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			Introduction

        
			I can’t imagine how I might have conceived of myself and my possibili­ties if, in my formative years, I had moved through a city where most things were named after women.

        
			Rebecca Solnit


        In 2016, writer and activist Rebecca Solnit worked on a map which renamed the stops on the New York subway after women and, in one stroke, highlighted the gendering of our built heritage. It was a strange feeling to look at that remade map and wonder why I had never noticed that, in the normal run of things, all the stops were named after men. I had never heard of most of the women Solnit chose to memorialise. They had achieved amazing things yet their stories were unremembered.

			Our sense of self and of where we come from is not confined to history books. On reading about Solnit’s project it struck me that if women don’t see themselves represented in the world around them, the unspoken message is that their stories, and indeed achievements, don’t matter. This raised an interesting question. All the men around me, I realised, were living in just that world – a place where men were raised on plinths and streets were named in their honour. Like Solnit, I immediately imagined the entitlement I might feel if my gender was included and the impact that would have on my confidence. The sense of what I might achieve – and of that achievement being normal. It was a window into the world of our culturally dominant gender.

			I discussed Solnit’s article with James Crawford, the publisher at Historic Environment Scotland. I had contacted him about my bugbear – the lack of memor­ialisation of women – and asked if he would be interested in commissioning something about women’s history in Scotland. I didn’t want to write a researched opinion piece – I wanted to take a more creative approach. I honestly wasn’t sure if he would be up for that kind of project. But he was. Over coffee we talked about creating an imaginary guide that reflected what Solnit had done – a map not only of an underground system, but of a country. A different world …

			It came as no surprise when I discovered that, in a 2016 survey by English Heritage, 40 per cent of respondents thought women did not impact history as much as men. It struck me that this is a vicious circle – if women’s achievements are constantly downplayed and men’s are publicly more valued, equality will remain an uphill struggle and we will continue to remember the men and forget the women. For all members of society to contribute, it is important to show all contributions are valued, be they from mainstream, majority communities or from minorities. While women make up over 50 per cent of the population, they are still a marginalised group. If proof were needed of how controversial this subject remains, the outcry in 2017 in the run up to Jane Austen’s appearance on the Bank of England ten pound note is a good example. The argument against this ran that Austen wrote about ‘domestic’ subjects and therefore was not worthy of commemoration. This chimed a particular bell with me as a novelist. It reminded me of writer and critic Lesley McDowell’s view that ‘There’s a tendency to elevate novels about war above novels about the domestic sphere, and women tend still to write more about the latter. It doesn’t make their novels any less serious or important, but they are perceived to be less so.’ The truth is, it isn’t only books. This idea crosses all media and with it the dominant view that women’s issues and indeed lives aren’t worthwhile.

			In my writing life I have commemorated the stories of lost and unremembered women for years. In archive after archive I have found myself asking ‘where are the women?’ as I research material for my historical novels. The lack of female documents and artifacts is acute. Historian Bettany Hughes estimated in 2016 that female material makes up a mere 0.5 per cent of recorded history. Over time I became more and more aware that this issue extends into our day to day existence, and when I found out that in the UK only 15 per cent of statues are raised to women and most of those to Queen Victoria, I was incensed. In another medium, as an activist, I co-founded an equality-led perfume company, REEK, which memorialises landmark women including Jacobites and witches. The collection of scents makes the wearer themselves a monument and allows individual women to take a stand by remembering forgotten heroines from the past. On the day I met Jamie, in fact, I had decided to mix a new perfume in memory of the lives of pirate queens – just as fearsome as Bluebeard, Captain Kidd or Henry Morgan – Jeanne de Clisson, Gráinne Mhao (Grace O’Malley) and Ching Shih. Now I had an opportunity to extend that vision to imagine the recognition of hundreds of women.

			The way we memorialise our history is key. As George Orwell noted in 1984, ‘He who controls the past, controls the future. He who controls the present, controls the past.’ He.

			In Naomi Alderman’s science fiction novel The Power, which won the Baileys Prize in 2017, Alderman imagines a world 5,000 years in the future, where women’s power is normalised. In this world, evolutionary biology allows society to misread history and show that men are weak. One character – a man – tries to push against this, arguing that history was written by women who chose stories that were more favourable to them. ‘They picked works to copy that supported their viewpoint … I mean, why would they recopy works that said that men used to be stronger and women weaker? That would be heresy, and they’d be damned for it.’ Exactly.

			Just as I read Alderman’s book, in my home city of Edinburgh (where, incidentally there are more statues of animals than there are of women), crime writer Val McDermid created ‘Message from the Skies’ as part of the programme of events to celebrate Edinburgh’s Hogmanay. This was an interactive trail highlighting Edinburgh’s female literary history including the novelist Susan Ferrier, whose talent Sir Walter Scott claimed surpassed his own; author D E Stevenson, cousin of the repeatedly commemorated Robert Louis Stevenson (whom she outsold in her day); and internationally renowned writer Muriel Spark, whose collected works had just been republished to mark her centenary. The project provoked a similar response from some of the people who followed the trail – they were shocked that they had not heard of so many of the landmark female writers featured. The answer to that is how could they have done so if these women aren’t commemorated? Existing female monuments number a mere five statues in the whole of Glasgow. Day to day, cultural and historical memory is contained around us, in our built environment, and the women are not there.

			This landscape, however, is changing. The centenary celebrations for women over 30 getting the vote prompted a flurry of memorials to suffragettes – a movement more radical than anything in mainstream politics today, which achieved extraordinary change. These specific monuments are important. A frustration for many feminists is the proliferation of general monuments. Solnit herself points out that New York’s most prominent statue is a nameless woman – a nobody – the Statue of Liberty. This symbol in female form is like so many around the world representing, say, Justice or Peace. These statues are distinct from the commemoration of groups of women and distinct again from individual commemoration. In the UK, recently memorialisation of non-specific female achievement has risen – the statue to wartime female steel workers in Sheffield is a good example. Not that these women shouldn’t be honoured, but not one of them has been named.

			For me there is a certain dignity and egalitarianism in memorialising groups of women – victims of oppression or activists who banded together. Sisterhood is key to the feminist movement, and general monuments honour that as a way of instigating progress. But there is no doubt that this should not happen at the expense of our high achievers: women who, if they were men, would certainly have streets named after them. In the field of public art there is a drive against the statue – that (typically) bronze and patriarchal rendering of a famous individual – in favour of something more interpretive and meaningful, which truly expresses that person’s achievement. In this guide I have imagined many different kinds of monument – traditional statues, yes, but also places of pilgrimage for public engagement, festivals, light installations, murals, parks, altars, benches, cairns, fountains and bells. I have tried to achieve what we talked about when Jamie threw down the gauntlet that day over coffee. Can you imagine a different Scotland, he said, a Scotland where women are commemorated in statues and streets and buildings – even in the hills and valleys?

			The result of that conversation is this book – a guide to an alternative country, a Scotland where the cave on Staffa is named after Malvina rather than Fingal, and Arthur’s Seat isn’t Arthur’s, it belongs to St Triduana. Where you arrive into Dundee at Slessor Station and the Victorian monument on Stirling’s Abbey Hill interprets national identity not as a male warrior but through the women who ran hospitals during the First World War. The West Highland Way ends at Fort Mary. The Old Lady of Hoy is a prominent Orkney landmark. And the plinths in central Glasgow proudly display statues of suffragettes. Each fictional street, building, statue and monument is dedicated to a real woman and tells their (often uncelebrated) stories.

			If we cannot imagine it, how can we build it? It has been a huge task and also an honour. I have tried to create something worthy of our astounding female heritage. I hope the time is right and that we are ready to look unflinchingly at the stories we tell and search for the pieces of our history that have been lost. Conversations about women in history and society have never been more relevant, and this guidebook seeks to contribute to those discussions by exploring the connections between gender and place – looking beyond the traditional male-dominated histories that have been repeated for generations.

			‘Do you think there are enough women worthy of memorialisation?’ many people I have spoken to over the course of my research have asked (always nervously). The answer is that we have thousands of pioneering women who have been forgotten, their stories set aside. Often after asking this question people add (continuing worriedly) ‘but you don’t only want to memorialise women, do you? I mean, that wouldn’t be fair.’ The answer to that is, for myself, I look forward to the day when feminism is no longer relevant and we can simply use the word ‘equality’ but I fear we are nowhere near it. For this reason, I have not mentioned in this book the many monuments to amazing men but you will notice that I have placed monuments to their sisters, mothers, wives and friends in some places where statues already exist. Where else was I to put them? If this shocks you then I am glad – welcome to the world of the ‘other gender’ – this is how women feel all the time and they, mostly, internalise it. If a proliferation of imagined monuments to women sets you on edge, why doesn’t the real-life proliferation of monuments to men? That is not to forget men’s contributions – it is simply to provide a provocation, an opportunity to see this issue from the other side and hopefully return to the existing state of affairs with questions. This is, in fact, what memorials are supposed to do. Ultimately, this book seeks to paint a companion picture of Scotland’s history. It is a challenge laid down to all people – men and women together. This issue is one we need to address and is particularly relevant today: the lack of memorials to women was recently discussed in the Scottish Parliament. If this is to be remedied we need to act as allies, together.

			While nothing I outline here can alone change the world, my hope is that it chips away at the dominant cultural narrative and confronts how we remember where we have come from. As a novelist, every book I’ve written in the last decade has been a hymn to the women whose stories I have found in the archives, be it only one short letter. I feel compelled to engage with that material (and Bettany Hughes is right – it’s gold dust). If we want things to change, we need to ask difficult questions about the way our history has been represented and whether some of the things that history currently tells us are valid. We must celebrate our female stories alongside our male ones and make them just as visible. If I can provide a few ideas and take a very small stand, then I’ll be proud to have been part of something that I consider hugely important.

			Edinburgh, 2019

	

        How to Use 
this Guide

            
			In Where are the Women? we have worked with the existing landscape, adapting it to memorialise Scotland’s women. Some real monuments have been included, and in those instances no symbol is required in the text. Those that have been created are marked on the first mention as follows:

			
    Suffragette Square*

            This symbol* indicates a feature or monument that exists and has been renamed, rededicated or adapted so that it commemorates a woman or women. Check Renamed Places (see page 406) for the real names of certain monuments.

            Museum of Misogyny¶

			This symbol¶ indicates that a building, feature or monument is fictional. Sometimes the material for it exists elsewhere (such as in an archive) and has simply been put on display.

	The monument may be in memory of more than one woman. Some women are mentioned without raising a monument and are simply associated with a particular place. The illustrated maps provide the locations for a selection of the monuments in each chapter.

		
            




        Edinburgh

			Do not think that I blaspheme when I tell you that your great London, as compared to Dun-Edin, ‘mine own romantic town’, is as prose compared to poetry, or as a great rumbling, rambling, heavy Epic compared to a Lyric, brief, bright, clear, and vital as a flash of lightning.

			Charlotte Brontë on Edinburgh, 1850
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			Welcome to Edinburgh: a city of great women! Scotland’s capital would still be easily recognisable to Charlotte Brontë – especially the city centre, which is split between the medieval Old Town and the New Town (now over 200 years old), into which the city expanded at the end of the 18th century. The city is surrounded by hills, and one of the best views over the historic skyline is from Triduana’s Seat*, the extinct volcano about a mile to the east of St Margaret’s Castle (see page 21). This hill towers over Holyrood Park and is named after St Triduana, who lived between the 4th and 8th centuries. Said to have been so distressed by the amorous attentions of the King of the Picts – who professed to love her beautiful eyes – Triduana tore them out with a thorn and sent them to him, allowing her to continue her life of piety, free from harassment. The ancient centre of worship of Triduana was in the Restalrig area, now part of Edinburgh, where her church is a fine example of 15th century architecture. You can pick out the site of the church with binoculars from the summit of her hill. Triduana’s name is also associated to this day with retreats near Forfar and Pitlochry. Beside Triduana’s Seat you will see the Livesey Crags*, named after Doris Livesey Reynolds (1899–1985), a geologist known for her work on metasomatism in rocks and her commentary on the divisive ‘Granite Controversy’ which split the geological community into two groups – the Neptunists and the Plutonists – who argued whether granite was formed from the universal ocean or from matter made fluid by heat. In 1949 she was the first woman to be elected Fellow of the Royal Society of Edinburgh, and she received the Lyell Medal from the Geological Society of London in 1960. She was not paid for her work at the University of Edinburgh as her husband was based there and it was deemed ‘inappropriate’ but following her death the crags were named after her in recognition of the impact of her studies. On the west side of the rock face there is a carved¶ explanation of the geology of the city, which features her research.

		
        
        The Old Town

			The original city of Edinburgh, mostly built during the medieval period, was a mile long and 400 yards wide. This part of town is a magical interlacing of early buildings built around ‘closes’ or vennels in a herringbone pattern off the main drag – the Royal Mile. These were, in their time, the highest buildings in Europe and, as today, bustling with commerce. At its peak, just before the New Town was built, the city’s population (not including the Port of Leith, outside the city’s walls) was around 45,000 people – half of them women, many of whom made their mark on the city.

			
        
        St Margaret’s Castle*

			It’s easy to see why this site was chosen to build the historic castle, on top of sheer crags with approach only possible across the Esplanade to the east. Born in Hungary, St Margaret (1045–1093) came to Scotland after the Norman Conquest in 1066, when her ship ran aground in Fife. She was married to the Scottish King Malcolm III, and her Roman Catholic faith had a significant impact on religious life in Scotland. Among her many charitable works she established a ferry for pilgrims across the Firth of Forth at Queensferry. Margaret was known as ‘The Pearl of Scotland’, and each day served orphans and the poor before she sat down to eat. Hugely influential, she died in this castle, which shortly afterwards was named in her memory. St Margaret’s Chapel, the oldest building in the castle complex, is also named for her. The chapel houses the only remaining part of a six piece tapestry¶ called the ‘City of Ladies’, commissioned in the 1530s by Mary of Guise (1515–1560) to hang in her chamber – an appropriate choice as the embroidery shows women very much in charge in the medieval world. Mary was Queen of Scotland and Regent on behalf of her daughter (also Mary) from 1554 to her death. When she died, Mary’s body was kept in the chapel for several months before she was laid to rest at a convent in Rheims. Today, a group of local women, all called Margaret, look after the chapel, where you can sometimes spot a wedding taking place.

			On the Esplanade, where over 300 women were burned for witchcraft, you will find the Witches’ Fountain. Witches were prosecuted in Edinburgh for around a century, with the last burning taking place on this site in 1722. Convicted witches were drowned in the Nor’ Loch and their bodies then burned so they could not rise from the dead. There is an Edinburgh urban myth that the ashes of witches were used to help build the Flodden Wall, completed in 1560 to protect the city against a threatened English invasion that did not materialise. It’s a great story but inside the castle there is a museum¶ that tells the real tales of Edinburgh’s witches – many of whom were vulnerable older women. Among the records on display are those of 50-year-old Margaret Burges (c1579–1629), who was accused (and cleared) of lesbian behaviour only to be found guilty of witchcraft, and Beatrix Leslie (c1580–1661), in her 80s, accused of having caused a collapse in a coal pit by magic. Not all women went quietly! Moneylender Agnes Finnie (died 1645) cursed her tormentors, wishing that ‘the devill blaw yow blind’ and Isobel Young (died 1629) stood up for her right not to see eye to eye with the neighbours who had accused her. She was cleared of nine of the ten charges brought against her, but not of witchcraft. The heartrending story of sisters Janet Spaldarge (died 1597) and Margaret Bane (died 1597), who were tried separately (Margaret was arraigned in Aberdeen), also merits attention. Margaret was a midwife and, in desperation, claimed Janet had taught her ‘the craft’ – both sisters were killed within weeks of each other. Another unfortunate, Jean Weir (c1604–1670), was notorious in Edinburgh. She was tried not only for witchcraft but for incest with her brother. Jean said that she chiefly turned to magic to increase her capacity to spin wool. At Hallowe’en there is a light show¶ on the castle rock which highlights the sisterhood of these women and their tragic stories.

			Inside the castle is a beautiful war memorial with sculptures by Phyllis Bone (1894–1972), who became the first female member of the Royal Scottish Academy in 1940. The memorial is dedicated to the many brave souls who died in military action and includes the names not only of soldiers but also of nurses, doctors and auxiliary workers who put their lives on the line. It runs to over a hundred thousand names. The animals who took part are also represented, particularly the many First World War horses. As part of the National War Memorial, there is a specific Women’s Hospital Memorial¶ to the pioneering women who set up hospitals during the First World War. This is a 5-metre-long cast bronze plaque showing their stories. The memorial includes images of Dr Elsie Inglis (1864–1917), who when she volunteered for the task of setting up field hospitals in 1914 was told by the Colonel in charge at St Margaret’s Castle, ‘Go home dear lady and sit still.’ She did not take his advice. There is a glade in Holyrood Park named after her, a plaque in the High Kirk and another plaque on the first floor of Edinburgh’s Central Library. There is a great deal of campaigning for a new memorial to Inglis, who along with her comrades favoured practical monuments to help poor women and their children. Edinburgh’s main maternity hospital, founded in 1925, was named after her but closed in 1988 to be replaced by the Simpson Unit at the Royal Infirmary. In 2018 she was featured on the Clydesdale Bank £50 note. Alongside Inglis on the castle plaque is Dame Sarah Siddons Mair (1865–1935), who helped create the Scottish Women’s Hospitals (see page 63) and was, like Inglis, a suffragette. This monument also honours Flora White (1894–1971), who became a lifelong campaigner for peace when her brother was killed after action in the Dardanelles. In 1940, Flora became the assistant editor of the New Statesman. Though depicted as a young woman here, she still lives in the memory of many who knew her in her later years in the city, a small and determined lady who favoured tweeds and lacy jumpers. There are often flowers laid at the feet of the plaque featuring these amazing women.

        
			Lady Stair’s Close

			Edinburgh is a UNESCO City of Literature and, unsurprisingly, a strong literary culture is in evidence throughout the city. On leaving the castle, on the north side of High Street is Lady Stair’s Close – named after Lady Elizabeth Dundas (Lady Stair) (died 1731), an heiress who lived there in the early 18th century. Her house is now the Scottish Writers’ Museum, dedicated to the memory of four Scottish writers* – Muriel Spark (see the Spark Fountain page 56), Susan Ferrier (see the Ferrier Arch (pictured) page 62), D E Stevenson and Dorothy Dunnett. Dorothy (1923–2001) was an Edinburgh institution married to the editor of the Scotsman newspaper. She wrote six cult historical novels about Francis Crawford of Lymond, a 16th century Scottish soldier of fortune. Another series, set in the 15th century, features Niccolo, an apprentice from Bruges, who becomes a successful Renaissance entrepreneur. She also published a series of thrillers under the name Dorothy Halliday. Her commitment to the arts included a stint as director of the Edinburgh International Book Festival. Dorothy Emily Stevenson (1892–1973) was another Edinburgh-based bestselling author who published more than 40 light romantic novels over four decades. She sold 7 million copies in her lifetime – higher sales than her second cousin, the lesser-known Robert Louis Stevenson, achieved in his. Her family did not support her writing and she used to write in the attic of her home at 14 Eglinton Crescent on which there is now a plaque to her memory.

			When leaving the museum, look down to see many quotes by Scottish writers etched into the paving stones*, such as the following by Elizabeth Hamilton (1756–1816), poet, novelist and essayist, who wrote ten books and lived locally in Edinburgh:

        
			For me, I boast nor critic lore nor skill,
Nor classic laws for measur’d numbers know;
Enough, to feel the bosom’s raptur’d thrill,
The tear that starts – the heart’s spontaneous glow!

        
			Outside the Scottish Writers’ Museum on the east side of the close, there is a tree planted in 1973 to honour the Edinburgh Women Citizens Association, which was founded in 1918 to promote women’s representation in the post-suffragette era.

			If you wander from Lady Stair’s Close into James Court, you will find a monument to Susannah Alice Stephen (1960–1997) who helped to found the Scottish Society of Garden Designers. Known as Zannah, she died in a diving accident in the Galapagos Islands in 1997. The memorial, erected by her friends, is the work of Edinburgh-born sculptor Frances Polly and takes the form of a seat, with a sculpture of a parakeet and garden trug. In a nice touch across the generations, the monument is overlooked by a portrait of one of Susannah’s forebears, Alexander Moncrieff of Culfargie, whose likeness hangs in a window adjacent to James Court in the Free Church of Scotland building.

			The Grassmarket

			Walk down Victoria Street (named after Queen Victoria, see National Gallery page 61) and you will come to the Grassmarket – Edinburgh’s cattle market from the late 15th century until 1911. This is an open, cobbled area skirted with shops, restaurants and bars. Look out for Maggie Dickson’s pub, named after a Musselburgh fishwife Maggie Dickson (c1701–c1746) convicted of concealing her pregnancy (which was a capital offence) but who survived being hanged in 1724 and was thereafter known as Half-Hangit Maggie. Previously estranged from her husband, they reconciled after Maggie was resurrected and went on to have several more children.

			Take the Patrick Geddes Steps along West Port and you’ll see the work of Norah Mears (1887–1967), who established the Mears Garden* in 1910 to provide a much-needed green space for residents, particularly children, living in what was at the time a crowded slum. The garden is one of several created in the city’s Old Town during the Edwardian era, more than a century later only a few survive.

			At the other side of the market, before you turn up Candlemaker Row, peer down the Cowgate at the Magdalen Chapel, where Janet Rhynd (c1504–1553), a successful Edinburgh merchant who founded both the chapel and the Magdalen Hospital nearby, is buried. The chapel and hospital provided accommodation and living expenses for a chaplain and seven paupers as well as healthcare on what we would today call an outpatient basis. The terms of Janet’s will enjoined the residents to include both her and her husband in their prayers as well as Mary Queen of Scots. This practice was common in the medieval period as it was believed prayers on earth smoothed a spirit’s path. The prayers Janet commissioned for Mary were probably a form of sucking up to royalty in the afterlife. The terms of this will were fulfilled at the Magdalen Hospital for around 300 years until the 19th century.

			Greyfriars Kirk

			On Candlemaker Row you will find the entrance to Greyfriars Kirkyard. Another of the city’s wealthy woman, Margaret, Lady Yester (1647–1675), is commemorated inside the kirk. Lady Yester contributed 1,000 merks (a substantial sum) to the building of the Tron Kirk on the High Street (the Royal Mile) as well as funding Lady Yester’s Chapel on nearby Infirmary Street. When the congregation of the chapel merged with Greyfriars in the 1930s, the commemorative plaque in Lady Yester’s memory was moved inside Greyfriars Kirk. In the graveyard there are commemorative stones to many Edinburgh worthies including Mary Erskine (1629–1707), a widow who became a successful businesswoman and thereafter lent money to other widows to encourage them into business. In 1694 she funded a foundation in the Cowgate for the schooling of the daughters of Edinburgh burgesses. The aim was to educate orphaned, impoverished girls. In 1706, she bought premises for the Merchant Maiden Hospital, as it was known, and, on her death in 1707, bequeathed money to run it. In 1944 it was renamed the Mary Erskine School – one of the oldest girls’ schools in the world and still thriving just outside the city centre. As well as her gravestone there is also a plaque at a house on Queen Street, which was the site of her home.

			Also in the churchyard is the grave of Harriet Siddons (1783–1844), an actor, singer and the theatre manager of the Theatre Royal Edinburgh. Siddons moved to Scotland after a successful career in Covent Garden and Drury Lane. In Edinburgh, she appeared in around a hundred roles during her six-year tenure and was the first to adapt Sir Walter Scott’s novels for the stage. Her production of Rob Roy was played by royal command in front of George IV when he visited Scotland in 1822. At her farewell benefit performance in 1830 Scott wrote an address for her, which she delivered to a standing ovation. The speech enjoined the audience to continue to support the Theatre Royal once Siddons had retired. She was mindful of her legacy at the theatre, writing in 1831 ‘To steer our course with safety is all that can be hoped … It is so complete a lottery … that (it) must ever be speculative.’

			Outside the churchyard, turn right to have a drink at local pub Paddie Bell’s*, named after the singer Paddie Bell (1931–2005) with the popular folk trio the Corries who went on to host the BBC’s Hoot’nanny programme.

			National Museum of Scotland

			At the top of Candlemaker Row is the National Museum of Scotland on Cupples Street*. The street is named after Anne Jane Cupples (1839–1896) – a populariser of science who wrote around fifty books, mostly for children. Her titles include Bill Marlin’s Tales of the Sea and The Magic of Kindness. She also corresponded with Charles Darwin, who in her later life, enjoined the Royal Literature Fund to support her financially. Darwin said he was particularly impressed by Cupples’ accurate observations of the emotions of dogs in her stories.

			At the bottom of the impressive museum steps there is a fascinating water monument¶ dedicated to the work of inventor Isabell Lovi (before 1805–1827). ‘Mrs Lovi’s beads’ were made of glass and used to determine the gravity of liquids. They were employed in the bleaching, distilling and dairy industries – you can see a set inside the museum. The fountain outside, with its glass balls dancing in the water, is a beautiful, artistic interpretation of her work.

			Also outside the museum there is a statue¶ of Charlotte Auerbach (1899–1994), a Jewish-German zoologist and geneticist who contributed to founding the science of mutagenesis – the study of genetic change and mutation in living organisms. She wrote over 90 scientific papers and was a Fellow of the Royal Society of Edinburgh. She also wrote a book of fairy tales, Adventures with Rosalind. In 1976, she was awarded the Royal Society’s Darwin Medal.

			The museum itself is always worth a visit – a particular highlight is the dressing table set of Frances Teresa Stuart (1642–1709), It Girl of Charles II’s Restoration court, who modelled for the figure of Britannia on the reverse of the 50 pence piece.

			National Library of Scotland

			Continue along Brunswick Bridge*, which is named after Caroline of Brunswick (1768–1821). This ‘injured queen’ was rejected by her husband George IV, the Prince of Wales (who had already secretly married Maria Fitzherbert, although the marriage was not considered legal). She defied convention by taking lovers and horrified the House of Hanover by insisting that she would be queen when the prince took the throne. The door of Westminster Abbey was slammed in her face to prevent her attending her husband’s coronation. A popular rhyme of the period captures the sentiments of the establishment, if not the public, towards this woman who refused to be pushed out of the way:

			
        O gracious queen
We thee implore
To go away and sin no more
And if that effort be too great
To go away
At any rate.

			On the east side of the bridge is the National Library of Scotland, the country’s legal deposit library which was established in 1925 and houses some 7 million books, 14 million printed items and 2 million maps. Outside you will see the Flag to the Unknown Woman¶, a copy of the only map of Scotland known to be by a woman in the whole collection – a sampler embroidered at the start of the 19th century by Margaret Montgomery. Nothing more is known about Margaret, hence the enigmatic moniker.

			Inside, on permanent display, are some of the 57 calligraphic manuscripts¶ of Esther Inglis (c1571–1624), a woman of Huguenot descent who lived in the Leith area. Inglis composed miniature books of Protestant texts. Her work is especially noted for beautiful paintings of flowers and the intricate, jewel-studded covers she made by hand. She is thought to have received patronage at Prince Henry’s court from 1607 to 1614 and dedicated most of her books to the monarchs Elizabeth I and James VI and I. Unusually for a woman in this period, she signed her work. Also on display are the notebooks¶ of pioneering mathematicians Jane Sang (1834–1878) and Flora Sang (1838–1925), who, despite their initial objections, were credited with a good portion of the work their father had done on logarithmic tables. The women were presented to the Royal Society Edinburgh in 1874 and honoured for their contribution.

			The statue¶ in the library’s main hallway is inscribed with the words of Isabella Bird (1831–1904), ‘Everything suggests a beyond.’ Bird, a traveller, writer, photographer and naturalist, wrote eighteen books, including Among the Tibetans and A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains. She visited America, Japan, Australia, Hawaii, China, Korea, Vietnam, Singapore, Malaysia, India, Persia, Kurdistan and Turkey, where she climbed mountains and lived with local people. In the 1890s, Bird was the first female fellow of the Scottish Royal Geographical Society and the Royal Geographical Society. Ever a lady, she took issue with a review of her book in The London Times that suggested she wore trousers while mountain climbing in America. The Times backed down and apologized. When she died in her bed in Edinburgh her bags were ready and packed to go on another great adventure. Bird funded the building of the clock tower on Tobermory harbour wall in memory of her sister Henrietta and also contributed to several medical facilities in India. Her papers are held in the collection at the National Library.

			The ceiling in the main hallway is decorated with a poem¶ that spells out the discrimination faced by Scotland’s female typographers in the late Victorian era as the industry changed in response to rapid techno­logical development. In 1886, a correspondent to the Scottish Typographical Circular wrote ‘if [women] were more largely gifted’ with the skills of typesetting ‘they would, indeed, be very dangerous rivals’. The truth was that in Scotland women had been rivalling men in typesetting jobs for decades. In the same issue of the magazine, a type-lifter called ‘Ella’ wrote a poem asking that she and her colleagues be given the recognition they deserved. However, as pay structures changed, many men chose to blame women rather than the changes in technology responsible for their reduction in circumstances. Ella’s poem is reproduced in a waterfall of letters that slips over the edge of the ceiling and down the wall.

			Do not prate arrant nonsense about a woman’s sphere,
For that humbug’s exploded this many a year ––
To be wife and mother might perfectly suit a
Compositrix’s desires, but not out of Utah
Is such a thing possible;

			Central Library

			On the other side of Brunswick Bridge, the Central Library is the city’s main lending library. Inside you will find two small bronze statues¶, each depicting a figure engrossed in a book. One is the hugely popular Scottish-Russian writer Eugenie Fraser (1905–2002), whose memoir The House by the Dvina intrigued readers with the story of her childhood before she came to Scotland. The other is Lucy Walford (1845–1915), who wrote 47 light-hearted books and was invited to meet Queen Victoria after her majesty found she could not put down Walford’s debut novel, Mr Smith: A Part of His Life, published in 1874.

			On display up the main staircase are 60 watercolours¶ donated to the library by the friends of Janet Stewart Smith (1839–1925). Smith was an illustrator who recorded the early morning life of Edinburgh’s Old Town, where she lived, in the mid 19th century. These charming paintings were so often requested that the library had them mounted to allow members of the public to enjoy them without troubling library staff.

			The High Court

			The city’s High Court is on the Royal Mile. You will frequently see reporters outside and, on occasion, protesters. To the left of the main door is a bronze statue¶ of Margaret Kidd (1900–1989), who was the first woman QC in Scotland, taking the silk in 1948 and later becoming Keeper of the Advocates Library. She is known affectionately as the ‘Father [sic] of the Scottish Bar’. Behind her is a plaque¶ dedicated to the work of Jewish feminist human rights and child welfare campaigner Ruth Adler (1944–1994). Adler helped establish the Scottish Child Law Centre and was the first Scottish Development Officer for Amnesty International. It has become a tradition to leave a stone beneath Adler’s plaque, which is the Jewish custom in memory of the dead.

			St Catherine’s Cathedral*

			Edinburgh’s High Kirk was the parish church of medieval Edinburgh and the home of the Scottish Reformation. It is named after Catherine of Siena (1347–1380), who established a convent in 1377 outside Siena. Catherine composed over 400 letters about her faith, several prayers and also wrote her Dialogue, which led to her being declared a Doctor of the Church in 1970. When a convent on the south side of Edinburgh was dedicated to her, the area around it became known as ‘Sciennes’ – a derivation of ‘Siena’ in French, which was the court language of Scotland in the 16th century. It is in St Catherine’s that the legendary rioter and stallkeeper Jenny Geddes (c1600–c1660) threw her stool at the pulpit in 1637 in protest against an English prayer book introduced by order of King Charles I, who hoped to standardise church services across the kingdom. She is said to have shouted ‘Daur you say Mass in my lug?’ as she threw the stool. There is a tablet in the north aisle that marks where her actions sparked the riot that ultimately led to the Wars of the Three Kingdoms (1638–1651) which included the English Civil War (1642–1651). After she (and other rioters) were ejected from the church, they hammered at the doors and threw stones at the windows. Religious matters in 17th century Scotland were as hot a topic, it seems, as women’s rights today. Keep an eye out for the monumental statues of religious subjects by Mary Grant (1831–1908), one of the city’s talented sculptors, whose work is seen not only in the High Kirk but also in St Mary’s Cathedral (see page 53). The interior of the kirk is awash with reminders of Edinburgh’s notable women, many of whom worshipped there. Isabel Williamson (1430–1493) was a hugely successful cloth merchant who supplied the royal household during the 1470s and, unusually, became a burgess of the city, which meant she had voting rights – uncommon for a woman in the period. She endowed the Altar of St Lawrence in 1489 under her maiden name, Isabel Bras. Another contributor to the church was Lady Roseburn (1637–1716), an early printer and publisher who inherited the business when her husband died. She was said to have left it ten times more in profit than her husband left it in loss. Don’t forget to take in the private chapel of the sixteen Knights of the Thistle, the highest chivalric order in Scotland, built in 1911. The knights include Her Majesty the Queen, who attends the chapel when she is in Edinburgh.

			Signet Library

			Outside St Catherine’s is the Signet Library, which leads a double life. By day it is the home of Scotland’s ‘writers to the signet’ and a centre for legal research – but by evening it is a renowned concert venue¶. Mindful of history, the musical programme contains a liberal number of Scottish composers, including the award-winning Margaret Dare (1902–1976), whose career as a cellist began at the First World War victory concert in the Albert Hall. Dare also wrote music for children. Another local composer and cellist featured regularly is Joan Dickson (1921–1994), founder of the New Edinburgh Quartet. She taught the international cellist superstar Jacqueline du Pré.

			Mary King’s Close

			When the building of the Royal Exchange (now the City Chambers) started in 1753, several tenements on the site were simply bricked up. In modern times these have been opened as a subterranean museum called Mary King’s Close. Mary King (c1600–c1645) was a successful Edinburgh tailor and cloth merchant who lived and worked on the site. Like Isabel Williamson (above), Mary was a burgess. Tours take place several times a day led by actors wearing historical dress. As well as an insight into Mary King’s life, expect to hear about Alison Rough (c1480–1535). Another successful merchant, Alison was executed for murdering Alexander Cant, her son in law, with a pair of fire tongs in a heated dispute over her daughter’s dowry, which she had not paid. Alison was a difficult woman. After her husband was killed at the Battle of Flodden she took over his business and over several years managed to get into hundreds of petty disputes before this murder case. Her fascinating life story and ultimate execution by drowning in the Nor’ Loch can be reconstructed from court records. She managed to escape from prison after she was sentenced but was recaptured. Alison’s daughter, Katherine, was also implicated in her husband’s murder and sentenced to death, but, as she was pregnant, this was deferred until after the birth. Katherine was luckier than her mother – no sooner had the child arrived than she managed to evade the noose by escaping to Germany.

			Back on the street, Mary King and Alison Rough are not the only women whose stories add flavour to the grandeur of the buildings – local businesswomen have always contributed to the life of the city. If you want a real taste of history, ask for a ‘Marjorie Cowan’ in a local bar, a drink¶ named after Marjorie Cowan (1734–1819), who was the doyenne of her family’s papermill at nearby Moray House after inheriting it when her husband died. Her favourite drink was a cup of rum mixed with marmalade, the signature ingredients in her eponymous cocktail. Fired by the Enlightenment, high literacy rates and the growth of Edinburgh as a centre for publishing, Cowan’s papermill was a hugely successful business that stayed in the family for generations – a testament to Marjorie’s handling of the family’s affairs.

			Off to the north, at Cockburn Street look out for a collection of padlocks¶ attached to a grille at the top of the close to the memory of Janet Fockart (c1525–1596), a moneylender to smart Edinburgh, who advanced huge sums to, among others, the Earl of Orkney. When she died her estate totalled an eye-watering 22,000 Scots pounds, but after her death she was disowned by her family who were embarrassed by her fiscal activities. She lived nearby in what is now Anchor Close. These padlocks are reminiscent of the ‘locked boxes’ of the period, commonly used for keeping cash safe in the days before modern banking.

			Back on the High Street look out for the monument to Jessie McGregor (1863–1906), who established a nursing home and maternity centre called the Hospice here. By 1910, this had amalgamated with the Bruntsfield Hospital for Women and Children. The statue¶ of a mother and child, which is carved into the wall of the Tron Kirk, is in her memory. Sometimes you will see flowers and votive candles there, a sign of good wishes for women and children undergoing labour. The scorch marks on the stone attest to the fact that this tradition has been ongoing for over a century.

			University of Edinburgh

			Head along the Bridges to the University of Edinburgh, founded in 1583, which has been a major institution of learning for over 400 years. The university adopted women’s education relatively early, though not without some battles, including a riot near Old College in 1870 against women sitting anatomy exams. It is worth taking time to walk around Old College Quad where the walls are covered in plaques to the university’s many ground-breaking female alumni including Sophia Jex-Blake (see page 70).

			Old College Quad: South Wall

			Starting at the south, the first of a number of plaques¶ you will see is to someone who was key in women obtaining access to higher education. Mary Crudelius (1839–1877) founded the movement that opened university education to women in Scotland and signed one of the first petitions to parliament supporting votes for women. An early residential hall for female students at the university was named after her. Here you will also find Susan Manning (1953–2013), Grierson Professor of English Literature and director of the Institute for Advanced Studies in the Humanities, who was known internationally for her work on transatlantic literature (Manning specialised in finding the Scottish voice in American writing). The university hosts an annual lecture in her memory which most recently was given by Scottish writer Janice Galloway about the legacy of Muriel Spark (see page 56). Featured further along is Christina (Chrissie) Miller (1899–2001), who overcame disability and sexism to become a highly respected analytical chemist. In 1928 she produced the first sample of pure phosphorus trioxide, for which she received the Keith Prize, and in 1949 she was one of the first five women – and the only chemist – to be elected to the Royal Society of Edinburgh. With impaired hearing from childhood, Miller lost her sight in one eye in a lab explosion in the 1930s. In her early days as a research assistant she left a window open in the lab so she could climb in at night to keep working. 

			You will also find a plaque here to Marion Gray (1902–1979), a mathematician who discovered a graph with 54 vertices and 81 edges, which proved key to network theory and is still used in network calculations today. While working at telecommunications company AT&T in the USA she became well known for supporting junior colleagues and for her critiques of mathematical journals. She retired to Edinburgh where she took up hillwalking.

			Old College Quad: East Wall

			Plaques¶ continue with lesbian feminist Ellen Higgins (1871–1951), who was Principal of Royal Holloway College from 1907 to 1935 and senator of London University from 1911 to 1935. She was a talented string musician who played violin, viola, cello and bass and later in life took up the clarinet. She also decided to learn Russian at the age of 70 and celebrated her retirement by climbing the Matterhorn with the Ladies Alpine Club. In his memorial address Professor E S Waterhouse said ‘She fought a battle for women’s education. She believed in it as a right and not as a concession or favour.’ There is also a plaque to Sheila Macintyre (1910–1960), who compiled the German–English mathematical dictionary and sadly died a year after she emigrated to the USA to take up a post at the University of Cincinnati. Also here you will find Marion Ross (1903–1994), a physicist who, with her research partner, discovered the location of the Beevers-Ross and anti-Beevers-Ross ions. During the Second World War she headed research into underwater acoustics (ie radar) at Rosyth. She loved music and sang in the choir at Holy Rude Church in Stirling, where her father had designed the organ. In 1965 she established the Fluid Dynamics Unit at Edinburgh University where there is still a physics prize given annually in her name. A street at King’s Buildings is named after her.

			The final plaque on this wall is to Elizabeth Wiskemann (1901–1971) who was the first woman to hold a chair at the University as the Montague Burton Professor of International Relations. Before her academic career, in 1930, she worked in Berlin for the New Statesman, and was among the first to warn of the dangers of Fascism. Wiskemann was expelled from Germany by the Gestapo in 1936. She spent most of the war ostensibly working as a press attaché in Switzerland, but this was only a cover to allow her to secretly gather intelligence from Germany and occupied Europe. In May 1944, British Intelligence learned that Hungarian Jews were being deported to Auschwitz. When the allies turned down her request to bomb the railway lines to stop the deportations, Wiskemann sent an unencrypted telegram to the Foreign Office, suggesting bombing the addresses of the Hungarian government officials with the power to stop the exodus. When, coincidentally, several of the buildings she listed were hit in a US raid, the Hungarian government thought that Wiskemann’s telegram was being acted upon and stopped the deportations.

			Old College Quad: North Wall

			There are also plaques¶ on the north wall. Students still leave flowers at the plaque dedicated to Rosalind Mary Mitchison (1919–2002), a 20th century social historian known as ‘Rowy’, who broke new ground researching the history of 18th century Scotland including studies of sexuality. She was particularly supportive of other female academics and was renowned for throwing legendary parties on Guy Fawkes night. Also commemorated is Quaker Elizabeth Nichol (1807–1897), an abolitionist, anti-segregationist, suffragist, chartist and anti-vivisectionist. Nichol attended the World Anti-Slavery Convention in London in 1840 as one of only six British female delegates. On arriving the women were told, despite their objections, they could not participate and were made to sit in a segregated area. She was the first woman to sit on a school board in Scotland. In 1872 around 1,000 school boards were set up. It was important that women like Nichol took an active part in creating an educational environment where girls could succeed, just as institutes of higher learning were beginning to open to female students.

			To the rear of the courtyard look out for Ailie Edmunds Munro (1918–2002), who was born in China and moved to Edinburgh at the age of seven. She became a music teacher, author and folk music scholar who furthered the recognition of Scottish folk music through her work at the School for Scottish Studies and the publication of her opus The Democratic Muse about the Scottish folk music scene. Lastly there is a plaque to Kesaveloo Naidoo (1906–1999), one of the founders of the Passive Resistance Campaign in South Africa in 1946 in which women became a leading political force. Of Tamil ancestry, she served seventeen jail terms for her cause after which she moved to England to live in exile. She returned to vote in the first democratic elections in South Africa in 1994. Her memoir, Coolie Doctor, is an intimate history of the anti-apartheid movement.

			Behind Old College with its array of extraordinary female achievement, there is a statue¶ at the top of West College Street of Agnes McLehose (1758–1841), for whom Robert Burns wrote his famous poem ‘Ae Fond Kiss’ after they parted for the last time. ‘Clarinda’, as she was nicknamed, had a passionate on/off love affair with Burns (whom she called ‘Sylvander’) which was memorialised in their correspondence, valued on Agnes’s death at £25 – a large sum at the time. Agnes lived close to this statue, in the now demolished tenements on Potterrow, which today is the site of the Student Union. From a medical family, she was well educated and wrote poetry, which Burns declared was ‘worthy of Sappho’. Agnes fled to Jamaica to reconcile with her husband but found he had taken a mistress on the island. When she returned to Scotland, she and Burns continued to write to each other but did not rekindle their affair. On Valentine’s Day you may see what looks like litter peppered around the statue, but is in fact love wishes slipped into the crevices – a local tradition.

			St Cecilia’s Hall

			Back on the High Street, turn left at Niddry Street for St Cecilia’s Hall, Scotland’s oldest purpose-built music hall built in 1762 and named after the patron saint of music. The hall was so popular during the Georgian era that attendees were asked to leave their swords and the hoops of their skirts at home, so that more people could cram inside. It is named for Cecilia, an early Christian, martyred in Rome around AD 230, although some accounts put her death around 50 years earlier. Cecilia was forced to marry a pagan nobleman, and during the wedding sang to God for help. Later she revealed an angel to her new husband. After her martyrdom, she became patron saint of musicians. She was so highly venerated by the early Roman Catholic Church that her name was placed in the Mass – one of only seven women included.

			Museum of Childhood

			Walk east on the High Street towards this museum, housed in a former theatre. It was the first museum in the world to specialise in the history of childhood. Inside, as well as five galleries exhibiting historic toys, there is also a library dedicated to Scotland’s children’s writers, where storytime¶ takes place every day at 11am. In addition to Scotland’s many living children’s authors the museum celebrates the country’s heritage in children’s books from the past including the stories of Mona Noel Paton (1860–1928), a writer who modelled for her father, the celebrated painter Joseph Noel Paton, and can still be seen in his paintings of fairy scenes in the Royal Scottish Academy. Mona’s own works were fresh retellings of Jack the Giantkiller and Beauty and the Beast, following the French tradition of 17th century feminist storytelling. As a child in 1871 she met Lewis Carroll, author of Alice in Wonderland, when he joined the family on holiday on Arran. Later she wrote of Carroll: ‘He used to annoy me very much by setting me puzzles, and I retaliated by making some paper stars, and refusing to show him how they were done … I have also two photographs which he took of me in his rooms at Oxford, and of which I do not approve, as I thought they made me uglier than I was.’ As an adult, Mona also became acquainted with Oscar Wilde.

			The museum also houses the work of Catherine Sinclair (see Charlotte Square page 52) and Ann Fraser Tytler (1781–1857), whose work was enjoyed across the world but is now largely forgotten. Her series of Leila stories about a girl who is shipwrecked with her nurse, father and pet spaniel were bestsellers in their day. The Gentleman’s Quarterly called her an ‘accomplished writer’ and said she ‘gratified the love of the marvellous which is so beautiful an instinct in children’. Ann’s popular books outsold those of her brother, the eminent historian and advocate Alexander Fraser Tytler.

			Controversially, the museum library also contains the books¶ of local author Helen Bannerman (1862–1946), who wrote Little Black Sambo. These are displayed alongside the museum’s collection of gollywogs and an explanation of why the institution has taken the decision to show and comment upon the racism of the past. Despite this there are often objections to the validity of this display.

			In the museum you can also learn the storyb of Lady Jane Dundas (1811–1897) who in 1895 donated £6,500 to build, furnish and fund the running of a wing at the Edinburgh Sick Children’s Hospital in memory of her sister who died aged three. The display telling the story of the hospital includes photographs and historic equipment used on the wards.

			The Storytelling Centre

			This contemporary centre contains the Netherbow Theatre and is built around one of the oldest buildings in the High Street – the house of misogynist preacher John Knox (see Museum of Misogyny page 240). The Edinburgh City of Literature Trust recently installed an exhibition here called The Marvellous Regimen of Women¶ (a play on Knox’s book against female monarchs The First Blast of the Trumpet Against The Monstrous Regimen of Women). The exhibition projects holograms of female Scottish writers declaiming their own words as you follow the trail of female voices from medieval times to the mid 20th century from Elizabeth Melville, Scotland’s first female poet in print (see page 224) to Muriel Spark (see page 56). There is also a small permanent exhibition¶ about Scottish folk tales and songs. This part of the High Street was home to the Howff, a legendary folk cafe – one of two main venues in the city during the 1970s and 1980s to host Scotland’s burgeoning folk music scene. The other was a monthly club called The Heretics at the New Town Hotel. Video of some of these meetings is included in the exhibition – look out for the performances of Maggie Cruickshank (1939–2012) and her younger sister Liz (died 1990), folk singers and collectors known as The Crookies, who had a huge repertoire of songs, which they generously shared with other folk bands. After carol-singing for charity during the 1960s, the sisters started regularly organising fund-raising concerts in aid of cancer research and local homeless charities.

			St Patrick’s Church

			Take a quick detour down St Mary’s Street to the Cowgate, where you will reach St Patrick’s Roman Catholic Church. Here you can visit the shrine to Margaret Sinclair (1900–1925), a nun declared venerable by Pope Paul VI in 1978. Born and brought up in Edinburgh, Sinclair worked multiple jobs to support her family during the First World War while her father and elder brother were away fighting. Latterly, she worked in a French polishers and a biscuit factory before entering the Order of Saint Clare (or the Poor Clares) in 1923. She died of tuberculosis shortly afterwards and quickly became known as Edinburgh’s ‘factory girl’ venerated for her bravery facing the harshness of ordinary life.

			Scottish Poetry Library

			Head down the High Street once more and, housed in a modern custom-built building that incorporates part of the ancient city wall, you will come to this library founded by Tessa Ransford (1938–2015). Ransford was a Fellow of the Royal Literary Fund and President of the Scottish Centre of PEN International from 2003 to 2006. Her friend Kathleen Raine (1908–2003) was also involved in the foundation of the library and received the Queen’s Medal for Poetry in 1992. Raine paid tribute to the place her Scottish heritage played in her relationship to poetry when she said, ‘On my mother’s side I inherited Scotland’s songs and ballads … sung or recited by my mother, aunts and grandmothers, who had learnt it from their mothers and grandmothers … Poetry was the very essence of life.’

			Inside the library, you can browse books and periodicals and listen to recordings of poetry in English, Scots and Gaelic. Among the Scottish poets in the collection are Anne Bannerman (1765–1829), who died in poverty in the city and whose work was supported by Sir Walter Scott, and Sandie Craigie (1964–2005), a Cowgate performance poet influenced by the punk era, who refused to allow her work to be published. She co-edited early editions of the counter-culture journal Rebel Inc in the 1980s and wryly said of her own work ‘it’s a bit sweary’. Another local poet in the collection is Christian Lindsay, thought to be a cook at the court of James VI in the late 1500s as well as a pioneering female writer. Also on the shelves is the work of Isa Knox (1831–1903) who contributed verses to the Scotsman as ‘Isa’ and was regularly employed on the paper in the 1850s before moving to London, where she won £50 at the Crystal Palace for her centenary poem on Burns.

			As you stroll back onto the cobbled street, look out for a memorial to May Drummond (c1712–1772), who was a Quaker preacher, in what is now Bull’s Close. If you look up as you pass you will see hands¶ clasped in prayer in memory of her fundraising for the founding of Edinburgh’s Royal Infirmary. This close was formerly named May Drummond Close in her honour but was changed in the 19th century.

			The Scottish Parliament

			In the shadow of Triduana’s Seat, this building houses Scotland’s directly elected assembly. Inside, look out for the work of Shauna McMullan, which commemorates the women of Scotland – an impressive ceramic piece that covers all of one wall with raised white handwriting, the words of women talking about their heroines. There are often temporary exhibitions¶ here, most recently about the life of Teresa Billington-Greig (1877–1964), who was a suffragette, teacher and trade unionist. In June 1906, she was arrested outside the Prime Minister’s house, where it was alleged she was part of a disturbance, and sentenced to either a fine or two months in prison. She chose the prison term and became the first suffragette to be sent to Holloway Prison. She was released quickly, however, because an anonymous reader of the Daily Mirror paid her fine. She was then sent to organise the Women’s Suffrage and Political Union in Scotland, later resigning over differences with the Pankhursts. However, she remained in the group as a member. For the rest of her life she documented the suffrage movement, staying politically active into the 1950s.

			On the exterior of the building and etched into the paving stones there are a huge number of quotations and memorial stones*, and one otherwise blank wall acts as a screen¶ for projections about political campaigns, action taken in the chamber and, of course, the many figures that make up Scotland’s history – more than half of them women. One biography recently screened there was that of Annie Altschul (1919–2001), the most significant psychiatric nurse of her generation. Born Jewish in Vienna she fled fascism and trained as a registered mental health nurse. Altschul became a major influence in the post-war development of UK mental health nursing education and practice. She was professor of nursing studies at the University of Edinburgh from 1976 to 1983. Her MSc research and books are classics in the field and she wrote bravely and openly about her own experience of depression in her book Wounded Healers in which she says ‘The beauty of spring in the Scottish landscape is … a landmark in my recovery which it is difficult to convey to others.’ Annie’s achievements were recognised in her appointment as one of the first cohort of fellows of the Royal College of Nursing in 1978.

			Scotland’s parliament takes the commemoration of Scottish culture and politics seriously and particularly encourages women’s involvement in political life. After the death of Margo MacDonald (1943–2014), an independent politician who campaigned for assisted dying, the Margo Awards were instituted. These trophies take the form of a bell¶ (or clarion call), accompanied by a political book published that year selected by the First Minister,¶ and are awarded annually to six Scottish women who have contributed to politics.

			On days when the parliament is in session, at 1pm a biodegradable balloon¶ is launched from the grassy area in front of the main door. This is in memory of a different person each day (with suggestions submitted by the public) and preference is given to those who fostered political change. Women commemorated recently include Angela Booth Dobbie (1937–2012), a disability and access campaigner who founded and led the Artlink organisation, and Janet Chance (1886–1953), co-founder of the Abortion Law Reform Association. The balloon is always printed with one of several quotations by Mary Ann Radcliffe (1746–1810), a leading figure in the early feminist movement. Often featured is a quote from Radcliffe’s book The Female Advocate: ‘When we look around us, nothing is more conspicuous in the eyes of the world, than the distresses of women.’ Accompanying the release of the balloon, there is a short ceremony led by a different member of the Scottish Parliament each day – this is not announced in advance and you may find that you are being treated to the thoughts of a rookie backbencher or those of the First Minister.

			Outside the parliament there are three statues. The first¶ is to Mary Burton (1819–1909), who convinced the Watt Institution and School of Arts (forerunner of Heriot-Watt University) to open its classes to female students in 1869, and became its first woman director in 1874. In her will she left prizes for evening-class students of both genders, and for the Edinburgh National Society for Women’s Suffrage to campaign for women to be admitted as members of parliament. The second statue¶ is to Chrystal Macmillan (1872–1937), who in 1896 became the first female science graduate of the University of Edinburgh and was the first female honours graduate in mathematics. She campaigned for women’s right to vote and became the first woman to plead a case before the House of Lords in 1908 when she took the male establishment of the University of Edinburgh to court because they refused to let women graduates vote as members of the University’s General Council. After this, she became known in the press as the ‘Scottish Portia’ after Shakespeare’s feisty character in The Merchant of Venice. Both these women also have university buildings named after them. The third statue¶ is of Jackie Crookstone (1768–1797). Little is known of Crookestone’s life apart from the heroic stance she took against the Scottish Militia Act 1797. The act aimed to supply the armed forces of Britain’s expanding empire with men, but local miners opposed enforced conscription and Crookstone organised a protest march. A female ringleader, she used her drum to orchestrate chants of ‘No Militia’. When the act went ahead, a riot broke out and soldiers killed eleven people in what became known as the Tranent Massacre. Dragoons ‘mopping up’ afterwards were probably responsible for killing her. Her death was never officially recorded and her body lay in a cornfield for weeks until being discovered by harvesters. There is also a bronze statue to her memory further along the coast in the Civic Square in Tranent.

			Palace of Holyroodhouse

			On the other side of the road is a 17th century royal palace and the ruins of a 13th century abbey. Tours of the palace include the room where the rumoured lover of Mary Queen of Scots (see page 205), David Rizzio, was stabbed 56 times by men led by the queen’s jealous husband, Lord Darnley, who felt slighted at not becoming king on his marriage to Mary, only a consort. Later, when Darnley died following an explosion, Mary came under suspicion for his death, and ultimately succumbed to pressure to marry the Earl of Bothwell. The palace is also home to the Queen’s Gallery where exhibitions are staged from the Royal Collection. Outside there is a statue¶ depicting ‘The Blak Lady’ (c1485–c1520), one of a troupe of black entertainers who moved with the court of James IV between Edinburgh and Dunfermline.

			As you leave the palace look to your right and you will see a small thicket of trees¶ dedicated to the memory of Lucky Wood (died 1717), a famous innkeeper on the Canongate to whom Allan Ramsay wrote an elegy. Ramsay’s words about Lucky’s kindness to local writers are etched into the tree trunks:

			The writer lads fow well may mind her,
Furthy was she, her luck design’d her
Their common mither, sure nane kinder
Ever brake bread;

			The New Town

			Though both locations are World Heritage sites, in contrast to the craggy, atmospheric Old Town, the New Town is a bright neoclassical development. Today it is the heart of Edinburgh’s business and retail community with shops, offices, banks and restaurants as well as a residential population. Some of the streets and squares are named after Hanoverian royals.
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