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To Nicola Sturgeon 
First Minister of Scotland

‘We princes are set as it were upon stages, in the sight and view of all the world. The least spot is soon spied in our garments, a blemish quickly noted in our doings.’

Elizabeth I, Queen of England, to Parliament, 1586




Contents

About the Author

Also by Clare Hunter

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

How to Use this Ebook

List of Illustrations

A Note on the Use of Terms

Cast of Characters

Introduction

1. Birds, Flowers, Fruit and Other Embroidered Motifs

2. The Fetternear Banner

3. Two Dolls’ Dresses Made of Grey Damask Threaded in Gold

4. A Great Mourning Gown of Black

5. A Suit of Savage Attire

6. Three of the Fairest

7. A Dozen and a Half Little Flowers Painted on Canvas

8. A Catte

9. Red Petticoat and Sleeves

10. A Black Dress and White Veil

Endnotes

Acknowledgements

Bibliography

Picture Section

   

   
How to Use this Ebook

You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.




Illustrations

Portrait of Mary, Queen of Scots. François Clouet, c.1557. © VCG Wilson/Corbis via Getty Images.

A pamphlet from 1558 describing Mary, Queen of Scots’ marriage to François II. © British Library Board. All Rights Reserved/Bridgeman Images.

Miniature of François II and Mary, Queen of Scots from Catherine de’ Medici’s Book of Hours. © Bibliothèque Nationale de France.

The coat of arms Mary, Queen of Scots adopted after her marriage to François II. © British Library Board. All Rights Reserved/Bridgeman Images.

An example of sixteenth-century French silk embroidery. Unknown artist, c.1560. © Victoria and Albert Museum, London.

The Scottish Fetternear Banner, c.1520. © National Museums Scotland/Bridgeman Images.

A detail of the banner’s central image of Christ as the Man of Sorrows. © National Museums Scotland/Bridgeman Images.

Mary, Queen of Scots’ Prayer Book. © Christie’s Images/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of John Knox. After Adrian Vanson, c.1580. © The Reading Room/Alamy Stock Photo.

The title page of John Knox’s The First Blast of the Trumpet against the Monstrous Regiment of Women (1766 edition). Public Domain, courtesy of Wikimedia Commons.

Portrait of Isabella d’Este. Titian, 1534–36. © Ali Meyer/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of Mary Tudor. After Hans Eworth, c.1553. © Fitzwilliam Museum/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of Catherine of Aragon. Unknown artist, c.1520. © Stefano Baldini/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of Catherine de’ Medici. François Clouet c.1560. © Bridgeman Images.

A doll made by Clare Hunter in 1962. © Clare Hunter.

Fashion doll. Unknown artist, c.1600. Photo: Helena Bonnevier, Livrustkammaren/SHM (CC BY-SA 3.0).

Portrait of Arbella Stuart aged twenty-three months with her doll. Unknown artist, 1577. © National Trust Photographic Library/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of Catharina van Warmondt with her doll. Isaac Claesz Van Swanenburg, 1596. © Art Collection/Alamy Stock Photo.

Detail of a sixteenth-century gown from a portrait of Queen Elizabeth I. Unknown artist, c.1575. © Tate.

Detail of a sixteenth-century men’s outfit from a portrait of Archduke Ferdinand of Tirol. Jakob Seisenegger, 1548. © Fine Art Images/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of James V and Marie de Guise. Unknown artist, c.1550. © National Trust Photographic Library/Bridgeman Images.

Portrait of Lord Darnley and Mary, Queen of Scots. Unknown artist, c.1565. © The Devonshire Collection/National Trust Photographic Library/Bridgeman Images.

A portrait thought to be of David Rizzio. Unknown artist, 1620. © Royal Collection/Royal Collection Trust © Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II, 2021/Bridgeman Images.

A photo of David Rizzio’s bloodstain at the Palace of Holyroodhouse, Edinburgh. © Royal Collection Trust / © Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II 2022. Photographer: Peter Smith.

A sketched montage of the scene of Lord Darnley’s murder in Kirk o’ Field. Unknown artist, 1567. The National Archives, ref. MPF1/366 (1).

Placard of the Mermaid and the Hare. Unknown artist, c.1567. The National Archives, ref. SP52/13 no.60.

The Memorial of Lord Darnley. Livinus de Vogelaare, 1567. © Royal Collection/Royal Collection Trust © Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II, 2021/Bridgeman Images.

Mary, Queen of Scots’ embroidery of a ‘Byrd of America’. © Victoria and Albert Museum, London.

Mary, Queen of Scots’ embroidery of a tortoise. © Victoria and Albert Museum, London.

Bess of Hardwick’s monogram. © Victoria and Albert Museum, London.

An example of Bess of Hardwick’s embroidery. © National Trust Images/John Hammond/Bridgeman Images.

The cushion Mary, Queen of Scots embroidered for the Duke of Norfolk c.1571. © Victoria and Albert Museum, London.

A Catte. Embroidery by Mary, Queen of Scots. © Royal Collection/Royal Collection Trust © Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II, 2021/Bridgeman Images.

The Execution of Mary, Queen of Scots, 1542–1587. Unknown artist, c.1613. © National Galleries of Scotland/Bridgeman Images.

The warrant signed by Elizabeth I for Mary, Queen of Scots’ execution. © Lambeth Palace Library/Bridgeman Images.

The last letter Mary, Queen of Scots wrote before her death, to her brother-in-law, Henry III, King of France. © National Library of Scotland (Adv.MS.54.1.1).

Blairs Memorial Portrait of Mary, Queen of Scots. Flemish School, c.1600. The Mary Queen of Scots Memorial Portrait: Reproduced by permission of the Scottish Catholic Heritage Collections Trust T9103BLRBM.

Rainbow Portrait of Elizabeth I. Marcus Gheeraerts the Younger, c.1601. © The Pictures Now Image Collection/Mary Evans Picture Library.

Scotland as a Queen II, limited edition print. Ashley Cook, 2020. © Ashley Cook.




A Note on the Use of Terms

1. Names: To avoid the complication of the many Marys who appear all Marys, apart from Mary, Queen of Scots, are referred to with both their first names and surnames. French characters are given the French spelling of their names. James Stewart and Robert Dudley are referred to as Moray and Leicester respectively after they became earls.

2. Stewart or Stuart: The French spelling of ‘Stuart’ was adopted by Mary in the sixteenth century and was retained by the royal Stuarts thereafter.

3. Yardage: In the sixteenth century, the length of fabric was measured in ells. The lengths differed from country to country. A Scottish ell was 37”, an English ell 45”, a French ell 54” and a Flemish ell 27”. In England, the term ‘yard’ was also used.

4. Translations: I have taken the liberty of modernising many of the quotes and loosely translating others. Punctuation has also sometimes been emended to make better sense for today’s reader.

5. Calendar: The Gregorian Calendar was introduced into Britain in 1750. Until then, the year start was 25 March. For reasons of clarity, I have followed our contemporary calendar when assigning years.

6. Money: 5 Scots pounds was equivalent to one English pound in the mid-sixteenth century. Any conversion of expenditure offers an indication of their worth today rather than an exact equivalent.
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INTRODUCTION 

‘One of the most perfect creatures’

The Lake of Menteith, which lies near Stirling in Scotland, is romantically – if erroneously – claimed to be the only lake in Scotland. I always approach it with a small frisson of discovery because it is ever changing. An alteration of light or seasonal difference can vary its mood dramatically, shifting it from benign to ominous, beguiling to cautionary. From spring through to late autumn, fishermen are out on the glossy water, spooling in trout from their long, dark boats like puppets silhouetted in a shadow play.

The lake hugs history within its depths. On its far horizon lies the tree-fringed island of Inchmahome, where Augustine monks built a sanctuary nine centuries ago. Eight times a day for hundreds of years, the monks prayed for the salvation of our souls, and something of their devotion has seeped into the ruined stone of their prayer places – the chapel, chapter house and cloisters – and settled in the soil. Inchmahome has a pervasive tranquillity that lingers in the air like a blessing. Within its gloom lies the thirteenth century tombstone of Walter Stewart and his wife, ancestors of Mary, Queen of Scots. They lie forever entwined in a stone embrace as a rare memorial to medieval love.

I went to the island once with my eight-year-old son Jamie. We trailed our fingers over the rough bark of age-old Spanish chestnut trees, one with a trunk so immense that my son could curl up in its hollow like a tree sprite. The bluebells were out in azure drifts, spread over the sacred ground like prayer mats. As Jamie went in search of red squirrels, I sat with our sandwiches near the boxwood bower that Mary, Queen of Scots is said to have planted as a child, trying to catch a whisper of the young queen.

I was at primary school when I first heard of Mary, Queen of Scots. Each spring, when the dandelions appeared, we would hunt them out in the playground and take turns to snap their flowers from their stems. Whoever had possession of the dandelion held it tight below its yellow bloom and administered a forceful flick in the direction of its petals to dislodge and scatter them. As spring turned to summer, those dandelions that had escaped our first wave of destruction now had their gossamer seed heads similarly despatched with a lungful of breath. The child who achieved total decapitation was the champion. This wanton disregard for floral survival was accompanied by the collective shouting of the game’s battle cry: Mary, Queen of Scots had her head chopped off, her head chopped off, Mary, Queen of Scots had her head chopped off on a cold and frosty morning. We had no idea who Mary, Queen of Scots was. She was accepted into our litany of imaginary characters who peopled our childhood as readily as Wee Willie Winkie and Skinny Malinky Long Legs. We did not know that she really had existed, or that she once had been our queen.

In those days, at the end of the 1950s, Scotland’s history was barely taught in its schools. It was an aside, subsumed into a British narrative in which the glory of the Empire and the nature of the Commonwealth were the dominant themes. Scottish children gleaned what fragments of their heritage they could from poetry and songs, from an occasional illustration in an encyclopaedia, or a painting in a museum. Most of what we knew were just names – William Wallace, Robert the Bruce, Bonnie Prince Charlie, David Livingstone – but rarely a story, hardly a history. And it was a past that seemed peopled solely by men. All we knew of Mary was that she had had her head chopped off.

When I was ten years old, however, this gap in our knowledge was unexpectedly filled. Our tweed-skirted teacher was suddenly taken ill, and into her shoes stepped a temporary trainee in a toss of curls and pretty frocks. For two weeks we experienced a joyous reprieve from the surly sarcasm that was usually meted out. The trainee announced that we were to abandon rote learning in favour of a creative project that would involve research and design. We were to make a wall collage of the history of Scotland. Most thrillingly for me, the collage was to be made out of fabric. Already schooled by my mother in basic sewing and rudimentary embroidery, the idea of crafting a large sewn artwork was exhilarating. We were each allotted a person, place, or event from Scotland’s past centuries to study and illustrate in cloth. I was given Mary.

The main source of historical study in the school library was Ladybird Books’ Adventure from History series. Disappointingly, there was no volume dedicated to Mary, but I found her in one devoted to Queen Elizabeth I of England. Being ten, to me Mary’s story read like a fairy tale without a happy ever after: a young and beautiful queen who loses not just one but three husbands, and is left defenceless and alone. When I learned of her escape from the clutches of her disloyal nobles, I cheered her on. When I discovered she had been abandoned by the English queen, Elizabeth, I was dismayed. Her end in imprisonment and execution was distressing. The illustrations of a gracious Mary in a sumptuous gown of black and gold greeting her nobility, of a feisty Mary galloping over moorland on a black stallion, and of Mary – still gorgeous in green – surrounded by armed guards, served only to kindle my captivation.

I folded black velvet over a cardboard silhouette of my queen with care and stitched a narrow band of gold tinsel around her hem. I pleated a paper doily into a ruff of pretend lace and made folds of white net to fashion a veil. My mother unearthed some tiny golden beads to adorn Mary’s headdress and sacrificed a gold chain to serve as a necklace. When everything was sewn in place Mary, Queen of Scots was stuck down with a liberal dollop of PVA glue, between the heap of dead soldiers slain at the Battle of Flodden in 1513, and a posy of roses and thistles that symbolised the 1603 Union of the Crowns when Scotland and England began to share the same sovereign. The finished collage stretched along one whole wall of our classroom. When our usual teacher made her uncelebrated return and reclaimed her draconian rule, we resumed our droned recitations of catechism and multiplication tables. But the collage remained, bearing witness to our creative efforts to reimagine Scotland’s past. It encouraged my interest in Scottish history, and in Mary. She remained, somehow, in my care.

In the histories and biographies of Mary, written during her lifetime and in the centuries following her death, she is generally cast as just one of many characters in the historical pageant. It is other personalities who drive her narrative. Mary appears as neither a catalyst nor a heroine, but a victim of circumstances and her own poor judgement. Her drama lies in loss: of the queen she once was, of the monarch she might have been. Her elusiveness owes much to the bias of her contemporary biographers and historians – exclusively men – who documented and assessed the events of her reign and captivity through a masculine prism, one largely filtered through an oppositional Protestant perspective. At best, they deemed Mary a naïve, hapless ruler who nourished her own downfall through inexperience, royal conceit and female frailty. But to accept this as the truth is simplistic.

Mary lived in exciting times and reigned in a period of accelerating social, political, cultural and religious change. She was shaped by the sophisticated culture of the late Renaissance and influenced by those other women rulers – a surprising number of them in the sixteenth century – who exercised power and fostered credibility for female authority. In a world dominated by male ambition, they were at the vanguard of a new assertion of female capability. And they expressed their confidence and agency through alternative media. These were women who registered their intelligence, knowledge, values and importance through material culture as designers, collectors, consumers and creators. While staying within the confines of acceptable female culture – fashion, hospitality, diplomacy, needlework and motherhood – they amplified their influence and repositioned themselves, if not centre stage, then at least as key players in political stagecraft.

Mary, like her English counterpart, Queen Elizabeth I of England, was young, vigorous and ambitious, not only for herself as a monarch and the kingdom she ruled over, but also for the dynasty that formed her. She was also, at times, reckless, manipulative and headstrong. While her decisions were purposeful, they could also be misguided, their effectiveness further blighted by betrayal. That she pursued her own style of governance is undeniable, and she harnessed the potency of textiles to emphasise her female presence and nurture her network of support. When captivity muted her voice, Mary ensured that her unedited testimony prevailed, preserving it in her embroidery.

Exploring Mary through the fabric of her life – the textiles she inherited, displayed, gifted, and embroidered – is revelatory. Nuanced and propagandist, the material world of Mary, Queen of Scots has been largely disregarded as a source of archival evidence by historians. But within it lies a tangible and intimate insight into the experiences and emotions of the Scottish Queen.

Mary became Queen of Scotland in December 1542, when she was just six days old. Her father, James V, had died a week after her birth and three weeks after the English victory over the Scots at the Battle of Solway Moss. It had been less than 30 years since the tragic Battle of Flodden in 1513, when Scotland had been ignominiously trounced by England. That battle’s grievous death toll had claimed over 10,000 Scots and saw the flower of Scottish nobility and its king slain. Solway Moss was meant to be the site of Scotland’s triumph: a shrugging off of English aggression and a defiant deflection of the pressure from the English king, Henry VIII, to turn Catholic Scotland Protestant and force it to relinquish its long alliance with France. The Scots had hoped that the Battle of Solway Moss would secure their country’s independence from England once and for all. But, once again, Scotland was defeated.

Illness had prevented James V from leading his troops. When told of the outcome, he had despaired. Although the death toll was low and the casualties few, over 1,000 Scots were taken prisoner. There were tales of dishonour and desertion. The news of a new-born daughter brought James little comfort. He was still mourning the loss of his two young sons, who had died within hours of each other the previous year. Mary’s birth foreshadowed the end of the Stewart line. With no sons to continue his name, the survival of the Stewart dynasty and its 200 years of sovereignty was in jeopardy. It is said that it was in political sorrow that James V turned his face to the wall and gave up the will to live.

Born when the realm was grieving for the loss of its king and robbed of its hoped-for victory over the English, Mary was crowned on the anniversary of the Battle of Flodden. Her early years were fraught with danger. Henry VIII continued his bully-boy tactics to make Scotland bend to his will, and now the Scottish child-queen was a new pawn in his political schemes. The English king became fixated on forcing a marriage between Mary and his son and heir, Edward. Initially Scotland appeared to bend to Henry’s will and, in July 1543, signed a treaty agreeing to the marriage. It was a strategic capitulation, designed to placate Henry, ward off further English aggression, and play for time. When, later that year, the treaty was revoked by the Scottish Parliament, Henry grew impatient. A period that became known as the ‘Rough Wooing’ ensued: a strategy of sustained English aggression that ultimately proved overwhelming. In April 1544, Henry issued the command that his troops were to:


Put all to fire and sword, burn Edinburgh town, so razed and defaced when you have sacked and gotten what you can of it, as there may remain forever a perpetual memory of the vengeance of God lighted upon them for their falsehood and disloyalty … burn and subvert it and all the rest, putting man, woman and child to fire and sword, without exception … and extend like extremities and destructions to all towns and villages … sparing no creature alive within the same.1



Henry died in 1547, but England still pursued the marriage. On 10 September of that year, the Scottish and English armies faced each other once more. The brutality of the Battle of Pinkie Cleugh was designed to coerce Scotland into submission. Chroniclers penned reports of the earth scarred with the fallen, of limbless bodies and cloven heads, of the injured lying half dead in fields, bereft of survivors to give them succour. Thousands of Scots died. Another thousand, some said two, were taken prisoner. Civilians, too, were butchered or abused as a triumphant English army took vengeance on the villages and towns it marched through, plundering, looting and leaving homes to burn. But still the Scots refused to accede.

With England threatening Mary’s abduction, there was no choice but to rush the young queen to safety, and it was at Inchmahome that refuge was sought. The four-year-old Mary was ferried across its lake with her small entourage hushed in fear. Scotland lay behind them in a daze of ruination and death. At Inchmahome, Mary found respite, a retreat from terror. And maybe that is what I catch each time I pass the lake, not the murmur of this fickle physical place, but something much more elusive, the undertow of Mary, the child-queen.

As English insurgence continued, Mary was moved to the stronghold of Stirling Castle and then, when English forces advanced too close for comfort, she was taken to the fortress at Dumbarton. There her fate was debated. In July 1548, the decision was taken to sign a treaty with the French and, in return for military assistance, send Mary to France as the prospective bride of its Dauphin, the three-year-old François, the eldest son of Henri II and his Italian wife Catherine de’ Medici. The new treaty reinforced the age-old alliance between the two kingdoms, one that had persisted since the thirteenth century. For Henri, the treaty held political allure. He had ambitions to rule over England and secure an empire equal to that of his rival, Charles V, the Holy Roman Emperor. And Mary, through her grandmother Margaret Tudor, held a legitimate claim to the English throne. To some in Scotland, however, it seemed that this new treaty with France supplanted the danger of English rule with the reality of French control.

In August 1548, the five-year-old Mary left her mother, Marie de Guise, and Scotland for France. She was accompanied by a quartet of childhood friends, the four Marys: Mary Beaton, Mary Fleming, Mary Livingston and Mary Seton. Of similar age to Mary, these little girls carried their own stories of loss. The grandfathers of Mary Seton and Mary Livingston had died at Flodden. Mary Livingston’s father was one of those taken prisoner at the Battle of Solway Moss. The Battle of Pinkie Cleugh had claimed Mary Livingston’s brother, Mary Fleming’s father and two of her brothers-in-law. Theirs was a bond that went deeper than that forged in childhood play: the children shared the sorrow of family tragedy. They understood vulnerability. While sad to leave their homeland and families, they must have felt a small thrill in the excitement of escape.

Their voyage was perilous. The small fleet of galleys sent by Henri II to ensure Mary’s safety had to navigate a circuitous route to thwart England’s boast of interception. Forced into stormier waters, Mary’s entourage cowered below deck, nauseous with sea sickness, but it seems that Mary savoured the adventure. She was to be found cheerfully surveying the swell of the sea and eagerly scanning the horizon of her future. She arrived to a France at the height of its Renaissance glory. A French courtier, writing to Marie de Guise about Mary at the time, says that she was ‘One of the most perfect creatures that was ever seen, and such that from that young age, and wonderful and praiseworthy beginnings, she has given so great an expectation of her that it is not possible to hope for more from any princess on earth’.2

Mary had left a Scotland scarred and demoralised by war. To keep her safe, her early childhood had been experienced behind the grim walls of fortressed castles. In France she was to find a court which delighted in conviviality and trumpeted its prosperity through material extravagance – a court which epitomised Renaissance ambition. The Renaissance (literally meaning ‘rebirth’), that metamorphosis from medieval to early modern society, began in the fourteenth century and was to continue over the next three hundred years. It was not a sudden flowering of cultural innovation, but a slow and measured evolution which, over time, spawned widespread social, political, and economic change. Cities were established, trade routes expanded, new and exotic territories explored and claimed. These developments, coupled with vigorous artistic and scientific advancement, encouraged a different perspective of peoples’ place in their widening world. There was a growing fascination with how this burgeoning curiosity and vitality could be expressed, captured and immortalised for generations to come. Those who could afford it became avid collectors of classical antiques, of exotic and exquisite artefacts, in an eager embrace of the potential of cultural heritage. Patronage of the arts and artisans increased, and the elite invested more heavily in material wealth. Architecture and portraits, personalised artefacts and textiles became more consciously embedded with individual and national narratives, valued not just as expressions of present selves but also as material biographies for future appraisal.

People were on the move: preachers, musicians, merchants and mercenaries were all seeking out opportunistic adventure. Increased mobility generated a heady intermingling of ideas and nationalities that coalesced across borders and nurtured invigorating cross-cultural exchanges and connections. And mobility was not simply geographical. A wealthier and upwardly mobile middle class – merchants, lawyers, bankers – was snapping at the heels of a hitherto unassailable elite, competing with it for court positions, privileges and power. More ominously, the sixteenth century was when the spark of religious disaffection began to flame with the rise of fervent Protestantism. Its acceleration threatened the overthrow of the old order of papal and royal control. With the advent of print and advances in literacy, opinions and debate that diverged from crown and state were circulated more widely. Traditional social boundaries were in danger of becoming blurred, settled hierarchies unmoored. The social and cultural shifts engendered by the Renaissance heralded a heightened preoccupation with appearance: the outward show. They led to a more considered and expansive display of self, along with a deeper sensitivity to, and a greater awareness of, otherness. The objects the elite – and those aspiring to it – possessed, the environment they inhabited, the people they surrounded themselves with and the clothes they wore became declarations of not just who they were but who they wanted to be and how they wished to be regarded. A new humanist sensibility saw a greater emphasis placed on eloquence as a marker of civilised expression, in things as well as people. It encouraged finesse. As the Renaissance ripened, the chivalric traditions of medieval times fused with humanist principles to foster an elaboration of ritual, ceremony and etiquette. The qualities of the mind, body and soul were seen as reflections of each other and their visual harmony became desirable as evidence of personal and cultural progress. The appearance of conduct manuals – Baldassare Castiglione’s Il Cortegiano (The Courtier) in 1528, Sir Thomas Elyot’s The Boke Named the Governor in 1531, and Il Galateo, Overo de’ Costumi (Galateo: Rules of Polite Behaviour) by Giovanni della Casa in 1558 – coupled with the 1530 publication of the humanist proselytiser Desiderius Erasmus’s De Civiliatae Morum Puerilium (On Civility in Children), a treatise on children’s moral and social education, shaped increased refinement of behaviour and thought within European courts.

Expanding trade and interaction with other cultures increased consumption of a greater volume and wider range of luxury goods. This led to a deeper appreciation of artisanal skill. Material culture was perceived as the medium through which people could most clearly articulate their inner selves and outer status. European monarchies appropriated its potency with zeal. It was no idle impetus that led Charles VIII of France, in the late fifteenth century, to bring back from his Italian campaign a goldsmith, alabaster worker, marquetry specialist, tailor and embroiderer.3 He recognised in them a new sophistication of material design. These were craftsmen who could project majesty. They could transmit emotions and thought through a visual rhetoric, evoke sensuality and desire, and manifest learning, lineage and ambition through intricate imagery, symbolic meaning and material texture. Until recent decades, predominantly male historians have concentrated on the transformative impact of the Renaissance on art and architecture. But it was as readily realised through its crafts, and key among them were textiles. Textiles not only played a significant role in economic expansion but also translated exploration, colonisation and innovation into a visible manifestation of progress. In sixteenth-century Europe, textiles had commercial, cultural and political currency. It was textiles that most potently harboured the spirit of the age.

Cloth was a currency in its own right. Deposit banks, as we know them today, did not exist until the second half of the seventeenth century. Instead, the rich safeguarded their wealth in other ways. The value of luxury textiles and their embellishments made them a viable alternative to coinage. They could be sold, exchanged, pawned or act as surety against loans. Henry VIII spent nearly as much on cloth as he did on his artillery: it was a guaranteed source of material affluence and monetary defence.4 In a century assailed by economic volatility and sudden fluctuations in the supply of imported goods, fabric could lie undisturbed by political, financial or social turbulence. It retained its value. Fabric was also an appreciable payment-in-kind. Servants and officials were remunerated not only in money, but in cloth and clothing, the monetary worth of both often exceeding what household members received in wages. Livery’s distinctive colours and design branded its wearer with the mark of royal protection and privilege. Gifts of other clothing and textiles indicated a monarch’s favour and demonstrated their largesse. Given the volume of textiles that circulated within a court and the expenditure such transactions incurred, courts maintained their own workshops and permanent teams of wardrobe staff.

As people’s appetite for luxury, variety and novelty grew, and with it a greater demand for accessories and adornments, the commercial trade in textiles flourished. Merchant adventurers grew rich by monopolising the latest dyestuffs and supplying the newest fabrics. An extravagance of cloth migrated across borders. Silk cloth and cotton came to Europe from China and India, silk thread from Spain, embroidered carpets from Turkey, tapestries from Flanders. From Italy came the finest textiles: gold brocade from Florence, silk velvet from Venice, damasks from Genoa. And skilled textile artisans sought lucrative opportunities in other countries. When they relocated, they brought their knowledge with them, enabling more innovative techniques of textile production to be replicated elsewhere.

Sixteenth-century Scotland, however, had neither the climate, the terrain nor the infrastructure to enjoy the profitable expansion of those textile trades experienced elsewhere in Europe. It was hampered by hazardous topography, a scattered population and poor transport links. Largely agricultural, with four-fifths of its people toiling on a reluctant land, Scotland could only produce the most basic of products. Poor harvests were frequent. Famine was common. With its long, dark winters curtailing the number of productive hours available for manufacture, most crafted goods were functional rather than decorative. Innovative native artisanal skill was rare. With the increasing demand for luxury goods unsatisfied by the domestic market, such goods had to be imported. What Scotland could export – rough wool, hides, salted fish, coal – was of low value. Its most profitable export was its fighting men.

Moreover, Scotland’s population was small compared to that of other European countries – by the sixteenth century a mere 700,000, compared to France’s 4 million and more.5 It had, nevertheless, managed to maintain a politically strategic position on the European stage. Its geographic proximity to England made it a useful ally to foreign powers contemplating an invasion of England, and the Stewart monarchy’s potential to inherit the English throne increased its political appeal. But its reputation was that of a remote, insular and barbaric kingdom. In 1529, the Papal nuncio described Scotland as ‘the arse end of the world’.6 Even thirty years later, when Mary had returned to Scotland, remoteness was still an issue. In 1561, the Scottish politician William Maitland of Lethington sent a plaintive letter to Sir William Cecil, Elizabeth I’s chief advisor, lamenting: ‘We are here in a corner of the world, separated from the society of men, and so do not know what others are doing abroad’.7

Socially, Scotland had evolved as a partisan culture characterised by division of clans, customs and language. What nobility there was tended to stay close to home, only visiting the court for essential business. Although they would adopt the sartorial finery and manners expected of their status for such visits, it was a finesse discarded when they left the city walls. Homes were built to withstand harsh winds and persistent rain. Even the grandest houses and castles were designed as robust defences braced for attack. Nevertheless, sixteenth-century Scotland cherished cultural aspirations. The Renaissance ambitions of Mary’s grandfather and father, James IV, and V, were inspired by Scotland’s close relationship with France. Exposure to its cosmopolitan court and its material grandeur led to emulation. Both Scottish kings embarked on expansive projects to make of their palaces and castles Renaissance dreamscapes of glory. The castle at Stirling was extended to accommodate spacious royal apartments and a great hall of a scale to rival any of those found in Europe. A lion roared in its menagerie and swans swam in the surrounding waters. Other palaces were also enlarged and provided with the charm of gilded carvings, elaborate fountains and painted glass windows.

These Scottish kings were bent on cultural progress. In their courts, African drummers and French astrologers mingled with German musicians and Italian singers. In 1505 James IV granted a charter to establish a Royal College of Surgeons, the first in Britain. Two years later, he authorised the creation of Scotland’s first printing press. He and his son, James V, were spurred on by the desire to realise political cohesion in Scotland. Both were intent on fostering a more emphatic expression of national identity: one that respected tradition but embraced innovation. They introduced chivalric and humanist ideals to the culture of the Scottish court mounting tournaments, commissioning poetry and plays and dressing their palace interiors in tapestries and luxurious textiles. They also exploited Scotland’s natural resources as best they could, excavating coal, gold and pearls. Progress, however, was hindered by the volatility of international politics. The relationship with England remained uneasy and at times became adversarial. The alliance with France was at best mercurial. Throughout the sixteenth century, Scotland remained politically vulnerable.

Scottish independence had been fiercely guarded through the centuries. The Wars of Scottish Independence (1296–1328 and 1332–1357) had inculcated a Scottish sensibility, some might say an over-sensitivity, to Scotland’s right to maintain its separate cultural and political identity and not see it dominated by England, or other European realms. Through subsequent centuries, independence became ingrained in the Scottish psyche, enshrined in a letter, now known as the Declaration of Arbroath, which in 1320 was sent to the Pope by fifty Scottish nobles on behalf of the Scottish people:


for as long as a hundred of us remain alive, never will we under any condition be subjected to the lordship of England. It is in truth not for glory, nor riches, nor honours that we are fighting, but for freedom alone, which no honest man gives up but with life itself.8



It was the Stewart monarchy that inherited the rallying cry. While James IV and James V had managed to stall England’s predatory ambition, it was a danger that persisted, despite James IV’s marriage to Margaret Tudor, the sister of Henry VIII. These Stewart kings were vested in the values of their ancestors: a belief in Scotland’s worth and distinctiveness, a determination that the kingdom would neither be absorbed nor overlooked by others. Mary inherited the challenge of protecting Scotland’s place on the European stage as an independent country. She became fixated on the idea of Queen Elizabeth I of England naming her – Mary – as her successor: a crown passed from female monarch to female sovereign and a kingdom protected by its queen from insurgence or domination.

In 1603, England and Scotland came under the joint sovereignty of James I and VI of England and Scotland, although they remained separate states. In 1707, with the Acts of Union, Scotland came under the governance of the United Kingdom Parliament dominated by English interests. Over subsequent centuries, Scotland has chafed at its subservience and the loss of its independence. Attempts have been made to break away from the union with three referendums on Scottish devolution and independence that took place in 1979, 1997 and 2014 respectively. While the 1997 referendum secured Scotland’s devolution and the restoration of its parliament – after a 300-year slumber – it did not realise full independence. The 2014 referendum was the closest the nation has come to that. But the ambition remained elusive when those who voted in favour of independence lost by a narrow margin. What they were recoiling against was disregard, an English government’s lack of empathy for, understanding of or interest in Scotland’s difference. The experiences and emotions of the past linger to influence the present day; the distrust and unease fuelled by the experiences of earlier centuries persist. It is political vulnerability that lies at the heart of Scotland’s history. The spirit of independence has never been extinguished. Its flame continues to be carried.


OPS/images/cover.jpg
TRUTH|

Mary, Queen of é%its

>zl

CLARE HUNTER





OPS/images/logo.jpg
SCEPTRE





