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On 9 December 1969, shortly before I left school, I was invited to dinner by the organist of St George’s Chapel, Windsor, Dr Sidney Campbell. After dinner, he took me over to St George’s Chapel, opening the north door with his key and turning the chapel lights on.

St George’s Chapel was arranged for the funeral next day of Princess Andrew of Greece, who had died at Buckingham Palace a few days before. In the quire, before the high altar, stood the bier, placed on the lift which would convey the coffin down into the royal vault below. Surrounding it were the great black and gold candlesticks, lately bequeathed to St George’s Chapel by the 7th Earl Stanhope, senior Knight of the Garter. I saw where the Queen and the other royal mourners would sit. The Princess’s coffin was then resting, not far away, in the Albert Memorial Chapel.

The following day, in dense fog, the funeral took place. I had never been in St George’s Chapel at night, when it was empty. There was then no reason for me to suppose that the memorable scene would take on a greater significance in the years ahead.

In the summer of 1995, nearly a quarter of a century later, I was at my desk at home when the telephone rang and Sir Brian McGrath, Prince Philip’s Treasurer, called me. We had never met, but he told me that Princess Andrew’s surviving daughter, Princess George of Hanover, believed the time had come for a biography to be written of her mother. My name had been suggested, and if the idea appealed, perhaps I might like to come and see him and we could discuss it further.

Some days later I went to Buckingham Palace to meet Sir Brian, and he laid out the ground rules. ‘Your job is to find a publisher and write the book,’ he said. ‘My job is to open doors for you.’ Five years later, I am happy to report that this arrangement was fulfilled on both sides, Sir Brian not only opening doors for me, but inserting me at lunch tables, arranging interviews and gaining access for me to private archives. My first debt of gratitude is therefore to him.

This book was suggested by HRH Princess George of Hanover, and both she and HRH The Duke of Edinburgh helped me immeasurably with my work. I enjoyed several meetings with Princess George both in Germany and in London, and she kindly answered a great number of questions, provided me with photographs and even translated an obituary of her mother from Greek into English for me. She and Prince George came over from Windsor to visit me in Hampshire in the summer of 1998 to witness the work in progress.

The Duke of Edinburgh also kindly talked to me about his mother, and was always prepared to answer written questions, of which I submitted a great number. He loaned me his mother’s letters to him between 1924 and 1969, and allowed me access to certain other material in his archives, including the photographs in his father’s album between 1917 and 1931. He also agreed to read an early draft of the typescript, which prompted further questions and answers.

The support given by Princess Andrew’s grandson, Rainer von Hessen, was immeasurable. He and I maintained a long correspondence throughout the years of research; he translated all the material from the University of Tübingen from German to English; he was ever willing to answer complicated questions about the intricacies of the family; and he guided me on many of the German aspects of the story. He interviewed Mrs Käthe Lindlar, Mrs Almuth Schmidt-Reuter and Mrs Else Stockmann in Cologne, which provided vital information on the Cologne period of his grandmother’s life. He came to stay twice in Hampshire to advise me over these middle years and read early drafts of the book. In October 1999 he invited me to Wolfsgarten and guided me around Darmstadt. One of the ‘field day’ activities of this part of the research was when I climbed a gate in order to find the tombs of Prince Alexander of Hesse and Princess Battenberg, in the grounds of Schloss Heiligenberg, trespassing providing an enjoyable contrast to the more sedentary days spent in archives and libraries.

HRH Princess Margaret of Hesse received me twice at Wolfsgarten in January 1996. I am also grateful to members of the Royal Family who granted me interviews, in particular, HRH The Prince of Wales and HRH The Princess Royal, and His Majesty King Constantine of Greece. Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother talked of Princess Alice in Scotland and HRH The Princess Margaret, Countess of Snowdon, in Hampshire.

I visited Lady Katherine Brandram, Princess Alice’s niece, at her home in Marlow. I talked to Countess Mountbatten of Burma and Lord Brabourne in London in 1998, and Lady Pamela Hicks in London in 1999, as well as other members of the family: HRH Prince Alexander of Yugoslavia, HRH Prince Tomislav of Yugoslavia, HRH Princess Margarita of Baden, Princess Beatrix of Hohenlohe-Langenburg, Prince Alexander Romanoff, Lady Kennard and Lady Butter. Further help was given me on a non-attributable basis.

I have drawn on the benefit of a long conversation with HRH Princess Eugénie of Greece, whom I interviewed on another topic as long ago as February 1980. Princess Irina Bagration kindly gave me access to those papers of her late husband, Prince Theimouraz Bagration, which concerned the burial of Princess Alice in Jerusalem. The Rt. Revd Michael Mann, former Dean of Windsor, related the story of his prolonged negotiations in connection with the transfer to Jerusalem.

I am also very grateful for the help given by Dame Anne Griffiths, Prince Philip’s archivist, at Buckingham Palace.

By the nature of Princess Alice’s life, there were not a large number of survivors who knew her well. In this context, I am grateful to Major Gerald Green, CBE, whose friendship with her dated from 1944 and lasted until her death; also to Hon. Sir Steven Runciman and Father Jean Charles-Roux, both of whom knew her in Athens. Mrs Maurice Hare talked to me of Prince Andrew of Greece, whom she knew in the south of France in 1935. Monsieur Jacques Cohen in Paris was helpful over the period in which Princess Alice hid his mother and other members of his family in Athens during the Second World War. I interviewed him in Paris, and he provided me with important documents and photographs. I also talked to his brother, Monsieur Michel Cohen.

Much of my work was done in archives. I am grateful to Lord Brabourne and Lord Romsey for permitting me to use the Broadlands Archives, which contain the family papers of Admiral of the Fleet the Earl Mountbatten of Burma and his family. I spent many days there over a period of more than a year, and received considerable guidance and help from the Broadlands archivist, Mrs Molly Chalk, who delayed her retirement until I came to the end of my labours. There was also useful material in further Mountbatten papers in the Hartley Library at the University of Southampton.

At the Royal Archives, I am particularly grateful for the help and encouragement of Oliver Everett, and Lady de Bellaigue, Miss Frances Dimond, Miss Helen Gray and other members of their staff. I spent a number of days there in 1997. Other important material came from the University of Tübingen, the Hesse family archives at Darmstadt and the Public Record Office.

There was material in the papers of Sir Charles and Lady Johnston, which are in my care, and likewise in the papers of the late Sir Cecil Beaton, and of the late Harold Albert.

My friends Hugh Montgomery-Massingberd and Philip Hoare kindly read some early drafts of the book and were never less than encouraging. My agent, Gillon Aitken, was reassuringly supportive as ever. My ignorance of German was a hindrance to my research, but I was lucky to be able to ask Cäcilie Möbius and Karen McDonald for extensive help with translation.

I am also grateful to the following who helped me with advice, enquiries, access to papers or reminiscences: Mr Kenneth Adams, Mr Godfrey Argent, Dr Marianne Wirenfeldt Asmussen, the Countess of Avon, Philippa Bassett (Archivist Special Collections, the University of Birmingham), Mr Harold Brown, the Earl and Countess of Carnarvon, the Lord Charteris of Amisfield, Mr and Mrs Simon Courtauld, the Lord Fellowes, the Revd Canon J.A. Fisher, Mr Alastair Forbes, Sir Edward Ford, Mr Alastair Forsyth, Princess Katya Galitzine, Mr and Mrs Terry Goddard, Mr Robert Golden, Mr Ilya Haritakis, Mr Tim Heald, Lady Henderson, Mr Charles Higham, Mr David Horbury, Mr Richard Howard, Sir Miles Hunt-Davis, Miss Claire Hunter-Craig, Father Gerard Irvine, Lt.-Col. Sir John Johnston, Mr Roger Knowles, Mrs Marlene A. Koenig, Viscount Lambton, Mrs Candida Lycett-Green, Mrs Alexandra McCreery, Mrs Linda Mitchell, Mr Tim O’Donovan, Mr James Orr, Dr Mordecai Paldiel (Director, Department of the Righteous, Yad Vashem), Lt.Commander Michael Parker, RN, Mr Robin Piguet, Mrs Arpad Plesch, Mr John Porter, Mr Robin H. Rodger (Principal Officer Fine and Applied Art, Perth Museum and Art Gallery), Mr Kenneth Rose, Mr Ted Rosvall, Miss Penny Russell-Smith, Dr Eileen Scarff, Mr Ian Shapiro, Sir Sigmund Sternberg, M. Georges-Charles Tomaszewski, Mrs Michael Vickers, Captain Andrew Yates and Mr Philip Ziegler.

Because Princess Alice’s life was relatively uncharted, the book took a long time to research. This research was punctuated by occasional visits to places connected with her life, in particular Mon Repos in Corfu, Osborne and other places on the Isle of Wight, various locations in the Darmstadt area, the site of the Bellevue clinic at Kreuzlingen, Schloss Salem, Schloss Langenburg, various locations in Netley, the Russian Cathedral in Nice and other places. At the end of my work, I discovered that the garden of Sennicotts (rented by Prince Louis of Battenberg in 1884) was open for the afternoon. Despite my arrival there without an introduction, its owner, Mr John Rank, kindly gave me a spontaneous tour of the house.

I am grateful to Mr Philip Gosling for arranging lectures for me on board Queen Elizabeth 2, where, on three separate voyages, most especially in the Pacific in 1999, I wrote many thousands of words in my cabin.

Rebecca Sieff helped me with my research, especially in the Public Record Office, where, over many months, she amassed considerable material on the Greek Royal Family and twentieth-century Balkan politics. The cream of this appears in the book, with enough left over for a further volume that will alas not be written. I owe her much gratitude for what she found and for the interest she took in the cast of characters.

This book was commissioned by Clare Alexander at Hamish Hamilton but finally published by Juliet Annan, renewing a publishing association dating back to 1981. In her office I am grateful to Keith Taylor, Hannah Robson and Kate Barker. I was lucky to have an especially understanding copy-editor in Anne Askwith.

Charles Drazin, who edited The Kiss in 1996, endured the particular burden of reading the typescript in its longest form. This was indeed very much longer than it now appears. He was judicious in his comments and helped sift out much extraneous material. He has the knack of being strict and supportive at the same time, and the book is the better for his insight.

 

Hugo Vickers

Postscript – January 2025

This book was first published in 2000. I have not added or changed much in this edition, but I did add in some dates to footnotes. I was also able to clarify one or two small points and I am grateful to Lady Susan Hussey for allowing me to include a story she told me after the book was first published.

It was interesting how Prince Philip reacted. He told others that the book had been ‘well researched, and well received’, and to another of its readers that he had learnt more about his mother from the book than he had known in life. After it was finished, I was invited by him to the Birthday Parade and to a garden party at Buckingham Palace. When his sister died, I was taken on the BA146 with him and several members of his family to her memorial service at Wolfsgarten, but though I saw him several times a year up until 2017 or so, he never mentioned the book to me, and I was equally determined never to mention it to him.

Princess Alice was portrayed by Jane Laportaire in that questionable Netflix series, The Crown. Like so many others her portrayal bore scant resemblance in character or actions to the real princess, but I was surprised that there was an enormous surge in sales of the book in various forms, in the USA. So it was at least pleasing that viewers wanted to know more about her.

One of the most disgraceful scenes in that series involved the death of Princess Cécile, Prince Philip’s sister in an air crash in the fog at Ostend. The makers of The Crown contrived to make it look as though Prince Philip had caused the death by mobbing at Gordonstoun (which never happened). They had his father berating him at the funeral in Darmstadt: ‘It’s true, isn’t it boy? You’re the reason we’re all here burying my favourite child.’ In fact Prince Andrew of Greece travelled out to Germany with his son, united in grief.

In January 2025, on Holocaust Memorial Day, Prince William (The Prince of Wales) recognised his great-grandmother's courage in hiding the Cohen family in Athens during the Second World War at great danger to herself.

H.V.





10. The First Balkan War

The Balkan Wars came about because of the long-held dream of the Greeks to expand their territories. Venizelos was to the fore in the quest to advance towards Constantinople. Now the Greeks joined the other members of the Balkan League – Bulgaria, Montenegro and Serbia – and declared war on Turkey.

Greece had endured troubled times since its defeat by the Turks in 1897. During the ensuing years the question of the ownership and rule of Crete had loomed over the political arena. By 1912 the Greeks were determined to liberate their occupied territories, to attack the Slavs in the Balkans and the Turks in Thrace, Macedonia and the Aegean. They also sought to unite Crete with the Greek mainland.

By the end of September 1912, complications with Turkey were growing, securities were falling sharply on the Bourse and war seemed inevitable.

On 2 October Andrea arrived in Athens from Corfu and offered his services to the Minister of War, even as a simple volunteer if so required. Venizelos promised to reinstate all the princes into the army, and thus Nicholas and Christo also returned to Athens. The Crown Prince was promoted to Commander-in-Chief. On 17 October Turkey declared war on Serbia and the next day Greece declared war on Turkey.

The princes were officially reinstated into the army on 21 October, Andrea becoming a Lieutenant-Colonel with the 3rd Regiment of Cavalry. Such was their enthusiasm that they all set off to Larissa the day before, without waiting for the appointments to be gazetted.

The royal ladies immediately set to work nursing and organising hospitals. The School of Greek Embroidery had prospered with Alice’s help, and by 1912 a great number of women were employed there. Alice immediately directed them to make garments for the troops and the refugees. Within a month of the outbreak of war, the ladies had made 80,000 garments, and on her travels through the Greek countryside, Alice spotted soldiers wearing bashliks (hoods) made at the school.

Alice accompanied Andrea and his brothers to Larissa on 20 October, but soon pushed on to Elassona on her own mission to collect warm clothing for the reservists and to establish a first-aid hospital at the front. She was joined by two nurses from the Alice Hospital created by her grandmother in Darmstadt.

Alice’s experiences were gruesome, and in long letters to her mother she gave a vivid account of her ordeals. The story began at Larissa on 22 October:

 

I went to the Military Hospital and saw the arrival of some 15 to 20 wounded soldiers from a skirmish at Elassona who had taken 14 hours coming here over utterly impossible roads, over a fearful mountain pass – Melouna – at the frontier, where huge boulders and rocks stuck out of the road, and on hearing of their agony and the impossibility of bringing severely wounded at all to Larissa, and news which reached us of the army’s tremendously rapid advance, I instantly decided to move my hospital to Elassona. So I hurriedly got hold of a motor to go and find a house in Elassona, as I was told there would not be a big battle for two days at least and I would have time to move all the things there and my first-class operation room. So I left with Madame Agyropoulo, the wife of the Prefect of Larissa, in whose house I had been living; also my surgeon and his assistant and ‘Schwester Margarethe’, the surgical Alice Hospital nurse, and we set off at 11 o’clock and reached Elassona at 4.30 p.m. over impossible roads; we nearly fell over precipices and stuck twice in sandy river beds for an hour. In all the villages we passed we were nearly kissed by the inhabitants, who yelled and wept with joy: ‘Free at last!’ ‘God says it is enough after 500 years!’ and so on, and they showed me scars of the terrible ill-treatment of the Turks. When I arrived at Elassona and saw the Greek flag flying over my principal house it was the most impressive moment of my life.1

 

In Elassona Alice was horrified to hear that a fierce battle was raging. The wounded would be too far from Larissa and she still had not established her hospital at Elassona. So she commandeered a school and pillaged Turkish houses for mattresses, eiderdown coverings and long pillows, big enough for two men to sleep on. They were thus prepared for 120 men, and Alice summoned her nurses overnight from Larissa. Alice continued:

 

In the meantime I sent my surgeon to the battlefield with a motor of the General Staff, which I took upon myself to sign an order for. For here I must explain a moment, that although the Army had very good surgeons and men nurses with lots of bandages to make the first bandages on the battlefield; they had no means of transport to the nearest town, nor one single plan for improvising a hospital, with food and bandages, in such a town; and the Red Cross of Athens and other countries were so slow, they had not a single hospital nearer the scene of War than Athens, for the Larissa Hospital I myself forced the Military Authorities to fit out an operation room in 24 hours. So you understand nobody was officially there to organize the transport, no one to house and feed the lightly wounded who were able to walk about, and no one who had cognac, milk, soup, coffee and tea and chocolate for the severely wounded. This, to show you clearly the awful state of affairs I found. All this is the fault of the French General, Eydoux, and the chief doctor, Arnaud, whom we had plagued for two weeks before the war to get things ready quickly, because the Queen and we all knew the French had nothing at all for the Red Cross things, and though we begged and argued, and even told him he was telling lies, he swore that everything was ready.

 

Alice heard guns firing all day long until battle ceased at 6.30 p.m. The first wounded arrived by motor with Alice’s surgeon, Meerminga, two hours later:

 

Of course there were no nurses except Schwester Margarethe, and as we had hundreds coming all together at a time, Madame Agyropoulo and I put on aprons and caps and started to help the doctors in that school I mentioned, where we had put the mattresses and bandages ready. And we took the bandages off the wounded, and put fresh ones on after the doctor had examined the wounds – ghastly ones from shells, then fractured bones and ordinary Mauser wounds etc. We helped the doctors in fearful operations, hurriedly done in the corridor amongst the dying and wounded waiting for their turn, for we could not spare a single room. We had no light, only one or two miserable lamps, and they all wanted something to eat or drink, for they were wet through from the pelting rain pouring for hours on them. I found a small spirit lamp in a corner of one room and took spirits of wine from a lamp in another and a small Turkish coffee pot with water, and I possessed one tin of condensed milk which had to do for 250 men. They came steadily from 8.30 till 3.30 at night. The operation was going on at one moment, and a man dying on the other side of me on a stretcher, and I trying to cook with such a miserable small quantity of water in a tiny pot, and the dying man wanting to hold one of my hands for comfort, and I had to stir with the other hand, and the blood from the operation table dripping on me. And this sort of work went on for three days and three nights with a couple of hours between the arrivals at night for sleep.2

 

Alice remained in the same clothes for days, sleeping in the freezing house of a peasant with nothing to eat. During three days she consumed but one crust of dry bread and one small cup of Turkish coffee. More wounded arrived, some dying en route because of the rain and cold. Alice commandeered four more houses and put the less badly wounded there, covering them with blankets and folding their overcoats into pillows. They were lightly fed and those requiring operations came to Alice’s operating room, the only one near the battlefield. Presently a man appeared who helped with the cooking, boiling water in a large kettle over a fire. The work of cooking, bandaging and operating continued, and as more injured were carried in, and all the beds filled, so the next batch were placed on mattresses on the floor and made comfortable. Alice continued:

 

We gave each man in both hospitals a glass of brandy after the pain of bandaging, and a glass of hot milk in bed to make them sleep, and actually, the rest after the bad roads made most of them sleep. But, God! What things we saw! Shattered arms, and legs and heads, such awful sights – and then to have to bandage those dreadful things for three days and three nights. The corridor full of blood, and cast-off bandages knee high. Then two charming Greek ladies came, one from Rome and one from Paris, who had been Red Cross nurses for three years, and we gave over the work to them, but only after all the wounded had arrived and been bandaged by us.3

 

The Crown Prince asked Alice and her doctors to set up another hospital in Servia, and to arrange housing, feeding and transport.

The war was a turning point for Alice. It plunged her into an activity that remained close to her heart all her life. Writing to her mother within days of the events she had described, Alice commented that she was ‘too exhausted to follow the Army to any more battles, although 800 cases have given me experience enough to make me now a first-class Nurse; I, who had never set my foot in hospitals, because I could not stand the sight of wounds and pain.’4

Hardly had she arrived in Servia on 25 October than Alice learned that the Turks had scattered in disarray as far as Monastir and Salonika, often without food, arms and ammunition, and sometimes without clothes. There would therefore be no great battle. Alice was aware that there were still some Turks lurking in Servia, and they had been ‘massacring Christians here in a most awful way, the streets are full of priests, women and children, and rivers of blood’. In revenge the Christians were burning the deserted Turkish houses.

On 26 October, King George arrived in Servia to review the troops and to thank them for their bravery. He made a ceremonial entry into Elassona, Servia and Kozani, the three conquered towns. Alice joined the King and the princes on their ceremonial entry through a triumphal arch at Kozani with schoolchildren lining the route. There was a Te Deum in a beautiful church, with the Bishop adorned in full finery. For a few days Alice was able to sleep in a proper bedroom with sheets of lace and embroidery.

On 25 October Alice had been reunited with Andrea, then working on the Crown Prince’s staff and lately promoted to Colonel. He told her how the Crown Prince had won a great military victory against all odds at Elassona the day before. Andrea had been present throughout, riding the Irish hunter given to Alice by the Tsar. This fine beast had behaved well even under shell fire. The Greek infantry had traversed virtually impassable mountain ranges around Mount Olympus with scant cover from their artillery, and had got through by doing so at great speed. However, all the captains and sergeant-majors had been killed, and four hundred men were either killed or wounded. Andrea calculated that he had heard or seen a thousand shells bursting in the night. Eventually the Turks were routed and their retreat cut off, and panic ensued. Four hundred Turks were taken prisoner and many were killed. The Crown Prince rode to victory. As Alice described it: ‘When Tino rode down into the Pass this morning, the bodies of the Turks were piled up all down the road, ten deep, high as a wall. Awful! Awful!’5

On 2 November Alice wrote a second letter to her mother from Verria, in Macedonia, somewhat west of Salonika. In it she described the events of the past few days. At Kozani Alice found a new military hospital and new barracks, constructed a few days earlier by French engineers:

 

Lovelier still, all the necessary materials had already arrived, beds, blankets, dressing gowns, mugs, basins, bandages, lamps, etc: mostly still in packing cases in a big depot room, but all rummaged by the Turks before leaving and in a frightful mess. And the floors of the empty wings (there are four buildings forming a square) were literally knee-deep in filth. So Mme. Agyropoulo and I got some charwomen to sweep and wash all the floors and some soldiers to put up over 200 bedsteads and then for two whole days we made up those beds with mattresses, blankets, sheets and pillows. We made some ourselves and filled them up with cotton until every bed was ready. We hung up the lamps and washed the mugs and put one by each bed, also spittoons, and we put shirts and under-drawers in a cupboard for each room etc. Tino and the boys went when the King came, and so we had meals with the King who was much nearer the hospital than our house, which was right in the town, half an hour off.6

 

News then arrived of victory by the Greeks at Kailar on 26 October. Alice and her team returned to the hospital, put on their aprons and caps and slept for half an hour until the steady stream of 175 wounded began to arrive for bandaging. This work continued through the night until 6.00 a.m. Some 160 sick cases also arrived and had to be housed in a wing to themselves. After snatching sleep for an hour and a half, they returned to the hospital for more bandaging and feeding. The next day Alice endured her worst nursing experience:

Our last afternoon at Kozani was spent in assisting at the amputation of a leg. I had to give chloroform at a certain moment and prevent the patient from biting his tongue and also to hand cotton wool, basins, etc. Once I got over my feeling of disgust, it was very interesting, of course. It was not done in a special operation room but in one of the wards, screened off from the other patients, and after all was over, the leg was forgotten on the floor and I suddenly saw it there afterwards and pointed it out to Mme. Agyropoulo, saying that somebody ought to take it away. She promptly picked it up herself, wrapped it up in some stuff, put it under her arm and marched out of the hospital to find a place to bury it in. But she never noticed that she left the bloody end uncovered, and as she is as deaf as I, although I shouted after her, she went on unconcerned, and everybody she passed nearly retched with disgust – and, of course, I ended by laughing, when the comical part of the thing struck me.7

 

More wounded came in the evening, but by midnight they were in care, so Alice managed to get a whole night’s sleep. Then eight doctors and three nurses arrived from the Athens Red Cross and the two Red Cross ladies from Elassona, so by 1 November Alice was able to move on to Verria in the direction of Salonika to await more wounded men, who could later be moved to Salonika itself and then by sea to the Piraeus. Here she spent four nights with the King at a tiny station in cramped conditions, made worse by unceasing rain.

The army was marching towards Monastir and Salonika, through another narrow mountain pass. The Crown Prince advanced his men one by one along the top of the mountains, while sending a division round to cut off a Turkish retreat. From Verria Alice could see the fighting through field glasses, and, though she herself could not hear the guns, others could. Once again Alice prepared for an influx of wounded soldiers. She ended her letter with some urgency:

 

It has begun to snow on the pass I came through yesterday, by motor, and the cold here is terrible. I get neuralgia but Aspirin cuts it off in half an hour. I feel very well otherwise, but I am thinner than Louise and flat as a board; I think you would not know me any more, and yet I eat splendid hearty meals with a beautiful appetite.

I just hear that the battle is won and the Turks are running away and the wounded are beginning to come and I am off to receive them at the hospital.8

 

Alice’s two letters were copied by Victoria and widely distributed amongst the British Royal Family. Alice’s brother, Georgie, commented: ‘I have never read anything so interesting. It filled me with an intense admiration and sympathy for Alice; she has surpassed herself in bravery & tirelessness of effort.’9

Further testimony of Alice’s courage came from Schwester Anna, one of the Alice Hospital nurses, who sent a report to her hospital in Darmstadt: ‘We are becoming real soldiers. Princess Andreas is setting the finest example.’ The nurse recorded Alice telephoning from Elassona at 7.00 p.m. ‘Depart immediately and bring essential things as destitution is great.’ After a hair-raising journey across swamps, made irksome by punctures, they joined her at 11.30 a.m. the next day.10

 

Salonika fell on 9 November, the Crown Prince taking the surrender of 25,000 men. Alice entered the newly taken city as part of the King’s entourage during his grand entry two days later. Prince Nicholas was appointed Governor, while the Crown Prince, presently promoted to general honoris causa, advanced to Monastir.

At the beginning of the war, Alice had been short of helpers. Nona had immediately volunteered to come from England, and was not dissuaded by a predictable telegram from Alice reading: ‘Don’t come.’11 A Miss Boase, trained at Charing Cross Hospital, came with her. Victoria sold some jewellery and gave Nona £100 for deserving causes encountered on her travels.

Alice had settled with Andrea and the King in a villa in Salonika formerly owned by the old Sultan. She came out to greet Nona, who arrived from Athens with Queen Olga and a group of doctors and nurses on 13 November. Nona wrote back to Victoria: ‘It would make you proud to hear the way everyone speaks of Pss Alice. Sophie Baltazzi, Doctor Sava, the officers, everyone. She has done wonders and at each place she has been through has left a well organized hospital.’12

In these days Alice was sustained by a certain manic energy, as Nona observed:

Princess Alice is very thin but says she is perfectly well & I think she is now, but when the excitement is over she will be run down & feel very flat. At present she simply can’t stop doing things. Pr. A [Andrea] wants to send her back to Athens to the babies soon, but I don’t think he will succeed just yet. She is taking a tonic & I think is going to have some cocoa when she goes to bed to fatten her up a bit. She does not seem to have suffered much from the horrors she went through but of course the reaction may still come.13

 

Nona was relieved that Andrea was with them, ‘because I am sure he is very necessary as he has got such a good head on his shoulders’.14

Within a couple of days Alice and Nona were busy reorganising the hospitals in Salonika, which were very badly run. At the Jewish Hospital the patients were starving to death. Sanitary conditions were poor, and typhoid and dysentery were rife. Alice arranged a priest for each hospital as so many people were dying and needed to be buried quickly. Thirty Greek patients were then judged fit and discharged from hospital to make way for others. Immediately they set off on a three-mile walk to complain to the King. Andrea intercepted them and sent them packing.

On 23 November Nona accompanied Alice on her return to Athens for a much-needed rest. In Athens, Venizelos came to see her and made her ‘a beautiful speech . . . thanking her from himself as Prime Minister, Greek & Cretan, & from the whole ministry for all she had done. He added tactfully that of course they thanked all the other princesses, but not in the same way.’15 Venizelos told Alice there would be fighting near Jannina. She made him promise carts and horses, and set off to Previsa on 6 December to set up a hospital, which could follow closely behind the army if necessary.

And so the efforts continued, Alice and Nona arriving in Previsa in pouring rain, and inspecting improvised hospitals at Philippiada, by which time Alice was hiding behind a substantial veil because of nettle-rash.

Back in Athens, there was a row between Alice and the Crown Princess over the deployment of some of the Crown Princess’s nurses from Cairo. Unreasonably, the Crown Princess was furious when Alice sent them to Salonika, where they were desperately needed, without first obtaining the Crown Princess’s permission.

Alice herself went to Salonika, inspecting a camp for refugees and satisfying herself that the homeless were being properly fed. Alice and Nona stayed in Salonika, celebrating Christmas and the King’s birthday on the same day. Then they returned to Athens, where a Christmas brooch sent by the Tsarina awaited Alice. But, noted Nona: ‘We have not got any cards or telegram or sign of life from the Grand Duchess. It is funny that she has not sent Pss. Alice a word at all since the war broke out.’16

A week later they returned to Salonika, where the Turks were delaying signing the peace indefinitely. Alice’s children also came and were delighted to see their father – especially Cécile, who ran to Andrea despite bad seasickness on the voyage. By this time both Alice and Andrea were thoroughly run down. Alice needed shots of arsenic as a tonic, while Nona judged Andrea as bored with nothing to do and ‘awfully depressed & in such a state (inwardly) of nerves’.17

The final mission was to Epirus on 23 January. Alice intended to sort out the hospitals there, but because of the earlier row with the Crown Princess, the Crown Prince suddenly entrusted all the military hospitals in Epirus to Big George’s wife, Marie, who was only there because she was prevented from leaving by a cold. The entire staff of the hospital in Philippiada heard the Crown Prince say: ‘Why the devil is Alice coming here to mix up everything as she did in Saloniki?’18 In spite of this, the local doctors and nurses asked Alice to visit their hospitals and the work of checking, feeding patients and inspecting refugee kitchens continued apace.

At the end of February, Alice and Nona moved on to Eminaga. On 4 March there was more fighting and the next day about a hundred slightly wounded needed care. But the war news was good: three forts were taken, and on 6 March the Greeks made progress. Nona recorded:

 

At 6.30 a.m. rifle fire began all round us & we dressed in 3 seconds! We then discovered that Jannina had fallen! Why we were not shot I do not know, everyone was letting off their rifles in all directions. We stayed all that day at Eminaga feeding people, & on Friday we came here [Jannina]. It was a wonderful entry. We have seen awfully interesting things & very terrible ones also . . . We passed many bodies of Turks lying in every position. In the afternoon we went to see the prisoners & that was horrible, as many were dying from exhaustion & want of food & water. In the barracks they found 150 corpses that no one had bothered to bury.19

 

Alice and Nona witnessed the entry into Jannina, before returning to Athens. The war was finally over. A second Balkan War would follow, but Alice would be prepared with the personal experience she already had of what she called ‘all the horror’.20 She was exhausted by her experiences, but she had matured. From now on she would take wars, revolutions and other uprisings in her stride.

As a result of this war, and the Second Balkan War which followed, Venizelos negotiated substantial territorial gains and the annexation of Crete by Greece in the Treaty of London in 1913. Alice’s nursing activities were in due course recognised. In November 1913, George V decorated her with the Royal Red Cross. The citation read: ‘in recognition of her services in nursing the sick and wounded among the Greek soldiers during the recent war’.21

On 16 March Alice said goodbye to Nona, who returned to England, her job done. Two days later, the reign of George I of Greece came to an abrupt and shocking end.





11. The Murder of King George

King of the Hellenes since he was seventeen, George I had weathered many storms and, despite being forced to contemplate abdication once or twice before, he had hoped to remain king until his Golden Jubilee at the end of October 1913, when he intended to abdicate. An assassin’s hand thwarted his plan.

The King liked to take an afternoon stroll in Salonika, just as he enjoyed walking informally on his long holidays in Aix-les-Bains. Accompanied only by an equerry and two gendarmes, he was walking through the streets on the afternoon of 18 March 1913. When he reached the White Tower he turned back and passed a café from which a scruffy individual emerged and shot him in the back at close range. He died almost instantly.

The assassin was promptly arrested. The politicians feared that he might prove to be either a Bulgarian, or possibly a Turk, but he turned out to be a deranged Greek. In Athens, Venizelos, emerging from a ministerial council in a state of some emotion, said to Sir Francis Elliot: ‘It is a terrible thing to say, but it is a cause of great thankfulness that he is a Greek.’1 On 6 May the man in question, Alexander Schinas, was taken from prison to the Prefecture to be examined. He was detained on the second floor, where he sauntered towards the window and suddenly leapt on to the window ledge and hurled himself to his death thirty feet below.

Andrea, Alice and young George were at the palace when news of the King’s death arrived. They broke it to Queen Olga, and the next morning they all left together for Salonika. The Crown Prince, now Constantine I (or XII),FN58 returned to Athens and took the oath.

Politicians who had criticised George I now heaped eulogies upon him. The press did likewise. Sir Francis Elliot wrote:

 

Tragic as was the manner of the King’s death, he was at least happy in the moment of it. He had seen the edifice he had laboured to construct for fifty years crowned by the victories of his army under the leadership of his Son and Successor. He had the assurance that his dynasty was at last firmly seated upon the throne which he had often during his long reign been tempted to abandon in despair. He had seen his aspirations realized beyond his most ambitious dreams. He will live on in the memories of his people as a martyr to the national cause.2

 

Athens experienced its first royal funeral on 2 April. Alice wore the Grand Cross of the Order of the Redeemer, which the dead King had given her. Alice had always been fond of him, and likewise he had been good to her. Huge crowds gathered as his body was moved first from Salonika to Athens, and thence to the pinetree-covered hillside of Tatoï, where he was committed to the ground, all his sons throwing bunches of violets and earth into the grave.

On 13 April the King’s political will was published and well received. There was a message to the new King urging him to love his country ‘wholeheartedly’, to respect the interests of the people, to give his children a good Greek education and, moreover: ‘Be calm and never forget that you are reigning over a southern people who are easily roused and may in a moment do and say many things which they will probably forget a few hours after. For this reason never fall into a passion and never forget that it is preferable that the King should suffer rather than his people.’3

The King’s private will was not published, though its contents were soon widely known. He left no more than £80,000, most of which went to his impecunious younger sons, Andrea and Christo. The will granted Alice and Andrea an annuity of £4,000 and gave them Mon Repos, the King’s home on Corfu, with all the silver, linen and glass in it. From now on this was their home.

 

The new King came to the throne at a curious moment in his fortunes. He had lived down the defeat in the earlier war with the Turks in 1897, and in the First Balkan War was hailed as Greece’s victorious general. ‘It is astonishing how strong the Crown Prince is now,’ Nona had written. ‘Everyone has the greatest respect for him & he is wonderful here, so just & yet firm, & manages this difficult situation extremely well.’4

But no sooner had he won back general respect than he put it all at risk by embarking on an affair in the last days of the Balkan War with ‘a most unattractive femaleFN59 working in Pss Ellen’s hospital’. His father was kept in the dark, but the entire army knew. It became a considerable scandal. ‘Of course,’ noted Nona, ‘the Crown Princess has only herself to thank for all this as she had made his life unbearable for some years.’5

The situation took a strange twist when it was discovered that the Crown Princess was going to have a baby in April. Alice felt she should therefore be forgiven much of her spleen, while her astonished mother commented from England: ‘It certainly must excuse a good deal of her bad temper & touchiness, for many people are most trying & irritable at such times & if she had an inkling of her husband’s ‘goings on’, that will not have made her feel more amiable or happy.’6

Meanwhile Constantine continued his dalliance, inflicting the presence of his mistress on Alice and others of the family. Nona reported that he was ‘failing horribly, & it is such a despicable, low story’.7 However, when he ascended the throne, affairs of state precluded the new King from seeing much of his mistress.

King Constantine had two advantages over his father. First, he was wholly Greek and secondly he practised the Orthodox religion. In this respect it also helped that he was married to a wife called Sophie, as there was a myth in Greece that when a Constantine shared the throne with a Sofia, it would be a time of plentiful prosperity.

This was Sir Francis Elliot’s verdict on the new King:

 

Inferior in intelligence to his father, and wanting in his dexterous pliability, he is a man of stronger character, and may be well fitted to deal with the new problems which will arise in the new situation. It is to be hoped that there will be no conflict of opinion between him and Monsieur Venizelos, a man of equally strong character, until the development of the new Greece has been fairly started.8

 

As usual, Sir Francis had outlined the problems with some prescience.

The new Queen Sophie had a yet more complicated position. Notwithstanding the good omen of her name, the Greeks would never trust her since she was the Kaiser’s sister: they refused to accept that her relations with the Kaiser were often strained and ignored her professions of total loyalty to Greece. Her attitude only added to her difficulties. She was frequently not on speaking terms with Venizelos. Her conduct in the Balkan War had considerably annoyed Alice and Queen Olga. In December 1912, in Salonika, Andrea told Nona ‘that the row with the Crown Princess had got much worse – that she had been beastly to Alice & then had gone for him . . . I think she is really a bit mad’.9 From London, Victoria attempted to put this into perspective: ‘Sophie indulges in the true German “Empfindlichkeit”, a defect which really is at times worse than a vice. Entre nous it may have come out so strongly because she is probably somewhat jealous of Alice’s great popularity. Any how it is despicable & monstrous.’10

On 4 May Queen Sophie gave birth to her baby, Katherine,FN60 who was christened at the Crown Prince’s palace on 14 June, with George V and the entire Greek army and navy as godparents. The new princess, who was nearly twenty-three years younger than her eldest brother, Crown Prince George, completed the family of six.

In the early days of the new reign, Alice set up a hospital in Athens and paid a brief visit to Salonika in July to organise her hospital there. In August all the Royal Family left Greece for a variety of destinations, Andrea, Alice and their three children heading for Germany and then England.

Andrea was worried that if another war broke out between Greece and Turkey he might have to hurry back to Greece. He was anxious to visit his tailor and do vital shopping before that. In London, the family stayed at Mall House, Spring Gardens, where Louis lived as First Sea Lord, having lately succeeded Sir Francis Bridgeman. Victoria had the pleasure of presenting Alice’s little girls to her uncle, the Duke of Connaught, hailing him as their great-great-uncle. Horrified, the Duke exclaimed: ‘My dear, you are making an ancestor of me!’FN61 11

Andrea paid a formal visit to his cousin, George V, and returned to him his father’s Garter insignia and other British orders. On 15 October he and Alice attended the wedding of King George’s niece, Alexandra, Duchess of Fife in her own right, to Prince Arthur of Connaught at the Chapel Royal. To this wedding of another princess devoted to nursing, Alice wore white satin trimmed with embroidery.

While in London, Alice made a public appearance at the Greek Legation and toured Charing Cross Hospital and the London Hospital. During these weeks de László painted a portrait of Andrea to go with Alice’s and its progress was frequently inspected.FN62 They also found time to take the children by bus to St Paul’s Cathedral and to visit the zoo. They returned to Greece on 17 November.

 

Since 1912 Andrea’s main occupation had been his regimental duties as Colonel commanding the 3rd Cavalry. As Alice wrote: ‘For four years he was strenuously occupied in raising his regiment to the highest degree of efficiency.’12 In January 1914 he was appointed to command the Cavalry School, with a French officer underneath him.

Alice’s fourth baby was expected in early June, and her mother came from the Isle of Wight to be with her daughter at Mon Repos. The baby was late, causing Andrea to prolong his leave from the army more than once. Alice’s gynaecologist, Dr Louros, was in residence but was hardly seen except at meals, as he was busy writing a book and went out to attend other patients on the island. ‘Alice is much put out at this delay in the arrival of the baby,’ Victoria wrote to Nona. ‘They think now that the very latest date at which it can come is June 29th. It is the first time she has been mistaken in the date & has emulated Sophie, who sometimes kept people waiting a month.’13

There was good news on 26 June. ‘Well, the baby is there at last,’ wrote Victoria. ‘She (alas!) made her appearance at 6 a.m. Of course it is a disappointment her being another girl; she is a fine, healthy, large child.’14 The baby was given the name Sophia, though more usually known as Sophie. In the family they called her Tiny, because she was the ‘tiny baby’ of the family.FN63

Hardly had Sophie been born than external events caused great concern. Victoria noted: ‘The political situation is critical & may end in war, but I hope not. The worst of it is that it looks as if the Turks meant to drag on matters until their Dreadnoughts have come & then would like a war, which would be a naval one & the Greeks believe that these ships will make their enemies almost invincible.’15 In fact it was the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria at Sarajevo on 28 June that precipitated the First World War.





Appendix: The Burial of Alice

Alice’s coffin was still in the royal vault, still covered in the Greek royal standard, when, in 1976, the new Dean of Windsor, Rt. Revd Michael Mann, undertook a tour of inspection of St George’s Chapel. He was told by the Lord Chamberlain that one of his jobs was to bury Princess Alice in Jerusalem. Prince Philip gave him permission to proceed.

The Dean began by writing to the Patriarch in Jerusalem, Diodoros I, to ask if he had any objections:

 

The answer I got back was: Yes, he’d have every objection. A: She was Greek Orthodox and should be buried in a Greek Orthodox Church. B: The Church was White Russian Orthodox, and the man in charge of it was a person he found difficult. No way were they prepared to have any dealings with this. So at that point I wrote to the Russian Patriarch in Moscow, and said ‘This is the position all right, it is a White Russian Church, but this is a dying woman’s wishes. Does it really matter?’ And he wrote back a most charming letter saying ‘Of course not, they would have no objection at all.’ Then, having got this, I went back to Diodoros and said: ‘The Russians have no objection at all, do you still maintain yours?’ And he said: ‘In principle, no, but we don’t like the set-up in the White Russian Church.’ So then I got in touch with the man in charge, Archimandrite Anthony Grabbe,FN227 and he welcomed the idea.1

 

All this took some time. Negotiations were further delayed by the Queen and Prince Philip undertaking a five-day state visit to Jordan at the end of March 1984. It was deemed imprudent to advance the plans until after this visit had taken place. Completely without warning, Archimandrite Grabbe decided to pay a call on Prince Philip to discuss what he called the matter ‘of your pious concern’.2 He made the journey to Amman, and found that the royal party had moved to Aqaba. He followed them there, made his presence known to the Court Chamberlain to King Hussein and asked to meet Prince Philip. Grabbe failed to get the point across that he had come in connection with the burial. As no one knew anything about him, and time was short, he was not received. Grave offence was taken and Grabbe wrote to Prince Philip in London, telling him that he had concluded that he must have changed his mind about burying his mother in his church, expressing surprise that neither the Dean nor the local Anglican Bishop had taken the time to inform him, and ending that Prince Philip must feel free of any further obligation to him.3

The subtle negotiations of the Dean appeared to come to nought at a stroke, and after seven years they were back where they started. Prince Philip wrote personally to Grabbe, apologising for the unintentional slight and assuring him that he wished to proceed as before. He explained that he had thought the border between Jordan and Israel was closed and said he had been told that ‘there was a Russian priest who claimed to know my father. As I was in Aqaba at the time, and due to leave the following morning, I did not see what I could do about it.’4

The Dean also wrote, but Grabbe remained in high dudgeon, reiterating, amongst other grievances, his annoyance at not having been received by Prince Philip and telling the Dean that he had therefore informed his superiors, the Synod of Bishops, that the matter was closed.5 For good measure, he added that he would now be away until December.

The Dean wrote a further conciliatory letter, saying that he was most distressed and adding: ‘I have spoken to His Royal Highness The Duke of Edinburgh, who is equally upset.’6 He attempted to reassure the tricky Archimandrite on every point raised.

A further problem then arose when the Dean was telephoned by Sir Antony Acland, the Permanent Under-Secretary at the Foreign Office, telling him to drop the negotiations at once, since the burial of a royal body on the West Bank would give the Israelis the chance to exploit the issue to get the British government to recognise their occupation of the West Bank. The Dean recalled:

 

So I had a chat with Prince Philip about this, which he thought was nonsense, and so I wrote to King Hussein, with whom I had some connections and explained the situation and asked him if he would have any objection or be embarrassed politically by this. And then I got on to Evelyn de RothschildFN228 and asked him to speak to the Israeli authorities so that they didn’t make a fuss. King Hussein was charming and said they had no objection. But at that point it became very clear that if the thing succeeded, there was no way that the Duke of Edinburgh could come out to the funeral.FN229 It would have to be done very privately.7

 

Meanwhile Grabbe fell silent until November 1985. At that point he wrote to the Dean proposing that a special vault be built to house the coffin and he asked the Dean to submit plans for this and to declare how much Prince Philip might like to contribute towards its construction.8 In December the Dean wrote back with a strategic withdrawal, pointing out that with all the changes and new conditions, it was clear to him and to Prince Philip that no further purpose was likely to be achieved.

In the interim period the Dean had written a letter appealing for help to Metropolitan Filaret of the Russian Church, in New York. The letter went unanswered because the Metropolitan had died. Only some time later was the letter found amongst his papers. Meanwhile there was a local dispute in Jerusalem concerning some funds raised for the regilding of the golden domes of the convent. This had been done cheaply and, all too soon, the domes had lost their lustre. Grabbe was dismissed in January 1986 for ‘moral turpitude, gross misappropriation of church funds and unauthorized sale of church property and relics’,9 dividing the congregation at the White Russian Church, some of whom supported him, while others did not. He then formed a splinter group, which represented a latent threat to these burial plans.

The Dean pressed on undeterred and his persistence steered him into calmer waters. He contacted a friend at the Cathedral of St John the Divine in New York, Canon Edward West.FN230 He led him to Prince Theimouraz Bagration Moukhransky, President of the Orthodox Palestine Society/USA, a courteous and helpful aristocrat of the old school, and coincidentally, related to Grand Duchess Elisabeth and indeed to Alice.FN231

Prince Bagration was the perfect man to deal with all the disparate factions. Calmly and quietly, he addressed the issues and resolved them one by one. In April 1986 he was able to reassure the Dean: ‘I hope that we are finally on the good track. We have good will and discretion and with this the rest will be easier.’10

By June the Dean was providing the Prince with the measurements of the coffin and discussing means of reducing the size if necessary. By July the Prince was negotiating with the Greeks in Jerusalem, noting that they were ‘very touchy and our people have to be careful in dealing with them, observing strictly all rules of protocol’.11 By September 1987 the proposed burial of Alice had been approved by the Greek Patriarch in Jerusalem, the Bishops of the Russian Church in Exile and the Supreme Council of the Orthodox Palestine Society.

A new problem arose as to who owned the Church of St Mary Magdalen and this had to be resolved between the Russian Orthodox Church in Exile and one of its dismissed clerics. The matter went to arbitration in February 1988. Prince Bagration turned to two lawyers, Mrs Lena S. Zezulin in Washington and Mr David Martin in Jerusalem, and with exemplary skill, they helped a satisfactory agreement to be reached in July 1988.

Then there was fear that the floor in the church was not strong enough to bear the weight of the coffin. The Dean wrote to Prince Bagration: ‘I must say that this particular exercise has been fraught with delays and unforeseen difficulties and I only hope that this is the final one.’12

The Dean himself went out to Jerusalem, at a time when he had dislocated his back and had to be fork-lifted on to the aeroplane. He met the new Russian Orthodox Archimandrite, an Australian called Alexis. The Greek Patriarch told him that all would be well, provided that the coffin came to the Greek Orthodox Church first for the full burial mass and then went to the Russian Church to be interred.FN232 The Dean went to the church and saw the coffins of Grand Duchess Elisabeth and Sister Barbara lying in the main body of the church, because of their recent canonisation. The Archimandrite told him that Princess Alice’s coffin could not go there as she was not canonised, but that there were open vaults, then piled high with builder’s rubble, either side of the steps up to the church. One of these could be cleared and could serve as a place of interment. The Dean related:

 

And I thought ‘Oh Heavens’. Knowing what time scales are like, they probably wouldn’t start doing it until the coffin had actually arrived. However that was fine,FN233 and after all that, I went back and explained it to Prince Philip and said: ‘I think what I have to say is that my reconnaissance tells me that it may happen, it may not. The risk we have to take is that I may go out with the coffin and come back with it, but that is the worst that could happen. It’s worth a try.’ So he said to go ahead.13

 

The journey was as memorable as the negotiations. On the evening of 2 August, Alice’s coffin was taken privately from the royal vault of St George’s Chapel, where it had now lain for nearly nineteen years. Father Gregory came to say some prayers, and then the small group set off. They were the Dean, Alice’s daughter Princess George of Hanover, the Dean’s wife, Jill, acting as lady-in-waiting, and Christopher Kenyon, the undertaker. They took a scheduled flight from Heathrow to Jerusalem, arriving at about 4.30 a.m. They were escorted to a VIP room, where to his surprise, the Dean was asked for £100 in cash. They were met there by an Israeli undertaker and driven up the winding roads to the Mount of Olives, arriving at 6.00 a.m.

The coffin was taken straight into the church and the Greek Orthodox service began immediately, a requiem, all participants standing, as is usual in an Orthodox church. The Dean managed to get a chair for Princess George. The Patriarch then invited the party to an enormous breakfast, which seemed unending, during which the Dean presented the Patriarch with a signed photograph of Prince Philip. At about 10.30 a.m., they set off again to the Garden of Gethsemane. The final stage of Alice’s journey was as dramatic as so many other parts of her long life. The Dean recalled:

 

We found television and crowds of people there. Christopher Kenyon, on the advice of the Israeli undertaker, had in fact employed a lot of strong-arm men. Luckily the Garden is surrounded by a considerable wall and iron gates, and once we had got inside, the security men fought the press and pushed them out, and up we went. The nuns of the White Russian Orthodox Church then began the Russian Orthodox liturgy for the dead, and as they started, the Greeks rushed in and started singing. The Russians behaved immaculately. They just stopped and waited and let the Greeks sing themselves out.

Then they started the liturgy which was beautifully and movingly sung and the coffin was taken and put on the bier, and Princess George was obviously very moved and really felt that they had fulfilled her mother’s dying wishes.14

The burial safely realised after hazards innumerable, the small party attended a very long lunch. Then they checked in at their hotel. It was 3.30 p.m. and they had been on their feet for almost twenty-four hours.

 

Shortly after Alice’s burial in Jerusalem in August 1988 the Dean of Windsor wrote to Prince Theimouraz to thank him for his help, and the Prince replied: ‘The last will of Princess Alice has been executed and her children can have peace of mind.’15
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Finally, there are the well-thumbed reference books, never far from my side during the research and writing: Hugh Montgomery-Massingberd (ed.), Burke’s Royal Families of the World, Volume 1, Europe & Latin America (Burke’s Peerage, 1977) and Marlene A. Eilers, Queen Victoria’s Descendants (Rosvall Royal Books, Sweden, 1997).
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