
4th November 1501 

I hardly like to make a mark on the beautiful, blank pages of this book, 

but I must. Mama gave it to me as a parting present so that I could write 

about this journey from Spain to England. “Don’t waste it” she said “Just 

write about the important things, the big ones.” 

 

That was three months ago. It was August when we sailed from Corunna - 

but how could I write in that terrible storm? One of our ships sank. I cam 

up to get some air because the smell below decks was so awful, and I saw 

her roll over, helpless as a dead thing, and then the towering waves 

swallowed her. We were driven back to the Basque coast, with broken 

masts and rigging washed overboard, and it was a month before the 

repairs were done and we could start out again. Even then, we were 

tempest-tossed but at last we landed in Plymouth. 

 

I’m sure she would be impressed by the great procession in which we have 

slowly made our way from the West Country to London. Horses and 

carriages, litters and baggage-waggons and attendants, soldiers, 

courtiers, ladies, pages, jesters – and Catherine herself, Catherine of 

Aragon, on her way to wed Prince Arthur, eldest son of the king of 

England. 

 

Tonight we are lodged in the manor house of some lord, not far from 

London. It is cold in this room although a smoky fire burns in the hearth. 

The candle flame gutters in the wind that blows in through the glassless 

window. 

 

It is dirty too. The floors are covered with rushes, fresh ones being 

scattered over the filth and dropped food of the previous day, and 

although the dishes are made of gold or silver-plate, the noblemen do not 

always bother to go outside or to the retiring room when they need to 

relieve themselves. 

 

“Tell me, Mister Cromwell,” said the king “How are the improvements to 

Hampton Court proceeding?” 

Thomas Cromwell stood to the side as the king admired himself in the 

large looking glass. Two grooms, dressed in black with the Tudor rose 

embroidered ion their jerkins, sprayed the king from head to toe with 

lavender water. 

 

Then I heard a woman’s voice say “I have heard of a spell that will raise 

the dead – if you say it quickly enough. And it will work only the once!” I 



heard the crowd gasp and shuffle away. I heard them mutter 

“Witchcraft!” in terror, and you could be hanged for witchcraft. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Within moments we were amongst the large crowd of merchants and 

traders haggling and arguing over prices for the spices and fruits that had 

just arrived from exotic lands. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the 

last few pennies I had. It didn’t take long before they were all gone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


