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CHAPTER FOUR
ALL CHANGE

To go back a matter of weeks is to get a new perspective on life.

Thomas Cromwell was crying. Yes, Cromwell, that man of iron, was
actually in tears. They poured down his cheeks as he gazed out on
to the Thames; that is to say, he was looking towards a window
which gave a view of the Thames but his eyes were so filled with
tears that he could see little. The cuff of his left sleeve came up to
wipe away the moisture running down his cheeks. He was trying to
stifle his sobs, but not very effectively. They could be heard quite
clearly along the main corridor.

That sound had first attracted George Cavendish. He’d been
puzzled, and, seeing the reason, he’d been intrigued. There'd
certainly been many changes since their master's fall, but this was
surely the strangest of them all."*’

Since the dismissal of Wolsey, the King seemed to have grown in
stature. He passed less time in the pursuit of pleasure, and more
time in the council chamber. Before he'd been content to be the
King of England; now he was the RULER of England.

In this he’d been helped by the Boleyns. If anything they’d become
even more hated than before. After all, Rochford had become the
Earl of Wiltshire and his son, George, had easily slipped into the
style of Viscount Rochford. They'd grown noisier and more boastful
— especially young George. And Lady Anne treated herself as if she
were Queen — and expected others to do the same. Wiltshire
himself had become intolerable. He'd tried to fit into the Cardinal's
shoes, and found them too large, much too large. He acted as if he
were already the father-in-law of a king (or the grandfather of a
prince). The whole Boleyn family were hated — even their relatives,
such as the Duke of Norfolk, had little time for them, observing how
much ill-feeling had arisen. The commons, of course, grumbled
about the displacing of their Queen Catherine. They could be
ignored. However, Norfolk was more concerned with the muttering
among the nobility against this family of upstarts.

Changes there’d certainly been. But none had struck George
Cavendish so much as the sight of Thomas Cromwell with tears
rolling down his face. Cromwell had never been noted for his
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softness. Even the Cardinal himself, as tough-minded as the next
man, had on several occasions remarked on the ruthlessness of his
servant. During the closing down of several monasteries a few
years ago, for instance, there’d been little excuse for the behaviour
of Thomas Cromwell then — though, naturally, it had been his
already unpopular master who’d taken most of the blame. Cromwell
had showed he could be brutal as well as ruthless. Perhaps the
story was true that he’d been angered by not being offered a bribe.
Perhaps. Cavendish hadn’t thought so at the time. Cromwell liked
money, but he liked power even more. And what more natural than
to assert that power in the most naked way possible. Still the task
had been completed. Wolsey had secured the financial basis for his
college foundation and some burdens on the charitable trust of
England had been removed."*®

But all that was in the past. Cromwell had apparently shown himself
to be a trustworthy servant to the Cardinal — and for that Cavendish
was grateful. So there was compassion in his heart as he
approached the lonely figure. Cavendish knew Cromwell had also
been upset by the disastrous downfall of their master. He’d been
distressed to see all the wealth of the old man brutally shoved into
carts for the greedy squabbles of the hangers-on of the Boleyns
and their like. Worst of all had been the sight of Wolsey himself —
utterly crushed by misfortune. He’d seemed a worn out dreg of a
human being — his Cardinal's robe hanging on his bloated form like
some cloth on a manikin. At one time the old man had sat miserably
in one corner of the bed chamber while all the possessions
accumulated during a lifetime had been rudely seized by the
servants of the King! He’d made no protest, merely accepting his
fate and watching the disappearance of his world.

Yet George Cavendish was certain the possible fate of his servants,
rather than that of himself, had most distressed the Cardinal. He
well knew servants thrown out on the road by the fall of their master
might well find it hard to find another position. He'd tried to secure
positions for several of them. He’'d written to the King, to the
Archbishop of Canterbury, even to Rochford, in order to find a
home for his old retainers. The Cardinal himself would take the long
road northwards, to visit that see of which he’d been the archbishop
for sixteen years and yet had never had the time to visit. Well, now
in retirement, he’'d be able to devote his life to the care of the souls
within the see of York. Perhaps a last few years spent on God's
business might atone for some of the actions performed in the
King's service over so many years.

96



Cavendish had been deeply affected by the ruin of his master,
mainly caused by the inability to achieve the impossible. And, even
with the fall of his old servant, the King was no nearer having his
way. Rome had not changed her mind. Campeggio had left
England, taking with him the essential Decretal Commission,
despite the vigilance of royal agents. Anne Boleyn might well think
of herself as Queen, but to the whole world the only Queen of
England remained Catherine of Aragon, the lawful wife of Henry.

Quietly Wolsey's valet approached the Ilonely, sobbing figure.
Carelessly he threw his arm around one shoulder.

"What troubles you, Thomas? Are you distressed by the cruel fate
overwhelming our master or is it some private misfortune which
brings tears to your eyes."

The weeping man turned from the window, shrugging off the arm of
Cavendish. His small piggy eyes were filled with tears.

"Oh, no, George, it's not the fate of our master which so moves me
— though heaven knows that has caused me enough heartache in
the past." He paused to use his moistened cuff to wipe the tears
from his face and to sniff loudly. "No. I'm realising for the first time
just what trouble awaits me now that | lack a position. For when
men think of the Cardinal, they think of his servants. Then they
recall those who'd pursued the Cardinal's orders with such energy
as to earn universal dislike. No, | might even say hatred."

Here Cavendish was moved to object. Surely no man could
condemn a servant acting zealously in the interests of his master?

"No! No! George, it IS true. I've been threatened, reviled, spat at.
Men have shouted after me in the street that the Cardinal's robe no
longer served as a shield. The King —"

And here there took place an astonishing change. Tears still poured
from Cromwell's eyes, but a smile began to lighten his features.
With both hands he grasped the arm of the valet. He seemed in one
moment to have recovered his old energy.

"Yes, the King, my good honest George, the King knows loyalty

when he sees it. He likes those who value the interests of their
master above their own. "
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Here he wiped away the last tears from the face now bathed in a
broad grin. He swung Cavendish round to the window and gripped
him by both shoulders.

"...And today, dear George, this very afternoon | ride to court to
make or mar. If the Cardinal can no longer use me, then I'll serve
my King. My mind's made up. Today you'll see a new Cromwell."

With that he gave a last squeeze of Cavendish's arms and tore
himself away. Within moments his running figure had turned the
corner and was out of sight. George Cavendish was left by the
window utterly at a loss. A Cromwell who stood and cried was one
wonder; a Cromwell that ran along passages and filled them with
laughter was even stranger. Slowly he scratched his head.

" A strange fellow! A remarkably strange fellow!"
&

The King was puzzled by the lawyer standing before him. He
vaguely recognised the man as one of those who'd always been on
the fringe of the crowd surrounding the Cardinal. Now he was
discovering that Thomas Cromwell may have shunned close public
association with Wolsey but in the privacy of the Cardinal's study
had been a valued lieutenant. He'd listened to Norfolk'*® and
allowed this particular servant of the disgraced Cardinal to slink
over as a supporter of the King in the new Parliament, summoned
partly to wreak royal vengeance on an uncooperative Church.

Since then Thomas Cromwell had seemed to be serving the
interests of the fallen Cardinal. He'd defended his good name in
Parliament and even helped to secure for Wolsey a royal pardon.'*
The King knew much less about the subtle bribes by which the
Cardinal tried to buy off his Boleyn enemies through the mediation
of Cromwell. The ex-servant's opening words, however, modified
that simple view of his care for his former master.

“My lord Cardinal, Your Majesty, is not showing sufficient gratitude
to the many favours you have still shown him.”

The King's eyes narrowed. Was Wolsey STILL plotting? “Is the
man a fool?”
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“No, Your Majesty, just a human so used to luxury that he finds it
impossible to let it slip — “

“He’s taking what is rightfully ours?” Perhaps it was a hissed
question but Henry appeared to be uttering an unwelcome belief.

Cromwell was about to protest but made a fateful pause. He’d been
upset by his former master’'s accusation that he wasn’t acting in
Wolsey'’s interest as much as he could. Even more seriously, the
ex-servant was irritated by the growing influence of Dr. Augustyn on
the Cardinal. The Venetian had been largely sponsored by
Cromwell as he made his way into the circle of Wolsey. However, it
became increasingly clear to the Venetian, unlike so many of his
fellow-countrymen that Cromwell admired so much, was ill-
prepared to be pragmatic about the change in fortunes of the ex-
Chancellor and disgraced Cardinal.

“He’s passing letters through Dr. Augustyn which may .... not be in
the ....... er.....best interests of Your Majesty,” offered Cromwell.
The royal eyes narrowed and the man of tomorrow realised it was
time to desert the past, “I don’t know what’s in those letters.” He
paused to moisten his lips. He’d certainly no idea but would have
wagered it involved intrigue with the continental enemies of the
King. “They’re in cipher — “ He saw a look of suspicion and hurried
on. “l only know that because one happened to lie open when |
attended the Cardinal and | couldn’t comprehend its contents — *

“So you speak of treason,” growled the King and Thomas Cromwell
feared he’d gone too far. He needed to separate himself from
whatever the Cardinal was up to — and fast! It was all the fault of
Augustyn NOT the Cardinal. His former master should have known
what was going on. Had Wolsey suddenly gone mad?

A royal cough made Cromwell realise he’d committed the almost
unforgivable crime of letting his mind wander in the royal presence.
“I don’t know, Your Majesty. Dr. Augustyn could explain. Perhaps.”
The pause and the ‘perhaps’ might have been cited by Cromwell’s
enemies — and there already were a handful — that he was
becoming a Judas. However, such critics weren’t there to witness
Cromwell continug, “... After all, the man is a foreigner,™" a guest in
Your Majesty’s realm, and shouldn’t conspire — “

“Enough!” snapped the King. “Get Norfolk to seize the man and find
what treasons are being spread among my subjects!”. The King
waved his hand in dismissal and Cromwell almost scurried from the
interview.

99



In that manner was Cardinal Wolsey brought to his death.

&
Henry sat alone, deep in thought.

So Thomas was really dead. The man who'd dominated England
for nearly twenty years would breathe no more. In his last years
Wolsey had proved a fool. Why intrigue? What could he have
hoped to gain? Why bother the court of France with all his petty
little thoughts and plans to recover his old power? Hadn't York been
enough for him? Why not be content to enjoy his old age doing
good in the north instead of trying to meddle in the affairs of the
King? If he’d done that Henry would have made sure no enemy
dared act against the fallen minister. The Cardinal had had a whole
new career opening up before him. The spiritual master of the north
of England — surely enough for the old man. Indeed he might even
have discovered a spiritual side to his nature.

The King frowned. Kingston and Cavendish had been too guarded
regarding the Cardinal’s last hours — trying to protect themselves,
no doubt! So he’d made his own enquiries and been surprised at
how the old man had been so honest when about to meet his
Maker. What was Wolsey supposed to have said as he lay dying?
"If 'd served my God, as | have served my King, He wouldn’t have
given me over to my enemies in my grey hairs."

Rubbish! Damn rubbish. Of course, he’'d been serving God when
he’d served his King. He’d only ceased to serve God when he’d
failed his King and begun to serve the cause of Thomas Wolsey. To
serve the King was to serve God — hadn't Thomas Cromwell told
him that, and there was an old servant of the Cardinal. He
remembered Cromwell from the old days. Not a likeable fellow —
hadn't a sense of humour, not even as much as Wolsey, and that
was saying something — but he certainly worked hard enough. And
he knew where a man's duty lay. God had placed kings in their
position of authority and therefore to serve the King was to serve
God himself; to defy the King was to defy God. Henry had always
thought that. Cromwell had made him even more sure. He'd
promised to make the King the wealthiest prince in Christendom,
worthy of God Himself. Henry had always believed God spoke to
him personally — not in a booming voice from above the clouds, but
in that small quiet voice which lay deep within his heart. When
Henry listened to his conscience he was listening to the voice of
God.
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Yet he’d sinned. For years he’d ignored that voice within himself
and had lived with his brother's wife. He could plead it was done in
ignorance, but that was no excuse. God had punished him by
making him childless. After all, Mary didn’t count; no woman had
managed to hold down the throne of England and he doubted if any
ever would."® But God had been merciful. He'd led him to the
Scriptures and let the King see the error of his ways. Henry had
realised his sin and had struggled to overcome it. It had been a long
struggle, but God would soon reward him with a son.

Wolsey, however, had never understood. In some matters, as
Henry could at last admit to himself, the Cardinal hadn’t been the
most intelligent of men. For Wolsey Henry's frantic moves to
destroy the existence of an incestuous union had simply been one
more diplomatic game. Unfortunately, the Cardinal had become
dominated by his passion for revenge on the Emperor, who'd twice
thwarted his ambitions to become Pope. And in that his mind had
grown warped. He'd been unable to see things as they were but
merely as what he HOPED they were. Without doubt if the Cardinal
had acted differently — if he’d been the Wolsey of the Field of the
Cloth of Gold™®*- then Henry would have been free of his
incestuous union many years ago. By now he might have been the
father of several sons. Surely the Pope had seen the King of
England was living in sin but he too had reduced everything to a
mere diplomatic game. And so while he, the Emperor and Wolsey
had danced and feinted around each other, Henry had grown older
in sin, until it had almost been too late.

Master Cromwell had shown him — he’d stepped in at the point of
disaster. He’d the ability to see things clearly — like his old master.
Henry was very pleased with this second Thomas. Far more
practical and efficient than the old Cardinal. Of course, when
Wolsey had been a younger man he’'d been much better. Then the
King had merely to say, " Do this" and it was done. There’d been no
questioning; no consideration of what the court of Rome might say;
no attempt to outsmart the Emperor. It had merely been the will of
the King put into effect. Indeed the King had often wondered how
Wolsey had managed to do so much. He'd been everywhere, knew
everything and worked all hours. Truly no king ever had so fine a
servant. But as the Cardinal had grown older, he’d grown more tired
— more set in his ways. He became fearful of losing his great
possessions. He no longer had confidence in the judgement of the
King and began to question the wants of his royal master; even to
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adapt the King's orders to his own purposes — that Henry hadn’t
liked. He’d also disliked the position of Wolsey as a prince of the
Church. Never trust a priest. Always at the last moment they'd
remember the duty owed to their master at Rome Instead of being
content to serve their King.

Thomas Cromwell was different. He’d no ambition but to serve
Henry. When he was given instructions, they were carried out to the
letter. No fuss. No questioning. The word of the King was enough.
Yes, Henry would find considerable use for Cromwell — but he’'d
never let another man become as powerful as Wolsey. Cromwell
might be given power; but he’d also have rivals. He’d be constantly
reminded that to fail the King would mean disaster. There’d always
be another to take over the management of England for the King.

Henry smiled. The common tale was that these days the King rarely
smiled. Well, that was true. He was sick of it all. Sick of the delay.
He still wanted Anne, wanted her more than ever — but did she still
want him? Oh yes, she was grateful for the lands, the wealth, the
honours which the King had showered upon her family. But her
gratitude had its limits as the King had increasingly found out. She
too often was ‘indisposed’ — and she still denied him her bed. Well,
let her beware, there were other ladies not so demanding.

But he needed HER. His body ached for the Anne of his dreams.
And he wanted a son. He was growing older — even if he wasn'’t yet
forty — although few could match him at either the joust or wrestling.
Yet the King felt old — felt that only a son would bring him back to
life. And each day its childless King grew closer to death, England
grew closer to war. Without a son the kingdom would be a prize for
warring factions. Old men still remembered the wars of the last
years of Henry VI which had only been ended by the triumph of his
father on Bosworth Field. For a moment Henry allowed himself to
envy his fellow monarchs — Francis had young Henry to keep
France from civil war; the Emperor had both Philip and Ferdinand;
even poor, childless James V of Scotland had what Henry lacked —
youth.

And he’d wasted his best years on that Spanish woman. The one
who’d ensnared him into a childless marriage. Well, no one could
say he hadn’t been patient. He’d been too patient. He'd offered her
a secure retirement abroad, an honoured place at Court, or a
comfortable place in a nunnery. Any reasonable woman would have
accepted one of them, especially as she couldn’t fail to see that
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God Himself was against their marriage. But Catherine had refused
them all. She’d demanded to know what would become of her
daughter — their daughter — if their marriage were dissolved. Who'd
want the bastard of a King? That woman had defied her natural
master. She’d spurned his kindness, so she’d soon find the King
could show another side. She’d brought ridicule on her King
throughout the whole of Europe; she’d even stirred up ordinary men
and women to defy their sovereign. Was he not the complete
master within his dominions? Could one woman defy his authority?
No! He'd be free of that Spanish bitch.

A servant cautiously opened the door and looked in. He noticed the
expression on the face of the King and quietly withdrew. No one
disturbed the King these days when he was in such a mood. In the
distance music could be softly heard, but Henry was brooding
alone. These days he seemed to have little time for singing, playing
or dancing. Anne liked him to dance, but he didn’t like her friends.
They lacked the finer graces, were crude and without polish; they
were too young. He'd the feeling they were sniggering behind his
back. Let him but catch them and they’'d not snigger again. Anyway
he was bored by their ceaseless frivolity.

The King was lonely. His very nature had managed to frighten away
would-be friends, leaving at Court only the time-servers, who
tonight were in attendance on My Lady Anne Boleyn.

The Queen, so near and yet so far, had been forgotten, driven
away and forced to see all the trappings of royalties bestowed on
her younger, prettier rival. Worse still she was forced to stand by
helpless, watching moves to make their only child a bastard — after
Mary had been the heiress of England for over fourteen years.
Catherine indeed felt lonely and miserable.

“Remember you are of royal blood, more illustrious than that of
Tudor,” said Catherine to her daughter. For herself whatever
suffering she underwent paled beside that of her Saviour fifteen
hundred years before. If Catherine hadn’'t been a child of Their
Catholic Majesties she may well have entered a convent. But she’d
been called to play a role in this embittered, twisted world of men —
and her daughter would do the same, of that she was sure.
Perhaps those around her husband — turncoats and liars, parasites
and thieves — had persuaded Henry to reject a marriage hallowed
by God twenty years before, but her daughter had her rights.
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“Is father angry with me, mother?” asked the spurned heiress,
completely bemused by the whispering and odd looks she’d been
forced to endure for months. She remembered her father carrying
her on his shoulders, so high that when very little she’d thought she
could almost touch Heaven. Almost! Now she felt as if Hell was
almost within her reach. Why were they being treated like this?
How had she angered her father?

“You’ve done nothing, Mary, and nor have |,” answered the Queen
in a voice so hard that the child almost shrank from her. “We are
the victims of heretics and traitors who’d lead the King away from
his proper allegiance on to the path laid out by Satan.”

“Must we pray for father, mother?”

“Certainly, my darling, for without our prayers can he not be moved
from his unholy course — “

“But father is ‘Defender of the Faith’. His Holiness gave him that
title. | can remember sitting on his knee — “

“Those times are gone, Mary, if only for a while.” The Queen didn’t
like upsetting a child scarce-fourteen but she needed to know the
truth. “I fear your father knows little of where he’s stumbling, his
eyes have been covered by Mistress Boleyn.”

“I hate her! | hate her!” snapped the child, glaring at the door as if
the object of her loathing was about to burst in.

“No, my child, do not hate her, pray for her,” said the Queen firmly.
“For she’s almost as much a victim as ourselves!.“ There was a
brief pause as Catherine recalled the last time she’d seen her lady-
in-waiting months ago. How she’d blushed when accused of being
the lover of the King! Had that been a sign of shame or anger?
“Behind her are wicked men who’d drive us away from the King
and, perhaps, drive him away from True Religion.”

Princess Mary frowned. She knew her father had been attracted
away from her mother — whatever ‘attracted’ might mean she knew
it was wrong. But surely no man, unless driven mad by his own
lusts, could turn his back on the Church of God?

The Queen frowned. Her husband, if resisted, would go to any
length to get his own way. She managed to suppress a tear forming
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in the corner of one eye. They must stay true to the Faith. They
must pray for their enemies. They must! They must!

&

Yet the Queen’s husband was in no better mood — not that the King
ever considered himself as being married to Catherine. To style her
the Queen would be to invite, at the very least, a black look from
the King. To Henry she was his brother's widow. In that respect she
was entitled to respect, but that was all. Their marriage had never
existed. After a fashion Henry loved Mary. He was upset when
Catherine had used their child as an means of keeping their
marriage together. He didn't like thinking of her as a bastard — but
bastard she must have been. How else would God have so shown
his disapproval of the union by denying him a son?

Henry was determined to win. Whatever the King of England began
he always finished. For a time, deprived of the Cardinal, he might
seem to have lost some of his impetus — but he’d win the final
game. This new, second Thomas was not without his gifts. He’d
already proved himself in several ways. Already his conversation
had awakened new ideas in the mind of the King — unlocking doors
which the Cardinal had preferred to keep locked and away from the
royal eye. Such doors were the keys of power — power which no
English King had ever had. At that the King stopped thinking. His
head sunk forward, his mouth dropped open. Henry was asleep.

&

Giles Manning was sick of the name ‘Nan Bullen’ whispered in and
out of taverns as the girl he’d saved years before became the
object of ridicule. Nevertheless, if it had been just that he’d have
been disappointed, but as she was certainly being used by
unwelcome forces he was angry.

“Why ‘Nan Bullen’?” he asked Nathaniel Browne.

His cousin laughed. “I suppose it’'s to bring her down a bit. Common
folk see her as an upstart, especially when she’s half-suspected of
being a witch luring the King from his lawful wife.”'>*

“That’s all wrong,“ countered Giles, unaware his voice had risen.
“I've met her and the worse she’d be called would be a flirt.”
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“And when did an upright man like my cousin meet the ‘wickedest
wench in the kingdom’?” grinned Nathaniel, rewarded by seeing
Giles blush. He looked up to his cousin, for being both older and
richer and also much more successful in resisting the wave of novel
temptations which yearly seemed to multiply.

“Years ago,” said Giles, realising several heads had been turned in
their direction. “Before she’d come to Court — and long before she’d
met the King.”

“Did she know young Percy then?” asked Nathaniel, surprised
anyone should keep quiet a past meeting with the most famous
woman in the land. Then, remembering it was Giles, not being
surprised at all.

“Probably not,” replied Giles and then dropped his voice. “And from
what I've heard she was lucky to be forced to give him up.”

“Because she’s set for higher game?”

“No! Because Percy is wasting his inheritance and, | hear, his
personality dribbling away at an even faster rate.”

“Such must be the fate of a disappointed lover — “

“Like yourself?” grinned Giles and it was Nathaniel who blushed.
He'd openly set his sights on a rich young widow only to see her
whisked away almost from under his nose by a Welshman.

“It was his not even being English that hurt!” hissed Nathaniel and
his cousin contrived to remove his grin.

Giles glanced around the tavern. Apparently what attention had
been briefly theirs had disappeared. Better keep on the Welsh tack;
that should kill any interest! Besides, whatever he might think of the
Boleyn family they were growing increasingly powerful. He didn’t
want any summons to an awkward interview at Hever or London.

“You’d think any Welshman would stay west of the Severn, if only
for his own personal safety...” Giles tentatively began.

&

George Boleyn was unhappy. He hated criticism and affected to
despise those who felt they should provide it. There were too many
old men in this world who felt they'd learned all the answers and
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could tell the young how to manage their lives. There were even a
few who dared criticise himself. Among them was his father.

At the moment he was furious with his father. Of course, he was
grateful to the old man, but really there were limits. The pair were
alone — unless one counted Anne herself who sat by the window, a
half-finished tapestry in her hands, with an odd smile on her lips as
she watched the clash between father and brother.

"You and your tongue, George, will be our undoing," stated the Earl
of Wiltshire as he marched slowly up and down the chamber, his
hands beating a smart rhythm behind his back." | beg you, do not
press Norfolk and his clique too far —"

"Don't waste your sympathy on the likes of Norfolk, father." laughed
George, but there was a hollow ring to his laughter. He was being
dismissive of the most powerful noble in England, and he knew it.
“Fools who cannot understand change but simply stand and stare
aren’t worth considering."

"Fools they may well be, my son. But some fools have power —

"What power?"

"Nowadays, George, you lack patience," The Earl stopped in mid-
stride and turned to challenge his son. "You don’t always listen to
your father." He glanced towards his daughter for support, but
Anne, with a conscious effort, had dragged her eyes away and was
vigorously transfixed by the view of the estate of Hever Castle from
the window. She’d no sympathy for George but then father was
wrong in fearing the Howards. Were they not relatives?'*® She was
positive her uncle would soon realise dynastic motives outweighed
older loyalties.

The Earl, on the odd occasion, was disappointed with all his
children. Mary had botched her chance to exploit her brief affair
with the King for family advancement and settled for Will Carey.
Anne appeared to be erring in the opposite direction, collecting
lands and property but risking losing royal favour almost every day
and so putting all their gains at risk. George, however, was the
worst. Before his sisters had enabled the family to rise he’d shown
dangerous weaknesses in his character — lust and greed. He
chased the ladies of the Court as if he were the King — or rather
how the King had been before he’d become enthralled by Anne.
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One day he would go too far and be murdered on the orders of a
husband or disgraced amid pubilic ridicule.

Thomas Boleyn was now standing directly in front of his son, with
his hands raised as if to force the young man to listen.

"Norfolk may well be a fool, but he has the love of the King."

"No, father, you are wrong there. The love of the King is reserved
for one person alone, as we all know." Here George turned towards
his sister, who acknowledged his words with a slight nod and a
charming smile, "and where the King's love is, there is power."

But Wiltshire wouldn’t be put off so easily. "Be careful, my son,
kings are fickle with their emotions."

"After five years, father? After five years?" George laughed. "No
man, especially not a king, waits that long over a whim. The King
will get his way and then the Boleyns may have theirs. And the devil
take those who stand in their way!"

This last was said with such vehemence as to alarm the father even
more. He took hold of his son, as if he were in danger of physically
hurting himself.

"Even so, the King grows impatient." Wiltshire remained outwardly
calm. He prided himself on his calmness. Let the young be
headstrong; they had time to remedy their mistakes. "He frets every
day that passes without our Anne. Let us pray that he doesn’t give
up hope. For if despair joins impatience we are ruined. Then
beware of our enemies!"

"If! If! If! Don't waste your time with ‘If’, father,” George had relaxed
in the grip of his father, certainly not making any attempt at escape.
Unlike his father he was a young man of dramatic changes of
mood. At one moment he’d be the centre of courtly revelry, even
outdoing his sister; at another he’d sit by himself and none could
get him to speak. "The King's pride will drive him even farther than
his lust. What he’s once set his heart on, he must have. Besides to
draw back now — now he’s antagonised half of Europe and almost
driven his kingdom into rebellion — would be to admit himself wrong.
And Henry would never do that. We’'ll not fail!"

108



Wiltshire, however, remained unconvinced. He’d heard of kings
who’d defied the world for a woman, and then had dropped her. If
Henry thought it would be in his best interests, once he’'d tired of
Anne, she’d be married off, just like her sister.

"l wish, George, | still had the confidence of youth but age has
taught me otherwise. The late Cardinal also thought himself
indispensable. ‘We will do this,” he’d say, as if he and the King were
but one body. But where is he now, George? Where now?"

"In Hell, where he belongs!"

The sharpness of Anne's interruption shocked both men. The Earl
understood. His daughter was like his son. Neither had any time for
critics. They'd had old scores with the Cardinal. Anne above all.
She remembered his lecture when she’d tried to marry young
Percy. Boleyns didn’t forget insults. Anne turned back towards the
window as if she’d never spoken. She’d made her point.

&

Sir Thomas More was on his knees in the middle of the night at
prayer. He was in torment over the dangers which threatened the
Church on all sides. As Lord Chancellor he wielded, under the
King, the full power of the State; but how should he exercise that
power? He’'d criticised the Cardinal and Bishop Tunstall for their
apparent leniency towards heresy. However, were his very attacks
on the plague undermining the Church, and the vermin carrying it,
helping to spread such poison?

He’'d been asked by Tunstall to write against the heretics and been
angered especially b@’ heresies which encouraged souls to persist
in a state of sin.”®® Moreover, he followed that tract with his
‘Supplication of Souls’, showing Christian souls imprisoned in
Purgatory due to the success of Fish's ‘Supplication for the
Beggars’ which had attacked religious endowments. Had either
work done any good? Perhaps they’d helped spread the ideas of
the damned.

He might have recalled one passage which had attacked past
heretics as if they were madmen rather than dangerous enemies:

‘And then forthwith were there a rabble of heretics gathered
themselves together at Abingdon: which not intended to lose any
more labour by putting up of bills in the parliaments, but to make an
open insurrection and subvert all the realm, and then to kill up the
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clergy and sell priests’ heads as good cheap as sheep's heads,
three for a penny, buy who would. But God saved the church and
the realm both, and turned their malice upon their own heads. And
yet after their punishment then were there some that renewed the
bill again’

Had he been wrong? Was he guilty of encouraging the very
heretics later burned? No! God demanded the destruction of such
plague-carriers. How else could he explain the chance seizure of
Thomas Hitton by people hunting down a thief. Hitton had really
been a thief, stealing away innocent souls. He'd been examined by
Warham and Fisher, condemned and burned at Maidstone. The
man was the Devil's stinking martyr®” — truly different from Richard
Hunne who was simply awkward!"*® Even so the memory of his
case was being revived by some wretched Members of Parliament
as Church authority was shaken by the fall of Wolsey.

Suddenly the new Chancellor remembered that he was on his
knees, pleading for guidance from his Maker, and remembered he’'d
been guilty of unchristian thoughts towards a soul even now
tormented by devils for self-murder. Hurriedly he murmured a
prayer for the relief of Hunne’s pain, knowingly shutting out Hunne’s
blame for the collapse of respect for Church authorities. After all,
the poor man had clearly been deluded, perhaps led astray by that
Lollard trash he consumed, and perverse. However, his case
involved personal pique, whereas some in Parliament certainly
aimed to uproot traditional practices and beliefs of the Church.

Now his mind slipped, somehow, to the King and he realised His
Majesty, having thrown aside the judgement of the Holy Father,
was open to all sorts of corruption from the continent. He’d heard
that somebody, and he could guess who, had given the King a copy
of ‘Obedience of the Christian Man’. It had reportedly pleased the
King'* and More prayed that His Majesty wouldn’t move on to other
works by Tyndale.

His prayers grew more fervent. Long past were the days when he
could help His Majesty acquire the title of ‘Fidei Defensor’ from the
Pope himself."® Now the King dabbled in the anticlerical diatribes
of madmen like Simon Fish or threatened to charge the entire
English clergy with breach of Praemunire for recognising Wolsey’s
legatine powers."" When would the King come to his senses?
When would he return to the bed of his lawful wife, recognising that,
like himself, she had aged. More’s new chain of office still seemed
to weigh down on his shoulders, even though it had been laid aside
hours before. Lately he was feeling an old man, overwhelmed by
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changes in the world of which he WISHED he knew nothing but,
unfortunately, could not ignore.

Suddenly his mind was drawn to ‘Utopia’

‘None are suffered to put away their wives against their wills, from
any great calamity that may have fallen on their persons, for they
look on it as the height of cruelty and treachery to abandon either of
the married persons when they need most the tender care of their
consort, and that chiefly in the case of old age, which, as it carries
many diseases along with it, so it is a disease of itself. But it
frequently falls out that when a married couple do not well agree,
they, by mutual consent, separate, and find out other persons with
whom they hope they may live more happily; yet this is not done
without obtaining leave of the Senate, which never admits of a
divorce but upon a strict inquiry made, both by the senators and
their wives, into the grounds upon which it is desired, and even
when they are satisfied concerning the reasons of it they go on but
slowly, for they imagine that too great easiness in granting leave for
new marriages would very much shake the kindness of married
people. *

He knew why he’d recalled that passage so well; because he’d
been re-reading those words only yesterday evening. That was the
crux of the whole problem, the desire of the King to get rid of an
ageing wife who needed his support, in favour of a hussy who
needed — nothing! In his book there’d been no Holy Father, acting
in accordance with the will of the Almighty. The Utopians had not
been as lucky as those in England. If only Henry could see that,
listen to his conscience not that voice insisting desire was right.

&

Thomas Cranmer cleared his throat and then regretted the action.
He was no longer a young man but was certainly a frightened one.
Less than two yards away stood his sovereign waiting for an
answer to a simple question.

“How did you think we could progress our matter?”

Cranmer cursed the plague, not for carrying off any loved one but
for bringing him again into contact with Foxe and Gardiner.' Why
had he opened his mouth and suggested theologians at the
universities could settle the matter and so leave the King free to
avoid the Pope and his whole system?
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“You could, Your Majesty, seek the counsel of the most learned
scholars of theology to be found at European universities — “

“And would they give me a clear judgement?”

“How could they not do so, Your Majesty, when any scholar
examining the texts, both sacred and traditional, must reach a
judgement?”

“If only they could show that Catherine is truly our Queen then I'd
be happy,” declared the King with a well-practised tremor in his
voice. “My conscience is tormented by our failure to beget an heir!
It tells me that in sin | lie with my dead brother’s wife.”'*®

“That cannot be so, Your Majesty,” said the divine, his academic
surety overcoming his nervousness. If he’d looked into the eyes of
the sovereign he’d have seen a sudden glint of interest, a sign the
King was hearing what he wanted to hear. Cranmer, however,
didn’t have the temerity to look into the face of his King as he
started to mumble. “I proved such in debate at Cambridge — “

“Indeed?” interrupted the King, “Yes, we heard how strongly you’'d
argued the case for the dissolution of our marriage.”

Cranmer gulped. Had he gone too far? He’d arranged a debate
between Cambridge and Oxford theologians in which the King’s
marriage was upheld — clearly because the Cambridge debaters
didn’t believe in their own arguments. He’d tackled the losers later
and convinced them of the truth.

“I merely put forward what my limited study had convinced —*“

“Yes, that's the trouble, Cranmer. Your ‘limited study’ is not good
enough!” Cranmer started to tremble and the King smiled. “That is
why | wish you to leave Cambridge for a while and study the matter
thoroughly.“ There was a long pause and the royal smile vanished.
“Your work must be balanced, showing no favour to either side, but
producing a book which could be the basis for debate among the
divines of Europe.”

Was the King asking him to produce a study of the Great Matter
and then dare to place it before the theologians for debate?

“l could try, Your Majesty — “
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“You'll do more than try, Thomas,” snapped the King. “You'll work
night and day to produce a study to secure a final decision beyond
the antiquated grip of Rome.” The King raised one finger as if to
give instruction to the theologian standing before him. “To help
keep you secure, I've entrusted you to Wiltshire.”

Wiltshire? Wasn'’t he the father of Lady Anne Boleyn? Or was that
Rochford? Cranmer regretted his relative ignorance of the ways of
the Court and how one title followed another. Then he frowned.
Wouldn't his studies be compromised? Would he obtain all he
wanted?

The King appeared, as so often, to read a subject’'s mind. “We’ve
ordered Wiltshire to keep well out of your way,” assured Henry.
“Feed you, shelter you and keep you supplied with whatever you
need to pursue your studies. Nothing more: nothing less!”

There was a long pause as the King silently ordered Cranmer to
leave by flicking the fingers of his right hand but the divine was too
surprised to respond. At last a servant stepped forward, nudged
Cranmer and the Cambridge divine hurried out to set about work on
the King’'s Great Matter.

&

Giles Manning had heard a new work from that master of liars,
William Tyndale, was circulating in London. If he’d have laid hands
on a copy he’d have taken it to More rather than Bishop Stokesley
of London. Why? The Chancellor would be motivated to destroy
anything produced by Tyndale. And, unlike Stokesley, More would
severely harass the readers of such works.

Of course, the tract was directed against Thomas Wolsey and his
coterie of priests. It was simply called ‘The Practyse of Prelates’
and showed the writer's ignorance of current changes as he
believed the Cardinal was about to recover power. The man must
be mad especially as its title added ‘Whether the King’s grace may
be separated from his Quene because she was his brother’s wife’.
Giles had heard that the heretic’'s answer to his own question was,
“‘No!”. He heard the King, probably under the influence of ‘Nan
Bullen’ was listening to the perversities of Luther and his followers.
This work should put a stop to that. If the King was shown a copy
of this rubbish there’d be drastic changes.

He must get a copy of that book!
113



&

In Rome theologians had become embroiled in the debate. Against
the ban on marrying a brother's widow in Leviticus'* stood
Deuteronomy where a man was required to marry the childless
widow of a brother."* The King’s ‘friends’ pointed to traditional
Church teaching, arguing Deuteronomy was purely symbolic, not to
be followed in a non-Jewish community.

The King’s opponents pointed out that several popes before Julius
Il had given rulers dispensation to marry their sister-in-law. So to
revoke the dispensation of 1505 would be to overthrow the
judgements of previous popes, notably Innocent Ill, which had
become part of Canon Law. What angered Henry most was that a
key supporter of the Queen in this academic battle was John
Fisher, Bishop of Rochester; dead theologians could be shrugged
off but one of his own subjects was a different case.

&

Elsewhere another point was being made. This time by Thomas
Cromwell to a young Cambridge graduate eager for promotion.

"... And remember, Rich, ‘Ira regis mors est’. Engrave those words
on your heart and make them your motto. Never let anyone deceive
you. The King's will is law and that, if you pardon the play, is the
difference between riches and ruin."

Young Richard Rich allowed a smile to come to his lips. He didn’t
like puns on his name; but then he was expecting great things of
Cromwell. He'd heard the man decidedly had the ear of the King
and that was where promotion lay. Rich was determined to get on
in the world, and Cromwell could help him. He'd tried More, but the
Chancellor was no use. He'd scrupled to find a suitable opening for
such a young man. Let young Master Rich spend some years
working in a junior position and he’d be noticed in the end. In the
end! That wasn’t good enough. The world was full of men waiting to
be noticed ‘in the end’. And most of them never would be. No, to
get on, one must be in the right place at the right time — and that
largely depended on a mixture of fortune and ability. Anyway,
Cromwell was far more likely to find him a place.

"Sir Thomas does not say so." stated Rich, more to see how
Cromwell would react than from actual conviction. "He says a man
has to obey his conscience first. 'Et si domus super semetipsum
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dispertiator, non potest domus illa stare”*®

tormented by a guilty conscience."

he says, nor can a man

Cromwell's eyes glinted suspiciously. He respected More as a man,
but as a politician the fellow was a buffoon. Far too prone to take a
stand about some unimportant issue and make things awkward.

"There More is wrong," he was quite certain of that. "For if he were
right, then a man in political life couldn’t survive for one year. For |
have read that ‘A Prince’s choice of ministers is of utter importance
for they are good or bad according to the intelligence of the
Prince.”'*" Look at the old Cardinall We know he came to an
unfortunate end, but he certainly had many years of power. Do you
think he was tortured by his conscience?" He paused. Rich said
nothing, so Cromwell continued. "He certainly had one, | can assure
you. But he used to put it aside. ‘What cannot be mended should
not be worried about’, he used to say to me, when | brought some
of my own problems to him. And he was right!”

Cromwell smiled at the memory of his interviews with Wolsey. "I'll
be frank with you. I've done some things which I'd have preferred
not to have done, but my sleep is undisturbed. | couldn’t have done
anything else. When the King commands we must obey."

"But what if he orders evil?" Rich persisted. He’d been unable to
answer More when he’d raised that very point. Now he’d like to
hear the answer from a famous practitioner of the art of politics.
After all it had been More who recommended he should come to
see Cromwell. He remembered that last interview in the garden at
Chelsea. Sir Thomas had regretted he could do nothing to help the
young man but perhaps there were others who could. He'd then
rattled off a list of names of which Cromwell was the only one Rich
had heard. So he’d come to Cromwell for employment and was
receiving his first lesson in politics.

m148

Rex non potest peccare, stated Cromwell firmly. "The ancient
writers knew the answer. Look at Rome. How do 1you think it lasted
all those years? ‘Que veult le roy ce vault le loy.”™ You've studied
the law books. You know I'm right." His eyes bored into Rich's face.
"Surely you know only a tyrant can do wrong — no King ever can?
And you're not saying His Majesty is a tyrant, are you?
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Rich hastened to agree — the King was certainly no tyrant. He could
see the validity of Cromwell's point. It was so simple. But where did
that leave conscience? Cromwell was quite adamant.

"One must obey the King in all things. Even if one thinks it's wrong
makes no difference. God Himself orders us to obey those set up in
authority.” How else would there be any order in the world?" He
dropped his voice. "And besides, He will hold the King alone
responsible for any evil. We have only to obey."

The last words were said in a whisper which underlay its
confidential nature. Such words could be used by enemies. It must
be admitted Thomas Cromwell had become somewhat carried
away by his self appointed task of school-master. Anyway Rich was
safe; he knew who counted.

&

“What are the Members up to?” asked John Fordham, utterly
bemused by the savage attacks made by the newly assembled
House of Commons on what they considered to be the degenerate
state of the Church in England. There were fierce complaints about
clergy exacting taxation on the dead (known as Mortuaries) and on
wills through the probate procedures. The more foolish of the
clergy threatened the charge of heresy, thereby arousing memories
of the case of Richard Hunne, which made the Commons even
more determined to cut down the power of the Church.

Thomas Crull was confident that, as a member of Company of
Grocers, he had his ear to whatever was developing in the City
since the King had summoned a new Parliament in November. Sir
Thomas More, the new Chancellor, had opened proceedings by
attacking the fallen Cardinal, oblivious to the risk that the Cardinal
couldn’t easily be separated from the body of the Church.

Now he chose to educate his new-found friend. “There are a few
Members who hate the Church from the depths of their very souls.
Perhaps they’re almost mad, frantically searching the new books
coming out of Germany to find support for their lust to destroy the
Church.”

“By overthrowing tradition and thrusting the clergy within the power
of the secular courts!” snapped Fordham, remembering one of the
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first Acts of the new Parliament which transferred clergy committing
crime to the lay courts, often peopled by their fiercest critics.

“Indeed, some like Master Cromwell would wish to strip the Church
of its possessions and subject them to the power of the King,”
continued Crull as if Fordham’s interruption hadn’t occurred.

“Perhaps, not helped by those, like the new Chancellor, so
confident in the power of Christian laymen to care for the spiritual
well-being of their fellows that they made little attempt to block
those who’d damage the Church of Christ.”

“And so it has come to Praemunire,” said Crull and his companion
could see that here the grocer was not so critical of Parliamentary
actioniS;‘The clergy are being forced to buy their pardon from the
King.”

“A travesty of the original act which aimed to prevent the Pope, in
those days a friend of the French, from interfering in the affairs of
this realm.”

“And yet the clergy have long abandoned the poverty of Christ — “

“Not all, Master Crull,“ interrupted one who’d been expelled from
one monastic house and hoped to return there someday. Friars
and monks still strive to follow the path laid down by their Master.”

Perhaps a goodly number of the friars, thought the grocer, but very
few monks or nuns. Like so many of his fellow-citizens he looked at
the monasteries within London as largely corrupt and time-serving.
“Yes, Master Fordham, daily we see them strive to carry out the
purpose of their calling.”'®?

“But the clergy have accepted the King, and not the Vicar of Christ,
as their Head,” asserted Fordham, adding in a quieter tone, “ even

L]

though it be ‘only as the law of Christ allows’.

‘In London,” replied Crull, “we see nothing wrong in recognising
reality. The King does control the Church in England — and it’s right
that he does.”

There we disagree, thought Fordham but said nothing. He feared
the King, too deeply involved with heretics such as Barnes and
Latimer, was being driven by a sympathiser of Luther, namely
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Thomas Cromwell, to a wider break with Rome."* Perhaps he

would have to change his stance, shift his step to the newest
fashion.

&

The crowds were strangely silent which ruined the effect that More
and Stokesley, the new Bishop of London, had hoped. Fordham
wasn't pleased at the citizens’ apparent sympathy for the figures, in
disgrace facing their mounts’ tails, being paraded through London.

“Do your fellows condone such wretches?” he asked Thomas Crull
and was irritated at the curl of lip his question provoked.

“John Tyndale is a good man and would naturally back his brother!”
He paused and pointed to the placards hanging from the necks of
the heretics. “The words make it clear their offence is more against
the King and his will to marry Anne Boleyn than the teaching of the
Church.” The text of the placards, ‘Pecasse contra mandata
Regis”** supported his words.

“It is fortunate Tyndale couldn’t stop his pen from scratching against
the King’s desires.”® He came so close to perverting the faith of
His Majesty with his Lutheran mischief and twisted translations,”
said Fordham in a voice just above a whisper.

“l doubt very much whether our ‘Defender of the Faith’ was ever
tempted to stray from the path of orthodoxy — “

“How can you say that?” hissed John Fordham, still very much a
monk despite his expulsion from Worcester. “Daily that emissary of
Satan, Cromwell, tries to turn the eyes of the King towards the
wealth of monasteries gathered through the centuries.”

“You can argue the King is merely setting out to be the master of
his own house,” answered Crull in a stronger voice. “Monks have
too many distractions from leading a life of prayer —”

“It is the will of the masses that such wealth resides in communities
devoted to the worship of God.”

“So what about the clergy daily forgetful of their duty to their

flocks?” asked Crull with a cynical smile on his lips. He knew John
Tyndale, if not his three companions in disgrace, and he knew how
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so much of the lay criticism against the Church arose from the
neglect and greed of the ordinary priest. Look at the case of
Richard Hunne which the clergy had believed long buried before
Parliament moved against the Church Courts.

“We're all but weak men unable to resist worldly temptations,”
whispered Fordham with a voice somewhat unsurprisingly lacking
sincerity when one considered his career. Then suddenly he
shouted, “Look at that miserable wretch! See how lowly he bears
repentance.”

One of the heretics had decidedly winked at somebody in the crowd
and it was clear he saw the whole parade as a mere charade to
spread Lutheran ideas further. Did the wretch have no shame?

“Stokesley has proved too weak like Tunstall,” stated Fordham,
irritated by how the heretics appeared to take recantation as merely
a farce to be gone through. “Some indeed still find favour — “

“Thanks to Cromwell — “

“And that bitch, Boleyn!” hissed Fordham, overcome by the
knowledge that, while William Tyndale had been harried through
criticising the King’s marital aims, others, shrewder apologists for
Luther and enemies of the Church, could still be seen at Court.

Thomas Crull seemed to read the mind of his companion, a fine
feat as his eyes never left the tableau passing by.

“Its said the Chancellor tried to catch Petyt in possession of
heretical books,” he stated quietly, his lips barely moving, for his
story might well have landed him before Star Chamber itself “But,
failing to seize the books, persuaded an old priest to declare Petyt
had read to him —

“Rubbish!” sneered Fordham. “Sir Thomas would never sink to such
deceit. He’s an honest man —*

“But a desperate one!” corrected his companion. “Especially when

heretics like Barnes and Crome slip through the cracks into royal
favour.”

Fordham chuckled. “It won’t last — it CAN'T last. The King will come
to his senses — “
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“Not so loud, my friend,” urged Crull. “Thomas Cromwell has very
long ears in the King’s service.”

Fordham gave a hiss of contempt but the conversation ceased.
After all, the heretics — recanting or not — had passed by on their
way to the pillory.

&

A new horror didn’t fail to draw crowds to Smithfield. A cook was
being boiled alive by special order of the King.

John Fordham made sure he was there because of the nature of
the cook’s offence. The man had, allegedly, tried to murder the
Bishop of Rochester but only two people had died — one a member
of the Bishop’s household, the other a poor widow."*®

“Poor man,” said a woman standing next to John Fordham. Was the
woman crazy? The cook had attempted to poison his master, the
Bishop of Rochester, along with the whole household, if necessary.
Fortunately, the Bishop had missed breakfast that day, being
engrossed in constructing his latest argument in favour of the
Queen’s marriage.

“The cook is a murderer. He deserves to die!” said Fordham,
harshly because he didn’t see how a woman could be expected to
comment on such matters.

“But not in that way,” was the reply of someone who'd have made
the same comment on the burning of any woman convicted of
murdering their husband because they were guilty of ‘petty treason’.
“Richard Roose is undoubtedly the biggest fool who ever walked
the streets of London, but he’s not a wicked man.”

“You know him then?” asked Fordham, turning to examine the
woman. She was tall for a woman and her bony structure made her
seem taller. She looked strong but also tough, as if she could
withstand anything. She wore the simple outfit so common in
London at the time; someone you might notice in a crowd and then
forget because you’d little reason to remember her.

“Oh, yes, sir, | know Richard Roose. His wife is a neighbour of
mine although he’s so often away, attending on his master, that I'd
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not count him as a neighbour. | promised Jenet I'd stand here and
watch all that passed because she, poor soul, could hardly stand
here a moment when she knows what faces her husband.”

“‘But he killed two people, didn't he?” insisted John Fordham,
determined the woman should admit the responsibility of the cook,
not yet paraded before the crowd being entertained by seeing the
cauldron being brought up to a fine temperature.

“Two died as a result of his gullibility, sir,” replied the woman. “That
is a very different thing!”

“‘Really?”

“Yes, for Jenet has told me the truth of the tale and Richard Roose
is no villain.” There was a short delay before the story unfolded. “He
was sitting in ‘The Mare’s Head’ one evening when he was
approached by a sea captain and they fell into conversation. Well,
they got on so well that before the evening was out both of them
appeared to have had far too much to drink and Richard’s tongue
had run away with him. He’s a cook for the Bishop of Rochester
and the Bishop, although very saintly and not guilty of the gluttony
associated with the late Cardinal, is very particular about the quality
of his food.”

“You know, sir, how it becomes hard to excite a palate accustomed
to tasting the spices and curiosities coming from all over the world.”
Fordham thought it best to nod at this point, although the Worcester
House had been noted for neither the gourmet nor even gourmand
tendencies of its brethren. “Anyway, the stranger said he'd just
returned from the Portuguese possessions in the East on a ship
packed with spices and condiments unknown to English taste. He
offered Richard a packet of one such novelty, insisting both that it
would enhance the Bishop’s cuisine to a level unknown even at
Hampton Court and, if Richard remembered him, help sell his cargo
throughout the region.”

“Richard, like the ninny he always has been, swallowed it all, took
the stranger’'s name (Alexander Nemo was never known in London)
and, thanking the stranger for the gift of the sample, hurried home
with his head full of recipes in which to use the spice.” There were
loud catcalls from the left. “The rest is public knowledge, sir. The
Bishop was most lucky and Richard Roose ruined by his stupidity.”
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“Indeed, it's strange, madam,” murmured Fordham, half-anticipating
the response. “That the cook is not to be simply hanged.”

“You have it there, sir!” answered the woman in a conspiratorial
tone matching the disgraced cellarer. “But then the King, or (more
likely) his whore, were whispered to have supplied the poison. So
the King wished to declare to all that the crime horrified both himself
and his circle by inventing a new style of death for those who’'d
poison their masters.”"®’

“Indeed,” muttered Fordham, recalling the insistence of Thomas
Crull that the offence of the four heretics placed in the pillory wasn’t
heresy as much as acting against the King. John Fisher was
proving the most effective defender of the Queen against the
onslaught of those who’d destroy a marriage of over twenty years.
Not only in public debate but in published tracts Fisher had
maintained the fight with a toughness exceeding all others.

Suddenly there was a roar from the crowd as a pasty-faced
individual, terrified like a cornered mouse, was thrust up on to the
platform on which the cauldron, almost his height in size, awaited
him. The demonstration of royal justice was about to begin.

&

Thomas Cromwell bathed in the praise of his royal master. Using
the Supplication of the Ordinaries had been a masterpiece. It had
hung over the heads of the clergy for month after month but that
hadn’t proved to be enough. So this long list of complaints had
been formally placed before Convocation for answer in April and
within weeks their replies showed they'd yet to recognise where
power lay. So Cromwell had passed on the clergy’s replies with the
King’s unfavourable comments."®® The Commons took the hint and
had rumbled threateningly so the King had tightened the screw.
Resistance collapsed and, much to Cromwell’s delight, Sir Thomas
More had chosen to surrender the Great Seal in protest.

The King had come to see the clergy, with their traditional ties to
Rome, as a stumbling-block to his need to end his marriage with
Catherine. Rome couldn’t be trusted; since the downfall of Wolsey
English influence in the College of Cardinals had collapsed. Not
even aid from the French could counter the dominance of the
Imperialists — and that meant the King couldn’t free himself from a
hated (and dead!) marriage.
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Again the King had approached the Commons, this time making his
purpose even more plain. “Well beloved subjects, we thought the
clergy of our realm were our subjects absolutely, but now we’ve
discovered they‘re but half our subjects, indeed scarcely our
subjects; for all the prelates at their consecration make an oath to
the Pope, clean contrary to the oath they make to us, so they seem
to be his subjects, and not ours. The copy of both oaths | deliver to
you, requiring you to ensure we’re not thus deluded of our spiritual
subjects.”’**The Commons rushed to support the King’s wishes with
a suitable Bill which the clergy, albeit a rump claiming to represent
the whole Convocation, reluctantly accepted. By the Submission of
the Clergy their separate legal status was removed and, like the
rest of the nation, the clergy became subject to whatever laws the
King and his (highly cooperative) Parliament produced.

Despite Henry’s key role in the public manoeuvring, behind the
scenes the guiding hands had been those of Thomas Cromwell —
which was why he was basking in the favour of the King.160

&

At Canterbury Henry was tired but happy. Perhaps he’d soon be rid
of the Spanish hag who’d forced herself on him over twenty years
before. Somehow he’d heard of one of the local wonders, a mad
woman miraculously cured of an illness to rival that of the
Gadarene Swine, who’d briefly entered a convent and then found
herself thrown out on to the street.”® Apparently, she still
experienced trances, talking to invisible creatures, uttering unknown
tongues. The pious may have offered her alms and the ignorant
given her laughter but she was certainly something to be seen.
Should the King reveal his identity? That would be a test of
whether the so-called ‘Nun of Kent' did possess second sight.
Could she recognise her King? Henry had laughed, confident that
few in his Kingdom would fail to recognise their King who stood so
apart from his companions. He was in a good mood. What better
way to be entertained before supper than be confronted by a lunatic
and see how far the woman touched on reality.

So he sat on a common chair, in a dim corner, and looked up as the
door was thrown open and a woman thrust into the room.

“This is Elizabeth Barton who'd speak to us all!” announced
Stephen Hawkins who had taken upon himself the role of guide for
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the party. He’d been ordered to make no reference to anyone’s
status — especially that of the King — as a test for the madwoman.

The Nun of Kent leaned forward as if sniffing the air and her
audience was confronted by a rather plain woman, with sallow skin
and bulging eyes. She wore something that purported to be the
habit of a nun but wouldn’t have passed muster in most convents.
Suddenly she stopped and then, like a pointer marking out game,
focused her attention on the corner holding the King.

“For the sins of our people am | in torment from Satan but will be
preserved by Our Lady because | have a task laid upon my
shoulders — laid upon me by Christ Himself!”

There was a hush as several pairs of eyes tried to detect the
reaction of the King without appearing to do so. Henry didn’t move
and forced upon his lips a sardonic smile, in case any eye could
penetrate his murky corner.

“What times! What customs! Heresies! Abominable novelties!” She
leaned towards the King but made no move to approach him. “King
of England! Do not strike out at the power of the Holy Father! Keep
your power to smash novel doctrines! Preserve your realm from
the servants of Satan! Burn all Scriptures in the vulgar tongue lest
they corrupt the weak among your subjects!”

There was another pause as the prophetess moved her head to left
and right as if delivering her denunciation of religious change into
every ear. Then she swung back towards the King and threw
herself down on her knees before him.

“Abandon Nan Bullen! Restore your wife, Catherine, to her rightful
place as Queen. Honour your child, Mary! Be true to your family for
if you do not you'll be king for only one month longer and in God’s
Eyes you’ll not be so for another hour!”

Hawkins and two others stepped forward, grabbed Elizabeth Barton
and dragged her towards the door.

“Henry of England, neglect these warnings and you’ll die a villain

and Mary, the daughter of your rightful Queen, will wear your
crown!”
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At that Elizabeth disappeared from the room and her voice was
transformed into a distant unintelligible mumble.

The King shrugged his shoulders, stretched and with a loud yawn
indicated he was ready for his bed. The entertainment was over.

&
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CHAPTER FIVE
A NEW QUEEN?

The King had wanted obedience and got it. He’d been determined
that no man should stand in his way and few had dared do so — and
they’d felt royal displeasure.

For the first time in seven years Henry VIl felt happy. And why
shouldn’t he? This was the wedding for which he’d sacrificed so
much. At last he was to marry his Anne. Since she’'d given herself
to him he’d become even more in love. He’d had many women but
there were none to match Anne Boleyn. Yet it had all been in
secret. Of course, certain members of the household knew he’d
been sleeping with her for the past three months. He couldn't keep
that to himself. He’d had to tell his valet; to list all the beautiful
points of her body and the savage delight with which they’d made
love for the first time. And of course, the Boleyns had told their
friends. He well knew there’d been talk of him tiring of Anne; so
Wiltshire had hastened to spread news of the latest royal conquest!
Had he no shame? But then, why should he? To father the mistress
of a king should give a man pride. Even so the secret was well kept.

His planned wedding was another well-kept secret. Indeed the idea
had only come to him two nights ago. God had spoken. He was a
bachelor; one who’d seen the light and cast off his brother's relict.
He’'d recognised the nature of his sin and done penance. St. Paul
had said marriage was better than burning with lust'® — so
marriage it would be. He relied on Cromwell to arrange it all.
Obedient, meticulous and efficient — and not a churchman. Henry'd
had enough of churchmen to last him this life. Never again would
he trust a cleric as he'd trusted Wolsey. For every cleric the
priorities were themselves, their Church and their King — in that
order! And no King of England could be content with third place.

But why feel angry now? He’'d wasted over six years — but it was
almost over. Soon Anne would be joined to him in the eyes of God.
No longer need he feel guilty about their bed. As well as her body,
he’d possess Anne's heart. Had he ever felt so happy?

However, he had to be careful. No word must cross the seas to
Rome. The Pope must still decide his issue with Catherine in his
favour, the honour of England demanded it. Besides Cromwell had
said plans weren’t not yet complete. Let one word of this ceremony
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escape and years of effort would be wasted. In the world’s eyes the
King of England was still a married man; he’d be that tomorrow
certainly, but not before. Let Catherine continue being awkward.
She’d had her chance. He wouldn't offer her a comfortable
retirement a second time. Events had passed her by — even her
nephew, the Emperor, scarcely gave her a second thought these
days. When Rome finally decided to sever his union with Catherine
— or rather recognise there’d never been a legal union — it would be
time to bless his union with Anne. Until then only Cromwell must
know all — he knew where his best interests lay. Silence.

After all the fighting, all the struggle, it would be so easy. Just a
short walk, a brief service, and Anne would truly be his. God had
given her to him, and would give them a son, a future King of
England.

Henry indeed felt happy. At last the nightmare was over.
&

Catherine was impossible. How dare she stay away? Henry had
forgiven her much in the past — the very fact she’d lured him into
marriage; that she’d denied him a dissolution readily when it'd
become obvious their marriage was offensive to God; that she still
insisted on styling herself Queen of England. But this was the end.
The new archbishop had finally convened a decent court to look
into that old matter of their marriage — not that it was really worth
looking into. He hadn’t lived with Catherine for several years; he
was living with Anne, his wife in the eyes of God although still not in
the sight of men. Indeed, Anne was going to bear his child. That
tiresome business with Catherine had to be settled once and for all.
He'd even given her a chance to state her case — to explain why
she still counted herself ‘Queen’. But she’d thrown it all away.

Henry wasn’t pleased — in fact, he was on the verge of anger. Did
she doubt the justice of a court headed by Thomas Cranmer? The
man was respected not only at Cambridge, but even on the
continent. All agreed there could be found no more sober and
considerate man, filled with the love of God. Why else had he
chosen him to succeed Warham in the chair of Canterbury? Of
course, he could have had Gardiner, but Gardiner was too much of
a politician — too much of a King's man in the eyes of the world. No,
Stephen must be content, for a while, with Winchester. But
Cranmer should be above suspicion.
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Did Catherine think he’d seek to influence the court for his own
ends? Surely not. She knew him better than that. He merely wished
the court to find as God had shown — that Henry and Catherine had
never been truly married. They must consider the facts and come to
their decision accordingly. Only come to a decision they must!

Of course, the King was confident of the outcome. Hadn't the
universities long ago given their decision in his favour. A brilliant
idea of Cranmer. True, a few of them had actually ignored the facts
and concluded the marriage was valid — but, then, everyone knew
they’d been terrorised by the agents of either the Emperor or the
Pope. That had brought the Cambridge divine to the notice of the
King. He needed fair-minded and able men like that around him. So
when the see of Canterbury became vacant, he’d sent over to
Germany and brought back Thomas Cranmer. What Cranmer had
been dong in Germany Henry preferred not to consider. There was
talk of him being muddled up with some of those Lutherans, but he
doubted if a decent theologian would give such heretics a moment’s
thought. Of course, Gardiner had been upset — but then Henry
wasn't too pleased with Stephen lately. He needed to be brought
back into line. Anyway he’d been used too much in the matter
before and no one would trust his decision. If — WHEN — Cranmer
decided for the King no one would doubt his judgement.'®®

Then he could publish the news of his marriage to Anne. The whole
world would know the King of England was indeed married — but to
Anne Boleyn. And what was more — he’d soon become a father.
They'd been told the child would be a boy. God, having withdrawn
his favours when the King was living in incest with Catherine, would
bless this lawful union with a son. He’d already chosen the name —
Edward. the name of his grandfather, Edward Plantagenet, who'd
wrested the throne from the feeble hands of Henry VI and had
never lost a battle. Old men said Henry himself resembled his
grandfather in looks — he certainly didn’t look like his father — well,
his son should also look like a Plantagenet.

But he must be legitimate to the world. A second Richmond would
not do. Whatever honours and titles he’d showered on the son of
Bessie Blount, the boy was still simply known as Henry Fitzroy —
the King's bastard. But he was a fine boy for all that. He’d prove a
great help to his half brother when Henry himself was no longer in
this world. But, by George, he meant to make England safe for his
son. The first step must be to deal with Mary, his only surviving
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child by Catherine. Men still gave their loyalty to his daughter. Well,
let them. After all, she was still a daughter of the King of England —
even if she was a bastard. He’d marry her off to some obscure
continental prince, so that she’d be far away and no threat to his
son and heir. But she’d never sit on the throne of England. He’'d see
to that.

&

Thomas Cranmer stood nervously by the altar."® He was unhappy.
Did the King believe that nominating him for the vacant see of
Canterbury had made him agree to this wedding? Surely not! The
King knew him to be an honest man, a truthful man, a man
governed by the voice of God. So why was he here? He glanced at
the two witnesses — the earl of Wiltshire trying to look anywhere but
at the altar and Thomas Cromwell staring into space. Were they as
nervous as him? He could guess why both of them were here,
personal gain, but what turmoil might exist behind their eyes.

After all, in the eyes of the world — or, at least, most of what was
beyond the power of the King — His Majesty was already married to
his brother's widow. The Pope had rejected the idea of bigamy
some time ago so were they going against the ruling of the Church?
No! Thomas Cranmer was adamant the King had never been truly
married to Catherine of Aragon. Pope Julius Il had been
misinformed, had been under pressure from Spain, had yielded to
the pleas of Henry VII — any or all of those would explain why the
Pope had made such a mistake, creating a travesty of a marriage
defying the will of God. Was that all true? The Archbishop-elect
had no doubts.

The doors were opened and in strode the King of England and the
newly-created Marchioness of Pembroke.'®® Cranmer narrowed his
eyes as he examined Anne Boleyn. A second reason why he was
standing here should have been known only to himself apart from
the ‘happy couple’; Anne was pregnant and any child — a son was
the King’s conviction — must be legitimate. Who knew how long it
would take to sort out the mess with Rome? The Queen — he must
STOP using that title for Catherine of Aragon — was putting up a
tough fight, helped by that fool, John Fisher, and that even bigger
fool, Sir Thomas More. If matters were dragged out the baby would
be put in the same position as Richmond, a nice lad but one
unlikely to secure a firm grip on the throne of his father. That should
never happen, for the sake of England.
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The King smiled nervously towards Wiltshire, like any young groom
towards his potential father-in-law, and Anne’s father spoiled the
farce by bowing to his daughter. Thomas Cromwell hastened to
match the bow but his gimlet eyes scrutinised the bride. Had he
guessed the royal secret?

Anne smiled broadly at not only the four men present but almost at
the chapel itself. After all, wasn’t she about to get what she and
family had been after for so many years. Cranmer killed that
disloyal thought. It was the Marchioness herself who’d delayed so
much, tantalising the King to the point of madness. Just as much
as Rome the Boleyns were responsible for the delay. That was
another thought for Thomas Cranmer to kill. He felt even more
uncomfortable. He liked the lass; she was a true believer and not a
creature schooled by Rome;'® she’d shown nothing but kindness to
him even to the point of welcoming his German wife.'®’

Thomas Cranmer was surprised at how easily the atmosphere of
secrecy had merged into one of guilt. He looked at Cromwell and
noted a shiftiness in his manner. He recalled how little was known
about Cromwell’s past — soldiering in Italy, dealing with bankers and
obscure legal work seemed to have summed it up.'*®He BELIEVED
the man was sympathetic to the ‘Brethren’'® but one could never
be sure with such a pragmatic opportunist. Cranmer was shocked
how uneasy he felt in the presence of such a man.

Wiltshire was a different sort, astute enough to get two daughters
into the bed of the King but nowhere nearly as clever as he thought
himself — the King might reward Wiltshire for the favours of his
daughters but entrust him with little else. Suddenly he was aware
that Wiltshire was glaring at him and tore his mind back to reality.

In front of himself and facing the altar stood the King of England
and Anne Boleyn. The wedding service was about to begin.

&
London was packed — but silent."”® The crowds which should have
been in the festive mood of a royal coronation made no sound. The
great procession, so carefully and elaborately organised with its
companies, precedents and standards, slowly made its way
towards the Abbey watched by silent crowds. There were no smiles
or laughter. Men stood grim-faced, not even bothering to doff their
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caps, except when the King himself came by. Their wives were
openly hostile — murmuring, scowling, holding tightly to their
menfolk and children as if they feared their new Queen. Rumour
said she was a witch — how else had she ensnared the King and
destroyed a marriage of twenty years standing. Look at her right
hand! Look for the sixth finger, which she so carefully covered with
the folds of her long, ermine sleeves. Surely that was the sign of the
Devil! Satan marked his own — and he’d marked Anne Boleyn. After
all, what right had she to the throne? Hadn’t her grandfather been
proud enough to be Lord Mayor of London?'"" She could put on all
the airs she liked; she was still no better than any of the wives of
London tradesmen. It was not right the children of merchants
should try to get above their station — especially at the expense of a
dear soul such as Queen Catherine. Besides, what a King did one
day, his subjects would be considering the next. Then whose
marriage would be safe ?

Their husbands shared their low opinion of Anne Boleyn. Pretty she
was if somewhat sallow but she was too thin. Oh, yes, and she’d

all the mannerisms of a coquette, well at home in the stews of
Southwark, not on her way to be crowned Queen of England. One
day the King would come to his senses. He'd realise she was no
better, and considerably worse, than any woman to be found in the
City of London. Then she and that family of hers had better watch
out.

Some with crueller wit pointed to the banners displaying the
intertwined ‘A’ and ‘H’ and read it as ‘Ha!’ declaring that summed up
the whole affair. Few people threw their caps in the air with mad
enthusiasm for their new queen.'”

But what did Anne Boleyn care of the sullenness of the crowd as
she proudly made her way to her coronation. Envy might do the
fish-wives of London some good; they might learn that to get on in
the world one had to do more than just grouse. Her family had
spent years climbing in society and now she was about to complete
their triumph. For six years Henry had been promising her this day
— and now she was going to enjoy it to the full. Tomorrow she’d no
longer be Mistress Anne Boleyn — nor even the Marchioness of
Pembroke. She’d be Anne, Queen of England, Ireland and France
— and the proudest knees in the country would bend in homage.
She’'d be the wife of one king and (praise God) the mother of
another to be. To someone who'd been the maid servant of
Catherine of Aragon Henry had promised Catherine's daughter to
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be the maid-servant to her child; the royal bastard waiting on the
heir to the throne. Anne knew that now Henry could deny her
nothing. Ever since her sudden craving for apples had told the
world she’d soon be a mother. He was more in love with her than
ever. It had been worth the wait.

Anne was delighted. Every tiny movement within assured her of the
future. Inwardly she found herself laughing at the old, barren
Catherine. She’d had her chance to bear the heir to England and
had failed. She’'d resisted the will of the King for too long. Four
years ago the King would have been generous. He’'d have given a
pension and honours to his brother's widow; she’d have been the
second lady in the kingdom. Her daughter would have been found a
good, if not too ambitious, marriage. But now, who could tell? Henry
didn’t like being thwarted. Anne remembered the risks she’d run in
resisting the King for so long. But then, she did have ultimately
something which he wanted above all else — herself. Catherine,
however, had nothing to offer the King . The fool would probably be
locked away in some obscure convent and the world would soon
forget her. Preferably a damp, cold convent — Anne remembered
the interview when Catherine had discovered the King's interest in
her lady-in-waiting. How she’d denounced Anne; just as she’d
denounced her sister, Mary. Anne flushed inwardly when she
recalled what had been said. Anyway Catherine would now have
her reward. As for her daughter — her last chance for a decent
marriage had gone when Reginald Pole had decided to go abroad.
It was good he’d done so. Henry had been furious at all the Poles —
especially that ungrateful Reginald, owing the King everything and
then refusing his support. Had he really wanted the King to remain
childless so a Pole might pick up the crown? Anne doubted that.
Reginald was too honest to have such a deep-laid scheme. No, he
simply relied on Henry's patience to get royal support while not
having to sully his conscience. He was another More. She wouldn’t
be so patient. A few threats — a little pressure and Reginald would
see reason. And now he was abroad he could be of use.

Anne remembered those friends who’d helped her in the past. She
knew she’d made enemies but the King would know how to deal
with them. She’d look after her friends. Thomas Cranmer, for
instance, had been her old chaplain. Well, hadn't she persuaded
the King to make him Archbishop? Henry had wanted a man to help
him cast off Catherine, stand by him against the world — and yet be
honest. Who better could Anne suggest — for her own interests as
well as the King's? She’'d remember Cranmer.
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And she’d remember men like Edward Crome. She owed a lot to
him and his fellows, the Evangelical Brethren. They'd opened her
eyes to the True Faith, not the baubles and superstitions which
Catherine adored. Where had her devotion got her? Nowhere!
Luther, Melanchthon,' Oecolampadius'™ were the men of the
future. They'd guide Europe out of the darkness of Rome. Already
Germany was awakening; soon it ‘d be the turn of England. Just as
the Pope had rejected her: she’d reject the Pope — and all England
with her. For what was he anyway, but the Anti-Christ foretold in the
Book of Revelation as Master Tyndale had shown (what a pity that
man had proved so awkward with the King)? There was another
fool for you. She’d shown Henry Tyndale's book which pointed out
how all must obey the King and Henry had been pleased. Then
Tyndale ruined everything by being difficult about the marriage.
Anyway, it mattered little. Anne trusted true religion would triumph
in the end. The Bible had told her so — and it hadn’t shown her
either the Pope or his curses. She’d won Henry and she’d keep him
— their son would see to that. And together they'd tear down the
shibboleth of Rome. Let the Pope do his worst. She felt no fear.
God was at her side. For every soul gained by men such as Crome,
Satan, and his agent, the Pope, were the losers. Her victory would
be the triumph of Truth.

And in that triumph some men would suffer. That spiteful — oh, so
saintly — Bishop of Rochester, for example. There was no love lost
between them. Fisher had never liked any of the Boleyn family, and
she’d no time for that vain, pious old man. And she hated him even
more for what he’d done for Catherine. But for him the matter would
have been over years before. Catherine had realised how few
friends she had in England — at least, among the people who
counted in the affairs of the nation. She’'d have given way but for
the encouragement of that stubborn old man. How he must have
told her to stand firm for the sake of her daughter, herself — her
Church. Yes, Anne was sure Fisher had encouraged Catherine to
play the martyr. Well, he himself might find himself taking on that
role in the near future. It was a pity his cook hadn't poisoned him; it
might have yet saved the headsman a job.

And the new Queen remembered another with whom she had a
long score to settle, Sir Thomas More. Like everyone else she’'d
liked More. But he was too fond of what he thought was right. To
him the King was married to Catherine and he could never be
persuaded otherwise. Henry might try to ignore the man, but it was
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becoming a public scandal — one of the leading men of the kingdom
refusing to follow the lead of his King. She’d been patient, trying
again and again to get More to change his mind. But he’d just
smiled that knowing smile of his and remained adamant. Oh, yes,
he’d SEEMED kindly — sympathetic. He “understood” the position:
she was in love with Henry and the King was in love with her. But
what of Catherine? Were they to live in adultery it would be a sin in
the eyes of God, but to cast off one's lawful wife, was not that even
worse? And the King needed a son? True, but he had a daughter,
and a fine girl she was. He’d no time for those who'd deny a woman
was fully the equal of a man. Hadn’t his own daughter, Margaret,
even argued with the King himself and not been worsted? So the
King lacked a son; he still had an heir. Anne had tried flattery,
promises, threats. The ex-Chancellor had remained unmoved. He
knew how she felt — but we were in this world for so brief a time. It
was easy to stray from the path which led to heavenly peace.

Damn More! She knew Henry had cursed him. He’d been most
upset by the attitude of Sir Thomas — and not helped by More's
open refusal to comment on the issue. Everyone knew where he
stood. No one was fooled. He simply adopted the pose of a
shocked schoolmaster towards an erring pupil and that made the
King even angrier. Anne felt she was coming to hate More. The
man had even dared declare he’d not attend her coronation. Oh,
how her enemies must have loved that. She was certain the news
was even in Rome itself. How the fishwives of London must be
gossiping over the news. More would pay for that.

And Thomas Abell would pay as well. Unimportant he might seem —
a mere chaplain, but one known in the streets of London. He’d also
kept Catherine in her position of defiance and he’d pay for it.

But most of all the new Queen remembered her predecessor. She
thought of that old, sulky woman whose man she’d taken. Catherine
couldn’t face reality. She was old, ugly, past child bearing. The King
had no further use for her. She was in the way. The sooner she
accepted her defeat —or died — the better. For twelve years she’d
known Catherine, watching her age as she struggled to keep the
King. She’d laughed inside when Catherine had cried over her
sister, Mary — even though for a time she’d shared the disgrace of
her sister. She’d rejoiced at the old woman beating the walls with
her fists when she heard how Henry spent his nights — and where
he spent them. Oh yes, the Catherine of public view, so demure
and calm, was very different from that known to her ladies. Then
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they saw how much wild Spanish blood flowed through Catherine's
veins. Her sister had gone mad,'®and she’d also give herself up to
insane bouts of fury. And yet, and yet she didn’t break. More's the
pity thought Anne. Then Catherine could have been locked away
like her sister, Juanna, and the victor have her Henry sooner.

Anyway now she had the King, and in him lay her future.
&

Giles Manning had managed to acquire his preferred position in
public events, a corner from which he could see much but not be
open to scrutiny himself. The place was St. Peter's at Westminster,
the day was a sunny first day of June, Whit Sunday, and the
occasion the coronation of Queen Anne (for that was how he must
think of her, forgetting the true Queen bundled off into the
Hertfordshire obscurity of the More). Certainly the young girl he’'d
rescued from the storm had gone far, trampling on many good men
and women in her progress.

Three days before the Marchioness of Pembroke had been
transported by water from Greenwich to the Tower. Two days later,
Saturday, she’d progressed through the City of London with as
elaborate a display as ever seen. Anne Boleyn had sat upon a
horse-litter, her rich dark hair hanging loose, and above her had
been a fine canopy supported by four knights. Wine had flowed
from conduits, banners fluttered from roof-tops and largess had
been distributed to the crowd — but the people had stood sullen,
remembering how the day had been brought about.

Now, thought Giles, was the last stage in this elaborate mockery.
Suddenly there was a fanfare of trumpets. Yeomen of the Guard
headed the procession. Was there tension in their faces after
escorting the new Queen past hostile crowds? Apart from an odd
yell of abuse, fingers poking towards the clear object of hate and a
generally unpleasant atmosphere, there’d been no trouble. Even
so they'd gripped their halberds with a determination to press their
way through to the countryside beyond Westminster if necessary.

Next came the entire community of Westminster Abbey, anxious to
demonstrate to the world their special role in the affairs of royalty
and their wealth shown by the rich copes of gold, enveloping the
humbler robes of the Benedictine Order. They were followed by
thirteen mitred abbots — Giles could but guess at what they thought
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of the new Queen who’d shown contempt for their profession as her
power grew. Next came members of the King's Chapel festooned
in copes rich enough to rival those of the monks. So much for the
religious communities, thought Giles, as with four bishops and two
mitred archbishops,'”® and all the lords going in their parliament
robes, and the crown borne before her by the duke of Suffolk, and
her two sceptres by two earls, came Anne Boleyn herself going
under a rich canopy of cloth of gold, dressed in crimson velvet
decorated with ermine, and a robe of purple velvet decorated with
ermine over that, and a rich coronet with a cap of pearls and stones
on her head. The old duchess of Norfolk carrying her train was in a
robe of scarlet with a coronet of gold on her head, and Lord Burgh,
the Queen's Chamberlain, supported the train in the middle. Before
the altar Anne was anointed and crowned and took part in Mass.

After the celebration of mass the new Queen, in all her glory,
proceeded to Westminster Hall where she dined in state. However,
she was most uncomfortable through much of the day due to her
advanced pregnancy. If Giles had noticed, doubtless he’d have
declared it to be but part of the judgement of the Almighty.

&

“‘How dare you, sire?” screeched the Queen with all the vehemence
of a London fishwife. She’d have flown at her husband even if she
was less than half his size but she was almost at full term of her
pregnancy. So all she could do was glare at the King of England
and scream her wrath.

The King looked embarrassed but quickly recovered. Maybe he’d
been caught with a hand well up the leg of Lady Marie de Poissy
but the lass had been more than willing. After all, she’d been
schooled in the court of Francis where the King’s right to explore
new territories was never questioned. Mistress Boleyn had no right
to question his dalliance. What was a man to do when his wife had
reached that stage when intercourse was no longer comfortable nor
even safe? That thought somewhat checked his fury at the harpy
challenging him. She was carrying within her his son, the future
King of England. Perhaps it was the courage of ‘Edward’ within her
which drove her to screech at her master. But she’'d screeched and
that was a breach of her natural loyalty to himself as King, husband
and a man!

“Madam, you are to shut your eyes, as your betters have done!”
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The words were out. The hussy’s mouth dropped open before
another tirade could spew out. Her hand flew to her mouth as if to
bottle back the unwise screech already released. There were tears
in her eyes. Good! She was remembering her place. Let her not
forget it again.

The Queen rushed from the room distraught as Lady Marie lowered
her dress. After all, the Queen had shown the King could be
managed provided one did not test his patience to far.

&
"The Queen has been safely delivered, sire.”
"My son, my son. Is he well? Is he strong ?"
"The child, Your Majesty, is a girl."

&

News of the birth galloped throughout the kingdom and its reception
in Southwell was typical.

“So the whore’s spawned a bitch!” snapped Goody Hudson and the
sneer on her lips demonstrated she held no respect for either.

Mistress Webster'”” coughed and muttered something, but so softly
that nobody, apart from Goody Hudson, could detect her words.
“His Majesty is said to be disappointed — “

“And wouldn’t you be, if you'd turned out your lawful wife, spurned
your true child and allowed such a monster into your bed!” hissed
Goody Hudson.

“I've heard Nan Bullen is of the True Faith —“

“Is she indeed!” snapped Goody Hudson. “Would any Christian soul
worm her way into the bed of a happily married man?” Goody
Hudson nodded before adding, “I've heard she follows the German
teachings.”

“As bad as the drivel our parish priest lets loose from the pulpit,”
was the answer but again in a quiet voice. Mistress Webster was
(like her husband, Simon) a careful person. Others might provoke
attention from the Archdeacon’s Court but the Webster household
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was still too respectable to dabble in what might appear unwelcome
to those controlling the town of Southwell. Her husband had
become involved with local Lollards — odd types with strange ideas
but not dangerous, surely — but he claimed it was all to keep the
Church informed of what was going on. So why did Mistress
Webster criticise Father Thomas? Because she hated him!

“No,” disagreed Goody Hudson. “The priest is the lackey of
Antichrist but Luther is just — “

“A false shepherd?”

Susan Hudson grinned. “Don’t go quoting the Scriptures to me!'’®
I've to put up with that all day and night.”

“But surely whenever the Word of God is spoken it is for our
spiritual benefit.” Goody Hudson looked at Eleanor Webster and a
smile confessed insincerity.

“Perhaps. But Will always uses it to show that God made man
better than woman.”

“Which is why it took a woman to open a man’s eyes!” laughed
Mistress Webster and both laughed.

&

The Friars Church at Greenwich was packed — the prominent
citizens of London, headed by the Mayor, were joined by a host of
gentry and nob|I|ty ®The building, inside and out, was covered with
banners and cloth; the nearby streets strewn with green rushes and
crowded with onlookers, anxious to snatch, if possible, a glimpse of
the heir.

When all was ready the child herself was brought in, along with all
the impedimenta of a christening borne by the noblest in the land.
The child was carried by her great-grandmother, the old Duchess of
Norfolk, on her right marched the Duke of Norfolk and on her left
the Duke of Suffolk. Over the head of the Chl|d hovered a canopy
supported by the Lords Rochford,'® Hussey,'®' along with William
Howard and Thomas Howard."® Behind followed the gentry and
lesser nobilities in their finest attire.

The Christening was conducted by the Bishop of London, the
child’s God-Father was the Archbishop of Canterbury, her God-
Mothers were the Old Duchess of Norfolk,'® the old Marchioness of
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Dorset' and the Marchioness of Exeter.'® At the font the child

was solemnly christened, Elizabeth. Garter-chief King of Arms then
proclaimed, "God of his infinite goodness, send prosperous life and
long to the high and mighty Princess of England, Elizabeth!”

Elizabeth, heir to King Henry VIII, was carried to the altar where the
Gospel was read. The Archbishop confirmed the child who received
gifts from her godparents. The child was then carried in procession
to the chamber of the Queen.

The King did not attend the Christening.
&

Henry had been very disappointed. He’d remembered how he’d felt
seventeen years before when Mary had been born. Pleased that
she was healthy — confident in the future — but regretting his lack of
a son. Of course, he'd tried to pretend to Anne that it didn’t matter.
He still called the Queen "his sweet, his love" — but he’d been
disappointed. He'd been promised a son; surely God wasn’t still
displeased? He'd listened to his conscience, to the voice of God.
He'd rid himself of his brother's wife. Was he not a good king to his
people? Had he not proved a father to the Church? Why then had
God cheated him? Yes, she was a strong baby like he’d been, fair-
haired, with the face of a Tudor. But she was a girl. Never would the
people of England accept a girl; still Anne was young. Next time,
please God, it'd be a boy.

Anne had shared the disappointment of the King. She felt she’'d
failed Henry — and herself. With a son she’d have been safe. She’'d
have truly been Queen. Now she’d seen how Henry’s eye was
already wandering. She remembered what had happened to
Catherine who’d failed the King. She didn’t want to share the fate of
her predecessor.

Catherine couldn’t help feeling pleased at the news. She knew that
was wrong and she was sorry, but she was human. She'd
confessed her pleasure to Thomas Abell, her chaplain, and he’d
reproved her for it. Of course, he understood how she felt — no man
better. But one must never rejoice in the misfortunes of another.
Christ had said the meek would inherit the earth; God could still
change the mind of the King. He could open up Henry's heart to his
sin in rejecting his wife. This was but the first step. Catherine had
listened and oh, how she’d wanted to believe! She knew that it was
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sinful; but then, Anne had stolen her husband and ruined her life.
Forgiveness was the mark of the saint. She’d tried to forgive, but
the words wouldn't come. She’d prayed to God to give her the
strength to forgive but she could NOT forgive that woman. Henry
she’d forgiven a long time ago. After all, he was a man, and men
were so easily tempted; and he was a king who felt he needed a
son. The King was growing old but wouldn’t accept it. Let any
young hussy flutter her eyelashes at him and he was half in love.
He still felt he was the great lover. One day he'd awake from his
dreams, and it would be a cruel wakening. A tear came to her eye
when she felt how Henry would realise he’d been a fool for so many
years, that he was old like her. Then he’d take her back and they'd
share together their old age. Once more their child would be his
delight and joy and this brat of Anne's would be packed off to a
nunnery perhaps. She knew Anne had mocked her grey hairs;
she’d heard that Anne had laughed at her miscarriages and
disappointments. Well, now she was disappointed. Catherine
couldn’t help being pleased.

&

The eyes of Princess Mary were moistened by tears as she read
once again the letter from her mother."®

‘Daughter, | fear the time for God to test you has come. Remain
true to the Almighty and he will not allow you to be destroyed but
will handle you with love. Obey the Lord and you will survive.

You will receive a letter from your father, the King. Obey his
commands, except if you should endanger your soul. Do not
contest his will. Do not argue our cause. Gain support from reading
the books | send you. Keep yourself pure and shun wanton
company. This is your time of trial but | am sure the outcome will
be even better than you would wish. Take care whom you trust.
Keep your keys yourself.

| send these words to you with a good heart. Pass on my best
wishes to the Countess of Salisbury,’® telling her that we must all
come to the Kingdom of Heaven through troubles. Do not try to
answer this letter. | will write to you again.

Your loving mother, Catherine the Queen.’
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It had been months since Mary had seen her mother. Despite her
protests she’d been deprived of the title of Princess of Wales,
moved into a smaller household and lost the services of several in
whom she could trust.

The Duke of Norfolk had arrived in the middle of winter to summon
her to attend on the ‘Princess of Wales’ at Hatfield. “I am the
Princess of Wales!” had protested the young princess but the
Marshal of England had been adamant. He hadn’t come to argue
with a girl but to see the King’s orders were obeyed. She’d asked
for a few moments to arrange personal items and Norfolk had
agreed. That was how the Princess was re-reading her mother’'s
letter. Her time of trial had come.'®®

She returned to Norfolk and asked him to see her servants weren’t
turned out on to the streets. Of course, she knew that might well be
the fate of those members of the household not allowed to
accompany their mistress.

“You are only to take with you two servants, of the humblest rank,”
was the curt reply. At that the Countess of Salisbury who’d spent
the time of Mary’s absence in asking after the Duchess of Norfolk,
and getting very sharp replies, burst out that, as godmother and
guardian of the Princess, she must accompany her charge.

Norfolk brusquely remarked the King wanted the Princess to be
cared for only by those in whom he could trust. The Countess was
about to protest when Mary intervened.

“I'l go with the Duke, trusting he’ll treat me as a Princess of
England.” There was no reply from the Duke of Norfolk. The King
had ordered him to make sure the Princess Mary was brought to
heel and this visit had proved too easy. If he applied more pressure
on a girl who was, outwardly at least, complying to royal
commands, he might find himself in trouble with the King. He was
sure that, once Mary had been separated from that harridan of
Salisbury and denied treatment which she considered her due,
she’d soon come to order. After all, hadn’t that been the case of
most of those who had defied the King’s will to marry his niece?

&
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