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The young woman looked at her two elder brothers, exasperated. “Why Longueville?” she demanded. “He is old enough to be my father. He has had two wives already. No children by either, both dying in childbirth. Is that a good recommendation for me? And Longue is far away, far beyond Paris. When I marry, I would choose my own husband!”


“We know of your interest in young D'Arcis,” her eldest brother said. “But such as he is not for the likes of you. Longueville is a duke and related to the royal house, a D'Orléans. It would be a suitable match for a Guise. And you, Marie, I would remind you, are not in a position to decide who you would wed.”


“I am nineteen!” she asserted. “Not to be married off to whom you choose, Claude!”


“You will do as we say,” the Duke of Guise told her. “Longueville it is. We have discussed it well, and so chosen.”


“He is none so ill,” the other brother, Charles, said. “Our two dukedoms, allied, will serve France well, and King Francis. Be not so stubborn, Marie. We know what is best.”


“What do you, a churchman, know about marriage? A cardinal you may be, but that does not make you understand women and their feelings and wishes, does it?”


Marie de Guise was a comely, well-built creature, tall,



fair, pleasingly rounded, characterful, and knowing her own mind. Her younger brothers were well aware of this, all seven of them, and heedful not unduly to cross her, although she was warm-hearted and nowise exacting in manner. She had run this household of Châteaudun since their mother had died four years before, quite a responsibility for a fifteen-year-old. But these two elder ones, Claude, Duke of Guise, and Charles, Cardinal of Lorraine, used to rule and governance in state and Church, were concerned to maintain their authority, the Guises being one of the greatest families of all France.


“Longueville and Guise will make a worthy alliance,” Claude declared. “He is agreeable . . .”


“Agreeable to marry, perhaps; but not agreeable as a husband for me! Have I no say in the matter?”


“You will find him well enough, girl. You met him, three years ago, is it? Before his last wife died. We have spoken with him, at Paris. He will come here and take you in marriage in due course. It is arranged. Say you no more about it.”


And that was that. The dukedoms of France were apt to be associated thus. Marie shook her fair head, but recognised that she would probably have to make the best of it, whatever her feelings towards Charles D'Arcis. Such was life.


François d'Orléans, Duke of Longueville, duly arrived at Châteaudun a couple of weeks later, having had to ride a long way with his escort of men for Longue was fully three hundred miles to the south-west, in the Loire valley, with Paris in between. He was a large and massive man, with a shock of greying hair and beard and a masterful manner. Marie recognised that he was sizing her up with entirely evident calculation, and, she later complained to her



younger brothers, almost as though she had been a cow at a market, assessing her shape and lineaments, so that she felt that perhaps she ought to turn around on her heels and display her rear view also for inspection. He seemed to be the sort of man who would put a large value on physical matters and proportions. At least he made no complaints at what he saw; she almost wished that he would do so, for she was less than enamoured of him, and would have rather welcomed rejection. He had hot eyes under those bristling eyebrows. He had viewed her before, but that was while she was still not fully of womanly maturity. Distinctly physically basic as he might be, it did occur to her to wonder why both his wives had died in childbirth. That was a somewhat worrying thought. Could she use this as a means of persuading her brothers that becoming the third Duchess of Longueville might not be advantageous?


She had to act hostess to the man, and would no doubt be judged on that front also.


When it came for his departure, however, all seemed to have been arranged, she not being consulted. He announced that they would wed in six weeks’ time, at Notre-Dame in Paris, as more convenient for his family and friends than having to come to the châteaux area. This evidently was his attitude to life.


The six weeks passed all too swiftly for Marie. Then it was Paris for her and her brothers.


François had brought surprisingly few family and friends to the wedding – or perhaps these were just getting tired of attending such. Or it might be that he had not invited them, possibly in short supply anyway. The Guises and their friends greatly outnumbered the rest.


Marie kept reminding herself that weddings were



supposed to be joyful occasions – which was not in any way what she felt.


The ceremony and feasting over, the bridegroom announced to her that he had a town-house near the church of St Eustache. Thence they were bound, without delay.


Indeed, bride and groom were barely inside the premises when Frangois grasped Marie, all but lifting her off her feet, well-built as she was, and pushed her, past the staring servants, up to a bedchamber on the first floor, where he planted her on the bed and began to drag off her fine clothing, careless as to what might tear, this with no spoken accompaniment but with grunts and heavy breathing, whatever her protests. Near naked as no matter, he flung himself upon her. Devastated, she found herself being raped by this huge man, large in all ways.


It became, for her, a chaos of affright, distress and pain, as she was crushed down under his weight and his heaving, panting person. Gasping for breath, she sought to shut off her mind from what was happening, this less than successfully. And she was now married to this!


It did not go on for very long – not this first time, at any rate. He rolled off her, and was snoring in moments. She lay there, eyes shut, wishing that her mind and consciousness were shut also, hating the feeling and awareness of her own body.


She must have drifted off to sleep of a sort, despite her revulsion, when she was rudely awakened by the man clambering over her once more. Was he not satisfied? Apparently not.


This time it took longer, and was the worse, more heaving and thrusting and panting. So this was being Duchess of Longueville!




The man further used her before he lay back, and his breathing became more regular. Dare she hope . . . ?


So commenced Marie's life with François d'Orléans, if life it could be called. She had come to loathe the man, and all to do with him, and she reproved herself for so feeling; after all, had she not sworn marriage vows? Fortunately he was often away, for he had many estates, and visited them frequently – and blessedly saw no need to take her with him. No doubt he had other women available at them all.


It was only a few months before she realised that she was pregnant. So she was to become mother as well as wife. When she told him, he said that he wanted no more deaths in childbirth, and that it had better be a son. His dukedom needed an heir. But her condition did not stop him using her. That was the way it was, love and caring not involved. She just had to put up with him.


The weeks passed, Marie a tested young woman.


More testing when it came to her time for delivery. As first births go, it was perhaps not a difficult one, but it was no physically enjoyable event nevertheless, as she laboured for those hours. But when at last she looked down on the little round face and blue eyes which the midwife presented to her, she knew a surge of sheerest joy. Here, at last, someone to love and be loved by, her own, her very own, part of her yet a completely new creature; admittedly François's son, but somehow so utterly different and distinct from that great bear of a man that she could not associate him with the father. She would call him, not François, as no doubt the father would demand, but Francis. She whispered to herself that she had produced love personified.


Her husband welcomed an heir, however many bastards



he had fathered. He commanded celebrations and rejoicings on a great scale throughout the dukedom, bonfires to be lit, feasting to be held, and the infant to be taken all round the estates and paraded for tributes to be paid, Marie being more or less ignored, the child his, her part in it all scarcely recognised. Indeed he dispensed with her company on many of these demonstrations, wetnurses adequate for the occasion as attendants.


The baby did much travelling in the weeks after his birth, carried in a kind of cradle slung between two pack-horses, for the Longueville properties were far-flung. And it so happened that from one of the most distant of these, only little Francis and his women carers came home to the unwanted Marie. The duke, careering over rocky ground in proud fashion, had been thrown from his horse as it stumbled and, crashing on a boulder, broke his neck.


The infant who was brought back to his mother was now Duke of Longueville.


Marie, now a widow in her twenty-second year, was less than stricken by mourning. Scarcely able to comprehend her situation fully, she fairly quickly removed herself from Longue, with her baby, to head home for the Guise house of Châteaudun and her brothers’ company, a free woman.


In time she was able to put the nightmare of her marriage behind her, choosing not even to call herself Duchess of Longueville, although proud for little Francis to be called duke. She took over the running of the castle once again, as she had done since her mother's death; and soon it became as though those intervening years had never been. Francis was her joy. The family looked after the Longueville dukedom for her and their nephew, taking it in turns to reside on the various distant estates, these a



source of great wealth. As well that she had so many brothers.


Life became acceptable and fulfilling.


Charles of Guise, the cardinal, took an especial interest in young Francis. Indeed he almost bewailed the fact that the infant was already a duke, or he would have sought to make another churchman out of him.












2



The Guise family frequently attended the royal court at Paris; and it was on one such occasion, when indeed they had been specially invited, that they met the King of Scots, James the Fifth, this at the town-palace of the Duke of Vendôme, a Bourbon, kin to King Francis. He had come to wed Marie de Bourbon, the duke's daughter; and great was the company gathered to celebrate the marriage.


But the Scots monarch, a good-looking, gallant and lively young man, was causing some concern to his hosts. For despite the proposed bride's evident approval of him, he was proving to be much more interested in the Princess Madeleine, the sixteen-year-old daughter of King Francis, very beautiful but delicately frail. The chosen Bourbon bride was manifestly upset by this. Marie de Guise and her brothers were intrigued by the situation, although King Francis clearly was not.


What went on thereafter between the two monarchs was unclear. But it presently became evident that King James was a man of determination, and not only knew his own mind but intended to have his own way. Poor Marie de Bourbon was rejected and dejected. Young Madeleine's father was requested to let her become the Queen of Scotland.


In the circumstances King Francis more or less had to concede.


So the marriage took place, after only a short interval, in the great cathedral of Notre-Dame, but not with the



originally suggested bride, in the presence of two other monarchs, the Kings of France and Navarre, and no fewer than seven cardinals.


Marie de Guise commiserated with her Bourbon namesake, but was sufficiently romantically minded to recognise love at first sight. She liked James Stewart, and hoped that he would make a good husband to Madeleine.


Along with a great and distinguished company they saw the newly-weds board the Scots vessel, the Yellow Caravel, a handsome ship commanded by the Scots Admiral Sir Andrew Wood. It all made a dramatic and memorable occasion.


They heard in due course that the new queen had been warmly received in Scotland, especially when it was known that on landing at Leith, the port of Edinburgh, the capital, she had knelt on the ground and kissed the Scots soil, a touching gesture. King James was a proud and delighted man and the Auld Alliance with France was thus joyfully renewed.


Marie wished the royal couple well. But she had noted that Madeleine had been racked with coughing a number of times, once bringing up blood. She feared, she feared . . .


For herself she was happy with young Francis, a laughing, healthy boy, ever active and demanding of her attentions. She was able to forget his father.


Only a matter of months after James returned to Scotland with his bride, the news reached France. Madeleine had died. Her coughing had been indicative of a grievous ailment.


The king was devastated. Marie's fears had not been groundless. Two nations mourned. And Scotland still lacked an heir to the throne.


It was this requirement, together with the need to cement



the league with France to counter Henry Tudor's aggressions, which brought James Stewart back across the Channel none so long thereafter. And to Marie's astonishment, it was to see her. Apparently he had been impressed with her, in some degree, when he had come wooing Madeleine. Now, a French match seemingly still important, he had remembered her, a duchess, and her mother a Bourbon. He came to propose marriage. She had proved that she could mother a son. Now he, and Scotland, desired that heir to the throne. It was as simple as that. Would she wed him and become Queen of Scotland?


However surprised, Marie did not take long to make up her mind. She had liked James Stewart from the first. And she recognised that she needed a husband; also a father-figure for young Francis. She could scarcely do better than this. It was not that she particularly desired to be a queen. But if she remarried into her own caste, as it were, to some other duke, then the Longueville duchy might well become absorbed and downgraded, to the hurt of her Francis. This was unlikely to happen if she became queen of another realm.


She told James that she would wed him, yes.


It made a strange situation. There was no question of love between them, he still mourning his adored Madeleine; she having hated her previous marriage. She was unsure as to her physical reactions after that first experience. But if wed she should be, this probably was as good a joining as any. What sort of a queen would she make? And would those Scots accept her? They were said to be a fierce and quarrelsome lot, with their clans and feuds and Celtic pride.


James had to hasten back to his own realm, where he was having trouble with the powerful Douglases under the



Earl of Angus, former husband of Queen Margaret Tudor, the king's mother and Henry of England's sister, she no help to her son. He announced that he would send Sir Andrew Wood, the admiral, to fetch her to Scotland in his ship in due course.


So Marie had some weeks to prepare herself for this second bout of matrimony, which she trusted would be more successful than the first. It would have been good if she could have married for love; but that seemed not to be for the likes of herself. Affection had to be concentrated on young Francis.


A remarkable development arose shortly thereafter. An English envoy arrived at Châteaudun. Henry Tudor, that much married monarch, had recently lost his fourth wife, Jane Seymour, who had died in childbirth. He had apparently heard that his rival of Scotland was planning to marry Marie de Guise. Now he sent this ambassador to offer his hand instead, remarking on her suitability to be a queen, her excellent looks and stature, and her proven ability to bear sons. To be Queen of England would surely be much preferable to marrying James Stewart of modest Scotland.


Marie, however surprised, had no difficulty in rejecting this odd proposal. She sent the envoy back with a letter declaring that although her figure might be large enough for King Henry, her neck was small – this an oblique reference to the execution of Anne Boleyn, the Tudor's second wife and sister-in-law, married after the divorce of Queen Catherine of Aragon.


James, whether to demonstrate his preferable attitude to women and marriage compared with King Henry's or otherwise, sent a formal marriage-contract on 6 January 1538, the Day of the Epiphany; and a declaration that in



May his representative, the Lord Maxwell, would come to act bridegroom-by-proxy, and thereafter bring her to Scotland in notable style for the full nuptials at St Andrew's Cathedral.


This all seemed very formal and correct, but presumably how royal marriages were arranged in Scotland.


Marie had had three months to prepare to become queen of a realm she knew nothing about, a land reputedly consisting of mountains, lakes, wild animals and wilder men – although this James seemed nowise wild compared with her former French husband. Her brothers declared that the Scots did not know either what was coming to them!


There was, however, a grievous parting. Her mother, the Duchess Antoinette, convinced her that young Francis should be left behind in her keeping. To take the child of a previous marriage to her new husband's kingdom would be most inadvisable, and look odd to the Scots. Let the boy remain with her meantime.


James did not come himself to conduct her to his kingdom, but sent a sufficiency of representatives, two thousand of them, under his friend the Lord Maxwell, lords, knights and churchmen, with Admiral Wood in his fleet, all presumably to emphasise the importance of the occasion; and possibly to remind his unloved mother, Margaret Tudor, that there was to be a new queen.


When this vast contingent arrived in Paris, even the great cathedral of Notre-Dame was crowded out for the rather odd ceremony of marriage-by-proxy, Marie seemingly being wed to Lord Maxwell, who already had a wife.


Not feeling, thereafter, in the least wifely, much less a queen, it crossed Marie's mind to wonder what the Lady



Maxwell thought of all this. Also, even if only at the back of her mind, whether the said lord might assume that his proxy-ship gave him the right to spend this curious wedding night with the bride.


However, Maxwell was correctness and discretion personified. At the banquet, which the Guise brothers laid on to celebrate, he made a brief speech declaring his pride and appreciation at being honoured thus to serve his liegelord, and his respect and admiration for his new sovereign-lady.


Marie passed a wedding night of a sort alone in her bed, young Francis, whom she would have to leave behind on the morrow, sleeping nearby.


There was no delay thereafter, Marie in tears as she had to hand her son to her mother. She was conducted to the ships in the Seine, where she embarked, all the great company to be carried in half a dozen other of the admiral's craft for the voyage downriver to the Norse Sea and northwards.


Marie found herself attended by a lady-in-waiting, none other than Elizabeth, Lady Wood, wife of the admiral, a pleasing person with whom she got on well, and who had helped to look after young Francis. Presumably James had arranged this, although she learned that Elizabeth frequently accompanied her husband on his many voyages.


On the tenth day of June, in fine weather, they crossed the mouth of the Firth of Forth, passing close to an isolated but quite large island called the May, to land at the fishing harbour of Crail, this one year after the late Madelaine had done the same.


Marie was already impressed by the views. She had heard that Scotland was famed for its dramatic scenery, not only the mountains and isles, its forests, glens and



heather. As they sailed up she had noted the towering cliffs and headlands, the yawning caves and castle-crowned pinnacles. Now she saw the vast rock-stack, its sheer sides white with the droppings of the wheeling myriad of seafowl, which she was told was the Craig of Bass, with a conical summit behind, and great green ranges of hills stretching out of sight to the south. That was Lothian, Lady Wood informed. Now, ahead, this Fife was different, only isolated hills, not extended heights, smaller cliffs, many fishing havens of whitewashed houses with red-tiled roofs, little woodland and much cattle country.


This Crail appeared to be the last of the fisherfolk communities before the great thrusting headland projecting proudly into the Norse Sea, which Elizabeth told her was called Fife Ness, ness meaning a promontory. It was none so far from their destination, which was St Andrews, the ecclesiastical capital of the land, where King James would be awaiting them.


They came round to this, a town of spires and steeples innumerable, with a great abbey and many priories and monastic houses; also a university with its colleges. This did not sound like the wild country she had been told about.


Landed, Marie was led to the abbey, where James received her, with a host of clerics, but also the provost and bailies of the town, the equivalent of her French mayors and councillors, with local lords and landowners. He greeted her with a hearty kiss and, looking her up and down frankly, seemed pleased with what he saw, and kissed her again. She accepted his salutations smilingly, and decided that he was even better than she had remembered him, which was a comforting thought, since she was now wed to him by proxy.




The large company paraded through the streets, these thronged with cheering folk, James bowing right and left and waving a hand. Obviously he was a popular monarch. They halted here and there, to receive gifts of flowers and sweetmeats; whether this had been arranged by James, or was a spontaneous welcome to the new queen, she did not know. But she received them as graciously as she might, before handing them over to Maxwell's ready attendants.


There were set pageants and displays at various points along their roundabout route, with choirs and instrumentalists to greet them, all very different from Marie's previous notions of Scottish folk and behaviour; she realised how ignorant she had been. It looked as though she was going to enjoy being queen to these people, whatever it was like being married to their king.


At the archepiscopal palace they were greeted by Cardinal David Beaton, head of the Church in Scotland and, she understood, the first Scot to reach that status. He was a tall, slender man in his early forties, quite fine of feature with a small pointed beard and an authoritative stance, son of a Fife laird. Marie had already met him briefly in France, when he had for a time acted as Bishop of Mirapoix before his translation to cardinalship, introduced by her own brother, Cardinal Charles of Lorraine. He was to conduct the final nuptials, and he joined the procession to the cathedral.


There this prolonged marriage ceremonial was at last ended, the public part of it at least, and in splendid style, the large ecclesiastical premises being sufficiently capacious to hold all the congregation. Marie de Guise was, for better or worse, finally made Queen of Scotland.


Back at the cardinal's palace, the wedding feast was more than adequate for the occasion, with speeches and



varied entertainment. At James's side, Marie saw that he was growing impatient. Was he so eager for the next stage in this day's or night's, proceedings? For herself, she wondered and wondered. Would she disappoint? Or be disappointed? What was she hoping for indeed?


At length, with a second performance of gypsy acrobats being announced, the king rose, as therefore must all. Taking Marie's arm, he thanked Beaton, on his left, for all his major contributions to the day.


The cardinal, smiling, waved to Lord Maxwell to preside meantime, and led the royal couple from the dais platform, by its rear door, and upstairs, conducting them to the suite of three rooms in a flanking tower. Female servants awaited them here, with hot water for ablutions, and more wine and sweetmeats. With tactful expressions of goodwill and for a rewarding night, the cardinal left them there.


James asked Marie whether she required the further services of the women, and at her shake of the head, he dismissed them.


Alone at last, he turned to her. “Here is a trying situation for you, no? For myself also, perhaps. We have both been wed before, and come to such night. And now it is, shall we say, for state advantage? I recognise your woman's position. It may well be that you are . . . reluctant. Man and wife we may be, but I would not wish to force myself upon you too soon. How say you?”


Marie searched his face. “You are . . . kind,” she said. “I, I thank you for your caring in this. You suggest that, this night, we . . . separate?”


“If so it would best please you. I sought, and obtained, these three rooms. One for your small son. One for you, if...?”


“How would you have it, James?”




“I would have you to choose, Marie. I give you time.”


“Time? Will time make any difference? I am now yours. And I judge that you will be sufficiently gentle!” She bit her lip. “And I would have you to know that I liked you, found you pleasing from our first meeting.”


“And I you. So? We share a room and a bed, then, this night?”


She nodded.


He walked a pace or two and back. “Then, may I have the pleasure of undressing you?”


“Why not? If it will give you the more satisfaction.”


“From the looks of you, woman, I judge that it will! You are notably well endowed, my dear.”


“Your dear? Then so be it.” And she raised her arms wide, in offering.


He went to her then, into those arms, and flung his own around her, kissing. And quickly those kisses grew the warmer, more urgent, and his hands began to caress and stroke and search. She shivered. But it was not with cold nor mislike but in a sort of womanly appreciative reaction. For Marie de Guise was all woman.


When her lips stirred and opened under his, he all but shook her, panting incoherences.


Soon she was panting also, moreover aiding his busy hands at the removal of her clothing, indeed their arms interlocking and hindering, to her incipient laughter and his head-shaking frustration.


When her last undergarment fell to the floor and she stood naked in all her ripe and rounded femininity, James stood back to survey, deep-breathing, gazing his head shaking once again, but in far from frustration. In all but wonder indeed, for she made a sight to see for any man in the candlelight. From kind eyes and fair hair falling on



wide shoulders, to large swelling breasts, down to not ungenerous stomach and the dark V of her loins, all above shapely thighs and long legs.


He shook his head now, wordless. And on impulse, she swung round to present her rear view to him also, telling herself that she ought to be ashamed of herself, but laughing as she did so. She had not realised that she could be so earthly-minded. But James's admiration and acclaim was so obvious as to make all self-questioning vanish. She even stepped forward now, to meet him, as he flung himself upon her once more.


Had she been a sylph-like creature he would no doubt have carried her bodily over to the bed. As it was, he did not actually have to drag her thither, but impelled her, she protesting – but only that he was still fully clad while she was not. Sitting on the covers, she sought to aid him to undress, but found this of little avail in his twistings and bendings. Getting those boots off was the major trouble.


His shirt still on, he clambered beside her, and then abruptly halted, to search her face there in the dim light, holding her.


“You, you are willing?” he demanded. “It is not just me? My, my need. I would not have it so. Woman, say that you would have me! Say it, of a mercy!”


“Need I?” she asked. “Would I be thus, foolish one? Naked, and your wife. But, but . . . be not over-hasty, husband. I, I . . . !” She got out no more.


“I will seek to serve you. And myself, to our good. Our satisfaction. Dear woman!”


No more words, only motion and panting and murmuring, as she spread herself for him and he entered her person. In fact gentle he could not be, but he sought to be less than hasty, controlling himself as best he could,



with Marie over-tense. She could not help remembering the last time she had been in this situation, or at least some likeness of it, and it had been hateful. Now it was not to be, she told herself.


And, after the first minute or two, it was not, and her breathings and gasps were sighs of thankfulness.


James was driven by male exactions and demands, seeking delay as he would. Now it was his turn to endeavour the not-to-be, not yet, not yet . . .


But physical imperatives overcame mental solicitude, and Marie was left less than fulfilled, as he cried out and reached his climax, she shaking her head as he heaved and groaned over her.


He recognised that he had failed her, and vowed, promised, reiterated thickly his assurance that he would do better for her shortly, she doubting.


But he was right. With no lengthy delay, he was all man again. And this time for long enough to enable her to become all woman indeed. Mutual satisfaction achieved, a king and queen could sink back to sleep in royal gratification.


Love had taken the place of mere esteem and liking.


That was just the beginning of it. Forty days and forty nights they spent based at St Andrews, visiting the countryside all around, especially Falkland, the royal hunting-palace much favoured by James; climbing the Lomond Hills nearby, as well as Largo Law, and the lesser heights of Lindifferon and Tarvit and Rhind, and viewing the magnificent prospects therefrom; of all of which James was proud. He told Marie of the varied and very different parts of his kingdom: the Borderland with its dales and hills, and its mosstroopers in the Debateable Land; Lothian



across Forth, with its dramatic coastline and the capital city; the Tay which they had viewed, and the north-east from Dundee right up to Aberdeen and Inverness; the far north, to the Pentland Firth, with the Orkneys and Shetlands beyond; the western Highlands and Isles, so vast and beautiful with their great mountains and sea lochs; the Clyde estuary and Glasgow; Arran and the Ayrshire coast; and Galloway, all but a kingdom of its own. All this he would take her to see, in due course.


Marie found it all fascinating and much to her taste. She liked the people, independent of mind, anything but obsequious, yet friendly, clearly approving of their monarch. She was determined that they should approve of her also, a Frenchwoman.


As well as viewing the land, visiting the lords and lairds and clerics, the villages and towns, there were innumerable occasions to attend, pageants, games, contests, joustings, minstrelsy, dancing in the streets, some of it arranged by James himself but much spontaneous, a people's greeting to their new queen, and as such warmly appreciated.


Winter was almost upon them, and wider travel would have to be postponed, especially to the highlands, with the passes apt to be blocked by snow. But some of the cities could be visited.


First, it must be the capital. Sailing from Fife in one of Sir Andrew Wood's ships, they docked at Leith. Horses took them up the two miles to Edinburgh, this under the majestic lion-like isolated hill, all but a mountain, called Arthur's Seat, relating to some earlier monarch, James told her. Other heights rose all around, Scotland indeed living up to its reputation in this respect at least.


They made a triumphal entry to the capital, greeted by the provost and his bailies, with more welcoming revelry



and street entertainment, even though a thin, misty rain began to fall and cloaks were in order. Cheering crowds were so dense that outriders had difficulty in clearing a passage for the royal party. They were bound for the Abbey of the Holy Rood, the abbot's princely house there, a more suitable lodging for the new queen than the great rock-top citadel which vied with Arthur's Seat in dominating the city.


Still further entertainment, with feasting, was provided for all, Marie beginning to fear that she was going to suffer indigestion if this generous hospitality continued. But she had no doubts as to her welcome. Bedding down with James that night, she was well assured that she was going to be more than content with her new homeland.
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