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Mary Queen of the Scots is a work of narrative history based on events in the life of Queen Mary Stuart and constructed using primary and secondary historical sources, commentary, and research. 

Consulted sources appear at the end of this book. Interpretation of source material is at the author’s discretion and utilized within the scope of the author’s imagination, including names, events, and historical details. 
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Of Scotland Forgotten
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Woe to thee, oh Scotland

Our Pictish mothers' tears like highland rain

For the queens of old are forgotten

Their valour now seen as depraved.

Where is your love for your queens

For Picts and Scots, Gaels and Brigantes?

For fair Mary your queen—cast aside

And praised instead the Puritan's hateful hand.

You drove the fairest queen far away

To die disgraced on an English axe

Spilling the fairest and most Scottish blood of all.

And with her died the Scottish heart: brave and free.
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Chapter One: Paris
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“The king is dead!  Long live the queen!” cried the herald.  Lights and sounds blurred together as the five-year-old Mary stirred from her sleep.  Was it a memory or just a dream?  

Rising from her bed Mary patiently took still as servants dressed her in a miniature version of one of the gowns her mother and regent wore, “Where is mama?”

“In her office,” replied one servant as she pulled on the queen’s over-gown and laced it up in back.

“I want to see mama!”

“I am sorry Your Majesty but you will not see her for a very long time.”

“Why?”

“Today we are taking you to Leith harbour where you will board a ship bound for France.”

“Why?”

“Many reasons.”

“Tell me.”

“To keep you safe, to make sure nobles who do not like your mother cannot use you to hurt the country.”

“There’s something else, isn’t there?”

“Before he died last year, your great uncle King Henry the Eighth of England wanted you to marry his son Prince Edward.  Now that Edward is king of England, there are many who are more determined than ever that you should marry him and unite the realms of Scotland and England in the process.”

“Why is that bad?”

“Well to start with, England has always been our enemy.”

“Always?”

“Sadly yes.”

“Why?”

“Well because for as long as people have written down history the English have tried to conquer our peoples. They invade and we fight back to defend ourselves.  Sometimes we have invaded England too to make our kingdom bigger or to make it safer against the English.  To make things even more confusing, there are many nobles from England who own land in Scotland and many Scots who own land in England; the division between our kingdoms has never been all that clear.  That is another reason why we are at war so much.  Where does England stop and Scotland begin?  Sometimes that depends on the day!” explained the servant.

“But if I marry King Edward, maybe the fighting will stop!  Maybe it would be good to live in England.”

“That is not what your mother wants.”

“Well maybe my mother does not know everything.  I am queen!”

“Yes, you are queen; you are also five years old!  It is very naughty for you to want to disobey her!  That is a sin, Mary.”

“Is sin bad?”

“Very bad!  You do not want to spend eternity in hell, do you?”

“What is hell?”

“A very bad place.  I am not a priest though; I am only a woman and cannot teach you about these things.”

“You sound as if being a woman is bad.”

“Yes, it is very bad, Your Majesty.  God made men better than us.  We are weak and do bad things because we are weak.  But you must speak to a priest.  There will be one on the ship to France you can talk to.”

“Will I be the only Scottish lass in France?”

“No, of course not.  Many girls are coming with you, sent to France by their parents to protect them.”

“Protect them from what?”

“Bad people who want to do bad things.”

“Here in Scotland?”

“Yes.”

“Who?!”

“Your Majesty, we must go!”

“I don’t want to go!”

“Your Majesty, please!”

Mary paced and pouted, jumping up and down in a tantrum.  Finally, after letting out her emotions a little she eyed the servant, “I still do not want to go.”

“Will you come with me now?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

––––––––
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TWO HOURS LATER QUEEN Mary found herself walking up the ramp to the beautiful sailing shipped moored in Leith harbour in Edinburgh.  Running playfully around the top deck she spotted four girls, all of them also named Mary, playing hide and seek.  Queen Mary ran up to them, “Can I play too?”

“Who are you?” asked Mary Seton.

“I’m the queen!”

“You are not!” giggled Mary Fleming.

“Yes, I am,” asserted Queen Mary.

“Yes, you are,” affirmed the queen’s half-brother Lord James Stewart.  Kneeling he kissed the queen’s hand, “I am forever at Your Majesty’s service.”

“Who are you?” asked Queen Mary.

“James Stewart.”

“My last name is Stewart too!  Are we related?”

James laughed, “I am your brother!”

“If you are my brother, why are you not king?”

“Because Queen Mary of Guise is not my mother.”

“I do not understand.”

“You will, my queen!”

“Is your mother alive?”

“Very much so. She wants me to tell you that she prays every day for your majesty’s health.”

“Does my mother know your mother?”

“Yes.”

“Does she know you?”

“Yes.”

“How old are you?”

“Seventeen.”

“I am only five.”

“You were born just a few days before our father the king died, God rest his soul.”

“Are you coming to France with us?”

“For a little while, yes.  That is if you don’t mind having a brother.” Queen Mary opened her arms.  James hugged her tightly and kissed her cheek, “Everything will be okay, Your Majesty.”

“Call me Mary; we are family!”

––––––––
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“DEPAIRTE, DEPAIRTE, allace I most depairte. From hir that hes my hairt with hairt full soir; again’s my will in deid and can find no remeid, I wait the pan’s of deid can do no moir!” sang the ten-year-old Queen Mary as she played her lute, the Scottish lyrics of the song feeling oddly alien after five years in Paris.

“Marie!  Marie! News from London!” cried Prince François excitedly.

“Quelles nouvelles?” asked Queen Mary in French.

“Your cousin, King Edward the Sixth!”

“What about him?” puzzled Mary.

“He’s dead!  He died of consumption three weeks ago.”

Mary crossed herself, “Poor lad!”

“There is more, ma chérie.  Your cousin Lady Jane Grey, granddaughter of your great aunt Mary and the duke of Suffolk Charles Brandon, she is now imprisoned in the Tower of London!”

“For what crime?”

“The king tried to override his father’s last will and testament by making her queen instead of Queen Mary.  For nine days she ruled as Queen Jane before the queen and her sister the Lady Elizabeth entered London to claim the throne officially.  As soon as Queen Mary arrived, all support for Queen Jane disappeared.”
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