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Foreword

Two weeks after the death of King George VI on 6 February 1952, René Massigli, Ambassador of France to the Court of St James’s, wrote a considered report on the life and reign of the late King for the information of his Foreign Minister, Maurice Schumann. ‘If the “greatness” of a King’, he wrote, ‘can be measured by the extent to which his qualities correspond to the needs of a nation at a given moment in its history, then George VI was a great King, and perhaps a very great King.’ George VI reigned through the most critical times for his House of Windsor, for his country and, indeed, for the world. Acceding to the throne in the unprecedented circumstances of his brother’s abdication, he was immediately faced by the turmoil in European politics in the years leading up to the Second World War, six years of war itself, followed by a period of austerity, social transformation and loss of Empire. Nor were public problems the only or, even for him, the most difficult with which he had to contend. He suffered from that most debilitating handicap for a man in public life, a stammer, and, arising from that, a shyness which could make public occasions painful. As if that were not enough, he succeeded a brother who had been idolized as no royal prince has been either before or since and in whose shadow he had lived almost since the day he was born. With courage, determination, dedication and a fine understanding of the nature and meaning of constitutional kingship, he succeeded in leaving to his daughter, Queen Elizabeth II, in Massigli’s judgement, ‘a throne more stable than England has known throughout almost her entire history’. At his funeral the wreath from his old companion-in-arms and Prime Minister, Winston Churchill, bore the simple inscription ‘For Valour’.

Fifty years after the King’s death, his daughter and successor celebrates her Golden Jubilee. No understanding of Elizabeth can be complete without comprehension of the degree to which she was influenced by her father. Both as a person and a sovereign, he was her role model, and there was an unprecedented continuity in ethos between the reigns of George VI and Elizabeth II. As Elizabeth completes fifty years on the throne, it is timely to review the reign of her father which formed her own concept of her role.
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1

Heritage

‘The British Crown is the greatest inheritance a man can have.’

W.E. GLADSTONE,

PRINCE Albert Frederick Arthur George of York came almost apologetically into a world largely ruled by his relations. The latest member of the British royal family had chosen to be born at 3.10 a.m. on 14 December 1895, a date traditionally held sacred in the family as ‘Mausoleum Day’, the anniversary of the death from typhoid of his German great-grandfather, Prince Albert of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, thirty-four years before, and the death from diphtheria seventeen years later of Prince Albert’s and Queen Victoria’s third child, Princess Alice of Hesse.

The first thought of the baby’s father, Prince George, Duke of York, was not so much joy at the birth of his second son as apprehension at the reaction of the child’s great-grandmother, Victoria, Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, Empress of India, then at Windsor Castle preparing to spend the dreaded anniversary in the deepest mourning. The tiny, plump, seventy-six-year-old widow exercised an influence over her family quite disproportionate to her physical stature. Her children and her grandchildren lived in awe of her; her eldest son, Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, the new-born Prince’s grandfather, still sweated with nerves when hauled over the coals by his formidable mother. From Windsor he wrote to his son, Prince George:

Grandmama was rather distressed that this happy event should have taken place on a darkly sad anniversary for us, but I think – as well as most of us in the family here – that it will ‘break the spell’ of this most unlucky date.



The Queen’s other children hastened to follow the Prince’s line, hoping to make their mother look on the bright side of the little Prince’s unfortunate birthday. Victoria’s eldest daughter, the Dowager German Empress, wrote to her mother from Berlin on 17 December:

On the one hand I thought it rather to be regretted that the dear little Baby was born on a day of such inexpressibly sad memories to us, – but on the other – it is a gift from Heaven and a very precious one … on this darkest day of your Life a ray of sunshine is sent in after years! and I like to look at it in this light!



Fortunately the Queen herself had come to the same conclusion. Entering the baby’s birth in her diary, she noted with approval: ‘Georgie’s [the Duke of York’s] first feeling was one of regret that this child should be born on such a sad day. I have a feeling it may be a blessing for the dear little boy and may be looked upon as a gift from God!’ She was further mollified by ‘Georgie’s’ tactful decision (suggested by his father as a sop to the Queen) to name the child Albert and to ask Victoria to be his godmother. She wrote to ‘Darling Georgie’:

It is a great satisfaction to us all that it should be a second boy & I need not say how delighted I am that my great wish – viz. that the little one born on that sad anniversary shd. have the dear name of Albert – is to be realised.

 	

As a mark of her extreme approval, she ordered a bust of Albert to be sent to Sandringham as a christening present for the baby Prince who was to bear his name. Most of the family did not care for the name Albert (Albert’s son, Albert Edward, always known in the family as ‘Bertie’, positively refused to be called Albert I when he succeeded his mother, dropping Albert for Edward). ‘George will be his last name,’ his maternal grandmother, Princess Mary Adelaide, wrote of the baby who was to become King George VI to his uncle, Prince Alge, ‘& we hope may some day supplant the less favoured one!’1 The baby Albert was to be unfortunate over his christening date as well as his birthday. Set for 3 February at Sandringham, it had to be postponed for the funeral of his great-uncle, Prince Henry of Battenberg, husband of Victoria’s youngest daughter Beatrice, who, having succumbed to malaria in Sierra Leone while a volunteer with the Ashanti Expeditionary Force, died on the voyage home. Once again the Queen was plunged in grief and, although everyone sympathized, one of Prince Albert’s godmothers, his great-aunt, the Grand Duchess Augusta of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, thought it was hard on the baby. ‘Rather odd’, she commented, ‘that a Babe can’t be made a Christian of, because poor Henry is dead!’ Prince Albert was finally christened in the church at Sandringham appropriately dressed in the Honiton lace christening robe used by the royal family since the birth of Victoria and Albert’s first child. His godparents represented a roll-call of royal and princely relations, including the Queen; her eldest daughter, the Empress Frederick, widow of the German Emperor and mother of Kaiser Wilhelm II; her third son, Arthur, Duke of Connaught; the Crown Prince of Denmark, the baby’s great-uncle on his grandmother’s side; Prince Adolphus ‘Dolly’ of Teck, his mother’s brother; and the Grand Duke and Duchess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz. During the ceremony Prince Albert yelled with all his might, provoking his elder brother, Prince Edward, to bawl in sympathy.

The baby’s father had wanted a girl, and said so, but the rest of the world saw the birth of his second son as a double insurance to the royal succession. ‘I am delighted that they have got their king guarded,’ the baby’s black-sheep uncle, Prince Frank of Teck, wrote to his mother, using the gaming terminology to which he was unfortunately accustomed (he was at the time on his way out to India in disgrace as a result of a huge gambling debt, which he had been unable to pay).2 The Morning Advertiser put the same point on 16 December, although in more sedate language, adding, ‘He may never be called upon, as his father was, to step into the place on the steps of the throne, vacated under such sorrowful circumstances by an elder brother. …’ Curiously, and in view of events forty years later, the birth of the baby Prince’s elder brother, Edward Albert Christian George Andrew Patrick David, the future Edward VIII, had been the occasion of a prophecy by the Labour leader, Keir Hardie, in the House of Commons, which was to prove uncannily accurate:

From his childhood onward this boy will be surrounded by sycophants and flatterers by the score and will be taught to believe himself as of a superior creation. A line will be drawn between him and the people he is to be called upon some day to reign over. In due course, following the precedent which has already been set, he will be sent on a tour round the world, and probably rumours of a morganatic alliance will follow and the end of it all will be the country will be called upon to pay the bill.

 	

Keir Hardie’s remarks were greeted by a storm of scandalized abuse, which was primly printed as usual on such occasions in the parliamentary report as ‘loud cries of “Oh! Oh!” and “Order” ’. Forty-two years later Edward VIII would abdicate in order to marry Wallis Simpson, but it was his younger brother, Prince Albert, rather than the country, who would pay the bill.

Keir Hardie was right, and not only in his prediction of Prince Edward’s destiny. The little Princes could not but be aware that, in one sense at least, they were ‘of a superior creation’. They were members of a caste with privileges and rules as rigid as the Brahmins of India, the royal families of Europe. At the time of Prince Albert’s birth there were twenty reigning monarchs in continental Europe, and he was related to all of them by ties of blood or marriage. Through his great-grandmother, Queen Victoria, and her nine children, four sons and five daughters, he was linked with the German Emperor, the Tsar of Russia and the Kings of Spain, Portugal, Belgium, Bulgaria and Romania. Through his grandmother, Alexandra, he was related to the royal families of Greece and Denmark, and his aunt, Princess Maud, would become Queen of Norway. And then there were the German relations: the princes and princesses, margraves and margravines, grand dukes and ex-Kings of Württemberg, Hanover, Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, Hesse-Darmstadt, Mecklenburg-Strelitz and Battenberg, an inextricably entangled collection to which Victoria referred as ‘the royal mob’.

Prince Albert’s grandfather, King Edward VII, was once asked whether he thought an English duke should take precedence over a minor Indian rajah. ‘Certainly not,’ he replied indignantly. While still Prince of Wales he went further and aroused the fury of the German Embassy by insisting that Kalakua, King of the Cannibal Islands (Hawaii), take precedence over his sister’s husband, the Crown Prince of Germany. The Prince’s friend, Liberal politician Sir Charles Dilke, noted in his diary:

At a party given by Lady Spencer at the South Kensington Museum, Kalakua marched along with the Prince of Wales, the Crown Prince of Germany following humbly behind; and at the Marlborough House Ball Kalakua opened the first quadrille with the Princess of Wales. When the Germans remonstrated with the Prince, he replied, ‘Either the brute is a King, or else he is an ordinary black nigger, and if he is not a King, why is he here?’3

 	

In 1903, after his accession as King Edward VII two years earlier, Britain broke off diplomatic relations with Serbia in protest at the brutal assassination of King Alexander and Queen Draga. When pressure was put on him by Germany and Italy to restore friendly relations, King Edward told them roundly that British public opinion was too outraged for him to consider it, adding:

I have another, and, so to say, a personal reason. Mon métier à moi est d’être Roi. King Alexander was also by his métier ‘un Roi’. I cannot be indifferent to the assassination of a member of my profession. … We should be obliged to shut up our businesses if we, the kings, were to consider assassination of kings as of no consequence at all. …4

 	

It was this same feeling of royalty as an exclusive profession, but a profession none the less, which would lead his grandson, King George VI, to refer to the British monarchy as ‘the family firm’.

Like most castes, royalty laid an excessive emphasis on outward forms, which, in the case of the British royal family, expressed itself in an obsessive concern with clothes, uniforms, medals and decorations. The royal eye would unfailingly detect any false note and sharp reprimands would be issued to prime ministers, duchesses, even a woodwind player at Covent Garden Opera House who had the temerity to appear in the orchestra pit wearing a black tie instead of a white one. Edward VII was a particular stickler in this respect, a characteristic which his grandson George VI would inherit to a marked degree. Once, when his Prime Minister, the absent-minded Marquess of Salisbury, appeared at a Buckingham Palace drawing-room in a curious mixture of uniforms having dressed in a hurry without the help of his valet, Edward, then Prince of Wales, fell into a literal passion. ‘Here is … Europe in a turmoil,’ he shouted, ‘ – twenty ambassadors and ministers looking on – what will they think – what can they think of a premier who can’t put on his clothes?’ Lord Salisbury coolly responded to the royal tantrum by remarking that it was a dark morning and ‘I am afraid that at the moment my mind must have been occupied by some subject of less importance.’5

Propriety in the inferior orders demanded in return a rigid code of behaviour in royalty. The royal family was not to be seen laughing in public. ‘Did you see that ridiculous Photo of them all, laughing,’ Prince Albert’s great-aunt Augusta, herself very conscious of being a descendant of George III, wrote indignantly to his mother, Princess May; ‘Lily grinning, no, too funny & not Royal!’6 Royal humour tended towards schadenfreude. As Lord Granville once quipped, wit was wasted on the royal family since nothing made them laugh like hearing one had shut one’s finger in the door. Queen Victoria, according to her biographer, Elizabeth Longford, ‘laughed immoderately’ when Napoleon III spilt coffee over his cocked hat and when Lord Kinnoull tumbled head over heels down a slope, but when her own cap was accidentally twitched off in front of Court ladies at a drawing-room, she described it as a ‘dreadful misadventure’.7 Royalty were only really free to relax with each other. ‘In our position which is so totally different from other people’s’, she advised her daughter, the Crown Princess of Germany, ‘one ought not to be left alone, without a Child or a near Relation.’ As Sir Charles Cust, King George V’s greatest friend, pointed out, royalty were a race apart: ‘there are three kinds of people in the world: blacks, whites and Royalties’.8 It might have been more accurate to say that as far as royalty was concerned, there were only two, royalties and the rest. Another royal intimate, George Gage, told Harold Nicolson that he believed royalties never saw any difference or gradations between non-royalties, and that to them the Duke of Devonshire was much the same as any other commoner.9

Within that royal caste there was a clearly defined pecking order based on criteria not only of ancient lineage but also of present power. Prime Minister Gladstone called the British throne the greatest of all inheritances; the family into which Prince Albert had been born was the most prestigious of the world’s ruling families. His great-grandmother, Victoria, was the world’s longest-serving sovereign; having ascended the throne as an eighteen-year-old girl in 1837, she was now within two years of her Diamond Jubilee in 1897, an occasion when a display of imperial pomp and power would be staged unseen since the days of the Roman Empire. As Queen of Great Britain and Ireland and Empress of India, Victoria was the titular head of an empire which included a quarter of the world’s population and nearly a quarter of its land surface, an empire whose proud boast was that the sun never set upon it. Within five years the first cracks in the unwieldy imperial edifice would appear, but in the year of Prince Albert’s birth the British Empire was at its apogee and it would last, an imperial royal heritage, into his future reign.

The British royal family was not only powerful and well connected, but it was also extremely rich: its collection of jewels was perhaps only equalled by the Russian royal family and some of the more opulent Indian princes, and its paintings, drawings and works of art were worth literally billions at Buckingham Palace in London and at Windsor Castle. While a considerable proportion of these magnificent objects, such as the Crown Jewels, the Queen’s pictures including Mantegnas, Rubens and drawings by Raphael, da Vinci, Michelangelo and Rembrandt, and buildings such as Buckingham Palace, St James’s Palace, Windsor Castle and Hampton Court, were inalienable Crown property, many of the jewels were the Queen’s personal property, as were the estates of Balmoral and Osborne and the Prince of Wales’s large country property and 300-room house at Sandringham in Norfolk. The Queen and the Prince of Wales both had very large private incomes derived from the Duchies of Lancaster and Cornwall, which with skilful investment increased in value over the years, untouched by the taxation paid by their subjects. Their comfort and luxury were ministered to by a select band of utterly loyal and devoted courtiers, drawn from the aristocracy or from well-connected, upper-class families, who looked upon Court service as an hereditary profession, and an army of servants – the royal yacht alone had 31 servants and 300 crew.

Queen Victoria represented the apex of the pyramid of this world-wide edifice of power and magnificence. After nearly sixty years on the throne she was an object of veneration and awe, not only to her family, but to her millions of subjects all over the globe. Widowed at forty-two, the Queen spent the rest of her life in mourning for the husband she had so passionately loved, preserving the rooms where he lived and died as shrines exactly as he left them; his favourite chair in his study at Windsor bore a commemorative plaque and rumour had it that she always took a pair of his flannel drawers to bed with her. All the family houses and gardens were filled with mementoes of the dead: locks of hair, fading photographs, figurines, portrait busts and statues. Victoria’s great-grandson remembered Osborne, the summer palace which Victoria and Albert had built on the Isle of Wight, as ‘the family necropolis’, so crammed was it with family relics. Victoria herself always wore mourning black; when she wanted to be specially smart, a few diamond stars would be added to the white widow’s cap with streamers which was always part of her daily attire. Her bracelets were gold chains from which hung various lockets containing the hair of her children and grandchildren, and by day she always wore round her neck a two-sided locket with portraits of her dead daughter, Princess Alice of Hesse, and of her haemophiliac son, Leopold, Duke of Albany.


All this mourning and the isolation in which she lived, added to the almost total silence with which she liked to be surrounded, must have made visiting ‘Gangan’ a depressing ordeal for her great-grandchildren. At Balmoral, the Scottish baronial castle which she and Albert had built on Deeside and which she dearly loved, she lived a life of almost mythical isolation, sometimes not seen by her Household or her few guests for days at a time, when she would retreat to the Glassalt Shiel, a small house on the estate. Her Household communicated with each other by writing notes, often of suppressed venom, and one of her principal ladies-in-waiting – Jane, Marchioness of Ely – was known as ‘Whispering Jane’, so inaudible was her voice. Balmoral was a shrine to Prince Albert (who had chosen the site because it reminded him of his native Germany), made gloomy by the dark ginger paint which covered all the panelling and woodwork, and the tartan curtains, carpets and even sofas. The Prime Minister, Lord Rosebery, once said that he had thought the drawing-room at Osborne was the ugliest room in the world until he saw the drawing-room at Balmoral. It was not only gloomy but freezing cold as the Queen loathed heated rooms. Windows were open on the coldest days and the fireplaces were left empty. The Queen’s passion for open air was such that she would go for drives in open carriages in the coldest weather (but with a bottle of whisky in a box under the driver’s seat to help keep out the cold) and, unless there was snow on the ground, she would always breakfast outside, in ‘summerhouses’ in winter, or under a tented awning in summer. At breakfast she would be attended by two Indian Khitmagars in scarlet and gold uniforms, and everything on the table would be of gold, even the egg-cup and spoon with which she ate her boiled egg.

Demanding and repressive with her Household, Victoria was astonishingly indulgent to her servants, particularly to her favourite Indians and Scotsmen. Drunkenness was rife at Balmoral – ‘the amount of whisky consumed by the servants at Balmoral was truly stupendous,’ the Queen’s Assistant Private Secretary, Sir Frederick ‘Fritz’ Ponsonby, remembered. The annual commemoration of Prince Albert, held at the cairn built in his memory on Craig Lurigan, was treated by the ghillies as an excuse to get thoroughly drunk, as was the annual ghillies’ ball presided over by the Queen, a nimble and enthusiastic dancer. In contrast rules for the Household and the royal family when visiting were extremely stiff. The Queen could not bear smoking, which, as Ponsonby pointed out, was curious since ‘all her family smoked like chimneys’. No one was allowed to smoke in any part of Osborne where a whiff might reach the royal nostrils. At first a smoking-room was built in the garden there, unconnected with any part of the house; then it was allowed in the billiards-room only. Statues of the Queen’s much-indulged Scottish servant, John Brown (wrongly rumoured to have married her secretly), who had been thoroughly and deservedly hated by the royal family and Household, stood in the grounds as a memorial to her devotion to him.

‘Gangan’s’ world of silent gloom was in dark contrast to the ‘perpetual sunlight’ with which the lives of Prince Albert’s paternal grandparents seemed to their grandchildren to be bathed. The Prince of Wales, the Queen’s eldest son and heir to the throne, was fifty-four when Prince Albert was born. He was almost bald, his fair beard turning grey, and he had become exceedingly stout, a fact concealed as far as possible by his excellent tailor. Despite his weight, which was due entirely to over-indulgence in food, he walked swiftly on his sturdy legs, invariably followed by his scruffy and aggressive brown and white terrier, Caesar, which was given to attacks upon the trousers of even the most exalted members of his master’s Household. Restless and easily bored, the Prince of Wales remained full of a zest for life and a relentless capacity for enjoyment, at which, since his formidable mother had allowed him to do nothing else for the past thirty or so years of his life, he had become something of an expert. He was an enthusiastic and hearty eater, his appetite for food, rich and in quantity, unaffected by the huge cigars and large numbers of Egyptian cigarettes which he smoked. By the time he sat down to breakfast he had already smoked two cigarettes and one cigar, while by dinner he would often have got through twenty more cigarettes, which he smoked exhaling reflectively through his nose, and twelve more large cigars. Despite this, on shooting days at Sandringham he would devour platefuls of bacon and eggs, haddock and chicken, and buttered toast, in a matter of minutes. An hour or so later out shooting he would fortify himself with hot turtle soup, and at half-past two a large luncheon. At tea in the saloon, he would tackle poached eggs, petits fours, preserved ginger, rolls, scones, hot tea-cakes, sweet cakes and his favourite Scottish shortbread. Some three hours later at dinner at half-past eight, he would confront at least twelve courses, taking a considerable portion of each. He was relatively abstemious, however, where alcohol was concerned, drinking only a few glasses of champagne with dinner, rarely anything else, and sometimes a glass of brandy afterwards, port almost never.

Women were only allowed one glass of wine each as he hated to see their faces flushed with alcohol. Women were his passion and his weakness, and in his earlier years as Prince of Wales his succession of mistresses had outraged the British public who adored the Princess of Wales. Even in his later years, when the Hon. Mrs George Keppel had become his established favourite, he continued to enjoy casual encounters with willing women in Paris, Marienbad, Homburg and Baden-Baden. For the Prince of Wales, as for his eldest grandson, Prince Edward, women helped to assuage his restlessness and exorcise the ever-present spectre of boredom. Although far from a fool, he was no intellectual; he never read a book and abominated intellectual conversation, particularly at dinner, where he preferred to be entertained with jokes, funny stories or gossip, preferably whispered in his ear by a beautiful woman. He liked the company of millionaire financiers such as Sir Ernest Cassel, smart racing aristocrats and court jesters and, at this stage in his life, his public image was of a pleasure-loving prince with a taste for buffoonery. His mother’s favourite Prime Minister, Disraeli, habitually referred to him with a tinge of light contempt, as ‘Prince Hal’.

Within the family and Household, however, the Prince was held in some awe. He could be formidable and possessed in full measure the famous ‘Hanoverian spleen’, an explosive temper which his grandson, Prince Albert, would inherit. When angry he would ‘roar like a bull’ and indulge in extravagant gestures. His fits of temper were often prompted by the most minor accidents, as on one occasion at dinner when he accidentally splashed his starched shirt front with spinach. When rubbing with his napkin failed to remove the spot and only made it worse, he dunked the napkin furiously in the spinach and rubbed it all over his shirt. On another occasion, when one of his grandchildren irritated him by fidgeting and accidentally knocking something off the table, he roared ‘Damn you, boy!’ and hurled a huge melon to the floor.

Prince Albert’s grandmother, Alexandra, had captivated the British public since the day in 1863 when, hailed by Tennyson as ‘the Sea King’s daughter from across the sea’, she had arrived from Denmark to marry the heir to the British throne. One of three beautiful daughters of Prince Christian of Schleswig-Holstein-Sonderburg-Glücksburg, who succeeded to the Danish throne later that same year as King Christian IX, Alexandra had natural chic and style and a slim, athletic figure, which she was to bequeath to her grandson, Prince Albert. The children of her family had all been athletic and brought up on gymnastics – Alexandra sometimes demonstrated her athleticism by performing le grand jeté. She loved riding and was a very proficient horsewoman and an excellent, though reckless, whip, who liked to drive her phaeton and pair as fast as they would go. She had been brought up in comparative poverty in a happy family background, where she had received education in French, English and religion but little else. The Danish royal family were exceptionally close and remained so throughout their lives, as Queen Victoria, commenting on the quarrelsomeness of royalty in general, noted rather enviously: ‘… one remarkable exception is the Danish Royal Family; they are wonderfully united – and never breathe one word against each other, and the daughters remain as unspoilt and as completely Children of the Home as when they were unmarried. I do admire this. …’

Alexandra’s beauty was matched by her high spirits and a tomboyishness encouraged by her family’s passion for practical jokes. Like her husband, she was restless, gregarious and completely unintellectual; the tragedy of her life was to be her deafness from otosclerosis, which she inherited from her mother, Princess Louise of Hesse-Cassel. With her third pregnancy in 1867, when she caught rheumatic fever which left her with a pronounced limp, Alexandra became increasingly deaf. Her deafness cut her off from the social life which was her husband’s chief interest and, although she put up a brave pretence of hearing everything that was said to her and was an excellent and lively hostess, her disability, combined with her natural inclinations, tended to make her home, her children, her horses, dogs and other animals the centre of her life. She had beauty, goodness, sympathy, charm and intuition, but she had very little brain, and her husband, who liked the company of clever women, turned to them for amusement. Alexandra tolerated this, perhaps because she had no alternative. She was none the less surprised by it, as her artless remark on the subject to Margot Asquith showed: ‘But I thought I was so-o-o beautiful. …’10 Childlike by nature, she remained exceptionally youthful-looking into old age, a physical trait which her two eldest grandsons were to inherit.

Edward and Alexandra had six children: three boys, Albert Victor, George and Alexander, who lived only a few hours, and three girls, Louise, Victoria and Maud, known collectively as ‘the Hags’. That Prince George should have been in direct line of succession to the throne was due to a tragedy which turned out to be a very fortunate accident for the British monarchy. Born in June 1865, he was not the first but the second son of Edward and Alexandra. His elder brother, Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence and Avondale, always called Eddy, who was born prematurely in January 1864, appeared destined to be the heir to the throne. But as Prince Eddy grew up, it became apparent even to his doting parents that he was poor material for kingship. He was a seven-month child, always delicate; unkind courtiers described him as ‘practically wanting’. Taller and thinner than his brother George, he had brown wavy hair, large slightly protuberant eyes and an excessively long neck, which, as he grew up, he tried to conceal by wearing a very high starched collar (matched by starched cuffs so that he was nicknamed ‘Collar and Cuffs’). Always in delicate health, Prince Eddy grew up backward, lazy and uninterested in anything except polo, which he was too indolent to practise, and sex. He and Prince George shared a girl whom they kept in St John’s Wood, but, where Prince George showed a reasonable restraint, Prince Eddy’s pursuit of physical pleasure landed him in hot water and alarmed his parents. He was despatched to India in the autumn of 1889 to keep him out of trouble, but not before he had managed to catch a mild form of venereal disease. In view of his ardently heterosexual nature it was, therefore, somewhat unfair that his name should have been publicly mentioned in the autumn and winter of 1889 in connection with the unsavoury Cleveland Street case, involving Society figures – one of whom, Lord Arthur Somerset, was a friend of the Prince of Wales’s and superintendent of the Prince’s stables – and a male brothel. If Prince Eddy had, indeed, visited Cleveland Street with one of the accused aristocrats, Lord Euston, it was under the mistaken impression that it was offering poses plastiques, the female striptease of the day.11 When not in pursuit of more plebeian pleasure, Prince Eddy managed to fall in love with an unsuitable princess, Hélène, daughter of the Comte de Paris, pretender to the French throne. Hélène offered to give up her Catholic religion in order to marry Prince Eddy, but her father, backed by the Pope, refused to allow it. Prince Eddy’s escapades and the public scandal of the Cleveland Street case were to have a very marked effect on Prince George’s attitude to his sons when they were young men, when he was to show an almost obsessive fear of their falling into unsuitable entanglements.

The question of a suitable marriage for Prince Eddy was clearly becoming urgent when the royal family’s thoughts turned to the twenty-four-year-old Princess May of Teck. She was poor, but none the less descended on her mother’s side from George III; her only disadvantage as the wife to the heir to the throne lay in her morganatic blood on her father’s side. Prince Franz, Duke of Teck, was looked upon as tainted by the morganatic marriage of his father, Duke Alexander of Württemberg, who would otherwise have been heir apparent to the reigning King of Württemberg, to the Hungarian Countess Claudine Rhedey of KisRédé. Duke Alexander’s marriage had ended in tragedy when his wife was thrown from her horse while watching a military review near Vienna and trampled to death by a charging cavalry squadron. She was buried in the mountains of Transylvania whence her family came, in the little church of Erdó Szent-György. To the caste-conscious royalties of Europe, however, romance was no substitute for legitimate royal blood, and when it was suggested to the Empress Augusta of Germany that her brother, the Duke of Schleswig-Holstein, a worthless individual whom Queen Victoria called ‘that odious Gunther’, might marry Princess May, she was much offended and declared that ‘her Brother would not dream of making such a messalliance!!!’ Princess May’s membership of the exclusive royal club was honorary, due to her mother’s father’s royal blood and, as her biographer James Pope-Hennessy put it, ‘though the life-members of this exclusive club were kind and courteous to her, they were well aware of the difference between a Serene Highness [like her father, Franz of Teck] and a Royal one’. Then she was relatively poor and only a very rich member of the English peerage could afford to marry her. She was, as Pope-Hennessy said, ‘Too Royal to marry an English gentleman and not Royal enough for Royalty.’12 More important, perhaps, than her imperfect royalty, was that the percipient Queen Victoria liked her, pronouncing her after a ten-day inspection at Balmoral in November 1891 ‘a superior girl, – quiet and reserved till you know her well – … & so sensible and unfrivolous. …’13 A month later during a house-party at Luton Hoo, home of the Danish Minister, Baron von Falbe, Prince Eddy proposed to Princess May and was accepted.

For a woman like Princess May, high-principled and inhibited, marriage to a weak, indolent but passionate man like Prince Eddy could only have led to the deepest unhappiness. There were signs that she was beginning to have doubts herself, asking her mother anxiously, ‘Do you think I can really take this on, Mama?’ Fate, however, intervened. While Princess May and her parents were staying with the Prince and Princess of Wales at Sandringham in January 1892, Prince Eddy felt unwell while out shooting on the 7th, the day before his twenty-eighth birthday. Two days later his illness was diagnosed as influenza with incipient pneumonia and by the 13th he was delirious. While the dying young man raved, his parents, brother, sisters and fiancée sat in the small sitting-room next to his own claustrophobic little bedroom. For Princess May the ordeal was made worse by the fact that in his delirium Prince Eddy frequently referred to his love for Hélène, and his shouts of ‘Hélène, Hélène,’ echoed through the rooms and down the passages. At 9.35 on the morning of 14 January, only a week after he had been taken ill, it was all over. The heir to the throne of England was dead.

‘The dear girl looks like a crushed flower,’ Queen Victoria noted of the bereaved Princess May, although, the shrewd old Queen wrote, the Princess had ‘never been in love with poor Eddy’.14 Whatever Princess May’s doubts about Prince Eddy, she would not have been human had she not been bitterly disappointed that the glittering dream of being Queen of England had abruptly vanished. The abiding passion of her life was and would always be the British monarchy and the royal family to which, as a great-grand-daughter of George III, she belonged. There were practical problems too as her aunt and confidante, the Grand Duchess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, was not slow to point out. Princess May’s parents were wildly extravagant and permanently broke and had even, at one point in Princess May’s girlhood, had to take the time-honoured expedient of going abroad to avoid creditors and reduce expenditure. ‘What will happen about the Trousseau!’ the Grand Duchess wrote, ‘who will pay for it and for all the expenses incurred? this is a very serious consideration … it is hard enough to lose poor Eddy but to be still more ruined, cannot be expected!’15

The sudden death of Prince Eddy sent a shock wave through not only his immediate family but also his grandmother’s dominions. The male succession to the throne no longer seemed secure, since his only brother, Prince George, was also unwell, suffering the after-effects of an attack of typhoid. The royal family quickly made up its mind: ‘Georgie’ must marry immediately and the best candidate to hand was Princess May. Only Princess May seemed shocked at the idea. After a miserable stay with her dead fiancé’s grief-stricken parents at Compton Place, Eastbourne, over the period which should have included her wedding day (27 February), when they generously presented her with the magnificent diamond rivière which was to have been their wedding present to her, she went abroad with her parents, refusing to return to England because of rumours of her engagement to Prince George. The Prince of Wales and Prince George, however, later visited the Tecks at Cannes; a few weeks later a fire at Strelitz, where Princess May and her mother were staying, symbolically destroyed all the photographs she possessed of Prince Eddy. At the end of November she and Prince George were together at Sandringham for the morbid anniversary of her engagement to Prince Eddy, 3 December. In the meantime, the only other serious candidate for Prince George’s hand, the pretty, flirtatious ‘Missy’ (Princess Marie of Edinburgh), had been pushed by her pro-German mother into a far less glittering match with the Hohenzollern heir to the throne of Romania. At Christmas Prince George and Princess May exchanged presents and heartfelt letters about Eddy; on 3 May 1893 they were engaged and two months later they were married. They spent their honeymoon at York Cottage, Sandringham, the Prince of Wales’s wedding gift to his son, an odd place for the young couple to choose under the circumstances. ‘The young people go to Sandringham to the Cottage after the Wedding wh. I regret & think rather unlucky & sad,’ Queen Victoria commented.16

The marriage aroused unkind comment as Prince George and Princess May were aware. ‘… people only said I married you out of pity and sympathy,’ Prince George wrote to his wife years later; ‘that shows how little the world really knows what it is talking about.’ The world saw only a shy, inhibited couple who showed little affection for each other in public, but in private they were writing each other touching love letters. Shortly before their marriage on 6 July 1893, Princess May wrote to her future husband:

I am very sorry that I am still so shy with you, I tried not to be so the other day, but alas failed, I was angry with myself! It is so stupid to be so stiff together & really there is nothing I would not tell you, except that I love you more than anybody in the world, & this I cannot tell you myself so I write it to relieve my feelings. …

 	

Prince George replied the same day:

Thank God we both understand each other, & I think it really unnecessary for me to tell you how deep my love for you my darling is & I feel it growing stronger & stronger every time I see you; although I may appear shy & cold. …17

 	

This inability to show the love they truly felt was to have serious consequences in their relationship with their children.

At the time of his marriage and, indeed, during the years in which his elder children were born, Prince George was a naval officer. A naval career was the only one he had ever contemplated and been trained for until his brother’s death placed him in direct line of succession to the throne. Since birth, he had been brought up in close tandem with Prince Eddy, acting as a stiffener for his brother’s indolent nature. His father, the Prince of Wales, remembering with bitterness the ferociously strict educational regime to which he had been subjected by his parents, had determined that his sons should not be made to suffer in the same way. The result was that the two boys had only the most rudimentary education under their tutor, Mr (later Canon) Dalton, described by Prince George’s biographer as ‘a muscular Christian’ who ‘would ask after their dogs, while he slipped in a useful historical fact or a moral saw’.18 One of Prince George’s fondest memories of his tutor was of him teaching his brother and himself archery and allowing them to shoot at him as if he were a running deer. It is hardly surprising, therefore, that when Prince George was eleven years old, Mr Dalton was forced to admit that the boys’ educational standard was below that of their contemporaries at private school. Instead of sending them to public school which might have widened their knowledge, the two Princes were sent for two years as naval cadets on the training ship Britannia (forerunner of the Royal Naval College at Dartmouth) and then for a two-year cruise round the world in HMS Bacchante. By the year of Prince Albert’s birth, the thirty-year-old Prince had been in the Navy since adolescence and that disciplined, blinkered, masculine world had formed his whole experience. Even after he left the Service in 1898, the habits, routine and outlook he had learned in it continued to regulate his daily life. His oldest and best friends continued to be the friends he had made while in the Navy and, in his son’s words, ‘he retained a gruff, blue-water approach to all human situations, a loud voice, and also that affliction common to Navy men, a damaged ear-drum’.19 Through the Navy he had acquired a salty sense of humour, a fondness for such unroyal expressions and expletives as ‘damn fool!’, and a lifelong habit of consulting the barometer first thing in the morning and last thing at night.

Facially he resembled his father with bright blue, slightly prominent eyes and fair hair; he also inherited his father’s physical agility, although he never acquired his father’s bulk, his weight remaining more or less at ten stone throughout his adult life. He shared his father’s short-fuse temper whenever orders he had given were misunderstood or arrangements he had sanctioned went awry. Where his father would ‘roar like a bull’, Prince George would explode. Sir Derek Keppel, the Master of his Household, would recall: ‘He would call me every name under the sun, but always, as I was leaving the room after an “explosion”, he would call me back and make his peace with, “Derek, did you ever hear this story?” ’20 He did not inherit his father’s supreme self-confidence, which had survived all Victoria’s attempts to dent it, or the tactful charm and instinct for doing the right thing, which was to make Edward VII a force in European diplomacy. His father was the dominant influence on his life as he himself was to be, directly or indirectly, upon the life of his son, Prince Albert, until the latter’s marriage. As his biographer put it:

Prince George’s devotion to his father was from first to last tinged with something more than reverence, something more approaching to awe. Kindly, tolerant, sympathetic and sunny as was the Prince’s nature, his power to inspire fear increased as his political influence and reputation grew; and no one can read through the letters which Prince George wrote to him from childhood to middle age without observing how dominant was this condition, how constantly he subordinated not only his inclinations but his whole nature to his father’s.21

 	

Prince George’s cousin, ‘Drino’ Carisbrooke, said somewhat unkindly that King Edward’s affection for George was due to the fact that the latter was prepared to be his complete slave. Edward was, said Carisbrooke, ‘horrible’ to his daughters, and Princess Louise was so frightened of him that she would faint in the carriage on her way to Buckingham Palace.22

Prince George regarded his father with reverential awe, but he adored his beautiful mother and their relationship was exceptionally close. Even when he was grown up he would read aloud to his mother during her evening ritual of hair-brushing and would say his prayers with her as if he were still a child. The whimsically affectionate terms of their letters to each other read embarrassingly today; it was, as Alexandra’s biographer points out, the eternal nursery world of Peter Pan, except that in their case it was not the boy who refused to grow up but the mother who would not allow him to do so, expressed in Alexandra’s hope that ‘I shall always find my little Georgie quite the same and unchanged in every respect’. This was written when ‘little Georgie’ was nineteen; six years later, when he was twenty-five and commanding a gunboat, she ended a letter to him ‘with a great big kiss for your lovely little face’. Her son responded in kind: ‘I wonder who will have that sweet little room of mine, you must go and see it sometimes and imagine that your Georgie dear is living in it’, appealing to her to ‘think sometimes of your poor boy so far away but always your devoted and loving little Georgie’.23 This sickly terminology was not uncommon at the time; it was, moreover, a feature of the Danish royal family’s correspondence, which was always liberally sprinkled with ‘dear little’ or ‘poor little’ followed by a diminutive. Alexandra was not only extremely maternal, but she was also demanding and possessive towards her children in a way that she never was towards her husband. Six months after Prince Eddy’s death Alexandra, always known to her children as ‘Mother dear’, wrote to her son: ‘You know my Georgie that you are everything to us now – & must give us double affection for the one that has gone before us!’; again, shortly before his engagement, the thought of which filled her with unconscious jealousy, she wrote of ‘the bond of love between us – that of Mother & child – which nothing can ever diminish or render less binding – & nothing & nobody can or shall ever come between me & my darling Georgie boy’.24

It was hardly an encouraging prospect for a future wife. It was not difficult for Alexandra to retain her hold over ‘darling Georgie’. To him everything about his mother was perfect, as was everything about his family and childhood. The Wales children, George, Eddy and his three sisters, Victoria, Maud and Louise, had been and continued to be in adulthood a mutual admiration society; after her marriage, therefore, Princess May had not only to contend with a constant and concealed tug-of-love over her husband with her mother-in-law, but with her sisters-in-law as well, particularly Victoria and Louise, who constantly denigrated her. ‘Poor May, with her Württemberg hands,’ Princess Louise, Duchess of Fife, would sigh theatrically,25 while Prince George’s unmarried and favourite sister, Princess Victoria, whom he described as ‘my sweet angel of a sister’, used her daily telephone conversations with her brother as a channel for disparaging remarks about his wife and, later, for trouble-making gossip about his children.

It says a great deal for Princess May’s fortitude of spirit that she endured the veiled hostility and sometimes downright unkindness of her in-laws without complaining. Fortitude had been bred into her in her upbringing with the Teck family. Her parents, otherwise devoted to each other, were always squabbling, as were her three younger brothers; Princess May, as the eldest child and only daughter, had to keep the peace. Her shyness, which had been a torture to her since childhood, was exacerbated by the exuberant behaviour of her mother, Princess Mary Adelaide, who attacked life with the same delighted avidity with which she revelled in a cream bun, ‘r-r-rich c-r-ream’ the Princess would say, rolling her rs lusciously. The Princess adored food, as she loved all the good things in life, and by the age of twenty-four the American Ambassador to the Court of St James’s had estimated that she must have weighed some 250 pounds. Her bulk caused her self-conscious daughter agonies of embarrassment; at Madame Taglioni’s dancing classes in Connaught Square the other children would giggle when they saw that Princess Mary Adelaide needed two gilt chairs instead of one to sit upon. Princess Mary Adelaide made things worse by talking about May’s shyness in public, emphasizing it and pressing her daughter to match her own excessive volubility. The more she did this, the more Princess May would retreat into her shell. Her father’s behaviour was equally embarrassing to her. Prince Franz of Teck was extremely touchy about his honour and position and would fly into violent public rages, which his family termed ‘breezes’, if he thought himself slighted. Both he and his wife were childishly extravagant about money. Princess May found her father’s insistence on having far more servants than he could afford, his lack of a sense of proportion about trifling matters and his consequent public tantrums extremely distressing. ‘Poor man,’ she wrote of him, ‘if only he was less proud and foolish about that sort of thing, what can it matter how many servants one has as long as one can live comfortably?’26 Poor Princess May was born to be a ‘grown-up’. Intelligent, warm-hearted, longing to be loved and appreciated but vulnerable to criticism and inhibited in her capacity for self-expression, she was not to blossom as a personality until the days of her widowhood.

Nor could she feel at home at Edward and Alexandra’s Court, where ‘romps’ and ‘rags’ were the order of the day, apple-pie beds were made and soda-siphons squirted. When the Wales children were young they had taken part in all this boisterous horse-play, egged on by their mother who encouraged them to crawl about under the table at luncheon pinching the guests’ legs, once mistaking those of the Prime Minister, Disraeli, for their usual victim, Christopher Sykes. Even when she became Queen, Alexandra did not give up her family’s passion for practical jokes and on one occasion made her nephew, Prince Christopher of Greece, dress up in the outfit Queen Victoria had worn in the days of her youth to open the Great Exhibition in Paris under Napoleon III. Arrayed in this with a feathered bonnet on his head, and equipped with a lace parasol, ‘Christo’ was trooped by the Queen through the corridors of Buckingham Palace, past scandalized servants, to entertain his sick aunt, the Dowager Empress of Russia. Among the Danish royal family and their offshoots, the Greeks, the special joke was to make funny noises and yell if they saw anyone trying to write a letter. There were no ‘in’ jokes to play on anyone bold enough to read a book since none of them did. Princess May’s sense of restraint and dignity, said her lifelong friend and lady-in-waiting, Mabell, the Countess of Airlie, recoiled from what she herself described as the ‘surfeit of gold plate and orchids’ of the life at her father-in-law’s Court. As a result people criticized her and said she was dull and boring, of which she was well aware, writing sadly of herself to her old governess and friend, Mademoiselle Bricka, as ‘old me who am always criticised and generally condemned’. The result of this treatment was to make her withdraw even further into her shell, as Lady Airlie, who had known her as a child, discovered when she joined her Household in 1902:

Even as a girl she had been shy and reserved, but now her shyness had so crystallised that only in such moments of intimacy [on greeting the recently widowed Lady Airlie with tears in her eyes] could she be herself. The hard crust of inhibition which gradually closed over her, hiding the warmth and tenderness of her personality, was already starting to form.27

 	

For Prince Albert and his brothers and sister, like many upper-class children of their day, their parents were ‘Olympian figures’, part of a dimly perceived, grown-up universe. For them the real world was their nursery and the servants and nurses who looked after them at York Cottage, Sandringham.








Acknowledgements

I am most grateful to Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II for her gracious permission to quote from previously unpublished letters by King George VI and from material in the Royal Archives.

I am most grateful to Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother for gracious assistance provided by Clarence House and for permission to quote from previously unpublished letters as well as other copyright material.

Many people have helped me in my research for this book, some of whom would prefer not to be named. I respect their wishes and thank them for their kindness. Among those who have been particularly generous with their help and advice I should like to thank first of all Hugo Vickers, whose expert knowledge on aspects of this subject has been invaluable and freely given. The Countess of Longford gave me much-needed encouragement at the start of the project and provided me with introductions; General Sir John Hackett gave me guidance in the military field; Professor John Charmley’s knowledge of British archives and Professor Douglas Johnson’s of French sources were of great assistance as was the help which Professor Arthur Schlesinger, Jr, gave with introductions to archives in the United States. Dr Hugh L’Etang kindly provided guidance in the medical field; Kenneth M. Duke gave me the benefit of his knowledge of the captured German documents; Leonard Miall his advice on broadcasting while David Williamson provided expert advice on European royalty and on the Family Tree featured on the endpapers of this book.

I am extremely grateful to the following people for help generously given in interviews, permission to quote from copyright material in their possession, information and advice: The Lady Priscilla Aird; Michael Bloch; John Blythe; Lord Bonham-Carter; Professor D. Cameron Watt; the Earl of Carnarvon; Professor Sir Raymond Carr; Barbara Cartland; The Hon. Sir Edward Cazalet; the late Mrs Thelma Cazalet-Keir; M.L.R. Chambers; Lord Charteris of Amisfield; Peter Coats; Baron Geoffroi de Courcel; Nicholas Courtney; Lord Crathorne; The late Helen, Lady Dashwood; The Hon. Malcolm Davidson; Lord Deedes; Dorothy Dickson; Professor David Dilks; Lady Donaldson; The Marchioness of Douro; Grace, Countess of Dudley; Nick Duval; Baroness Elliot of Harwood; The Hon. Mrs David Erskine; Margaret Fawcus; Robert Fawcus; The Dowager Lady Fermoy; Lady Fielden; Kyril Fitzlyon; The Rt Hon. Michael Foot MP; M.R.D. Foot; Alastair Forbes; Sir Edward Ford; General Sir David Fraser; Alastair Goodlad MP; Cecilia Goodlad; Professor Doris Kearns Goodwin; The Hon. Lady Goulding; Dr Malcolm Graeme; Lord Graves; Henry Carron Greig; John Grigg; The Viscount Hambleden; The Dowager Viscountess Hambleden; the late Professor Sir Keith Hancock; Lord Hardinge of Penshurst; Duff Hart-Davis; Sir Rupert Hart-Davis; The Hon. John Harvey; Charles Higham; The Rt Hon. the Lord Home of the Hirsel; Anthony Howard; the late Lady Lorna Howard; Philip Howard; Derek Hudson; Lieutenant-General Sir Ian Jacob; Professor Denis Judd; Peter Kemp; Lord Keyes RN (retd); Sir Hector Laing; Mrs Derek Lawson; Evelyn Laye; The Hon. Lady Lindsay of Dowhill; Sir David Llewellyn; The Rt Hon. the Earl of Longford; Eileen Macleod; Mrs Susan Lowndes Marques; Brian Masters; Professor John P. Matthews; Vice-Admiral Sir Ian McGeoch; David Metcalfe; Dr R.K. Middlemas; Captain George Mitchison; Major-General the Viscount Monckton of Brenchley; The Viscount Montgomery of Alamein; the late Dr H. Montgomery Hyde; The Hon. Lady Mosley; Nigel Nicolson; Sir Gordon Pirie; The Hon. Shaun Plunket; Count Poklewski-Koziell; Stuart Preston; Dr David Reynolds; Robert Rhodes James MP; Neil Roger; Kenneth Rose; Anthony Rota; The Dowager Duchess of Rutland; Lady George Scott; Lady William Scott; The Rt Hon. the Earl of Selkirk; Francis Sitwell; David Smith-Dorrien; Baroness Soames; John Stefanidis; Captain J.S. Stevens RN (retd); Dr Gerald Swyer; Michael Thornton; J.C. Trewin; M.T. Turnbull; Peter Vansittart; Christopher Warwick; the late Francis Watson; Dr Jack Weir; Lady Wheeler-Bennett; Professor Frank Whitford; The Rt Hon. the Lord Wilson of Rievaulx; Captain A.V. Yates RN (retd); Philip Ziegler.

Lastly, I would like to express my great gratitude to my publishers, to George Weidenfeld, Bud Maclennan and Christopher Falkus; to my editor, Linda Osband; to my agent, Pat Kavanagh; to my researchers, Saul Kelly and Padraic Sweeney; to Douglas Matthews who compiled the index; and most of all for the support and encouragement which he has given me over more than four years on this book, to my husband, William Ward.

For their invaluable help in the relevant archives and libraries, I am grateful to the following:

Oliver Everett, Librarian and Assistant Keeper of the Royal Archives, Windsor; the Keeper and staff of the Public Record Office, Kew; Dr B.S. Benediksz, Sub-Librarian Special Collections, University of Birmingham; Dr Alan Borg, Director, Mr Roderick Suddaby, Keeper of the Department of Documents, and Mrs Margaret Brooks, Keeper of the Department of Sound Records, the Imperial War Museum; Mrs Jean M. Buckberry, College Librarian and Archivist, Royal Air Force College, Cranwell; J.D. Brown, Head of Naval Historical Research, Ministry of Defence; John Hamill, Grand Librarian and Curator to the Library and Museum of the United Grand Lodge of England; Michael Hyde, Secretary, and Gilles Desmons, the Industrial Society; the staff of the Photographic Administration, British Library Newspaper Library, Colindale; the Hans Tasiemka Archive, London; Dr A.P.W. Malcolmson and the staff of the Public Record Office of Northern Ireland; Dr David M. Smith, Director, Borthwick Institute of Historical Research, University of York; Dr Penelope Bulloch, Librarian, Balliol College, Oxford; Dr John Tanner, former Director of the Royal Air Force Museum; Air Commodore H. Probert, Head of the Air Historical Branch (RAF); Melanie Aspey, Archivist, News International plc Record Office; R.C. Yorke, Archivist of the College of Arms; Correlli Barnett, Keeper, and Elizabeth Bennett, Archivist, Churchill Archives Centre, Churchill College, Cambridge; D.J. Butler, County Archivist, Durham County Record Office. R.C. Trebilcock, Librarian, and Mrs P.A. Judd, Assistant Librarian, Pembroke College, Cambridge; Mrs Sarah Tyacke, Keeper, Dr R.C. Snelling and Dr Christopher Wright, Department of Manuscripts, British Library; Mrs Mary Clapinson, Keeper of Western Manuscripts, and Helen Langley, Assistant Librarian, Bodleian Library, Oxford; Patricia Methven, Archivist, Liddell Hart Centre for Military Archives, King’s College, London; Alison Cowden, Institute of United States Studies; A.J. Farrington, Deputy Director, and David Blake, European Manuscripts Section, India Office Records; Christopher Rowell, Historical Buildings Adviser, National Trust; Eric Freeman, Librarian, Wellcome Institute for the History of Medicine; the Clerk of the Records, House of Lords, and the Trustees of the Beaverbrook Foundation; Brenda Mee, Higher Library Executive, House of Commons Library; Douglas Matthews and the staff of the London Library; Dr E.G.W. Bill, Librarian, and Melanie Barber, Deputy Librarian, Lambeth Palace Library; Mark Jones, Manager, and the staff of the BBC Sound Archives.

Monsieur Jean Batdebat, Ministre Plenipotentiaire Directeur des Archives & de la Documentation, Archives des Affaires Etrangères, Quai d’Orsay; Monsieur Georges Dethan, Conservateur en Chef, Chef de la Division Historique, Ministère des Affaires Etrangères.

John Wickman, Director, Dr Martin M. Teasley, Assistant Director, and James W. Leyerzapf, Supervisory Archivist, the Dwight D. Eisenhower Library; Dr Elizabeth Valkenier, literary executor of the papers of TRH Prince Paul and Princess Olga of Yugoslavia, and Ellen Scaruffi, Curator, Bakhmeteff Archive, Columbia University; Louise T. Jones, Manuscripts and Archives Librarian, Historical Society of Pennsylvania; John N. Jacob, Archivist Librarian, George C. Marshall Foundation; Sally M. Marks, Reference Services Branch, National Archives and Records Administration, Washington, DC; Emil P. Moschella, Chief, FOIPA Section, Records, Federal Bureau of Investigation; John F. Stewart, John F. Kennedy Library; Dr William Emerson, Director, and Raymond Teichman, Supervisory Archivist, Franklin D. Roosevelt Library; Benedict K. Zobrist, Director, Harry S. Truman Library.

Bruce Whiteman, Research Collections Librarian, Mills Memorial Library, McMaster University; George F. Henderson, Assistant Archivist (Public Service), Queen’s University Archives, Kingston.







PENGUIN BOOKS

Published by the Penguin Group
Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England
Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA
Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4P 2Y3 (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)
Penguin Ireland, 25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd)
Penguin Group (Australia), 707 Collins Street, Melbourne, Victoria 3008, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd)
Penguin Books India Pvt Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi – 110 017, India
Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, Auckland 0632, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd)
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, Block D, Rosebank Office Park, 181 Jan Smuts Avenue, Parktown North, Gauteng 2193, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

www.penguin.com


First published by George Weidenfeld & Nicolson Ltd 1989
This edition first published by Fontana 1991
Published in Penguin Books with a revised Foreword 2002
Reissued in this edition 2011


Copyright © Sarah Bradford, 1989
All rights reserved
The moral right of the author has been asserted

ISBN: 978-0-241-96823-9



OPS/images/9780241956090_GeorgeVI_002_IMGX.jpg





OPS/nav.xhtml




Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Contents





		About the Author



		Dedication



		Illustrations



		The House of Windsor



		Foreword



		George VI



		1: Heritage



		2: A Cloistered World



		3: Ugly Duckling and Cock Pheasant



		4: Love and Duty



		5: The Yorks



		6: The Year of Three Kings



		7: Consecration



		8: Two Camps



		9: Bulwark Against Dictatorship



		10: The King at War



		11: A New World



		12: The House of Windsor



		13: Walking with Death











		Illustrations



		Bibliography



		Manuscript Sources



		Published Sources







		Source Notes



		Copyright Permissions



		Acknowledgements



		Follow Penguin



		Copyright Page















		i



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433



		434



		435



		436



		437



		438



		439



		440



		441



		442



		443



		444



		445



		446



		447



		448



		449



		450



		451



		452



		453



		454



		455



		456



		457



		458



		459



		460



		461



		462



		463



		464



		465



		466



		467



		468



		469



		470



		471



		472



		473



		474



		475



		476



		477



		478



		479



		480



		481



		482



		483



		484



		485



		486



		487



		488



		489



		490



		491



		492



		493



		494



		495



		496



		497



		498



		499



		500



		501



		502



		503



		504



		505



		506



		507



		508



		509



		510



		511



		512



		513



		514



		515



		516



		517



		518



		519



		520



		521



		522



		523



		524



		525



		526



		527



		528



		529



		530



		531



		532



		533



		534



		535



		536



		537



		538



		539



		540



		541



		542



		543



		544



		545



		546



		547



		548



		549



		550



		551



		552



		553



		554



		555



		556



		557



		558



		559



		560



		561



		562



		563



		564



		565



		566



		567



		568



		569



		570



		571



		572



		573



		574



		575



		576



		577



		578



		579



		580



		581



		582



		583



		584



		585



		586



		587



		588



		589



		590



		591



		592



		593



		594



		595



		596



		597



		598



		599



		600



		601



		602



		603



		604



		605



		606



		607



		608



		609



		610



		611



		612



		613



		614



		615



		616



		617



		618



		619



		620



		621



		622



		623



		624



		625



		626



		627



		628



		629



		630



		631



		632



		633



		634



		635



		636



		637



		638



		639















		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Acknowledgements



		Begin Reading











OPS/images/9780241956090_GeorgeVI_001_IMGX.jpg





OPS/images/9780241956090_GeorgeVI_004_IMGX.png
e Coburg e G






OPS/images/brand.jpg





OPS/images/cover.jpg
SARAH BRADFORD

‘By far the best writen and most accessible life of King George VI,

by a biographer at the height of her very considerable powers’
Andrew Roberts






OPS/images/brand_mono.jpg





OPS/images/9780241956090_GeorgeVI_003_IMGX.jpg





