
·For ·Now I Die

The riight was slowly ·but surely turning to light, dawn just breaking. Pink clouds towered over the silent city; a 
mellifluous birdsong was all that was heard, and rays of early May sunshine shone into the silent chamber. I 
spared a thought for dear Elizabeth, who must still be lightly snoring in her cradle, oblivious that her mother's 
head was to be severed in just a mere three hours. I fervently prayed that she would not remember the fmal 
scene upon the scaffold, which is surely the sort of poison that will be fed into her ear as she grows. If only I 
would be there to prevent it. 

My ladies came in then, weak with anguish, and, as they wept, dressed me in heavy black damask, to state my 
elegance and simplicity, trimmed with fur, and placed a short mantle adorned with ermines about my shoulders 
which underlined my royal status - I wished to die a true queen, not a sober, forlorn woman, who has given up 
all worldly hope. I shall prove my innocence till the last second, and I shall hope and pray to be known as the 
rightful Queen of England in the many years to come. At least I had gotten rid of Wolsey, I assured myself. That 
had been one of my motives since the very day I arose to power. 

Underneath, I wore a crimson low-necked kirtle, which symbolized my martyrdom, which is what I was to die 
in. It must be coincidental that it was the same colour as my blood. 

I ordered the gown to be specifically made low-necked as nothing must impede the sword, and I made sure my 
bun was tight, and that there was no chance of it falling out. I didn't want to suffer any pain; I just wanted to go 
without feeling, without knowing, dying with the oblivion of the insuffernble pain which those who suffered the 
same fate before me had experienced. I placed a fashionable English gable-hood upon my netted coif and 
grasped my B necklace tightly for the last time, leaving my fingerprints upon it as my hands were sweating 
profusely. I hoped no one noticed. 

My ladies were in tears, which was much to my astonishment, as I had heard gossip that I was quite strongly 
disliked by my women for my fiery temper, which downhearted me quite a bit. But now they were drowning in 
their own tears, hardly able to bear the thought of me losing my head for something I would never do and didn't 
do. Lady Kingston, Lord Kingston's wife, was dabbing a handkerchief upon her eyes and tear-streaked 'cheeks. 

'Remember, you shall be greeted with your brother in Heaven soon, your Grace,' my friend and young maid 
Nan Saville reassured, patting my shoulder.· I smiled - it all seemed so unreal. It only seemed yesterday that I 
was awaiting the marriage to Henry, and I was shaking with nerves. Now I am shaking with nerves for my 
execution. 

Lady Kingston suddenly stepped towards Nan Saville, and pulled something from her pocket. It looked like a 
cloth, and she handed it to Nan, and the maid nodded solemnly, tears brimming in her eyes. 

'You know what it is for,' Lady Kingston muttered, and I gulped. 

So did I. 

I heard Mass at seven o'clock, but all the dark thoughts about what was to come in just two hours caved in on 
me, tormenting me as though I hadn't been tormented enough. I then received the sacred Sacrament by my 
almoner, Father Skip, and asked for Lord Kingston to be present as I stated my innocence before God, hoping 
the Constable was to report back to the King. I tried despemtely not to cry, being as brave as I could possibly be, 
and beseeched God to take care of Elizabeth for me after my premature passing. I had no appetite, and the 
thought of eating made me want to wretch. 
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