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   CHAPTER 1
 
   May 15, 1536              
 
   It was a windy, yet sunny day as Anne was called from the Tower to stand before the jury of noblemen. She had heard the charges and the rumors, but far more haunting, she had seen the look of cold indifference on the face of her husband, the King as she pleaded her innocence. Anne shuddered as she recalled the moment. ‘Henry!’ she cried. ‘Please Henry you must listen to me!’ The king’s steps never faltered. Anne stumbled and fell under the weight of two year old Elizabeth. With her mind racing, Anne stripped the toddler of her gown, a miniature of Anne’s own. Tearing the pins from her gleaming red curls, Anne shouted once more. ‘Look at your child!’ Henry stopped and after a few minutes turned. ‘She how perfect she is? She is a tiny version of you? Of me. Of our love for one another?’ Anne whispered desperately. Henry walked to them and removing his cape, draped it over Anne and the child to hide her nakedness. Taking her chin in one massive hand, he peered into the three year old’s intelligent blue eyes, and she stared intently back. He noticed a streak of blood on the girl’s cheek where Anne wasn’t able to fully shield her as they fell. A few strands of hair stuck to it. Red on red. As red as the hair on his own head. ‘Papa,’ the toddler said with a slight incline to her head. Imperious and challenging even of her royal sire. There was no way that the copper haired mite could have come from anyone’s loins except his. He closed his eyes and Anne held her breath expectantly. Opening them, he fixed his gaze on Anne and coldly said, ‘You must be an enchantress and a harlot. I cannot explain it any other way and I can have no more words for you. May God help you, for I will not.’ With that, he stormed away. Clenching her hands in her lap, Anne bit her lip to stop the tears that threatened. She was innocent, yet a wicked lie had been concocted that she had been unfaithful with her husband and had slept with four men, one of which was her own brother, George. Anne’s heart ached. She thought over her long courtship and her comparatively short marriage. Anne had been convinced to seduce the King of England by her father, Thomas Boleyn, the earl of Norfolk. What neither of them had counted on was Anne falling in love with the charming king. After nine years of waiting, they were secretly married, and Elizabeth was born shortly after. From there, was a downward spiral. Her heart ached further as she recalled the three pregnancies that followed; each promising joy and hope, only to break her heart when they ended in loss.  She had never known that they also broke her marriage. Henry was on the quest for a healthy son, and now that he was convinced that he would never father a child by Anne, Henry had begun to despair. 
 
    
 
   Anne’s old ally turned enemy, Thomas Cromwell, the King’s chief advisor, began to look for ways to rid himself, and the King of her. They began as allies to turn Henry away from the considerably decadent and corrupt Catholic Church and reform the mislead monasteries of England. After being accused of stealing from the poor and perhaps even the King by Anne, Cromwell feared that his new position, and perhaps even, his life would be forfeit if the Boleyn’s continued to have power. Rather than attack the Queen outright, Cromwell united with a new promising family, the Seymour family, to poke at a festering wound in the King’s pride, his lack of male issue, the Queen’s miscarriages, and the fact that many in Europe still considered his current marriage invalid. To distract him from his obvious love for his wife, the sister of Thomas and Edward Seymour, Jane, was placed in the path of the King. The ploy worked as Jane was almost the polar opposite of Anne. Where Anne was loud and flirtatious, cultured and argumentative, dark and regal, Jane was soft and meek, simple and submissive, blonde and homely. Henry was instantly taken with the lady-in-waiting, to the chagrin of the Queen. The affair was the indirect cause of Anne’s last miscarriage, as she walked in on Jane sitting on the King’s lap as the two shared a kiss. This so upset the Queen that her labor started early and the child, a miniature boy, slipped from her body the next evening without ever drawing a breath. This was the opening that Cromwell needed. Evidence was created, witnesses were bribed, and the King had an answer to his problem.
 
    
 
   ‘Anne, Queen of England!’ a voice shouted, startling Anne 
 
   from her musings. ‘You are commanded to come before the panel. Gently touching a finger to her lips and then to the prayer book that she kept at her waist, Anne straightened her back, lifted her chin, and calmly walked into the room. She looked every bit of the queen with her black damask gown peppered with diamonds and pearls over a crimson kirtle. Her raven tresses, normally left to swing free, had been curled and swept onto her head and there secured by pins of diamond and pearl. A black French hood studded with pearls kept the tendrils from falling into her face. Around her neck, she wore a walnut sized diamond on a chain of gold, a gift from the king. As she entered, she noticed to her dismay and anger that no one stood in respect for her. ‘Does no one stand when the queen enters a room?’ she said bewildered, looking about the room at the nobles and common folk alike. Somewhat embarrassed, one by one the panel stood and doffed their hats. 
 
    
 
   After being coldly acknowledged, they sat and began the trial. The jury consisted of her own uncle, the Duke of Norfolk, her former youthful love, the Duke of Northumberland, Henry Percy, Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, The Marquis of Exeter, The Earls of Oxford, Westmoreland, Worcester, Rutland, Huntingdon, and Sussex, and several other lords. Anne noticed, with bitterness, that all of these men except Henry Percy, who stood trembling and pale faced, stood to gain from her conviction. Undeterred, the leader of the panel, her uncle began the trial. ‘Queen Anne, you have been brought before us on charges of adultery, incest, conspiring to murder the king, and witchcraft. How do you answer these charges?’ Anne tossed her bejeweled head defiantly, and shouted, ‘I do not answer these charges as they are untrue and unbecoming of my station!’ pressed on listing dates and times that she was seen with her supposed lovers. This proved to be a mistake as Anne rebutted each date. She was either pregnant, recovering from a miscarriage, or with her ladies. The panel paused a moment to talk amongst themselves. 
 
    
 
   Anne’s stomach clenched and she fought a wave of dizziness and nausea. Was she really wanted dead so badly? ‘My good people’ she began, ‘I am come before you all painted a common adulteress and whore. I beseech you to attend the details of this fraudulent trial!’ Norfolk began to shout for her to be silent and the ill feeling threatened to overwhelm her as the edges of her vision blurred, but Anne kept on. ‘I have answered their charges, but have they brought more evidence before me? Have they produced witnesses? I speak to every mother, wife, and daughter of good and just England. Where you able to perform your wifely duties so soon after childbirth or a miscarriage?” The women began to cry out there protest that ‘the good Queen Nan was surely innocent’ and that they would ‘have none of those Seemores’. Anne was sweating profusely and her vision was beginning to blacken, but she had to save herself, for only the people could sway the King to her cause. “So how then could I commit adultery? Be not deceived by this wickedness. Entreat to His Majesty the King, who is just and wise to not listen to unwise council and to aid me in my moment of need for I am innocent!’ The uproar from the crowd was deafening; shouts of ‘Good Queen Anne!’ and ‘God save the Queen!’ could be heard beyond The Tower. As the panel shouted for order to be returned, the world around Anne went dark, and as the ground rushed up to meet her, she felt a familiar stab in her belly, heard the screams and shouts from the crowd, and felt the warmth trickle down her legs. Then there was nothing.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Charles Brandon, the Duke of Suffolk, had never liked Anne. 
 
   He had considered her unbefitting of her crown if only for the fact that Anne had a disturbing way of swaying the King. He wasn’t sure that he would call it manipulation or even witchcraft, but what Anne wanted, more often than not, the King provided, as demonstrated by the massive reforms. When Cromwell had approached him with information that the Queen was involved in not only adultery, but treason as well, he welcomed the chance to be on the jury and see the proud queen fall. After hearing the ‘evidence’ and hearing Anne’s defense, Brandon was apprehensive, but when the crowd, who had never liked her, began to shout and protest her innocence, Suffolk was now confident that the wronged queen was innocent. He was watching her impassioned defense with a mixture of dismay and joy that his closest friend would not have to put his wife to death. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly, a different cry rose from the crowd. A Brandon watched, blood began to stain the floor beneath the Queen’s skirts, and she dropped to the floor like a stone. He was the first to her side. She was burning with fever and her skin was as white as a sheet. “Send for a physician!” he cried. By the providence of God, one was already in attendance, and ran over to help with his assistant. After touching a hand to the Anne’s brow, heart, and finally her stomach, the older man gasped and whispered urgently to Charles, “This is a highly sensitive and urgent matter. Have her moved to a clean chamber at once. The queen was carried with great care to a chamber within the Tower. There the physician sent everyone out except his assistant, a matronly midwife. After removing the gown and kirtle, and examining Anne, they discovered that she was in the early stage of a miscarriage. After making a tea of cramp and black haw bark and forcing as much of it as they could between her lips, they packed white linen between her legs, and kept her feverish brow bathed in cool water. This was all that could be done at this time, and after a while the bleeding had stopped. 
 
    
 
   After being assured that the child was still nestled inside its mother’s womb, they removed the linen. After several long hours, the Queen’s fever broke, and Charles Brandon was allowed inside to see her. As he was briefed on her current status, Brandon fell silent. He was almost certain that the King was the father of this child, and that he would want to hear of this miracle. Thanking the physician and giving him coins from his purse, Charles immediately mounted his horse and rode hard and fast to Whitehall. Abandoning all royal protocol, he strode right into the King’s chambers where he was being barbered. Kneeling and removing his cap, Charles Brandon breathlessly recalled the day’s events to the cross and lathered king.
 
    
 
   ‘With child!’ Henry shouted ‘How could she be with child?’ he asked his best friend, Brandon Charles. Charles swallowed and spoke, ‘It appears that she is nearly three months gone with child.’ The color drained from Henry’s face. The last time that he had shared a bed with her was in early February. It could be no coincidence. The child must be his. Henry sighed, and looked at his best friend. The man was headstrong, and impulsive, but when it mattered most, Charles was honest, loyal, and true. ‘There is little doubt in my mind that the child is mine.’ He paused for a moment and steadied himself. ‘What should I do?’ Charles understood the gravity of the moment as the fearless and independent king seldom asked for advice. While he certainly had no love lost for Anne, his conscience would never allow him to condemn an innocent woman, an expecting innocent woman at that. ‘Majesty…,’ Charles tentatively started, ‘Perhaps you should speak to Her Grace, the Queen.’ Stunned to hear the man who had whispered doubts about the queen into his ear defend her now, the King could only gape at Charles Brandon. After a moment, Henry nodded and walked from the room. He dismissed his servants and with only a single guard, rode to the Tower.
 
    
 
   Anne opened her eyes and blinked at the sunlight streaming through the window. She was lying in a bed not much bigger than her own in a white shift. She knew instinctively that she was not at Whitehall. Looking around, she recognized the room as the suite reserved for queens awaiting their coronation, and as her vision cleared further, she gasped, startled. In the chair near her bed sat the King. He said nothing as he studied her with an impassive face. Uneasy still, but suddenly hopefully, Anne spoke, “My love?” The king’s face twitched as the emotion in the phrase pierced his heart. “I thought it best that everyone think you remained in the Tower under judgement.” Anne inclined her head in thanks. Henry narrowed his eyes and said, “The child nearly died and you along with it.” He watched her face and saw surprise flare across it before she masked it. This stunned him. “You didn’t know?” he asked, astonished. “Were you not examined before you were situated into the Tower?” Anne shook her head, “Your Majesty, the men who accused me must have been in a hurry to have me judged. I was not examined.” 
 
    
 
   Anne looked at the only man she had ever loved and studied his face. If she could not convince him that she was innocent, and that the unborn miracle child growing in her womb was his and possibly his long awaited heir, it would possibly be the last time she saw him. She gazed at his auburn hair, think and curly and his crystal blue eyes. His strong nose and thin, but soft lips. All featured so clearly in Princess Elizabeth. Would the child growing within her bear the same resemblance to the man she loved so desperately? Henry was both disturbed and deeply touched by the sincere love that he saw in this fallen queen. He loved her so desperately, but her alleged crimes were unforgivable. He wanted to believe that she was innocent, but why would so many people, among them her father, uncle, and his own best friend, accuse her? He closed his eyes, took a breath, and looked at her. She still watched him; peace emanating from her. She was tense, but calm and quiet as she waited for his judgement. ‘So easy to pass judgement.’ Henry thought. ‘So very easy to have she and the child put away. I can have my Jane and we can begin a new Tudor dynasty.’ Even as he thought it, Anne placed her hand on her slightly rounded stomach and looked away as tears flowed. She had seen the calculating look that had slid over his face. “Has the merchant’s son so easily won your trust and loyalty that you would seek to have me judged pregnant with your child as I am?” she managed to whisper. Looking back at him, her tears gleaming like diamonds from her fathomless brown eyes, she shook her head, sadly. “Or perhaps Mistress Seymour and her alleged pureness has destroyed your love for me.” Seeing his eyes blaze, she gathered her courage and placed her hand atop his. “Your Majesty, I had never known another man, had never even entertained a man’s embrace before you. Yet Mistress Seymour, for all her supposed pureness, pursues a married king.” 
 
    
 
   Henry’s hand clenched beneath her own, but she carried on with her voice calm and gentle. “Surely you know how she bragged and boasted that she meant to have you, opening and closing the miniature bearing your image in front of me, whilst I was heavy with child.” Henry closed his eyes, but forced himself to listen with a rational ear. Anne closed her own eyes and with a trembling voice said, “Majesty, I saw our son.” His eyes flew open and he started at her. She had gone white so that her dark curls and pink lips stood out. “After he was born and the life had fled him, I saw him and held him. Our little Prince gone too soon. How tiny, but perfect.” She opened her eyes as the tears fell faster. “My love, I am so sorry for the death of our son! I tried so hard, and I wanted him so badly. Forgive my jealous rage that stole him from you.” With her energy spent, Anne collapsed into a tearful slumber. Henry stared at his wife’s slender form, the bulge of their child barely visible. 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Later that evening, Henry recalled the encounter. As soon as he heard that Anne was miraculously saved from miscarriage and the estimated gestation, in his heart of hearts he had hoped that his Queen was innocent. After speaking to her, he was now almost certain. So where had the evidence come from? He called for Thomas Cranmer, the Archbishop of Canterbury, who had heard Anne’s confession. Thomas Cromwell had told him sorrowfully of how the Queen had railed in hysterics of her innocence, called the King a fool and Jane a whore, and had descended into such hysterics that the rest of the confession could not even be recorded. Cranmer, on the other hand, seemed reluctant to speak of his royal charge. Shortly, Cranmer was announced and led into the King’s chamber where he bowed. Henry, after raising him, invited him to sit and drink a glass of wine. Cranmer was outwardly gracious and pleasant with his king, but inwardly, he was terrified. Had the King called him in only to ask him to declare the marriage null and void? He was adamant that the Queen that he himself had crowned and anointed was innocent of all charges. He calmed his fears and waited patiently for the King to reveal his intentions. “Your Grace” the King finally began. “I am sure that you have heard of a certain miracle by now.” Swallowing heavily, Cranmer answered smoothly, “A miracle from the Most High, I am certain, Majesty.” Grunting, the king continued. “They say that upon her arrival, she begged you to hear of her confession. Did you indeed?” Cranmer paused, afraid to reveal that he had indeed, but seeing no harm in the admission, confirmed that he had indeed. “Tell me then, what had she to say. I beg you to be honest and truthful in all words and expressions. I absolve you of any offenses.” This took Cranmer aback. He had not expected to be asked this at all. This moment surely was a sign that the Queen’s Majesty was innocent, and that God meant him to insure her return to her rightful place, at her husband’s side and on the throne. “Majesty, the Queen was in good spirits and sound mind after her imprisonment. She was saddened at the accusations of herself, her beloved brother, and the other innocent men but asked me to commend herself unto your Majesty. She confessed that she had not always been humble and meek, as a goodly wife ought, and was exceedingly jealous of her sovereign’s affections, but that she had never offended the King’s Majesty with her body. She begged the King to be good to his daughter, the Princess Elizabeth, for she is small still and an innocent, deserving of her father’s good graces and affections.” Having told the King of the heart wrenching confession, Cranmer fell silent as the King pondered the words. Henry was now certain that someone had sought to use his affections for Jane Seymour and his desire for an heir to bring his Queen’s downfall. Thanking and dismissing the Archbishop, Henry, along with a body servant, mounted and rode for the Tower. 
 
    
 
   Anne opened her eyes and sat up. She felt drained and could not recall if the King had actually sat with her or if it had been a dream. She thought that she could catch his scent in the air. Lemon, leather, and horses. Anne attempted to stand and the room swam. A maid ran into the room with a bowl just as Anne violently vomited. With the morning sickness came a fierce desire for apples. Anne was indeed pregnant. She was terrified still that the King would seek to put her aside or worse, execute her and the men. Surely the King would not be so cruel as to execute a woman with child, especially his own child. The girl helped Anne from the nightgown into a linen petticoat and a dove grey kirtle. To cover her modestly, Anne was helped into a black silk wrap. “What is your name, child? “Asked Anne, desperately needing to talk to someone. The girl, no older than sixteen curtsied. “My name is Joan, Your Grace Would you like for me to brush out your hair?” Anne smiled and sat as the girl’s surprisingly skilled fingers combed through her tresses to rid it of tangles. As the maid brushed Anne’s inky curls, the King strode into the chamber unannounced. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
   Startled, Anne rose far too quickly, and had to sit again before she fainted. Head swimming as the maid urgently fanned her, Anne gazed at the King waiting for the inevitable. The look of muted horror in his ill wife’s eyes pierced through his very heart, and Henry sank to his knees before her. “Leave us.” He told the maid, and in a rustle of skirts, she was gone. He looked into Anne’s eyes, round with terror and love, and placed his hand on the slight round of her belly. Hating himself for losing his faith in her, he spoke softly. “Queen of my heart, forgive me. I will not let this evil lie take you from my side.” Anne’s body sagged with relief. “My love, there is no replacement for you. As God watches over us, I love you with the entirety of my being.” As her love washed over him, Henry felt his heart darken with rage. How dare they accuse his rightful queen! How dare they manipulate him, their Sovereign King, using his own emotions! “I want that ignoble Cromwell and those overreaching Seymours arrested now! They will hurt you no longer!” he raged. Anne’s heart, swollen with love, turned to ice at the mention of her enemies. “No.” she whispered. “If they are arrested and executed with no proof, they will accuse me again of witchcraft and your authority will be questioned.” Henry gave pause and considered her words. “So you will have them go free? And risk more accusations or worse, assassination?” Anne looked out the window and recalled something her father once told her about her favorite animal. “Majesty, there are two ways that a fox can catch its prey.” At his confused look, she continued with a coquettish smile, a ghost of her old self. “The clever animal will dance and whirl and play with such vigor and excitement that other animals cannot help but to get caught up in the merriment and join in.” Henry moved toward her and catching her hand, drew her into his embrace. “And once they join in his gay little dance, he pounces and devours them. Clever indeed.” he murmured into her hair. “And the other method?” Anne smiled as his heartbeat thrummed under her cheek. “The cheeky fellow plays dead.” She looked into his ice blue eyes. “He lies there in the open, as still as could be. The deer comes and smells at him, but he doesn’t move. A man may come and poke at him, but he lies still. Many a fox may have been carried away and eaten or skinned from this method, but perchance maybe a hare will happen by. Fat and lazy and assured that its greatest enemy is dead, it will dance and leap in joy.” Realization dawns upon Henry, “And then the fox gobbles the careless creature up!” Anne smiled a cold calculating smile and nodded. The plan was discussed well into the evening, and as night fell, Henry shook his head as he sat in awe at his wife. The plan was flawless in detail and he felt assured that he would see his enemies in the Tower begging for mercy. He kissed her and bade her good night before returning to his Whitehall. Smiling, the king called for the boy to help him into his night robes. He would sleep peacefully tonight, and no one would notice the hooded figure sneaking from the Tower, nor would they see the same figure sneak back into the Tower and head to the chamber where Anne slept.
 
                 
 
    Henry was woken by pounding on his door and shouts. Confused, he sent guards and servants to find out the reason for the rude interruption of his sleep. The servant returned pale faced, speechless, and stammering. This both angered and disturbed the king. He grabbed the boy and boxed him across the head. “Out with it boy! What is the meaning of this?” The boy collapsed in tears at the king’s feet. “Majesty, forgive me! The queen …er...Lady Anne is dead!” This brought Henry up short. He jerked the boy to his feet and demanded that he go and prep four horses immediately and wake Thomas Cromwell. He dressed hastily and within the hour, the king, the advisor, the servant, and a guard were riding for the Tower. He was brought to her chambers, where lying on the bed and surrounded by weeping ladies-in-waiting, was Anne. Her skin was cool to the touch, and her eyes were half open. She looked to be only sleeping, except for the careless fashion in which she lay. Henry touched her wrist and found it limp. “Shall we fetch the physician?” His guard asked. Henry shook his head. “Nay. She was yet under the king’s judgement, and she’s dead now, her and the bastard she carried. What point of it?” After ordering her body returned to her mother at Hever, he turned on his heel and called for Cromwell to follow him. “Majesty, the Lady Anne was with child?” Cromwell asked hesitantly. Henry stopped and turned on him. “Yes the harlot was with child. No doubt that of the common musician Mark Smeaton. It was no child of mine.” Henry’s heart squeezed at the lie, but he had to keep the ruse together to give Anne’s plan a chance to work. 
 
    
 
   As they began walking again, Henry allowed his mood to soften before asking, “How is Mistress Seymour?” This subject Cromwell was all too eager to talk about. “Well Majesty, now that the Lady Anne is out of the way, it would be a grand time to pursue a marriage with the Mistress Seymour.”  Henry stopped walking and turned to Cromwell. “Oh you mistake me, your grace.” At Cromwell’s surprised look, he inwardly smiled and continued, “I am legally single now, and I am not quite ready for a Queen. I think a Mistress will do just fine.” Cromwell’s face paled and he fumbled for a response, and managing to find one, stuttered out, “My King, the Mistress Seymour is a pious woman, and goodly, surely she would make for a poor mistress.” King Henry stared at his advisor for such a long time that Cromwell could barely keep himself from trembling under the artic scrutiny of the king. “So it would seem.” Was his simple reply, and off he was, leaving Cromwell behind paying obeisance to a King who was already gone from him mentally and physically. 
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
   Anne jerked awake with a gasp. Immediately her head swam and she vomited violently into a basin next to her bed. She had been warned about the side effect of the drug that she had taken to feign her death, but her entire body was wracked with nausea. Had she not been assured that her child would not be harmed, she would have called for a midwife. Her mother rushed into the room and swept her into a crushing embrace. “My own daughter!” exclaimed Lady Elizabeth Boleyn. Anne and her mother had always been close, although after her coronation, they had not the luxury of time together. Anne clung to her mother and drank in the smell of her; summer and sunshine and the sweet spring flowers that bloomed near the manor. “Even after they told me of the sleeping draught, my heart feared that I would never see you smile again.” Smiling tearfully, she rubbed the bulge of her grandchild growing innocently in Anne’s womb. “Or see yet another beautiful grandchild. God has been good to us.” Anne nodded tears streaming. “Soon, George and Father and those innocent men will be declared innocent and freed from the Tower, and that snake Cromwell will replace them. Then we shall all be happy.” The sun rose with the two women weeping in a mixture of joy and sadness. As the day wore on, Anne found that she had regained enough strength to leave her room and have tea and breakfast with her mother. The pair chattered about the latest fashions in gowns and whether or not the English hood was making a reappearance to replace the French hood tat Anne loved so dearly. Finally, Anne’s thoughts turned to her little daughter. “Mother, have you heard any news from my Bess?” Elizabeth set her teacup down and enfolded her daughter’s hands in her own. Our little Princess is strong like her mother, and she has the affections of her Lady Governess. While the King cannot act directly toward her, know that he has not forgotten her.” This calmed some of her fears as her daughter was more important to her than her crown.  
 
   


 
   
 
  




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
                 May 25, 1536
 
                 
 
   Jane Seymour curtsied before the king demurely. Her heart thrummed with a mixture of dismay and anxiety. After her brothers (who heard it from Thomas Cromwell) had told her about the queen’s protestation of her innocence, she had been almost certain that the King would set her aside to clear the air with his wife, but not even a fortnight had passed since her death, and here she was before him. While she had some desire to be queen, she had no intention of becoming the king’s mistress, as her family had always hoped that she would marry well. Her brother had carefully planned her attire consisting of a blue gown split at the skirt to show a pure white kirtle with tightly fitted sleeves and blue satin slippers. Her blonde hair was pulled up and discreetly cover by the veil of her modest English hood. He had sent her to the king with a word of both advice and warning: ‘Please him and make him give you a crown, but do not sleep with him. That Boleyn witch at least had the sense not to do that.’ The king watched her rise, but she noticed that his eyes no longer held the heat that they had when she perched on his knee as he kissed her and called her sweeting all those months before. Swallowing nervously, she waited until he spoke. Henry looked at the woman who had been planted in his way and had stolen his affections by trickery. Even now he saw through her attempt at modesty for though her dress was full and her hair covered, her breasts were trussed high and her corset had been tightened so that her waist was tiny. Her lips and cheeks were almost unnaturally pink, suggesting the use of cosmetics. It seemed as though someone had showed her how to make him desire her. Physically, it worked, as he still desired her, but Henry Tudor’s mind found her false. It took his entire will not to have her immediately banished or sent to the Tower. For this ruse to work, he had to play the ardent suitor. Fixing his mouth into a smile he did not feel, he stood and clasped her hands. “Mistress Seymour, how fair you look.” Her nervousness melted away, and she gave him a sincere, yet still meek smile. “Your Majesty is as kind as he is wise.” Hiding his disgust, Henry kissed her hands and then her mouth before calling for horses to be made ready. Fresh air would be good. Tucking her hand into his arm, Henry led her from the castle to the stables. 
 
                 
 
   Thomas Cromwell watched the King as he rode away with Mistress Seymour, and felt weeks of anxiety slip away. All he had to do was keep her comely enough to hold his interest, but modest and elusive enough to marry her. After his conversation with the king, Cromwell had been nervous, and had even gone as far as to find another head to wear the crown that would give him power. He had gone to the window to stare sullenly at the scenery below, when he saw the King and Mistress Seymour riding away on horseback. He smiled down at her and she gazed upon him with maidenly affection. Perhaps his backup plan would not be needed. Anne Boleyn and her child were dead and there was nothing standing in the way of his rise to power, and in gratitude to the family who helped him achieve it, he would do everything in his power to ensure that meek, plain, and stupid Jane Seymour would wear a crown. This queen would be his to control through her desperately ambitious family, and he would once again have the king’s unrivaled ear, for what could the Mistress Seymour possibly have to converse about that would interest a commoner let alone a king? And so Cromwell set off to bask in the glory of his future with the threats of a former queen falling innocuously to the ground.
 
                 
 
   Charles Brandon, the Duke of Suffolk, sat at his study. The king had charged him with uncovering the evidence that implicated Cromwell and the Seymours in the treason of fabricating charges against the anointed queen of England. So far he had proof that Anne was innocent, yet he had no way to tie neither Cromwell nor the Seymours to the trial. The witnesses that he had spoken to at the trial had disappeared or refused to speak to him, and all letters from Cromwell’s office regarding the evidence had been destroyed or rendered illegible. He had spoken discreetly with all of the men accused, and had yet to find anything tying Cromwell to anything. His next movement would be to search the advisor’s office. He would have to have someone, either a page or the servant who cleaned his chambers and office go through his manuscripts and find anything incriminating. For that, he would need someone who could read or recognize the Queen’s name, Jane Seymour’s name, and Cromwell’s signature. Spies would be put in his household and would report any and everything back to him. Charles smiled grimly, although he may be implicated along with Cromwell and his newfound alliance, so be it for the Crown.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   June 25, 1536
 
                 
 
   Anne sat in her garden discussing a book of poetry to her mother and sister, Mary Boleyn, now Stafford. Mary’s daughter, Catherine sat with her aunt and listened enthralled to the French poems, while Mary’s son, Henry, laughed nearby as he chased a group of butterflies. Anne had completely regained her strength and her child was growing steadily within her. The babe’s movements were strong and persistent, and now it was evident to everyone who saw her that she was with child. Little Henry walked over, a bunch of flowers clutched in his fist. After a gallant bow he offered them to Anne and lisped, “For you, my Lady Aunt.” After accepting the gift with a graceful flourish, Anne grabbed him and kissed his cheeks in thanks, he squirmed and wiggled and laughed. Anne was happy here amongst her family, and though she missed Henry, she felt as carefree and safe as she had never felt in her life. To everyone except Henry, her family, and a few of her mother’s servants, she was dead. Her husband was working hard to find evidence that would see her enemies fall, and her child was safe and growing well. Anne was content to remain her for as long as it took for her name to be cleared. 
 
    
 
   As she finished her book, she noticed a servant approaching, when he reached them, he bowed and handed a letter to Elizabeth. When she turned it over, she saw that it bore the Duke of Suffolk’s blue seal and his initials HR, Henry Rex. After a nod from Anne, Elizabeth opened the letter and read it silently. With a gasp, the letter fluttered from her fingers, and Anne nervously shielded her belly with her hands as if protecting the child from the impeding bad news. Elizabeth composed herself and asked Anne if she was well enough to receive the news, to which Anne again nodded. With a sigh, she said, “The Lady Rochford has been revealed as the witness who accused you and George of incest.” Anne could think of no proper response to this. Jane Boleyn, born Jane Parker, was a frivolous and hateful woman. When they were all younger, Anne recalled, Jane would follow George around like a love sick child, and constantly give him gifts, which George either disposed of or gave to his servants. Eventually, Jane got her way, and she and George were married in 1524. Jane was in marital bliss for all of a month, before she discovered George’s womanizing ways. Her brother had many mistresses, and although she urged him to be kind to his wife and to keep his affairs hidden, George had long made it known to his family that Jane was clingy and suffocating and that he would do his husbandly duties and no more. 
 
    
 
   Anne had subsequently tried to make life at court easier for Jane by making her beautiful gifts and making her the lead dancer in a Grand Masquerade at court, Anne shook her head sadly, and all for naught as Jane had looked to get rid of her as well as her husband. Anne hastily wrote onto a piece of paper, stood and whispered a few words to the servant after handing him the piece of paper. Anne stood watching after him even after he had ridden out of view. The Lady Rochford would soon be receiving a letter from the grave.
 
                 
 
   Jane Boleyn sat in her room, weeping. She loved George Boleyn with all of her heart, but he hated her. She would have done anything in her power for him, yet he preferred the company of his mistresses and his sisters over her. She should have long had children, but because her husband so rarely came to her bed, her stomach was flat, and her hopes of ever becoming a mother were dashed, now that George Boleyn was a traitor to the King. Guilt swept through her like a flood. This was her doing, Cromwell had promised her that she would be financially provided for and perhaps even allowed to remarry a member of the gentry. Yet here she sat in her father’s house with no lands and no title, Queen Anne was dead of a broken heart, and her beloved George sat in the Tower doomed to die any day, guilty only of not loving her enough. Jane wondered if he thought of her, if he felt any remorse. Or if he still preferred his mistresses. She threw away yet another letter addressed to George Boleyn, Viscount of Rochford, begging him to reconcile himself with her. It was hopeless. She had told her tale to Thomas Cromwell, and George’s pretty proud head would soon tumble from his strong broad shoulders. 
 
    
 
   As Jane sat despondent, a servant brought to her a letter, sealed with black wax in the shape of a falcon. Jane nearly dropped it when she remember that the falcon was the banner of the dead Queen Anne. Dismissing the servant so that he would not see her fear, she broke the seal, and read a note written in Anne’s gracefully sprawling hand: 
 
    
 
   Readily bought to betray her love
 
   To lead the innocent unto their death
 
   A sin unto God enthroned above
 
   Shall bring a curse until final breath
 
    
 
   Jane bit her lip until the blood ran down her chin to stop the screams that threatened. Anne was dead, yet she could almost hear her high pitched bold laugh ring out in peals and echo around the chamber. For in her mind’s eye, she saw the Queen in all her majesty standing in the corner tossing that shadow black mane as she laughed with a glare that both mocked and accused. Jane’s world went black as she fainted. The same servant slipped back into the chamber and stole the letter away to be burned.
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Henry sat at the table playing cards with Jane Seymour. She was dreadful at it, and he found no pleasure in winning the coins that she lost. Putting the cards aside, he tried to engage her in conversation, what was her favorite book? To his dismay, the girl could read and write only enough to run a small household. She had no knowledge of fashion sense, for she was gussied into whatever her family thought would suit her appearance. Glaring at her in mind numbing boredom, Henry called angrily for wine. Refusing the cup that they brought, he took the entire pitcher, and began to drink. Jane filled her own cup twice trying to still her nerves. The king attempted to turn the conversation to religion, for what decent English woman wouldn’t know to defer to his thoughts. Jane, however, being secretly catholic, did not react favorably to his questions about the reformation, and attempted change the subject. Henry only glared at her, making no effort to hide his displeasure. 
 
    
 
   Jane, nervous, tried to wrack her brain for ways to draw the king to her. She had heard that the Concubine, Anne Boleyn had fanned the King’s passions only to refuse him at the last minute. If it had earned her a crown, then it might work for Jane. Growing desperate now now that she had lost the king’s interest, and sensing her crown slipping away, decided to try her hand at seducing the drunken king. Looking at the king beneath her lashes, she raised a hand and let it brush the top of her bodice where the tops of her breasts showed. This particular dress was less modest than usual. It was a deep sapphire blue damask open over a lighter blue kirtle with the sleeves slashed to show silver linings. Instead of being covered with lace or silk, the square neckline was left bare. The king, lost in his anger at the brazen hussy and her overreaching brothers with their treacherous benefactor slammed the cup down and stood, startling his trifling guest. “So this is it then?” he roared, “The harlot within finally finds her way out.” Jane instantly fell to her knees begging forgiveness if she had insulted his majesty. 
 
    
 
   The King, drunk and still dark with anger looked down at her, the damsel that had found her way into his affections and had caused him to cast doubt at his true wife. The woman responsible whether directly or indirectly for the troubles within the royal marriage. Cocking his head to the side he walked over to stand behind her and put a hand on the back of her dress near the stays. “Surely you can think of a way to earn my forgiveness, Mistress Seymour.” He lowered a kiss onto her bared neck, and felt her tense. This angered him further and he pulled her from the floor and kissed her fully on the lips roughly. As she struggled against him, he tore her bodice open and pushed her away from him. She fell to her knees again, and in tears, begged him to spare her maidenhead, for it had been promised to her husband. This was the boiling point for King Henry. He grabbed her from the floor again and pushed her backward onto his vast bed. “Oh do not worry Mistress Seymour.” The king said as he unlaced his breeches. “I will marry you.” Her face looked hopeful as he sauntered towards her. “I will marry you to whatever farm boy or noble comes to mind.” She burst into tears as the king’s shadow fell across her.
 
                 
 
   Thomas Cromwell was on his way to the king with his report on the five prisoners when he saw a disheveled and weeping Jane Seymour run from the King’s chambers clutching the ruins of her gown. His heart sank. He attempted to stop her to ask her the matter, but she brushed him aside and kept running. Heavy hearted, he walked into the open door of the chamber. King Henry sat in a chair, hair mussed, wearing only unlaced breeches. Cromwell swallowed heavily, not sure if he should enter now or face the king in the morning. The decision was made for him when the king jerked himself from his thoughts and told the dumbfounded advisor to enter. Nervously looking around the chamber, Cromwell noticed the rumpled sheets on the bed and saw with dismay the telltale spatter of blood. Whether willingly or not, Jane had lost her honor and was no longer the pure and ideal wife that Henry no doubt was wanting. “Have you a reason to be here, Tom or are you just going to stand there with your mouth open?” Shaking himself out of his surprise, Cromwell bowed, and opened his report book. He explained to the king that he had personally overseen each of the prisoners during their interrogations and had yet to get anything incriminating out of them. Surprisingly, he noted, the king looked rather pleased at these findings. 
 
    
 
   He offered, with an overwhelming air of helpfulness, to have Mark Smeaton, the common musician brought to the torturers to force a confession out of him, noting the rumors that Elizabeth, the king’s daughter bore an uncanny resemblance to the musician. At this, the drunken king’s face turned to stone. “Are we twins then Tom, me and that base born musician? That he should create such a likeness of myself in girlish form; impressive feat.” At this, Cromwell blanched, “Majesty, I was just trying to be helpful. That is only what others are saying.” Henry stared long and hard at Cromwell, “Master Cromwell, I think it best that you spend some time at your estate. I will send for you when I wish to see you again.” Cromwell bowed, knowing that he had pushed the King too far and had been banished as a result. Backing out of the chamber, he clenched the book in his hand until his knuckles turned white. 
 
                 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   July 30, 1536
 
    
 
   Jane Boleyn stared at herself in the mirror. She was pale, her hair was disheveled, and although it was almost afternoon, she was still in her dressing gown. She had received a letter from Anne every day for the past month. Some, urging her to confess, some simply mocking her in clever ditties, and some were so embarrassingly personal that she burned them right after reading them, even knowing that as soon as she left the room, they would vanish. She had tried hiding them, but they disappeared all the same. Jane turned from the mirror and saw yet another letter on her bed bearing the same black falcon seal as the others. Jane had often wondered why the falcon was black when Anne had always touted a white crowned falcon when she was alive. Perhaps that was just it, she pondered, turning the letter over in her hands. The black falcon was a harbinger of her own impending doom. Gathering her courage, she broke the seal and read the contents. What she read, chilled her blood. 
 
   Jane Parker, for you have shown yourself not to be worthy of the name Boleyn, was I not a friend to you at court? Did I not buy you extravagant gifts, share my secrets with you, and give you positions over my other ladies-in-waiting. I tried so very hard to turn my brother to you, but he would not listen, so I became your friend and sought to shield you from my brother’s indiscretions. In the end, it seemed that you were no friend to me, and no true husband to my brother. I am no more, but my brother remains, and should he ever be pardoned and freed, believe you me, that you will find whatever love he had for you to be cooled to ice.
 
   A.R.
 
   The room spun around Jane and she tasted the bile in her mouth. She had sinned so grievously and broken the Lord’s commandments, for she had borne false witness under the oath of the lord’s name and although Anne the Queen may not have died by her hand, she still felt just as guilty as if she had executed her. She heard the mocking laughter again and her mind’s eye again saw Anne standing before her. She shook her head with a reproachful smile. “Tell them.” was all the queen illusion said. “I cannot!” Jane shouted. “He may not have slept with you, but he was guilty of loving others when I as his wife.” Her hallucination of Anne shook her head again. “You must tell them.” Jane collapsed screaming and weeping. “Leave me Anne! I will not tell them!” Her servants rushed into the room, followed by her father, who immediately called for a physician when he saw the state his daughter was in. Jane clung to her father and begged him to make her go away. Henry Parker, looked around the room, and seeing nothing, shook his daughter to get her quiet and begged her to pull herself together, else he would send her to an asylum. As her hysterical laughter rang out, and Parker looked at his daughter, no one noticed the small servant girl sneak out of the room to pen a letter.
 
                 
 
   Anne sat in her room as her sister Mary played in her hair. First she braided it, then she coiled it, then she piled it all on the top of her head. Anne shivered as she saw her exposed neck. If this plan failed, would Henry have her sent to the block as soon as he child was born?  Shaking away from her fears, Anne smiled at her sister Mary. Beautiful and golden. Her sister of the eternal sunshine. Her sister was here for her now, even after Anne had participated in her family’s decision to disown her after Mary married and became pregnant by William Stafford, a handsome and charismatic soldier. After giving Mary, a smile and a thank you, Anne readied herself for sleep. As she knelt in prayer, a servant girl knocked softly. Once permitted to enter, the girl curtsied deeply and handed a letter to the Queen. Still kneeling on her cushion, Anne opened the letter and read the singular line:
 
   Jane Parker has been undone. 
 
    
 
   Anne smiled and went to her desk, where she quickly inscribed a letter to the King. After sealing it, she handed it to the servant girl who curtsied again, and departed in a swirl of skirts. Lying down in the soft bed, Anne wrapped her arms around her great belly where her unborn child danced. She had grown so large in just a month that she feared the child would come early. She thought of names for the child. Maybe Margaret if the child was a girl. Anne dared not hope for a boy, but I it were, she would not name her child Edward. Henry loved the name, but she could find no affection for it. Exhausting her mind, Anne prayed for a healthy child and a safe delivery, and smiled at the thought of being safe in her husband’s embrace once more before drifting away on the waves of sleep. She never knew that at that particular moment, King Henry VIII was pining for his wife as he lay in bed. He could almost smell her perfume of roses, but it became over shadowed by the scent of lavender. Mistress Jane Seymour He squeezed his eyes shut at the self-loathing that fell upon him. He may not have forced himself upon her, but he also knew that she wouldn’t have dared refuse him for fear of her brother’s anger. Whether she was a pawn in her brothers and that snake Cromwell’s schemes or whether she was as conniving as they, no woman should have to endure such barbaric behavior. Would his queen still love him now? For he surely hated himself. Wanting to confess all to Anne, but knowing that it would not be healthy for her or their child, he consigned himself to forget the past in light of his surely glorious future.
 
                 
 
   The next morning, Henry was on the court playing tennis with Charles Brandon. The game wore on for a half hour and so the spectators began to leave. Once the court was empty, save the King and his friend, “How goes your investigation, my Lord Suffolk?” the King asked nonchalantly as he neatly sent the ball flying. Charles struck the ball back, narrowly avoiding tumbling into the wall. “It goes well Majesty. A letter from the Lady Elizabeth Boleyn’s household arrived this morning.” He held it out to the King. This brought Henry to a pause. Both men set the racquets down and walked from the court breathing heavily as the sweat streamed from their bodies. We will speak over noontime meal. Brandon nodded, bowed, and walked to his chambers at court to get cleaned and to gather the letter and other documents. Once in his own chambers, Henry splashed water on his face to cool off. He had his servants wash him with soaps and rubbed sweet smelling soap into his skin before donning a green jerkin over a cream silk doublet with black breeches. Gracing his head was a green velvet cap with a white feather. When he was settled into his receiving chamber, only then did he dare to read the letter. It was written in his wife’s familiar hand. 
 
   My Lord King and love. It has pained me to be away from your presence all these months, for to be in your presence makes my soul happy. Your child grows and flourishes, and I cannot wait to hold the babe in my arms. I have had my spies settle into the household of my brother’s wife, for as your servant, the Duke of Suffolk has revealed, it was she who sullied my brother’s name and my own. These same spies heard her screaming at the empty room that we were innocent, but that she would never tell a soul. Her own father is said to have heard these words as well, and has. It is not much, but the fat hare has indeed been caught by the seemingly dead fox. Please let me know how the dancing fox fares. Know that above all else, my heart desires to beat as one with yours again. 
 
   Forever bound in love and servitude,
 
   Your A.R.
 
   Henry smiled. His clever wife was truly a wonder. He ordered a feast prepared and the Duke of Suffolk sent for. This was cause for celebration, for the fox would surely stand triumphant.
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 10
 
   Jane Seymour was helped into yet another dress that seemed too tight. “You have gotten too fat from the rich court food” Her mother complained. “We spent most of our money on your expensive gowns, and furs, and jewels. Where else shall we find more?” Jane apologized meekly and her mother left the room. Jane raised a hand to her tender and slightly swollen breasts. Her monthly flux had yet to come, and she had become faint and ill as of late, that she knew that she was with child. The King’s child. Jane bit back her tears; crying would do nothing, but show on her pale face that something was wrong. Besides, the stress of her ideal with the king could have just as easily thrown her flux off course. Drawing in a deep breath as tears leaked unwanted from her eyes, Jane prayed.
 
                 
 
   As he left the King’s chambers after their rich meal of roasted goose and braised cow with breads, Charles Brandon felt resplendent. He wasn’t sure if it was his friendship with the king or just the afterglow of being in his presence, but it was a wonderful feeling that left him feeling giddy. He had conversed with the king about the letters found in the chief advisor’s office, the correspondence between the Seymour brothers and Cromwell, the witnesses of Jane Rochford’s confession, and the confessions of the men imprisoned in the Tower.  The King found it good enough evidence to have all four of them arrested and brought to the Tower. So, with his head held high, the Duke of Suffolk went to oversee the arrests.
 
                 
 
   Jane Boleyn was in her chambers rocking back and forth, but no matter how hard or fast she rocked, her mind could not erase the image of the gay and lovely Anne shaking those dark curls at her. She sobbed and incoherently begged the queen’s shade to leave her alone. She was so desolate that when the knocked on her door, she paid them no mind. It wasn’t until they walked into her room with his furs and his dark clothing and his heavy chain of state about his neck that she ceased her rocking. “Jane Boleyn, you are hereby placed under arrest for treason. You are to be placed in the Tower to await the King’s judgement.” As Jane looked up, the guards transformed into Henry Norris, Mark Smeaton, William Brereton, Francis Weston, and her husband George. Looming over her, was Anne herself.  That is when the screams began. Horrible keening screams. She fought, and kicked, and bit at anyone who came close to her. The guards had such a hard time containing the lady that finally, the captain of the guard unsheathed his sword and struck her once with the hilt. Jane let out a final whimper as she descended further into the darkness of her mind. 
 
                 
 
   Thomas Cromwell sat at his window and watched the grass of the fields below. Waves of green bowing to the wind in a ceaseless dance. Cromwell likened it to his own life. Ceaselessly bowing to the king, and performing his desires before they even came to full fruition in the king’s mind. Now here he sat. Banished and creating epiphanies about life from grass. He returned to the two golden haired men at his table; Thomas and Edward Seymour. They came to him with concerns about their sister’s sudden withdrawal from her family. She barely left her room except to eat, and refused to even speak of the king. Reluctantly, Cromwell told them of what he witnessed, Jane weeping as she fled from the King’s chambers holding her torn bodice. Henry and his unlaced breeches, and bare chest. The blood on the sheets. The brothers were furious. “Gentlemen, we must handle this matter delicately, for he is our King.” Thomas Seymour stood up, “And she is our sister! What chance has she now of a decent marriage?” His older brother, Edward scoffed, “The devil with that. What chance have we that the King will put a crown on something that he ravaged?” Cromwell desperately urged them to lower their voices, as shouts rang out in the hall. As he heard the pounding on the door followed by “In the name of the King, I say open!” Cromwell bowed his head. So this was to be the recompense for his service. Standing and placing his furs and chain of office about his neck, he answered the door. Standing before him was Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk and four armed guards. “Charles, my friend!” he exclaimed. “How does our sovereign, the King?” The Duke of Suffolk clenched his jaw, unamused. “The King’s Majesty is surrounded by traitors who seek their own will above his.” He replied. Cromwell feigned surprise. “How very sad, seeing as he let one marry his own sister.” “And rapes the sister of another man!” shouted the younger Seymour. The guards immediately seized them.  “Thomas Cromwell, Thomas Seymour, and Edward Seymour, you are hereby placed under arrest for treason and conspiracy to commit treason. You are to be placed in the Tower to await the King’s judgement. May he judge you harshly.” The Duke of Suffolk said in a voice dark with anger and hate. 
 
                 
 
   Anne sat in her chamber, having readied herself for bed. She read aloud from the English Bible so that her child would be born under the true faith with the Word of God lovingly in its heart. As she stroked her belly, the child’s movements became more peaceful and languid. She smiled. What a child to be lulled to sleep under the holy Word of God. She put the book down and rose to go sit with her mother for a moment when she saw the most welcome sight. The King was at her door. Anne sang into a curtesy, graceful even at the end of her pregnancy. Henry quickly raised her and in a moment, she was in his arms. His hands sank into her dark curls and his mouth lowered onto hers. After a moment, he noticed the moisture on her face, “My love, is it the child? He asked. She shook her head as more tears came. “How I have missed you.” She murmured. Taking his hand and placing it on her swollen belly, “See how healthy?” Henry stood astonished as the babe kicked at his hand. God had truly blessed him. He had protected him from evil counsel, shielded his wife from evil accusations, and saved her from the grave along with his child. When he told her of the arrests and the proof of their guilt, he was taken aback by the genuine sympathy that she showed. “No king should have to doubt his counsel, Majesty.” She said and she held him then. As he looked into her shimmering eyes, he found that he could no more cast her aside than he could his crown, his life, or his God. Their love was indeed everlasting. 
 
    
 
   

 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 11
 
   August 28, 1536
 
                 Jane Seymour sat in a loose black gown of linen. Her brothers had been arrested for treason, and she was without a doubt pregnant. Her monthly flux had not come, her abdomen had begun to swell, and she vomited everything that was not roasted fowl. She wept so long and so hard that her family, thinking that she grieved for her brothers, became concerned and wanted to go before the king to plead for their sons. This caused Jane to weep even harder. Giving her daughter a knowingly too, Margery Seymour took her daughter aside and put a hand to her stomach. When Jane pulled away, she shook her head. “Is it the king’s? She asked. Jane nodded and again burst into tears. Lady Seymour folded the girl into her arms and kissed her brow. “You must tell him, Child. Maybe he will yet be good to you.” Jane looked at her mother. They shared the same blonde hair and blue eyes, but her mother was still an optimistic woman. She saw the world as it could be. Jane had once been that way. Then the King had violated her and cast her aside to be married at his pleasure to whatever man he could think of. But what if this time, her mother was right. With the Queen and her unborn child dead, surely the king would want to know that she is carrying his child. Drying her tears, Jane smiled at her mother and asked her to write the king a letter. 
 
                 
 
   Jane Boleyn was the first to stand trial although soon it became evident that the woman was guilty, but was insane. She would be lucid enough to answer a question one moment, and the very next she would begin to shriek and scream and flail as though under attack. “Anne!” she screamed. “He never loved me and he deserves to die for it!” or “Please Anne forgive me. I didn’t mean any of it. I take it all back!” Although obviously guilty by admission, she could not be executed for her crimes because she was declared insane. She was brought back to her cell to await her fate. Unfortunately, she was not closely guarded, and to escape the torments of her mind, hanged herself with the material of her skirts. She was buried in an obscure grave and only her father mourned her. Thomas Cromwell, Thomas Seymour, and Edward Seymour were brought in to stand trial next. They defended themselves so passionately that the few witnesses sitting in believed their innocence. It wasn’t until Charles Brandon produced the letters that Cromwell had written the brothers urging their patience and assuring them that the current queen would be dealt with and that Jane would wear a crown that the people began to boo. There were also the financial ledgers that show sums of money that were not accounted for and other documents found in Cromwell’s office stated that sums of money, matching the missing funds, be paid to several persons. These persons were the witnesses who testified that the queen committed adultery, incest, and lewd conduct. The false witnesses were brought before the court and upon threat of torture, were made to confess that they were paid generously to lie against their queen. They were all found guilty of treason and sentenced to death by beheading or burning, to be determined by the King’s majesty and brought back to the Tower to wait for the King’s decision.
 
                 Henry was in his chambers picking out a gift for the queen’s return to court, when a page brought him a letter. Frowning, Henry opened it and horror spread across his face. 
 
    
 
   Your Majesty, the King, I beg you to be good and show mercy unto my brothers, who only ever have a mind towards your will. I also ask that you show the one whom you asked to serve a kindness. If not for your love for me, then for that of the child that I shall bear you come spring. 
 
   In service and obedience, 
 
   Jane
 
   Jane Seymour, the woman responsible for so many of his woes, was carrying his child. The woman who he had wronged considerably was asking him to show her favor. 
 
                  
 
   Placing his head in his hands, the King let out an anguished cry. Nothing and no one would sully his reunion with the Queen and the birth of his child. He needed to marry her off, but he couldn’t have her married to a peasant. Then his child would be ill kept. The child of a king, even a bastard should be well cared for. He thought of marrying her to George Boleyn, who was now a widower, but that was dangerous. Anne hated Jane with a righteous passion, and George would surely hold no love for the woman who nearly uprooted his sister. Not to mention, he would be raising his own nephew. No. He needed to get her away from court, and to someone who was well off enough, and someone who owed a great debt of gratitude to him. Smiling, Henry called for Henry Percy, the Duke of Northumberland, who was in residence, having sat on the trial of the Seymours and Cromwell. Percy, after being announced, came in and bowed. The King scrutinized the young noble. He was tall and fairly handsome. He was aware that the young Percy had thought himself in love with Anne, the Queen before the King began his courtship with her. With a twinge of guilt, Henry realized that young Percy possibly blamed him for his betrothal to Anne being voided, and possibly even for his miserable marriage to Mary Talbot. Well, today they would both get a boon. “Your Grace,” the king began. “I have long known of your unhappy marriage, and I am willing to dissolve it” Percy looked at the king in astonishment. “Majesty, I am honored and exceedingly grateful!” he cried. Henry inclined his head, the visage of monarchy magnanimity. “As such, I have already selected your new bride. This brought Henry Percy to a pause. Yet another wife to be chosen for him. “Again, Majesty I am honored. Who is the lady?” Henry smiled, but not a warm smile, and Henry Percy shivered. “The Lady Jane Seymour.” Henry straightened. Jane Seymour had long been known as the King’s mistress, and some even thought that the King would set aside Queen Anne for the lowly woman. That he was offering her to him meant one of two things. The king had either tired of her, or she was with child. Recovering a look of gratitude, Percy murmured his thanks. He knew that it would be pointless to refuse the woman that the King had saw fit to bind to him in matrimony. The king noticed the fleeting look of panic flash across the young nobles face and decided to add a bit of honey to the pot. “Of course, I will send her to you with a handsome dowry of a thousand pounds a year and have her outfitted for the clothing befitting a Duchess.”  While that didn’t make him feel any less uneasy about marrying the king’s castoff, who was probably at this moment carrying his bastard child, Northumberland knew that if he refused the King’s offer, the possibility of an annulment would be decreased. Mary Talbot had already lost two of his heirs to miscarriage, and if this woman was pregnant, surely she could become so again. Perhaps the two of them could come to a pleasant agreement. The thought was balm on his wounded pride and tattered soul, and he bowed even lower. “Majesty, Mistress Seymour is lovely indeed, and I would be grateful to have her bound to me in matrimony.” Henry smiled. “I’ll make the preparations. You will marry within the week.” And he left the chamber with Percy still bowed low. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 12
 
   August 30, 1536
 
                 
 
   Anne prepared for her return to court. She wore a red gown of velvet over a pure white kirtle, loosened to accommodate her belly. The sleeves were slashed over silver fabric. Her hair had been braided and twisted up onto her hard and was held there by pins of diamond and ruby. Instead of her standard French hood, she wore a sparkling coronet of diamonds and rubies, and on her ears were diamond stars. She looked every bit the queen, and she hummed with pleasure at the thought of being restored to her husband. While she was saddened at the depths of betrayal that she and her friends had endured, she was glad that at long last, it was over, and she and her unborn child would be welcomed back to life, for she had been dead far too long. At the knock on the door, Anne smiled and turned. Her sister Mary, banishment forgiven, was dressed almost as regally as she with her yellow gown of damask over a brown kirtle. Her sunny hair was swept up and held under the veil of her golden hood. She wore at her throat, a yellow stone on a thick golden chain, and on her ears were two golden suns with the same yellow stone set in the middle. The two looked radiant and as they embraced, the bonds of sisterly love were mended. “I am so very happy for you sweet Anne.” Mary said. “And if my sweet niece or nephew would cease his pummeling, I could hug you all the tighter.” Anne laughed, not her twittering courtiers laugh, but a musical tinkling laughter. “Tis a healthy and a happy child. Not even with Elizabeth was there this much dancing.” Mary’s eyes lit up with mischief, “So it is a dance partner that the little one wants, is it?” Before Anne could guess what she was up to, Mary swept Anne into a dance filled with such silly mirth that the two collapsed onto the bed in a fit of giggles. Laying head to head, Anne looked into Mary’s blue eyes and saw a friend that she had long forgotten was there. “Mary have you truly forgiven me?” she asked, still unsure. Mary nodded with her summer smile, “All is forgiven, sweet sister. Now let us go towards your new future.” And off they went to the waiting carriage below. 
 
                 
 
   Henry sat on his throne in the great court. Today was an unusual day, as there were courtiers and ladies dancing to lively music. There was rich food, and flashes of colors from the ladies gowns, and banners and fabrics. Today, King Henry VIII held court for the first time in months. He ate sparingly and had only a few goblets of the delicious French wine, and watched the festivities. After a few hours, he stood, causing silence as everyone bowed or curtsied. “Dearest friends!” he roared. “I am so very pleased to see your smiles and hear the music again.” The entire court cheered him ‘Bluff King Hal!’ He smiled at their praise. “As you know, accusations and rumors have abounded throughout my court. Today they all end.”  He clapped his hands, and three pages dressed as a trio of foxes in crushed red velvets with a golden mask crested with rubies, led a group of blindfolded people dressed in tawny browns and silver as hares into the midst of the crowd. The crowd laughed and jeered as the fox pranced around the hares and flicked a whip of scarlet silk threads at them. Henry held his hands up again and silence fared. “Anne once told me of the many ways a fox can catch a hare.” Murmurs of ‘Good Queen Anne’ and God rest the Queen’s soul.’ echoed through the hall. Henry continued, “Today the treacherous hares that have caused this court dissension will indeed be ensnared, and by two most clever vixens.” He clapped his hand again and onto the floor stepped two women, one in red and the other in gold, both with golden masks. One was surely pregnant, but the cut of her gown made it impossible to tell. They flitted from one person to the next with their whips of silk cord. Those that they flicked there whips at were helped to their feet by the pages and maneuvered to stand near the steps to the throne. Soon, only eight hares remained. The hares by the thrones had their blindfolds removed to reveal Thomas and George Boleyn, William Brereton, Mark Smeaton, Henry Norris, and Francis Weston. The crowd gasped in awe, as the group kneeling was also unmasked to reveal Thomas Cromwell, Thomas and Edward Seymour, and a group of five servants who they had bribed to report wicked things about the Queen, and testify these things in court. The woman in gold unmasked herself, revealing Mary Boleyn and the King himself unmasked the lady in red revealing Anne the Queen. 
 
    
 
   A roar rose up from the crowd, ‘Anne the Miracle Queen’, and ‘God save Your Grace’ rose from the throng until King Henry had to shout to return good order and silence. Kneeling before Anne and kissing her belly, he rose and led her to her throne and when seated, gave her permission to address the accused that knelt.
 
    “Thomas Cromwell,” she began with a sad but firm voice, “You were raised up higher than you ever thought possible. You were given favor by both myself, and his Majesty, the King, but it was not enough. You sought riches and more power. So you began to steal it from the poor, and when caught and threatened by me, you thought that you could simply rid yourself of me.” Anne paused and looked at the Seymour brothers, “You provided him an excuse; thrusting that simple little sister of yours before the King. I shall assume that you both wanted the power that comes from being sister to the queen, while Cromwell must have wanted a Queen that could be controlled.” She then turned her attention to the servants, who stared at her with fearful eyes. “You all were trusted servants,” she said. “I was generous during Christmastimes and when rewarding you and lenient when punishing you. You never went hungry, and your apparel rivaled that of a lady or gentleman of court. No one would ever look at you and think of you as lowly, yet you conspired and provided false evidence against me, your benefactor and queen.” She closed her eyes and took a breath and when she opened them, they were dark with a regal fury. “You have all been found guilty of treason and sentenced to death by beheading. May the Lord be merciful to you all.” There was a dread silence as the guilty ‘hares’ were lead from the court back to the Tower were they would await their deaths. Henry called for the page again and he ran at once to the great throne bearing a cushion, and upon it were six golden circlets. Henry took them up and having descended the stairs, placed a circlet upon each head of the innocent ‘hares’. “You have all been pardoned and are now innocent. You have also been reinstated to your former titles and lands.” announced Queen Anne. Noticing a figure in the background, Anne called once more, Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk. The crowd parted for the nervous duke, and he knelt before the king and queen head bowed. “Your Grace, there has been little affection between us, and I believe that that may have been because of my wrongful jealousy of His Majesty’s affections for others. I would like to thank you for your assistance in proving the innocence of not only myself, but others as well. You have saved us from a wrongful death. I am grateful, and I would like to present you with a token of that gratification.” From within her sleeve, she produced a heavy chain of gold and rubies and placed it about his neck. “By the King’s grace you are here by the Duke of Suffolk and Somerset.” Breaking the silence, the crowd cheered and music began to once again fill the hall, as the Duke bowed in gratitude. As the king and queen retook their seats, Henry grasped Anne’s hand and kissed it. His life was finally complete again. 
 
    
 
   Not two days later, Henry Percy, the Duke of Northumberland and Jane Seymour were wed in a small and private ceremony, Attending the newlyweds were Janes parents, both garbed in black to mourn their sons, and an unknown priest dispatched by the king to hurriedly unite the two in matrimony. Jane to her credit didn’t let her tears fall, but she couldn’t force the color into her pale face or the glow of a new bride into her eyes. She had been violated, impregnated, and hastily married off to a nobleman that she did not know or love. She gazed at her nervous new husband unsure of his motives. He was handsome and all though he still possessed the gangly and slender build of a youth, the beard growing on his chin proclaimed him a man. He suddenly glanced at her and Jane, embarrassed to be caught staring, quickly turned away. She was married to a powerful man who seemed to be kind and gentle. ‘So far’, she told herself. Hadn’t Henry Tudor himself taught her the fickleness of men? 
 
   


 
  
 
  
 
 
   
   Chapter 13
 
                 September 5. 1536
 
                 
 
   The Queen entered her lying in a week after her grand return to court. She was accompanied by her sister Mary and her mother among her ladies-in-waiting. September was the ideal month for her lying in as it wasn’t yet the winter’s cold, but it also wasn’t the heat of the summer. Anne either read from her Bible, or had one of her ladies read from her favorite book of French poems. She discussed everything from politics to fashion with her sister and mother, and when Henry surprised her with a visit, she bested him at cards, winning a large sapphire ring and a small bag of golden coins, which she gifted to her sister Mary. Her labor pains started two weeks later, the same day that the condemned headed to the Tower Hill to die. As the contractions tore through her, Anne endlessly prayed aloud, and was only comforted when her child moved within her as though to assure her that it lived. 
 
    
 
   As the hours ticked by, both King Henry and all of England waited. At the 6th hour on September 19th, in a gushing of water and blood, Anne was delivered of a child, who, judging by its lusty cries, was obviously living. At the same time, the final cannon boomed, signifying the death of the last traitor, Thomas Cromwell. She cried with joy and fear as they cleaned her and the baby. When the baby was cleaned and wrapped and in her arms, Anne discovered that the child was a girl. Stifling her tears, she nodded for the king to be told, and a few minutes later, Henry was in her chamber. Dismissing everyone in the room, Henry wrapped the mother and child in his arms and kissed both on the head lovingly. Holding the child out to him, she apologized for the baby’s gender, but attempted to redirect him to the girl’s auburn curls, only a shade darker than her father’s and blue eyes. “Her name is Margaret. For your grandmother.” She whispered, exhausted and weak. Henry felt his heart burst with love as he looked at this little miracle child. He assured her that another princess was just as fine and smiled down at her. But as soon as he took the little girl up to inspect her red hair more closely, Anne began to scream and writhe in pain. As she tore the covers away, Henry saw with dismay that there was blood on the sheets. Calling his guards stationed was right outside the door, he placed the newborn princess into one startled man’s arms and sent another running to retrieve the midwife before she left the palace. He turned back to his wife who was grabbing her still swollen belly and straining to push again. “Oh Henry, it hurts! What is it?” she screamed. Henry recalled watching a groom reach inside a horse to turn its foal as it gave birth. If there was anything left from their daughter’s birth that would not come out, Anne would die. 
 
    
 
   With no other options, Henry divested his rings, doublet, and chains off until he wore only his linen undershirt. After looking at his terrified wife and recalling every detail of her face, he placed one hand onto her abdomen and pushed the other inside her. Closing his ears to her screams of agony, he felt and felt until with a surprise, he felt a foot. Reaching to the side, he felt another foot. There was another babe inside Anne, and it had breached. As gently as possible, Henry maneuvered the babe until he held the child’s head in his palm. “Anne.” He said softly so as to not alarm her, “I need you to bear down now. Just a little longer and it shall be over.” Shaking her head, her face pale and streaked with tears, she whispered “I cannot. I feel so weak.” As the child’s movements grew less strong, Henry grew frantic. “Anne you are the Queen of England, mother of the Princess Elizabeth and the Princess Margaret. You will push!” Tears falling anew, Anne gave a mighty push and the child slid into Henry’s arms. 
 
                 
 
   Henry turned the babe over and looked him. He was silent and still, but so very beautiful. Beautiful red gold hair, pink lips, and the appendage between his legs that clearly marked his as a male child. But he didn’t cry. He did not breathe. Devastated, Henry held him close. He walked the boy to his mother and laid him in her arms. He held her as they both wept over this miracle who did not live to see his parents. As their tears hit his face, the little boy coughed and opened his eyes. Brown like his mother’s, they studied his royal parents as they stared back at him holding their breaths. Finally, the boy gave up his scrutiny and wailed with a hearty voice. They dared to breathe then and tears and praises to God flowed together. “Majesty what shall we call him?” Anne asked as the little boy finally slept against his mother’s breast. Henry thought long and hard. He finally had his son and heir, but he had no idea what to call him. This miracle child was greater than any name that he could think of. “He’s too magnificent for any name that comes to mind, my sweet.” He finally replied. Anne’s head came up to look at him and she smiled. “Edmund Tudor, Prince of Wales.” Henry looked at the child and put his finger on the tiny palm so that the babes hand instantly closed and squeezed it. He waved the guard holding Elizabeth over as the midwife came in to examine and clean Anne. As the King held both his heir and his little princess, he marveled at his many blessings. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
 
  




 
   Chapter 14
 
   The Princess Margaret was christened on September 25, 1526. Like her older sister, her aunt Mary Stafford carried her. The next day, Edmund, the Prince of Wales was christened. The Lord Privy Seal, Thomas Boleyn carried him, and the Princess Elizabeth carried his train while she herself was carried by her uncle George Boleyn. He was declared the Duke of Cornwall and Earl of Chester, and his father watched the ceremony with tears of joy in his eyes. 
 
                 
 
   The Queen was kept from the ceremonies to allow her to recuperate. She escaped without fever or any injuries and could have more children should it be desired. But while Anne was indeed ‘the Most Happy’ as her banner stated, all was not well with her. A drawn face surrounded by hair of dark auburn came to mind. The Lady Mary Tudor, daughter of the fallen Queen Catherine of Aragon. The poor girl had been pining for her mother and Anne had cared only that Elizabeth’s and her own legitimacy be established. Feeling regretful, Anne sent for her, and after a few moments, she arrived. Dressed in black from her English hood to her slippers, Lady Mary gave the slightest of curtsies and stood waiting, no doubt, to hear mocking and degrading comments to her station. After watching her for a moment, Anne beckoned to her. “Come here child”. Reluctantly, Mary came to the bed side and sitting in the chair near it at Anne’s request. “They tell me of your lovingness towards the children, and how fond you are particularly of little Elizabeth.” Mary stiffened at this unexpected conversation. “They are children and little yet. They don’t know the wickedness of the world.” Anne inclined her head in understanding. “All the same know that I am grateful.” Mary stood and after another small curtesy, readied to leave. Before she reached the door Anne spoke again. “I am so grateful in fact, that I will speak to the King about a possible marriage for you.” This brought Mary to a halt and she turned to face Anne. “What do you mean” Anne smiled trying to convey the kindness and compassion that she felt for this girl who had had everything take from her. If something had happened to her and Elizabeth had been bastardized, she realized that she would hope for the next queen to be kind to her daughter and even if possible restore her legitimacy. “With France siding with the Emperor, his majesty is pursuing alliances in Germany, and they will soon send members of their dukedom to come and reside at court until the proceedings are over.” At this Mary blanched. “You wish to send me away?” she cried distraught. Anne smiled again. “One will remain as Ambassador.” She finished. “And what shall I give you to get this marriage?” Mary asked skeptical. Saddened, Anne simply said “Your forgiveness.” This floored the proud Mary, who had thought of Anne as nothing more than a cold and selfish woman.
 
    
 
    
 
    “And what else.” She asked, still uncertain. “I cannot replace your mother” Anne began tentatively. “But I would be a friend to you and see you restored to the succession and your father’s heart. You would be Princess Mary, second only to the Prince Edmund and Princesses Elizabeth and Margaret.” Mary’s world spun in and around itself. Here was the woman that she had considered her greatest threat offering her an olive branch made of gold. “Why are you doing this? After everything? After my Mother?” Tears slipped down Anne’s face. “Because I died, sweet Mary.” At Mary’s confused look, she continued. “The sleeping tonic did not kill me of course, but had the Duke of Suffolk failed, I would have been executed. Then had His Majesty not realized that Margaret had a twin, and acted swiftly I would have died as well as the Prince.” Looking at Mary beseechingly, she continued. “I know that you would have loved Elizabeth and you would have loved Margaret, but I would have hoped that the next queen would have looked favorably on them and restored them to their father’s graces, as your mother no doubt hoped of me.” Mary, fighting tears of her own, could only nod. “I will try Ma’am. As the Lord lives, I will try.” Anne nodded, unsure still, but satisfied. “As proof of my good will, go and ready yourself. I have requested that the master painter paint a portrait of yourself.” Mary curtsied, slightly deeper than before, and then she was gone. 
 
                 
Henry and Anne argued for the first time in almost a year when Anne brought up her conversation with Mary. “I have my son and I will have no one, especially not my former queen’s daughter endanger that!” he raged. “Would you have thrown Elizabeth aside so easily had I died?” Anne challenged him. “She is your daughter and wants to be loved by you. She is old enough to marry. Let her marry! And I see nothing wrong with restoring her legitimacy after our children. She is your child and I would be a friend if not a mother to her.” Henry raged and raged, but Anne remained calm and did not rage back as he expected. Finally, her composed persistence won him over and he hugged and kissed her thanking her for her loving-kindness toward his daughter. Then off he marched to the royal nursery to visit his three children with gifts off two golden rattles for the twins and a hound puppy for Elizabeth. 
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 15
 
   October 16, 1935
 
                 
 
   The King and Queen sat on their thrones and presided over the festivities below. Henry looked resplendent in a forest green jerkin with the sleeves slashed to reveal the gold underneath black breeches, and his golden grown. Anne, shone radiantly in a jade crushed velvet gown that was slashed at the skirt to show the gold gleaming of her kirtle. Her hair was braided and twisted with golden cords and emeralds. They appeared eternally in love and the courtiers sighed over them. The music started and to everyone’s surprise, including the Anne’s, Henry swept her from the throne and led her down the stairs to have a dance. In a flash of color and a rustle of skirts, the court joined in the dancing as the music rang out faster and faster until with a clap and a bow or curtesy it was over. The court burst into applause and cheers for their King and Queen. 
 
    
 
   They walked back to their thrones and sat, both with big smiles on their faces. After having a drink from his goblet, Henry raised his hands for silence, and stood.  Seeing Lady Mary in the crowd, he brought her forward. Removing her English Hood, he ran his hand through the dark auburn tresses, and kissed her forehead and brought her into his embrace. Mary, deprived of parental affection for nearly five years, clung to her father and wept. Henry gently turned her to the court and announced, “Let it be known that this is Princess Mary, the daughter of myself and the late Infanta of Spain and Dowager Queen Catherine. Enough of this ‘Lady Mary, the bastard’ business!” Some of the crowd cheered wildly, while others, completely shocked, could only smile and clap. Once they had quieted as much as they could, Henry continued, “She is now once again part of the succession after the Prince of Wales, the Princess Elizabeth, and the Princess Margaret.”  If they expected to see a furious Anne, they would be sorely disappointed, and some began to suspect that this reunion was her doing, and with her next actions, Anne confirmed their suspicions. 
 
    
 
   Standing, Anne was handed a small satchel which she carried down the steps to stand before Mary. Reaching inside the satchel, Anne pulled a beautiful silver tiara of seed pearl and diamond and a gown of purple trimmed in ermine. She had the tiara and gown commissioned by her favored jewelry and gown makers respectively almost immediately after her conversation with Mary two weeks before. Once delivered to her, Anne had held it secretly until she was certain that Henry would show favor to the girl. She now placed the tiara on Mary’s head herself and was surprised when the girl pulled her into a hug and sobbed her thanks. Curtseying deeply before the royal pair, Mary was dismissed to put her new gown on. When she returned, she was seated to the left of her father, the King. She smiled, restored. 
 
    
 
   Over the next month, a slow, but steady bond was formed between the Queen and the reestablished Princess. Anne sat in the royal nursery watching the twins play. She was accompanied by the Princesses Elizabeth and Mary. Now that Mary was again legitimized into the royal family, she was never far from Anne’s side. Today, Mary was teaching Elizabeth a few words in her native Spanish. At first, the toddler was interested in the pretty words that she had never heard spoken before, but after a while, she lost interest and started answering the questions in French to her mother and sister’s amusement. The twins were busy staring at each other as they held hands. Anne looked at them both, her heart full, and smiled. “Mary, I am so very glad to have you as a friend. Ambitions run so high, even amongst family. Not everyone can be trusted.” Mary nodded. “I understand. My mother herself, God rest her soul, had very high ambitions for me. Do you know that she betrothed me to the Emperor when I was a little older than Elizabeth! A man nearly twenty years my senior!” At that they both laughed. “We will try to find you a desirable match that is around your own age. No ancient and tottering men for you, dear Princess.” Mary smiled. “Thank you very much, Queen Anne.” There were almost sixteen years between them and yet Mary found that Anne was motherly, but at the same time seemed as though they were the same age. They talked about everything from the young men that Mary fancied to fashion, which Mary held a surprisingly great interest in, and even religion which was odd to Mary as she was a devout Catholic and Anne was Protestant. Mary soon found that she considered Anne to be a blessing from God as she yearned to have her own mother back to give her advice and talk to her. So anytime she was lonely or sad or just needed someone to be near, she sought out Anne or sat in the nursery with her younger siblings and dreamed of the day when she would hold her own children. 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
   Jane looked at her current husband, Henry Percy. The two had been married almost two months ago, and although she did not love him, he was kind to her. He showed her how to read and write more than just household items and her name, and he never pressured her to fulfill her wifely duties in bed. Not since there first night as a married pair. He had only kissed her and she burst into tears. After a few moments, he had an inkling about what may have happened and simply kissed her brow and said “Good night sweet Jane.” When her nightmares threatened to swell, he held her and let her weep until she fell back to sleep. Yes he was a kind man, never speaking against her even when her belly began to swell and her hunger for chicken, and duck, and goose, and quail was almost insatiable. He simply wrote to the King that he would retire to his estates to be with his wife for the remainder of the pregnancy, and the king sent back a sachet of gold and his well wishes. And now they were on their way to one of the castles in Northumberland. Henry had offhandedly commented that there were over sixty castles across the land; Jane had thought that he exaggerated until she saw the county. Jane had never seen anything like Northumberland. It was rustic and sprawling green and gold fields and many trees. Soon they arrived at Alnwick Castle, and he, being the gallant gentleman, helped her from the carriage. He showed her to her chambers so that she and her maid could unpack and get settled in. As Jane looked out at the vast country side, she wondered if she had escaped to a happier fate.
 
                 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter 16
 
                 
 
                 December 25, 1536
 
                 
 
   The Christmas festivities were beautiful that year, perhaps more beautiful than any Henry Tudor had ever experienced. Outside was white with snow, and he was surrounded by his friends and loved ones. The royal family dressed in crushed red velvet and wore diadems resembling holly wreathes with emeralds as the leaves and rubies as the berries. Anne and Henry held the two month old Princess Margaret and Prince Edmund, and Princess Mary, sitting to the King’s left, held the now three year old Elizabeth. There were rounds of applause when the cooks brought out their Christmas feasts of rich and exotic meats, puddings and sauces, sweet breads, and to wash everything down, a large bowl of wassail. Anne could not keep her eyes off Henry, nor could he tear his eyes from her, and Mary watched them both, her eyes filled with love. 
 
    
 
   After the magnificent Christmas gifts had been exchanged, Henry danced with Anne and Mary, and then paraded the twins around the court to meet the assembled nobles. Margaret watched each noble and courtier with a stern face while Edmund slept in his father’s arms to the amusement of the King. “Like a little King she is! She how solemn and stern she is. Oh she’ll make a fine Queen for some mighty country. And this little Prince, must have gotten bored with the festivities. Sleep now son, for one day this great country will be yours to run.” Edmund opened his eyes to see his father’s face, smiled, and with a yawn, he was fast asleep. Having finished his showcase of the twins, Henry gave both to their nurse to feed and put to bed, and returned to the revelries. Anne, Mary, and Elizabeth were dancing hand in hand in a circle to Elizabeth’s delight. Henry sat on his throne and watched them with a smile. After a few more hours, Henry stood and gave the court permission to continue the merrymaking before seeing his family to their chambers. In his chambers, he watched the snow fall with Anne before leading her to their bedchamber.  
 
                 
 
   In Northumberland, Jane watched the snow fall from her chamber window. Her child was restless and tumbled inside her large belly. Henry Percy had sweetly bought her a sapphire pendent on a thin silver chain with matching ear baubles, and she had given him an embroidered doublet with his initials made with her own hands. There had been smiles and they were polite to each other, but there had been no mirth or happiness. She had heard that the Queen’s death had been feigned and that she had subsequently given birth to twins, one of which was the long awaited prince. Jane also knew that her husband still fancied himself in love with Anne, and that he grieved for her now that she was alive far more than he grieved her alleged death. 
 
    
 
   To add to the forced politeness, Jane was in the seventh month of her pregnancy by the King of England, who, after discovering that his child grew within her, had hastily married her off to one of his dukes and hidden her away in the North where no one could hear of her shame. Or perhaps, she thought glumly, it was his shame that he attempted to hide. Either way, perhaps it was for the best. She shuddered as she recalled Anne Boleyn’s fearsome jealous rages, and had been on the receiving end of several of them during her courtship with the King. What if her child was a boy? Would the King recognize him, or would she be forced to pass the child off as the Earl of Northumberland? Surely with her own son, and the possibility of other heirs, Anne could not possibly be threatened by a bastard, but what if she decided to retaliate? Would she be safe in the North? Could Henry Percy keep her safe from the Queen’s wrath? Shielding her belly with her hands, Jane shivered and breathed a prayer. Outside, the wind whipped the snow flurries around in the darkness lit only by the moon. 
 
   Chapter 18
 
                 January 1, 1537
 
                 
 
   Reveling in the New Year, Anne threw herself into setting up a small feast for those close to her family. She sent out invitations to her mother and father, her sister Mary and her husband, Charles Brandon and his wife, Princess Mary, and Archbishop Cranmer. While holding court was wonderful, and she always felt the queen in her royal robes and crowns, nothing was better than a small and intimate time with her family, and she could not wait to form a friendship with Duke Brandon and his wife, the Duchess Catherine Willoughby. Anne flitted here and there around the castle, choosing the fabrics and flowers to match her theme, checking that the foodstuffs were being cooked and prepared to perfection, and ensuring that the magnificent gifts that had been commissioned. For lunch she joined Mary in the royal nursery with the twins and Elizabeth for a quick meal of fruits and bread with cheese and a glass of wine, and she was off again. Anne examined every detail, and proud of herself, went to personally oversee her family’s attire and ready herself. 
 
                 
 
   Charles Brandon spent the better half of the day trying to convince his wife that perhaps the Queen wasn’t the evil woman that they had once thought she was. Catherine Willoughby, always a great admirer of Katherine of Aragon, was adamant that she was not going, and that her husband had fallen under the spell of the ‘Dark Crow Woman’, as she called the Queen under her breath. “She restored Princess Mary to the succession!” he cried in frustration. “She gave me another Dukedom!” Catherine stamped her foot, “All tricks” she replied, “So that men such as yourselves will not see her coming between you and the King.” Charles flung his hands heavenward. “Catherine I should hope she is between me and the King. She is his wife! What more does she have to do? Shall she beg in the streets for forgiveness and acceptance?” The little Duchess actually smiled at that thought. Irritated, the Duke threatened to send the Duchess to one of their country manors if she didn’t prepare herself to go to the banquet and show courtly manners and respect upon her arrival. Scowling, Catherine stormed off to her chambers and stared at her wardrobe sulkily. She had received word that everyone was to dress in bright and gay colors. In defiance, she chose a grey gown of brocade that was so dark that it was nearly black, and pulled it over a pale yellow kirtle. ‘After all’, she thought with a bitter smile, ‘Yellow is the Spanish color for mourning.’ She wore her hair pulled back into a severe bun under a black English hood with very little jewelry. Had she glanced at her husband as she swept past him, she would have seen him pale and bow his head as he prayed that His Majesty would not take offence to his wife’s rudeness. 
 
                 
 
   Everyone arrived at the palace as the sun set upon the snowy land. They were led to the Great Chamber where they all stood in amazement, even the stony Duchess Catherine. The pillars had been swathed with silver crushed velvet and draped with silks of white and pale blue. Harpists were dressed in white damasks and wore gilded crowns so as to appear to be angels of Greek lore. Perhaps the most impressive was the table which was hewn from a slab of white marble. It was covered with a length of golden fabric and was peppered with drops of pearl and diamond. The plates, cups, and cutlery upon the table was of beaten gold, and standing in front of the table, was the royal family. Henry was resplendent in deep purple trimmed with gold with diamonds winking in his hose as Zeus, the Greek king of the gods and thunder. Anne wore a similar outfit of clot of gold trimmed with amethyst as Hera, the queen of all gods and held a peacock feather. Princess Mary, holding a single wheat sheaf, was Demeter, the goddess of the harvest and wore a soft gown of cloth of gold with scarlet trimmings, and little Princess Elizabeth was Artemis, the goddess of the hunt, and wore cloth of silver with a miniature bow hanging from her girdle. All wore crowns of gold on their heads.  “Welcome friends!” cried Henry as he brandished a small golden thunderbolt. The royal ladies beamed at him as he laughed heartily and welcomed everyone to the table. Each seat had a token in it. Charles Brandon’s chair held a blue cape and a miniature trident symbolizing Poseidon, the god of the sea, while Catherine’s chair held a mantle of silver and soft white owl feathers for Athena, the goddess of wisdom, and Archbishop Cranmer received the golden mantle of the sun god, Apollo. Mary Stafford, and her knightly husband were Aphrodite, the goddess of love, and Are, the god of war. Laughs rang out all around the table as the group of friends enjoyed each other.
 
                 
 
   After the sumptuous meal and a few glasses of wine, Anne stood and announced the time for gifts. To Henry, she gave plans to renovate the throne room, which had remained the same since his father’s reign. To Elizabeth, she gave a new set of gowns, all miniatures of her sister Mary’s lovely collection. To her sister and brother-in-law, she gifted 1500 annual pounds. The Archbishop received a handsome cross of silver and sapphire. Smiling largely at Princess Mary, Anne embraced her warmly and pressed an engraved silver box into her hand. Opening it, Mary discovered a beautiful necklace of gold lying on a sealed letter. Inside was a miniature portrait of an astonishingly handsome man in his mid-twenties. He had dark hair and fair eyes with a well-groomed beard. Mary looked at Anne with the stars in her eyes. “Who is he?” she asked with a trembling voice. Anne beckoned to the letter with a sly smile. Opening the letter, Mary read:
 
   Beautiful Princess,
 
   My heart leapt within my chest when I saw your portrait, for not only are you the most beautiful of women, but you have wisdom behind your eyes. A sort of world weariness that calls to me. I am to come to court in a few years and I cannot wait to lay eyes upon the one who has already so cleverly stolen my affections without ever saying a word or penning a letter. Please say that you will write often, until I come to England.
 
   Your servant,
 
   Philip
 
   Mary’s heart stuttered within her chest. Phillip was handsome and well educated. Any woman would be glad of such a courtship but her father had denied so many betrothals in the past. Would he deny her now?  She slid a nervous glance towards her father and was astonished to see that he watched her with a widespread smile. “I daresay friends”, he roared “I may yet live to see a grandchild before I descend into my old age.” Mary blushed and dropped into a deep curtsey before her father and stepmother. Anne, her dark eyes glowing an almost golden brown, smiled her passionate and carefree smile as she raised a goblet of spiced wine to her step-daughter. Henry, lightly in his cups, kissed his wife and daughters heartily on the cheek and gave them all gifts of jewelry. In addition Mary received a gilded prayer book, Anne received a new glove and hood for her falcon, and Elizabeth, a beautiful grey colt that she promptly named ‘Polish’. The older nobles laughed as her toddler tongue mispronounced the French word for filly, ‘pouliche’. 
 
                 
 
   Catherine Willoughby watched the affair with a false courtier’s smile plastered on her face. The crow woman looked genuinely in love with the King, and the affection that she showed the Princess Mary was as startling as the warmth that the Princess returned. She dutifully raised her chalice in toast to the King and Queen and smiled when the Queen’s sister complimented the fabric of her gown. Inside she was troubled. She had loved the late Queen Katherine, and had always hated Nan Boleyn, but the scene before her showed a far different story that the one she had nursed to her chest through the fall of Katharine and Mary and the Boleyn rise to power. In an unguarded moment as she remember she scowled at the usurper queen at the exact moment that she turned her graceful head to look at her. The playful smile died slowly and as hurt and confusion replaced it, Catherine felt an unexpected stabbing of guilt. She quickly averted her gaze and excused herself to the privy closet. The closet was small and the smell of human excrement nearly overwhelming but the duchess welcomed the quiet away from Anne and her musical laugh and her wounded gaze.
 
                 
 
   Anne watched the duchess walk back into the banquet and sit at her husband’s side. Catherine Willoughby did her very best to remain respectful, but avoid looking at her. Anne held a hand up, and the music softened to a lull. “It appears that His Majesty and I have forgotten our dearest friends.” Henry looked at her with a large smile, and she inclined her head slightly with a great smile of her own. The King beckoned to a groom, dressed in crushed brown velvets dotted with green beads. In his hands, he held a pillow with two coronets. The first coronet was of the finest red velvet trimmed with ermine, the golden leaves, artfully tooled, however, instead of the golden designs that merely symbolized gems, this coronet was studded with rubies. The second coronet was the exact replica of the first, but did not have the red velvet fixture. The room fell silent at the sight of them. Only the direct royal family had bejeweled coronets, thus it was a great honor that the Duke of Suffolk and Somerset, and his wife the Duchess received them. The hush deepened as the King and Queen rose and took the cornets. After giving a hearty hug to the astounded duke and duchess, the coronets were placed upon their heads. “There!” exclaimed Henry as Charles stood. “Here is the favorite friend of the King of England!” The room erupted in applause and cheers. Catherine, however, could only stare in confusion. She wasn’t sure what was happening around her, but her distrust would not be sated by gold. She would protect her husband and her King from this intruder at all costs. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Author’s notes
 
    
 
   As history shows, Anne found no rescue in May of 1536. She was convicted, found guilty, and executed along with the other men accused with her. Her father, Thomas Boleyn, was initially arrested along with his daughter and son, but was released before his daughter’s execution. It is unknown if he witnessed his son’s execution, but we know that both he and his wife died within a year of their children, Mary, whom they banished for marrying without permission, and who was the mistress of King Henry VIII, managed to outlive them all. Jane Seymour, the former lady-in-waiting to Queen Anne, would marry Henry within twenty four hours after her death, and from their union, would come King Edward VI, who would die in his teens. He would be succeeded by Mary I, who would in turn be succeeded by Elizabeth Tudor, the Regina Gloriana. I have always loved Anne Boleyn. I feel as though she wasn’t given her proper due, and while she may have been recompensed through the eventual reign of her daughter, I have always wondered what a happily ever after would have been like for her. A typical happily ever after would have been that she bore the king three living children and Jane Seymour never set foot into the story, but that would make for an unimaginative and somewhat naïve story telling. This is not that typical story as my Anne will have to overcome obstacles and depend heavily on someone who, historically could be considered a great enemy of hers, if she wants to survive. I sincerely hope that you enjoy this series. The next book will be released in Fall 2016.
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