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			To lovers of history,
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			PART ONE

			Four years after the Battle of Agincourt, when the French army and much of the French nobility were destroyed by the longbows of English archers.

			Castle Meulin, Île-de-France, a Day’s Hard Horse Ride from Paris

			Dusk, 2 June 1419

			The rasping moans sounded like a herd of lowing cattle being moved from pasture to barn for the night. The sentries listened carefully, but as it grew closer, and louder, it began to sound more like dogs growling in hunger in the fading light of the late afternoon. It was an unearthly noise, part celestial, part demonic. Like nothing they’d heard before. Singing. But not plainsong chants in a church or a monastery. Nor was it like the delightful wild melodies of the peasantry in the open air, when villagers gathered for a feast after which they would sing and dance and cavort. This was singing as though the denizens of graves had suddenly emerged from the cold earth, and were gathering to march into the open arms of Beelzebub, or kneel before the Darksome ruler of Limbo.

			In the castle outside of the town of Meulin on the Île-de-France, the guards on the battlements stopped their walks along the parapets and stood to listen. It was getting dark and difficult to see, and it would already have been pitch black by this time if they had been deeper into the country, especially in the dark and forbidding forests. Yet here in the castle it was still light enough to see the distant woods; and there was additional light provided by the candles from the windows of nearby houses; just pools of warm light in the growing gloom, yet sufficient to make out hills and roads, the lips of valleys and the sudden ascent of rises.

			Meulin’s castle gave them sufficient light beneath the canopy of stars to see the countryside and the roads that led from the town to the castle. Even the bright crescent of the new moon was sufficiently strong to illumine the tops of the trees. And with braziers burning along the roads leading to the castle gates, Gaspar’s old eyes could see far into the distance; yet he couldn’t see the approaching army. But he could hear them. It was as though there was a celestial choir singing in the halls of a monastery, yet the sound was vulgar, discordant, crude, like drunks singing in the filth outside a bawdy house.

			Gaspar, one of the older sentries, took off his helmet and listened as carefully as he could. Now they were drawing closer, he recognised it as a large body of men, just singing. A young recent recruit walked over, and timorously asked him, ‘What is it?’

			‘Singing,’ said Gaspar. ‘A lot of men singing. An army, marching and singing.’

			Suddenly terrified, the young recruit asked, ‘Are we being attacked?’

			Gaspar grinned and put the boy’s mind at ease. ‘Soldiers don’t sing going into battle, lad … just when they’re victorious leaving the field.’

			It was all the old man decided to say before he walked away to somewhere private, leaving the young guard more at ease, yet Gaspar was still as anxious as when the lad had walked over to ask.

			Because as the singing came closer, old Gaspar realised that it was a hundred, possibly hundreds of men walking toward the castle. There was little left of the French army after the English attacks, so the army coming towards him must be from over the seas, from the Devil’s island in the north. He’d told the lad that armies don’t sing on their way into battle, but that was just to put his mind at ease. These were English, and only God knew what was in their heads. The English had their own way of waging war. Gaspar could not forget the nightmare stories about the devastation of the arrows fired by the longbowmen on French soil. Nor would he forget Agincourt, the disgrace of France. Arrows from the depths of heaven. Death from the skies. Indiscriminate, piercing, merciless, penetrating lord and peasant, knight and infantryman. And arrows from the French archers’ crossbows had fallen impotently onto the ground a hundred paces before the English front ranks, whereas the English arrows had flown like eagles soaring into the sky. Bolts of lightning thrown at the French by Zeus in his heaven. Arrows which almost touched the clouds, then descended like a swarm of merciless bees.

			He listened more carefully to the singing, his body suddenly rigid in fear. It could, indeed, presage an irresistible attack against the castle, one which would mean his death and the death of every God-loving person within the walls. So Gaspar prayed quickly to his favourite saint, Margaret of Antioch, asking her to receive him when an unseen arrow flying high out of the woods fell unnoticed from the sky and found its target in his chest. He knew some Latin from church … deus ex machina; more like mortem ex machina.

			Then he could spend eternity in the heavens at the feet of the Almighty, and with the delightful girl who had become a saint, and let him leave his old complaining wife behind.

			As the singing came closer, Gaspar listened more carefully, and soon picked up the song’s words. English words, and some Latin. He knew some of them, for he’d lived in England for years as a boy while his father helped build a cathedral, and remembered parts of their language. The old priest had tutored him in some Latin words, hoping to make him into a … he didn’t dare think.

			The words brought relief to his old bones … for this was not the day of his death, nor would he suffer hunger pains the following month from the starvation which would be caused if the English army laid siege to the castle. No, this was the day most discussed this past month, the day when the English would take control of France. Then, by agreement between the King of England and the King of France, his nation would come under the new joint King of France and England, His Victorious Majesty, King Henry V.

			The soldiers, thousands of them, continued to sing, over and over again:

			Deo gratias Anglia redde pro victoria!
Given thankes, England, to God for our victorie!
Owre Kynge went forth to Normandy
With grace and myght of chivalry
Ther God for hym wrought mervelusly;
Wherefore Englonde may call and cry
Apud Harflor vicimus, sed apus Agincort dii fuimus
At Harflor toune we wan, but at Agincort we ware gods 
Deo gratias!
Deo gratias Anglia redde pro victoria!
He sette sege, forsothe to say,
To Harflu towne with ryal aray;
That toune he wan and made affray
That Fraunce shal rewe tyl domesday.
Then went hym forth, owre king comely,
In Agincourt feld he faught manly;
Throw grace of God most marvellously,
He had both feld and victory.

			Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, Gaspar saw movement. It was a woman coming up the steps from the rooms below in the castle. She’d heard the singing and wanted to see who was chanting. Monks? Townsfolk? Jongleurs? She didn’t look scared, and Gaspar recognised her immediately. It was the young and beautiful Catherine of Valois, only eighteen and the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. Tall, majestic, regal, yet happy in her life, friendly, open and warm … the very opposite of the mad father and especially the cold cow of a mother. God knows how she could be so happy and cheerful when she had a mother like that woman down below, that Bavarian bitch and a lunatic for a father.

			He bowed low out of deference, because Catherine was the daughter of the King of France, Charles VI, who was downstairs in the royal apartments, no doubt sitting and quaking in fear, and rueing his decision to give away his country. His Majesty had done it in one of his fits of madness. It had happened four or so years ago, when he was told by his Maréchal that France had lost the Battle of Agincourt and that there was nothing left of his army. Most of the nobility who’d fought that day were dead, all the equipment lost and taken, six thousand French soldiers fallen to the English arrows of the damnable longbow men, no French army to march off the field of battle to save Paris from the English. When asked how many English had perished, he refused to believe that the number was only six hundred. Then the mad king said he was made of glass, so he would never be defeated, because he was invisible.

			It was said that when he was told of the scale of the military disaster, with so many army commanders and noblemen dying, Charles had laughed like a tickled fox; then he clucked like a laying hen; then he screamed like a terrified woman; and then he cried continuously for a dozen hours, invisible like glass beneath his blanket.

			 But of course, in royal circles, the king must never be mad and so none of this was known to the public of France. Refusing initially to be locked away so that the king’s reputation could be saved, the running of the country, as regent, was given to Isabelle, who performed competently. But his madness was known in the castle, and had found its way out. So the Seneschals had dealt with it by blaming the queen.

			It was perfectly acceptable for the wife to become a lunatic; indeed, it was a good way for a king to rid himself of an unwanted wife, as divorce was nothing more than a formality, and if he was particularly generous, he could release her from her madhouse in half a dozen years. And so it was perfectly acceptable for Charles’ courtiers to blame Isabella for the episodes of madness which he suffered, especially when he was locked in his bedchamber in one of his kicking and spitting moods, when he lay on the floor, crying and screaming.

			Queen Isabella knew what was happening, and also knew of the potential consequences for herself; even though she was running the country as regent when Charles was mad, she protected herself against the men conspiring against her. When she heard that the king was having a mad fit, she would call for the captain of her private guard, and have two dozen of his strongest guardsmen stationed in the corridors leading to her chambers. In that way, if some palace official, at the direction of the king, went to her bed chamber and tried to carry her off to the madhouse, he’d find two dozen swords at his throat.

			But today the king was relatively sane, and so he would be inside, learning that he was about to lose one of his inconsequential daughters to a conquering king, realising that he was about to become king in name only, and, on his death, he and his successors would lose both their land and the Crown. But how could he lose his country? When he fully understood the disaster which was about to happen to him, he would doubtless start screaming or shivering in a corner. Old Gaspar prayed that Henry of England, his new king, wouldn’t see the display of madness.

			Isabella, King Charles’ wife, would be beside him, sitting in an antechamber, ignoring him, accepting the reality of their situation as losers of a war, and sewing her tapestry. And when Henry walked into the audience chamber, no doubt, she’d have something biting and sarcastic to say. Knowing that she’d been losing her queenship, she might decide to divorce the king and return to where she’d come from.

			She was so cold and authoritative, his detested wife, Isabella of Bavaria. Yet from the very beginning, she’d taken responsibility, if not the punishment, before the French people for the king’s madness. Their lordships thought they had kept it a secret, yet it was known to most that Charles had fits of madness. But to maintain the fiction, to attempt to keep it secret from most, she would disappear from court, hidden away for long periods, still running the country, when it was really Charles who was like a dog with mange, tearing himself to pieces.

			As the guard and the princess walked further along the rampart, Gaspar said to Catherine, ‘Majesty, Highness, this is no place for a lady. When the English arrive here, there could be a battle … arrows flying, rocks launched from trebuchets, ladders to breach the ramparts … bodies … blood … very dangerous …’

			She smiled. ‘Gaspar, old friend, the English are singing, which means they’re not going into battle. They’re singing the hymn composed following their victory at Agincourt four years ago. God knows it’s their right to sing and boast about it, for it was the victory which has led to the destruction of France. They’ve come to claim their prize. And you know what their prize is … me. They’re here to wed me to the King of England, Henry V. The victor of Agincourt. And through my marriage, France and England will be joined together irrevocably and for all time. No more war, Gaspar! Peace, real peace for both our nations. And the only sacrifice will be me.’

			The old man shook his head. What a terrible world it was that allowed a beautiful young girl to be handed over in marriage to a man she didn’t know, fifteen years older, like she was a haunch of pig meat from a butcher.

			‘Even though it’s been explained to me, I still don’t understand why I have been chosen,’ she said, plaintively.

			‘Majesty,’ said Gaspar, ‘you have to understand why England attacked France back in those days. We French look upon it as an invasion, but the English see it as trying to bring peace and calm to the two kingdoms, so that they can live side by side. England has French possessions on the north and west coasts, and the King of France rules in the centre and the east. But Charles’ father and his grandsire before him refused to accept Englishmen’s boots on the soil of France and so the kings of England were forced year by year to claim and reclaim their French possessions. 

			‘Henry, this Henry, your future husband, was different, though. He’d seen the uselessness of the chevauchée  – armed cavalry – attacks. The horsemen might defeat an enemy army, but they did nothing to pacify the citizens. So instead he besieged towns and villages, restored order and gave away land to settlers in Normandy and other places. First he captured the port of Harfleur, but dysentery left many of his men sick and they thought to return to England to repair and build up their strength—’

			‘But what happened at the Battle of Agincourt?’ she demanded. ‘Nobody in the court speaks of it. I was little more than a child when it happened, coming of age, and since then, everything in France seems to have gone to hell. Were you there? Did you fight the English?’ she asked.

			He shook his head slowly, and said, ‘You were too young and I was too old. But I know what happened. My comrades, those who lived, came back and told me. It was a disaster for the French army. Total disaster, Your Majesty. About six thousand Englishmen marched north to the port of Calais, but they found that the main army, led by the nobility, and much of it on horseback, blocked them off at Agincourt, near to Arras. England used mainly archers. They say that the ground was a sea of mud after violent rainstorms. Even though the English were sick, exhausted and demoralised and had smaller numbers than the huge French army, Henry gathered them in a field, and told them, “I need not a single man more than I have on this St. Crispin’s Day, for you are God’s people.”

			‘Well, Majesty, they cheered and cheered, turned and faced a massive wall of French knights in armour riding huge war horses bearing down on them from the other end of a vast, open, mud-soaked field. The English formed up between two woods and forced the French cavalry to crowd together. The knights on horseback charged with a fearful scream, but the horses slid and slithered in the mud; hooves were stuck in the mire and riders thrown off their mounts. Foot soldiers in front, beside the horses and behind, were trampled to death as beast and master fell. But that was just the beginning. Way back near the pack animals and baggage trains were the archers, Englishmen out of range of our French horses, lancers, foot soldiers and especially the crossbowmen at the back, whose useless arrows were only able to fly half the distance of the deadly English darts. It was a slaughter, Majesty. Our arrows either fell on the French troops, or landed useless on the ground far in front of where the English were standing. We knew about the deadly longbows, and the English bowmen took pride in showing us the two fingers they’d used to pull back the strong. We’d threatened to cut their fingers off, but the English just laughed at us and held them up to show their arrogance.

			‘You see, Majesty, the English were expert in making arrows fly higher and faster then had ever been seen before. It was the bow, the string and their ability to use their strength to pull it back quickly and sharply and let fly a deadly dart. Do this twenty times every minute by a thousand bowmen, and the result is death from the skies, like the worst lightning storm in history,’ Gaspar continued. ‘I lived in England as a lad, and I know that the archers practiced in Scotland and Wales, where they let off flight after flight of arrows, high into the air. The white clouds above were suddenly dark with deadly darts seeking their marks fired from yew bows as tall and strong as a man. And when the arrows did hit their marks, as so many of them did, they pierced horse flesh and armour and men’s arms and legs and hearts and heads. Thousands and thousands of Frenchmen lay dead in that awful field. Much of the nobility, and but a handful of English. It was a disaster, Majesty. The worst in war in any living memory. And that’s why …’ Gaspar lapsed into silence.

			‘And that’s why the English have come to claim their prize … me,’ she said softly.

			Gaspar shrugged. Some matters of international diplomacy were beyond his understanding. It was for the lords and ladies, the kings and queens who owned the land. Those such as Gaspar and his sons were only allowed to farm for what they could eat and hunt small animals like rabbit; sometimes, when they were certain that the woods were free of game wardens and king’s men, they might hunt a boar or a wild pig, but the risk of execution by beheading was great. No, they usually led a crime-free life, unless they were starving, and the bulk of the land’s produce and large beasts all went to the owner, some nearby lord or some monastery or nunnery full of fat monks or nuns.

			‘Are you worried about marrying this man, this Henry of England, Majesty?’ asked Gaspar.

			‘It is my duty. Through me, by joining my nation to his, these interminable wars between England and France will be over. Our fathers and grandfathers died from these wars, and now, by my marriage to Henry, I may be able to put a stop to it. My new husband to be, Henry, will sit on both thrones. Soldiers will return to their homes, their fields, their trades. Wives will have a man to do the heavy chores. Sons and daughters will have a father back by their hearths. All will be peaceful once more. So yes, I’m pleased the war and fighting and bloodshed will end. And as to whether I’m worried or not about being married to Henry … my feelings don’t come into it. It’s my duty,’ she said. ‘I just pray he doesn’t smell, and is gentle.’

			Confused, and knowing he was endangering himself by speaking so frankly, but trusting the goodness in Catherine’s heart, Gaspar asked, ‘Is King Henry a good king? ‘He is said to be loving of his people and fair. He’s fearsome in battle, brave in his manner, fair in his judgements, and rules England well. I’m sure he will improve what is happening in France when he is king,’ she said softly.

			‘And will he rule from here?’ asked Gaspar.

			‘He will rule from where he rules. In London or Paris. I don’t know. All will be decided.’

			‘But what if you … what if you meet and …’ Gaspar began to ask.

			She turned, and put her hand in his arm. ‘I am a princess, daughter of a king. I do as I am ordered by my father, who is ordered by God. I obey God’s wishes. I have no choice, friend Gaspar. It is my duty.’

			Gaspar turned away and looked over the forest from where the singing emanated. He felt sad. His daughter was also Catherine’s age, wild as a rat, sleeping with half the boys in the village, but a dutiful daughter nonetheless. Prays in church on Sunday and only sleeps with one lad at a time. And she would marry for love, or if she was with child, regardless of Gaspar’s and his wife’s decisions. Suddenly he felt sorry for Princess Catherine.

			They stood at the battlement in silence and looked in the direction the singing was coming from. And as though a huge and menacing brown bear suddenly appeared in full view, roaring and snarling and beating its breast, the first of the English horde slowly emerged along the road out of the woods carrying their pennants, flags and shields, marching and riding unhurriedly along the road, as though they were the owners of the land.

			Phalanx after phalanx of soldiers, marching in time to the tune of the song, shouting at the tops of their voices, smiles on their distant faces. Catherine felt no anxiety, none of the normal feelings which gripped her before her friends rode off into battle; and Gaspar saw with pleasure and relief that lances were fixed vertically in their clasps at the horses’ saddles, all swords were sheathed in scabbards, axes and maces were in paniers beside the horses’ saddlebags. The archers’ longbows were slung across their backs, and two dozen arrows in quivers across their shoulders. And in their hands, the soldiers carried no arms, and were unprepared to do battle. This was no army riding into war. This was an army marching up to a distant castle with the intent of visiting friends.

			Had the King of France, or his queen, been proper, decent hosts, there would have been an honour guard to greet the visitors, a troop of men on the parapet playing trumpets, buisines and horns in order to welcome them. But that was asking too much from such an unworthy monarch and his wife, who had brought humiliation to their nation, and given little to French lives, other than insecurity, misery, poverty and an eternal feeling of hopelessness.

			Would an English king be all that worse than a French monarch? Would an English king perhaps be better than a French king? After all, William of Normandy had gone to rule England three hundred and fifty years earlier, and that had turned the nation into a wealthier, better-run country.

			 Not that Gaspar was all that aware any longer of the goings on over the sea in England, not since his builder father had died in a construction accident and he’d been sent home. And certainly, as long as he’d been alive, and his father before him, France and England had been at war. Sometimes gaining, then losing land, winning and then forfeiting castles. And always men and women dying; villages, once prosperous and peaceful, suddenly razed to the ground, the smoke from their burning houses seen across the entire countryside. He’d lived in England as a lad, helping his father build a large cathedral on the southern shores, and had once been to the city of London. But that was all he remembered of the nation, apart from some words of its language.

			Yet here came their soldiers, having marched all day, approaching the front gates of the castle at Meulin, not as killers, more as comrades, as merry men, about to be entertained at a carnival. Or listening to them, still singing, more like a choir of monks about to chant Vespers in the nearby monastery.

			‘Can you see King Henry?’ asked Catherine, trying not to sound overly eager. Yet she could feel her heart beating through her bodice. Nervous and anxious, she was however also excited at the thought of meeting a man with whom she was to have soon all the delights of a woman. Old maids told her of the pain and misery of servicing a man, but her younger married servants whispered to her in private of their lust many nights in bed and what she might expect of a vigorous husband, especially if she was lucky enough to be liked by him, that he was clean and didn’t stink.

			Gaspar searched in the transient remnants of late afternoon light and tried to perceive a regal man dressed in kingly clothes among all these men in armour. Yet even if the king was wearing blindingly white armour, the only way to tell him properly from his hundreds of knights and lancers was by his shield and the painted cuirass on his chest, each carrying the famed three golden lions which had been part of the Plantagenet legend since Richard I adopted them in 1190. Yet the light was too dull, and Catherine would have to wait to see her future husband.

			The men seemed to be circling and preparing to dismount and make camp for the night. It was Catherine’s moment to bid goodnight to Gaspar, and run downstairs to her chambers to prepare herself for the moment her unloving father and mother, who spoke to her perhaps once a month – and then only to give her instructions – would courteously introduce her to her future husband. And Catherine knew what they’d say – how precious she was to them, how they adored her, how she was the joy in their lives, how they’re realised the special talents she possessed and had nurtured and cared for her above all others.

			Running to her chambers to prepare her dress and red hair for the evening banquet, where she would first set eyes on King Henry, her heart and mind were riven. Yes, she wanted desperately to be given freedom to leave this place and explore the world, to leave her cold and heartless parents and perhaps find love elsewhere. But she was terrified of meeting, and then having sex with a man whom she might detest at first glance. She’d examined his portrait a dozen times, but it was flat and dull.

			She was the daughter of a king, and his word was the word of God. And he had to be obeyed. She was eager to leave, and possibly never see again her mad father and ice-cold mother, but also to say goodbye to her siblings, Jeanne, Isabella, Charles and Marie? There was little love in her family, and try as she might, she couldn’t remember playing with any one of them when they were all children. All she could remember was being ordered to her chambers to spend her life with her nurse and other maids.

			Entering her chamber, Catherine sighed. No matter how awful Henry would be in their marriage, life outside of this noxious castle must be better. Surely! And who knows … when he looked at her for the first time, he might actually enjoy what he saw.

		

	
		
			Castle Meulin

			2 June 1419, Three Hours Later, Evening

			Ignoring the instructions of her mother to stand prominently between the two thrones when King Henry entered the audience hall, Catherine surreptitiously moved several steps to the side in order to be level with and in the assembly of her sisters and brothers. She didn’t want to be the first person Henry saw as he walked in. And even though the hall was well lit by many extra braziers, would she be able to see his face clearly enough? Her portrait had been sent to him long ago, as his had been sent to her. But had he changed? He was older and so was she, no longer a girl, but a young woman. But was he stooped? Grey? Fat? Drooling?

			And how would he walk in? Shouting and screaming his importance and overlordship of the French royal family? Commanding all to obey his will as the victor of Agincourt and a dozen destroyed towns? Or more politely, as an honoured guest? Would he be respectful, as one king should be to another?

			She, and the rest of the court, would soon find out. Her heart was beating wildly in her bodice, just as it had on the ramparts some hours earlier. Henry was rumoured to be lean and tall, masculine with a deep, commanding voice. But she’d heard that at the time when marriage had first been proposed; then the wars continued, the insults, the deaths. So what was he like now?

			Rumours told of his sexual abilities, which if the stories could be believed, were profound. Several women a night, every night. Would she be one of them? The first night was mandatory. There had to be blood on the sheets, which would be hung from the castle windows to show the nation her virginity, but many an unhappy chicken had died in the service of some queen’s youthful loss of innocence.

			And after their first night? Would that be the last time she’d feel him inside of her? And if it was, would he allow her lovers, as he himself took any number of mistresses his heart desired? Would he be a faithful lover, as God and the Bible commanded, or would he marry her and then see her only on official occasions?

			She prayed that her hopes for a peaceful and loving marriage would be fulfilled. And one thing which indicated it might was his enjoyment of a joke. She’d heard from the rumours which emanated from his court that the king played all manner of tricks on his courtiers; one she’d heard, which she’d wanted to see, was when His Majesty Henry returned from a hunt, then walked into the audience hall of the castle soaking wet and complaining about the weather; yet a glance through the casements showed that the skies were blue and the sun shining; or he would pretend to fall down a flight of stone steps, screaming for help, being stretchered to a resting place, and suddenly pulling a dead snake out of his braies as though it was his male member, springing up in front of the horrified men and women of the court, laughing heartily … and so much more.

			But one of the jokes played against him had not been appreciated. Before the English invasion of France at Harfleur and Avignon, her brother, the Dauphin, had given Henry’s messenger a gift of tennis balls instead of his usual tribute of gold, suggesting that instead of invading, he should practice his games. Henry took it as an insult, gathered his army, and hence Agincourt and other places were lost to the English, leaving France unable to defend herself. So perhaps he was a man who could make jokes but was unable to take them. Time would soon tell if what she was planning came to pass.

			Yet this was her reality. His victory at Agincourt was the result. She was no longer a princess of the French court, but soon would become a Queen of England and France … greater in land, population and wealth even than her mother Isabella. She felt sorrow for her brothers and sisters, but none for her cold and austere mother and crazed father, who had lost everything.

			Suddenly, there was the sound of a distant fanfare. The entire audience hall came to a silence. Hearts beat and people stood stock-still waiting for his entrance. It took a short while for them to hear Henry and his entourage’s footsteps. The doors to the hall were suddenly flung open. No seneschal announced the arrival of the King of England. Instead, Henry stood there alone, framed by the entryway, leaving his commanders outside.

			He walked into the hall, a commanding figure. Tall, his head held high and proud in the manner of a king, hair swept forward over the top of his forehead and dressed in blues, golds, reds and with a feathered cap, he walked into the centre of the room, unannounced. He looked almost the same as the man she knew so well from his portrait, which pleased her greatly. But would he still be pleased with her?

			Knowing that all eyes were upon him, King Henry V of England came to a stop before the thrones of the King and Queen of France, waiting for all movement in the room to cease. Looking at the tableau, Catherine wondered whether their majesties were expected to stand in deference to the victor of Agincourt.

			Remaining still for a number of moments, surveying the room, he removed his hat, swept the floor and then he bowed low out of respect to the seated Charles and Isabella. Still bowing, he said, ‘Henry of England and my lands across the sea, greets Charles of France and his Queen Isabella.’

			Then he stood erect and waited. And waited. He was waiting for a reciprocal response of respect from Charles, but the monarch merely sat there
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