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Chapter 1: I Am Born Into a Storm
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I was born on a cool September day in 1533, in the royal palace of Greenwich in England. At the moment of my birth, there were celebrations, music, and hope in the air. My father, King Henry VIII, waited for news with great expectation. He wanted a son, everyone knew that. But instead, I was born. I was named Elizabeth.

My mother was Queen Anne Boleyn, a woman who had once been the centre of my father’s great love. Her story had changed the course of England. Because of her, my father had broken away from the Catholic Church and created a new church in England. People called it a dangerous time, full of change and uncertainty. Some supported my mother, others hated her.

At first, I was treated like a princess. There were celebrations, and I was welcomed as a royal child. But even in those early days, I was surrounded by tension. My father’s disappointment was heavy, even if it was not spoken loudly. A daughter was not what he had hoped for. He wanted a son who would become king after him. 

Only a few years later, everything changed. My mother was accused of terrible crimes, crimes she always denied. The court became full of fear and whispers. People avoided speaking openly. I was still very young, but I could feel that something dangerous was happening around me.

In 1536, my mother was arrested. Soon after, she was taken to the Tower of London. I did not understand everything at the time. The palace felt colder, emptier, as if something important had been taken away. Then came the news that changed my life forever. My mother was executed.

I was not allowed to see her again. I was told she had died as a traitor, but I did not understand what that meant. All I knew was that she was gone. One day I had a mother, and the next day I did not.

After her death, I was declared illegitimate. This meant I was no longer officially recognised as the daughter of the king. I was removed from the line of succession. I was no longer a princess in the full sense of the word. I became something uncertain, neither fully royal nor fully ordinary.

At court, everything changed for me. I was still educated, and I still lived in royal places, but people treated me differently. Some were kind, others were distant or careful around me. I learned very quickly that survival at court depended on silence, observation, and patience.

My father remarried again and again, hoping for a son. New queens came and went. The court changed constantly, like a shifting landscape where nothing stayed the same for long. I learned not to trust stability.

I spent much of my time studying. I learned languages like Latin, French, and Italian. I read books about history, philosophy, and religion. My teachers said I was intelligent and disciplined. I did not know it then, but these studies were shaping me for something far greater than I could imagine.

Even though I was no longer officially a princess, I was still the daughter of King Henry VIII, and that meant I was never completely safe, and never completely forgotten.

Sometimes, I would see my father from a distance. He was a powerful man, large in presence and strong in will. He ruled England with authority and fear. When he passed by, everyone became quiet and careful. I learned early that power could change everything in an instant.

As I grew, I began to understand my position more clearly. I was living between danger and possibility. I was not sure what my future would be, but I knew I had to be careful. One wrong word, one wrong action, could change everything.

Still, I continued to learn. I continued to watch. And I continued to survive. Looking back now, I understand that my life did not begin in peace. It began in uncertainty, loss, and political struggle. But perhaps that is why I became strong. I was not just born into a royal family. I was born into a storm.
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Chapter 2: I Am Losing My Mother
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I was still very young when everything around me began to change. The palace did not feel peaceful anymore. People moved quickly through the corridors, speaking in low voices. Doors were often closed. Servants avoided looking into my eyes. Something important was happening, but I did not fully understand it.

My mother, Queen Anne Boleyn, was no longer safe at court. At first, she was not always present when she should have been. The king, my father, was distant. He did not visit her as before. There were rumours everywhere, spreading like fire through the palace. People spoke of betrayal, of danger, of enemies inside the court.

One day, my mother was taken away. The atmosphere changed immediately. It became silent, heavy, almost frozen. My mother tried to stay calm. She was still a queen, but something had been taken from her.

She was arrested and taken to the Tower of London. I was not taken with her. I was left behind in the palace. Days passed slowly. The palace felt empty without her presence. 

Then came the trial. Soon after, the decision was made. She was found guilty. My mother had been executed at the Tower of London. After her death, everything changed for me.

I was no longer treated as the daughter of a powerful queen. I was watched more carefully. People looked at me differently, as if my identity had become uncertain. Some avoided me. Others spoke politely but without warmth.

My father moved on quickly. He married again soon after. The court continued as if nothing had happened. Life at the palace did not stop for grief. But for me, something had ended. I had lost my mother.

And I had also lost my sense of safety.

From that moment, I began to understand a hard truth about the world I lived in: in the royal court, love could disappear, and power could change everything in an instant. I was no longer just a child living in a palace. I was a child learning how fragile life could be.
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