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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurA sumptuous historical novel set in the court of Elizabeth I, from Sunday Times No.1 
bestseller Philippa Gregory, the author of The Other Boleyn Girl.Now I can be the queen that my mother 

intended me to be . . . the queen I was born to be.1558. After years of waiting, Princess Elizabeth accedes to 
the throne of England.But the country is divided, the restoration of the Protestant faith ignites opposition 

from the church and beyond, and court remains a treacherous place.Many believe that Elizabeth must marry 
if she is to survive. For Robert Dudley, Elizabeths ascension is a glorious new dawn, and he quickly 

positions himself as the young queens favourite. Dudley is a man of powerful lineage; his father had been a 
kingmaker at the court of Henry VIII. But Dudley has many enemies, amongst them William Cecil, the 

queens most trusted advisor.As powerful families vie for stakes in the emerging kingdom, Elizabeth must 
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secure her own future.ExtraitAutumn 1558All the bells in Norfolk were ringing for Elizabeth, pounding the 
peal into Amy's head, first the treble bell screaming out like a mad woman, and then the whole agonizing, 
jangling sob till the great bell boomed a warning that the whole discordant carillon was about to shriek out 

again. She pulled the pillow over her head to shut out the sound, and yet still it went on, until the rooks 
abandoned their nests and went streaming into the skies, tossing and turning in the wind like a banner of ill 
omen, and the bats left the belfry like a plume of black smoke as if to say that the world was upside down 

now, and day should be forever night.Amy did not need to ask what the racket was for; she already knew. At 
last, poor sick Queen Mary had died, and Princess Elizabeth was the uncontested heir. Praise be. Everyone in 

England should rejoice. The Protestant princess had come to the throne and would be England's queen. All 
over the country people would be ringing bells for joy, striking kegs of ale, dancing in the streets, and 

throwing open prison doors. The English had their Elizabeth at last, and the fear-filled days of Mary Tudor 
could be forgotten. Everyone in England was celebrating.Everyone but Amy.The peals, pounding Amy into 
wakefulness, did not bring her to joy. Amy, alone in all of England, could not celebrate Elizabeth's upward 

leap to the throne. The chimes did not even sound on key, they sounded like the beat of jealousy, the scream 
of rage, the sobbing shout of a deserted woman."God strike her dead," she swore into her pillow as her head 

rang with the pound of Elizabeth's bells. "God strike her down in her youth and her pride and her beauty. 
God blast her looks, and thin her hair, and rot her teeth, and let her die lonely and alone. Deserted, like 

me."Amy had no word from her absent husband: she did not expect one. Another day went by and then it 
was a week. Amy guessed that he would have ridden at breakneck pace to Hatfield Palace from London at 
the first news that Queen Mary was dead. He would have been the first, as he had planned, the very first to 

kneel before the princess and tell her she was queen.Amy guessed that Elizabeth would already have a 
speech prepared, some practiced pose to strike, and for his part Robert would already have his reward in 

mind. Perhaps even now he was celebrating his own rise to greatness as the princess celebrated hers. Amy, 
walking down to the river to fetch in the cows for milking because the lad was sick and they were 

shorthanded at Stanfield Hall, her family's farm, stopped to stare at the brown leaves unraveling from an oak 
tree and whirling like a snowstorm, southwest to Hatfield where her husband had blown, like the wind itself, 

to Elizabeth.She knew that she should be glad that a queen had come to the throne who would favor him. 
She knew she should be glad for her family, whose wealth and position would rise with Robert's. She knew 
that she should be glad to be Lady Dudley once more: restored to her lands, given a place at court, perhaps 

even made a countess.But she was not. She would rather have had him at her side as an attainted traitor, with 
her in the drudgery of the day and in the warm silence of the night; anything rather than than ennobled as the 

handsome favorite at another woman's court. She knew from this that she was a jealous wife; and jealousy 
was a sin in the eyes of God.She put her head down and trudged on to the meadows where the cows grazed 
on the thin grass, churning up sepia earth and flints beneath their clumsy hooves.How could we end up like 

this? she whispered to the stormy sky piling up a brooding castle of clouds over Norfolk. Since I love him so 
much, and since he loves me? Since there is no one for us but each other? How could he leave me to struggle 
here, and dash off to her? How could it start so well, in such wealth and glory as it did, and end in hardship 

and loneliness like this?Copyright 2004 by Philippa Gregory LimitedFrom Publishers WeeklyBestseller 
Gregory captivates again with this expertly crafted historical about the beautiful young Virgin Queen, 

portrayed as a narcissistic, neurotic home-wrecker. As in her previous novels about Tudor England (The 
Queen's Fool, etc.), Gregory amasses a wealth of colorful period detail to depict the shaky first days of 

Elizabeth I's reign. The year is 1558, an especially dangerous time for the nation: no bishop will coronate 
Henry VIII's Protestant daughter, the treasury is bankrupt, the army is unpaid and demoralized. Meanwhile, 

the French are occupying Scotland and threatening to install "that woman"Mary, Queen of Scotson the 
throne. Ignoring the matrimonial advice of pragmatic Secretary of State William Cecil, the 25-year-old 

Elizabeth persists in stringing along Europe's most eligible bachelors, including King Philip of Spain and the 
Hapsburg archduke Ferdinand. It's no secret why: she's fallen for her "dark, saturnine" master of horse, Sir 
Robert Dudley, whose traitorous family history and marriage to the privately Catholic Amy make him an 
unsuitable consort. Gregory deftly depicts this love triangle as both larger than life and all too familiar; all 
three characters are sympathetic without being likable, particularly the arch-mistress Elizabeth, who pouts, 
throws tantrums, connives and betrays with queenly impunity. After a while the plot stagnates, as the lovers 

flaunt their emotions in the face of repetitious arguments from Amy, Cecil and various other scandalized 
members of the court. But readers addicted to Gregory's intelligent, well-researched tales of intrigue and 

romance will be enthralled, right down to the teasingly tragic ending. Copyright Reed Business Information, 



a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. 


