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1 Fotheringhay

My name is Bess Curle, butthis is not my story. Itis the story ofmy lady Mary,
Queen of Scots. Shewrote the story,#7and then she gave it tome. [am going to give it
to her son.

She began the story a week ago. Itwas January 1587, and we sat here in ourcold
room in Fotheringhay Castle, in thenorth of England. We couldn't see muchfrom the
window. One or two houses, ariver, sometreess.«~some horses, andaroad.
That's all.

The road goes to London, thehome of Queen Elizabeth of England. Marysat with
her little dog in her hands and watched it, allday long.

No one came along the road. Nothinghappened. [watched Mary, unhappily.

‘Please, YourMajesty, come away from that window, 'Isaid. ‘ Itdoesn't
help. Noone is going to come. Queen Eliza—bethcan't do it—Queens don't kill
Queens. '

‘Don'tthey, Bess? 'marysaid. ‘Then why are we here, inthis prison? Why
am I not free? '

‘Why, YourMajesty? Because Queen Elizabeth isafraid of you.

‘That's right, 'marysaid. ‘She's afraid of me, andshe hates me too. She
hates me because Iam beautiful, and sheisnot; becausel had three husbands, and
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she nevermarried. And because many people—goodCatnolic people in

England, France, Scotland, Spain—saythatl, Mary, amthe true Queen of
England, notElizabeth. AndElizabeth has no chil—dren, so, when she is dead,
myson James...'

She came away from the window and stood in front of me. ‘James, 'shesaid
quietly, ‘my son. Doeshe think about me sometimes? He was onlyten months old
when [ last saw him. Itis nearly twenty years..."

‘Of course he thinks aboutyou, Your Majesty, 'Isaid. ‘You write to him
often. Howcan he forget his mother? '

‘Then why doesn't he writeto me? 'mary asked. ‘Doeshe want me to say here in
an English prison? '

‘No, ofcourse not,; Your Majesty. But—hehas alot of work, Your
Majesty. Heis the King of Scotland, and...’

‘He is not the King ofScotland, Bess, 'shesaid. ‘Not be- fore I am
dead. Rememberthat. '

‘No, YourMajesty, of course not. Butperhaps people tell him things that are
untrue. Youknow what people say. Per—haps—perhapshe thinks you killed his
father. '

Mary's face went white. Shewas veryangry, and for a minute [ wasafraid. She
said: ‘Youknow that'salie, Bess. Itisalie!. Idid notKkill James's father—Iknew
nothing aboutit! '

‘I know that, YourMajesty. But perhaps Jamés-doesn't knowit. He hears so
many lies, allthe time. He needs to know the truestery. Why don't you write,
andtell him? '

Mary sat down slowly. Shelooked old and tired.  “All
right, Bess, 'shesaid. ‘Give me apen, please. I'm going to‘write to James,
andtell him the true story. You can give itto him when I'm dead. '

‘Dead, YourMajesty? Don'tsaythat. Youaren't going to die. '

Her old, tired eyeslooked atme. ‘Yeslam, Bess. You know what is going to
happen. Onedaysoon, aman is going to bring aletter from Queen Elizabeth. And
thenher men are going to kill me. But beforel die;, [would like to write to my
sonJames. [ want to tell him the story ofmy life. So give me a pen, please. '

I gave her apen. Thisis what she wrote:
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2 France
2 France

Dear James. Verysoonlam goingto die, and meet my God. Beforel die, I
want to write the true story ofmy life for you. Everything that I writehere is true—I
cannot lie to you, orto God. Pleasebelieve that, James. It'simpor- tantto me.

My father died when | was one week old, sol was the Queen of Scots when I was a
baby. AtfirstIlived with my mother in Scotland, andthen, when I was five,
Iwent to France. My mother was French, but she stayed in Scotland, anddied
there.

[ went to France to marry the King of France's son. His name was Francis, andhe
was one year younger than me. In 1559, his father died, soFrancis was King.
Then I was Queen ofFrance, and Queern’of Scotland too.

[ was very happy in France. Francis, smyhusband, waslike a little brother to
me. [think heloved me, bur he was very young, ,andhe was oftenill. And
then, in1560, he died. Hewas sixteen years old«

When he died I was very unhappy, andmy life was very different. There was
anew King and Queen, and [ wasn'timportant in France$ ,any more. Butl was still
Queen of Scots, solcameback to Scotland. When I arrived inScotland, Iwasa
young girl of eighteen. My mother was dead, andthere was ne ene there to meet me.
Iwalked off the ship, and I slept in alittle house near the sea.

Next day, the Scotslords came from Edinburgh. They werepleased to see me,
and for a weekeveryone was happy. People smiled at meand sang in the streets. |
thinkeveryone liked me. Then, thatSunday, [went to church.

James, my son, you are a Protestantand [ am a Catholic. Youare a good man,
and you love God, but your church and my church are enemies. Iwas born a Catholic,
andl am going to die a Catholic. Ilove God, too—I hopeyou understand that. I'm not
going tochange now.

That Sunday, peopleshouted angrily in the streets.  ‘YourMajesty, 'said the
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Scotslords.  ‘Scotlandis a Protestant coun-try. You can't goto a Catholic church
here. The Scottishpeople don't like Catholics. '

‘I'msorry, mylords, 'Isaid. ‘Butl am your Queen—no one tells me what
todo. Idon't hate Protestants, andI'm not going to kill them. The peoplecan go to
their Protestant churches, andpray to God there. ButI'm going to praywith
Catholics, in my church. '

People were angry because of that. Aman called John Knox came to see me.
Hewas a famous Protestant churchman, butIdidn't like him. He was a big,
angryman with black clothes. He hated theCatholic church, and wanted allCatholics to
leave Scotland. To him, the Protestant church was the only true church ofGod. He
said: ‘YourMajesty, you're ayoungwoman, likemy daughter. Women can't
understanddifficult 10things like God or the church. Finda good Protestant
husband, girl. Lethim rule this country for you. '

[ was very angry with this man Knox. Iwasa Queen, butIwas only
eighteen. He didn't talk quietly—heshouted at me. I cried because of hisangry words.
I could not understand him—hetalked so much, and he knew so manybooks. But]I
did not go to his church.

He was right about one thing. PerhapsI could rule Scotland without a man, butl
could not have a child without one. Andevery Queen needs a son or daughter to come
after her. Sol began to look for a husband.
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3 Darnley and Riccio
3 Darnley and Riccio

At first I wanted to marry the son of the King of Spain, (DonCarlos. But he was a
Catholic, ofcourse, and my Scots lords did not likethat. ‘It'was difficult for me,
James. [wanted to please myself. Iwanted to please my friends and family in France
and to please my people, too. Andthen there was the Queen of England.

At first I wanted very much to be friends with Elizabeth. Wewrote many letters,
and talked about ameeting—a meet-ing between two sisterQueens. Elizabeth wrote to
me at thistime.

Our two countries need to be friends. Youneed a husband, Ineed a
friend. Whynot marry my friend Robert Dudley, theEarl of Leicester? He s a
tall, strongman. I think he could be a good husbandfor you.

[ was very angry about this letter. Therewere a lot of sto—ries about Elizabethand
Robert Dudley. They were good friends—heoften danced and sang and talked with
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her. Some—times, peoplesaid, he stayed in her room all night. Dudley had a
wife, butone day she died very suddenly. It wasan ac-cident—she fell down the
stairs, theysay. Butthen, perhapsshe wasunhappy, becauseofher husband and
Elizabeth.

‘And she writes to me abouta man like this! 'I thought. ‘Shewants him to marry
me, because he is herfriend—her lover, perhaps! Shewants her lover to be King of
Scotland! '

[ found a better man than Dudley, James. Ifound Henry Darnley, yourfather.

He was nineteen years old, andl was twenty—three. Hewas a tall man, witha
beautiful faceand big green eyes. He talked and sangwell, and I liked dancing with
him. He often wore expensive black clothes, andhe laughed a lot when he was with
me. Hewas very young and friendly, and I felthappy when I was with him. Iliked
himvery much, and Ithought he loved me too.

He was an important man, too. Wewere cousins—his grandfather was King
ofScots, and his great-grandfather wasHenry VII of England.

In July 1565, Imarried him. Elizabeth was very angry, and so were a lot of the
Scots lords. Myhalf—brother, theEarl of Moray, tried to stop themarriage. [had
to fight him, andhe ransouth, to England. Butl was happy. Your father and I
laughed, everyday. Hewasnow Henry, King of Scots.

After one or two weeks, thelaughter/stopped. A King has a lot ofwork,
James, youknow that. He has to read hundreds ofletters, talk to people,
andthink about a lot of important things. Ididthese things, every day. Butnow, I
thought, Ihad a man to help me.

‘My lord Henry, 'Isaid. ‘Would you like to read all theletters with me? You
can sit next to me, and you can work with me every day.” '

Your father looked unhappy. ‘I'mnotinterested in worklike that, 'hesaid. ‘I
don't understand it. '

‘Of course not, 'Isaid. ‘You're ayoungman, mylove. Butl can teachyou. '

For one or two days he sat down with me, andl tried to teach him. Butitwas
true, he was not interested in the work, andhe did not try to understand it.

‘Youdoit, Mary, 'hesaid. ‘I'm going out with my friends. We're going to
ride, anddrink, andswim. '

So Idid all the work. Atnight, too, heoften went out with his friends in the
town. Theydrankalot, and laughed and sang, and there were often fights. Butno
one said anything, because he was theKing, my husband. Whatcould people say?
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They were unhappy, but they were afraid of him. Someof them went to England, to
the Earl ofMoray.

At this time | was often very tired, becausel was pregnant. You, myson
James, were alive inside me. ButI did all the work of a Queen and I neededfriends
too. One of these friends was ayoung Italian, David Riccio.

Riccio was a little man and he was not tall or beautiful orstrong. But he was a very
clever, interesting man. Hewrote many of my letters for me, andhelped me. He
sang well, too, andl sometimes sang with him in the evenings. Iliked him very
much, and at first, yourfather liked him too.

But then, Moray'sfriends began to talk about me and Ric—cio. ‘DavidRiccio is in
the Queen's rooms every night, 'theysaid to your father. ‘She laughs andsings and
dances with him, my lord—itis not right! He is not a Scotsman, and he is not her
husband. Heis always with her. '

Perhaps they said other things, too—Idon't know. A lot of Scots lords listenedto
them. Butltellyou, James, before God, Idid nothing wrong. David Riccio was
agood man. He worked hard, andhe helped me—so of course I liked
him. Yourfather did not work—he went out to thetown every night with his
friends, anddrank.

And then one night, yourfather’eame home.
3 1 JEUFI A g B

TGRS, ARG VEIF HERL s F- R, 2 M REHRE. S5,
I LE T 2 BT A T A B IR o XS FARHE 1A W FAE R A S, SRR
FEVEE I AMFE N 2%, BRI AN RW . T, JEA M 22,

), FARAEMPITIS A A BATE TIRZAE, TR A RS EE——W
LIk L F 2 (B i) o=t XIS, RIS AnREEIE:

FATA B K T ZE RN IR B AR, Wil A At a A EE
FRRCRITRA B8 2 AR TR A AR ? Ay KAt FRAB M = O R A3 SUIR A

XX EMERARWI K RTINS AMP AR L ER 2 B VF 2 AR . ARTTR LA
—— Al 2 AR AR BRSO OR . ANATT AR A I — A RORAE M b5 18] B TATE MG T
BAT— REAFIRIE T o ARV — RSN S —— I AR B3 7 R A, vFibiR
AR, B TARSCRAM BN AR R .

“UEELHEAAXFE-DNHANL 7 A AR B, 2B AR A
— AN BV, R ARLE I T N RO TR L E 7

B, IB T A HBEREF R BN, AR A SOR AT A

%8 T F 29 W


http://www.en8848.com.cn/

fh19 %, 23 & MARER, A —IKIR M IEAT— XUk () R IRIR - AR UL TR IR 20
Wr, ERBIRATLT o BAR S WO — b 2% - b2 i 7 — B D 0 RO MRk, 1o EANIRAE —
RIS AL TR AR o AR AR SR AT A, ANAIAE — R BRI BIAR A o AR XA
FAEAb 2 K.

it RMREZERANY . FATR B —— A B2 I 2 E ., A
PR 2L R N At

1565 £ 7 H, x4 7Tl RIS AAER RS, 2o Aotk RNFAR ST
BEVLERS, S EAAE, WEEHIEXI . RAS AL, ks Ty, %75k
B BARPRIR . IRAISOR A R KA . IR TR 2 F AR E T .

HTHEARY, %A, A ETAS TIEEH, I, (R,
ARER T LR, MRS (FM% RS EEA RS, RGR Mk
filfr, AakIifE, FAERAA B IKHRT .

CERM, SR, 7 . “ARAEANER R R IR L E S 2 fRAT LA R B,
BERMIL T, 7

IRACORFRRAKE o “CHABFER TAEABOGE, 7 i, “HAMEMRL, ”
CEHIRAMEML, 7 UL, “URIEFER, PORER.. ALEAT R, 7

AN Al TR, Rl L Hfh. (HEEE, s X U TAE ARG R, W
ATHES =

“CORMENE, FEEE, 7 AR, CIREAPAATH L, BAVERE L. WIN. WK, 7

PRI 3R SRR 1 AR . W b, A 2% M B AR A — A H 25 o Al AT 1R 21
SRNG, AT R ARRA N4, PUOSlgEss £, JA R MR WA Al ?
MATRA R, AT ATA AL 7oy B BAEREET .

TS BUIN [B] e 28 B A BUNERIR A T R, BPHIL 7 A0, AERKARA A
175 o W BRAAEM A E R — V) AR, RIS TR ZAA . WA — LA
IR, ik LAy BE

BEBEEANNIN, G, AEBARL . BRI GRS N b
BRE TS, AW thABIBRE, K L, A BAT RS FARE XA,
A, RIS BB XA

A Z A, HEAAAADTIR RIS A B “ ik gE A BB RORIE L ERI b5

[ EL, 7 ABATRHRIIALSE S, “ A nE . BhE%, KA AR, REE E——X AN
ARTE N, BARMAIR . Al S M, 7

WYFATIE UL 7L FE . —— A RITE . R 2 IR Z5TRAR T 21 1 A& Ir
TR, FE, £ Eag T, BRI, kg Baig My A, i TAES I, &
W ——F IR EXAM . RIS A TAE—— MR R AT I A28 25 M9

29 T 3 29 I


http://www.en8848.com.cn/

MR — R b, IRICSERIZF R T .
4 The death of David Riccio
4 The death of David Riccio

[t was a Saturday evening in March 1566. Iwas in Edin—burgh with some
friends. David Riccio was there, withsix or seven other people. We were in asmall
room, but there was a good dinneron the table, and we were happy. It was dark
outside, butinside it was warm and friendly.

Suddenly, adooropened behind me. In the door was HenryDarnley, my
husband. Istood up and smiled.

‘Good evening, mylord, 'Isaid. ‘Pleasecomein. Would you like something
toeat? '

‘No, thankyou, 'hesaid. ‘I'mnothungry. ButIwant to sit next to
you, wife. Pleasetell that man to move. '

A man got out of the chair next to me and Darnley satbeside me. Then he put his
arms round me. [did notlikeit. Hisface was hot, and his eyes lookedunhappy.
But I smiled and said, ‘I'mhappy to see you, my lord. '

‘Areyou, Mary? 'Helaughed/, ‘Are youreally? '
‘Yes, ofcourse, mylord. But#’

Then the second door opened and his friend, LordRuthven, stood there. Hehad
a knife in his hand. His face wasred, and he looked very angry.

Af first no one moved. ThenRuthven said, ‘YoufMajesty, sendDavid Riccio out
of this room, now! Iwanthim! '

I looked at Riccio. Hewas afraid. ‘Why? 'Isaid. ‘Why/do you want him? '
‘Heisabad, wickedman! 'Ruthven said. ‘Sendhim out! '

‘No! 'Isaid. ‘You want to kill him. DavidRiccio is my friend! He stays
here, withme! '

¢

‘He goes out, woman! 'LordRuthven said. King Henry, holdyour wife,

please! '

[ stood up, butDarnley held my arms and I could not move. DavidRiccio ran
behind me and held my dress. Myfriends in the room stood up too, andmoved
towards Ruthven angrily. But he hada knife in his hand.

‘Get back! 'hesaid angrily. ‘Don't touch me! '
% 10 U 3% 29 0T
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Then five men with knives ran into the little room, and there was a fight. Oneman
held a knife in my face, and an—otherman hit David Riccio, behind me. Then they
pulled him out of the room.

‘Help me! 'hescreamed. ‘Helpme, myQueen—please! They'regoing to kill
me! Don't—aaaaaargh! '

[ couldn't help him, becauseDarnley had me in his arms. ButI couldhear David
Riccio's screams. I think hefell down the stairs, and he screamedfor two or three
minutes. Then it wasquiet.

‘What are you doing? 'lasked Darnley angrily. ‘Riccio is agood man—why are
you doing this? '

Darnley laughed. ‘Youare my wife, Mary—notDavid Ric—cio's! 'hesaid. ‘so
why are you with him everyevening? You never talk to me! '

‘I don't talk to you becauseyou are never here! 'I'said. ‘Youare always drinking
with your friends! Youaren'taking, you're a stupid boy! '

He laughed again. Itwas nota nice laugh. ‘Well, 'hesaid. ‘Perhapslam a
boy, butthatis better than David Riccio, now. Doyou want to go and see him? '

[ did see him, fiveminutes after that. He was very dead, andthere was blood all
over the floor. PoorDavid Riccio. “Hessings to God now, not me.

[ looked at Henry Darnley, myhusband. He had a stupid smile on hisface. ButlI
think he was afraid of me. Ilooked at him alongtime, and the smilewent away.

‘Remember this night, husband, 'Isaid to him. ‘Remem—berit well. Think
about it when you lookinto my eyes, and before yougo.to sleep. David Riccio was my
friend, andyou killed him in front of me. I'm nevergoing to forget that, Henry
Darnley. Never! '
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5 My son is born
5 My son is born

Next morning, Darnleycame to see me. He was afraid. ‘What'sthe
matter, husband? 'Isaid. ‘Why are you crying? '

‘Oh Mary, Mary! 'hesaid. ‘I'msorry! Iwaswrong! Ihelped those men to
killRiccio, and now the Earl of Moray isback here with them! He hates me! Iam afraid
they're going to kill me, andyoutoo. Think of our child, Mary, here inside you! '

He took me in his arms again. Iwas very angry. lamsorry, James, that this
man was your father. Hewas a stupid boy, notaman. Hewas tall and strongand
beautiful but he could never think like a man or aking.

Isaid, ‘ Youknowthese men,//Henry. Whatdo they want? '

‘They—theywant our child, Mary.7.Theydon't want us. They're going to put
youin prison. They don't want you to beQueen=they want your child to be King
orQueen. I—Idon't know what they want to‘dowith me. '

‘Perhaps they want you to beKing, too, withoutme, 'l said
quietly. ‘Thenyou can do what they say, like a littleboy. '

‘Perhaps, Mary. Theysaid that, yesterday. Butnow that Moray's here—I don't
know. I'mafraid. Pleasehelp me! 'He began to cry again. ~*Whatcan we do? '

‘We can run away, 'Isaid. ‘We can leave Edinburgh quick—lyand quietly,
before Ruthven and his menstop us. Be quiet for a minute. Iwant to think. '

[ walked up and down for two or three minutes, thenlsaid: ‘Henry, gobackto
these men. Tell them—'

‘No! Mary, please! Ican't! I'm afraid ofthem! '

‘Listen to me, Henry! Andtry to be aman. Go and tell them I'mill, because of
the child. Sayl'm not angry with them. Tell themanything—Ilie to them.
Then, tonight, bringsome men and horses here, behind thecastle...'
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He went, and didit. Allday I waited in my rooms, and lis—tened. Then,
atone o'clock in the morning, Darnley andI went quietly down the stairs behind the
castle. Someof my friends were there, with horsesfor us. Quickly, werode away
into the night.

That was a very bad night. Itwas dark and cold. Iwasill, andDarnley was
afraid. ‘Comeon! 'hesaid. ‘Ride faster, woman! You're too slow! '

But I was pregnant, andit was cold and dark. We rode for fivebours in the
rain. ‘Ican't, Henry! 'Isaid. ‘I'mill. Thinkof the baby! Idon'twantitto die! '

‘Why not? 'hesaid.  We can always make another one! '

['m sorry, butitistrue. Your father said things like that, James. Thenhe rode
away in front of me, into thedark. Irode slowly behind, withmy good woman,
Bess Curle.

In the morning we arrived at Dunbar Castle. Darnleyslept, and I wrote letters to
my friends. Next day Lord Bothwell came to help me. Iliked him—he was a good,
strongman. SoonIhad an army of 8, 000men. Bothwell and I rode back toEdinburgh
with the army. Lord Ruthvendied, and some of his friends ran away. But the Earl of
Moray stayed.

All that summer I ruled the country, andwaited for the ba-by. My husband
stayedoutside my rooms. I did not want to seehim. Noonedid. Perhapshe drank
with his friends. [don't know.

And then, on 19thJjune, inasmall room in Edinburgh Cas—tle, my baby was
born. Ittookalongtime, butatlastyou wereinmy arms, James, myson.

I asked your father to come in.  ‘MyLord Henry; /Psaid. ‘Thisis our baby!
Lookathim, myLord. Take himinyourarms. Heisyyour son—isn't he beautiful? '

But your father did not love me, James. Very often, ‘afteryou were born, he
slept with other women. [ know that be—causehe talked to everyone aboutit. I
thinkhe wanted people to know. AndIam sorry, butl do not think he loved
you, James. When I took you to church and gave you your name, hedid not come.
He wasn't interested.

But because of him, DavidRiccio was dead. I could never forgetthat. Never.
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6 Kirk O

6 Kirk O'Field

[ had a new man to help me now. TheEarl of Bothwell—a strong, cleverman. He
was older than me; hewas not a boy like Darnley. He workedhard and he could
think. He was a goodfighter and he was not afraid of other men. Per—hapsyou are
like him, James, myson?

In January your father, Darnley, wasill in Glasgow. [ went to see him, and took
him back to Edinburgh. Hewas unhappy, « and-afraid of people. He saw enemies
behind every door. Poorstupid boy! He said he loved me again. [1was an—gry, but
[ felt sorry for him, too. He was very ill.

‘It's not far now, Henry, 'Isaid. ‘You can sleép in the castle. '

‘No, notthere, please, Mary! 'hesaid. ‘I don't want to go into thecastle.
I'm afraid of it! '

‘But where do you want to go? 'lasked.

‘Find me a little houseoutside the town, and stay with me there, 'hesaid. ‘We
can be happy there. '

So I found him a small house called Kirk o'Field, outsideEdinburgh. He stayed
there, inaroom upstairs, and some—timesl sleptin a room downstairs.
Darnleywas often afraid, and I visited him everyday. Slowly, hegot better.

On Sunday, 9thFebruary, there was a big wedding in Ed—inburgh. After the
wedding, Bothwelland I walked out to Kirk o'Field to see Darnley and talk to him.
Everyonesang, and laughed, andwas very happy.
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Atten o'clock I was tired.  ‘Goodnight, my lords, 'Isaid.

‘I'm going downstairs to bed.

Lord Bothwell put his hand on my arm.  ‘YourMajesty, 'hesaid. ‘Youcan'tsleep
here now. Don't you remember? Peo—pleare dancing and singing in town tonight—
everyonewants you to go. '

‘Oh, yes. Iforgot, 'lsaid. ‘Ofcourse, peoplewant to see me there. So,
goodnight, Henry. Sleepwell. '

Darnley was very unhappy. ‘Please, Mary mylove, don'tgo! 'he
said. ‘Don'tleave me here! '

But I did not love him now. Iremembered the night when Riccio died. Sol smiled
and said, ‘Good night, Henry. Bea mannow. don't be afraid of the dark. '

Then [ went downstairs with Lord Bothwell. Outsidethe house, we met one of
Bothwell's men. He looked afraid, andthere was something black on his face and
hands.

‘Jesus, man, how dirty youare! 'Isaid. ‘Don't come near me with
thosehands. '

‘No, mylady, ofcourse not//hesaid. He looked at Both—wellfor a minute,
and then ran away quickly. Ilaughed;/7goton my horse, and forgot about it.

[ tell you before God, James, Idid not kill'your father. Itwas notme. [knew
nothing about it—nothing!

I sang and danced in town, andthen went to bedin Edin—burgh Castle. Then,
attwo o'clock in the morning, there was asudden noise—a very big BANG!
Everybodyheard it all through the town.

‘My God! 'Isaid. ‘What's that? '

Everyone ran out of their rooms. LordBothwell was down—stairs. ‘Don'tbe
afraid, ladies, 'hesaid. ‘My men are out—side—they'regoing to see whatitis. '

After an hour he came to see me.  ‘Pleasesitdown, mylady, 'hesaid. ‘Ihave
some unhappy news. '

‘Yes, mylord. Whatisit? '

‘It's your husband, Lord Darnley. Heis dead. '
‘But—how? How did he die? Whokilled him? '

‘Idon'tknow, mylady. Thatbang—thatwas his house, Kirk o'Field. It'snot
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there any more.
‘What? AndDarnley was inside? '

‘Well, no, mylady, 'Bothwellsaid slowly. ‘My men found him in
thegarden, notinthe house. Heis wearing only night clothes, and thereis no blood
on him. Butheisdead. [amsorry. '

‘Take me out there! [ wantto see him—now! '

‘Yes, mylady.

[ went out to Kirk o'Field in the early morning. Therewas no house now—no
walls, nodoors, no windows—nothing. Andthere in the garden, along way from
thehouse, was that poor dead boy, myhusband.

[ did not love him but I cried then. Hewas your father, James, andl did not kill
him. Idon't know whokilled him, but he had many enemies inScotland.

[ was very afraid. [, too, hadenemies, and I often sleptthere. Perhaps
someone wanted to kill me, too.
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7 Bothwell
7 Bothwell

Soon everyone in Europe heard the news. TheQueen of France and the Queen of
England wrote angry letters to me. Whokilled the King? they asked. Iwas very
unhappy at this time, James. We looked for the killers, butwe could not find them.
Please believeme, James. TheScots lords are difficult men. Some werefriends,
some were enemies, butthey changéd all the time.

Many people in Scotland said:  ‘Bothwellkilled Lord Darn—ley. 'lheard them,
outside the castle, and inthe town. Butl neverbelievedit. People in Edinburghsold
horrible stories and pictures of Bothwell the same day that Darnley died. It was too
soon. PerhapsDarnley's killers wrote these stori€s,about Bothwell, beforethey killed
Darnley.

[ don't think Lord Bothwell killed your father, James. /He was a good friend to me
in difficult times. He was a good strong, cleverman, andhe worked hard. Iliked
that. Alot of women liked him, Ithink.

Three times that spring, heasked me to marry him. He had a wife, and I could
not marry again, sosoon. I asked him to wait.

Then, on24th April, Irode out of Edinburgh to the north. Ihad five or six friends
with me. Sixmiles outside the town, Lord Bothwell metus, with an army.

‘Why are you here, mylord? 'l said.

He smiled. ‘ Becausel want to meetyou, Mary, 'hesaid. ‘I wantyou to come
with me to mycastle. 'He rode next to me, andhis men rode between me and my
friends.
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[ was afraid, and alittle excited, too. ‘But, mylord, youcan'tdo
this! 'Isaid. ‘I don't want to come with younow. '

‘But I wantyou, Mary, 'hesaid. ‘Your friends can't stop me. Ilove you,
andl want to marry you. What's wrong withthat? '

I said nothing. Whatcould I say? Iliked him, andhe had anarmy. [had only six
friends. Sol rode with him to his cas—tle in Dunbar, and stayed there two weeks.
Andthen... He was a strong man, andl was only awoman. And I did like
him, James. Iliked him very much.

After two weeks in Dunbar, Bothwelland I rode back to Edinburgh. His wifedid
not want him, and was happy to di—vorcehim. So, on15th May 1567, [ married
him.

He was a good man, James. A much better man than your father. Ineeded a
strong man to help me rule the country.

But [ was wrong. Iunderstand thatnow. All the Scots lordswere afraid of
Bothwell, and many ofthem were his ene-mies. They had an army, and on 15th
June, Bothwelland I rode out to fight them.

We met them at Carberry Hill. Itwasahotday, and the two bigarmiesstood,
and looked, andwaited. Their army had a big flag with apicture of your poor dead
father, Darnley, onit. Underthe picture, there were the words ‘Findmy Killers,
oh God. '

‘Come on, mylord, 'I'said to Bothwell:" ‘Ourarmy is bet—ter than theirs—
let'sfight them! '

Both well rode up and down, andtalked to his men. Butthey didn't wantto
fight. Theytalked, andlooked atthe flag, and waited._Then some of them walked
home.

At five o'clock that evening Lord Kirkcaldy rode from hisarmy to talk tous. He said
tome, ‘Mylady, leave your hus-band, andcome with us. We don't want men to
die. '

And so, because ourmen didn't want to fight, [went withhim. Itwasavery
bad day for me. They took me back to Ed—inburgh, and people in the streets screamed
atme: ‘Killthe woman! She sleeps with her husband'skiller! We want James to be
King! Kill her now! '

[ was unhappy, andafraid, and I was pregnant again. Theytook me to
Lochleven Castle, and put mein a room like a prison. There, Idid not eat for two
weeks, andBothwell's children—there were twobabies—wer born dead. Inearly died
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too—I was so angry and tiredand ill. Then, oneday after the babies died, Lord
Lindsaygave me a letter. It said:

[, Mary, QueenofScots, give the kingdom of Scotlandto my son,
James. Fromtoday, James isthe new King of Scots. Butbecause he is a child, the
Earl of Moray, my half—brother, can rule the country for him.

Because | was afraid, andtired, andill, Iwrote my name on the letter:
Mary. Butitis notimportant, James, itdoesn't change anything. [am Queen
ofScots, notyou. Thatletter changes nothing.

Bothwell went over the sea, anddied in a prison in Denmark. [ was aprisoner in
Lochleven for ayear. A lotof people in Europe were angry about that.
QueenElizabeth wrote to the Earl of Moray. ‘Youcannot keep a Queen in prison, 'she
said. ‘Itis very wrong! 'l was pleased about that. ButMoray didn't listen.

Lord Douglas lived in the castle, andhis young son, William, likedme. One
day, therewas a wedding in the castle. People sangand danced and drank. William
Douglasgave me some old women's clothes. I putthe clothes on, and walked quietly
outof the castle with him. He shut thecastle door behind us, to keep hisfather's
friendsin. Then we got on somehorses, and rode away through the night.

All my friends came back to me. Soonl had a bigarmy. ‘Mary is our
Queenagain! 'people said. ‘Giveherback her son! 'You were in EarlMoray's castle,
James, sol came to fight him. [rode’with my armyto Langside, near
Glasgow. Andthere...

There, James...

There, my son, Ilostthe fight. Iam so sorry.,) lkhad many good, strongmen
in my army, but Earl Moray's menwere stronger. Many of my men died, and some
ran away. Afterthe fight, [ranaway too.

[ did not want to go to prison again. Sol rode south, to
England. ‘QueenElizabeth wants to help me, 'I thought. ‘Sheunderstands. She
wrote to Moray and sheis a Queen, like me. Ican come back to Scotland with her
army, killMoray, and find my baby son James. Iam in England butI am free. I can
tryagain. '

[ was wrong about that, too. Very wrong.
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8 England
8 England

Elizabeth didn't give me her army. Sheput me in prison. You know this, James—
itis the story of your life, not mine. [was twenty—fiveyears old when I came to
England, and Iam forty—five now. Twentyyears in English prisons.

Moray told lies about me. Maryand Bothwell killed Darn—ley, hesaid. Mary
slept with Riccio and Bothwelland killed her husband. Butit's nottrue! They're all
lies, James—wicked lies! They only said these thingsbecause | am a woman, anda
Catholic, and they don't want a Catholic queen in Scotland, they want a Protestant
king.

A king like you, James. Why, James myson, don'tyouhelp me? Why are you
friendly withElizabeth, my enemy? Youdon't want me back in Scotland, do you?
You believe these lies, don'tyou? You talk to Moray and his friends, every
day. Butthey lied about me, James. Morayand his friends killed Riccio Then killed your
father, too. Theystole my husband Bothwell, stole my son...

Stole my son's love...

[am sorry, James. Forgiveme. Sometimes I get very angry. Itis difficult not to
be angry, when youare in prison fortwenty years.

Elizabeth didn't know what to do. “Sometimesshe believed Moray, sometimes she
didn't. Shewas afraid to kill me, be-cauSe I was aQueen. She was afraid to let me go
free, bcause I have friends in England. TheEnglish Catholics want me to be Queen of
England, nother. And sheisawoman with no htisbandand no son, so she hates
me, too.

Sometimes the English Catholics write to me and askime-forhelp, and sometimes I
write to them. SometimesElizabeth's men find these letters+ /TheEnglish Protestants
want to kill me because of these letters.  ‘Youare a wicked woman! 'theysay: ‘You
killed your husband, Darnley, and now you want to kill our Queen
Elizabeth. You'regoing to die! '

‘I did not kill my husband, 'Isaid. ‘And when | came to England, I did not want
to kill your Queen. Iasked her for help—I wanted to go backto Scotand !
But, mylords, she putme in prison for twentyyears! Twenty years, mylords! I
want to be free—don'tyou understand that? when men write tome and try to help me,
then yes, sometimes I write back! Whynot? Isthat wicked, doyou think? '

They didn't listen. Ofcourse not. They want to kill me. Andso they wrote to
Queen Elizabeth. Andnow Isit here, in Fotheringhay Castle, and wait for her to
answer. Idonotwanttodie, James myson, butldo notwant to live all my life in
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anEnglish prison. Tamold, andtired oflife. Think well of me, James, myson,
and...
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Queen Mary stopped writing then. Yesterdayafternoon, 7th February 1587,
weheard a horse outside our win-dow. Marylooked out. There was a man there, on
the road from London. Hehad a letter from the Queen of England.

In the evening, anEnglishman, Lord Shrewsbury, cameto see Mary, ‘lIam
sorry, mylady, 'hesaid. ‘Butl have aletter from my Queen. You'regoing to die,
tomorrow. '

Mary did not move. ‘When? 'sheasked quietly.

‘At half past eight in themorning, 'he said. ‘lam very sorry, my
lady. 'Hewent away.

We did not sleep much that night. Wetalked and prayed to God, and she gaveme
her letter to her son, James. ‘Giveittohim, Bess, please, 'shesaid. ‘And tell
him how [ died. '

‘Yes, mylady, 'Isaid. Andsonow Iam going to tell you. KingJames. Thisis
how your mother died.

At six o'clock she got up, prayed, and dressed. Sheputon a red petticoat first,
then ablack dress, and a white veil over thedress. The veil came from her head toher
feet; she could see out through it, but we could not see her face. Shelooked like a
woman on her wedding day.

When the Englishmen came we wentdewnstairs with her. Herlittle dog walked
beside her, under theveil, butthe Eng=lishmendidn't see that. Six of us went into
abig room with her. A hundred peoplestood@nd watched.

A Protestant churchman came to talk to her, ““*Mylady, 'hesaid. ‘Praywith me

‘No, 'shesaid. ‘Thankyou, butno. [wasborn@ Catholicand I'm goingto die
a Catholic. Ithink Godunderstands that. 'she prayed for fiveminutes, and then stood
up. Theexecutioner came towards her. He was abig, strong man with an axe,
andsomething black over his face.

‘Tam sorry, mylady, 'hesaid. ‘Idon'thateyou, but thisis my work. Please
forgive me. '

‘Of course I forgive you, 'marysaid. ‘lamold, andtired, and you're going to
open my prisondoors for me. [am going to see God. Doyour work well. '

Then she looked at me and her friends.  ‘Don'tcry for
me, ladies, 'shesaid. ‘Please, don'tcry now. '

She could not walk to the block, sothe executioner helped her. He took offher
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white veil, and then he took off herblack dress, and put it on the floor. She stood
there, inher red pet-ticoat, with a smile on herface. Then the executioner put
somethingover her eyes. Very slowly, Maryput her head on the block.

‘The Lord my God is my onetrue friend, 'shesaid. ‘Igive my life, oh
God, intoyour hands. '

Then the executioner lifted his axe, once...twice...oh God! threetimes...and her
head—herpoor, poor head, fellon the floor.

It was very quiet in the room after that. Itis a little thing, a head—avery little
thing. But there was so muchblood—blood on her red petticoat, blood on her black
dress and her white veil, blood on the executioner's shoes, bloodall over the floor.
Blood, bloodeverywhere.

We all looked, andsaid nothing. The executioner put downhis axe and stood
quietly. And thenMary's little dog came out from under her bloody dress and veil,
andwalked slowly, un-happily, throughthe blood towards her head.

My lord, the story ofyour poor mother's life finishes here. We, her friends,
cryfor her, but thatis how your motherdied. She died like a Queen. Agood lady
and a famous Queen.

Mary, Queen of Scots.
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