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1

Introduction

Schoolchildren put order on history by learning the names and dates of the kings and queens of England. It is not a bad method, and in a monarchical country it works as well as any. Some kings and queens make a great impact on their times – William the Conqueror, Edward III, Henry VIII, Elizabeth I and Queen Victoria. To others it would be hard to put a face or even to highlight a relevant fact or facet.

When I lecture about the monarchy, I spin through the curious succession from Charles I to the present day, showing how it came about, and mentioning the various ways that the power and influence of the Sovereign has been curtailed and modified.

These days one Sovereign follows another by succession. The days of the Wars of the Roses are over. Queen Elizabeth II was a constitutional monarch, with limited powers, because the power of kings has gradually been taken away, a process which began effectively when the barons confronted King John with Magna Carta in 1215.

Charles I believed in the Divine Right of Kings to rule and as a result he clashed with Parliament. The English Civil War followed and he had his head chopped off. There then occurred the only time in English history when we did not have a reigning monarch – the period of Oliver Cromwell’s Commonwealth which lasted until 1660, and was an experiment not repeated. Charles II was restored to the throne and by the time the reign of the Stuarts ran out it had been decided that England’s king should not be autocratic but should behave himself as far as Parliament was concerned.

Charles’s brother James II had upset Parliament by professing the Roman Catholic faith and locking up the Archbishop of Canterbury. He fled to France and was deemed to have abdicated the throne. The crown was then offered to William and Mary of Orange and a parliamentary monarchy was established with the Bill of Rights of 1689.

One result of this bill was the decision that the English Sovereign must always be a Protestant: thus it excluded all the descendants of James II from the succession. This was followed presently by the Act of Settlement of 1701, which gave the throne to Sophia, Electress of Hanover (a granddaughter of James I) and to her descendants provided they were Protestant.

Queen Anne – who succeeded William to the throne in 1702 – lost all her children while they were young, so in 1714 the throne went to Sophia’s son, the King of Hanover, who arrived in England from Germany to be King George I. There followed four Georges in a row, whose lives were recorded in a rhyme by Walter Savage Landor:


George the First was always reckoned

Vile, but viler George the Second.

And what mortal ever heard

Any good of George the Third,

But when from earth the Fourth descended

God be praised the Georges ended.1



George I hardly spoke any English at all. During his reign he still presided over cabinet meetings with ministers, but in 1717 he ceased to do so regularly and the first minister did so instead, thus becoming the Prime Minister.

George I was succeeded by George II and then by his grandson, George III (who lost America to the Americans). George III is popularly thought to have gone mad and was confined to rooms in Windsor Castle, and so in 1811 his son became the Prince Regent. Though he built wonderful places like the Brighton Pavilion and Regent Street in London and greatly enriched the Royal Collection, he lived a racy life.

The Prince Regent had a daughter called Princess Charlotte. She married Prince Leopold of Coburg and was expecting a baby, but she died in 1817 while giving birth to a stillborn child. Thus the Royal Family lost their next two generations in one go.

Panic ensued. George IV (as he became in 1820) had no other children, but he had a number of fat, disreputable, syphilitic brothers, living ropy lives, drinking too much, and spending too much time in the arms of mistresses. There was now a huge rush to find an heir to the throne. As a result the brothers dropped their mistresses of long standing and hurriedly married German Protestant princesses much younger than themselves. So it was with the Dukes of Clarence (later William IV), Kent and Cambridge.

Of these, the Duke of Kent married a Coburg princess in 1818, had a daughter born in 1819, and died the following year. George IV died in 1830 and was succeeded by his brother, the Duke of Clarence, who reigned as William IV. During his reign the Reform Act of 1832 was passed, again reducing the powers and political influence of the monarch. When he died in 1837, the Duke of Kent’s daughter – very much a designer baby – suddenly found herself queen at the age of eighteen.

Queen Victoria reigned for sixty-three years and proved to be a powerful and well-remembered ruler, becoming in time Empress of India. When she died in 1901, her son, Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, became Edward VII (1901–10), a flamboyant monarch who presided stylishly over the Edwardian era.

His son was the rather more serious George V (1910–36), whose great joys in life were stamp collecting and shooting whatever bird happened to be in season at the time of year. He was the grandfather of Queen Elizabeth II.

This leads us to Edward VIII, the king who abdicated, the dates of whose reign are shown simply as ‘1936’ and who was succeeded by his younger brother, the Duke of York, who reigned as George VI (1936–52), and whose daughter, Elizabeth II, who was Queen for seventy years. She descended from most, though not all, of the kings and queens of England and Scotland but, as can be seen, she arrived on the throne by a circuitous route.

I had been acutely aware of Queen Elizabeth II from an early age. I remember seeing her in her car driving along Beauchamp Place in London. I saw her in a carriage with the Shah of Iran in 1959 and with General de Gaulle in 1960. We were allowed the morning off school to watch Princess Margaret’s wedding; I attended the Trooping the Colour as a youngster. I remember seeing the late Princess Royal coming out of Lord Roberts’s Work Shop in Cromwell Road. At prep school I developed a keen interest in the Royal Family, began to work out who they all were with the help of Whitaker’s Almanack, and the admirable two large volumes of the Concise Universal Biography, and later, at Eton, when I had access to St George’s Chapel, the interest became more focused.

Inevitably the mysterious figure of Edward VIII captured my imagination. He was the king who gave up his throne to marry ‘the woman he loved’. In the 1960s it was still traditional to take a dim view of him, not to mention the shocking twice-divorced American, Mrs Simpson, who had lured him from his throne. I was given the distinct impression that these two individuals – the Duke and Duchess of Windsor – were somehow bad people, especially the Duchess. You did not talk about them. They belonged in the past tense.

As fresh in my head today as it was when it appeared forty-eight years ago is a photograph of the Duchess of Windsor visiting the New York World’s Fair in 1964. I cut it out of the Sunday Express and kept it. I have it still: ‘THEIR DAY AT THE FAIR’ was the headline. ‘The Duchess of Windsor leads. The Duke follows, escorted by a man in dark glasses. A woman in a sari passes. The flags of many nations flutter. The Windsors are spending a day at the New York World’s Fair, being staged by America’s chiefs of industry.’2

This evil temptress looked rather nice and was smartly dressed: a Chanel coat, I would say in hindsight, and now I see the brooch – perhaps in the famous sale, perhaps not. I remember thinking it extraordinary that someone should have taken, let alone published, a picture of her. Could she really be so awful? I was twelve at the time. I can be forgiven for some naivety in the matter.

In those days, the press liked to publish informal photographs of royalty. If they were intrusive, they were more charming. The Duke was pictured in a series of four snaps, scything grass in his garden at the Mill, and finally lighting his pipe. The Windsors were photographed dancing at a party in Paris where the decor, the tents and the champagne were pink. And then it all started to go wrong.

The Duke was in New York, heading for St Louis and Houston for what was described as a ‘check-up’ – in fact, a hernia operation. The Windsors were still rather distant figures in my imagination. Soon they came much closer.

In 1965, while at Eton, I was able to buy a copy of the Duke’s memoirs in Windsor. I did not realise it at the time, but the copy I bought had come from the library of Eric Hamilton, Dean of Windsor, who had died three years before. It bore his signature. I read it eagerly. Almost simultaneously, the Duke came to London for an eye operation at the London Clinic. He was there for many days, and almost every day there was a photograph of the Duchess of Windsor arriving or leaving the hospital to visit him in a variety of different outfits – a Chanel suit, a matching dress and coat, or a sable fur coat. She usually had a smile for the cameras before she returned to Claridge’s.

Then, dramatically, the Queen went to the London Clinic to see the Duke. She too was photographed leaving the London Clinic, her detective, Albert Perkins, at her side, her Private Secretary, Sir Michael Adeane, and a lady-in-waiting following. The Queen saw him again at Claridge’s. The Duke’s sister, the Princess Royal, also visited the hospital, only to die unexpectedly some ten days later.

By that time the Duke had left the London Clinic, wearing a heavy grey overcoat, with his eyes hidden behind the dark glasses that he would wear more often than not for the rest of his life, and with supporting hands either side of him. He began to take recuperative strolls in Regent’s Park, muffled up in his overcoat, a trilby hat on his head, the Duchess at his side and a detective following. The Queen invited him to walk in the gardens of Buckingham Palace, and sometimes the Duchess accompanied him. After the Duke’s first visit to the Palace for many years, his spokesman said: ‘When he came back he looked very refreshed and happy. His face was glowing.’3

I watched the televised memorial service for the Princess Royal that was held in Westminster Abbey. It was thought that the journey to Harewood House in Yorkshire for the funeral would be too much for the Duke after his operation. Instead he and the Duchess entered the Abbey by a side door (to avoid flashing cameras) and were seated in the stalls of the Choir of that great building, taking a very public place in a national service. It was the first time the Duchess had taken part in any public event in Britain. Before they returned to Paris the Duchess went with the Duke’s Private Secretary, John Utter, to look at pugs at the Pug Dog Club show at Seymour Hall. Her dog Trooper had died, and she longed for another one. ‘The Duke was terrified when he knew I was coming here because he knows I like them so much,’ she told a reporter. ‘He is afraid I will buy a houseful.’4

These were no longer the hated exiles. All the rules were being broken. There was more to come.

A better impression of the Duke of Windsor could be seen in the documentary film A King’s Story, directed by Jack Le Vien and shown in cinemas in the summer of 1965. To watch it now is to view a somewhat dated production, the Duke reading from an autocue not very fluently, the Duchess likewise, marginally better. It is stilted and old-fashioned but at the time it was completely fascinating.

In 1967 came the celebrated public meeting between the Windsors and the Queen, one of the two things that the Duke had been asking for – especially from George VI and Queen Elizabeth – ever since the Abdication. The other request was for the title of Her Royal Highness to be given to the Duchess, a request which was not granted. The occasion of the meeting was the unveiling of a memorial to Queen Mary, set in the wall of Marlborough House. Photographs duly appeared of the Windsors standing in a royal line-up which included the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester, the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh and the Queen Mother.

In August 1968 the Duke of Windsor materialised before my very eyes on what proved to be his last visit to England. By this time I was already involved in the life of St George’s Chapel and for two years I had shown tourists around on Sunday afternoons as one of the Eton guides. I had made friends with Dr Sidney Campbell, the then chapel organist, and, being aware of my interest in the Royal Family, he allowed me to come to the organ loft on Friday 30 August to witness the funeral of Princess Marina, Duchess of Kent, who had died of an inoperable brain tumour the previous Tuesday morning. Her death was immeasurably sad as she held a place in the hearts of the British people as a tragic and beautiful princess, who had been widowed at the age of thirty-five and had raised her young family on her own. She was only sixty-one when she died.

It was occasionally the custom at a royal funeral that the choristers should be moved into the organ loft to sing there, thus liberating more seats in the Quire for family mourners. On a bright late-summer afternoon the mourners began to gather, many of them Danish/Greek cousins of the Princess who rather resembled her with their dyed auburn hair – Queen Helen of Romania and others. To justify my presence (which greatly irritated the then Dean, Chapter Clerk and Virger) I was to give a sign to Dr Campbell when the Queen came into the Quire. She led the Royal Family in through what are called the advance gates, on the north side of the Quire, near the High Altar. In they came, one after another – the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh, the Queen Mother, the Prince of Wales, Princess Anne, Princess Margaret and Lord Snowdon, the Duchess of Gloucester and her son Prince Richard. And then, to my astonishment, following them, in came the Duke of Windsor.

He was wearing what I later discovered to be the same morning coat that he had worn at his wedding, having retained his youthful figure. He looked like the young Prince of Wales of the photographs, except that his hair was snow white now, and his face wizened by age. He had the saddest eyes I think I have ever seen in a man.

He sat not far below me and I watched him throughout the beautiful service. He did not look around with any curiosity. He followed the service, rising and sitting at the appropriate moments. At the end of the service the coffin was borne out of St George’s Chapel to be buried at Frogmore. The night before, the Duke of Kent’s coffin had been conveyed to Frogmore after the residents of the Lower Ward had been told to draw their curtains and remain in their houses. Princess Alexandra held her brothers’ hands as she followed her mother’s coffin, only letting go of them when they came into view of the press photographers outside.

I watched the Duke of Windsor again as he followed the Royal Family out under the organ screen directly beneath me to take his place on the West Steps of the chapel. It was his last ever visit to England and I never saw him in person again.

In January 1970 an interview with the Duke and Duchess by Kenneth Harris was shown on British television. It gave a vivid impression of both of them: he spoke with a slightly American accent, sanguine in old age, at times bitter, and was in reminiscing mood. The Duchess gave evidence of her quick humour and repartee. It remains one of the most telling of the interviews, and will be analysed a little later in the context of what was revealed.

After this the Windsors could be seen in occasional press photographs. The Duke began to use a stick to walk with and started to look older than his years. A friend told me that if you wrote to him and asked for his autograph and the Duchess’s, you would be likely to receive them. If you asked for just his, either nothing came back or a card came with both signatures on it. I duly wrote to the couple in the autumn of 1971 and a card arrived signed by both of them in black felt-tipped pen. I was just in time.

All this unexpectedly became more relevant when my friend Hugh Montgomery-Massingberd rescued me from a short-term predicament. I had left school in December 1969 and had promptly been refused a place at Trinity College, Cambridge, the first time I had failed at an important step in life. Instead I spent a year in university at Strasbourg. I returned with no viable plans for the future. I rather think I did know what I wanted to do, but I could not do it, let alone justify my whims.

In July 1971 my father took me on holiday in the South of France, and as we drove back he enquired about my plans for a future career. I muttered something about going to art school, for which, in truth, I had no enthusiasm or talent. He listened. ‘Shall we say three weeks? If not I am sure I can find something for you.’ Of that I needed no convincing. He was the senior partner of thriving stockbroking firm Vickers, da Costa. The problem was that I did not understand a thing about what they did and had no inclination towards it. I knew I would fail miserably if I went near the place.

Luckily I met Hugh the very weekend of my return from France. He invited me to become a freelance contributor to the Burke’s Peerage, which he had recently taken over following a coup which had resulted in the ousting of the then editor. I jumped at his offer in order to escape my father’s three-week deadline, and intended to stay a few months. I stayed eventually for a year and a half.

During that time I helped rewrite some pedigrees for the third volume of Burke’s Landed Gentry, which proved excellent training for a future biographer. Hugh had an encyclopaedic mind. He lived opposite Kew Gardens at the time, and as he commuted to the dingy Burke’s Peerage offices not far from Waterloo Station he would peruse the births, marriages and deaths in The Times and Daily Telegraph, circling the names of people who belonged to families he was monitoring. He would throw the paper onto a desk and fledglings like me would try to find the entries for these newly born and newly deceased people in a series of vast interleaved books and mark them up so that we would be a step ahead when a new edition was in the offing.

Once the volume I was working on was edited and ready for the printers, I thought I should move on. But Hugh had an ambitious publishing programme laid out. Foremost was a reference book on the British Royal Family. Two genealogists would work on the pedigrees and Hugh would commission distinguished figures to write essays. My job was to create new reference biographies for all the living members of the Royal Family. Since I was only twenty when I was given this assignment it showed he had confidence that I could do it, and presently I was happily running in and out of Buckingham Palace, Clarence House, St James’s Palace and Kensington Palace, meeting Private Secretaries and Press Secretaries, gathering my information. It led to a meeting with Princess Alice, Countess of Athlone, then eighty-nine and almost stone deaf – my first proper conversation with a member of the Royal Family. At that meeting I had to balance the need to be polite with almost shouting to make myself understood. It was no easy task.

Hugh also wrote to John Utter, the Duke of Windsor’s Private Secretary, and received a letter back:


His Royal Highness the Duke of Windsor has agreed to the suggestion in your letter of 12 April 1972 that Mr. Hugo Vickers come to see me to discuss the entry for H.R.H. The Duke of Windsor in your projected Burke’s Guide to the Royal Family.



I was invited to ring ‘so that we can decide on a date and hour for our discussions.’5 I did so and was soon setting off to Paris to the Duke of Windsor’s house. As I say, at the time I was only twenty.

In the early days I kept a five-year diary – which is not very informative since I was so young. But it has helped me put my story in order and I have relied on it and the later, rather fuller diaries to create my narrative or for direct quotes as I gleaned information from 1972 to the present day.

This is partly a personal quest. My interest in the Windsors grew from that time and has never flagged. I am one of many who has mulled over the events of the Abdication and sought the truth behind it, whatever that may be. Later, after the Duke’s death, I monitored to the best of my ability the ongoing fate of the Duchess of Windsor. These are the two elements on which I now seek to impose order.

And this is how that story unfolded.

I quote from a letter I wrote in the early summer of 1972, which outlined the work and the visits to the Private Secretaries and continued:


It’s been tremendous fun for me to see inside all the Palaces. I saw the Topolski drawings in Buckingham Palace and actually went through the State Apartments. On one occasion as I came out, the Queen drove in, so I had a view from the inside, and as I went out I was photographed like mad by all the tourists, which was as amusing as it was disconcerting.

Tomorrow I set off to Paris to visit the Duke of Windsor’s Private Secretary and the letter suggested I might meet him, which would be fascinating. I’m then having a couple of days in Paris to watch a bit of the Queen’s State Visit.6



By coincidence the date I proposed for the meeting with John Utter was the day before the Queen was due to visit the Duke during her State Visit to France. I flew to Paris on 16 May and booked myself into the Intercontinental Hotel on the rue de Castiglione. That evening I took up a position in the Faubourg St Honoré, opposite the British Embassy. Presently the narrow street filled with an impressive escort of motorcycles and I saw the Queen and Duke of Edinburgh and President and Mme Pompidou arrive at the Embassy for dinner.

The next day I set out in a taxi with a friendly driver to the Bois de Boulogne. It was not easy to find the Windsors’ house, but I had left plenty of time. I knew I had come to the right place, for then, as now, at either side of the large gates there were lamp-posts with royal ducal coronets on them. Shortly before eleven a.m. I rang the doorbell and presently found myself walking up the drive towards the lovely house. There was one of those green signs with white letters urging visitors to beware of the dogs – more an exhortation not to run over one of them as they were small pugs. There were also two large stone dogs by the steps at the front of the house. (These disappeared at some point after the Duke’s death.)

As I approached the front door there was some activity. The Private Secretary, John Utter, was surrounded by the Duchess’s pugs and one mongrel, and was waving to a smart lady in a car. For a moment I wondered if this was the Duchess. In fact, it was a friend of hers called Mrs Gardnerfn1, who happened to be staying at the time.

A small, smartly dressed man, Mr Utter wore a heavy grey suit, with French decoration ribbons in his buttonhole. He spoke with an almost imperceptible American accent. He was very friendly.

He led me into a dimly lit hall beyond which the light streamed in through the French windows of the downstairs drawing room. A magnificent staircase swept up on the left. He led me into the office, to the right of the hall. Here I met Miss Schütz, the Duchess’s secretary, whose desk was to the left of his. Mr Utter and I went through the various points in the Duke and Duchess’s biographical entries for the book. He agreed to my various suggestions. One of the sections concerned the Duke’s foreign orders. (For some reason I felt it important that all these foreign orders should be listed with the dates on which they were received, something I took more seriously than the recipients.) He told me that all the Duke’s orders were kept in the bank. I asked about dates.

Mr Utter said: ‘I will ask him if I get the chance, but now he is so old, he’s no longer interested. He’ll just say: “Oh, I don’t know”.’ I should have been quicker off the mark at realising how ill the Duke was as both the secretaries used expressions like: ‘Up until last year, when he was all right …’ Mr Utter spoke about the Duke’s interest in fashion and his invention of the Windsor knot for ties. He spoke of larger collars, and how the Duke could wear the most outrageous clothes and look marvellous in them. ‘You or I would look ridiculous,’ he said, and went on to talk of baggy trousers, with a check pattern four inches by four.

When it came to the Duchess’s entry in the book, he summoned her passport and we checked the date and place of birth. To assist her to pass through immigration control her passport was stylishly adorned with a Cecil Beaton photograph. I was considerably impressed.

Meanwhile Miss Schütz was fascinating. She rang up one of the fashion houses and informed the lady at the other end of the line that, ‘Son Altesse voudrait voir les robes qu’elle a choisie de la nouvelle collection dans votre salon cette après-midi …’ and gave the time of arrival. Down went the telephone, leaving them to sharpen up fast in the couture house – Christian Dior if my memory is right. Miss Schütz was able to rattle out instructions on the Duchess’s behalf in any number of languages. That morning she was wrestling with a problem. Mrs Gardner was staying and the Duchess was trying to organise a dinner party for that Saturday evening. I should have detected a further warning sign in the fact that as the two secretaries went through the list of guests the Duke was not among them.

‘I ring up Lord Tennyson,’ said Miss Schütz. ‘Lord Tennyson, he never leaves Paris, but what happens? This weekend he leaves Paris.’ Another name was suggested and rejected as being a bad bridge player. I thought how fascinating it was that even the Duchess of Windsor had a problem getting the right numbers for her dinner party. I longed to say that I would come and be the spare man, but wisely refrained from so doing.

On account of the Queen’s impending visit there was a lot of activity in the house. I was lucky to see it running at its full pace for perhaps the very last time. There were a number of liveried footmen moving about in the hall, there was a profusion of flowers, and from time to time Mr Utter’s telephone rang and he had to attend to some drama in connection with the visit. The British Embassy rang because someone the Duchess had spoken to had told them that she had given him permission to stand in the garden and watch the Queen arrive. Mr Utter’s response to this was, ‘The Duchess occasionally gives the impression she has said yes, when in fact she has said no.’ So that was the end of that.

At the end of our meeting he took me back into the hall and then showed me the lovely pale blue salon. I saw the library and the dining room and went out onto the terrace to see the lawn stretching ahead, all beautifully manicured. I noticed the signed photograph of the Emperor and Empress of Japan on a table. They had visited the Windsors the previous October.

I was destined to see the house many times more in the years to come, although little did I know it then. I came to appreciate the different atmospheres, the heavy glass front doors with their wrought ironwork and bright yellow curtains, the subdued golden, honeyed light of the hall, to which one’s eyes gradually adjusted, then the pale blue and silver brightness of the salon. It seemed to me a perfectly formed house, set in its large garden, on the edge of the Bois de Boulogne and yet a mere twenty minutes from the bustling traffic in the heart of Paris.

Upstairs in his bedroom was the Duke, cared for by nurses, while in her room the Duchess was preparing for her day and for the significant meeting that would take place on the next one. I saw neither of them. Yet there was an undeniable air of excitement. The two secretaries were friendly to me and to each other. Mr Utter, reserved, slightly dry, diplomatic, was supportive of Miss Schütz as she grappled confidently with the problems assigned to her. I detected no tension between them and felt privileged to have been allowed a glimpse into their lives. The house seemed happy. That the Duke was unwell was not a secret, but there was no hint of his impending demise. All seemed well.

Mr Utter asked me where I was staying. I assumed he would be as impressed as I was by the Intercontinental. ‘Rather brassy,’ he said dismissively. Then he despatched me to the gatehouse, where Germaine Bowyer, the nice concierge, rang for a taxi for me and I was whisked back to my hotel in the midst of the French capital.
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The first press cutting I ever saw of the Duchess. The Windsors at the World Fair in NewYork, 6 May 1964
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The Funeral of Princess Marina, Duchess of Kent, 30 August 1968. The Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh, with Members of the Royal Family, Princess Marina’s Household, and the Dean of Windsor (Robin Woods). In the background, the Duke of Windsor on his last ever visit to Britain. Sir Philip Hay (hidden), Lady Rachel Pepyss, Major Peter Clarke, the Duchess of Gloucester, the Duke of Windsor, Prince Richard of Gloucester, the Earl and Countess of Pembroke, Madame Zoia Poklewska-Koziell. Princess Margaret and the Earl of Snowdon. The Queen Mother, the Prince of Wales, Princess Anne.
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The Duchess lunching with Paul Louis Weiller at 85 rue de la Faisanderie.
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The Duchess on one of her daily visits to the Duke in the London Clinic, March 1965.
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The Duke and Duchess talking to the Queen Mother after the unveiling of the Queen Mary memorial at Marlborough House, June 1967.
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The Duke with his head on the Duchess’s shoulder at the Mill, photographed by Robin Beare.
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The Duke and Duchess in 1969.
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The Duchess with Maurice Chevalier, arriving at the Lido, 11 December 1969.
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Robin Beare with the Duke at the Mill. He visited the Duke when he was dying, in May 1972.
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Lord Mountbatten with the Duchess on her arrival at Heathrow Airport
for the Duke’s funeral, 2 June 1972.

[image: ]
The Duchess watching the Trooping the Colour procession from her window at Buckingham Palace, 3 June 1972.
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The Duke’s Lying-in-State at St George’s Chapel, 2-3 June 1972.
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The Queen with the Duchess of Windsor and Prince Philip leaving St George’s Chapel after the Duke’s funeral, 5 June 1972.
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Hon Mary Morrison (Lady-in-Waiting to the Queen) saying goodbye to the Duchess at Heathrow Airport after the interment, 5 June 1972.
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Wreaths for the Duke atWindsor, June 1972.
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The Prince of Wales and Admiral of the Fleet the Earl Mountbatten of Burma on the RoyalYacht Britannia.
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The Duchess arriving for a dinner at Maxim’s in 1973.
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The Duchess at the Waldorf, NewYork in April 1974.
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The Duchess in her Paris home, 1975 with the Duke’s portrait by James Gunn, removed from the house by Maître Blum during the Duchess’s illness.
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The author in the same seat – the Gunn portrait had by then been replaced by one of the Duchess by Drian.
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Maître Suzanne Blum, the lawyer, in 1980.
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Release from torment. The Duchess’s coffin arriving in England, 28 April 1986.
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The Duchess’s coffin leaving St George’s Chapel for Frogmore, carried by the Welsh Guards. The Queen and Prince Philip, the Queen Mother, the Prince and Princess of Wales and Princess Anne on the steps, 29 April 1986.
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Wallis Simpson, sketched by Cecil Beaton on 20 November 1936.
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The Duke of Windsor in 1970.
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The Duchess, President Richard M. Nixon and the Duke at the White House dinner, 4 April 1970.
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The Windsors leaving NewYork, June 1971. In the background, a security officer and Johanna Schütz.
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Empress Nagako of Japan saying farewell to the Duke and Duchess, 4 October 1971. John Utter in the background.
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Johanna Schütz with the Duchess, being entertained by the Captain, on board Michelangelo in 1974.
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The Duchess waving goodbye to the Queen, with Georges and John Utter in the background, 18 May 1972.

[image: ]
The Duke of Edinburgh, the Duchess, the Queen and the Prince of Wales after the visit to the dying Duke.
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Johanna Schütz dining with the Duchess on board Michelangelo in 1974.

Five photographs of 4 route du Champ d’Entrainement.
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The staircase in the hall.
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The staircase and ceiling.
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The library with the portrait of the Duchess by Gerald Brockhurst.
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The upstairs sitting room with the chair in which the Duke sat when the Queen visited him.
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The downstairs salon.
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The Duchess at the Duke’s grave at Frogmore, with Lord Mountbatten and the Duke of Kent, 11 July 1973.
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The last photograph of the Duchess in Britain. The Duke of Kent leading the Duchess from the Royal Burial Ground. Also in the picture, John Utter, Commander Michael Wall, James Fitch and Lord Mountbatten, 11 July 1973.
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Return to France, June 1974. Johanna Schütz, John Utter, and the Duchess, all wearing mourning for the Duke of Gloucester who had just died.
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The Duchess’s desk in the upstairs sitting room
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Behind Closed Doors. The front door seen from the hall.
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The house where she was born. The cottage at Monterey Inn, Blue Ridge Summit, Pennsylvania.
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The house in the Bois du Boulogne in which she died.
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The bedroom in which the Duchess spent her last days.
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Miss Wallis Warfield of Baltimore, about 1907.
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Wallis with her mother, Alys Montague Warfield in January 1897.
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Wallis’s grandmother, Mrs Henry Warfield.
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The grave of Wallis’s father, Teackle Wallis Warfield, at Green Mount Cemetery, Baltimore.
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Wallis as a bride at her first wedding, 8 November 1916.
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Wallis and Earl Winfield Spencer in Coronado, San Diego.
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Wallis in Peking about 1925.
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Wallis riding a donkey in China, escorted by Freddy Mills about 1925.
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Mr & Mrs Ernest Simpson and a friend at their second London home, 12 Upper Berkeley Street, where they lived from 1928 to 1929.
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On her way to court. Wallis Simpson as a debutante, with Ernest Simpson in the uniform of the Coldstream Guards, 1931.
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The Prince of Wales with Lt-Generals Sir Henry Wilson, Sir Charles Harington and the winner of the King’s Cup, Bisley, 8 July 1926.

[image: Missus Arthur Crichton, the Duchess of York and the Prince of Wales sit and lie on the grass in a park and play with a dog.]
Mrs Arthur Crichton, the Duchess ofYork (later Queen Mother) and the Prince of Wales at Sandwich in about 1927.

[image: Wallis Simpson and Prince Edward pose for the camera on top of the stairs on their wedding day.]
Wedding at the Chateau de Candé, 3 June 1937.
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Fort Belvedere, the Prince of Wales’s favourite home.
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Le Chateau de la Croë, Cap d’Antibes.
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The Duchess in her Red Cross uniform
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The Duchess in the Bahamas with Red Cross nurses and survivors, who had spent 33 days on a raft.
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The Duke and Duchess at 85 rue de la Faisanderie.

[image: The Duke of Windsor and Lord and Lady Monckton sit on a stone wall at the Mill with one of the Duke’s dogs.]
(Below) The Duke in the garden of the Mill.

[image: The Duke of Windsor sits in a chair in a garden, smokes a pipe and has two dogs on his lap.]
The Duke with Lord and Lady Monckton at the Mill.
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The Duke walking with Queen Mary in the garden at Marlborough House, October 1945.
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The Duke at a press conference on board Queen Elizabeth, as he arrived at Southampton on 12 March 1953, shortly before his mother’s death.
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The Duke and Duchess in their garden at the Mill.




APPENDIX I

The Warfields, the Plantagenets, Wyatts and Duvalls

The Duchess descends from early Anne Arundel settlers. The Warfield family was amongst the families that came up to Maryland from Virginia. A charter for Maryland Colony, named after Queen Henrietta Maria was granted to 2nd Lord Baltimore by King Charles I in 1632. A man called Richard Bennett, a rich merchant in England, had become interested in trade in Virginia. He organised a company with two nephews and three others to send two hundred settlers from England to Virginia. They arrived in 1620, and in 1622 several were murdered by Indians. Richard Bennett himself came over in 1642.

Captain Richard Warfield (1647–1703/4), a direct ancestor of Wallis, was to be found on a large estate at Crownsville, Anne Arundel, reaching a beautiful sheet of water called Round Bay, of the Severn as early as 1662. He had come from Middlesex in England, where his family can be traced back five generations to Richard Warfield.

The Warfields married well, they moved into the unexplored territory of Anne Arundel County and their holdings increased. And so it continued through the generations. Benjamin (Beni) Warfield (1755–1829) married in 1779, Ariana Dorsey, from another well-known Anne Arundel county family. In about 1680 Ariana’s great-grandfather, Colonel Edward Dorsey, Keeper of the Great Seal of Maryland, Colonel of the Horse and a member of the colonial legislature, had married Sarah Wyatt, daughter of Nicholas Wyatt.

It is through the Dorsey and Wyatt families that the Duchess had descent from King Edward I of England (also known as Edward Longshanks and Hammer of the Scots) and his wife, Queen Eleanor of Castile. As indicated on the family tree, Sir Thomas Wyatt married Elizabeth Brooke, daughter of 8th Baron Cobham. The 3rd Baron Cobham married Margaret Courtenay, daughter of Hugh Courtenay, 2nd Earl of Devon, KG, 12th founder Knight of the Garter, appointed in 1348, who had fought at the Battle of Crécy. Devon was married to Margaret de Bohun, a granddaughter of Edward I.

This line produced some interesting figures, particularly in the Wyatt family. Sir Henry Wyatt of Allington Castle (1460–1537) resisted Richard III’s pretensions to the English throne and in consequence was arrested, spending two years in the Tower of London. He was said to have been put on the rack in the presence of Richard III, and forced to eat mustard and vinegar. A painting – and his well-known love of cats in later life – suggest an unconfirmed myth – that a cat visited him daily in his cell, bringing a pigeon from a nearby dovecote and thus saving him from starvation. When Henry VII acceded to the throne in 1485, Sir Henry was appointed to the Privy Council and became a guardian to the future Henry VIII. He was also appointed a Privy Councillor to Henry VIII, and a Knight of the Bath.

His son, Sir Thomas Wyatt (1503–42), the famous poet (who introduced the sonnet to England from Italy), courtier and Ambassador, was accused of being the lover of Anne Boleyn before she became involved with Henry VIII. Some say he attempted to warn the King of Anne’s blemished character. He was sworn of the Privy Council in 1533, and poured scented water on Queen Anne Boleyn’s hands at her Coronation. Sir Thomas was appointed Clerk of the King’s Jewels. Later, he was briefly imprisoned in the Tower of London on account of Anne Boleyn’s supposed infidelities. Important diplomatic missions followed and in 1540 there was another brief sojourn in the Tower. He shares one honour with his descendant, the Duchess of Windsor. His portrait (after a sketch by Holbein) is in the National Portrait Gallery. Her 1940 portrait by Gerald Brockhurst is also in that gallery.

Sir Thomas’s wife, Elizabeth Brooke, the daughter of 8th Baron Cobham, was in her turn romantically involved with Henry VIII, and was considered a possible candidate to be the King’s sixth wife.

The son of the poet and of Elizabeth, Sir Thomas Wyatt the Younger (1521–54), of Allington Castle and Broxley Abbey in Kent, was a rebel leader in the reign of Mary I. He denied being involved in the plot to put Lady Jane Grey on the Throne, but when Queen Mary planned to marry Philip of Spain, he rallied support against the Queen in Kent in what became known as ‘Wyatt’s Rebellion’. He led 4,000 men on London, arriving in Southwark, aiming to take St James’s Palace. But his plot failed and he gave himself up. He was dispatched to the Tower of London and executed on 11 April 1554. Subsequently his head was displayed on gallows on Hay’s Hill and his severed limbs were placed on gibbets in various locations across London. On 17 April his head was stolen.

Sir Thomas Wyatt’s grandson, Sir Francis Wyatt (ca 1575–1644) became interested in the Virginia Company and was elected Governor of Virginia in the USA. He sailed from Britain, arriving at Jamestown at the end of October 1621. He was accompanied to America by his younger brother, Rev. Hawte Wyatt, Rector of Maidstone in Kent. It was Hawte’s granddaughter, Sarah, who married Colonel Edward Dorsey, and from whom, as stated earlier, the Duchess descended.

Beni Warfield’s son, Daniel, moved to Baltimore and entered the milling firm of Francis Mactier, a Scottish immigrant, operating the Monumental Flouring Mills. In 1819 he married, as his second wife, his boss’s daughter, Nancy Ann Mactier.

Their fortunes prospered in the care of Daniel Warfield’s son, Hon. Henry Mactier Warfield (1825–85). In 1850 he married Anna (Gittings) Emory, of Manor Glen and My Lady’s Manor, whose family had come from England in 1666. Henry and Anna were Wallis’s grandparents.

Amongst her other ancestors, the Duvalls are worth noting. Tomas Duvall came from a family originally to be found in France in 1490. His son was Mareen Duvall (1627–94), known as ‘The Emigrant’. He settled on the south side of South River in Anne Arundel County in about 1655. A planter and merchant, he was a leader in the Jacobite Party and was responsible for laying out town and ports of entry in the interests of stimulating trade.

He is particularly relevant since a number of other figures of note descend from him, including US Presidents, Harry S. Truman and Barack Obama. So too does the actor, Robert S. Duvall, and former Vice-President, Dick Cheney. Details of these descents are well documented in the public domain. Obama owes his descent to his mother, Stanley Anne Dunham, and back through Armours, Overalls and thence to the Duvall family.

The Duchess also descended from King Henry III, the Plantagenet King, via his son, Edmund ‘Crouchback’. His son, Henry, had a daughter, Joan, who married John De Mowbray. John married Elizabeth de Segrave and their daughter, Eleanor, married John de Welles.

Their son, Eudo de Welles married Maud de Greystoke and was father to Lionel de Welles, 6th Lord Welles, KG (1457) (ca 1406-ca 1434), who married Margaret Beauchamp, widow of John Beaufort, 1st Duke of Somerset, KG (1439), bringing more Garter ancestry into the Duchess’s line.

Their daughter, Cicely (d. 1466), married Sir Robert Willoughby, of Parham, Suffolk. Their great-granddaughter, Elizabeth (ca 1516-80) married Thomas Totteshurst. Their daughter, Ann, married Richard Thomas, whose son Christopher Thomas went to Virginia in 1635.

His granddaughter, Anne Thomas (1677-1721), married Arthur Emory, Jr, and this line went down via Thomas Emory (ca 1700-ca 1755), Thomas Lane Emory (1751-79), Richard Emory (ca 1798-ca 1855), and thence to Anna Emory (ca 1830-85), the Duchess’s grandmother.

Pushing the line back beyond Henry III, the Duchess therefore descended at least twice over from Charlemagne (742-83). In the Emory line she was 38th in descent.




APPENDIX II

The Montagues

The Montagues trace their ancestry back to Virginia in the 1600s and before that to England in 1505. According to George William Montague’s History and Genealogy of Peter Montague (published in 1894), there is reason to suppose that they can be traced back to the time of the Norman Conquest, though the direct link between the Montagues of Boveney and Drogo de Montagu, progenitor of the Montagus, has not yet been proved.

G.W. Montague makes a strong case for a link – the two families living close by in the same county, very similar coats of arms ‘which alone would seem to silently but surely denote that they are a branch of the same family.’1 But he conceded the genealogy lacked ‘two generations, possibly three, to make a perfect record back to the conquest of England, AD 1066.’2

The earliest certain progenitor of Wallis’s mother was William Montague (d. 1550), the elder of two brothers living in the parishes of Buckingham and Burnham. William lived at Boveney, a hamlet on the Thames near Eton College. His second son, Robert (d. 1575), married Margaret Cotton, of Wardville (thought to be Warfield) in Berkshire, and was the Duchess’s ancestor.

William’s elder son Lawrence had in turn a son, Richard (1578-1641), who was well known as Bishop of Chichester and later of Norwich. It may well be that Richard Montague was Wallis’s most significant English relation. In the Dictionary of National Biography, he was described as a ‘controversialist and bishop’, who supported the Church of England against its enemies on both sides. Of him it was also said: ‘In theological literature he was probably at least as powerful an influence as Andrewes or Jeremy Taylor.’3 Richard Montague was a King’s Scholar and later Fellow of Eton, was appointed a chaplain to Charles I and was a Canon of St George’s Chapel, Windsor between 1617 and 1628. Wallis’s mother did not descend from the Bishop and Canon.

Robert Montague’s son, William, married Margaret Malthouse, of Binfield, Berkshire. Their fifth son, Peter, married Eleanor Allen, and it was his second son, Peter, who voyaged to Virginia.

Alice descended from Peter Montague (1603–59), an early settler in Jamestown, Virginia, who arrived there very young, on board the Charles in 1621. Some say he was rather wild, ran away from home and could not pay his way, so was sold for his passage money. He came to America as an indentured servant and by 1624 was settled on the plantation of Samuel Matthews, later Governor of the Colony. He rose to be a plantation owner, patenting his acres in Upper Norfolk, Nansemond County, which he represented in the House of Burgesses in 1652 and 1653, moving to Lancaster County where he was variously Commissioner from 1656 to 1657, Burgess in 1658, and in the same year became Sheriff. By trade he was a planter, with crops of wheat, barley and tobacco which were exported to England.

By then he was styled as Colonel Peter Montague and was without doubt a large landowner and leading citizen. He died in 1659 and was buried in Lancaster, Virginia, near where his old house stood.

Peter married three times, and by his second wife, Cicely, he produced many descendants who proved themselves distinguished in colonial Virginia.

Of his descendants, John Montague was born in Orange County, Virginia in 1755. He moved to Cumberland County, was a soldier in the Revolutionary War defending Washington and was wounded by a British soldier. He married Rebecca Brown in Spottslyvania County, Virginia in 1774. Later he moved to South Carolina where he died in the Abbeville District in 1831.

One of his descendants, William Latané Montague (1824–1909), was Wallis’s maternal grandfather.

[image: The plan of the Quire of Saint George’s Chapel, Windsor, with the coffin placed in front of the altar. Rows of stalls are on either side of the coffin and are labelled with letters and numbers. Two narrow gangways cause a break in the stalls.]



The Funeral of HRH The Duke of Windsor
St George’s Chapel
Monday 5 June 1972

Those named in bold attended both funerals. Those in italics did not arrive in time.

Mourners at the Funeral of H.R.H. The Duke of Windsor

Garter Stalls (Left)




	N1
	The Earl Waldegrave



	N2
	The Countess Waldegrave



	N3
	The Lord Butler of Saffron Walden



	N4
	The Lady Butler of Saffron Walden



	N5
	The Lord Hailsham



	N6
	The Lady Hailsham



	N7
	The Prime Minister



	N8
	The Rt Hon The Speaker



	N9
	The French Ambassador



	N10
	La Baronne de Courcel



	N11
	The High Commissioner for Jamaica



	N12
	Lady Lindo



	N13
	The Lord Shackleton



	N14
	The Lord Byers



	N15
	The Lady Byers



	N16
	Rt Hon Harold Macmillan



	N17
	Lady Helen Smith



	N18
	Major Hon David Smith (Lord Lieutenant of Berkshire)



	N19
	Lady Adair



	N20
	Major-General Sir Allan Adair



	N21
	Sir Denis Greenhill



	N22
	Lady Greenhill



	N23
	Mrs Bowes-Lyon



	N24
	Major-General Bowes-Lyon





Royal Stalls (left)




	N26
	Captain Lord Hamilton



	N27
	Lady Hamilton



	N28
	The Lord Nugent





Top Centre (left)




	N29
	HRH Princess Alice, Countess of Athlone



	N30
	Hon Gerald Lascelles



	N31
	Captain Alexander Ramsay



	N32
	Hon Mrs Ramsay



	N33
	The Marquess of Cambridge



	N34
	The Marchioness of Cambridge



	N35
	The Duchess of Beaufort



	N36
	Lady May Abel Smith



	N37
	Sir Henry Abel Smith



	N38
	The Lady Brabourne



	N39
	The Lady Maclean





Lower Centre (left)




	N40
	Mrs Reginald Maudling



	N41
	The Home Secretary



	N42
	The Foreign Secretary



	N43
	Lady Douglas-Home



	N44
	Rt Hon Harold Wilson



	N45
	Mrs Harold Wilson



	N46
	Rt Hon Jeremy Thorpe



	N47
	The Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster



	N48
	Mrs Geoffrey Rippon



	N49
	Rt Hon Frederick Peart



	N50
	Mrs Frederick Peart





Top Front (left)




	N51
	The Lord Maclean



	N52
	Garter King of Arms



	N53
	Sir Godfrey Morley



	N54
	Lady Morley



	N55
	Mrs Michael Ramsay



	N56
	Mrs Donald Coggan



	N57
	Grace, Countess of Dudley



	N58
	ADC (King of Norway)





Lower Front (left)




	N59
	Mr John E. Utter



	N60
	Rt Hon Sir Ulick Alexander



	N61
	Lady Priscilla Aird



	N62
	Sir John Aird



	N63
	M. Le Senateur Rosselli



	N64
	Mrs Loel Guinness



	N65
	Mr Loel Guinness



	N66
	Mme Edmond Bory



	N67
	M. Edmond Bory



	N68
	Dr Jean Thin



	N69
	M. Henry Bertrand





Garter Stalls (Right)




	S1
	The Duchess of Norfolk



	S2
	The Duke of Norfolk



	S3
	The Earl of Avon



	S4
	The Countess of Avon



	S5
	Field Marshal Sir Gerald Templer



	S6
	Lady Templer



	S7
	The Viscountess Cobham



	S8
	The Viscount Cobham



	S9
	The Marquess of Cholmondeley



	S10
	The Marchioness of Cholmondeley



	S11
	Sir William Armstrong



	S12
	– – – –



	S13
	– – – –



	S14
	Admiral Sir Michael Pollock



	S15
	Lady Pollock



	S16
	General Sir Michael Carver



	S17
	Lady Carver



	S18
	Marshal of the RAF Sir Denis Spotswood



	S19
	Lady Spotswood



	S20
	Major-General Sir George Burns



	S21
	Lady Fitzalan-Howard



	S22
	Major-General Sir Michael Fitzalan-Howard



	S23
	The Lady Elworthy



	S24
	The Lord Elworthy





Royal Stalls (right)




	S25
	The Duchess of Buccleuch



	S26
	The Duke of Buccleuch



	S27
	Mrs Lancelot Fleming





Top Centre (right)




	S29
	HM THE QUEEN



	S30
	The Duchess of Windsor



	S31
	HRH The Duke of Edinburgh



	S32
	HM The King of Norway



	S33
	HM Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother



	S34
	HRH The Princess Anne



	S35
	HRH The Princess Margaret, Countess of Snowdon



	S36
	The Earl of Snowdon



	S37
	HRH The Duchess of Gloucester



	S38
	HRH The Duchess of Kent



	S39
	HRH Princess Alexandra, The Hon Mrs Angus Ogilvy





Lower Centre (right)




	S40
	Hon Mary Morrison



	S41
	Brigadier Douglas Greenacre



	S42
	Lady Trend



	S43
	Sir Burke Trend



	S44
	The Hon Lady Charteris



	S45
	Rt Hon Sir Martin Charteris



	S46
	Mme Hervé Alphand



	S47
	Hervé Alphand



	S48
	Lady Eugster



	S49
	General Sir Basil Eugster



	S50
	Johanna Schütz





Top Front (right)




	S51
	HRH The Prince of Wales



	S52
	HRH Prince William of Gloucester



	S53
	HRH Prince Richard of Gloucester



	S54
	HRH The Duke of Kent



	S55
	HRH Prince Michael of Kent



	S56
	Admiral of the Fleet the Earl Mountbatten of Burma



	S57
	The Duke of Beaufort



	S58
	Hon Angus Ogilvy





Lower Front (right)




	S59
	Mrs Frances Munn-Baker



	S60
	Commander Colin Buist



	S61
	Mrs Colin Buist



	S62
	M. Reinhard Henschel



	S63
	Mr David Bowyer



	S64
	Mr. Sydney Johnson



	S65
	M. Gaston Sanègre (Georges)



	S66
	M. Lucien Massy



	S67
	M. Gregorio Martin



	S69
	M. Roland Gougault



	S70
	Mr. Ronald Marchant





The Nave

The Countess of Sefton, Viscount Rothermere, Lord and Lady Brownlow, Lady Diana Cooper, Lady Alexandra Metcalfe, Hon Bruce Ogilvy, Countess Munster, Baron & Baronne de Cabrol, Sir Cecil Beaton, Rose Bingham, Duc & Duchesse d’Uzès, Mr & Mrs Winston Guest, Mrs Leo d’Erlanger, M. Alexandre Raimon, Dr Arthur Antenucci, Mlle Giselle Deberry, 5 godchildren, representatives of Regiments, Mayor & Mayoress of Windsor, representatives of civilian organisations, staff & ex-staff, press, Gentlemen Ushers, Lay Stewards (including the present author), & many others.




The Funeral of the Duchess of Windsor
St George’s Chapel
Tuesday 29 April 1986

Mourners at the Funeral of the Duchess of Windsor

The Quire

Garter Stalls (Left)




	N1
	Lt-Col Sir John Johnston



	N2
	The Viscount Whitelaw



	N3
	The US Ambassador



	N4
	Mrs Charles Price



	N5
	The French Chargé d’Affaires



	N6
	Madame de Lacoste



	N7
	Sir John Fretwell



	N8
	Lady Fretwell



	N9
	Mr Derek Foster



	N10
	The Lord Gladwyn



	N11
	Madame Agostino Soldati



	N12
	Gentleman Usher



	N13
	Grace, Countess of Dudley



	N14
	The Earl of Dudley



	N15
	The Countess of Dudley



	N16
	Lady Alexandra Metcalfe



	N17
	Mrs David Metcalfe



	N18
	Mr James Fitch



	N19
	Mrs James Fitch



	N20
	Baronne de Cabrol



	N21
	Hon Mrs Brinsley Plunket



	N22
	Madame Gaston Palewski



	N23
	Baron Guy de Rothschild



	N24
	Madame Antenor Patiño





Royal Stalls (left)




	N25
	Canon Derek Stanesby



	N26
	Canon John White



	N27
	Canon John Treadgold



	N28
	Canon David Burgess





Top Centre (left)




	N29
	Constable and Governor (Sir John Grandy)



	N30
	Lady Grandy



	N31
	Sir Patrick Reilly



	N32
	Sir Edward Tomkins



	N33
	Lady Tomkins



	N34
	Military Knight



	N35
	Military Knight



	N36
	Military Knight



	N37
	Military Knight



	N38
	Military Knight



	N39
	Military Knight





Lower Centre (left)




	N40
	Minor Canon



	N41
	Canon Bryan Bentley



	N42
	Lay Clerk



	N43
	Lay Clerk



	N44
	Lay Clerk



	N45
	Lay Clerk



	N46
	Lay Clerk



	N47
	Lay Clerk



	N48
	Sir Godfrey Morley



	N49
	Lady Morley



	N50
	Mr Alan Fisher





Top Front (left)




	N51
	Dr Jean Thin



	N52
	M. Gaston Sanègre



	N53
	Mme Gaston Sanègre



	N54
	Mme Elvire Gozin



	N55
	Mme Maria Costa



	N56
	Mme Marques



	N57
	M. Gregorio Martin



	N58
	Mlle Ada Leroy





Lower Front (left)




	N59–
	Choristers



	N68
	



	N69
	Baronne Eugene de Rothschild



	N70
	Baron de Redé





Garter Stalls (Right)




	S1
	HRH Princess Alexandra, The Hon Mrs Angus Ogilvy



	S2
	Hon Angus Ogilvy



	S3
	Hon Gerald Lascelles



	S4
	The Duke of Fife



	S5
	Lady May Abel Smith



	S6
	Sir Henry Abel Smith



	S7
	Rt Hon Sir William Heseltine



	S8
	Lady Heseltine



	S9
	Lady Susan Hussey



	S10
	Mr Kenneth Scott



	S11
	Major Hugh Lindsay



	S12
	Lt-Colonel Sir Julian Paget



	S13
	Sir Peter Miles



	S14
	Lady Miles



	S15
	Sir Nicholas Henderson



	S16
	Lady Henderson



	S17
	Comte Romanones



	S18
	Comtesse Romanones



	S19
	Hon Lady Mosley



	S20
	Lady Neidpath



	S21
	Laura, Duchess of Marlborough



	S22
	The Duke of Marlborough



	S23
	The Duchess of Marlborough



	S24
	M. Hubert de Givenchy





Royal Stalls (right)




	S25
	Canon’s wife



	S26
	Mrs Robert Runcie



	S27
	Mrs James Leo





Top Centre (right)




	S29
	HM THE QUEEN



	S30
	HRH The Duke of Edinburgh



	S31
	HM Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother



	S32
	HRH The Prince of Wales



	S33
	HRH The Princess of Wales



	S34
	HRH The Princess Anne



	S35
	HRH Princess Alice, Duchess of Gloucester



	S36
	HRH The Duchess of Gloucester



	S37
	HRH The Duchess of Kent



	S38
	HRH Prince Michael of Kent



	S39
	HRH Princess Michael of Kent





Lower Centre (right)




	S40
	Minor Canon



	S41
	Lay Clerk



	S42
	Lay Clerk



	S43
	Lay Clerk



	S44
	Lay Clerk



	S45
	Lay Clerk



	S46
	Lay Clerk



	S47
	Lay Clerk



	S48
	Rt Rev Richard Millard



	S49
	Rev Robert Oliver



	S50
	Virger





Top Front (right)




	S51
	Princesse Edmond de Polignac



	S52
	von Bismarck



	S53
	Princess Otto von Bismarck



	S54
	Prince Otto von Bismarck



	S55
	The Countess of Airlie



	S56
	The Earl of Airlie





Lower Front (right)




	S59–
	Choristers



	S68
	



	S69
	M. Alexandre Raimon



	S70
	Mr Ronald Marchant





The Nave

M. Gérald van der Kemp

Mme Gérald van der Kemp

Major Walter Lees Diana

Vreeland’s grandson

Maître Jean Lisbonne

Mme Jean Lisbonne

Mme Pilar de la Beraudiere

Mr Michael Bloch

Press

Castle community

Lay Stewards (including the present author)

& others

Analysis of the seating of the two funerals

The Duke of Windsor’s Funeral

The Duke’s funeral was almost a state occasion. Had he looked around at the mourners in the Quire, he would have recognised the extended Royal Family who were there in force (with the notable exceptions of his brother, the Duke of Gloucester, who was not well enough to attend, and the Earl of Harewood, who was not invited due to his recent divorce). Amongst those present was his aunt, Princess Alice, Countess of Athlone, one of two surviving granddaughters of Queen Victoria. She was then in her 90th year. Of those names less easy to recognise, Gerald Lascelles was the Duke’s nephew (son of the late Princess Royal), Captain Alexander Ramsay was a grandson of the late Duke of Connaught, the Cambridges and Beauforts were the Duke’s first cousins (through his mother, Queen Mary), Lady May Abel Smith was the daughter of Princess Alice, and Lady Brabourne the daughter of Lord Mountbatten.

Many seats were assigned to Knights of the Garter, and to the Prime Minister, Members of the Cabinet, Leaders of the Opposition parties, and the various senior figures in the Navy, Army and Air Force. There were some Ambassadors, past and present, and the Lord Lieutenant of Berkshire. Many of these he would never have met.

Members of his household and staff were seated in the Quire, and some old friends from days gone by – Sir Ulick Alexander, Colin Buist, Sir John Aird and the Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch. Loel Guinness and his wife were more recent friends. The French were furious that M. et Madame Edmond Bory were given seats in the Quire. Bory owned Fauchon and thus they thought him ‘a grocer’. Also hard to understand is why the former German diplomat, Reinhard Henschel, was placed there.

Seats were saved for Dr Thin and Miss Johanna Schütz, but their plane was delayed, coming from Paris.

The Duchess of Windsor’s Funeral

The Duchess’s funeral was more personal and she would have recognised a number of close friends in the Quire. Of the extended Royal Family present, not previously mentioned, the Duke of Fife was a great-grandson of Edward VII.

There were several former British Ambassadors to Paris, Lord Whitelaw, the US Ambassador, the French Chargé d’Affaires and his wife, Grace, Countess of Dudley and the Earl and Countess of Dudley; Lady Alexandra Metcalfe and her daughter-in-law; Lady Mosley and her grand-daughter; Laura, Duchess of Marlborough (a former Countess of Dudley), and the Duke and Duchess of Marlborough; Hubert de Givenchy (the couturier), Alexandre (the hairdresser), Guy de Rothschild, Baronne Eugene de Rothschild (formerly an actress called Jeanne Stuart, and before that called Ivy Sweet), Madame Patiño, Baronne de Cabrol, Aileen Plunket (a Guinness), Violet Palewski (Duchesse de Talleyrand, daughter of Anna Gould), the Baron de Redé, Prince and Princess Otto von Bismarck, Princesse Ghislaine de Polignac, and from happier days, Sir Godfrey and Lady Morley, Mr & Mrs James Fitch, retired butler Alan Fisher, and Ronald Marchant, one of the Duke’s chauffeurs, now living in Leicestershire.

Comte and Comtesse Romanones were there. Aline Romanones later wrote a scathing article about the service in Vanity Fair, complaining at not being allowed to go to the graveside for the interment.




[image: A typewritten letter of authorisation signed by Wallis, Duchess of Windsor, authorises Suzanne or anyone appointed by her to publish all the documents and letters in her possession concerning the Duke and the Duchess. Three signatures belonging to Wallis are below the letter, signed in December 1972 and on 16 September 1975 and 24 September 1975.]
I believe the letter of authorisation to be fake. The three ‘W. W.’s are genuine.
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On a station platform, with nothing to read, and a four-hour train journey stretching ahead of him …

That’s where the story began for Penguin founder Allen Lane. With only ‘shabby reprints of shoddy novels’ on offer, he resolved to make better books for readers everywhere.

By the time his train pulled into London, the idea was formed. He would bring the best writing, in stylish and affordable formats, to everyone. His books would be sold in bookstores, stationers and tobacconists, for no more than the price of a ten-pack of cigarettes.

And on every book would be a Penguin, a bird with a certain ‘dignified flippancy’, and a friendly invitation to anyone who wished to spend their time reading.

In 1935, the first ten Penguin paperbacks were published. Just a year later, three million Penguins had made their way onto our shelves.

Reading was changed forever.

—

A lot has changed since 1935, including Penguin, but in the most important ways we’re still the same. We still believe that books and reading are for everyone. And we still believe that whether you’re seeking an afternoon’s escape, a vigorous debate or a soothing bedtime story, all possibilities open with a book.

Whoever you are, whatever you’re looking for, you can find it with Penguin.
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