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Rose Garden 

I recently came back from the French court and I miss it dearly. It is so different 
from the English ways, with all its cheerful spirit and its gorgeous fashion. But even 
more than everything else, I long to see my friend, Madame la Duchesse 
d’Alencon, again. 

My life has changed so much, but my sister Mary certainly has not, since we last 
met at the Field of Cloth of Gold. She is still his Royal mistress, but I cannot 
understand how one can sell ones dignity and honour for momentary power and 
perhaps riches – that is to sell cheaply those things which are beyond price.   

This reminds me of the encounter I had with his Royal Majesty in the rose garden 
of Hever a short time ago. I was supposed to pick up some flowers for my mother, 
when I saw him. I recognised him at once, but I pretended not to know him, 
because otherwise I might have shown my resentment towards him, as I do not 
approve of his relationship with my sister. But nevertheless, I noticed his lecherous 
eyes upon me. I tried everything to keep him at bay, and because I ignored his 
identity, I could even behave haughty and boldfaced. However, this did not put him 
off, and so I shattered his hopes by making clear that I would never be a king’s 
mistress. 

 

 

 

 

 



The Secret  Matter 

Some time ago, I was invited to the English court, and now I am a lady-in-
waiting of Queen Katharina. I suppose that his Majesty wanted me at court, as I 
constantly feel observed by him.  

 

I cannot stop thinking about him. He is one of Wolsey’s men and comes to court 
every day, his name is Lord Percy. He is the most handsome and gorgeous and 
graceful person I have ever met and I want to spend the rest of my life with him. 
And yesterday at the Great Ball proposed to me! 

 

I hate Wolsey! Why does he want to prevent me from finding happiness? After 
Percy having asked Wolsey for the permission of our marriage, the Cardinal 
refused and destroyed all my dreams of eternal love. 

 

His Majesty seems to be more and more captivated by my presence, and according 
to the rumours he has no contact with his mistresses any longer. His feelings for me 
might be stronger and more serious than I expected at first. I even heard some 
courtiers talking about his plans for a divorce. I feel sorry for Katharina, but I am 
sure that she will fight to keep her position. 

 

I recently had the honour to sing at a banquet which was held at the palace of 
Greenwich. Henry was watching me all evening, and when the banquet was to end 
with a final dance, Henry did not give a look to the Queen, chose me instead. 



Katharina was furious and humiliated, but Henry did not care, and even wanted 
to leave the ballroom together. This I could not do, as I feared Katharina’s 
reaction, and so he told me for the first time that he loved me while we were dancing. 
This was the moment I decided to return secretly to Hever the next morning. 

 

I had not been at Hever more than a day, when the king arrived. If I had any 
doubt of his intense feeling for me, I need have no doubt any longer. We went for a 
walk in the rose garden, where we first met. He hinted that he soon would be free to 
take a wife and that he would take none other than me, I could not believe what he 
was saying. Me to be the Queen of England! To show our commitment, he 
proposed to exchange our rings but because I was unsure I asked for a night to think 
about the matter.  

I cannot sleep, I am tortured with doubts. I have to decide between a happy, loving 
marriage with a nobleman or being the Queen of England who leads a life without 
love; I have to decide between love and ambition. But where has love lasted? Percy 
left me and took my belief in love with him. Is it not overrated? If I marry 
Henry I would be a mighty, rich woman, united with the most powerful man of 
England.  A new period of my life has started, I am no longer the soft, little girl 
with love for Percy. I am an ambitious woman who will soon be the Queen of 
England!  

The next day Henry, after extracting a promise from me that I would return to 
court at once, rode away from Hever wearing my ring on his finger.  

 



Now that I agreed to marry Henry I cannot wait until the divorce is granted by 
the Holy Father. Cardinal Wolsey is supposed to support us in this matter because 
he has to be obedient to the King. But it seems to me that he rather delays the issue 
instead of bringing progress and this makes me hate him even more! But whenever 
I talk about it with Henry, he remains loyal to his old companion. He does not see 
that Wolsey is only interested in his own success. But Henry stays positive, he wrote: 

‘ The reasonable request of your last letter with the pleasure also that I take to 
know them true, caused me to send you now these news. The legate which we 
most desire arrived at Paris on Sunday or Monday last past, so that I 
trust by the next Monday to hear of his arrival at Calais, and then I trust 
within a while after to enjoy that which I have so long longed for, to God’s 
pleasure and our both comforts. No more to you at this present, my own 
darling, for lack of time, but that I would you were in my arms or I in 
yours, for I think it long since I kissed you. Writing after the killing of a 
heart at eleven o’ clock, minding with God’s grace tomorrow I might timely 
kill another. By the hand of him which I trust shortly shall be yours. Henry 
R.’ 

 

 

The Wedding 

Yesterday Henry and I had an informal dinner at Suffolk House. I could feel 
that this tête à tête meal, which he planned with much thought, was to him complete 
happiness, but I would make him even happier this night. He was more tender than 



I ever imagined him to be, maybe I can grow to love him, maybe it has not to be a 
mighty life without love.  

 

I am blessed by God, I am pregnant. Henry is filled with joy, he cannot wait 
until his son is born. But to legitimate our child the divorce of Katharina has to be 
implemented, otherwise our son would be a bastard and I would be disgraced. 
Hence this matter cannot be delayed by Wolsey any longer.  

 

It is a cold January day and I married my King secretly and in small 
attendance at the attic of White Hall. Now it is official, I am the Queen of 
England! I no longer have to fear for the future of my child! But this marriage 
meant the final break from Rome, now there is no going back, Henry is the head of 
his own, new English Church. I cannot wait until our child is born.  

 

I am worried what the people think about me, I have heard them saying that I am 
a whore and that I bewitched the King to become Queen. I hate it to be judged like 
this, but I am the rightful Queen of England!  

 

 

The Most Happy  

Now I am the official Queen of England! From Greenwich I made my way to 
the Tower of London and the coronation took place in Westminster Abbey. I 



wore the most beautiful and expensive cloths of gold and jewels which emphasised my 
glowing beauty.  I felt everyone’s eyes upon me and the women’s jealousy was obvious. 
But  the bad rumours about me are spreading and more and more people say that I 
am a witch with six fingers on the right hand.  

 

God gave us our child, a beautiful daughter. We named her Elizabeth and she is the 
most astonishing creature on earth. At first I could see the disappointment in 
Henry’s eyes, as he was sure that I would bear him a male heir. But now he is 
confident that  I will give him a healthy son soon and I pray to God that he grants 
us this precious present. I do not regret marrying Henry. 

 

 

The Fall 

I am pregnant again, after I had two miscarriages some time ago. Henry blames 
me, but I do not know what I am doing wrong. This child must live, otherwise 
Henry might do the same to me, as he did to Katharina. What a horrible thought, 
but I have to be strong and pray to God that he will help me and give England the 
long wanted heir. 

 

I miscarried my saviour! I’m afraid of Henry’s anger, he will not stay with me 
much longer. As he saw the six month old male foetus, he was outraged! His 
patience with me is nearly gone. I feel lost and alone in this hopeless situation, there is 
no one there to support me, and it is not my fault! Oh God, what shall I do? 



 

I had the fourth miscarriage, and there is no hope left. Henry’s love is gone, now he 
started an affair with Jane Seymour, and I can understand how Katharina 
must have felt. I am humiliated and deeply hurt. I fear that I lose my position on 
Henry’s side, and that it is too late for my salvation! 

 

I am so miserable. Not just Henry, but the whole Kingdom turns against me, 
and they claim that my miscarriages are a sign of God’s disapproval of our 
marriage. Oh Lord, is there any hope left? The people condemn me for something 
I have no influence about. The only happiness in my life I derive from my lovely 
daughter Elizabeth! My little sunshine! 

 

Now the last bit of hope has vanished, my time is running out. Henry accuses me of 
adultery, incest with my dear brother George, and witchery!  

 

 

Last Days 

‘ Defiled is my name, full sore                                                                   
Through cruel spite and false report,                                                          
That I may say for evermore,                                                              
Farewell to joy, adieu comfort. 



For wrongfully ye judge of me;                                                                   
Unto my fame and mortal wound,                                                            
Say what ye list, it may not be,                                                                     
Ye seek for that shall not be found.’  

 

Today I prayed since the early morning. Tomorrow I will be executed for 
according to the law, and by the law I am judged to die, this is my destiny this is 
decided by God. Oh God! Tell me why do I deserve this? Why did you not gave 
me a son. I am accursed, my life is accursed. God why do you brought me this 
destiny. The folk of England says I am a witch, they judge me dark an unchristian 
things I have never done, but it must be God’s will  that I die tomorrow. Oh 
Henry, my lord why do you do that to me, to your lovely wife? God gave me no 
son, but he did not gave him one either. My lonely heart never found love in this man 
of dignity, is this the reason for my horrible end? But now my bleeding heart knows 
that there is no love in this entire world! No prince had ever had a more beloved wife 
since Henry had me. Anne Boleyn. I do not know what forced him to judge me, 
no prison me and put me to death. But this is my destiny, this is my present, this is 
volitional. 

 

‘Oh death                                                                                               
Rock me asleep                                                                                           
bring me on my quiet rest                                                                               
Let me pass my very guiltless ghost                                                                   
Out of my careful breast                                                                                      
Ring out doleful knell                                                                                      



Let it sound                                                                                                      
My death tell                                                                                                          
For I must die.’  

 

I will die as Queen of England tomorrow. 
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