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Preface

At his trial, Socrates famously said that ‘the unexamined life is not worth living’. He had not, of course, met Margaret Thatcher. From childhood, through the whole of her life until the infirmities of old age prevented her, Mrs Thatcher worked without cease. For her, work had a semi-religious significance, and it was the only way of life she knew. Even after she had left politics, she would always say ‘There’s so much to do!’ She hated the fact that she no longer had the chance to do it.

Such people do not look back. Even as they act, they do not pause to observe how they are acting. They focus always on their goals, and have a horror of wasting time. Almost the only sense in which Margaret Thatcher examined her own life was to criticize her conduct on a particular occasion – such-and-such a speech had not been good enough, she had not prepared herself properly for such-and-such a meeting. She did this out of a puritanical desire for self-improvement, to make sure that she performed better next time. She hardly ever sat down to reflect upon the past. It is true that, when she became the leader of the Conservative Party, she ransacked her memory for the small-town stories and paternal precepts which were the foundations of her beliefs, but she did so in order to advance her cause, not in any spirit of autobiographical inquiry. Much of her astonishing energy derived from this lack of detachment: if she had spent time looking back, she would have had less time to press forward. Just by watching Mrs Thatcher in action, noting what the novelist Alan Hollinghurst (in The Line of Beauty) called her ‘gracious scuttle’, her hurrying gait as she moved from meeting to meeting, you could see that hers was a life with no space for self-examination.

Once she had left office in November 1990, however, Lady Thatcher (as she then became) was forced to think about her own story. Publishers were knocking on her door, clamouring for her memoirs. She did not really want to write them, because she always disliked personal disclosure. Indeed, she had no real idea how to set about such a task. She was utterly unlike, for example, Winston Churchill, for whom the books he wrote about what he had done were almost as important as the deeds themselves. But, furious at the way she had been forced from office, she did want to set out the accomplishments of her eleven and a half years as prime minister. She wanted to produce a book which vindicated her beliefs. Her publishers, of course, were more interested in her intimate memories and juicy revelations, so it was a mighty task for her loyal and able team of literary assistants to square this circle. Members of the team recall how difficult it was to persuade Lady Thatcher to come up with the telling anecdotes, personal touches and clear narrative on which good memoirs depend. She found it hard to concentrate on the past, and she disliked the whole idea of revealing anything which had taken place privately. And although her memoirs were written well before the decline in her mental powers which became apparent by the end of the twentieth century, she was not naturally accurate in the account she gave of her own life. Her memory, so amazingly retentive when it came to mastering the facts and figures of government, failed when asked to pin down the details of her own history. She had been too busy living it to have recorded it in her own mind. The two volumes of memoirs which emerged, The Downing Street Years and The Path to Power, were highly professional accounts. They skilfully replicated on the printed page the tartness which Mrs Thatcher often used in oral expression but which tended to desert her when she wrote things down formally. They coaxed out of her much more than she would ever have produced if she had worked alone. They represented her thoughts and attitudes authentically. But they could never quite overcome the problem that they were the autobiography of someone who did not think autobiographically.

Once the memoirs were out of the way, the question arose of what should happen to the Thatcher papers – the huge number of records accumulated over her political career. Although offered a very large sum of money by an American university, Lady Thatcher declined it, and gave an undertaking to the then Cabinet Secretary, Sir Robin Butler, that her papers would not be disposed of without her first offering them to the nation. Given that her own university, Oxford, had refused her an honorary degree when she was prime minister, she turned instead to Cambridge. In 1997, with the agreement of her family, she offered the papers, on permanent loan, to Churchill College, which has the best archive of modern British political documents. Once this was accomplished, her advisers then raised the matter of a biography. After some discussion, Lady Thatcher reached the view that, since her biography would undoubtedly be written, it would be best not to stand aside from the process, but to choose an author who, in her judgment, could be trusted with paper that had not yet been seen by the public and with the testimony from colleagues and family which the public had not yet heard. In 1997, the choice fell upon me. My impression was that I was chosen mainly for two reasons. As an editor, political journalist and commentator who had followed the period closely, I knew the dramatis personae. And, although my writing had generally been sympathetic to Mrs Thatcher, I was never part of her ‘gang’.

The arrangement that Lady Thatcher offered me was that I would have full access to herself, for interview, and to her papers. She would assist all my requests for interviews with others, including access to members of her family. Her writ also extended beyond Britain’s shores, particularly across the Atlantic, where numerous friends, acquaintances and former officials agreed to share memories, diaries and documents, many of which had never before seen the light of day. As a result of her support for the book, the then Cabinet Secretary, Sir Richard Wilson, gave permission for all existing and former civil servants to speak freely to me about the Thatcher years, and allowed me to inspect government papers, held back from public view under the thirty-year rule. The permission to study government paper was granted on the understanding that all quotations from them used in my manuscript should be submitted to the relevant departments before publication to make sure that they did not compromise national security. A few minor changes were made, but nothing of substantial importance to the book was removed. The book is not an official history, and so the Cabinet Office had no remit (and no inclination) to influence or suppress any of its views. It is described as the ‘authorized’ biography, because Mrs Thatcher asked me to write it, but our agreement also stipulated that Lady Thatcher was not permitted to read my manuscript and the book could not appear in her lifetime. This was partly to spare her, in old age, any controversy which might result from publication, but mainly to reassure readers that she had not been able to exert any control over what was said. It was helpful to some of the people I interviewed to know that she would never read what they told me. I was paid not by Lady Thatcher, but by my publishers, Penguin.

It is fair to say that, when Lady Thatcher and I first discussed the project in 1997, she regarded it with the same lack of interest which she usually showed in her own past. Always keen to stick to whatever she had undertaken to do, she granted me several lengthy interviews, and was invariably co-operative. In later years, as her memory declined and long, formal interviews became impossible, she would join me for friendly lunches at which I would extract small nuggets of information from our chats. But what was extraordinary, when one compares it with the way male politicians so often pick over the tiny details of their past achievements, was that she never once urged me to take a particular line, or even inquired what I intended to say about anything. Like all remarkable leaders, she had a great egotism. She always believed that she, and she alone, had rescued Britain from its post-1945 years of semi-socialist decline. She believed that the ‘-ism’ which derived from her married name would make a permanent difference to the story of human freedom. But she was not at all touchy, or even anxious, about what history might say about her.

This put her biographer in an unusual position. Most biographers working on a living subject have to deal with his or her intrusion, over-enthusiasm or hostility. It is difficult for them not to write in their subject’s shadow. I kept expecting to come under hers, but I never did. This gave me enormous freedom. On the other hand, Lady Thatcher’s lack of aptitude for this sort of work could make her a frustrating source. She could rarely advise me on whom I should talk to about X or where I might find Y. (Luckily, many of those close to her could.) She had turned the key in the lock for me, but seldom seemed to know what was in the room beyond. And when I interviewed her, she found it hard to understand that historical inquiry is not the same as political combat. Her tendency, when asked a question about her past – what her father’s political views had been, say, or whom she had known best at Oxford – was to rush from the particular to the general. On one occasion, I asked her a question about her mother’s occupations. She replied that her mother had been a good seamstress and ‘she did wonderful voluntary work. And that’s the thing about the women of Britain – they do wonderful voluntary work – not like French women,’ and before I could stop her, she had made her escape from an uncongenial private subject to the area of political generalization which she preferred. Often, when all I wanted was a simple piece of information, I would find myself treated to a disquisition on some great matter like the rule of law, unintentionally provoked by a chance word. Sometimes, when her blood was up, Lady Thatcher would decide to ignore altogether the fact that I was her biographer and would treat me as if I were one of those television interviewers, such as Robin Day, with whom she had jousted over the years. ‘You only say that because you’re a socialist!’ she might shout when she felt in a tight corner, though (as she well knew) I was never a socialist in my life. She had a way, as Alan Clark once noted, of ‘jumping the rails’ in conversation. This was fascinating to experience, but not easy for the historian.

For most of her career, Margaret Thatcher showed the same lack of interest in her own papers as in her life story. She was one of those tidy people who get a positive pleasure from throwing things away. She saw it as one of the housewifely virtues of which she was proud. Before any general election, she made a point of clearing her desk in case she did not return to it. Whenever she moved house or office, which was fairly often, she threw away great piles of documents. She kept almost nothing from her childhood, and allowed a large number of family papers to be destroyed after her father died in 1970. Very little was retained from Oxford, or from early married life. As well as being uninterested in her own records, Mrs Thatcher was naturally secretive and guarded. She did not believe that others had a right to know about her life outside the public sphere. When, in the course of this work, I discovered more than 150 letters that Margaret had written to her sister Muriel between the end of the 1930s and the beginning of the 1960s, I learnt much more about her private life than had previously been revealed by all the other sources put together. She did keep some press cuttings of her early speeches, but tended to throw away things which she considered more personal. By her own account, she did not see the point of keeping many political papers while she was a young MP, or even when she was secretary of state for education, because ‘I just didn’t think I was going to be important.’ It was only when she stood for the party leadership in November 1974, winning it in February 1975, that she began to keep serious political files. This is attributable more to the fact that she had more people around to organize such things than to any interest of her own in keeping records.

Nor was Mrs Thatcher like those Victorian leaders who wrote voluminous diaries and recorded their thoughts in incessant letters to one another. She never kept a diary. She dashed off enormous numbers of letters (very rarely fully dated), often in her own hand, and with a warmth and charm which delighted the recipients, but these rarely revealed her thoughts in detail. Much more often, they were a few words of thanks, condolence or sympathy. They sometimes contained casual remarks which shed an interesting light on her views, but they almost never set out her reasoning on public questions at any length, or analysed her colleagues closely. She was interested in both these things, but felt safer expressing herself orally. Very occasionally, she put aside time to write her own private account of some important matter. The most striking of these, discussed in this volume, is her account of the Falklands War, which she wrote a year after the Argentine invasion. But, on the whole, the press of business and the fear of leaks reined in any desire she might have had to commit herself on paper. By far the most revealing written records of her political views are the notes she scribbled, as prime minister, on the vast volume of paper which poured across her desk. These were immediate reactions, to be picked up and interpreted by her private secretaries, normally seen by them alone. They are full of her urgent, often angry style, punctuated more by exclamation marks than by full stops, and emphasized by heavy underlining. She wrote hardly any memos herself.

So Mrs Thatcher’s biographer finds himself examining a life unexamined by the person who lived it. To me, this makes the work more fascinating. In her story of constant activity, one tries to discern the great themes – the nature of her ambition, the foundations of her beliefs, the development of her political skills, her attitude to love, marriage and family, and her methods of rising and surviving as a woman in a world almost completely controlled by men. The fact that she was the first and only woman leader of a British political party made everything different. It is for this reason that I refer to her, throughout her public career, as ‘Mrs Thatcher’: that is what people called her, and the word ‘Mrs’ was very important in their minds. The attitudes of colleagues, rivals and voters towards her – and her approach to them – were radically affected by her sex. Her handbag became the sceptre of her rule. She hardly analysed any of this at all, but she lived it out, often in situations of high drama. My task is to tell this exciting story, and to try to explain – as she never did or wanted to or could – what lies behind it.

There is so much to tell that the biography requires two volumes. I decided that the obvious break which she made in her autobiography – her victory in the general election of 1979 – would be the wrong one. It would make volume two, which would have to contain the whole of her crowded time as prime minister, unnecessarily dense. The break comes, instead, with her victory in the Falklands War in 1982. This was the decisive experience which made her leadership unquestioned within her party. Because of it, she reached her zenith. It provides the natural, climactic moment with which to end the first half of her story.

Readers will see that, once Mrs Thatcher becomes prime minister, there is no easy way to organize the narrative. This is always a problem with the lives of people acting simultaneously in different fields. In many ways, it is preferable to try to tell the story purely chronologically. In politics, as in life, one thing leads to another. It is also valuable, in rendering the life of a prime minister, to show how disparate events cut across one another – a terrorist attack, a bad by-election and a run on the pound may happen all on the same day, and the occupant of 10 Downing Street must deal with all of them at once. In general, I have followed this method. But there are times when a particular subject is so intense, and so separated from the ordinary run of other events, that it has to be treated in a separate chapter. In this volume, I have treated Northern Ireland, the Cold War and the Falklands in this way.

I am also conscious, in writing volume one, that volume two will follow. There are some themes which, though already present in the period covered in the first volume, became more important later. To avoid duplication, therefore, I have given rather little space in volume one to privatization and to Mrs Thatcher’s dealings with intelligence. Both of these will be discussed more fully in volume two. The same applies to what might be called the myth of Margaret Thatcher. She became a hate-figure to the left, a heroine to the right, and a leader of immense prestige abroad, particularly in the United States and Eastern Europe. This, too, will be dealt with more fully in the second volume.

Although I have spent my career in journalism, following politics closely, I must admit that I often find political biography dull. The amount of detail can seem disproportionate to the rather moderate interest of the character whose life is related. In the life of Margaret Thatcher, the amount of detail is huge, but the interest of the character does not fail. In the reaction to her death, it has intensified. She is someone about whom it is almost impossible to be neutral. People are fascinated, appalled, delighted by her. Many think she saved Britain, many that she destroyed it. The only thing that unites them is their interest. As she passes from current controversy into history, this interest is undimmed. Mrs Thatcher is becoming a national archetype round whom argument will forever swirl, like Henry VIII, or Elizabeth I, or Nelson, or Winston Churchill. And because of her sex, her beliefs and her character, she is also a global archetype – a leader against whom all others are measured: for some, a cautionary tale, for others, a lodestar.
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Part One


 



THE APPROACH, 1925–1959




1

Grantham

‘Mahogany and child’

Phoebe Stephenson took her granddaughter Muriel Roberts upstairs. Through the bedroom door came the cry of a newborn baby. ‘Can you hear something?’ Phoebe asked the four-year-old Muriel. ‘I said “no”,’ Muriel recalled more than seventy years later. ‘I could hear something but I wouldn’t say so.’1 With this lack of fanfare, on 13 October 1925, the future Margaret Thatcher came into the world.

She was born Margaret Hilda Roberts, in the house of her parents Alfred Roberts and his wife Beatrice Stephenson – 1 North Parade, Grantham, Lincolnshire. They lived above the shop, a grocery that Alfred Roberts had bought in 1919. Muriel was Margaret’s only sister. The Robertses had no sons.

The son of a bootmaker from Ringstead in Northamptonshire, Alfred Roberts had left school at the age of thirteen because of the need to make a living, but he longed for education, and acquired it by voracious reading and study. He had risen through the retail trade, having, early in life, been an assistant in the tuck shop at Oundle School. He was a local preacher (what Anglicans would call a lay preacher) in the Methodist Church, and a few notes for his sermons survive. In these, the only trace of his lack of formal education is the occasional misspelling – ‘attemp’, ‘waisting your time’, ‘beleif’, ‘desease’.2 The hand is elegant and the expression clear and fluent.

On one page of an old schoolbook, in notes for a sermon delivered after the Second World War,3 Alfred Roberts reflects on ‘The neglected
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[image: image]20. Married love: Denis fastens his wife’s necklace at Dormers, Farnborough, Kent, where they moved just before Christmas 1957. 


[image: image]21. The twins: Mark and Carol were born 14 August 1953. Denis, who was watching cricket at the Oval, did not know his wife had been expecting twins until they had been born.


[image: image]22. Waving them away: Mark and Carol leave Dormers for school, 1959. Mrs Thatcher is not taking them to school herself.


[image: image]23. Gardening at Dormers, but not dressed for the part. Mrs Thatcher liked her flowers bright but orderly.


[image: image]24. At home with Mark and Carol, 1961. There are few records of her relaxing with her children.


[image: image]25. The new Member for Finchley arrives to take her seat in the House of Commons, 20 October 1959.


[image: image]26. In October 1961, Mrs Thatcher was one of the first of her parliamentary intake to achieve ministerial office, as parliamentary secretary at the Ministry of Pensions and National Insurance. She is reading the parliamentary order paper.


[image: image]27. Meeting the first Minister under whom she served, John Boyd-Carpenter. He noted her ‘quick-trained barrister’s brain’.


[image: image]28. ‘Women about the House’: a Sunday Times Magazine cover, 21 June 1964, about female Members of Parliament. Mrs Thatcher is at the back, and at the top.


[image: image]29. Mother in the Cabinet: Margaret plays to her family in their house, The Mount, Lamberhurst, after the Conservative election victory of June 1970.


[image: image]30. The Secretary of State for Education. Despite being called ‘milksnatcher’, Mrs Thatcher was better than most politicians at talking to children. Here she is at the London American School in 1971.


[image: image]31. Ted Heath called an emergency Cabinet to discuss President Nixon’s anti-inflation economic measures in August 1971, hence Mrs Thatcher’s almost holiday wear in Downing Street.


[image: image]32. With a portrait of Ted Heath in 1973. Her part in his downfall was yet to come.


[image: image]33. As environment spokesman offering a cap on mortgage rates, Mrs Thatcher played an unexpectedly large part in the general election campaign of October 1974. Beside her at an election press conference are Lord Carrington (party Chairman) and Ted Heath.


[image: image]34. ‘My cupboard is not a hoard in any sense of the word’: ‘Maggie’ the housewife fends off accusations of hoarding by showing her larder to the cameras during the leadership challenge to Heath, December 1974.


[image: image]35. A head start: Mrs Thatcher at the hairdresser Chalmers of Mayfair, 31 January 1975. Eleven days later, she became leader of the Conservative Party.


[image: image]36. Round-one knock-out: Mrs Thatcher tries to calm the press after defeating Heath in the first ballot of the leadership election, 4 February 1975.


[image: image]37. Wife, mother, Leader: the Thatchers celebrate her victory in the second ballot, 11 February 1975, outside the house of William Shelton, one of her campaign managers.


[image: image]38. The victor on The Jimmy Young Show on BBC Radio 2. Young gave her just the right platform.


[image: image]39. This is the only known example of Mrs Thatcher holding the torch for Europe. She is wearing a jersey carrying the flags of all the member states of the EEC during the campaign for a Yes vote in the referendum on whether Britain should stay in the Community, March 1975. Winston Churchill presides.


[image: image]40. Friendship off the cuff. The first meeting between Mrs Thatcher and Ronald Reagan, April 1975. From their rapport when both were out of office much later success flowed.


[image: image]41. ‘Dad did hold a soft spot for Auntie Margaret’: Willie and Muriel Cullen and their elder son, Morton, receive the Thatchers at their farm Foulton Hall, Essex, in the late 1970s.


[image: image]42. Never off duty: Mrs Thatcher consults her watch while on holiday with the Morrison family on the isle of Islay in August 1978. Beside her is Peter Morrison, who would become her parliamentary private secretary at the end of her time in office. She is dressed more for work than for the Scottish islands: she could never see the point of holidays.


[image: image]43. The famous Saatchi poster often supposed to have appeared during the election campaign of May 1979 was actually launched in the late summer of 1978. Here Mrs Thatcher speaks vehemently above it at a local government conference in March 1979.


[image: image]44. The notes for Mrs Thatcher’s St Francis of Assisi speech given on the steps of No. 10. The ‘HM’ referred to at the beginning is Her Majesty the Queen. The ‘AN’ at the bottom is Airey Neave.


[image: image]45. ‘Where there is despair, may we bring hope’: Mrs Thatcher enters 10 Downing Street for the first time as prime minister, 4 May 1979. To the extreme left is the broadcaster Jon Snow.


[image: image]46. The Prime Minister removes an offending piece of fluff from the collar of Norman St John-Stevas, leader of the House of Commons, before the State Opening of Parliament, May 1979. Early in 1981, she would remove him too.


[image: image]47. On the front line: Mrs Thatcher in the uniform of the Ulster Defence Regiment, visits ‘bandit county’ in South Armagh, Northern Ireland, after the murders of Lord Mountbatten and of eighteen British soldiers at Warrenpoint, 19 August 1979. Her appearances in uniform had a great impact.


[image: image]48. ‘You turn if you like – the lady’s not for turning’: Mrs Thatcher holds to her course of economic austerity at the party conference, October 1980.


[image: image]49. In the Princes Gate siege in May 1980, the SAS successfully rescued hostages held by terrorists in the Iranian Embassy in London, killing their captors. This bold action became a favoured metaphor for the Thatcher style of government.


[image: image]50. The Patterson family look a little nervous as Mrs Thatcher has tea in their council house, August 1980. The Pattersons were the 12,000th tenants of the Greater London Council to exercise their ‘right to buy’ – one of the most popular, though controversial, of all Mrs Thatcher’s measures.


[image: image]51. The Brixton riots, April 1981. Mrs Thatcher’s critics said her policies caused them. She sympathised with the looted shopkeepers.


[image: image]52. Mrs Thatcher listens with displeasure as Ted Heath furiously attacks government politics at the party conference of October 1981. The vehemence of his attack probably made ministerial rebellion against her more difficult.


[image: image]53. In January 1982, Mark Thatcher was briefly lost in the North African desert. It was the only time when officials found Mrs Thatcher too upset to do her work properly. Leaving a meeting in the Imperial Hotel, London, she shed a tear.


[image: image]54. Margaret and Denis at Chequers. ‘I am glad that Chequers played quite a part in the Falklands story,’ she wrote. ‘Winston had used it quite a lot during World War II.’


[image: image]55. ‘Rejoice’ – Mrs Thatcher celebrates the recapture of South Georgia, the first victory of the Falklands War, with John Nott, Secretary of State for Defence, at her side, on 25 April 1982.


[image: image]56. This famous picture of Royal Marine commandos captured the improvised courage of the Falklands campaign. British troops ‘yomped’ to victory – and saved Mrs Thatcher’s premiership.


[image: image]57. At the Falklands Commemoration Service at St Paul’s Cathedral, October 1982, Mrs Thatcher is standing with Admiral Lord Lewin, Chief of the Defence Staff, whom she trusted and admired. She was outraged at attempts by the St Paul’s clergy to avoid giving thanks for the Falklands victory.


[image: image]58. Mrs Thatcher tours the streets of Strasbourg with President Valéry Giscard d’Estaing and Chancellor Helmut Schmidt for her first European summit, June 1979. She hated it.


[image: image]59. Arriving at the first session of the Tokyo G7 summit in June 1979, with the US President Jimmy Carter. Their relationship was polite but not warm.


[image: image]60. En route to Tokyo, Mrs Thatcher stopped at Moscow airport and had her first meeting with the Soviet leadership, in this case the Prime Minister Alexei Kosygin. Both leaders enjoyed their verbal joust.


[image: image]61. With the Queen at the Commonwealth Heads of Government Meeting in Lusaka, July 1979. There was a problem of ‘Who’s the star?’


[image: image]62. Mrs Thatcher thought she would be physically attacked when she arrived in Lusaka. Instead she was charmed. This picture of her dancing with the Zambian President Kenneth Kaunda enraged the Tory right.


[image: image]63 and 64. The Thatchers visited India in April 1981. It suited Margaret better than Denis.


[image: image]65. Welcoming Indira Gandhi to Downing Street, 1982. The two prime ministers enjoyed the chance to talk about problems with their children.


[image: image]66. The Queen Mother, the greatest royal Thatcher fan, greets the Prime Minister at a Lancaster House reception congratulating Her Majesty on her eightieth birthday. Mrs Thatcher was notable for curtsying very low to royalty. Lord Soames, like many of the establishment, found this funny.


[image: image]67. Ronald Reagan ensured that Mrs Thatcher was the first European to visit him in the White House after he became president in January 1981. ‘She’s the only one with balls.’


[image: image]68. With Airey Neave, soldier, man of secrets, queenmaker, assassination victim.


[image: image]69. Bernard Ingham, Mrs Thatcher’s blunt but wily press spokesman. He sometimes seemed to know her thoughts before she did.


[image: image]70. Gordon Reece, the PR and political strategist who, despite admiring her, was determined to keep her out of any television debate.


[image: image]71. With Ian Gow, her Parliamentary Private Secretary, and perhaps her most faithful servant. ‘Whatever the future holds in store’, he told her, she had given him ‘the privilege of trying to help the finest chief … and the kindest and most considerate friend that any man could hope to serve’.


[image: image]72. The ‘Gang of Four’: David Owen, Bill Rodgers, Shirley Williams and Roy Jenkins spent so much time breaking the Labour left that they did not take Mrs Thatcher seriously enough, which helped her.


[image: image]73. At the feet of Harold Macmillan. But he had no time for her economic policies, and she knew it.


[image: image]74. Jim Prior was the only ‘Wet’ brave enough to take on Mrs Thatcher about economic policy. She successfully exiled him, to Northern Ireland.


[image: image]75. Mrs Thatcher and Michael Foot in his ‘donkey jacket’ at the Cenotaph Remembrance Day ceremony, November 1981. ‘He was a little uncertain about what to do,’ she wrote charitably.


[image: image]76. With Geoffrey Howe, her Chancellor of the Exchequer (1979–1983). The relationship was never really warm but he was the ‘tapestry master of Thatcherism’.


[image: image]77. Keith Joseph, Mrs Thatcher’s dearest political friend and the man who made way for her to be leader. She loved him, but could be rude to him for his lack of political sense. 


[image: image]78. Norman Tebbit, Employment Secretary from 1981, the ‘bovver boy’ of Thatcherism. Of Mrs Thatcher’s colleagues on the right, only he could match her passion, and he exceeded her in wit.


[image: image]79. Willie Whitelaw – first her opponent then her loyal deputy (and Home Secretary). ‘Everyone needs a Willie,’ she said, not seeing why others might laugh. Whitelaw was really one of the ‘Wets’, but he let them down, not her.



Acknowledgements

First, I must thank the late Lady Thatcher for giving me the opportunity to write this book. The offer to be her authorized biographer came as a complete surprise, but it was an honour which I could not refuse. She was as good as her word in providing me the complete access, in so many forms – including interviews and the sight of all her papers – which she had promised.

From her offer, help from all other members of her family flowed. I talked extensively to the late Sir Denis Thatcher. Sir Mark Thatcher and Carol Thatcher have both been interviewed for the book and have kindly helped me with information whenever asked.

Lady Thatcher’s elder sister (her only sibling), Mrs Muriel Cullen, had never spoken publicly before, beyond one brief press interview many years ago. We met for two substantial conversations before she died. In addition, and with assistance from her son Andrew, she allowed me to read the large and previously completely unknown collection of letters which Margaret wrote to her as a young woman. From the way the letters were piled in old cases and bags in the attic, I formed the impression that no one had re-read them since Muriel first received them. This collection is a treasure trove which gives a unique account of the private life of Margaret Roberts. I was further helped by talk with Mrs Cullen’s daughter Jane Mayes, who also furnished me with family photographs. At all times, the Cullen family have shown me great kindness. I particularly appreciate it, because they are people who dislike publicity. Andrew Cullen would much rather be working on his farm. After so much time amid the clashing egos of Westminster, I found this very sympathetic.

Lady Thatcher always managed to command the loyalty of able and efficient personal staff, and they have been immeasurably valuable to me. I think particularly of Mrs Cynthia Crawford, the legendary ‘Crawfie’, who was rarely far from her boss’s side for more than thirty years, Mark Worthington, her long-standing private secretary, Gilly Penrose, until recently her personal assistant, and Kate Sawyer, one of the wonderful carers who made so much difference to her declining years. Julian Seymour, the director of Lady Thatcher’s private office, has been the best possible friend I could have had in my endeavours – decisive, funny, resourceful and, when needed, irascible. It was Julian who first conveyed the idea of the biography to me, and it is he who has stuck with me and it from the first.

It was one thing, however, for Lady Thatcher to have the idea, and quite another for me to turn it into something that could be published. For this to happen I depended first on my wise agent, Gillon Aitken, who has looked after me ever since, and then on Penguin, who accepted it. The man who commissioned it there was Andrew Rosenheim, who took a big punt at a time when Margaret Thatcher was much more out of fashion than she is now. The man who succeeded him was and is Stuart Proffitt, the greatest, best educated and most honourable editor in British publishing. Stuart has proved an admirable midwife after a much more than elephantine pregnancy.

There are two main, enormous collections of Thatcher papers. Her personal and political papers are deposited with the Churchill College Archives Centre, Cambridge, which has created a dedicated Thatcher archive to house them. It may give a sense of their scale to consider that, if I lived to be a hundred, and did no other work, I would still not be able to read everything that is there. I am most grateful to Dr Allen Packwood, the director of the Churchill archives, and, above all, to the Thatcher archivist, Andrew Riley. Andrew is one of the two people in the world who know the most about Margaret Thatcher, and his thoroughness, efficiency, good humour and active interest in his subject are beyond praise. This work would have been impossible without him. I should also like to thank his right-hand archivist, Sophie Bridges, and all his staff.

The other person who knows the most about Lady Thatcher is not me, but Christopher Collins. He is the editor of www.margaretthatcher.org, the Margaret Thatcher Foundation website. This pioneering enterprise collates and publishes online everything that she ever said in public, much that she said in private and relevant documents from all over the world. It revolutionizes the study of contemporary history, and will soon be copied everywhere. Nothing is too much for Dr Collins, except the tendency of others to throw away Thatcher papers. To them, he is unforgiving. For me, he is the fount of knowledge.

The government papers, of course, are also vast in scope. Most of those covered in this volume have now been released to the National Archives at Kew. I studied the great bulk of them, however, before they were released, in Whitehall, under the sympathetic protection of Tessa Sterling, Head of Official Histories at the Cabinet Office, and Sally Falk, Deputy Head. Sally, in particular, has been my constant guide for nine years. Neither has lost her patience, even when we all had to move from Admiralty Arch to the new home in the Treasury. I must also salute Chris Grindall, now retired, who brought me up so many files from the distant bunkers beneath. I have greatly profited from working in close proximity to various official historians, including Sir Stephen Wall, Ian Beesley, Gill Bennett and Rodney Lowe. I am also grateful for the wisdom of Patrick Salmon.

The cooperation of the Cabinet Office was offered to me, at Lady Thatcher’s request, by the then Cabinet Secretary Sir Richard Wilson, now Lord Wilson of Dinton, who helpfully decided that I should be given the rights of an official (i.e. government) historian, though I am not one. This privilege has continued under his successors, Lord Turnbull, Lord O’Donnell and Sir Jeremy Heywood. Successive prime ministers – Tony Blair, Gordon Brown and David Cameron – have been warmly interested in the project. I should also like to thank Doug King, and other members of the Royal Household for their courteous cooperation.

The archive material about Lady Thatcher in the United States is astonishingly rich. Her relationship with America really was special, and the documentation is huge. Here the bulk of the grinding daily work is not mine, but that of my Director of US Research, Daniel Collings, the most accurate, intelligent and tenacious scholar I have ever worked with, who has laboured for more than eight years in the presidential libraries and other archives. He has also taken on the lion’s share of the US interviews, talking to, for this volume alone, almost eighty top American policymakers and a healthy slice of the British foreign policy establishment. My thanks to Anthony Seldon for pointing Daniel my way.

For primary source material on the American side, I owe a great debt to the libraries of Presidents Ford, Carter, Reagan and Bush Sr. Over the years, Daniel and I have filed requests for many thousands of documents, using the Freedom of Information Act and Mandatory Review process. Many of these have borne fruit, and the results lie within these pages. Our guides throughout have been the libraries’ hardworking archivists, for whom we have the greatest admiration. We would like to pay particular tribute to the unfailingly helpful and all-knowing Shelly Williams at the Ronald Reagan Library in Simi Valley, California. Keith Shuler at the Jimmy Carter Library in Atlanta, Georgia and Robert Holzweiss at the George H. W. Bush Library in College Station, Texas, also deserve extra special thanks.

My research has benefitted from Freedom of Information Act requests filed directly with the FBI, CIA, the Department of Defense and the State Department. Of these the last has been by far the most productive and I thank all the staff there, especially Lorraine Hartmann, who has overseen repeated appeals with patience and true dedication.

I wish to express my gratitude to the staff at numerous libraries and archives across the United States, including the United Nations, the IMF, the English-Speaking Union, the Library of Congress, the US National Archives, the National Security Archive at George Washington University, the Hoover Institution at Stanford University, the Widener Library at Harvard University, the Mudd Library at Princeton University and the Lauinger Library at Georgetown University.

In the United States, so many former office holders and officials have been extremely generous with their time. I am deeply grateful to all of them. For this volume in particular I learnt a great deal from Zbigniew Brzezinski (who also kindly shared excerpts from his private diary), Richard Allen, Bud McFarlane and George Shultz, all of whom witnessed my subject with their respective presidents at close quarters. As ever, Henry Kissinger provided a unique perspective, particularly on Margaret Thatcher’s early experiences in the US. Edward Streator and the late Jim Rentschler also proved deep mines of previously unknown information and gave willingly of their time (and, in the latter’s case, his private documents) on multiple occasions. I remain in their debt. Peter Robinson generously shared insights, papers and even his own manuscript on Margaret Thatcher and President Reagan, all of which were of great value to me. From the academic world I would like to thank Professor Douglas Brinkley at Rice University for his help with President Reagan’s diaries and Professor Giles Scott-Smith at Leiden University, who generously shared his research into Margaret Thatcher’s 1967 visit to the United States.

Other institutions consulted include: the Conservative Party Archive at the Bodleian Library, Oxford; the Archives Nationales in Paris; Somerville College, Oxford (Pauline Adams); Elizabeth Boardman at Brasenose College, Oxford (vital in tracking down Tony Bray); Kesteven and Grantham Girls School; the Grantham Journal; and the archive of the English Speaking Union. Professor Sir David Butler, with Professor Denis Kavanagh, has built up a unique record of contemporary interviews about British elections, at Nuffield College, Oxford. It has been invaluable for this book, and David Butler has helped me enthusiastically and generously. I am also, as a long-standing member, always in the debt of the London Library.

Several people have shown me private papers – diaries, letters, etc. – and pictures never before seen. I must particularly thank Marigold Webb, for letting me study the gripping diary of her father, Airey Neave; Sir John Hoskyns, parts of whose diaries have already been published, but whose unpublished bits, now revealed, are even more telling; Megan Reece, for her father’s unpublished manuscript; Lord Luce for his, about the Falklands; the late Lord Deedes, my former Editor and for so long my counsellor on Thatcher matters, for various glimpses of his archive; Lady Antonia Fraser, for snippets of her diary; Lady Colnbrook, for private sight of her diaries; Lords Renwick and Hannay for manuscript memoirs; Peter Cropper for his private papers; Sir Malcolm Rifkind for notes from the 1970s; Dame Mary Morrison for photographs and other material; the Mclaren family for pictures of Robert Henderson; Tony Bray for pictures of himself; Mrs Shirley Ellis for photographs of the young Margaret and her in Grantham; Sir Adam Ridley, for his admirably full political papers; Lord Vinson of Roddam Dene for materials about the Centre for Policy Studies; Lady Ryder for notes kept on journeys with Mrs Thatcher; and Mrs Ann Gold for letters of her brother, Edward Boyle.

This book is the first of two volumes, and so not all those who have already helped me feature here prominently or, in quite a few cases, at all. Two vital witnesses, for example – President George H. W. Bush and Lord Powell of Bayswater – are almost invisible in volume one, although, in the case of Charles Powell, everything I write has benefitted from his conversation over many years. I hope that anyone who feels he or she should have been mentioned in these acknowledgments will tell me, but will also feel comforted by the fact that volume two offers me the chance to correct errors and omissions.

The following have kindly given interviews for this volume. Many of them have never spoken before: David Aaron; Sir Antony Acland; Kenneth Adelman; Jonathan Aitken; Andrew Alexander; Richard Allen; Martin Anderson; Charles Anson; Lord Armstrong of Ilminster; Dr John Ashworth; Jacques Attali; Sean Aylward; James Baker; Lord Baker of Dorking; John Banks; Ralph Baxter; Lord Bell; the late Lord Belstead; the late Sir Kenneth Berrill; the late Lord Biffen; Dennis Blair; the late Lord Blaker; Hader Blatch; Michael Blumenthal; Professor Eric Bolton; Sir Clive Bossom; Richard and Veronique Bowdler-Raynar; Sir Rodric Braithwaite; Field Marshall Lord Bramall; Tony Bray; Sheila Browne; the late Lord Brightman, and Lady Brightman; Lord Brittan of Spennithorne; William Brock; Sir Nigel Broomfield; Dr Harold Brown; Dr Zbigniew Brzezinski; Lord Burns; Richard Burt; President George H W Bush; Professor Sir David Butler; Sir Michael Butler; the late Sir Adam Butler; Lord Butler of Brockwell; the late John Carbaugh; Frank Carlucci; Lord Carrington; Sir Bryan Cartledge; Dr John Casey; Anthony Chamier; Sir John Chilcot; John Clare; Judge William Clark; Sir John Coles; Lady Colnbrook; Robert Conquest; Lord Cope of Berkeley; the late Sir Percy Cradock; Mrs Cynthia Crawford; Chester Crocker; Peter Cropper; the late Lord Cuckney of Millbank; Andrew Cullen; Mrs Muriel Cullen; President Valery Giscard d’Estaing; Ken Dam; John Dauth; Jonathan Davidson; Charles De Chassiron; Timothy Deal; Mrs Jean Dean; the late Michael Deaver; the late Lord Deedes; Professor David Dilks; Lord Dobbs; Lord Donoughue of Ashton; Noel Dorr; Sir Edward Du Cann; Kenneth Duberstein; Andrew Duguid; the late Lawrence Eagleburger; Sir Michael Edwardes; Mrs Shirley Ellis; Sir Brian Fall; Lord Fellowes; Edwin Feulner; Roger Fontaine; Roy Fox; the late Milton Friedman; Robert Funseth; Tessa Gaisman; John Gerson; Sir Martin Gilbert; the late Lord Gilmour of Craigmillar; Dermot Gleeson; David Gompert; Sir David Goodall; Sir Philip Goodhart; Oleg Gordievsky; The Earl of Gowrie; Mrs Patricia Greenough; Alan Greenspan; Lord Griffiths of Fforestfach; the late Mrs Mary Grylls; Lord Deben; Richard Haass; Sir Douglas Hague; the late Alexander Haig; Joan Hall; Peter Hannaford; Lord Hannay of Chiswick; Paul Hare; the late Lord Harris of High Cross; Professor Pauline Harrison; Philip Havers QC; John Hedger; Mrs Madeline Hellaby; the late Mrs Josie Henderson; the late Sir Nicholas Henderson; Lord Heseltine; Sir William Heseltine; Charles Hill; James Hooley; Robert Hormats; Sir John Hoskyns; Lord Howarth of Newport; Derek Howe; Lady Howe of Idlicote; Lord Howe of Aberavon; Lord Howell of Guildford; the late Lord Hunt of Tanworth; Robert Hunter; Lord Hurd of Westwell; Sir Robin Ibbs; the late Fred Iklé; Sir Bernard Ingham; Bobby Ray Inman; John Izbicki; Michael James; Peter Jay; Lord Jenkin of Roding; the late Sir Michael Jenkins; Paul Johnson; the late Frank Johnson; Lord Jopling; Lord Kerr of Kinlochard; Michael and Rachel Kinchin-Smith; Lord Kingsdown; Bob Kingston; the late Jeane Kirkpatrick; Dr Henry Kissinger; Sir Timothy Kitson; the late Lord Laing of Dunphail; Tony Lake; Lord Lamont of Lerwick; Sir Tim Lankester; Gib Lanpher; Lord Lawson of Blaby; the late Sir Frederick Lawton; the late Admiral Sir Henry Leach; John Lehman; Paddi Lilley; Josephine Louis; Lord Luce; Brian MacArthur; Sir Murdo Maclean; Sir Christopher Mallaby; the late Lord Marsh of Mannington; Mrs Jane Mayes; Lord Mayhew of Twysden; Lord McAlpine of West Green; Romilly, Lady McAlpine; Robert McFarlane; Edwin Meese; Sir Christopher Meyer; Sir Peter Middleton; Vice-President Walter Mondale; the late Sir Fergus Montgomery; Lord Moore of Lower Marsh; Richard Moose; Gwen Morgan; the late Max Morris; Bob Morris; the late Sir Charles Morrison; the Hon Sara Morrison; Robert Moss; Tony Motley; the late Dermot Nally; David Nicholson; Thomas Niles; Dr Edward Norman; Sir John Nott; Sean O’Callaghan; John O’Sullivan; Sir David Omand; Sir Michael Oppenheimer; Stanley Orman; Mrs Amy Ormond; Lord Owen; the late Henry Owen; Sir Michael Pakenham; the late Sir Michael Palliser; Lord Parkinson of Carnforth; Matthew Parris; the late Miss Jane Parsons; Sir Michael Partridge; Lord Patten; Lord Patten of Barnes; Sir Geoffrey Pattie; Michael Pattison; Gordon Pepper; Judy, Lady Percival; Richard Perle; Colin Peterson; Derek and Tessa Phillips; Richard Pipes; John Poindexter; Amanda Ponsonby; Michael Portillo; Lord Powell of Bayswater; General Colin Powell; Charles Price; the late Clive Priestley; Lord Prior; the late Stephen Probyn; the late Sir Michael Quinlan; the late Sir Timothy Raison; Nancy Reagan; the late Sir Gordon Reece; Thomas Reed; the late Lord Rees; the late Lord Rees-Mogg; Lord Renton of Mount Harry; the late Jim Rentschler; Lord Renwick of Clifton; William Rickett; Sir Adam Ridley; Sir Malcolm Rifkind; Mrs Betty Robbins; Roger Robinson; Peter Robinson; David Rockefeller; General Sir Michael Rose; Donald Rumsfeld; the late Lord Runcie; Lady Ryder of Wensum; Lord Ryder of Wensum; Lord Saatchi; Nick Sanders; Dr James Schlesinger; Sir Michael Scholar; Brent Scowcroft; Raymond Seitz; Sir Nigel Sheinwald; Rob Shepherd; the late Sir Alfred Sherman; George Shultz; the late Lord Simon of Glaisdale; Jeremy Sinclair; Fred Silvester (by correspondence); Walt Slocombe; Miss Lorna Smith (by correspondence); Geoffrey Smith; Sir John Sparrow; Mrs Betty Spice; the late Beryl Sprinkel; Sir John Stanley; Sir Kenneth Stowe; Norman Strauss; Edward Streator; Barry Strevens; Nick Stuart; William Taft IV; Sir Teddy Taylor; Lord Tebbit; Carol Thatcher; the late Sir Denis Thatcher; the late Lady Thatcher; Sir Mark Thatcher; Pamela Thomas; Harvey Thomas; Sir Derek Thomas; Lord Thomas of Swynnerton; Major-General Julian Thompson; James Thomson; the late John Tiplady; Ken Tisdell; Gregory Treverton; Lord Turnbull; Hubert Vedrine; Paul Volcker; Sir John Ure; Sir Robert Wade-Gery; Lady Wakeham; Lord Waldegrave of North Hill; Brian Walden; the late Lord Walker of Worcester; Sir Stephen Wall; the late Dr Kenneth Wallace; the late Sir Alan Walters; Sherry Warner; Sir Douglas Wass; the late Lord Weatherill; Marigold Webb; Simon Webley; Shirley and Alan Wells; Sir John Weston; Sir Clive Whitmore; the late Mrs Margaret Wickstead; Philip Wilcox; David Willetts; the late Dr Richard Wirthlin; Paul Wolfowitz; Lord Wolfson; June Wood; Mrs Rita Wright; Lord Wright of Richmond; the late Sir Oliver Wright; Lord Young of Graffham; Dov Zakheim.

A number of others were interviewed on the condition that they remain anonymous. For their help I am deeply grateful.

Scores more have helped in other ways:

– at Penguin Books, Richard Duguid and Rebecca Lee (editorial managers), Peter James (copy-editing), Christopher Phipps and Marian Aird (indexing), Stephen Ryan and Michael Page (proofreading), Ruth Pinkney, Taryn Jones and Rita Matos (production), Jim Stoddart (art direction), Lisa Simmonds and Claire Mason (design), Donald Futers (assistant to Stuart Proffitt) and particularly Isabelle de Cat and Cecilia Mackay (picture research);

– all those who have helped with research. Of these, after Daniel Collings, the one who has put in the most hours is Dr David Shiels, an expert on Northern Ireland. I also, in the early days, employed Matthew Slater and later, from time to time, Peter Snowdon. Jo Dutton tracked down for me Margaret’s schoolgirl French penfriend (unfortunately deceased before discovered). This band of ‘irregulars’ produced excellent and vital work but, as the only person with security clearance for the government papers, I did the great bulk of the British research unaided. I must also thank my sister-in-law, Lucy Coventry, who brought precision to the whole text, and especially to the complicated task of the endnotes;

– while I was still editing the Daily Telegraph, I had virtually no time, but I did have a wonderful secretary in Frances Banks and the best driver in the world, Keith Lake. Both of them eased my Thatcher burden greatly. Nowadays, I am assisted at the Daily Telegraph by Pat Ventre. It is not her job to help with this book, but her constant support is a great comfort.

The person who has held the project together throughout is Virginia Utley, who was originally my secretary in the 1980s. From maintaining and updating all my contacts, to processing my manuscripts, to keeping order amongst evolving versions of the text, Virginia has proved as invaluable as ever. Her late father, T. E. ‘Peter’ Utley, is one of the dedicatees of this book. Peter Utley helped form me at the Daily Telegraph more than thirty years ago and gave me, with his subtle historical sense, my first understanding of the Thatcher phenomenon.

In all those years, I have always worked for the Daily Telegraph or the Spectator, or both, and I have covered the story of my subject from that vantage point. Mainly via these two publications, I learnt about the politics, culture and history of the Thatcher era from Bill Deedes, Colin Welch, Alexander Chancellor, George Jones, Sarah Sands, Andrew Gimson and many more. I have had innumerable conversations – both ‘grave and gay’, as people used to say – with Ferdy Mount, Dean Godson, Nicholas Garland, who sees it all with an artist’s eye, and my dear friend Frank Johnson, who died before his time. All that talk informs this book. I must also thank my proprietor for most of my time as an editor, Conrad Black. He appointed me to two of my three main jobs, and kindly allowed me to take on the Thatcher contract despite my editorship of his main paper.

My thanks are also due to the present owners and management of the Daily Telegraph. Sir David and Sir Frederick Barclay, and Sir David’s son, Aidan, have always been enthusiastic about my study of the woman they all admire. So have the chief executive, Murdoch MacLennan, my editor, Tony Gallagher, and the deputy editor, Ben Brogan. They showed this by serializing the book. I am also grateful to Richard Preston, Chris Deerin and Robert Colvile. All have been supportive throughout, even when Thatcherizing has threatened to get in the way of daily work. So has Fraser Nelson, the editor of the Spectator.

As well as formal interviews, conversation about my subject with political practitioners who are also friends has been of immense value. Many of these conversations took place before I knew I would be writing this book, but are no less helpful for that. I think particularly of William Waldegrave, the late Nick Budgen, Robert Salisbury, Frank Field, Norman Tebbit, Peter Carrington, Alistair McAlpine, Richard Ryder and the late Alan Clark. (The last was undoubtedly unreliable, but often brilliantly perceptive.)

Sir Martin Gilbert and Andrew Roberts, at my request, kindly advised me how to write a political biography.

I have also talked often and informally to people who knew the private Margaret Thatcher for many years, notably Caroline Ryder, Amanda Ponsonby, Romilly McAlpine, Cynthia Crawford and Carla Powell. Unstructured chat with such friends has helped me understand Mrs Thatcher, the woman.

Coming from a journalistic background, I knew much less about the civil service than about politics. It has been fascinating to talk to so many public servants of the Thatcher era. Because they are trained to take notes, they tend to have more accurate memories than politicians, who are forever rushing. The best witnesses to Mrs Thatcher’s working life were often her private secretaries, to most of whom I have spoken. In the period covered by this volume, I am particularly grateful to Sir Bryan Cartledge, Sir John Coles, Sir Michael Scholar and Sir Clive Whitmore for the time they gave me and the thought they put into it. I must also mention the former Cabinet Secretary, Lord Armstrong of Ilminster, whose precise mind and memory remain completely undimmed and whose supply of perceptive insights and anecdotes seems never to dry up. His successor, Lord Butler of Brockwell, has been equally helpful, chiefly with the second volume. Alan Petty has helped guide me towards the less visible parts of government.

In my Thatcher travels, I have been sustained by much hospitality. I am particularly grateful to Richard and Veronique Bowdler-Raynar, who invited me to stay at Schloss Freudenberg – almost the only place Mrs Thatcher would consent to visit for a holiday; Philip and Isabella Naylor-Leyland, at Milton, scene of the great Falklands rally; Charles and Carla Powell in the Campania; Romilly McAlpine in Venice; and Julian and Diana Seymour at Restharrow.

Richard and Kate Ehrman tolerantly kept a bed for me whenever I visited Oxford to consult archives or interview the retired civil servants who so often end up being Heads of Houses there. Richard and Kate also read and commented on my manuscript with great care, as did Noel Malcolm, Fellow of All Souls, Harold James, Professor of History and International Affairs at Princeton (all the material dealing with the economy), Andrew Riley, Archivist of the Thatcher Papers, my father, Richard Moore, and my father-in-law, Ralph Baxter. Kate Ehrman’s additional kindness was to hold my hand whenever I attempted to speak, read or listen to the French language.

Over many years, my most frequent talks about my subject have been with the Ehrmans, with Oliver and Isabel Letwin, and with Owen and Rose Paterson. In all these cases, the context has been friendships going back for more than 30 years. This is the best sort of talk, and I can never thank them enough. Oliver’s late mother, Shirley, is a dedicatee of this book.

My special thanks should go to Tommy, my hunter who jumps everything, and to Diana Grissell, MFH, who directs his care. They have been essential to my sanity.

Finally, I must thank my family, especially my sister, Charlotte, and my brother, Rowan. As far as I know, no Moore of my line, apart from me, has ever supported Margaret Thatcher. In many ways, this has been a good place for her biographer to start: in studying my subject I have enjoyed what feels like a forbidden pleasure. Besides, without my parents, Richard Moore and Ann Moore, I might never have learnt the fascination of history. This book is dedicated to them.

Our twins, Kate and William, were seven when this project began, and now they are adults. Except for the incident when Will lost the entire manuscript when playing, without permission, on my computer, they have been models of good behaviour and good fun. Because they were born in the last year of Mrs Thatcher’s premiership, they give me a perspective which someone like me, who first voted in 1979, would otherwise lack. My wife Caroline has been consistently loving and tolerant as I have spent so much time, for so long, with ‘the other woman’. I am more grateful to her than I can say.
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