
Excerpt from Chapter 17 of Anne and Louis: Rulers and Lovers 

 

 The year 1506 began well, although Louis’ health was delicate. The doctors had suggested 

he remain in Blois with its mild, dry climate and the queen at his side, inarguably the king’s most 

attentive nurse. Basking in the great prestige of having provided the King of Spain with a wife 

from their court Anne and Louis rested easy, in accord on all points except the question of 

Claude’s marriage.  

 Louis tried everything to make Anne understand that on this one point, he was unable to 

yield. It wasn’t just a question of what he wanted. It was a question of what his subjects wanted, 

too: a French husband for their king and queen’s only child, not a foreign prince who would not 

only take Claude to a foreign land but also sweep into his possession Claude’s substantial dowry.  

 This included the duchies of Brittany, Milan, and Burgundy, the counties of Blois and Asti, 

and the territory of Genoa, now occupied by France. Given that the princess royal was her 

parents’ only child, her inherited holdings were too great for many of the French to feel 

comfortable seeing them handed over to a foreign prince. 

 “Madame, I would see our mice allied to rats from our own barn. Wouldn’t you?” Louis 

jested, hoping to assuage Anne. 

 “Monsieur, I would see our daughter married to a future emperor of the Holy Roman Empire 

with Spain and the lands of the new world in his portfolio, rather than a small rat who heads only 

one realm.” 

 “Madame, do you speak of my kingdom as insubstantial then?” Louis glowered at his wife. 

  “Monsieur, you and I both know that France enjoys prestige beyond any other kingdom in 

Europe. But a Queen of France does not rule. I wish our daughter to rule over her subjects, as a 

Queen in Brittany, Spain, or England does. Do you not wish your daughter to come into her full 

inheritance, my husband?” 

 “I do not wish our daughter to gift a foreign prince with what belongs to France.” 

 “Ah, husband, but Brittany does not belong to France.” Anne faced her husband. 

 Not yet. Eyeing his wife Louis held his tongue, weighing the future against the present. 

Brittany did not belong to France at the present moment, but the inevitability of Anne’s duchy 

coming into France’s domain was apparent to him.  

 For the present, what was essential was to secure his succession by seeing his daughter 

ascend the throne of France as queen-consort, but at the same time to retain his wife’s affection 

and support. How the devil he was supposed to accomplish this remained to be seen. 

 “M’amie, do you prefer that our daughter rule a small duchy or sit on the throne of Europe’s 

most glorious kingdom?” 

 “I prefer her to rule, Monsieur, and not just sit at the side of one who does.” Anne flicked 

back her headdress. 

 “Then you would rather Claude rode a donkey than sat pillion on a thoroughbred?” 

 “Do not compare my country to a donkey. I have already been compared to one myself by 

your Parisians, and it does not suit,” Anne sniffed. 

 “Madame, I agree, but you know my meaning.” 

 “I know that you think nothing of insulting my country, although I am not allowed to insult 

yours.” Anne put her hands on her hips. 

 “My lady, as Queen of France, this is your country too.” 

 “But it is not my kingdom and its people are not my subjects, as are my Breton people.” 



 “It is still your responsibility to listen to your husband.” Obey your husband was what he 

wished to say, but thought it unwise given the moment. God forbid she lose her temper and 

flounce off to Brittany again for another four months’ stay. 

 “I listen, but I do not like what I hear.” Anne narrowed her eyes at him. 

 “Then hear you the tale of the roebuck and take heed.” 

 “What tale is that?” 

 “Once upon a time it was seen fit by our Lord to give antlers to both the stag and the 

roebuck. But the roebuck used her antlers against the stag and so God had to remove them. It has 

been so ever since, has it not, wife?” 

 “Husband, do you see me using antlers against you?” 

 “I sense a certain pointedness from your direction.” 

 “I use the same arguments against you that you use against me. You would not have me 

diminish the power of your realm. I would not have you diminish the power of mine.” 

 “I need not point out whose realm is bigger.” 

 “Nor need I point out in which realm our daughter’s authority would be greater.” 

 “Madame, you are without antlers. Therefore, I must prevail.” 

 “Monsieur, I am not without a voice and I will use it.” 

 “God knows you will.” Louis put a hand to his forehead, feeling a headache coming on. 

 “Do not forget that I love you, Louis,” Anne’s voice softened. 

 “And I you, m’amie. But I would prefer to have peace between us.” 

 “I know, husband. As for me, it is not peace so much that I prefer but your continued 

health.” 

 “Thank you for that, wife. But try to back off this argument because I see no way other than 

the one I have chosen.” 

 “I will help you to see another way soon.” Anne smoothed his forehead, gliding her fingers 

over his closed eyes then down to his mouth. 

 “I was afraid of that,” Louis’ muffled voice came from under her touch. His headache was 

gone. 

 

* * * 


