
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   





            SISTER QUEENS


            Katherine of Aragon and


            Juana, Queen of Castile


      [image: Image]


           

      JULIA FOX


      [image: Image]







      For John






      Preface

      Over the centuries Katherine of Aragon has become an icon: the Betrayed Wife, the Perfect Queen, the Devoted Mother, a woman
         callously cast aside by a selfish husband besotted by his strumpet of a mistress. While much of this may be true, it turns
         a woman into a cardboard caricature. By endowing her with almost saint-like attributes, we not only lose sight of the real
         Katherine, we strip away her basic humanity and we demean her. Her sister, Juana, is also a woman of myth. She is Juana the
         Mad’, the wife so in love with her husband that she could not bear to be parted from him even by death, keeping his coffin
         with her for year upon year, sometimes opening it to gaze lovingly at his decaying corpse, and driving herself mad in the
         process. Or so we are told.
      

      When I began this book about three years ago, I wanted to peel back the legends to reveal the flesh and blood women behind
         them. And I became convinced that the only way to do this was to place them squarely back into their family and Spanish contexts
         and, crucially, to try to recreate their interior worlds. Only then would I have any chance of getting to know them, of discovering
         what made them tick and how they gained the values by which they lived and died. And they lived in a turbulent age. It was
         one of religious warfare, of heroism, of family honour, of vast wealth and grinding poverty, of suffering, of ambition, of
         romance, of beauty, of ideas, of Machiavellian intrigue. Above all, it was one in which women, especially royal women, were
         readily sacrificed upon the altar of dynastic politics.
      

      Katherine’s downfall as a consort came because she failed in that most basic of female functions, that of bearing a son and
         heir for her powerful husband. Juana produced children with apparent ease, but that was still not enough to ensure success
         as a sovereign queen. To rule in her own right, she needed the consent of the men around her; it was her tragedy that in her father, her husband and her son, she faced
         opponents not allies. She deserves to step forward from their shadows, just as Katherine deserves to step forward from that
         cast by Henry VIII.
      

      The more I delved into the lives of these two remarkable women, the more I realised that looking at their stories together
         enriches our understanding of both, even though Juana’s long years of incarceration inevitably prevents a totally equal allocation
         of space within the pages of this book. The sisters complement each other, they epitomise their era. They are linked not only
         by blood, but by their fight against the forces ranged against them, for they were born female in a maledominated society.
         I hope I have done them justice.
      

      As ever, I stand on the shoulders of giants, to all of whom I owe an immense debt. Among them are some I must single out.
         Although written more than sixty years ago, Garrett Mattingly’s biography of Katherine began the process of bringing her back
         to life. David Starkey’s extensive work on Henry VIII and his refreshing re-appraisal of Katherine provide an unrivalled exemplar
         of the best of thoughtful, insightful modern scholarship. Peggy Liss and Felipe Fernández-Armesto have cast eagle eyes over
         Isabella of Castile and her family; their studies are indispensable to anyone interested in this amazing dynasty. And in her
         ground-breaking work on Juana, Bethany Aram has presented a compelling picture of this unfortunate princess.
      

      I would also wish to express my gratitude to so many other people who have helped and encouraged me in the writing of this
         book. I must thank my agents, Peter Robinson in London and Christy Fletcher in New York, for their unswerving support and
         confidence. My editors, Alan Samson and Susanna Porter, were generous with their time and advice; I could not have attempted
         this project without them. Emma Guy’s patient, painstaking deciphering of my scribbled handwritten notes has resulted in an
         impressive family tree. I am very grateful to my former student, Dr Jessica Sharkey, for permission to refer to her unpublished
         doctoral thesis. I must commend too the staff of the various record offices and at the London Library for their courtesy,
         professionalism and help. To my dear friend, Glenys Lloyd, whose critical judgment and analysis are second to none, I am extremely
         grateful. It is through Glenys that I had the good fortune to meet Dr Dafydd Wyn Wiliam, who introduced me to the Welsh poetry
         and literature of the Tudor age, and who so willingly gave of his time to transcribe and translate the beautiful and relevant
         examples which grace the pages of this volume. I would also like to give special thanks to Margaret Riley, with whom I spent
         many a happy hour discussing Katherine and all her activities. And to my other family members and friends, who strove to keep
         me sane over the past few years, I can only offer my sincerest thanks and appreciation. But, as always, my deepest gratitude
         and my love must go to my husband who has welcomed Katherine and Juana into our hearts and into our lives. He has read every
         word of this book and offered invaluable comments and advice. I owe him an immense debt.
      

      October 2010
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 A Triumph of Faith

      
      The snow-covered mountains of the Sierra Nevada were clearly visible from the high, castellated red walls of the citadel as
         the slight figure of Boabdil, the last king of Granada, slipped out of its gates for the final time. Mounted on his mule and
         accompanied by fifty of his most trusted soldiers, he slowly made his way down the steep, icy paths formally to surrender
         the keys of the city. Its conquerors, Ferdinand, King of Aragon, and his wife Isabella, Queen of Castile, were waiting with
         their children by the banks of the Genil River in the fertile valley below. The date was 2 January 1492. To Boabdil, the day
         marked the loss of a kingdom and the beginnings of humiliation and exile. To Ferdinand and Isabella, on the other hand, it
         marked a triumph of faith; faith in the destiny of their country, in their dynasty and, above all, faith in the Holy Catholic
         Church and the God who was the core of their existence.
      

      
      For Boabdil was a Moor. The Moors were Muslims who had first invaded the Spanish peninsula from North Africa back in the eighth
         century and who had quickly dominated much of it. Christian Spanish kings had fought against them over the centuries, gradually
         winning city after city and mile after mile of hotly disputed territory. The Moors had slowly been pushed back so that by
         the time of Isabella’s birth in 1451 they were concentrated only in the south of Spain. But they had never been completely
         defeated until that cold January day when Boabdil was forced to give up their last stronghold: the city of Granada itself.
      

      
      The formalities of surrender had been agreed in advance. Resolutely refusing to face further humiliation despite his defeat,
         Boabdil had already declared that he would not kneel to the victorious monarchs. Isabella was equally determined that he should
         show due respect to herself and her husband, for this was the day of which she had dreamed since her wars against the Moors had begun ten years earlier. Too much Christian blood had been spilt, and she was very conscious
         of the malnourished and overworked Christian prisoners languishing in chains in the circular well-like subterranean dungeons
         of the Alcazaba, the main fortress contained within the walls of the Alhambra, Boabdil’s palace and administrative complex.
         The captives would soon be freed, but their plight, and the sacrifices of the Christian armies, could not go unrecognised;
         Boabdil would be treated fairly but he could not expect to get away scot-free. Nor would he.
      

      
      As arranged, Boabdil turned his mule towards Ferdinand and ostentatiously pretended to dismount and remove his hat. Boabdil,
         after all, was the supplicant not the victor. Ferdinand, equally ostentatiously, courteously indicated that he should remain
         in the saddle. Before handing the keys of the city to Ferdinand, Boabdil then rode towards Isabella who, glitteringly dressed
         and sitting upon a great white horse, also received him graciously. Knowing his wife as he did, Ferdinand immediately passed
         the keys on to her. Iñigo López de Mendoza, Count of Tendilla, the new governor of the city, and Hernando de Talavera, the
         gentle, ascetic cleric who had served as the queen’s confessor and whom she had appointed its archbishop, then rode up the
         hill and away from the rejoicing crowds towards the Alhambra itself. The city, complete with its citadel, was now part of
         Spain. Moorish control was over, and Ferdinand and Isabella’s crusade against them concluded, if only for the moment.
      

      
      Boabdil left behind his lands and his palaces to settle on the estates allowed him by Ferdinand and Isabella in the Alpujerras,
         an area lying to the south of Granada. He was to stay there for only one year. In 1493, he sailed to Africa, much to Isabella’s
         delight. He died shortly afterwards. Ironically, his half-brothers and his mother, sensibly bowing to reality, were baptised,
         the young men marrying Castilian noblewomen and settling comfortably into Christian society.
      

      
      Four days after Boabdil handed them the keys to Granada, Ferdinand and Isabella entered the city for the first time to make
         their way up the path so recently trodden by Boabdil and then into the amazing world that was the Alhambra. Their royal standards,
         together with that of St James of Compostella, the patron saint of the enterprise, flew proudly from the battlements of the Alcazaba and the huge silver cross, which had been in the vanguard of the armies since the wars
         had started, shone out from the Tower of the Winds. The banners would be lovingly preserved and can still be seen today, a
         little faded but otherwise intact, in the museum of the Royal Chapel of Granada’s cathedral, just a stone’s throw away from
         where Ferdinand and his queen now lie.
      

      
      Those watching the royal cavalcade snake through the narrow streets filled with tiny houses on 6 January 1492 said that the
         couple appeared ‘more than mortal, and as if sent by Heaven for the salvation of Spain’. It was a momentous day, a never-to-be-forgotten
         day. For the defeated Moors, peering through their latticed windows as their new masters rode by, it was terrifying; the monarchs
         had promised to allow them to continue their traditional way of life and to practise their religion, but the brutal treatment
         Ferdinand and Isabella had meted out to the citizens of the Moorish port of Malaga, where most had been enslaved, hardly encouraged
         confidence in the future. In contrast, Isabella and her husband were ecstatic. Even before Granada’s capitulation Ferdinand
         had been quick to trumpet his exploits against the Moors. Having captured an outlying town, he wrote to Elizabeth of York,
         Henry VII of England’s wife, to let her know because, as he said, his ‘victory must interest all the Christian world’ so it
         was only his ‘duty to inform’ her. With the fall of Granada itself, letters almost flew around European courts announcing
         it. On receipt of his, Henry VII ordered a special Te Deum to be sung in St Paul’s Cathedral in London. Another of Ferdinand’s letters reached Pope Innocent VIII proclaiming the city
         ‘won to the glory of God, the exaltation of the Holy catholic Faith, and the honour of the Apostolic See’. Innocent died a
         few months later, but his successor, Alexander VI, gave the title los Reyes Católicos – the Catholic Monarchs – to Ferdinand
         and his wife.
      

      
      When they entered Boabdil’s palace of the Alhambra, the royal couple were accompanied by their five children: Isabella, Juana,
         Maria, Katherine and Juan, their only son who, although not yet fourteen, had been knighted by his father before the walls
         of the city. Theirs had been an itinerant life: during the conflict’s many campaigns, the queen had kept her offspring at
         her side whenever possible so that she could supervise their education and upbringing.
      

      
      
      This had not been entirely without risk. One night, as the Christian armies slept peacefully in their camp near to the besieged
         city of Granada, the queen’s tent had suddenly caught fire. Perhaps a candle or lamp had been left too close to the hangings
         but, whatever the cause, the flames swiftly took hold and spread with alarming speed. Juana, who had been sleeping soundly
         with her mother, found herself roughly woken up and dragged though the dense, choking smoke to safety. The noise, the shouts
         and the thick smoke roused the entire camp. Soon soldiers were running everywhere to check if they were under attack, for
         the besieged defenders had a nasty habit of riding out in sorties to take the offensive. The fire was eventually extinguished,
         although not before it had caused massive damage and left Juana with an exciting, if frightening, memory. Ferdinand, who had
         rushed to don armour and join his soldiers to defend the camp, was so alarmed that he ordered the swift building of what went
         on to become the town of Santa Fe, so that his family could rest within firm walls rather than diaphanous pavilions.
      

      
      Isabella, scorning danger, had shrugged it off and carried on with her usual activities. A small matter of a fire was not
         going to stop her. Although never taking part in the fighting, she had frequently ridden with her armies, organising supplies,
         arranging for medical aid for the wounded and exhorting her troops to deeds of courage and valour for the sake of their God.
         A retinue of priests accompanied her wherever she went and would join her in praying for victory. Indeed, when the shining
         silver cross was raised high on the battlements of the Alcazaba, the Spanish armies sank to their knees for a Te Deum; Ferdinand and Isabella’s monumental undertaking appeared to have come to a magnificent finale. As they explored their new
         palace, taking in the vibrantly painted and tiled rooms, the intricately carved ceilings, the gently playing fountains of
         the Court of Myrtles and the Court of Lions, the royal children had every reason to feel proud of their parents. And yet it
         could all have been so different.
      

      
      When Isabella had been born deep within Castile at Madrigal de las Altas Torres (Madrigal of the High Towers) in 1451, no
         one had seriously thought that she would become a reigning queen in her own right, nor that she would be the instrument through
         which the disparate regions of Spain would become consolidated. For Spain was not then a united country: the Moors dominated the south; Castile, Isabella’s homeland, was the largest province, consisting of Castile itself,
         León, Toledo, Galicia, Murcia, Jaén, Cordoba and Seville, and controlling about two-thirds of the lands we now think of as
         modern Spain; the kingdom of Aragon, which also comprised Valencia, Mallorca and the principality of Catalonia, controlled
         the rest.
      

      
      Isabella, the only daughter of King Juan II of Castile and his second wife, Isabella of Portugal, was third in line to the
         throne. With two male heirs ahead of her – her half-brother, Henry (Juan’s son by his first wife, Maria of Aragon), and her
         full brother, Prince Alfonso – the young Isabella was to be groomed for marriage not ruling.
      

      
      Death changed all that. When she was three, her father died and her half-brother, Henry, took over the throne. Although married,
         King Henry I sired no children; amidst rumours of his impotency, hopes that Alfonso would succeed him seemed well-founded.
         Or they did until, to the incredulity of the entire court, after seven years of marriage King Henry’s queen gave birth to
         a daughter. Although no one dared say so officially just yet, courtiers gossiped that the little girl was not Henry’s at all
         but was the result of an affair between the queen and a dashingly handsome courtier, Beltrán de la Cueva. The child was even
         spoken of by the scandal-mongers as ‘la Beltraneja’ after her supposed father. To this day, we cannot be sure whether or not
         she really was Henry’s child or Beltrán’s but the murkiness was a gift to Isabella’s brother Alfonso and later to Isabella
         herself. Neither was prepared to give way to a child they deemed, very conveniently, a bastard.
      

      
      It was during Henry’s reign that Isabella had revealed her remarkable courage and a grittish determination to go to any lengths
         to achieve her goal, characteristics which were later to be particularly apparent in her daughters Katherine and Juana. Henry,
         having managed to alienate several key nobles and powerful church figures, found himself facing demands to recognise Alfonso’s
         claim to the throne and disinherit the little daughter he always claimed was his own. Realising the strength of the opposition,
         Henry did as requested but, a vacillator to his fingertips, changed his mind. The result was civil war. And then, in 1468,
         probably of plague but suddenly enough to give rise to talk of poison, Alfonso died.
      

      
      
      Isabella’s position had been radically transformed. She saw herself as heir-apparent. And this was when she played a master-stroke:
         she married. Rather than let Henry neutralise her by arranging her marriage himself, she took matters into her own hands and
         became the wife of Ferdinand of Aragon, King of Sicily, the son and heir of King Juan II of Aragon. Just as one day they would
         negotiate the weddings of their children with clinical practicality, so Isabella and Ferdinand negotiated their own. Undoubtedly
         a dynastic match, it brought the advantage of mutual support to both participants. In a male-oriented world, Isabella would
         have a husband who could lead her armies and give her children; Ferdinand, whose family in Aragon were also facing civil war,
         would have the backing of Castile in any future conflict. And while their marriage treaty did not formally join their lands
         into one country, mutual cooperation between Castile and Aragon could only strengthen both.
      

      
      What started as a marriage of convenience quickly became loving and passionate. It was consummated immediately. To a fanfare
         of trumpets, flutes and kettledrums, the bloodstained bed-sheet was proudly exhibited the following morning. (The failure
         to do so after King Henry’s wedding night had been widely noted.) ‘To be well married’, Ferdinand was to write to his daughter
         Katherine, ‘is the greatest blessing in the world.’ Isabella was eighteen, Ferdinand a year younger. Despite the eulogies
         of her chroniclers, extant portraits suggest that she was no beauty. Auburn-haired, petite but with a tendency to put on weight,
         she had a round face, plump cheeks, a small and rather pursed mouth, and eyes which were distant and cold. She also had a
         very slight double chin. But, as a modern biographer points out, she had a ‘youthful freshness’ and could certainly be charming
         and kind when she chose. Ferdinand came to love her, as she did him. Of middling height, he had full, sensual lips, dark hair
         and a slight cast in one eye. More to the point, he was an accomplished soldier and was soon to prove himself a courageous
         and resourceful commander.
      

      
      He had needed to be, for when Isabella claimed the throne immediately after King Henry’s death in 1474 and was crowned in
         Segovia, the couple had been forced to embark on a fierce battle for the throne. Dismissing the claims of Henry’s own daughter,
         whom she insisted on calling la Beltraneja, Isabella went so far as to allege that when the child was born ‘certain taps were administered to her
         on the nose, in order to give it the form of the nose of King Henry IV, and so make her resemble him’. Isabella also had no
         qualms in repeating hearsay evidence that ‘on the same day that the Beltraneja was born, another lady was delivered in the
         same town of a son’. When ‘attempts were made to exchange the Beltraneja’, the other mother ‘refused to part with her child’. Or
         so Isabella maintained.
      

      
      Whatever the truth might have been, it took Ferdinand and Isabella five long years to defeat la Beltraneja and her adherents.
         In the end, she was immured in the Portuguese convent of Santa Clara in Coimbra, safely out of Castilian territory. She remained
         a nun until her death in 1530.
      

      
      The bitter war of succession gave Isabella the opportunity to really prove her mettle. Ferdinand soon discovered that his
         bride was anything but the submissive stereotype of fifteenth-century womanhood. This was no figurehead but a queen in her
         own right, and she would rule through that right, proving that the concept of a woman sovereign was no oxymoron. Certain that
         her cause was just and showing the dogged spirit that her children would witness for themselves as their parents fought the
         Moors, Isabella not only used spin and propaganda on an epic scale to discredit her rival for the throne but, through sheer
         personal charisma, energised and inspired her soldiers and shrewdly bargained with her opponents to make them change sides
         and fight for her rather than against her.
      

      
      That Ferdinand was with her every step of the way was crucial; she could not have done it without him. Theirs appeared to
         be a marriage of equals, ostensibly joining their respective lands. In some ways that was true, for both were monarchs rather
         than monarch and consort, their banners and seals bore both their arms, there were times when they sat together to administer
         justice. Visitors to Granada today can still see the arms of the Catholic Monarchs, with the arrows of Isabella and the yoke
         of Ferdinand entwined, firmly placed upon so many doorways, walls and gates to signify their ownership of this once Moorish
         city. But since Isabella’s Castile was far larger, richer and more powerful than Ferdinand’s Aragon, he was in a sense the
         junior partner, and the two kingdoms were never officially joined to make one country. Even the currencies, despite being emblazoned with the heads
         of both of them, remained stubbornly separate. More importantly still, Ferdinand could not claim Castile for himself any more
         than his wife could claim Aragon. The union was fragile, depending on the lives of the two individuals concerned. Should either
         die, Castile and Aragon could break apart again.
      

      
      But such a prospect was not in the forefront of their minds when they rode into the Alhambra and considered the impact of
         their victory. The epithet ‘The Catholic Monarchs’ was well earned. Isabella’s Catholic faith was central to her being, and
         she did all in her power to ensure that the same was true of her children. Although less outwardly pious than his wife, Ferdinand
         too was devout. It was Isabella, though, who was most determined to convert or rid her lands of those she considered infidels.
         The true faith must be defended from the enemy within.
      

      
      And she was quick to take up the challenge. When she appointed Talavera as the archbishop of Granada, it was on the clear
         understanding that his main task was to persuade his new flock to give up their own religious beliefs and become baptised
         Christians. As a man who respected the Moors’ culture, learning and wisdom, he preferred kindness and example to torture and
         threats. Isabella, though, was not averse to the use of force in what she believed to be a good cause; in fact, to her, if
         the cause was good, the means really did justify the end. The establishment of the Holy Office, or the Inquisition, which
         brought so much fear and distress to those unlucky enough to fall into its hands, was very much the policy of the queen, who
         applied to Rome for papal permission to set it up in 1478. It would be used against her new subjects in Granada.
      

      
      It would also be used against the Jews, despite Isabella’s assertion at the beginning of her reign that her Jewish subjects
         were under her protection. Convinced that Jews who had converted to Christianity, the conversos, were being influenced to
         return to their old faith by those who had not converted, Isabella was incensed that souls were being lost and a mockery made
         of her church. So, in March 1492, and from Granada, the Catholic Monarchs issued an order expelling all those Jews who refused
         to become Christian. They were given until July to comply or to leave Spanish shores. Those who remained and were now ostensibly Christian were subject to the pitiless control of the
         Holy Office.
      

      
      Isabella had no doubts of the wisdom of her decision. She had made it for God and for the sake of Spanish unity. The lands
         ruled by herself and Ferdinand would be united under God, the souls of the righteous would be protected, there would be no
         toleration for infidels. And, as they sat with their parents and their siblings in the rooms and courtyards so recently enjoyed
         by Boabdil and his court, Katherine and Juana, the two sisters whose fortunes were to be so closely joined, understood that
         they too were committed to the service of Spain and, even more importantly, to the service of God.
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 Royal Siblings

      
      With the fall of Granada, Juana and Katherine had settled down with their parents and their siblings at the town of Santa
         Fe, just outside the city. Ferdinand and Isabella, though elated by Boabdil’s departure and surrender, had not moved into
         his recently vacated palaces immediately. They had wanted to be sure the area was safe and they needed to make some basic
         repairs. This done, the family slept within the Alhambra’s walls for the first time in April 1492.
      

      
      Juana had been born at Toledo on 6 November 1479. Isabella had not contemplated suckling the infant herself because breastfeeding
         was commonly believed to delay a mother’s ability to conceive. Instead she had entrusted her baby to a wet-nurse, Maria de
         Santistevan. Soon the child grew into a very lively, pretty and graceful little girl who was to develop into a beautiful woman.
         She was, the Venetian ambassador would write, ‘very handsome’.
      

      
      Katherine had been born six years later, on 16 December 1485, in the Archbishop of Toledo’s castle in Alcalá de Hénares, a
         town about twenty miles from Madrid, her birth coinciding with a convenient lull in the wars against the Moors. Although known
         to us as Katherine, a name she was given after Isabella’s grandmother, the daughter of the English duke, John of Gaunt, she
         was always called Catalina within her birth family. She inherited her mother’s fair colouring but her features were more sensitive
         than Isabella’s, her lips more yielding, the set of her jaw less pronounced, her ‘sweet face’ suggesting a submissive, compliant
         nature. Appearances are often deceptive.
      

      
      To imagine the Alhambra as Juana and Katherine’s childhood home is tempting but fanciful; the truth is that after their initial
         visit in 1492, the royal family did not return to the city until 1499. In fact, home was where their parents, usually their
         mother, were at the time and she was rarely anywhere for long. All rulers sometimes travelled throughout their lands to show themselves to their subjects
         and establish their authority, but the Catholic Monarchs moved around more than most. After the civil wars that Isabella had
         fought to gain her crown in the first place a public display of majesty and power was politic. Then, during the Reconquista,
         as the wars against the Moors were always known, the Catholic Monarchs were to be found wherever the fighting happened to
         be. Isabella wanted her children with her whenever it was practicable, and so the close-knit family had journeyed together
         from camp to camp, from village to town, from city to city.
      

      
      But although almost fourteen by the time she saw the golden walls of Granada again, the city was clearly very important to
         Katherine. When she left her homeland to marry abroad, she had to choose a personal badge. She chose the pomegranate. She
         never said why. Yet while she probably had many reasons for her choice, we have a clue to one of them: the Spanish word for
         pomegranate is ‘granada’.
      

      
      It is easy to see why the city and Boabdil’s palace retained so special a place in her memory. Even today the Alhambra is
         magical. With its dramatic backdrop of the Sierra Nevada mountains, the hill on which the main buildings are set dominates
         the rest of the city. As the young Katherine sat by one of the delicately carved arched or rounded windows, she could gaze
         down on the maze of tiny houses in the narrow streets below. She could see the great mosque which her parents would turn into
         a huge cathedral, she could see the Albaicin, the area that housed the metal foundries and the silk works, she could see the
         Vega, the richly fertile, well-irrigated plain which provided the city’s food. She could wander through the shaded arcades
         where Moorish sultans and their court had so recently sat on cushioned pavements, glowingly coloured hangings adorning the
         walls behind them as they sheltered from the summer heat listening to music and poetry or discussing matters of state. And
         she could go into the throne room, with its tiled floor and intricately sculpted ceiling, where Boabdil had met with the Christian
         negotiators before accepting their terms and yielding his last stronghold. Years later Juana’s future son, Charles V, was
         so enchanted by his visit to the complex that, contemplating Boabdil’s capitulation, he was reputed to have said that he would rather have made it his grave than give it up.
      

      
      It was not that Katherine was unacquainted with such buildings. The Catholic Monarchs and their family were familiar with
         Islamic art and culture since other former Moorish cities and towns, such as Cordoba and Seville, had already fallen into
         Christian hands. But the Alhambra was, and still is, different. Many of its rooms were small and intimate, their decoration
         spectacularly beautiful; its gardens were enticingly cool in the scorching summer sun; its setting was unique; its romance
         as the venue for the Moors’ last stand was beguiling. Isabella and Ferdinand both fell under its spell. They commissioned
         artists and craftsmen to restore it, albeit with alterations, they frequently held court there and Isabella chose Granada
         as her burial place. But it was more than a work of art: it was the symbol of Christian success, the city that above all others
         represented the triumph of their faith over that of the Moors. Katherine shared her mother’s joy when the royal mosque was
         consecrated as a Christian church and a Franciscan monastery founded in what had been a leading Moor’s private house. Reverently,
         the Moors had carved Arabic inscriptions on the palace walls to glorify and praise Allah. ‘There is no conqueror but God’
         could be read everywhere, as it still can today. Neither Ferdinand nor Isabella would have had any quarrel with that sentiment,
         provided it was their God who was the conqueror. Capturing Granada and assuring the supremacy of Catholicism had been the
         queen’s personal crusade; Katherine and Juana, who would one day have their own crusades to wage, could appreciate that.
      

      
      While the Alhambra brought them into close contact with Islamic art, learning and wisdom, Juana and Katherine also grew up
         within the context of the European Renaissance. Keen to ensure that Spain was not a cultural backwater, Ferdinand and Isabella
         welcomed foreign scholars, endowed chairs in Hebrew and Greek in the University of Salamanca and patronised artists from abroad
         as well as from within their own realm. Katherine and Juana may well have lived amidst the bustle of a court which was forever
         on the move, but it was not a court bereft of ornament or exquisite artefacts.
      

      
      Isabella’s art collection contained a number of stunning works. With an eye to posterity, she commissioned portraits of herself and her children, a few by one of her favourite court painters,
         Michael Sittow. While today many of her pictures, frequently on a religious topic, are scattered through the galleries of
         Europe, there are also many which remain in Spain, some housed in the museum close to her tomb, a few paces away from the
         glass cases containing the standards and pennants which once dominated Granada’s towers. Thus it is still possible to gaze
         on pictures that Isabella loved, several of which Katherine and Juana too would have seen.
      

      
      There is the Garden of Gethsemane by Botticelli showing Christ kneeling beneath a comforting angel as He prays for the cup to be taken from Him; the disciples,
         separated from Christ by a wooden fence, sleep peacefully close by, blissfully unaware of what is to come. There are versions
         of the Nativity by masters such as Hans Memling, Rogier van der Weyden and Dieric Bouts, all of breathtaking beauty. There
         are depictions of the Crucifixion which do not shield the viewer from the full agonies of Christ upon the cross or from the
         harrowing grief suffered by the Virgin at the death of her son. Such images are not for the squeamish. What is interesting,
         though, is that the type of painting which appealed to the queen, and to which she exposed her children, tended to be conservative
         and contemplative, with suffering a key theme: the queen bought Botticelli’s Garden of Gethsemane not his Birth of Venus.

      
      A similar emphasis can be seen in the tapestries which Ferdinand and Isabella accumulated over the years. They inherited some,
         received others as presents, but purchased most themselves, so that Isabella possessed about 370 tapestries by the time she
         died. Again they were religious or moral in tone, several being used by the queen and her family in their chapels or in their
         private places of prayer, and again the pain of the Crucifixion is overt. The children would have been left in no doubt that
         suffering was an inevitable part of life and should be borne with stoicism, even with willing acceptance.
      

      
      And yet their early lives were not unhappy or filled with care. There was music and dancing, and there were presents. For
         the Christmas of the year when Granada fell, Ferdinand had taken time off from the Reconquista to choose dolls to delight
         his daughters. The little girls were even given dolls’ clothes in which to dress them. A much-cherished gift for the Catholic Monarchs’ son, Juan, was the
         chess set which he kept in his bathroom. And the children were often allowed the sweetmeats they so clearly relished; they
         could gorge on rose-flavoured syrup, on quince jelly, on aniseed balls, on lemon blossom candy. And their clothes were splendid
         too, for upon such matters were royal houses judged. Cloth from Flanders and from England was imported; there were velvets
         and silks; there were pretty ribbons; there was coral; there were hoops for farthingales; there were hats; there were fur-lined
         cloaks. Even the mules that they rode were equipped with silk and brocade to adorn saddles and girths. Every luxury that money
         could buy was lavished upon the children. An awareness of human tribulation and the importance of repentance and redemption
         did not preclude parental love.
      

      
      And it certainly did not preclude the need for ostentatious display. Later in her life, the queen was comfortable in the coarse
         habit of the Franciscans, and indeed asked to be buried wearing one, but this was not how she would have appeared in public.
         When Roger Machado, one of a group of envoys from Henry VII met her in 1489, he wrote that ‘the Queen was all dressed in cloth
         of gold, she wore a head-dress of gold-thread, and a fine necklace adorned with large pearls, and large and very fine diamonds
         in the centre’. On another occasion, Machado said that the rubies in her headdress were the ‘size of pigeon’s eggs’. Isabella
         knew exactly when it was politic to impress an audience: her simple, much-used bead rosary can still be seen but so can her
         elegant, regal silver crown. And, as she appeared before her people, so did her children. ‘It was a beautiful sight’, wrote
         Machado enthusiastically, ‘to see the richness of their dresses.’ Yet this was despite Isabella once protesting to her confessor
         that ‘all excess is distasteful to me’.
      

      
      Even as children, Katherine and Juana had understood that their gender determined their future. It was their brother, Juan,
         who was destined to govern their parents’ kingdoms; their role was to marry foreign princes and bear children, preferably
         sons. When they became wives, Katherine and Juana were led to believe, they should dedicate their lives to the service of
         God and act as ambassadors for their homeland. If they were lucky, the man they married might be young, handsome, chivalrous and charming, or he might be as old as their father; marriage could bring them joy or despair. Although
         Ferdinand and Isabella would never have deliberately prejudiced their daughters’ happiness, neither could they afford to take
         that into account. What mattered was that the girls should cement useful alliances with foreign powers to benefit Spain, for
         adept and shrewd queen consorts could wield considerable influence over their spouses. It was for such marriages that they
         were born and it was with this in mind that Isabella planned their upbringing. She wanted to equip her son with the knowledge
         needed to run his domains and her daughters with the skills and accomplishments that would make them desirable and respected
         wives and mothers.
      

      
      Isabella approached this task with characteristic practicality. Acutely aware of her own educational deficiencies, she determined
         that her children would not suffer from the same limitations. The queen’s religious ideals were certainly shaped by the early
         years she had spent in her mother’s highly devout household at Arévalo but, other than that she was instructed in housewifely
         crafts like spinning, weaving, sewing and baking, we know very little of her education. While she was certainly taught to
         be literate, a formal classical training was considered unnecessary as no one dreamt that she would one day rule Castile in
         her own right.
      

      
      After becoming queen, Isabella had worked to fill the gaps in her own knowledge. While fighting the Moors she found time to
         study Latin, the international language of diplomacy and culture, soon considering herself sufficiently expert as to correct
         pronunciation she thought inaccurate, and both she and Ferdinand were keen to promote learning within their dominions. Isabella’s
         championing of educational achievement not only meant giving tacit approval to erudite women such as Doña Lucia Medrano who
         lectured publicly at Salamanca, it earned fulsome accolades for herself.
      

      
      Using the works she had inherited from the existing royal library at Segovia as a basis, Isabella built up an extensive collection
         of books and manuscripts. While most of them were in her native Castilian, she also had several in Latin or in translations
         from the Latin. With her passionate religious faith, the fact that many were bibles, prayer books, homilies or general religious tracts is unsurprising, but she went very much further than that. There were chronicles of Spanish
         history; a copy of Caesar’s Commentaries; there were works on how princes should be educated; there were books on the law; there were volumes of Aristotle and on moral
         philosophy; there were Virgil’s poems and Aesop’s Fables; there was Boccaccio’s Decameron; and there were also works on chivalry and romance such as those about King Arthur. Isabella was indeed the Catholic Monarch,
         but her interests were more eclectic than that title suggests. And it was not just Juana and Katherine but her other three
         children who would reap the benefit of the queen’s love of learning.
      

      
      Of all of them, the eldest daughter, another Isabella, was probably the most similar to her mother in her intense piety. The
         queen’s first child, she was born in 1470, just a year after her parents married. She grew into a serious-minded girl, emotionally
         close to her mother, and always conscious of her duty to Spain and to God. Until her brother Juan was born in Seville seven
         years later, Princess Isabella was the Catholic Monarchs’ only heir. She was given the title of Princess ‘of the Asturias’,
         to signify this special status, the title being the Spanish equivalent of ‘Prince of Wales’ in England or ‘Dauphin’ in France.
         Clearly, though, the king and queen yearned for a male heir: the long gap following her first daughter’s birth had worried
         Isabella so much that she had asked her doctors’ advice.
      

      
      The sheer jubilation and delight that greeted Juan’s arrival was tangible proof that a boy was always more welcome than a
         girl. And this was even true for Isabella. Despite being the epitome of successful female monarchy, she knew that it was her
         duty to produce future kings. It was Juan, whom she called her ‘angel’, who was her main pride and joy.
      

      
      The child was baptised when he was ten days old. In an age when infant mortality was common and could strike rich and poor
         alike, babies needed to be given God’s protection very quickly if they were to avoid any risk of a perpetual after-life in
         limbo, the terrible nothingness awaiting those who died before being received into the Church. Crowds, braving the searing
         heat, had lined the streets of Seville on 9 July 1477 as the procession wound its way to the cathedral for the baptism, the
         baby in the arms of his nurse and accompanied by the most important figures of the court and the city. No expense was spared.
         This was, after all, the first glimpse the people would have of the boy destined for kingship. Isabella did not attend. As was the custom,
         she would have to wait until being ritually purified of the corruption of childbirth, a ceremony which usually took place
         about a month later, before returning to normal religious life.
      

      
      Isabella was to be disappointed in her hopes for a second son. When she gave birth again, in 1482, it was to a third daughter,
         Maria. Like Juana, her second daughter, Maria was a healthy baby, but her birth was tinged with sadness for Isabella since
         Maria was one of twins; the other child did not survive. Three years later the queen had Katherine, her last child.
      

      
      As soon as they were old enough, the children’s education began. Most effort, of course, was devoted to Juan, the son and
         heir, for he needed to be equipped for government, although the Catholic Monarchs had earlier lavished particular care on
         the upbringing of their eldest daughter, Isabella, going so far as to let her participate on state occasions. Her position,
         naturally, was transformed by Juan’s birth but even then she was kept involved in political affairs, for infant mortality
         was an ever-present worry. With the succession in the forefront of their minds, Ferdinand and Isabella ensured that doctors
         saw Juan every day to check on his general health.
      

      
      The prince’s daily routine was carefully programmed. He fitted in fixed periods of study with his tutor, Diego Deza, with
         ample time for prayers and for the music which he very much enjoyed. Determined that their son should be as cultured as any
         monarch in Europe, Ferdinand and Isabella arranged for him to have music lessons, gave him instruments, provided him with
         his own musicians and no doubt listened proudly as he sang in his pleasant tenor voice. In addition, they did their best to
         prepare him to rule, encouraging him to sit with them as they discussed matters of state, just as they had done with Princess
         Isabella. It was Deza who supervised Juan’s intellectual development. A Dominican friar who lectured in theology at Salamanca,
         he was himself an outstanding Latin scholar. His orthodoxy was beyond question so the queen was confident that he could instil
         the basic tenets of the Catholic faith while giving Juan a grounding in the new humanist, classical learning of the Renaissance.
         It was important to keep up to date.
      

      
      
      As for Juana, as soon as she was seven, her parents appointed Andres de Miranda as her first tutor. As with Deza and Juan,
         it was his task to teach her Latin, a language in which she became proficient, and Catholic doctrine. Records of some of the
         little girl’s possessions have survived so that we know that she was given a special box in which to carry letters, a lavishly
         decorated book of hours, prayer books and various Latin texts including poetry. She was taught to ride, she was taught music
         and dancing, she learnt how to behave in public. And, just like her own mother, Juana learnt housewifely tasks like baking,
         spinning, weaving and sewing.
      

      
      Her sister Maria was taught alongside her for a while and then it was Katherine’s turn. Katherine too was instructed in the
         female arts like spinning and sewing, skills in which she was particularly talented for later in life she took considerable
         pride in making and mending her husband’s shirts herself. Music and dancing lessons were also arranged for her. Dancing was
         something that Katherine particularly enjoyed. She did so in the Spanish tradition, which involved women dancing alone or
         with other women, making it rather like a public performance.
      

      
      Then, like her sisters, Katherine was nurtured in the classics, her parents engaging two remarkable humanist scholars, Antonio
         Geraldini and his brother Alessandro (who stepped in when Antonio died) as teachers. Alessandro, who took his duties very
         seriously, wrote a book on the education of girls. The book has long since disappeared, but it clearly remained in Katherine’s
         memory, for she was to commission a similar work for her own daughter. Perhaps due to Alessandro, Katherine’s Latin was excellent.
         Both she and Juana were able to speak it fluently, a very useful asset. Katherine would also have had access to her mother’s
         extensive library, although her reading was carefully monitored. She was introduced to the Christian poets, to history, to
         law, to the lives of the saints and to religious works such as the writings of St Augustine, as well as to carefully vetted
         classical authors like Seneca. Religion and morals were, of course, central to everything with which the girls were allowed
         to come into contact. Aesop’s Fables would have been allowed because they were a perfect way to teach moral precepts and,
         for yet lighter relief, there were always Isabella’s copies of Arthurian romances and chivalric tales.
      

      
      
      Ever-mindful of her own experiences, the queen was determined to give her girls the best start available and, by the standards
         of her time, she did. Her daughters were not the only educated noble women among the European aristocracy but they were certainly
         better educated than most women of their era. There was one omission, though: the study of foreign languages was largely neglected.
         Latin might be fine in the diplomatic sphere, but it hardly allowed for spontaneous chatter in the bedroom.
      

      
      And what happened in the bedroom was crucial because the carefree years of youth were ending: marriage negotiations were under
         way almost before the sisters could walk, let alone open a book. Katherine and Juana would soon face futures far removed from
         the gently playing fountains of the Alhambra.
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Of Weddings and Funerals

      
      Even as very little girls, Juana and Katherine were aware that one day they would leave Spanish shores permanently to wed
         for the good of their country and their dynasty. In 1490, when Juana was eleven years old and Katherine almost five, they
         were given their first taste of what that really meant.
      

      
      Throughout the spring and summer of that year, Ferdinand and Isabella hosted a series of magnificent celebrations. There was
         jousting, there was feasting, there were torchlight processions to accompany the every move of the cloth-of-gold-clad queen
         and her eldest daughter, Princess Isabella, together with the seventy court ladies, themselves shimmering in brocaded dresses
         and fine jewels, who were constantly at the side of Isabella and the princess.
      

      
      And, on Easter Sunday, there was a solemn Mass held in the cathedral of the formerly Moorish city of Seville. Surrounded by
         guards and members of the court, all sporting their very best and most impressive garments, the royal family went in procession
         through the crowded and decorated streets to the great church where Juan had been baptised over twelve years before. Once
         inside the cool, candle-lit building, with the scent of incense heavy in the air, the children listened as the Latin words
         echoed around them. This was no ordinary service: it was a proxy marriage for Katherine and Juana’s elder sister, the girl
         who had been playing such a prominent part in all of the events her parents were organising. Ferdinand and Isabella had agreed
         that their first born should marry the Portuguese prince Afonso, heir to the throne then occupied by his father, King John
         II. Only when she arrived in Portugal would the true marriage ceremony take place but it was customary for a proxy service
         to be held first.
      

      
      The extended festivities continued for some months. Since this was the first time that the Catholic Monarchs had married off one of their brood, they took every opportunity to flaunt their
         wealth, success and might to the other nations of Europe. No foreign power could be left in any doubt of the benefits a Spanish
         match could bring.
      

      
      The goodbyes could not be postponed for ever, though, and in November 1490 the princess left Spanish territories and entered
         Portugal. Once she was there, and married in person rather than by proxy, the round of merrymaking started all over again.
         We know exactly what happened because several of the banquets and entertainments laid on for the young princess were very
         well documented by the Portuguese chroniclers.
      

      
      One evening, there was a mummery.* King John started things off by appearing disguised as the Knight of the Swan. To the accompaniment of mock gunfire, trumpets,
         horns and minstrels, he came into the hall at the head of a fleet of large model ships which were fixed on to cloth painted
         with waves and foam. The quarterdecks of the ships were made of brocade, with sails in the princess’s colours of white and
         purple; the ships’ rigging was of gold and silk and had flags displaying the arms of both the king and Princess Isabella.
         Challenges for the next day’s jousts followed before King John danced with his new daughter-in-law. After yet more dancing
         and jollities, everyone retired to their chambers to get some sleep before the jousts began.
      

      
      The chronicler, Garcia de Resende, described two of the special banquets held in honour of the young couple and again, magnificence
         was the order of the day. At the first banquet, the royal family, sitting at a brocade-draped table, were waited on by the
         leading nobles’ young sons, all elegantly dressed in the richest of fabrics and all conscious of the honour of serving their
         king and his special guests. Even those seated at other, lesser tables were served by attendants whose liveries were of brocade
         and silk.
      

      
      Every major dish was ushered into the hall with elaborate ceremony, much bowing and doffing of caps, and with fanfares from
         musicians playing trumpets and drums. Indeed, the noise was so loud that it was impossible for people to hear themselves talk.
         The gourmet food, although perhaps not to modern taste, was the most expensive and enticing that the palace cooks could provide. Roasted peacocks,
         complete with their wonderful tails, together with other game birds and poultry, sweetmeats and fruit, were all proudly conveyed
         to the tables. And it did not stop there. A golden cart, filled with roasted sheep with gilded horns was brought in. The cart
         had been so skilfully constructed that it looked as if it was being pulled by two roasted whole steers with golden hooves
         and horns. For sheer theatricality, the banquet was outstanding. And it was but one of many.
      

      
      Ferdinand and Isabella could have had no reason to complain of the way in which their daughter was welcomed. However, it was
         only what they expected, and what Juana and Katherine would one day expect too. A precedent had been set.
      

      
      But if Princess Isabella’s wedding was a blueprint to which Juana and Katherine might aspire, what followed was not. In June
         1491, King John was swimming in the River Tagus near to the town of Santarem. Afonso, who was riding close by, suddenly challenged
         one of his companions to a race to see who could reach the banks of the river first. As he hared off with his friends, the
         prince was thrown by his horse and killed. Princess Isabella, a wife for only seven months, was now a widow. And the much-heralded
         alliance with Portugal was in tatters.
      

      
      The princess and Afonso’s parents were heartbroken. The banquets were no more, the music stilled, the tilting fields were
         silent. And Isabella, her hair cut off to show her sorrow and cloaked all in black, the colour worn for mourning by the Portuguese
         monarchs, returned home to the arms of her mother, arriving in time to be present when the city of Granada fell.
      

      
      The change in the princess was glaringly obvious to everyone. Before her marriage, Princess Isabella had enjoyed court entertainments
         and had willingly danced in public. Henry VII of England’s envoy, Machado, had remarked on her performances in his journals.
         The Catholic Monarchs had asked her to dance for Henry’s ambassadors and Machado described her partnering a Portuguese girl
         whom ‘she liked best’ of all her ladies. On another occasion, he wrote, she took the floor with all of her ladies, effortlessly
         executing ‘a low dance’. With Afonso’s death, however, she became the personification of raw misery. Thin, listless, weeping, she ‘determined not to marry’ ever again. All she wanted was to devote her life to God and never risk another
         such crushing bereavement. Faced with her daughter’s torment, Isabella supported her as best she could, and she did not immediately
         rush to betroth her again. For once, the queen put politics aside.
      

      
      But politics could not be put aside for long. Afonso’s accident was more than a personal tragedy for Princess Isabella; it
         meant that the much-heralded alliance with Portugal was in tatters. It was not, however, beyond repair: the solution was glaringly
         obvious. The new heir to the Portuguese throne, Prince Manuel, was a bachelor who was already acquainted with the widowed
         princess, and had always liked her. He was only too willing to take her as his wife. The only problem was trying to reconcile
         the girl to her duty.
      

      
      Neither Katherine nor Juana was particularly close to their elder sister. The age gap of nine years between Princess Isabella
         and Juana, and almost fifteen with Katherine, meant that Princess Isabella was virtually out of the schoolroom even before
         Juana could read. Nonetheless, both had played their part in the wedding celebrations and both witnessed their elder sister’s
         spectacular collapse. Katherine was still much too young really to understand what had happened to change the princess so
         radically, but Juana, at twelve, saw only too clearly what it could be like to lose a husband. And it was the question of
         husbands for their daughters and a bride for their son that was very much preoccupying the minds of the siblings’ parents.
      

      
      The crux of the matter was how best to use their offspring to further Spanish interests. Clearly the alliance with Portugal
         had to be resurrected but the Catholic Monarchs were also considering how to counter a growing threat from the Valois kings
         of France. Although still developing in strength and expanding its territory, France was fast becoming the key player on the
         European stage. The trouble was that this brought France and Spain into conflict. Two main areas were in dispute: having seized
         the Aragonese provinces of Roussillon and Cerdagne in 1463 from Ferdinand’s father, the French went on to invade Italy in
         1494. Ferdinand was not only resolved to win back his lost provinces but was also hoping to gain Naples to complement his
         existing Italian lands of Sicily and Sardinia. Because France would not sit back and let Ferdinand do whatever he wanted to redraw the map of Europe, encircling the French by marrying off his children to France’s enemies might
         be the solution. At least Ferdinand would then have allies in useful strategic spots.
      

      
      So, as Juan played chess in his apartments, he and his sisters were becoming living pawns on the board of international diplomacy.
         Gender would play its part, for the one sibling who would not have to leave Spain was Juan. ‘They do not like to part with
         their only son, and to send him to a foreign country’, was said to be the reaction of Ferdinand and Isabella when a match
         with the teenage Duchess of Brittany was suggested for him. As their heir, the Catholic Monarchs could demand that his bride
         come to him rather than the other way around.
      

      
      And they selected that bride and the girls’ husbands with considerable care. Maria would be held in reserve, just in case
         Princess Isabella continued to decline and refused to marry the new Portuguese heir; to save one princess for emergencies
         was prudent. For Katherine, it was to be an English wedding. Henry VII, who had won the crown from the Yorkists on the battlefield
         at Bosworth in 1485, had two sons, Prince Arthur and Prince Henry. Katherine would marry Arthur, the eldest, and eventually
         would become England’s queen. The alliance would be valuable for Spain since England and France had been enemies for centuries.
         Then, for Juan and Juana, a brother and sister team was chosen: Archduchess Margaret and Archduke Philip of Burgundy.
      

      
      The duchy of Burgundy was rich in trade and culture. It had also once been huge, originally straddling much of north-eastern
         France and most of what we now think of as the Netherlands, Belgium and Luxembourg. Geography alone had long made Burgundy
         and France uneasy neighbours in the 1470s and had brought the Burgundian duke, Charles the Bold, into direct confrontation
         with Louis XI of France. Casting his ever-avaricious eyes on those Burgundian areas which abutted his own, Louis had taken
         his chance to grab what he could of Charles’s lands when the duke died in 1477. Charles’s heir was his only daughter, Mary,
         who had married Maximilian, the son of the Holy Roman Emperor, Frederick III. The union was happy, Maximilian finding his
         wife enchanting. In a letter to a friend, he described her as tall, slender, ‘lovely, good and virtuous’. Although Maximilian
         had tried to recover his beauteous wife’s conquered lands, he failed. Yet, despite her losses, the territories Mary still retained were substantial, chiefly comprising the Netherlands or Low Countries, and
         consolation had come to the young couple in the form of two healthy children, Philip and Margaret. It was these children who
         Ferdinand and Isabella thought would be suitable partners for Juan and Juana.
      

      
      Juana counted herself lucky: she could have been married off to the father rather than the son. When Philip was just four
         years old, Mary of Burgundy died following a hunting accident. Not one to succumb to the sin of excessive mourning, Maximilian
         contemplated a substitute with almost indecent haste. A Spanish princess he thought (and he was not too particular about which
         one) might fill the vacant slot. When the Catholic Monarchs demurred at this, he married elsewhere and so Juana was earmarked
         for Philip.
      

      
      On paper, it seemed an excellent bargain for both sides. Conveniently sited on France’s doorstep, Burgundy was a promising
         ally for Spain, and Maximilian hoped to count on formidable support should the French attack those (still extensive) lands
         that remained. True, Juana would be an archduchess rather than a queen, but if Philip became Holy Roman Emperor some time
         in the future, she might become an empress. She should do well in the personal sphere as well. Just a year older than herself,
         Philip took after his mother in looks and in a love of sporting pursuits. He was, wrote the Venetian ambassador, ‘above the
         middle stature, of fair proportions, handsome, and of a most pleasing appearance, and most gracious both in manner and language’.
         No royal princess could ask for more.
      

      
      And, with Juan marrying Philip’s sister, there was an additional reason for satisfaction. A double marriage was financially
         advantageous: dowries could be dispensed with, and the fleet which took Juana to Burgundy could bring Margaret back to Spain,
         which meant that yet more money could be saved. That was ideal too.
      

      
      Once all was decided, there was the matter of Juana’s trousseau and travel arrangements. For sixteen-year-old Juana, all was
         bustle and excitement. Ferdinand and Isabella were determined to send their daughter off in style so Juana and her mother
         spent hours choosing the jewels, fabrics and clothes she needed to create the right impression once she reached Burgundy.
         Ample provisions for the voyage were amassed as well. Two hundred cattle, one thousand chickens and four thousand barrels of wine ensured that Juana and the crew
         would not starve. Juana’s household also included Moorish slave girls; after capturing the city, Isabella had allocated some
         of Malaga’s people as living gifts to her own family and privileged nobles. Having the girls in her entourage was comforting
         for Juana; it meant that she took part of Spain with her as she entered an unfamiliar world.
      

      
      Knowing that they might never see Juana again, the entire royal family accompanied her to the port of Laredo where she would
         board the ship that would take her to her new life. For Katherine, it was a taste of what to expect when it was her turn to
         leave home. Although she had known that such a parting was inevitable, Isabella found the process heartbreaking. As she watched
         the small fleet gradually sail out of view on 22 August 1496, the battle-hardened queen wept. She treasured every last moment
         she spent with her daughter. And she worried terribly over the perils of the journey. The French might attack, the seas were
         dangerous, anything could happen. She sent several letters to Henry VII, begging him to look after Juana and Margaret as though
         they were his own children should either of them be forced to seek refuge in an English port.
      

      
      The queen was right to be worried. The French did not attack, but freak winds caused one of Juana’s ships to be wrecked off
         a sandbank within sight of the Burgundian coast. Although unhurt, Juana lost some of her precious baggage along with some
         of the ship’s crew. It was hardly a triumphant start to her marriage. To make matters worse, when the apprehensive princess
         looked for her betrothed, Philip was nowhere to be seen: he was miles away in Germany. It was to be several days before they
         met. But Juana had been well schooled: she knew exactly how to behave and set herself to win the hearts of the people who
         must now become hers.
      

      
      The ships that took Juana to the Burgundian Netherlands then braved the return voyage, with Margaret on board. Just like Juana,
         she too had a terrifying journey. Bowing to Isabella’s entreaties, Henry VII was quick to offer help to the young archduchess
         when the Channel became so rough that she was compelled to shelter in Southampton. With his son’s marriage to Katherine in
         his mind, the king was eager to please the Catholic Monarchs in any way he could. So he sent servants to help Margaret, he begged her to
         take ‘all and everything’ she wanted and ‘to order any service’ she required. He even offered to visit her if she stayed long
         enough in Southampton. She did not.
      

      
      Katherine first met her new sister-in-law when Margaret landed at Santander in March 1497. It was difficult not to like her.
         Margaret was seventeen, bubbly, clever, spirited, charming and very attractive. Ferdinand and Isabella were delighted with
         her. Juan was entranced. Married less than a month after her arrival, the two were inseparable, the physical side of their
         relationship so intense that his doctors were concerned for Juan’s health.
      

      
      Weddings were very much the order of the day in 1497. As Katherine greeted Margaret, she prepared to bid farewell to Princess
         Isabella. Patience had paid off. The widowed princess at last agreed to marry Manuel of Portugal. Following the death of King
         John II, Manuel had become king in his place, so Princess Isabella would become Queen of Portugal. Now that she had made up
         her mind to do her duty by her homeland and her family, the Catholic Monarchs set off to escort her to the frontier.
      

      
      As the royal party set off, all seemed well. Only Maria’s future was still under discussion. Juan was blissfully happy with
         Margaret, Juana was secure as Archduchess of Burgundy, and it would not be too long before Katherine left for England. But
         then Katherine was brought face to face with tragedy. Her first experience of death had been when Prince Afonso, her sister
         Isabella’s husband, had died so unexpectedly, but Katherine had been barely five then and had never met Afonso anyway. What
         happened now was very different and, at eleven, she was old enough to share the grief which shattered her family.
      

      
      The disaster came very suddenly. As the royal party progressed happily to the Portuguese border, a messenger reported that
         Juan had been taken ill. Instead of going with everyone else, he and Margaret had gone to Salamanca to show themselves to
         their future subjects. It was there that Juan became ill; even today no one can be sure quite what was wrong with him. Perhaps
         it was an infection, perhaps tuberculosis, it is impossible to say. All anyone knew at the time was that, whatever it was,
         it was very serious. Ferdinand rushed to his son’s bedside, leaving Isabella to complete the journey with their eldest daughter.
      

      
      When Ferdinand arrived in Salamanca, he found Juan weak from fever but conscious and able to talk. Horrified by Juan’s decline,
         Ferdinand desperately tried to encourage the boy to fight, telling him that the sickness would soon pass. Juan was more fatalistic.
         Realising he was in the throes of his last illness, the twenty-year-old prince stoically surrendered to God’s will as he had
         been taught that a good Catholic should, bravely spending his last days preparing himself for death. That death came on 4
         October 1497. The deep happiness he had shared with Margaret had lasted for only six months.
      

      
      His mother’s response to the loss of her only son was also in good Catholic mode: ‘The Lord hath given, and the Lord hath
         taken away, blessed be His name’, she was reported to have said. Yet Juan’s death hit the Catholic Monarchs hard, their own
         misery compounded by fears for the succession. ‘Never was there a death which occasioned such deep and general lamentation
         throughout the land,’ wrote an unknown chronicler. Briefly, the focus switched to Margaret; as Juan had lain dying, his baby
         had been growing in her womb. But, to the family’s anguish, Margaret miscarried.
      

      
      Scarcely had Princess Isabella reached Portugal than she heard of her brother’s death. Somehow she had pulled herself together
         after her widowhood, now she had to do so again. And this time, she had to cope with more than personal sorrow, for Juan’s
         inheritance was now hers. Together with Manuel, she travelled back to Spain so that her claim to her future legacy could be
         recognised by the various regional parliaments, the Cortes.
      

      
      It was a sad homecoming. But there was hope that good fortune would return: she was expecting Manuel’s child. To universal
         joy, the child was born safely and was a boy. But death had not yet finished with Katherine and Juana’s family. Still reeling
         from Juan’s demise and Margaret’s miscarriage, they had another blow to bear: Princess Isabella died shortly after giving
         birth. The only comfort was that the child, who was baptised Miguel, seemed healthy, and Manuel agreed that his son could
         be raised in Spain so that he could learn about the lands that one day would be his. Two years later came the unthinkable:
         the little boy sickened and died, cradled in his grandmother’s arms.
      

      
      For the Spanish royal family, so much had changed so quickly. Mourning the loss of two of their five children and a grandson,
         Ferdinand and Isabella tried hard to accept God’s will. Yet they had little time to grieve, for state business had to carry
         on, the dynasty had to be secured. Each of their three remaining children would now have to play her part.
      

      
      If potentially the most glorious, Juana’s task was the most challenging. After kissing her mother goodbye at Laredo, she had
         had to put thoughts of Spain out of her mind. Now she was her parents’ heir and would have to return to be acclaimed by the
         various Cortes, just as her sister had done before her. As the Catholic Monarchs’ third child, this was something she had
         never contemplated.
      

      
      The placid Maria, providentially unmarried, slipped seamlessly into King Manuel’s bed in her dead sister’s place; widowed
         and childless, he needed another wife and she was available. Through her, the alliance between Spain and Portugal could be
         maintained.
      

      
      Katherine was the last to leave home. Perhaps Isabella wanted to wait until Arthur had reached at least fourteen, considered
         a suitable age for marriage; perhaps she wanted to be certain that Henry’s grip on his throne was firm enough to risk her
         youngest child; perhaps, and quite likely, worn down by the stream of deaths within her family, she found comfort in Katherine’s
         company and wanted to keep her remaining child with her for as long as she could. Whatever her reasons for delay, Isabella
         knew that Henry VII would not wait for ever, and the English match would bring advantages to Spain. It could not be allowed
         to disintegrate. So, on 8 April 1501, Isabella wrote to Dr de Puebla, her ambassador in London, to say that Katherine would
         be leaving from Coruna, the port which allowed ‘the shortest passage from Spain to England’ as soon as practicable. It was
         now Katherine’s turn to serve her country and her family. She had not yet reached her sixteenth birthday.
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‘Our Illustrious Children’

      
      While Katherine took her final, lingering look as the shoreline of her homeland gradually disappeared from view, Henry Tudor,
         Henry VII of England, prepared to meet his daughter-in-law and Arthur his bride.
      

      
      As far as the king was concerned, all was ready. His plans for her reception were in place, and they were detailed. He had
         tried to think of everything because this moment was one that he had been working to achieve since 1488 when Katherine had
         been little more than a toddler and himself still a fledgling monarch on a decidedly rocky throne. Always a man to stand on
         his own dignity, not only would he require the same courtesy for his son’s wife, he was shrewd enough to realise that despite
         Isabella’s pleas that the cost of the various ceremonials should be ‘moderate’, the Spanish queen too would expect every protocol
         to be observed. When Princess Isabella had married Afonso of Portugal, the Portuguese could not have been more fulsome; Katherine
         deserved no less. She might be coming, as her mother stated, ‘to be the source of all kinds of happiness’ not ‘the cause of
         any loss to England’, financially, but she was still a princess of distinguished lineage and any ‘demonstrations of joy’ which
         might erupt spontaneously at her daughter’s reception would be ‘naturally agreeable’ to Isabella.
      

      
      Demonstrations of joy did indeed erupt when Katherine’s fleet at last reached the safety of the English harbour at Plymouth
         in Devon on 2 October 1501. She could not have been more welcomed, her mother was informed, ‘if she had been the Saviour of
         the world’. After prettily thanking the mayor for greeting her, Katherine’s first act was to go to the nearest church to thank
         God for stepping on to dry land.
      

      
      Well might she have done so, for her journey could hardly have been much worse. It was definitely protracted. And she had
         left Spain without the last-minute farewells that her sisters had enjoyed. Ferdinand and Isabella had intended to go to Coruna with Katherine so that they could see her comfortably installed on her ship and say
         their final goodbyes. Isabella’s letter to de Puebla announcing that Katherine was to leave as soon as possible is dated 8
         April 1501 but, because Ferdinand was forced to suppress a sudden Moorish rebellion, he had not reached Granada, where Katherine
         was staying, until 15 May.
      

      
      Granada is always at its best in the mild spring sunshine; the earthy red walls of the Alhambra take on a golden hue, blossom
         scents the air, the trees are laden with the palest of green leaves. Waiting for him within the palace which she knew she
         would never see again had been so distressing for Katherine that she became ill and had to delay her departure for almost
         another week. In view of that her parents had changed their minds about taking her to Coruna as they would only slow her up.
         Thus, of all their children, it was their last-born who had ridden towards the ship that would carry her to her new life with
         only her household in attendance. But at least she was taking a little part of Granada with her: her chosen pomegranate badge.
      

      
      Although she left Granada on 21 May, she had not boarded her vessel until late September. It had taken her almost three months
         struggling along dusty roads in soaring temperatures even to reach the coast. And then she had faced such furious storms in
         her first attempt to sail to England that she and her entourage had been forced to take refuge in Laredo before trying again
         on 27 September. When Henry heard this, he sent ‘one of his best captains’, Stephen Brett, to guide her towards English shores.
         Even so, the fifteen-year-old girl had faced yet more ‘jeopardies from storms and tempests’ before she set foot in her new
         land. While the weather had been good at the start of the six-day trip, it had deteriorated so much that fellow travellers
         said that ‘it was impossible not to be frightened’. Katherine’s faith had been surely tested, but neither then nor later would
         she ever waver in her trust in the ultimate goodness of her God. But taking her first step on English soil cannot have been
         anything other than a great relief.
      

      
      As she made her way in easy stages towards London, Katherine had the satisfaction of knowing that, so far at least, she had
         done all that was expected of her. Her parents were delighted with their bargain. For the Catholic Monarchs, a new ally against
         France had been purchased, their enemy’s encirclement intensified; by marrying Arthur, Henry’s eldest son and heir, Katherine knew that she was playing
         her part in nurturing her family’s interests.
      

      
      What she did not know was just how tight-fisted her parents had been on the matter of her dowry, a matter that had dragged
         on for years and years and would come to blight her own position later on. Insisting that the sum agreed ‘must be as small
         as possible’, the Catholic Monarchs had pressed ambassador de Puebla to persuade Henry to accept part of it ‘in ornament and
         apparel for the person and the household of the infanta’. De Puebla’s opening offer was to be that these goods should comprise
         one half of the total dowry, although he could slip to one quarter if Henry refused to budge. Eventually Henry had reluctantly
         agreed that the dowry could be paid in instalments but questions of finance dogged letter after letter that trundled its way
         between the Spanish and the English courts and there was ominous scope for further argument and dispute even as Katherine
         set sail.
      

      
      For the young princess herself, unaware of this particular cloud on the horizon, everything in England was new, from the landscape
         to the people she met. The Devon countryside, still bathed in the mists of autumn, was soft and luxuriant; even the lush vegetation
         flourishing close to Granada had quickly given way to harsh, arid plains and a rugged mountainous terrain. Southern England,
         which she saw before the bleakness of winter had a chance to gain hold, was an area of rolling hills, woodland, and green,
         fertile farmland.
      

      
      When he knew that she had arrived safely, Henry wrote to her at once. His letter has survived. Alas, it was ‘hardly possible’
         for him to meet her immediately, he wrote, but he begged her to consider him ‘henceforward as your good and [loving] father,
         as familiarly as you would do the king and queen your parents’. On his part, he said, he was ‘determined to treat, receive,
         and favour you like our own daughter, and in no wise more [or less dearly] than any of our own children’. He could not have
         been more encouraging. And the carefully selected courtiers whom Henry sent to receive her could not have been more welcoming
         or helpful. That is, after they had overcome a major hurdle.
      

      
      There had been one development that Henry’s schemes had not foreseen: because of the dreadful weather, Katherine’s fleet had docked at Plymouth. Those instructed to welcome her were
         over one hundred miles away in Southampton, where she had been expected to disembark. Quickly revising the arrangements, Henry
         ordered Lord Willoughby de Broke, the high steward of his household, to meet Katherine at Exeter. His overtures were shortly
         followed by those of the Earl of Surrey and the Dowager Duchess of Norfolk, both of whom treated her with considerable respect
         and courtesy. Language difficulties were smoothed away with the help of an interpreter. All went so well that, as her stately
         progress continued, Katherine had every reason to feel optimistic about her future. She also had the consolation of being
         surrounded by familiar faces from her homeland.
      

      
      Isabella had spent some time deciding on the numbers and personnel of the princess’s household, an issue which had occasioned
         considerable correspondence with Henry VII. Perpetually balancing his naturally parsimonious nature (which rivalled that of
         the Catholic Monarchs) with the need for public display, and anxious when he heard that she would be bringing ‘an incredibly
         large’ retinue, Henry had requested that Katherine’s servants should be ‘as small a number as possible’. He promised to provide
         for her within his own court where she would be ‘attended and obeyed and loved by the first noblemen and ladies of the kingdom’,
         obviously a cheaper option in the long run. However, he was also keen that Katherine’s ladies should be ‘of gentle birth and
         beautiful, or at least that none of them should be ugly’. Creating the right impression mattered just as much to Henry as
         it did to Ferdinand and Isabella. In a list which is still extant, we can see that Katherine was to be accompanied by over
         fifty people, including ladies of honour who in turn had two slaves (presumably Moorish girls taken at Malaga) to care for
         them. The list also includes a laundress, a master of ceremonies, a major domo, a confessor, chaplains, pages, a butler, equerries,
         keeper of the plate, a cook, a baker, squires – it goes on and on. The most important figure for Katherine, though, was Doña
         Elvira Manuel, the first lady of the bedchamber. The young princess looked to the older woman for guidance and support in
         these early days, support and guidance which Doña Elvira was only too happy to offer.
      

      
      Although she had as yet seen none of them personally, the princess already had a very good idea of the family which she was about to join. Henry VII, like her own mother, had fought for his
         crown. With only a slight claim through his mother, Margaret Beaufort (who was descended from one of the illegitimate children
         of John of Gaunt, Edward III’s son and the grandfather of Katherine’s own mother), it was chance more than anything that had
         given Henry his opportunity. That chance had come because of the Wars of the Roses, which were fought between the rival houses
         of York and Lancaster, the white rose and the red. Although bitter antagonisms had remained quietly simmering beneath the
         surface, the fighting had largely died down when the leading Yorkist, Edward, became King Edward IV. His early death in 1483
         had sparked trouble because both his sons were children. It was then that Edward’s brother, Richard, had seized the crown
         for himself, thrusting aside his late brother’s sons on disputed charges of illegitimacy. The two young princes had been imprisoned
         within the grim walls of the Tower of London; their subsequent disappearance making many suspect that Richard had ordered
         their murder. Henry Tudor, more or less the last Lancastrian left standing, had decided to take over himself. This he duly
         did by defeating and killing Richard in the short but desperately fought battle at Bosworth near Leicester in August 1485,
         just three months before Katherine’s birth.
      

      
      Conquering Richard was one thing; hanging on to the crown was another, but Henry was remarkably successful in doing just that.
         Otherwise, the Catholic Monarchs would never have envisaged entrusting Katherine to him regardless of how advantageous an
         alliance the marriage would bring; it would have been the waste of a daughter. Since Henry was also a man who thought before
         he acted, he would not have wasted a child either, particularly not his precious son and heir. The match suited him: not only
         did it prove that the Tudors had earned their place as one of the major ruling dynasties of Europe, it might ensure support
         against France or against remaining Yorkist claimants or plots.
      

      
      The political dimensions of the marriage had been negotiated between Henry and Katherine’s parents, sometimes via direct diplomatic
         correspondence, sometimes through ambassadors. But the personal side of the union was different and much of this had been
         undertaken by the two central female figures at Henry’s court, his mother and his wife, both of whom were as eager to see the young princess
         as she was to see them.
      

      
      Margaret Beaufort was of a type that the daughter of Isabella of Castile would recognise: austere, pious, formidable, a woman
         to be reckoned with. Married around the time of her twelfth birthday to Edmund Tudor, a man twice her age, Margaret gave birth
         before she was fourteen to the child who would one day become Henry VII. Born two months after his father’s early death, Henry
         was Margaret’s only child in spite of two further marriages, and she loved him fiercely. She plotted and schemed like a tigress,
         sometimes putting herself in danger, to secure his future.
      

      
      Many of the tender letters between mother and son have survived. While punctiliously showing him the respect that kingship
         engendered, Margaret speaks to him in terms of endearment, often calling him her ‘dear heart’, her ‘only desired joy in the
         world’, her ‘sweet king’, her ‘worldly joy’. And Henry, who could so often appear cold and clinical, responded similarly.
         In one letter he begged her to forgive him for not writing ‘with myne owne hand’ as often as he would wish, because his eyesight
         was ‘nothing so perfitt [perfect] as it has ben’.
      

      
      Extremely wealthy in her own right, Margaret was made even richer once Henry was king. Despite a favourite establishment at
         Collyweston in Northamptonshire and a mansion on the banks of the Thames, she was often to be found at her beloved son’s side,
         taking the semi-official title of the ‘King’s Mother’. She was far from being a merely silent, supportive presence. ‘The King
         is much influenced by his mother … in affairs of personal interest and in others,’ the Spanish ambassador, Pedro de Ayala,
         informed the Catholic Monarchs. ‘Affairs of personal interest’ naturally involved the marriages of Margaret’s grandchildren.
         And of those, none would matter more than that of Arthur, Prince of Wales.
      

      
      Henry’s queen, Elizabeth of York, prudently said nothing about what she thought of her mother-in-law’s possessiveness, although
         the same Spanish ambassador told Ferdinand and Isabella that she did not like it’. Henry had married her four months after
         triumphing at Bosworth. Like everything else he undertook, his marriage was sensible and pragmatic, for Elizabeth was the eldest daughter of Edward
         IV and the niece of the defeated Richard III. Marrying her, therefore, ostensibly united the warring factions of York and
         Lancaster and neutralised any ambitions Elizabeth might have had to rule herself. Described by the Venetian ambassador as
         ‘a very handsome woman and in conduct very able’, she was tall, fair, lovely and with a naturally charming manner. While the
         king, it was said by the Spaniard de Ayala in his very full report, was generally ‘disliked’ because he imposed such high
         taxes, the queen was ‘beloved’. She and Henry had four living children by the time of Katherine’s arrival: Arthur, Prince
         of Wales, his younger brother, Henry, and two daughters, Margaret (probably named after the ‘King’s Mother’) and Mary.
      

      
      Although Margaret Beaufort was present at many discussions, and gave her opinion with some force, the private letters about
         Arthur and Katherine had been left to their mothers. Elizabeth, keen to communicate with the Spanish queen, had encouraged
         Isabella to contact her so that they could share news on ‘our illustrious children’. In a letter which is still extant, Elizabeth
         began by flatteringly declaring that she had always ‘entertained singular love and regard’ for Isabella ‘above all other queens
         in the world’, and that love had been ‘increased and accumulated by the accession of the most noble affinity which has recently
         been celebrated between the most illustrious Lord Arthur prince of Wales, our eldest son, and the most illustrious princess
         the Lady Katherine, the infanta, your daughter’. Despite all ‘cares and cogitations’, Elizabeth continued, ‘we wish and desire
         from our heart that we may often and speedily hear of the health and safety of your serenity, and of the health and safety
         of the aforesaid most illustrious Lady Katherine, whom we think of and esteem as our own daughter’.
      

      
      Elizabeth had appeared to receive Isabella’s letters with great pleasure, even if perhaps that pleasure was diplomatically
         exaggerated. The ambassador, Gutierre Gomez de Fuensalida, once told the Catholic Monarchs how the English queen was so determined
         that her replies should be just right’ that sometimes she had them redone three or four times before agreeing that they could
         be dispatched. When, on another occasion, sion, two letters from Isabella and two from Katherine herself were delivered, she had refused to give one to her husband
         who wanted to carry [it] continually about him’ because she wanted to keep it herself. She had forwarded the others to Arthur.
      

      
      One matter which had concerned both Elizabeth and her mother-in-law was how they would converse with Katherine when she came,
         since they spoke neither Latin nor Spanish. Henry, who had spent some time voluntarily exiled in France during Richard III’s
         reign in fear of assassination, spoke excellent French, Arthur was taught the language, and it was the native tongue of Margaret
         of Burgundy who had married Katherine’s brother Juan. French, therefore, seemed the ideal solution, so the queen and the ‘King’s
         Mother’ had suggested that Margaret of Burgundy should teach it to Katherine so that communication might be easier. Alas,
         Margaret’s marriage to Juan had proved all too short for that to happen.
      

      
      As for Katherine and Arthur, they too had corresponded, but in Latin. For both, the match was a matter of royal duty, but
         that did not preclude a personal rapport, and the letters that have survived suggest that a bond was being nurtured. ‘I have
         read the most sweet letters of your highness lately given to me, from which I have easily perceived your most entire love
         to me,’ he writes. ‘Traced by your own hand, [they] have so delighted me, and have rendered me so cheerful and jocund, that
         I fancied I beheld your highness and conversed with and embraced my dearest wife.’ He declared himself very thankful that
         Katherine had ‘so lovingly corresponded’ to his ‘ardent love’. And, like his betrothed, whose luggage already included an
         exquisitely worked cloth for a christening robe, the teenage prince knew that royal duty involved procreation. Thus, he pleaded
         that her ‘coming … be hastened, that instead of being absent we may be present with each other, and the love conceived between
         us and the wished-for joys may reap their proper fruit’. He, at least, envisaged no problems on their wedding night.
      

      
      That wedding night was still some way off as Katherine travelled sedately through the counties of Somerset, Dorset and Hampshire
         towards London, her arrival in every town causing large, excited crowds to gather in the hope of catching a glimpse of the
         woman who one day would be their queen. She did not expect to meet the king, the queen, the ‘King’s Mother’ and, most importantly,
         Arthur, until the day of her wedding. But, as would so often happen in Katherine’s life, she was soon to discover that events
         do not always go according to plan.
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Face to Face

      
      From their earliest years, Juana and Katherine understood that because their futures would lie in the lands of their husbands
         they would have adjustments to make in everything from language to food, from landscape to climate, from clothing to cultural
         mores. Such was the fate of all princesses used to seal alliances. Practical matters could be expected, even planned for,
         but at the centre of all diplomacy, negotiations and marriage settlements were the lives of two people. To legislate for how
         they would relate to each other was impossible. Courtly letters promising enduring love were one thing, sexual chemistry quite
         another.
      

      
      Juana was in the Netherlands for over a month before she met Philip. To be fair, no one had been quite sure when she would
         arrive. Not only was her journey difficult, dangerous and unpredictable but the courier sent ahead to bring news to the Burgundians
         ended up sailing with Juana’s fleet since passing through France was too dangerous. The moment Philip heard that she had landed,
         though, he set off from a meeting of the imperial diet at Lindau, a small town on Lake Constance in Germany, and rode to meet
         her.
      

      
      The intervening weeks gave Juana a chance to see something of her new country. She was not quite seventeen and had never left
         the Iberian peninsula before so everything was very, very new. The picture of health, youth and innocence, she looked wonderful.
         Like her mother and her sister, Katherine, she had auburn hair and a fair complexion. Her nose was long and straight, her
         blue eyes were large, deep and soulful, her mouth was an almost perfect cupid’s bow, her lips were full, her fingers slim
         and delicate. If there was a hint of her intense, passionate, volatile nature, it was well hidden. Confident in her worth
         as the daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella, and well drilled in how to behave and in what her parents expected, she put herself out to be as engaging as possible to everyone she saw as she travelled through the countryside
         towards the little town of Lier to wait for Philip.
      

      
      Everywhere she was a success. In Bergen-op-Zoom she was present at the christening of the daughter of a Burgundian noble family
         who were particularly pro-Spanish; the child was named Jeanne as a mark of respect to her. In Antwerp, which had already planned
         a lavish reception, she donned cloth of gold to ride through streets lined with cheering merchants and their families, passing
         houses draped with brilliantly coloured embroidered hangings, and with her presence announced by trumpeters. The crowds thought
         her enchanting.
      

      
      En route to Lier, she met Philip’s sister, Margaret, the girl destined to return to Spain to marry Juana’s brother, Juan,
         and it was Margaret who went with her to Lier and remained with her for those final days before Philip, tired, dusty and expectant,
         rode into the courtyard of the nunnery where she was staying. The wedding was due to take place in the large gothic cathedral
         of St Gummaruskerk on 20 October 1496 but when Philip turned up at the convent a week before that and took one look at his
         beautiful bride, he wanted the union celebrated, and therefore consummated, earlier. The physical attraction between Juana
         and Philip was immediate and electric; it was Juana’s misfortune that, for her, that initial spark would never be quite extinguished.
         Philip of Burgundy, she would discover to her cost, liked women too much to be content with marital fidelity.
      

      
      When Katherine set off for England to start her own married life, Juana had already been Philip’s archduchess for five years.
         In some ways Katherine’s reception was similar to that experienced by her sister. She too, had landed unexpectedly, throwing
         all the advance preparations into disarray. But Henry had quickly rallied, plans had been altered, and Katherine had found
         herself escorted towards London with appropriate courtesy and respect. What was very different, though, was Katherine’s first
         face-to-face encounter with her betrothed. Hers, although unexpected, was far more sedate.
      

      
      It happened when she reached Dogmersfield, a palace in Hampshire which belonged to the Bishop of Bath and Wells. According
         to Don Pedro de Ayala, one of the Spanish ambassadors, Ferdinand and Isabella had given strict orders that their daughter should not be seen by her bridegroom until the day of her marriage. This was a
         step too far for Henry VII, who decided otherwise.
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