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			Alison Weir is a bestselling historical novelist of Tudor fiction, and the leading female historian in the United Kingdom. She has published more than thirty books, including many leading works of non-fiction, and has sold over three million copies worldwide.
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			Alison is a fellow of the Royal Society of Arts and an honorary life patron of Historic Royal Palaces.
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About The Golden Prince


			Ahead of her spellbinding new novel, Henry VIII: The Heart & The Crown, Alison Weir invites readers to return to the sumptuous world of the Tudor court with this short companion story – told by the woman who knew Henry from the very beginning . . .

			1491, Eltham Palace. Anne Oxenbridge is still mourning the loss of her young child when she accepts the position of wetnurse to Prince Harry, the Queen’s second son.

			Beyond the silver cradles and luxurious Turkish carpets of the royal nursery, she knows there is something special about this baby – but never expected to love him as her own.

			All too soon, singing and stories must be set aside in favour of books and learning. It appears that Anne’s time with her golden prince is also over . . . until a twist of fate reunites her with the boy who must now become King Henry VIII of England.

			Featuring the first chapter of Henry VIII: The Heart & The Crown

		

	
		
			
1491


			‘We are looking to appoint a wetnurse, Mistress Oxenbridge, to look after the Prince our son, the Lord Henry,’ the Queen said. My, she was lovely, with her red-gold hair, rosy cheeks and sweet smile, and plump with the curves of new motherhood. I did not feel awed by her presence because I had quickly realised that her reputation for being kind and approachable was fully deserved. ‘You would answer to Lady Darcy, lady mistress to our dearest son, who is in charge of the nursery. The salary is ten pounds a year.’

			‘Yes, your Grace,’ I said, bobbing a curtsey, wondering how many candidates there were for the post.

			‘I understand that you have recently lost a babe,’ she said gently.

			‘Yes, Madam.’ I had found my little Edward dead in his cradle at six weeks. I prayed she would not ask me to talk about it. The wound was still raw and I doubted it would ever heal.

			‘I am so sorry,’ she said. ‘And you have milk in abundance.’

			‘Yes, Madam.’

			‘Would you consent to an examination by my midwife?’

			‘Of course,’ I answered. I had been prepared for that. You couldn’t blame her for wanting to make sure that everything was well with me.

			‘You are healthy?’ the Queen enquired.

			‘Oh, yes, your Grace.’ I prided myself on my high-coloured cheeks, fair skin, thick wavy red hair and buxom figure.

			‘And you are twenty-six, the ideal age for a wetnurse. Forgive me, but there has been no scandal I should know of?’

			‘Of course not, Madam.’ I knew she would ask. It is well known that a child sucks the vices of his nurse with her milk.

			‘Could you start this week?’ the Queen wanted to know. ‘I fear I must soon be churched and return to my royal duties, and then I will be unable to feed the Prince any longer.’ She smiled faintly. Of course. The King would be looking for more sons, and he wouldn’t get them while his Queen was breastfeeding.

			Having been prodded about and pronounced satisfactory by the midwife, I left Richmond Palace with instructions to present myself at the nursery in Eltham Palace, and with the money for the boatman in my pocket. And I marvelled that I, Anne Launcelyn, had been chosen. Not that I was unsuitable for the post. I come from gentle stock. My family can be traced back over hundreds of years and is entitled to bear arms. I grew up at my father’s manor of Wood End in Cople, near Bedford, and my grandfather was Justice of the Peace for Bedfordshire. Father held Wood End from the Duke of Norfolk, and it was the Duke who had mentioned my name to the Queen.

			I married my husband, Geoffrey, five years back. His family, the Oxenbridges, are prosperous gentry and very prominent in the county of Sussex, where we lived. They held offices and owned property in many parts there. Geoffrey and I had the use of one of their houses in Winchelsea, where he was bailiff. We’d travelled up from there to Greenwich for my interview, and as I left the palace, I found him waiting for me at the gatehouse. He was content for me to take the post, for he was keen for us to make our way in the world, and this was a foot in the door. I also believe he thought that a royal baby would compensate for the loss of our own son. As if it ever could.

			Eltham Palace lay to the east of London, in Kent, and was surrounded by a thickly forested hunting park. It was vast, and stood on a high hill with commanding views over the City, in a windy, bracing location. I felt somewhat overawed as I walked through the massive gatehouse, having bidden farewell to Geoffrey at the inn where we had stayed the night before. I felt sad to be parting from him, for who knew when my new duties would permit me to go home to Wood End. But we were both eager for royal preferment, and aware that sacrifices might have to be made. Our hope was that, if I gave good service to the King and Queen, I might be able to help Geoffrey to obtain a position of his own at court.

			Lady Darcy had told me that a nursery was being established for Prince Arthur, Princess Margaret and Prince Henry at Eltham. They would remain in close proximity to their parents, as was surely her Grace the Queen’s wish, yet far from the unhealthy air of London.

			Eltham was a beautiful palace, and I gazed in wonder as I was conducted through a lofty great hall, with a soaring hammerbeam roof, and splendid dancing chambers. The royal lodgings boasted elegant bay windows and a new innovation I had never seen before: a long gallery, built for the purpose of recreation.

			 The children’s apartments were equally splendid. The brothers and their sister each had separate lodgings and their own servants. When I was ushered into Prince Henry’s spacious and luxurious day nursery, the floor of which was laid with costly Turkey carpets, Lady Darcy, the lady mistress, was most welcoming. She was a stately woman with a ready smile, and most stylishly dressed in black velvet.

			‘We’re so glad to see you, Mistress Oxenbridge,’ she said. ‘Her Grace has just had to leave, and she was concerned that Lord Henry would go hungry. He’s asleep at the moment.’

			She led me into the inner chamber, where there stood a large cradle, about four feet long and a foot wide. It was made of painted and gilded wood and adorned with silver-gilt pommels and a canopy.

			‘This is the little cradle,’ Lady Darcy said, with another smile. We had struck it off well from the first.

			‘You mean there is a bigger one?’

			‘Yes. I will show you when you have met his Highness.’

			I peered into the cradle, and there, swaddled in bands of blue velvet and cloth of gold, and tucked up beneath a scarlet counterpane edged with ermine, lay the sweetest, most chubby-cheeked babe you ever saw. Of course, he was not, and never could be, as dear as my Edward, but my heart was lost the moment I saw him. Yes, I needed a child to love, but there was something very special about this one, tiny as he was.



OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Title Page


						Copyright Page


						About the Author


						Also by Alison Weir


						Praise for Alison Weir


						About The Golden Prince


						The Golden Prince


						Read on for an extract from Henry VIII: The Heart & The Crown


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Title-Page


						Frontmatter


						Table of Contents


			


		


OEBPS/image/GoldenPrince_cover.jpg
* ATUDORROSE
~ SHORT STORY





OEBPS/image/Goldenprince_ttp.jpg





OEBPS/image/HeadlineRevlogo_2016.jpg





OEBPS/image/GoldenPrince_title.jpg
GOLDEN
PRINCE





OEBPS/image/Alison_Weir_photo.jpg





