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            I was born to rule, but I first had to learn to endure.

      

    


INTRODUCTION

I AM MARY, DAUGHTER of Henry VIII and Catherine of Aragon. I was born into a world of power, faith, and change. My life was not simple, and I did not grow up as an ordinary princess.

In these pages, I will tell you my story in my own words. I will speak of my childhood, my struggles, my hopes, and my time as Queen of England. I will not hide the truth, even when it is painful.

England changed deeply during my lifetime. The Church was divided. My family was divided. And I was often alone, trying to understand who I was and what I had to become.

As you read, you will not only learn about my life, but also improve your English. The language is simple and clear, designed for B2 learners. I want you to follow my story easily, as if I were speaking directly to you.

Now my story begins.
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Chapter 1: I Was a Princess


[image: ]


I remember a time when my life was full of light. I was born a princess, the only daughter of Henry VIII and Catherine of Aragon. In those early years, I felt safe and loved. My father smiled when he looked at me, and my mother held my hand with gentle strength. I believed the world was kind, and that my place in it was secure.

We lived in great palaces, with high walls and long halls that echoed with music and laughter. I learned to read and write in several languages. My teachers said I was clever, and I worked hard to please them. I loved music most of all. When I played the lute or sang softly, I felt calm and proud.

My mother often sat beside me as I studied.

“Mary,” she said one afternoon, her voice warm and steady, “a princess must be wise as well as kind.”

“I will try, Mother,” I answered. “I want to make you proud.”

She smiled, though there was something serious in her eyes. Even then, I think she knew that my life would not always be easy.

My father, the king, was a powerful man. When he entered a room, everyone stood still. Yet with me, he could be gentle.

“You are my jewel, Mary,” he once told me, placing his hand on my shoulder. “England is proud of you.”

His words filled my heart with joy. I believed him completely. I believed that I would always be his beloved daughter, his princess.

At court, there were always visitors, ambassadors, nobles, and scholars from distant lands. They spoke many languages and brought stories from far away. Sometimes, they bowed to me and called me “Your Highness.” I tried to act with grace, just as my mother taught me.

But even in those bright days, there were quiet moments I did not understand.

Sometimes I saw my mother alone, deep in thought. Her face, usually calm, would become sad. When I asked her what troubled her, she would gently change the subject.

“Do not worry, my child,” she would say. “All will be well.”

I wanted to believe her. I truly did.

Looking back now, I see that those were the happiest days of my life; before fear entered my heart, before love turned into silence, before I learned how quickly a princess can fall.

I did not know then that everything was about to change.
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Chapter 2: Everything Changes
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I did not understand at first when the world around me began to shift. At court, the laughter grew quieter. The music did not stop, but it sounded different to my ears. It was less joyful, more uncertain. People spoke in low voices, and when I entered a room, they often fell silent.

I was still the daughter of Henry VIII, still the child of Catherine of Aragon. Yet something invisible had changed, like a storm gathering far away.

My father no longer visited me as often. When he did, he seemed distracted, as if his thoughts were somewhere else.

“Father,” I asked one day, “have I done something wrong?”

He looked at me for a moment, then shook his head.

“No, Mary. You have done nothing wrong.”

But his voice was distant, and he did not stay long.

Not long after, I began to hear a name spoken again and again in the palace: Anne Boleyn.

At first, she was only a lady at court. Then she became something more. People watched her closely. Some admired her. Others feared her.

I did not trust her.

One evening, I found my mother sitting by the window, her hands folded tightly in her lap. The light of the setting sun touched her face, but she did not seem to notice.

“Mother,” I said softly, “why is everyone speaking of Lady Anne?”

She was silent for a long moment. Then she turned to me, her eyes full of pain.

“Because your father wishes to marry her.”

I felt the words like a sudden cold wind.

“But... he is already married,” I said. “He is married to you.”

My mother closed her eyes briefly.

“Yes,” she answered. “That is true.”

I could not understand it. In my world, marriage was sacred. It was not something that could simply be changed.

Soon after, everything became clear, and terrible. My father declared that his marriage to my mother was not valid. He said it had never been true in the eyes of God. He broke away from the authority of the Catholic Church and made himself head of the Church in England. I could hardly believe it.

“You must accept this,” one of the king’s advisors told me. “It is the will of the king.”

“It is not the truth,” I replied, my voice shaking. “My mother is the true queen.”

My words were dangerous, but I could not remain silent.

Then came the cruelest blow of all. I was no longer called “Princess Mary.”

Instead, they said I was illegitimate, no longer the rightful daughter of the king. My place at court changed overnight. Servants who once bowed to me now avoided my eyes. Doors that were once open to me were quietly closed.

I was separated from my mother. I was not allowed to see her.

“Please,” I begged, “let me go to her. She needs me.”

But no one listened. Alone in my chamber, I tried to be strong. I repeated


[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
For Learners Of English

¥ lai!ngod‘s'Ré"akders






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





