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​PROLOGUE
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“I Margaret take thee Edmund to be my lawfully wedded husband,” vowed Margaret Beaufort in front of the door of the small chapel in Bletsoe Castle in Bedfordshire where she was born and raised as the daughter of the duke of Somerset, John Beaufort and his wife, Margaret Beauchamp .  At just twelve years old, Margaret’s tiny frame complimented that of her Welsh bridegroom, the twenty-three year old Edmund Tudor whose bloodline as a descendent of the Welsh prince Gruffydd ap Rhys radiated in his dark hair and blue eyes.  The wedding vows taken, their priest opened the big red door into the chapel for the wedding mass.

As mass finished and as the priest said his final words of blessing, Edmund’s older half-brother, King Henry VI hugged Margaret warmly, “Congratulations, Cousin!”

Margaret bowed deeply, lowering her eyes respectfully, “Thank you Your Majesty!”

Henry turned to Edmund, “When do you leave for Wales?”

“Soon – a week if it pleases Your Majesty.”

Henry motioned for Edmund and Margaret to follow him down a corridor filled with portraits of Margaret’s ancestors, “With your permission, I would like to stay here in Bletsoe with you both until you depart.”

Edmund smiled at Margaret, “What do you think?”

Still young and somewhat timid in the company of her king and bridegroom, Margaret struggled for a few seconds before answering, “It would be an honor, Your Majesty.”  Fidgeting a little, she raised her eyes to both of them, “Is it true you are brothers?”

“It is,” affirmed the king.  “After my father died, our mother married Edmund’s father, bearing him three sons before retiring to Bermondsey Abbey.”

“You never knew your father, did you, Your Majesty?” asked a slightly more confident and emboldened Margaret.

“No, no – he died in France when I was a baby.  Strange that after my father won the concession from my grandfather, King Charles VI for me to be crowned king of France that he would continue to war with France.”

“Your father was a great man, Your Majesty.”

Henry smiled wistfully, “Some say so.  Certainly here in England most people believe that he was.  He was an able ruler. He established English as the language of government for the first time since King William of Normandy.  But my father had a fatal flaw:  he loved war and loved killing.  What Englishman dares remember his cruelty towards our Welsh cousins?  Or remembers how he showed no mercy towards the women and children of Rouen? No doubt his early death was God’s judgment against him – as was our mother’s choice of a Welshman for a husband – against the will of Parliament, I must say.”

Memories flooded Edmund’s mind, “Yes – she was quite a woman, our mother.”

“Will you tell me the story?” asked Margaret.

King Henry nodded, “It has been a while since I last spoke of our mother to anyone.  Perhaps it is time, on this happiest of days, to remember her and honor her once more!”
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​CHAPTER ONE:  PARIS
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Catherine knelt in prayer in the chapel royal at the palace of Hôtel Saint Pol, her hand playfully distracting her elder sister, the sixteen year old Isabella praying beside her in front of its grand altar.

“Virgo Dei Génitrix, María, deprecáre Iesum pro me,” finished Isabella.  Rising she scolded the five year old Catherine, “Catherine, you know better than to distract me like that.  How can my soul be readied to marry the duke of Orléans if you do not let me pray?”

“Must you go?”

“The wedding is in only two weeks, Catherine.  Of course I must.  Besides, I look forward to moving to Orléans.  Surely it must be more peaceful than here in Paris.”

“I wish I could say you are wrong – but father is worse all the time and mother.” Catherine stopped suddenly, unwilling to admit to her sister that she knew about their mother’s love affairs.

“Yes – mother’s reputation for being with men other than father continues to worsen, especially when father is sick.”

“Do you think it’s true what they say, Isabella?  Do you think demons are behind what he says and does when he gets violent?  Are demons why he cannot remember things after he regains control?”

“I do not know, Catherine.  But I know that we are all afraid to be anywhere near him when he gets like that; mother even gave him a mistress who looks like her for the times when he does not recognize her.”

Catherine pouted, “I wish there was something we could do for father.”

“Well, I am doing what I can – I’m getting married and leaving Paris,” asserted Isabella.

“But you will be leaving me alone!  Please do not leave me alone with him!” pleaded Catherine.

“With Joan, Michelle, Louis, John, and Charles around, I hardly think you will be alone!” reasoned Isabella with a laugh.

“But it’s not the same,” begged Catherine.

Isabella’s gaze softened, “I know – but it needs to be.  I will be happy with the duke, I promise.  And who knows?  Maybe the king will grant permission for a nice long visit!”

Catherine fell into her sister’s arms, “I hope so!”

––––––––
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“VENI VENI, EMMANUEL captivum solve Israel, qui gemit in exsilio, privatus Dei Filio.  Gaude! Gaude! Emmanuel, nascetur pro te Israel!” sang Catherine happily through the halls of Hôtel Saint Pol, much to the delight of her mother as she studied reports on the civil war between the Armagnacs representing house Valois and the Burgundians led by their duke, John the Fearless for control of France.  Playfully the eight year old Catherine stuck her head into her mother’s suite, “Joyeux Noël, Mama!”

Isabeau held her arms wide invitingly, “Joyeux Noël, ma petite!  Do you like your new dresses and your books?”

Catherine hugged her mother warmly, “I more than like my presents!  Merci beaucoup, Mama!”
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