard heirs, but Henry, the name of the King of England.fn3 He would represent the next phase of Howard greatness, offered up at the baptismal font as a symbol of the family’s loyalty to the Tudor regime.


  While all available steps were taken for the preservation of Henry Howard’s health, his parents were not expected to care for him on a daily basis. The routine tasks necessary for nurturing an infant were considered menial, not at all suitable for a countess whose priorities were to be a good wife and householder. Her chief duty was to produce as many children as possible and for the next three years she was almost constantly pregnant. Anything that would have affected her fertility, such as breastfeeding, was ruled out.fn4 So Henry was handed over to a wet-nurse, and the nursery, peopled by gentlewomen, nurses and a laundress, became the centre of his world.


  Strict criteria governed the choice of Henry’s wet-nurse. She should be ‘of no servile condition or vice notable,’ wrote Sir Thomas Elyot,


  
    for, as some ancient writers do suppose, often times the child sucketh the vice of his nurse with the milk of her pap. And also observe that she be of mature or ripe age, not under twenty years or above thirty, her body also being clean from all sickness or deformity, and having her complexion most of the right and pure sanguine, forasmuch as the milk thereof coming excelleth all other both in sweetness and substance.4

  


  Infants were acutely vulnerable to disease at a time when medicine was not far advanced. One doctor accused his colleagues of ‘everywhere and continually . . . feeling their way with unseeing eyes’.5 The Boke of Chyldren, a guide to paediatrics published in 1544, listed some of the ailments to which the early modern child was prone. They included ‘a postume of the brain, swelling of the head . . . terrible dreams, the falling evil, the palsy, cramp, stiffness of limbs, bloodshot eyes . . . scabbiness and itch, diseases in the ears, neasing [sneezing] out of measure, breeding of teeth . . . colic and rumbling in the guts . . . worms, swelling of the navel, the stone, pissing in bed . . . consumption, leanness and goggle eyes.’ Remedies were prescribed for each condition, but their efficacy is questionable. Stiff limbs, for example, were to be rubbed with an unguent of goat’s urine and dung, while a child suffering from earache was to be treated with a snakeskin ‘boiled in oil and dropped into the ears’.6


  By the end of 1519 Henry had been joined by another sister, Mary, and a brother, Thomas, while a second brother, who was baptised Charles, died in infancy in 1520.7 Their main home was Tendring Hall in Stoke by Nayland, a small cloth-producing town on the Essex–Suffolk border. The Stour Valley provided a scenic playground for Henry and his siblings just as it did for John Constable more than two centuries later. ‘The scene of my childhood,’ he wrote, ‘made me a painter.’


  
    Its gentle declivities, its luxuriant meadow-flats, sprinkled with flocks and herds, its well cultivated uplands, its woods and rivers, with numerous scattered villages and churches, farms and picturesque cottages, all impart to this delightful county an amenity and an elegance hardly anywhere else to be found.8

  


  Many of Henry’s earliest memories would have been of travelling between his father’s various estates. Much time was spent at Kenninghall, a medieval manor house twenty miles from Norwich. According to an account book detailing the family’s expenditure there between 1519 and 1520, the children were given sweets, silks and shoes, while in the summer of 1519 a blue ribbon was bought just for Henry. Occasionally, too, their parents took them to London where they stayed in a house in Lambeth that was just a quick ferry ride across the Thames to the Court.9 Up until Henry’s eighth birthday, the family tended to winter at Hunsdon Hall in Hertfordshire, an impressive moated manor that boasted a brick tower one hundred feet high. In 1525 the King bought it from the Howards and took ‘great pleasure to resort [there] for the health, comfort & preservation of his most royal person’.fn5, 10


  Moving from one estate to another was an irksome affair. Carriages were needed not only for the household personnel, but also for the furniture, hangings, tableware, cooking utensils and chapel plate. Even the beds were removed, and not just the lord and lady’s beds, but those of their children, the ushers, grooms, cooks, bakers and the rest of the travelling household. A contemporary book belonging to the fifth Earl of Northumberland gives a set of verbose instructions on how ‘to assign the said carriages, how they shall be occupied and how the said carriages shall be appointed and what they be that shall be appointed to every carriage and what carriages shall be appointed for every cause.’11 Roads were often poorly maintained and those, like the Howards, who regularly travelled through Suffolk, had to contend with ‘the foulness of the ways, which in the clay woodland soil is ever increased especially in winter season’.12


  The logistics of moving house resembled those of an army on the move. Advance parties rode out to scout the route and arrange checkpoints. Others went ahead to hang tapestries, light fires, check food stores and generally ensure that the house was ready for habitation. Then, in one long caravan, the family and household departed, leaving only a skeleton staff behind. A record of one of the Howards’ sixty-mile treks from Tendring Hall to Hunsdon has survived. The six-year-old Henry set off with his mother, siblings and ‘all the household’ at daybreak on 29 October 1523. After twenty miles south-west, they reached Easterford (now Kelvedon) in Essex, where they were allowed a brief respite for breakfast. Travelling west, they passed through Dunmow, where they had a light lunch, entered Hertfordshire, crossed the River Stort and finally reached Hunsdon in time for a hearty supper.13


  When Henry was three his father was appointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. English kings had claimed overlordship of the island ever since a dubious papal grant in the twelfth century, but most had shown little interest in the ‘wild Irish’ and since the beginning of his reign Henry VIII had deputed the governance of the country to the Anglo-Irish Earls of Kildare. In 1520 though, he decided upon a change in policy. Complaints had reached him that Gerald Fitzgerald, ninth Earl of Kildare, and deputy since 1513, had been abusing his power. Through extortion and terror, he was treating Ireland as if it was his own private fiefdom, with scant regard for English interests. Henry VIII promptly discharged him and appointed Thomas Howard to head a new strategy for the establishment of English suzerainty. The King was told that, if managed properly, Ireland could become ‘a very Paradise’ and a useful source of revenue. Howard was ordered to set up Court in Dublin and, to give credibility and a sense of permanence to his mission, his family and household were expected to relocate with him.


  The news cannot have been met with much enthusiasm by Elizabeth Howard. As the daughter of the Duke of Buckingham, she had been brought up in what was generally considered the most magnificent noble household of the age. Marriage to an earl had led to a reduced standard of living. That had been a bearable inconvenience, but how was she to cope with the wilderness of Ireland where, in many places, so it was rumoured, ‘they care not for pot, pan, kettle, nor for mattress, feather bed, nor such implements of household’?14 Surely it was no place to take small children. One Greek envoy, describing English impressions of Ireland, wrote: ‘They fabulously tell that Hades and the gates of Hades are there, imagining that they hear the groans of men undergoing punishment; and they add, moreover, that various spectres and adverse powers are seen.’ While such tales were dismissed by the envoy, the rest of what he was told ‘appeared to me to be true, and susceptible of sober consideration’:


  
    Such . . . as live in forests and bogs are entirely wild and savage; and there remains only the human form, whereby they may be distinguished to be men . . . And towards their own females they conduct themselves with too great simplicity, inasmuch as sometimes they have sexual intercourse with them in public; neither does this appear to themselves shameful. They feed on everything, and gorge themselves to excess with flesh.15

  


  The Countess and her children were to be based in the more civilised area around Dublin, known as the Pale, where it was conceded that the inhabitants were ‘meetly well mannered, using the English tongue’. But even here the Irish were considered a challenge: ‘Naturally they be testy, specially if they be vexed.’16


  On 23 May 1520 the Howards, their household and some five hundred troops arrived in Dublin, having crossed the Irish Sea on two galleasses, Katherine and Rose. From the outset, the situation was intolerable. While the English army faced resistance and rebellion from the Irish chieftains, the Howard household struggled with food shortages and dysentery. Sir John Bulmer, who arrived in Ireland not long after the Howards, claimed that in all his time there he never experienced even one day of good health.17 With the summer came the plague. ‘Undoubtedly no thing is so troublous to me here,’ Howard wrote from Dublin at the end of July, ‘as the universal infection of great sickness, which daily increaseth in this town.’ By early August it was inciting mass hysteria. In one infected area the villagers had forsaken their houses for the woods but even there the plague had found them and now, Howard informed Cardinal Wolsey, ‘the bodies lie dead, like swine unburied’. Howard’s main concern, though, was closer to home:


  
    Three of my household folks hath sickened in my house, and died in the town, within seven days last past; notwithstanding I am fain to keep my wife and children here still, for I know no place in this country where to send them in clean air. Wherefore most humbly I beseech Your Grace to give me leave to send my wife and children into Wales or Lancashire, to remain near the seaside, unto the time it shall please God to cease this death here. And I shall take such fortune as God will send, for whilst I live fear of death, nor other thing, shall cause me to forbear to serve my Master, where it shall be his pleasure to command me.18

  


  This simple request was apparently refused for the Archbishop of Armagh reported from Dublin almost two months later that Howard’s wife and children were still there despite ‘the great plague of sickness which now here reigneth and remaineth and hath remained still to his and their great jeopardy.’19 Not only did Elizabeth Howard have to cope with the very real threat of death, but she also had to reckon with a household full of soldiers. Scarcity had driven up prices and reduced the value of the men’s wages to such an extent that they could no longer afford food or lodging. They made ‘so pitiful complaint,’ Howard wrote, ‘that I am enforced to take them into my house’, so the corridors reverberated with the clatter of armour and the carpets were trampled by heavy boots.20


  The Howards remained in Ireland for the rest of the year and most of the next. A stronger military presence was clearly needed to subdue the population, but Henry VIII deflected Howard’s petitions for reinforcements, advising instead, with breathtaking disregard for the situation, ‘sober ways, politic drifts and amiable persuasions’.21 In June 1521, disillusioned and fed up, Howard asked to be recalled. He was ignored. On 16 September he renewed his plea with more urgency:


  
    I have continued now here one year and a half, to Your Grace’s great costs and charges, and to mine undoing, for I have spent all that I might make. The country is so much disposed to flux of the body, with which disease I have of late been so sore vexed, and yet am, that I fear, if Your Grace should command me to remain this winter coming, I should be in right great danger of my life. There is dead of the same disease here, of Your Grace’s retinue, above sixty, and of the great sickness a more number.22

  


  Four long months passed until the Howards were finally allowed to go home. Despite his obvious distaste for Irish affairs, Thomas Howard’s humane treatment of her people won him their hearts. One Irish chronicle told how


  
    he had such grace that there was neither poor, neither rich, but lamented his departure as though all goodness were from them ravished. He was so careful for the poor, so upright amongst the higher powers, that he was rather to be alter Salmonfn6 called than a private minister. He never sought no man’s blood; he never coveted nothing of any that was other men’s; he was never malicious to any. To be short, without many frivolous words to multiply, it was thought by diverse that he never offended within the compass of the seven deadly sins all the while he was in Ireland. What shall I say of his Lordship more?23

  


  The English also appreciated his efforts at statecraft. ‘Hard it will be to find any other English captain to do more, or as much, as he hath done in that room,’ Wolsey informed the King.24 Ireland continued to be problematic for the rest of Henry VIII’s reign and Thomas Howard’s advice was constantly sought. This he was happy to give, but his reaction to a suggestion mooted in 1534 that he return to Ireland is telling: ‘If the King really wishes to send me to Ireland, he must first construct a bridge over the sea for me to return freely to England whenever I like.’25


  In the Howards’ absence a family tragedy had played out at Court. On 17 May 1521 Elizabeth’s father, the Duke of Buckingham, was executed for treason. Few things aroused Henry VIII’s finely tuned sense of suspicion more than a recalcitrant nobleman. Edward Stafford, Duke of Buckingham, was debonair, flamboyant and highly provocative. He exuded magnificence and thought nothing of putting on a banquet for over four hundred people. The Holy Roman Emperor Charles V, demonstrating an unfortunate aptitude for weak puns, called him ‘the finest buck in England’.26


  At Court Buckingham was outspoken in his criticism of the King’s policies. He dismissed the Field of the Cloth of Gold – the Anglo-French extravaganza of 1520 at which Henry VIII had attempted, at considerable expense, to outshine his French counterpart – as ‘a conference of trivialities’. Once ordered to attend, however, he had made sure that he was the best dressed there. Above all, he derided the King’s chief minister, Cardinal Wolsey, and his carnificial background, labelling him a ‘Butcher’s Cur’.27


  Henry VIII attempted to keep the nobility in line by following his father’s policy of containment. He needed their vast resources in order to wage wars, maintain law and order and project magnificence at Court, but he subjected them to strict regulation. The distribution of livery was limited, the retaining of followers licensed and ‘recognisances’ were imposed. These were bonds designed to ensure good behaviour on the part of the nobleman. If the King ruled that the bond had been broken, he could exact a monetary penalty. The Howards fell into line. Buckingham did not. In November 1520 he enraged the King by poaching one of his servants. When, in the same month, he requested permission to lead several hundred armed retainers into Wales, ostensibly to quell disorder there, it was suspected he might be planning his own rebellion. When a servant, who had just been dismissed by Buckingham, stepped forward with information concerning the Duke’s treasonous muttering – notably that he threatened to stab and depose the King – his testimony was taken at face value.


  Buckingham was charged with the treason of intending to assassinate the King, but the threat he had posed to Henry VIII had been less to his person than to the future of his dynasty. In 1521, after twelve years on the throne, the King still had no legitimate male heir. The Wars of the Roses were not so long ago that people had forgotten the havoc an insecure succession could wreak. Buckingham, a descendant of Edward III through both Thomas of Woodstock and John of Gaunt, was Henry VIII’s nearest living male relative in the Lancastrian line. For some time it had been whispered that ‘were the King to die without heirs male, he might easily obtain the Crown’.28 Buckingham’s real crime lay in stoking these flames when he should have sought by all means possible to quench them. He was executed on the morning of Friday, 17 May 1521. From the scaffold, he warned his fellow noblemen to take heed of his fate. Then the axe was wielded and, in three clumsy strokes, his head was severed from his body.29


  Elizabeth Howard was devastated by her father’s death, made all the more painful because she had been marooned in Ireland at the time. She may also have felt betrayed by her husband’s family. In November Buckingham had written to the Duke and Duchess of Norfolk (Elizabeth’s parents-in-law), seeking guidance and support because ‘we have as great trust in them as any child they have’. But it had been Norfolk, as Lord Steward, who, with tears in his eyes, had pronounced the death sentence at Buckingham’s trial.30 It is likely, too, that Elizabeth blamed her husband. Buckingham himself certainly did. From the bar of the courtroom, he had launched a devastating attack on his son-in-law, stating, as Thomas Howard later recalled, ‘that of all men living he hated me most, thinking I was the man that had hurt him most to the King’s Majesty’.31 It is hard to conceive how Thomas could have done much in Ireland to affect events in London, but he certainly would have had little inclination to help the man who so detested him. Elizabeth grieved alone, then, in the wilds of Ireland. When, the following year, both her father-in-law and her husband received a substantial portion of her father’s estate, it must have seemed as if they were dancing on his grave.32


  Upon the execution of Buckingham, Elizabeth lost not only a father but also a powerful protector. Consequently she had no one to fight for her when her marriage later disintegrated. The breakdown of the Howard marriage would become public only in 1534 when Thomas threw Elizabeth out of the house. Thenceforth the couple exchanged a devastating volley of insults. She accused him of sustained physical and mental abuse; he retorted that she was a hysterical fantasist. Amid all the accusations and counter-accusations, it is very difficult to ascertain the truth. Up until 1526, when Norfolk began to flout a mistress in front of his wife, there is no evidence of marital breakdown. Henry’s parents ate, travelled and appeared in public together. Towards the end of 1524, following a lengthy posting for Thomas in the North, both husband and wife wrote to Wolsey expressing their agitation at the prolonged separation.33 From the outside, then, it seemed as though the Howards had a perfectly conventional marriage. From within, however, it is possible that there had been tension from the outset.


  Elizabeth had only been fifteen when she was courted by the recently widowed Thomas Howard. And she was in love with another. Ralph Neville, Earl of Westmorland, was one of her father’s wards. ‘He and I had loved together two years,’ she later claimed, and had it not been for Thomas sniffing about, ‘I [would have] been married afore Christmas to my Lord of Westmorland.’ Buckingham had tried to lure Thomas away from Elizabeth using his other daughters as bait, but Thomas ‘would have none of my sisters, but only me’.34 His persistence eventually paid off and in 1512 Elizabeth forsook her sweetheart and married her suitor.


  Thomas’ relentless pursuit of Elizabeth had convinced her that ‘he chose me for love’.35 Despite the considerable age gap – at thirty-nine, he was older than her own father – she fully expected romance to blossom. Elizabeth was passably pretty, with soft features, light colouring and a distinguished forehead. Thomas may well have taken a fancy to her, but for him her chief assets lay elsewhere. Union with the Duke of Buckingham’s eldest daughter (her sisters being too young for childbirth) brought Howard wealth, power and prestige. That is why he married her and why, possibly even before the mistress came on the scene, Elizabeth felt cheated.


  None of this was explained to their son Henry. Sixteenth-century children, especially aristocratic children, were not expected to ask intrusive personal questions, and certainly not of their parents. When they were both at home, Henry would join them for meals in his father’s chamber. Sitting in obedient silence, he learnt how to gauge the mood from a subtle vocal inflection, a raised eyebrow, furrowed brow or frozen smile. As an adult Henry was hypersensitive both to his environment and the people within it. This trait could manifest itself creatively, as it did in his lyrics, but it also incurred self-destructive side-effects: he could be introspective (often seen as self-absorption) and frequently overreacted to perceived slights.


  For vast tracts of his childhood, though, Henry’s parents were away from home. As Lord Admiral, Thomas Howard spent much of 1522 harrying the French coastline and between 1523 and 1524 he served against the Scots as the King’s Lieutenant in the North.36 One surviving household account, revealing all the comings and goings of the Howards from April 1523 to January 1524, shows that in that nine-month period, Henry’s father was home for only twenty-three days.37 His mother could boast a better record, but she too was absent for almost three months. As lady-in-waiting to Queen Catherine, she was frequently required at Court and, as Countess of Surrey, she had local duties to fulfil. On Saturday, 8 August 1523, for example, she ‘rode after breakfast’ from Tendring Hall, and returned in time for supper the following Tuesday. On such trips, she usually visited neighbouring estates, joined hunting parties or went on pilgrimages to East Anglia’s famous shrines.38


  When his mother was home, Henry had daily contact with her, the two of them taking their breakfast together in her chamber. She was only twenty in 1523, but the lessons of life – notably, marriage to a man more than twice her age, the hardship of Ireland and the execution of her father – had forged a worldliness beyond her years. Like her father, she was high-minded and independent, sometimes recklessly so, but these were not traits that she wished to see in her children. A letter from Elizabeth to her brother, written in the 1540s, tells us something of her approach to parenting. In response to his request that one of his daughters be brought up in her household, Elizabeth replied:


  
    I pray you to send me my niece Dorothy, for I am well acquainted with her conditions already, and so I am not with the others; and she is the youngest too; and if she be changed, therefore, she is better to break as concerning her youth.39

  


  A strict disciplinarian, then, who believed in the suppression of wilfulness from an early age, but also someone committed to child rearing, who wanted to be ‘well acquainted’ with their ‘conditions’. Thus, although Elizabeth’s duties at Court and in the county often precluded regular interaction with her children, this does not mean that she was not devoted to them. Years later, following the children’s decision to side with their father in the marriage dispute, Elizabeth complained of their ‘unnatural’ behaviour towards her.40 Her choice of word implies the prior existence of an innate bond that, for her part, she claimed always to have upheld.


  Elizabeth’s approach to discipline was entirely in keeping with the age. God-fearing parents believed that wilfulness in children was a sign of the devil and that measures should be taken to lead them away from temptation. Parents were warned not to ‘let your children go whither they will, but know whither they go, in what company, and what they have done, good or evil’. They were discouraged from showing ‘much familiarity’ and were advised to ‘labour how to make them love and dread you, as well for love as for fear’. The Lord’s Commandments were drummed in from a very early age, none more so than the Fourth: ‘Honour thy father and thy mother’. When his parents were home, Henry would fall to his knees every morning and ask for their blessing. Only once they had made the sign of the cross – ‘In the name of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost, Amen’ – would he be permitted to rise.41


  The Howard household was linked by chains of hierarchy. Just as Henry had a duty of obedience to his parents, so did the servants to him. A gentleman usher – the sixteenth-century equivalent of a valet – slept on a pallet-bed outside Henry’s door and was ready to jump to attention when called. In one contemporary manual for servants, there is an entry on ‘How to order your master’s chamber’:


  
    When your master intendeth to bedward, see that you have fire and candle sufficient. Ye must have clean water at night and in the morning. If your master lie in fresh sheets, dry off the moistness at the fire . . . In the morning, if it be cold, make a fire, and have ready clean water, bring him his petticoat warm, with his doublet and all his apparel clean brushed, and his shoes made clean, and help to array him, truss his points,fn7 strike up his hosen, and see all thing cleanly about him.42

  


  Henry barely had to lift a finger. Not only did his servants dress him, they also combed his hair, prepared his pew twice daily for Mass and Evensong (‘beads and book, forget not that’), and maintained his lavatory:


  
    See the privy-house for easement be fair, soot,fn8 and clean;


    And that the boards thereupon be covered with cloth fair and green;


    And the hole himself, look there no board be seen;


    Thereon a fair cushion, the ordure no man to teenfn9


    Look there be blanket, cotton or linen to wipe the nether end,


    And even he clepith,fn10 wait ready and entende,


    Basin and ewer, and on your shoulder a towel.43

  


  There was no privacy at bath time. Henry would sit in a tub as his usher lathered him in soap and then sponged him down with rose water.44 But bathing was a rare occurrence, as it was regarded by many as a risky activity. Andrew Boorde, a doctor who was sometimes consulted by Henry’s father and who dedicated his Dyetary of Helth to him, pronounced that bathing ‘allowed the venomous airs to enter and destroyeth the lively spirits in man and enfeebleth the body’. Somewhat paradoxically, medicinal baths were sometimes prescribed, which were as hot as possible and mixed with various herbs including hollyhock, St John’s Wort, wildflax and camomile.45 Servants were to be well presented at all times and strict regulations governed their behaviour. Those drawn up by John Harington of Stepney ordered ‘that no servant be absent from prayer, at morning or evening, without a lawful excuse’, ‘that no man make water within either of the courts’, ‘that no man teach any of the children any unhonest speech or bawdy word or oath’ and ‘that none toy with the maids’. However, the imposition of fines for each offence shows that whatever the ideal, the reality must have been somewhat different.46


  Meals were taken three times a day: breakfast at six, dinner between ten and twelve and supper around six in the evening. In the Howard household, where guests were frequently entertained, the ritual associated with the serving of food was the fullest expression of a nobleman’s status. On a normal day around twenty servants were involved. Before the guests were seated, the table was laid with exactitude and the salt cellar set in its correct position to the left of the principal diner. During the meal a team of cupbearers, carvers and waiters attended. Once the customary two courses had been consumed, bowls of water were produced and the servants ceremonially washed the diners’ hands. The table was then cleared with as much ritual as it had been laid and the leftovers were gathered up and distributed amongst the poor.


  Apart from the Grace, meals were usually conducted in silence and bad manners were not brooked. One contemporary book of etiquette forbade coughing, retching, hiccuping, belching and scratching – ‘put not your hands in your hosen your codware for to claw’. Another directed:


  
    Scratch not thy head with thy fingers


    when thou art at thy meat;


    nor spit you over the table board;


    see thou doest not this forget.


    Pick not thy teeth with thy knife


    nor with thy finger’s end,


    but take a stick, or some clean thing,


    then do you not offend.


    If that your teeth be putrefied,


    me think it is no right


    to touch the meat other should eat;


    it is no cleanly sight.


    

    . . . .


    

    Blow not your nose on the napkin


    where you should wipe your hand


    but cleanse it in your handkercher,


    then pass you not your hand.47

  


  Henry had evidently learnt all this by the age of six when he was expected to host formal meals in his parents’ absence. On 16 September 1523, for example, the Earl of Essex called at Tendring Hall with four servants. He was given dinner in the Great Chamber with little Henry, dressed in his finest clothes, perched at the head of the table.48


  Early Tudor aristocrats consumed about 4,500 calories a day, around three-quarters of which was meat.49 Foreigners often baulked at such a heavy diet, but as one Englishman explained to an enquiring Italian, ‘as the subtle air of Italy doth not allow you to feed grossly, so the gross air of England doth not allow us to feed subtly’.50 Contemporaries were just as diligent as we are today in their search for a healthy diet. The Dyetary of Helth recommended garlic to destroy bacteria and almonds to ease digestion. Mandrake was said to be an effective aid to conception; effective that is, until one of its other properties kicked in: ‘it doth provoke men to sleep’.51


  The Howard household books contain detailed entries for all Henry’s meals. For breakfast he either had chicken or mutton while dinner and supper regularly consisted of an assortment of beef, lamb, pig (including the head and trotters), chicken, veal, venison, goose, rabbit, capon, duck, pheasant, pigeon, crane and swan, all washed down with weak beer, water being considered unsafe. Although the family did not have pudding in the sense of a separate course, they did occasionally treat themselves to custards, nuts, jellies, gingerbread, apples, pears and pomegranates. On Fridays and Saturdays, during Lent and on Rogation days, Henry ate only fish and dairy products, though he was exempted from his mother’s stricter abstentions from meat on Wednesdays and from breakfast and supper on the holy days.52 In addition to the more common types of fish, the Howards were able to obtain fresh oysters, crayfish and caviar from Colchester, Yarmouth and Norwich.


  If Lent was a time of abstinence, then Christmas was indisputably a time for indulgence. Then, as now, the birth of Christ was celebrated with much merriment and was a time for families and friends to gather and rejoice. In December 1523, as the halls of Hunsdon were decked with holly and ivy, one can imagine the mounting excitement of the six-year-old Henry. But on 22 December he could only wave as his parents rode away to celebrate Christmas with the King. The return of ‘my Lord’s yeomen’ from Windsor on Christmas Eve can hardly have eased Henry’s sense of abandonment. He spent the whole of Christmas Day in the nursery, taking all his meals there, the only concession to the occasion being ‘ten great birds’ for dinner. Once the servants had attended to him, they rushed down to the Hall, where the rest of the household was celebrating what was, no doubt, a livelier affair. The Howards could usually expect at least one or two visitors on a normal day, far more at Christmas. On this day, however, there were none at all.


  On Boxing Day the local parson dropped in, perhaps to check on the Howard children. The following day five ‘players’ or actors called at Hunsdon and performed to an audience of Henry, his siblings and servants, the parson, two men of the county, and three men of the town.53 Perhaps the parson had taken pity on the children, alone at Christmas, and arranged some local entertainment. Perhaps the players were an itinerant troupe of actors touring the county or, most likely, Thomas and Elizabeth Howard had made provision for some interludes for their children’s edification. These were short, dramatic pieces, based on the Scriptures and considering the date of their performance – the eve of the Feast of the Holy Innocents – it is possible that they included a re-enactment of King Herod’s slaughter of the infants at Bethlehem.


  Thomas and Elizabeth returned to Hunsdon two days after Twelfth Night and a week later Thomas left again for the North. While it would be unwise to overemphasise Henry’s sense of abandonment in an age when aristocratic parents regularly left their children at home for prolonged periods, the extent of his father’s absences was extreme even by the standards of the day. Henry was acutely aware that he was his father’s heir and that great things were expected of him. Believing, perhaps, that he had not done enough to satisfy him, Henry became desperately anxious to please, ever hopeful of his father’s approval.


  But Thomas Howard, as Holbein’s famous portrait of him (plate 1) illustrates, was not an easy man to please. The work confirms contemporary descriptions that he was short and spare. His gaunt face is dominated by a great beak of a nose, arched brows, heavy lids and thin, pursed lips. The artist has also managed to capture something of the discontentment that pervades his sitter, as if, at any moment, Thomas might let out a weary sigh as was ‘his wonted fashion’.54 Although he is decked out in ermined finery, with the chain of St George around his neck, the Earl Marshal’s gold baton in his right hand and the Lord Treasurer’s white staff in his left, he seems distinctly unimpressed by the symbols of his status. Indeed, the ermine weighs him down, the chain constricts him and his hands are bound by the staves of office. He is consumed by politics. Only his eyes are free to warn the viewer of the heavy burden of unlimited ambition.


  Having grown up in the aftermath of Bosworth, when his father was in the Tower and the Howard name disgraced, Thomas Howard lived in dread that it could happen again. His one goal in life was to secure Howard pre-eminence at Court. By turns he could be charming, ruthless, bluff, obsequious, affable and cruel. The many conflicting accounts of him are testament to his mastery of dissimulation. He ‘is esteemed very resolute,’ one French ambassador noted, ‘and not easily moved to show by his face what his heart conceives.’55 As a father he could be protective and affectionate, but his children never quite knew if this concern was genuinely for them or for their status as Howard assets. When one of his servants later wrote to Henry: ‘I heard my Lord say that he had rather bury you and the rest of his children before he should give his consent to the ruin of this realm’,56 it was no empty threat. He was merely outlining the reality with which they had all learnt to live: that Thomas Howard was a politician first and a father second.


  On 21 May 1524 Henry’s grandfather, the second Duke of Norfolk, died at the age of eighty. Popularly known as the Flodden Duke, his victory over the Scots, as well as his sheer longevity, accorded him legendary status. Henry had last seen his grandfather only a few months before, when he had stayed for two days at Tendring Hall,57 and it is likely that the Duke, a consummate storyteller, would have delighted his grandson with tales from his colourful past.


  Four hundred and forty yards of black funerary cloth were needed to adorn the state chambers, the chapel, the Great Court and the gates of Framlingham Castle, the ducal seat in East Suffolk.fn11 For a month the Duke’s body lay in state in the chapel, surrounded by nineteen kneeling mourners. Every day three Masses were sung and every night twenty-eight servants kept vigil. On 22 June incense infused the summer air as the coffin was placed in a chariot and taken off on its two-day journey to Thetford Priory, the traditional burial place of the Dukes of Norfolk. Henry, dressed in a hooded black gown, rode behind his father at the head of a nine hundred-strong procession of heralds, churchmen, lords, knights, gentlemen, servants and torch bearers. Along the road they were accompanied by the ringing of bells and every church they passed was presented with escutcheons of the Howard arms and a purse of six shillings and eightpence.


  Having arrived at Thetford after a night’s stopover at Diss, Henry and the rest of the mourners rose early and processed to the priory. The Duke’s catafalque, fringed with a valance of black silk and Venice gold and surrounded by one hundred wax effigies, lay under the flicker of seven hundred candles. After three Masses, Henry sat transfixed in his pew as an elaborate spectacle unfolded. First the late Duke’s coat of arms was offered by the principal herald, Garter King of Arms, to the Bishop of Ely. The Bishop then delivered it to the Duke’s heir, Thomas Howard, symbolically investing him with his father’s honours. Thomas then returned the coat to Garter, who carried it to the altar. Next, Clarenceux King of Arms offered the late Duke’s shield to the Bishop, who in turn delivered it to Thomas, who then handed it back to Clarenceux, who took it to the altar. This process was repeated for the Duke’s sword and helmet, with a different herald officiating each time. Finally, Carlisle Herald went to the priory door and conducted a mounted knight, clad in the late Duke’s armour, down the aisle and up to the offering. The knight dismounted and delivered the Duke’s battleaxe, head down, to Carlisle who, having presented it to the Bishop, received it back in turn and took up his place alongside his fellow heralds at the altar. An hour-long sermon followed on the theme of Revelations, 5: ‘Behold the Lion of the Tribe of Judah Triumphs’. It reportedly whipped up ‘so violent a fear’ among the congregation that many ‘ran out with haste’. Next, the burial vault was consecrated and the Duke’s chief servants broke their staves of office and threw them in. Finally, slowly, the coffin of Henry’s grandfather was lowered into the vault.fn12


  That evening a magnificent banquet was laid on for around two thousand diners. In all, the funeral had cost the staggering sum of £1,340. It had been a celebration of the life of the Flodden Duke and an appreciation of his role as a secular and spiritual leader of East Anglia. It was also a display of Howard power and regeneration. The yards and yards of black cloth that were draped throughout Framlingham Castle were decorated with the Howard arms. The horses that had drawn the chariot were similarly caparisoned and practically every square foot of Thetford Priory was covered in a patchwork of Howard symbolism.58 It conveyed a powerful message, but the role of the royal heralds in the obsequies conveyed an even stronger one: that the strength and continuity of the Howard dynasty was facilitated by, and ultimately depended upon, the authority of the King.

  


  fn1 The date of his birth is not known. Before the introduction of parish registers in 1538, births were recorded arbitrarily. We only know Thomas More’s birthday, for example, because his father scribbled it into his copy of Geoffrey of Monmouth’s Historia Regum Britanniae. The year of Henry’s birth is debatable, the only real clue being an inscription on a portrait of him, which reads: ‘ANNO DNI. 1546. AETATIS SUE 29’. Despite much searching in the archives for a reference to his birth or christening, I have been unable to illuminate the matter, though I am unconvinced by W. A. Sessions’ argument for 1516 based on his belief that Henry seemed older than his two years in the household account of 1519 (Sessions, 1999, pp. 46–7). Henry’s age is impossible to ascertain from this source. For the sake of uniformity, I have adhered to the common assumption that the year was 1517.


  fn2 The present church is a nineteenth-century restoration. It was deconsecrated in 1972 and is now the site of the Museum of Garden History.


  fn3 Henry VIII may well have been his godfather, though there are no extant records to confirm this. Perhaps the presence of Thomas Wolsey, the King’s chief minister, at the Howard castle of Framlingham in the summer of 1517 points to his acting as the King’s proxy at the baptism. (‘The Framlingham Park Game Roll’, in J. Cummins, The Hound and the Hawk: The Art of Medieval Hunting, 2001, p. 264.) However, Wolsey had other reasons for being in the county at the time and may only have been paying his respects to its chief landowner.


  fn4 The connection between lactation and infertility was understood at the time. Furthermore, breastfeeding would have delayed the resumption of sexual relations as intercourse with a nursing woman was taboo (B. J. Harris, ‘Property, Power and Personal Relations: Elite Mothers and Sons in Yorkist and Early Tudor England’, Signs, 15/3, 1990, p. 613).


  fn5 The Tudor mansions of Tendring Hall and Hunsdon Hall have not survived. The latter, which Henry VIII transformed into a royal palace, can be glimpsed in the background of a portrait of Edward VI thought to have been painted in 1546. Kenninghall was demolished around 1650. Today only one part of one wing survives as a farmhouse.


  fn6 alter Salmon: another Solomon.


  fn7 points: the laces that tied the breeches or ‘hosen’ to the doublet.


  fn8 soot: sweet.


  fn9 teen: annoy.


  fn10 clepith: calls.


  fn11 Built by Roger Bigod in the late twelfth or early thirteenth century, Framlingham Castle later became the seat of the Mowbray and Howard Dukes of Norfolk. Although little
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