



[image: ]






Nigel Tranter


Hope Endures


[image: image]
www.hodder.co.uk




First published in Great Britain in 2005 by Hodder and Stoughton
An Hachette UK Company


Copyright © Nigel Tranter 2005


The right of Nigel Tranter to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


All characters in this publication are historical and any resemblance to living persons is purely coincidental.


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


Epub ISBN: 9781444718881
Book ISBN: 9780340823590


Hodder & Stoughton Ltd
An Hachette UK Company
338 Euston Road
London NW1 3BH


www.hodder.co.uk




By the same author


HARSH HERITAGE


MAMMON’S DAUGHTER


TRESPASS


EAGLE’S FEATHERS


WATERSHED


THE GILDED FLEECE


DELAYED ACTION


TINKER’S PRIDE


MAN’S ESTATE


FLIGHT OF DUTCHMEN


ISLAND TWILIGHT


ROOT AND BRANCH


COLOURS FLYING


THE CHOSEN COURSE


FAIR GAME


HIGH SPIRITS


THE FREEBOOTERS


TIDEWRACK


FAST AND LOOSE


BRIDAL PATH


CHEVIOT CHASE


DUCKS AND DRAKES


THE QUEEN’S GRACE


RUM WEEK


THE NIGHT RIDERS


THE WALLACE


MACBETH THE KING


MARGARET THE QUEEN


DAVID THE PRINCE


LORDS OF MISRULE


A FOLLY OF PRINCES


THE CAPTIVE CROWN


MAIL ROYAL


WARDEN OF THE QUEEN’S MARCH


THERE ARE WORSE JUNGLES


RIO D’ORO


THE LONG COFFIN


HONOURS EVEN


MACGREGOR’S GATHERING


THE ENDURING FLAME


BALEFIRE


THE STONE


THE MAN BEHIND THE CURTAIN


THE CLANSMAN


SPANISH GALLEON


THE FLOCKMASTERS


KETTLE OF FISH


THE MASTER OF GRAY


DRUG ON THE MARKET


GOLD FOR PRINCE CHARLIE


THE COURTESAN


CHAIN OF DESTINY


PAST MASTER


A STAKE IN THE KINGDOM


LION LET LOOSE


CABLE FROM KABUL


BLACK DOUGLAS


THE YOUNG MONTROSE


MONTROSE: CAPTAIN-GENERAL


THE WISEST FOOL


TRUE THOMAS


THE PATRIOT


LORD OF THE ISLES


UNICORN RAMPANT


THE RIVEN REALM


JAMES, BY THE GRACE OF GOD


ROUGH WOOING


COLUMBA


FLOWERS OF CHIVALRY


KENNETH


CRUSADER


CHILDREN OF THE MIST


DRUID SACRIFICE


TAPESTRY OF THE BOAR


PRICE OF A PRINCESS


LORD IN WAITING


HIGHNESS IN HIDING


A RAGE OF REGENTS


POETIC JUSTICE


THE MARCHMAN


THE LION’S WHELP


HIGH KINGS AND VIKINGS


A FLAME FOR THE FIRE


SWORD OF STATE


ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY


COURTING FAVOUR


THE ADMIRAL


THE END OF THE LINE


TRIPLE ALLIANCE


THE ISLESMAN


RIGHT ROYAL FRIEND


MARIE AND MARY


ROBERT THE BRUCE: THE STEPS TO THE EMPTY THRONE


ROBERT THE BRUCE: THE PATH OF THE HERO KING


ROBERT THE BRUCE: THE PRICE OF THE KING’S PEACE





Principal Characters 
in order of appearance



Thomas Hope: Son of an Edinburgh merchant and French mother.


James the Sixth, King of Scots: Son of Mary, Queen of Scots.


Charles of Lorraine: French Duke of Mayenne.


Henry, Duke of Guise: Great French noble.


Harry Hope: Thomas’s younger brother.


Sir Thomas Hamilton of Binning: Later Earl of Haddington (Tam o’ the Coogate).


George Heriot: Goldsmith in Edinburgh, and banker.


Elizabeth Bennett: Daughter of John, laird of Wallyford.


James Stewart, Earl of Moray: Great Scots noble.


Ludovick, Duke of Lennox: Kinsman of King James. Lord High Admiral and Great Chamberlain of Scotland.


Patrick, Master of Gray: Said to be the handsomest man in Europe.


Queen Anne: Princess of Denmark. Wife of King James.


Thomas Howard, Duke of Norfolk: Earl Marshal of England.


Alexander Seaton, Earl of Dunfermline: Chancellor of Scotland.


King Christian the Fourth of Denmark: Brother of Queen Anne.


Sir William Alexander of Menstrie: King’s Master of Requests, later Earl of Stirling, founder of Nova Scotia.


George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham: English royal favourite.


Prince Charles: Son of King James. Later Charles the First.


Princess Henrietta Maria of France: Later Queen of King Charles.


James Graham, Earl of Montrose: Later marquis and noted soldier.


General Alexander Leslie: Veteran Scottish soldier.


Oliver Cromwell: Great English Puritan soldier. Captain-General and Lord Protector.


Prince Rupert of the Rhine: Nephew of King Charles.


Archibald Campbell, Marquis of Argyll: Great Scots noble known as MacCailean Mor.


Charles the Second: Succeeded his father, Charles the First, as king.


John Maitland of Lethington, Second Earl of Lauderdale: Later duke.


General David Leslie: Nephew of General Alexander. Covenant leader.


Andrew Cant: Leading Covenant divine.


Lewis, Marquis of Huntly: The Gordon chief, known as the Gudeman o’ the Bog.


William Keith, Earl Marischal: Hereditary leader of Scots army.


Sir Hector Maclean of Duart: Highland chief.


General George Monk: Parliamentarian English general. Later Duke of Albemarle.





1


Thomas Hope stared at his father. “You are … to die? Die! I knew that you were sickening. But to die! Must it be so? The physicians say it?”


“They can do no more for me, lad. But do not grieve overmuch. I have known that it would come to this for some time. They told me, the physicians. It comes to us all, one day. And I will go to join your mother again – Jaqueline. I look forward to that!”


“But when? When do you go, Father?”


“Soon, I am told. Sad I am, not at the dying, but that I will not see your graduation, when you, Thomas, become a writer, a lawyer. As you wish. In more than another year. That will be the great day. My son an advocate!”


“No. Not yet. Two years more, for that.”


“Ah, yes. That for the advocate. But the lawyer sooner. Then you will earn your own moneys. You could do well, grow rich. Lawmen do well for themselves.” He nodded. “But, meantime, you will not starve. My affairs are in good order, here in Edinburgh. And your mother’s, in Dieppe, still better. You will fare well enough. And our house, in this Edinburgh here, Todd’s Close, will serve you for your work when you have graduated, and still lodge you and your young brother, Harry, whom I must leave in your care, Thomas.”


Henry Hope, burgess of the city, merchant-trader, patted the shoulder of the young man, scarcely more than a youth indeed at seventeen years. “To be left, at your age, to fend for yourself and your brother is hard. But you are of stout enough character, and will do none so ill.”


Thomas shook his head, biting his lip. “To lose you. Left alone. With Harry. It is …”


“You have your uncles, my brothers Edward and Alexander and James. They will guide you, James in especial, since he is a lawyer, as you aim to be. And Edward is Guild-Brother, of note, and strong in the Kirk, even was friend to the man Knox – to whom he is welcome! As you know, I am less than fond of these reformers, as they call themselves. But their Kirk is becoming ever more powerful. So Edward could be of much use to you, perhaps.”


“I mislike to have you talking to me in this fashion, Father,” Thomas declared. “As though all was … over with you …”


“It almost is, lad. You must accept it. As I do. I have a great belief in the hereafter. So, sorry as I am to be leaving you meantime, I will be waiting for you, with your mother, in the other world beyond the stars. But meanwhile you have your mark to make in this life. I judge that you will do it to good effect. Make the most of college. And in time, as a lawyer, you could have great opportunities. This is a time of great change in our Scotland, the religious strife largely over, but much yet to be settled. The great Church lands are being divided up and fought over by the nobles, the new divines seeking to keep their parish bounds intact, King James requiring his share of it all, he a canny monarch, unlike his poor late mother.”


“Two years yet, Father, ere I can act the lawyer. And who knows what will have transpired by then?”


“I will be watching you, from above. And, I judge, proud of my son. Our son, for Jaqueline will be with me again. Sons, as Harry will no doubt make his own way. But guide you him, lad. At but fourteen years he needs some directing. I trust you to see to it, but three years older as you are, an early age for the like.”


Thomas, tall, slender, already quite good-looking, nodded. “I will do what I can. And – this of Dieppe, Father? What would you have me to do there in this pass? I know that links there are of value. But …”


“Of major value, yes. Your mother, although from Paris, inherited much in Dieppe, in the province of Béthune – where the Beatons came from. Through her I became made a burgess of Dieppe, as well as of Edinburgh. It would be good if you could be so, also, for it is a rich, prosperous port and hinterland. Forbye, King James’s mother, the late unhappy Mary, Queen of Scots, had Guise blood; her mother Queen Marie of Guise, sister of the Duke Henry and the Cardinal of Lorraine, had an inheritance in Béthune, which King James ever complains should be his now. I have sought to discover the truth of this, but so far have not succeeded. Perhaps, lad, if you could speak with the king, you might learn of it, to his advantage, and therefore yours. French law may be not so very different from Scots.”


“Could I approach the king?”


“Oh, yes. James Stewart, whatever else, is approachable – aye, and likes other young men. So watch you, if you do see him! A strange man indeed, but clever.”


“He will be at Stirling?”


“No doubt. He bides in that castle most of the time, preferring it to that of Edinburgh. Go see him, and tell him that you go to Dieppe. He may have tasks for you. To serve him there …”


So Thomas rode the thirty-five miles west to Stirling, where he viewed the great citadel on its rock-top, so similar to Edinburgh’s, where James Stewart had been raised, and still looked upon as his home, its hereditary keeper his boyhood friend, the present Earl of Mar, as his father had been before him.


Thomas had no great difficulty in gaining admittance to the stronghold, young as he was, when he announced that he came to see King James on a matter concerning the Guise lands in France. He was told that His Grace was out hunting in the Flanders Moss, up-Forth, a favourite pastime. So he had to wait, admiring the prospects of the long line of Highland mountains to the north-west, and the Ochil summits to the north-east.


When the king eventually returned, flushed with his exertions and smelling strongly of a mixture of sweat and blood – not his own blood but that of the deer he and his party had managed to slay in the bogland of the Moss, for James believed that paddling his feet in the warm entrails of the deer was good for rheumatism – the odd monarch was in no state to discuss affairs in France with an unexpected young subject, even though he had heard of the Hopes, and said so. He was indeed an odd character, in looks as in all else, scarcely kingly. He was now aged twenty-five, of medium stature but gangly, slouching, knock-kneed, sallow of complexion and dribble-lipped, this because his tongue was too big for his mouth; a less likely son for the beautiful late Queen Mary would have been hard to imagine. And her husband, Darnley, had not been ill-favoured of feature. There were rumours that James’s true father had been Mary’s Italian secretary, David Rizzio; and the king’s somewhat swarthy countenance did not contradict that.


“So – you’re one o’ thae Hopes, are you?” he greeted Thomas. “I ken Edward Hope, the Guild-Maister.” James always spoke in braid Scots. “You’ll be his laddie, eh?”


“No, Sire. He is my uncle. My father is Henry, a merchant-trader, of Edinburgh.”


“Ooh, aye. And what want ye frae me, Hope man? Fowk aye want something, I’ve found.”


“Only to speak of some matters that may concern Your Grace, of which I have a small interest. Touching on France, and your royal mother’s links therewith. In especial with Béthune and Dieppe, where my mother hailed from, Jaqueline de Tott.”


“Hech – Dieppe, eh? Béthune. Aye, yon’s Guise country. A scoundrelly lot! I’m no’ proud o’ them!”


“My father is a burgess of Dieppe, Sire, as well as of Edinburgh. He trades there. How he met my mother. And he has learned that the present Duke Henry of Guise plans to sell the harbour-rights of Dieppe, which is the main port for Paris, a rich prize indeed, and to donate some of the proceeds to the Vatican, that prayers should be said for his immortal soul. But keeping most of them! Through his late uncle, the Cardinal of Lorraine, he has much influence in Rome.”


“The Popish scoundrel! He’ll no’ can dae that! No’ without the agreement o’ others o’ Guise blood, mine among them. My mother’s share. He must be stopped. That is, unless he gies me an honest whack o’ it. Thae harbour-dues will be worth plenties, aye, plenties. Ye ken the name Dieppe means just deep, the nearest deep-watter port to the capital o’ France, Paris.”


“That is why my father sent me to see Your Grace. Your royal interests are involved, he says, as well as ours, or my late mother’s. I was to learn how you see it, Sire.”


“I see it as gey important, boy! But you are gey young, are you no’? To be seeing to the like. How old?”


“I will be eighteen years in two months, Sire.”


“Just eighteen? Can the likes o’ you deal wi’ this?”


“I am trained in the law, Your Grace. I have not yet graduated, but I judge that I know enough to deal with this. I have studied French law also.”


“Are you no’ being ower brash? Judging that you ken it a’, at your age?”


“I hope not, Sire. My father, he has told me much. He judges me able for this task.”


“Ah, weel – you’ll likely can dae nae harm to my interest yonder. And I ken nae ither like to be going there. So, dae your best, laddie, for mysel’ also, and you’ll no’ suffer for it, I’ll see to that!”


“Yes, Sire.”


“Aye, and bring me back what you can learn o’ it a’, Hope man. I wish to ken.”


Thomas bowed out.


So it was back to Edinburgh and Leith, to discover when a ship could take him to France, to Dieppe. There proved to be no difficulty in that, for there was much trade with that nation, and Dieppe its principal destination. He had only three days to wait.


His father gave him fullest instructions, and an introductory letter to the mayor of that city, of which he was a burgess, recommending that his son might be made a burgess also, despite his young age, in view of his knowledge of French as well as Scots law.


Three days later, then, father and son parted, the former declaring that he hoped still to be in this life on Thomas’s return. But if not, he was sure, they would meet again, wife and mother with them.


The sail southward, in a vessel laden with wool and grain and whisky, took five days, calling in at Newcastle and Hull to pick up more trade goods and a trio of merchants. From these Thomas learned quite a lot that might be of use to him. Where the River Arques reached the English Channel was the city of Dieppe, behind chalk cliffs. Quickly thereafter the river shallowed, so that large ships could not sail further inland, this accounting for the importance of Dieppe. It was a large commercial city, but dominated by a castle and cathedral, with innumerable warehouses flanking the lengthy dockland, shipbuilding yards, cloth mills and granaries. Thomas reckoned that there was fully a mile and a half of docks. The harbourdues here would indeed command an enormous sum. His mother had been the daughter of a wealthy wool merchant here, who traded with Lammermuir sheep-rearers in Scotland.


Thomas’s father had judged his task best started by introducing himself to the mayor of this Dieppe, and thereafter to the Guild-Master, using his sire’s burgess-ship as commendation, and his mother’s links with the city. He might also find some Tott relatives who could be helpful. His first effort, then, was to find the mayoral premises.


This was not difficult, large and busy a city as Dieppe was. The mayor, named Ferdinand Dieufoy, when he heard that here was a Tott kinsman and son of a burgess, was amiable, especially when the King of Scots’ connection was mentioned, and James’s opposition to Duke Henry’s plans to sell off the harbour-dues. He and his magistrates and councillors objected strongly to these, indeed doubting whether the duke had the right to do so. Was it lawful? Thomas said that his father’s view was that it was not, that the rights were vested with the citizens’ representatives. He himself, although not a burgess, had studied French law, and believed that he could, if necessary, present that cause in a court of law. Mayor Ferdinand doubted his competence, so young a man; but when King James’s authority was asserted, with the royal objections, he agreed that Thomas should see the city’s legal representatives.


These, likewise, were sceptical over his youthful abilities; but this of representing the interests of the King of Scots was telling, and could just possibly give them the desired advantage against Duke Henry. But they were reluctant publicly to assert this, the Guises being so powerful. None of the legal fraternity was eager to appear in court pleading against that dominant family. Thomas offered, indeed all but demanded, to do so himself, in the name of his monarch; and this did impress them. They agreed to arrange a hearing before the province’s justices, so long as it was this young Scot who did the pleading.


It was, naturally, a very real challenge for Thomas. But he believed that he had the right and the law on his side, and the city authorities were backing him, however discreetly and anxious not to offend the duke and his brothers, but were concerned for Dieppe’s cause. If he failed, they could distance themselves from him, to be sure. Without King James’s declared backing, of course, they would not have urged him to go ahead.


It took a little time, and much behind-closed-doors arranging, for the desired hearing to take place, in the city’s justiciary court, Thomas meantime brushing up his French law most heedfully. Thanks to his upbringing by his French mother, he spoke that language almost as well as English.


It was a delicate situation, for and against. Thomas would have not only the citizenry of Dieppe but most of Béthune for him, however muted that support; and the so powerful Guises to oppose. And there was always the danger that the justices themselves would be prejudiced in favour of the latter through fear, even though nominally they should be on the side of the people.


The great day dawned. In the law court, three justiciars were seated at the dais table, and no fewer than four prominent lawyers representing Duke Henry. That man was not in court himself, possibly considering it below his dignity to seem to be countering some youngster from Scotland. Charles of Lorraine, Duke of Mayenne, was present, no doubt with a watching brief.


Thomas was encouraged when, just before the hearing started, an elderly man came up to him and declared that he was Eugène de Tott, a cousin of the young man’s mother. He, and others of his family, were much in favour of Thomas’s cause, although they were anxious not openly to offend the ducal cause. Almost all the people of Dieppe were of that mind, he assured, but dared not announce it.


Much heartened for his endeavours, Thomas bowed to the justiciars, and awaited the proceedings. Near by sat the Duke of Mayenne, a stern-looking personage.


It was that man who more or less took charge. Loftily he waved to the Guise lawyers.


One of these rose, to announce that Duke Henry’s right to sell the harbour-dues of Dieppe had been wrongfully challenged, by the claim that these belonged to the city, not to the ducal dynasty. This false allegation demanded but little rebuttal; however, it was understood that there was present a foreigner, from Scotland, who asserted otherwise. The court was asked to pass judgment.


The central of the three justices inclined his head, and asked who contested the ducal rights.


Thomas rose, and was aware of the indrawn breaths of many at the obvious youthfulness of the protester.


He announced carefully that he came in the name of many of the people, without actually naming the Dieppe municipal authority; but also in the cause of certain Guise kin, including James Stewart, King of Scots.


That last drew still deeper breaths, and ensured attention.


Thomas, with every appearance of confidence, went on. He declared that the deep-water port of Dieppe, and its harbour-dues, was not all Guise property, although the land around, Béthune, and some of the city sites themselves, did belong to the ducal house. So they might claim some proportion of its earnings – but only a small proportion. The representatives of the citizens themselves – magistrates, merchants, trade-guilds, shipbuilders, dock-owners – held much greater claim to its dues. This was recognised by James, King of Scots, himself grandson of Queen Marie of Guise and son of Mary, Queen of Scots. It was firstly in King James’s name that he now appeared.


The Duke of Mayenne snorted.


The spokesman of the three justices pointed at Thomas. What was his claim in this matter, as representing the King of Scotland – or saying that he did?


Thomas said that he had King James’s personal instructions, as a Guise representative. But also that he desired and elected to speak on behalf of the good citizens of this Dieppe, of which his own mother, Jaqueline de Tott, had been one. His concession that Duke Henry and his kin held some right to the harbour-dues, but only a modest proportion, nowise invalidated his claim that King James did likewise, along with the greater rights of the people of the city and area. He also spoke on their behalf.


How could he, a young man from distant Scotland, speak for the people of Dieppe? he was asked.


It was not as himself that he spoke, he asserted, but for the cause of French law, with which he was conversant. The citizenry had their rights, as well as the landowners, and were represented by the mayor and magistrates and councillors. None could lawfully dispute that. Acts of the French Estates-General and parliament confirmed that, dating back as far as four centuries. He could so quote, if necessary.


There was a distinct pause as the justices eyed each other, glanced towards Mayenne, and back at Thomas.


He took his chance. In the circumstances, he went on, King James felt that an amicable settlement should be made on this of the harbour-dues, after the costs of collecting them were met. Two-thirds should remain with the municipality of Dieppe, and the remaining one-third be divided among the Guise family, not only Duke Henry – and here Thomas glanced at Mayenne. One-tenth should come to the King of Scots. That was His Grace’s proposal, he, Thomas Hope, his representative.


This direct involvement of King James, of course, much concerned all there. Apart from his Guise blood, his mother had been Queen of France, as well as of Scots. The two-thirds proportion proposed for the city itself would find approval with the justiciars, even if they dared not acclaim it; but even the remaining one-third would be no mean sum to be divided among the Guises and James, Dieppe, the busiest port in northern France, ensuring that – and this an ongoing income.


Even Mayenne appeared to be calculating.


The justices declared that they would retire for a short time, to consider this suggestion.


Thomas felt reasonably confident. He saw the duke eyeing him assessingly, but did not seek to address him.


The justiciars were not away for long. When they returned, their spokesman announced that they had considered well, and decided that the suggested division of the dues, in King James’s name, was fair and honest, this of the royal authority clearly of major worth to them. They would so recommend, to the mayor of Dieppe, the Masters of the Guilds, the representatives of Holy Church which was in some fashion concerned, and of course to Duke Henry of Guise, represented here by the Duke of Mayenne. Did he have any comment to add?


That man smoothed his chin, but said nothing.


So it was accepted, with sighs of relief all around, even Mayenne looking not displeased; after all, one-third represented a substantial sum of money. Thomas’s assessment of the situation, as well as of the amounts involved, had been judicious.


He found himself being quietly congratulated thereafter, not actually by Mayenne but not criticised either, his use of the royal sanction effective, as had been his advocacy.


Young Thomas Hope’s name would not be forgotten in Dieppe. As indication thereof, he found himself being made a burgess of Dieppe for his contribution, as his father was, likewise. This must have been an unusual distinction for one who had not yet graduated from the law school of St Mary’s College of Edinburgh.
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On his way home to Scotland, Thomas passed his eighteenth birthday on the ship, no celebrations involved, although the crew, Dieppe men themselves, hailed him as a burgess of their city now.


When he arrived back at Todd’s Close, off the Castlehill of Edinburgh, it made a sad homecoming, for he learned that his father had died two weeks earlier, and had been interred in the family burial-ground at Greyfriars. Thither he went, there and then, to pay his respects, and to reassure himself that his parents would now be reunited. So he need not mourn for his sire, but only for himself and young brother Harry, whom he found to be in the care of their Uncle Edward, a rather stern and elderly man, and prominent in the Kirk.


Thomas’s being made a burgess of Dieppe, and the prominence he had gained there, made no great impact in Edinburgh. But when, a couple of days later, he rode on one of his uncle’s garrons the thirty-five miles west to Stirling, he did receive some interest and even commendation from his monarch.


King James was setting out for Falkland, in Fife, his favoured hunting-seat, and Thomas rode with him. The king was pleased to learn that he was to get some moneys from the Dieppe harbour-dues, demanding just how much, when, and whether there would be back-payments for years past – the Wisest Fool in Christendom was like that. Thomas could not promise him the last, but assured that hereafter the mayor and magistrates thereof would send a tithe of their emoluments, as his royal share, and in appreciation of his monarchial backing. He told Thomas that he had done none so badly, for a bit laddie, and he would have to see how he could reward him someways.


“D’you ken Tam o’ the Coogate?” he asked. “That’s Hamilton o’ Binning. He’s the Lord Advocate, mind. He mebbe could gie you a bit help. In this o’ the law. I’ll hae a bit word wi’ him.”


“Until I have graduated, Sire, I am no full lawyer. That will be in just over a year’s time.”


“For a hauf-bakit lawman you did nane sae badly! This o’ the Dieppe dues proves it. I’ll can use you, whiles, methinks.”


“I will be honoured, Sire.”


“Yon Edward Hope – he’s your uncle, no? A right hard yin him, I’m tell’t. But he maun be getting auld, for he was close to John Knox, and he’s been deid a score o’ years. He was a commissioner to the first General Assembly o’ the Kirk, I mind. They say he aided at the slaying o’ yon Rizzio man.”


“As to that, I know not, Your Grace. But, yes, he is my uncle. As are Alexander, a tailor; and James, also a lawyer.”


“Aye – and Petit John Trumpet? Whae was he? Kin o’ yours? He was trumpeter to my great-grandsire, if I mind richt.”


“Yes, Sire. Trumpeter at the court of King James the Fourth. He was called Petit, or Little, John because he was so big a man. He was wounded at Flodden-field, when the king died, but survived.”


“You Hopes are a right acquart lot! You’ve done weel, though, wi’ this o’ Dieppe. I’m thinking that I can mak use o’ you. Aye, in this o’ the Kirk lands and the reformers. It’s a right tangle as to the law o’ it a’. Tam Hamilton kens it a’, the law. But I could dae wi’ some ither advising in this o’ the law, see you. In the matter o’ lands, in especial. The auld Romish Kirk had great lands. Lords and lairds hae been dying, doon the centuries; and getting auld, they began tae consider whither their souls were bound! And sae left land to the priests, for prayers to be said for them ever after!


“But the crown, see you, had, and has, its rights ower a’ the land, temporalities you lawmen ca’ it, feudal dues ower and above lairdly yins, vassalage, fiefs and the like. I’m King o’ Scotland, mind, as weel as king o’ Scots. Superior o’ a’ the land. A’ the lairds had to swear fealty to me at my coronation, a foot on the soil frae a’ their lands. But the Romish priests didna. They held their lands frae God, they said. But since this o’ reform, it’s no’ the same. The lords hae fought ower and gotten the lands. And I’m due my dues. Yon temporalities. I’m no’ getting it a’. And Tam Hamilton’s a laird himsel’. For his Binning and Drumcairn. He’s gotten himsel’ cried Lord Drumcairn, a Lord o’ Session. Aye, and mair than that. Laird o’ Byres o’ Garleton, Barnbougle, Monkland and Dalmeny. Ooh, aye – I hae been watching that yin! He’s no’ for paying mair temporalities and fealties and crown dues than he maun. Sae he’s for letting ithers off, tae. You tak me? But you’re nae laird. Sae you can gie me the richt advice I need in this o’ the law. Surer than Hamilton.”


“If I can, it will be my pleasure, Sire.”


“You fair ootwitted thae Guise dukes, raivelled them! You can dae the same for fowk who would ootwit mysel’! This o’ the auld Kirk’s lands. All o’ them. Consider you these, a’ ower my kingdom. Look close. And tell me. I’ll see that you dinna suffer for it. Dae that, Hope man.”


“As you will, Sire. But – it will take some time.”


“Ooh, aye. I’ll can wait …”


So Thomas had a task, a major task on his hands, to discover the great and widespread lands that Holy Church had garnered down the centuries, and try to trace most of the present owners, after the Reformation, or at least the major ones. The king’s mother, Mary, Queen of Scots, and his grandmother, Queen Marie of Guise, being strong Catholics, had not pursued this quest. But James Stewart was otherwise – and Thomas had to be his faithful subject. He would have to watch, however, not to get too far wrong with this Hamilton, Lord of Session Drumcairn, so powerful in matters of law; and this before he himself had so much as graduated. Caution was called for, as well as initiative and legal skills.


This of the king’s charge, to identify the Catholic Church’s lands throughout the kingdom, would keep him busy indeed meantime, for it would be a huge undertaking, calling for his visiting and enquiring into every lordship, lairdship, county, region, diocese and parish of the land, a mammoth endeavour. But it was by way of being a royal command. As well that he was his own master, as regards time, and had a sufficiency of moneys, left him by his mother in especial, for King James had made no mention of paying him, save to say that he would not suffer for it. This monarch was notably tight-fisted. But he might well be repaid in other ways than in gold and silver coin.


Thomas set about planning his mission. At least he had a sturdy garron to carry him on it.


To visit every corner of Scotland would have to be done methodically and over a lengthy period, he recognised. It was lands that had to be identified, rather than communities, cities, towns and villages, although these would have to be considered where ownership was concerned. Most of Lothian Thomas knew well, so that could be left until the final summing up. Where to start, then? He decided on the Merse, the eastern Borderland up to where this linked with the eastern end of the Lammermuir Hills, especially as it contained the great Church lands of the abbeys of Melrose, Dryburgh and Kelso, and numerous priories, such as Coldinghame, Ladykirk, Polwarth and Eccles.


Thither he rode, and quickly perceived something of the vastness of the duty that King James had laid upon him. Until he commenced it he had had only the faintest realisation of what was involved, how much land there was to survey, how many lords, lairds, farmers and millers, not to mention flock-masters, shepherds and fishermen, to gain the overall picture required. The king had raised one eyebrow when he said that he could wait. Had he had some notion of what it involved?
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