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Praise for The Crown in Crisis

‘Excellent, well written, deeply researched . . . a dynamic revisionist history . . . that is both heart-breaking and glamorous, scholarly and very entertaining’

Simon Sebag Montefiore

‘Alexander Larman’s well-researched and well-written The Crown in Crisis is both scholarly and highly readable. He has mastered the sources superbly, and his analysis of the extraordinary story is full of thought-provoking insights’

Andrew Roberts

‘A compulsively readable and comprehensive account. Anyone who wants to deepen their understanding of one of the key events of the 20th century, whose reverberations are still with us today, must read this engagingly fun and detailed book’

Anne Sebba

‘[A] gripping day-by-day account . . . compelling’

Ysenda Maxtone Graham

‘Larman’s retelling zips along, infusing a well-known narrative with impressive suspense. An enduringly relevant chapter of British history, brought to life with panache’

Observer

‘Larman is an amiable and talented young writer . . . rendered with brio and dispatch . . . always interesting’

David Aaronovitch, The Times ‘Book of the Week’

‘A fresh look at a time of catastrophe for the royals, with new ideas about a plot to assassinate Edward VIII . . . Larman shows a delicate touch too in not banging home the obvious contemporary resonances. Instead he lets us find our own fun’

Guardian

‘Forensically researched . . . Larman has done a fine job of explaining the religious, social and political issues involved’

Business Post Ireland

‘A gripping new book on the abdication crisis reveals how the ambitious former Champagne salesman wooed Wallis to ingratiate himself with King Edward VIII’

Daily Express

‘In this absorbing new book, Alexander Larman takes us through the whole, tangled story with great clarity’

Reader’s Digest ‘Recommended Read’

‘Alexander Larman brings together unpublished archive material and witness testimonies to reveal exactly what went on at the Palace almost a century before “Megxit”’

Daily Telegraph

‘An engaging, detailed, and suspenseful read; one that is equal parts empathetic and entertaining. You will be gripped’

Independent

‘Alexander Larman has done a thoroughly researched job in retelling this oft-told tale and has made some fresh discoveries that shed new light on the affair’

Nigel Jones, BBC History Magazine

‘Many of the central characters so vividly brought to life in Alexander Larman’s The Crown in Crisis appear as if drawn from a period matinee at the Aldwych . . . both judiciously weighed and ceaselessly entertaining’

The Critic

‘A suspense thriller about the abdication, complete with end-of-chapter cliff-hangers that leave you on the edge of your chaise longue . . . a thrilling, eloquent and witty tale’

The Chap

‘An entertaining, multi-layered study of the abdication crisis of 1936 . . . Larman captures the era’s delicious wit, spite, and malice’

Kirkus


For Alan Samson.

‘A god from afar looks graciously upon a gentle master.’
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‘Oh, brothers! I don’t care for brothers. My elder brother won’t die, and my younger brothers seem never to do anything else.’

Oscar Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray

And Cain talked with Abel his brother: and it came to pass, when they were in the field, that Cain rose up against Abel his brother, and slew him. And the Lord said unto Cain, Where is Abel thy brother? And he said, I know not: Am I my brother’s keeper?

Genesis 4:8–9
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Introduction

A couple of years ago, I was having a haircut. The barber – a literary man – was pleased to hear that I was working on a book about the royal family in World War II, but he had a particular interest in one issue.

‘Was the Duke of Windsor really a Nazi?’

I was unable to respond pithily; when someone is cutting your hair, you are more than usually vulnerable to something going awry if your response is an unexpected one. But the answer is neither an unequivocal ‘yes’ or a dismissive ‘no’; rather something more ambiguous. When I was writing my previous book, The Crown in Crisis, the discussion of Edward VIII’s political sympathies took up a substantial proportion of the narrative. If he was not at least a Nazi sympathiser, then it was deeply unfortunate that he willingly spent quite so much time in their company.

But the tale of his abdication and its build-up ended in December 1936, with Edward no longer monarch and exiled to Europe, travelling away in the night. During my research, I kept seeing glimpses of fascinating documents in archives that promised to elucidate his inclinations but also hinted at far greater discoveries to come. I have never written a sequel before, but when I concluded The Crown in Crisis, I knew that the story I had been telling was not – could not be – finished. The question that reader after reader has asked me is ‘What happened after Edward and Wallis left Britain?’ Here, they have their answer.

The question of the duke’s Nazi loyalties and associations can now be answered in satisfying and conclusive detail, thanks to new information that has come to light over the previous decade. And I cannot say that I have warmed to him during my research. I have been accused of harshness towards Edward, whom I described in The Crown in Crisis as ‘a wretched, quixotic ruler, an obsessed and demanding lover and, bar the odd instance of compassion and decency, a selfish and thoughtless man’. My only regret is that I have been too generous towards him. If there is a public figure of comparable standing who displayed the lack of self-awareness, non-existent consideration for others and disdain for any reasonable standard of behaviour as the Duke of Windsor, their name should live in infamy.

But the duke’s failings are only one aspect of The Windsors at War. If The Crown in Crisis was a book about the moral, social and political weight of kingship, this is ultimately a story about a squabbling and dysfunctional family being tested to the limits under unimaginable pressure. The fascinating psychodrama of the uneasy relationship between King George VI and the Duke of Windsor – the man who struggled to be king and the man who had given it all up for a woman – featured only tangentially in the earlier book. Now, thanks to access to rare and never-before-published letters, diaries and memoranda, I can tell its story with the candour and detail it deserves.

Inevitably, this period encompasses far more than sibling rivalries. The Second World War has been written about by countless historians before, and the central narrative can seem almost overfamiliar. Yet the role of the royal family in the conflict, both public and private, is curiously under-reported. As I delved into it, I was astonished at the new and never-before-published information that I discovered, from the candid letters of the king’s private secretary, Alec Hardinge, to revelatory information about the Nazi sympathies of some of the most intimate members of the royal circle. I feel privileged to be able to bring this explosive material into the public eye for the first time.

This is a story on the broadest of canvases, spanning nearly a decade and featuring a cast of characters who represent everything from duplicitous chicanery to clear-sighted, even heroic principle. It has been a pleasure to meet many of them for the first time, and to reunite with old friends from The Crown in Crisis. The great lawyer Walter Monckton returns, still trying to do his best for the increasingly ungrateful duke, and I was delighted that Diana Cooper and Chips Channon are able to offer their (invariably waspish) observations on proceedings once again. And for the conspiracy-minded, there is a reappearance by Edward VIII’s would-be assassin, George McMahon, still professing his undying loyalty to a man he tried to shoot.

The Windsors at War is a book made up of many interwoven narratives. It is an account of treachery, and of cynicism. It is a tale of decent people doing thoughtless and inconsiderate, even dangerous things when faced with an intolerable amount of pressure, and of their getting it wrong as often as they succeeded. I have attempted to strip away the flummery and protocol of the royal family and examine them afresh, as flawed, often capricious human beings, whose internal struggles could seem petty and self-indulgent at a time of national crisis.

But it is also a story of heroism and honour, of principles maintained against near-impossible odds. It demonstrates how the king, Queen Elizabeth and those loyal and stoic figures around them – even the underappreciated Hardinge, whom I hope I have rehabilitated here – were faced with the dual difficulties of having to act as symbolic figureheads for a nation while confronting personal and familial challenges that would test even the most robust of individuals. I have tried to show, paraphrasing W. H. Auden, how private faces in public places are more appealing than the reverse. I hope that I have been as sympathetic and balanced a chronicler as possible – even to the Duke of Windsor.

We remain fascinated by royalty. The international outpouring of grief that was sparked by the news of Elizabeth II’s death on 8 September 2022, at the age of ninety-six, was a genuine expression of communal mourning, rather than performative attention-seeking. Would that the Queen’s quiet, unostentatious dedication to duty that she offered her country for seven decades had been adopted by the rest of her family. Instead, their actions have excited comment and discussion all over the world, not always of a favourable kind. From the Duke of York’s legal travails to the continuing exploits of the Duke and Duchess of Sussex, the monarchy has been dogged by scandal and embarrassment in a fashion that has been unanticipated for decades.

But as I write this in the year that saw both the grand success of the Platinum Jubilee and the reaction to the Queen’s death, it is possible to balance often prurient interest in the antics of the renegade members of ‘the Firm’ with a recognition that the monarchy, at its best, is an ever-fixèd mark in both British society and in history. The Queen herself appears in this book, along with many of her family, and I remain grateful for her gracious permission to include extensive quotations from documents in the Royal Archives (as with The Crown in Crisis).

All the same, The Windsors at War is an independent minded and fresh examination of the time, not an exercise in public relations. Britain now has a new King, and one who has a phenomenal precedent to live up to. I hope that if he has the opportunity to read this book, he would view it as a fair account of an extraordinary period in which good overcame evil after one hell of a tussle.

Albeit one that came within an ace of being fatal for his family.


Prologue

‘We All Wondered Why We Weren’t Dead’

13 September 1940

It took courage to fly as low and as fast down the Mall as the German pilot did, dodging the clouds as he sped, but his task that Friday morning was a daring one: the destruction of Buckingham Palace. It was an executive decision that had been made by Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring the previous week, as he took control of the bombing of London.

Should the airman succeed, ideally killing the king and queen at the same time, it would be both a propaganda and a military triumph for Hitler. The risks were great, but so was the prize. The bomber readied the 55kg cylindrical explosive bombs, known as SC50s, and hoped that they would blow the building to pieces.

The approach only took a matter of a few seconds, but it was all the pilot needed. He drew his Heinkel He 111 as close as he dared to Buckingham Palace, unmolested by anti-aircraft guns, and let his cargo fall onto the target. Then, his mission accomplished, he flew away, hoping that he had managed to achieve what so many of his fellow aeronauts had only dreamt of doing.

King George VI, or ‘Bertie’ to his familiars, and Queen Elizabeth were no longer strangers to the prospect of death rained down from the air. Like their subjects, they had been horrified by the Blitz, which had begun the previous week, on Saturday 7 September. It had turned towns and cities into gap-toothed shadows of what they had been only hours before. In London alone, over 300 people were killed in a single night, with 1,337 badly injured and countless more wounded or rendered homeless.

The devastation could barely be measured in human or financial cost. Yet it was only the overture to what would become a twenty-three-day, fifty-seven-night attack on Britain, orchestrated by the Nazis with the intention of reducing an entire country to fear, from the lowliest of beggars to the highest in the land. Nobody would – could – be spared.

On Monday 9 September, the first intruder arrived at Buckingham Palace, in the form of a bomb that fell into the garden courtyard. It landed only a few feet away from the king’s study, which was located on the floor above. He gazed at the interloper with fear, but it did not detonate, so he continued to work at his papers as if nothing untoward had happened.

He soon discovered what could have occurred. The next night, the bomb finally exploded. The ferocity of the upward blast blew out the windows above and turned the garden, once a source of royal pride and solace, into a mess of rubble and earth. Precious stained-glass windows were destroyed. Even the swimming pool was laid to waste. Only the wire netting that defaced the windows of the palace prevented further damage to the family’s private quarters.

Courtiers and politicians urged the king and queen to be cautious, even if it verged on the cowardly. Flee London, they said, for the safety of Windsor, or head further away still. It would be too great a loss to the country if anything happened to either of you.* Their words were listened to, and then disregarded. As the queen remarked to the politician and diarist Harold Nicolson, ‘I should die if I had to leave.’1

Yet underneath the bravado was confusion and doubt. Security at the palace was all but non-existent, and the advent of the Blitz had left the usual elements of protocol and ceremony in chaos. Decisions had to be made in seconds, rather than over the course of days. There was no chain of command to debate the wisdom of the royal actions. The king and queen agreed upon a compromise. They would go to Windsor for a couple of days with fourteen-year-old Princess Elizabeth and ten-year-old Princess Margaret while the worst of the debris was cleared up, and then return on Friday to London, ready to resume their responsibilities and duties, while their children remained behind in Windsor. That would satisfy everyone.

It nearly proved the greatest mistake they ever made.

When the royal pair returned to London on the morning of 13 September, an air raid was in progress. The weather was poor, a mixture of cloud and rain, and they hoped it would impede visibility for any attack. As they entered the palace at quarter to eleven, they did not head for their usual rooms towards its front, as the windows had been smashed by the bomb a few days before. Instead, they made for a smaller sitting room in the inner part of the building, overlooking a quadrangle.

The king’s private secretary, Sir Alec Hardinge, notified them that there was a ‘red’ warning in operation, meaning that an attack was believed imminent, and entreated them to head down to the air raid shelter. The king, still less cautious about the prospect of attack than those around him, insisted that they gather a few possessions before they went, and the queen joined him in his sitting room.

As they prepared to leave, the king was troubled by an eyelash getting stuck in his eye. He asked for the queen’s assistance in removing it, just as Hardinge, papers in hand, entered the sitting room to chivvy his superiors down to safety. Before they could leave, however, they heard the whirring sound that signified the arrival of the Heinkel bomber.

All anyone could think to say in the circumstances was ‘Ah, a German’,2 before the trio heard two noises. First was the sound of the plane preparing to unload its cargo, followed by the scream of the SC50s as they tore down into the palace quadrangle. As two of the bombs exploded, shattering stone, masonry and glass in their wake, they sent up what the queen called ‘a great column of smoke and earth’3 into the air. It was clear that this was no near miss, but a direct hit on an iconic symbol of London and of Britain. Göring’s plan had succeeded.

Its consequences would have segued from symbolic to devastating if the king and queen had been killed, but luckily they were unharmed. As they backed away from the windows, aware that glass might fly into the room and cut them to pieces, they realised that they had been spared purely by chance. As the prime minister, Winston Churchill, later wrote of the attack, ‘had the windows been closed instead of open, the whole of the glass would have splintered into the faces of the King and Queen, causing terrible injuries’.4

The royal pair and Hardinge rushed into the corridor. They lingered there with two pages, taking care to be as far away from the windows as they could. The king and queen remained calm, through either fortitude or shock. There was a crisis, but it could be overcome. As they walked down to the shelter, they saw the extent of the devastation: two enormous craters had appeared in the courtyard, and one of the bombs had destroyed a fire hydrant, meaning that flames and water were laying waste to all around them.

They held their nerve. The only sign of the fear that both felt was that the queen’s knees trembled, even as she enquired about the welfare of the housemaids and other staff. (‘I was so pleased with the behaviour of our servants … they were really magnificent,’5 she wrote to Queen Mary.) Six bombs had landed in total: two in the quadrangle, two in the forecourt, one in the chapel and one in the garden. They could have killed dozens of people.

Whatever fortune had spared their lives had been extended to the other inhabitants of the palace that morning, most of whom were unharmed, save three men who cried out for bandages. It transpired that they were workmen who had been attempting to repair some of the damage to the chapel that had been caused earlier in the week. A bomb had exploded directly above them, but they had been shielded from the worst of the impact by being underground, although one worker, Alfred Davies, subsequently died of his injuries. He was the sole casualty of the most successful direct bombing raid the Germans ever made on Buckingham Palace.

Immediately afterwards, the king and queen set out by car to the East End of London to assess the carnage there. They were both affected by the ‘ghastly’ damage they saw, with hundreds of their subjects either dead or trapped beneath ruins, and countless people bombed out of their homes. The queen wrote to Queen Mary, ‘I really felt as if I was walking in a dead city … it does affect me seeing this terrible and senseless destruction – I think that really I mind it more than being bombed myself.’ Even as she praised the people she encountered for being ‘marvellous’ and ‘full of fight’, she was struck by the realisation that ‘One could not imagine that life could become so terrible.’ She vowed, ‘We must win in the end.’6

As they returned home, compassion and pity were joined by pragmatism. Hardinge knew the importance of regaining the initiative, certain that Hitler would rejoice at his propaganda triumph. He wrote to his mother-in-law, Viscountess Milner, making light of what had happened as far as he could. ‘What days we live in! We have had lots of bombs in this place, but only three people were slightly wounded. I felt quite shaken up one day – when three bombs dropped in the quadrangle 30 yards from me.’7 And he persuaded the queen to put out a statement to the press that demonstrated the spirit of no-nonsense courage that the behaviour of the royal couple was to epitomise throughout the war, accompanied by carefully stage-managed photographs of the two of them looking stoic amidst the rubble of the palace. Her statement said simply, ‘I’m glad we’ve been bombed. It makes me feel I can look the East End in the face.’8

When word spread, it had the desired effect amongst their subjects, who felt that they stood in solidarity with their rulers. One woman said that ‘If they hurt the King or Queen or the Princesses, we’d be so mad we’d blast every German out of existence.’9 The politician and diarist Henry ‘Chips’ Channon, no admirer of the couple, wrote that ‘the bombs on Buckingham Palace have made the King and Queen more popular … everyone realises that they do their duty in difficult circumstances’.*10 Louis Mountbatten, who would himself meet his end four decades later at the hands of a similar atrocity, remarked that had the Germans known the ‘depth of feeling’ their actions would lead to, they should have been advised ‘to keep the assassins off’.11 But it was also a symbol of the potency of the Nazi regime that an attack like this could be planned, executed and come within an inch of succeeding. As Churchill said, ‘This shows the Germans mean business.’12

Despite relief at the king and queen’s survival, there was no time for celebration. Underneath his facade of stoicism, George VI knew how close they had come to death. He wrote in his diary that day that ‘We all wondered why we weren’t dead’, and called it ‘a ghastly experience, & I don’t want it to be repeated’, observing that ‘it certainly teaches one to “take cover” on all future occasions, but one must be careful not to become dugout minded’.13 Yet although he slept well and hoped for no traumatic after-effects,† he later noted that ‘I quite disliked sitting in my room on a Monday or Tuesday. I found myself unable to read, always in a hurry, & glancing out of the window.’14 As he expressed his hopes that the tours that he and the queen made offered a mixture of inspiration and solace, he wrote glumly that ‘nobody is immune’.15

Once fear and adrenaline had been replaced by anger, the king demanded to know how exactly a German bomber had managed to make a direct hit on the palace, especially in the day’s cloudy conditions. He had been a pilot himself before he was sovereign – the first member of the royal family to qualify – and knew that such a targeted attack could not have taken place by chance. It required both skill and inside information, which led him to the conclusion that whoever had planned the assault had been assisted by a traitor who wished for the deaths of the royal family and all those around them.

His first thought was that a distant relative with Nazi sympathies could somehow be involved. He knew that his German cousin Charles Edward, Duke of Saxe-Coburg, was a Nazi, but the so-called ‘traitor peer’ had been persona non grata with the royal family for decades. In July 1917, George V had even altered the family name from the House of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha to the House of Windsor, both as a patriotic gesture and to remove any taint of pro-German sentiment. It seemed unlikely that Charles Edward would have suddenly decided to mastermind such an attack.

The king’s suspicions then turned to his Spanish relation Infante Alfonso, Duke of Galliera, a distinguished aviator who had commanded Franco’s aerial forces in the Spanish Civil War and had the aviation experience necessary to train pilots to accomplish a mission of that nature. Although there was no clear link between Alfonso and the Germans, or any reason for him to aid the attack, the king terminated his lease of a grace-and-favour house in Chiswick, the King’s Cottage, which was instead given to the Archbishop of Canterbury, Cosmo Lang, for his retirement. It was a petty gesture, but it was at least a nod towards retaliation.

Yet the king feared that his true nemesis was someone altogether closer to home, albeit in exile and isolation in Europe, having left England nearly four years before. He was someone who knew Buckingham Palace – he had even, albeit briefly, been resident within it himself – and his Nazi sympathies were a dangerous facet of his character. The king had heard the rumours that this man, frustrated with the life of a playboy, wished to return to his country by whatever means he could. Nor did he ignore MI5 reports that suggested that, should Hitler succeed in conquering Britain, he was prepared to offer this figure his heart’s desire in exchange for ‘assistance’.

The man whom the king feared had betrayed him, directly or otherwise, was his brother: ‘David’ to his friends and family, but known to the rest of the world as the former Edward VIII, now Duke of Windsor. Relations between the two had been increasingly difficult since Edward had abdicated the throne on 11 December 1936, and had now resulted in estrangement. Yet it seemed unthinkable that his own sibling – a man who had once ruled Britain – could even contemplate such an action.

The king made no mention, to his wife or anyone else, of his suspicions. He did not need to. As the war, for so long becalmed, lurched into its next stage, the battle lines were now drawn. Country against country, nation against nation. That it should also pit brother against brother seemed inevitable.

 

 

 

 



* It was also suggested that the princesses should be evacuated, but the queen responded peremptorily, ‘The children could not go without me, and I could not possibly leave the King.’

* Typically, Channon also referred to the king as ‘the dullest, most boring but well-meaning little man on earth’, although he called the queen ‘glamorous, unspoilt and gracious’.

† He wrote in his diary the following day that when he heard the noise of a bombing practice he instinctively ducked; ‘yesterday’s experience was still too clear in my mind to avoid doing so’.


Chapter One

‘The Other One’

For a man with no interest in religion, the Duke of Windsor’s public and private lives were inextricably bound up with the actions of clergymen. Walter Blunt, Bishop of Bradford, preached a sermon on 1 December 1936 that led to the media’s policy of silence on Edward’s love affair with Wallis Simpson being abandoned,* and the presence of the vicar Robert Anderson Jardine at his wedding to Wallis ensured that the event attracted even greater attention than it would otherwise have done. Had Jardine been less eager to thrust himself into the spotlight, the wedding would have been a quiet civil ceremony, and many of the difficulties of subsequent years might have been avoided. But action follows inclination, and so the Fighting Parson – who acquired his nickname through his time as an army padre in World War I – found himself out of his depth.

In his memoir, At Long Last, which was never published in Britain due to fears of libel, Jardine recounted the moment when he decided to support the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, and thereby make himself notorious. The vicar of a working-class parish in Darlington in the north of England, he was in his late fifties in 1936. He admired the former Edward VIII and said of his relationship with Wallis that ‘many felt and saw that this constant companionship brought the King supreme happiness and that it might be a case of true love’.1

While Jardine’s daily business in ‘the Athens of the north’, as he termed Darlington, kept him remote from the discussions of Edward’s conduct during the abdication – ‘I was trying to mind my own business and leave that of the King alone … to my mind, this discussion of another man’s affairs was repugnant’2 – he was aware that to his parishioners, ‘Edward was and always had been their friend and idol’.3 He was himself sympathetic to ‘the Little Gentleman’, as he called him, and considered it a shame that the now Duke of Windsor was forced to endure ‘a long and lonely wait’ at the Schloss Enzesfeld, a castle near Vienna, as Wallis’s decree nisi had yet to become legal. Any reunion between the two of them would have jeopardised the legality of the divorce. If that had happened, the abdication would have been pointless.

Jardine enjoyed the reports of the coronation of George VI on 12 May 1937 (‘one of England’s greatest traditions of ceremony, grandeur and pomp’), but he was more interested in the predicament of the previous king. He was informed by his superior, the Bishop of Durham, that no ceremony for Edward and Wallis could be sanctioned in his or any other diocese, on the direct instructions of the Archbishop of Canterbury. It was therefore announced in the press by Edward and Wallis’s friend and official spokesman Herman Rogers that ‘there will be no religious ceremony when the Duke of Windsor and Mrs Wallis Warfield are married at Monts … Mr Rogers said he could give no reason why there would be no religious ceremony.’

Jardine professed himself ‘so upset and angry … that I lost all interest in my breakfast’.4 Retiring to his old army tent in the garden, he prayed for guidance, which duly arrived. He decided that it was his duty to write to Rogers and offer his services officiating at the wedding, consequences be damned. As he remarked to his wife, ‘[I am] only an unknown vicar of a working class parish [who offers] to perform a ceremony which should be held in a Cathedral and presided over by dignitaries of the church’, but the Fighting Parson remained a pugilist. He vowed that ‘with God’s help, I am fighting for the happiness of my one-time earthly King’.5

Although he mistakenly believed that ‘I was sure that the Duke of Windsor was a man of religious convictions’,6 his unsolicited approach led to a swift response from A. G. Allen, the duke’s solicitor. After ascertaining that Jardine was sincere in his desire and not an agent of the newspapers (or, worse, the royal family), Allen asked him to conduct the wedding at the Château de Candé in France, home of the Franco-American industrialist Charles Bedaux.

Jardine did not know that Edward’s lawyer and fixer, Sir Walter Monckton, had already attempted to recruit a pliable vicar to perform the ceremony. One man, W. F. Geikie-Cobb of Farnham Common, responded that ‘it would be presumptuous for me as an ordinary humble parson to consider myself suitable for the honour of marrying the Duke’, but agreed in principle to do so if the Bishop of London would authorise him to perform the ceremony. He did not. Another clergyman, C. E. Douglas, who knew Monckton slightly, suggested that there was no sacramental objection to the ceremony itself,* and wrote, ‘if there is any difficulty about finding a priest to administer the sacramental oath in this case, I feel so strongly about the principle that I should personally be willing to “defy authority” … by officiating’.7 But he ultimately found himself unable to offer such defiance.

Either Geikie-Cobb or Douglas would have been a preferable choice. But cometh the hour, and so Jardine made his way to France, weighed down by both responsibility and the consequences for his career. But he was resolute in his belief that God ‘had foreseen, provided and chosen a man to fill the breach created by hypocrisy, cant and un-Christ like action on the part of Parliament and prelate’.

Edward had left Britain on the night of 11 December 1936† with a sense of unfinished business. Less than a fortnight had elapsed between Blunt’s sermon and the abdication, and most of that time was consumed with political intrigue and constitutional wrangling. A few exhausted men, including the future king, attempted to come to terms with what his unlooked-for reign would involve. Edward was calm, unlike most of those working for him, but his serenity was disturbed by two concerns: recognition for Wallis, and a desire that appropriate financial support should be provided for them both.

The duke therefore wrote to his brother on 17 January 1937 that ‘The events of December are past history and you and I have now only the future to look forward to – you have your life as King and you know how hard I have tried to make your succession as easy as possible – and I will throughout your reign (which I hope will be a long and a grand one) and for the rest of my life do all in my power to help and support you to the best of my ability’, and suggested that ‘for the first time in my life I shall be very happy’.

But trouble lurked, even as Edward was quick to remind his brother that ‘Wallis and I have committed no crime.’ He asserted that ‘you and you alone can dispel and contradict any of the doubts and rumours that are abroad to the effect that you and Mama disapprove of us and that any one who does stick to us as friends will have a bad mark against their name in your “book” or with the “new regime” as they call it!’ He mixed man-of-the-world wisdom (‘You know how charming and charitable people are and I doubt your ever having heard that such gossip and rumours are being spread indiscriminately. But believe me they are Bertie, and it hurts like the dickens’) with straightforward pleading: ‘A lot of people are kicking us for the moment and you can stop it all – please do so quickly for our sakes and for our happiness and usefulness in the future – you can and you must do that.’8

Tension soon rose between the brothers. As Monckton recounted, ‘there were some difficulties to smooth over between the King and his brother who was troubling him a great deal on the telephone, and I was told to go out and persuade him to discontinue this’.9 The king was preparing for his coronation, amidst rumours that he suffered from epileptic fits and was unable to face the responsibilities of ruling. Hardinge later wrote of him that ‘he had no training for the task now thrust upon him … his health, together with the impediment in his speech, had placed him under a severe physical handicap’.10

The contrast with his elder brother, as well as his younger siblings, the Duke of Kent and the Duke of Gloucester, was unflattering. The king may not have been beset by ‘fainting fits’, as gossip magazines such as Cavalcade suggested, but he was a chronic stammerer, given to nerves at the prospect of any appearance in public and miserable at the burden that had been thrust upon him with inadequate preparation for the challenges he faced. Hardinge’s wife Helen called him ‘completely unambitious’ and stated that ‘he and his wife were appalled by the position in which they found themselves’.11 Likewise, his elder brother’s sleeve-tugging when it came to money was irksome. That the recently married Duke of Kent was exciting public attention due to his dalliance with the society model Paula Gellibrand (‘the next Mrs Simpson?’) was merely the rotten cherry upon a stale cake.

Socially, the king deferred to his wife, who combined charm with recognition of when her husband was uncomfortable. She had written to the socialite – and Hardinge’s mother-in-law – Viscountess Milner* during the abdication crisis to say, ‘we can only pray & hope that we may both have the health & willpower to do our job for this dear country whatever happens’.12 The fate that her husband had dreaded was upon them. She was determined they would both succeed.

Nicolson, who attended a dinner with the two of them on 17 March, was impressed by her bearing. He wrote of how ‘She wears upon her face a faint smile indicative of how much she would have liked her dinner party were it not for the fact that she was Queen of England.’ He praised her ‘charm and dignity’, and contrasted it with that of Wallis, remarking, ‘I cannot help feeling what a mess poor Mrs Simpson would have made of such an occasion … it demonstrated to us more than anything else how wholly impossible that marriage would have been’.13

When George inherited the throne in December 1936, he thought of continuity, rather than revolution. It did not help that, as Hardinge later wrote, ‘the scene on to which King George stepped … was not a happy one … the international situation was growing daily more precarious as the German and Italian dictators proceeded on their brutal and aggressive courses’.14 His first act as sovereign was to knight Walter Monckton in his house in Piccadilly, remarking afterwards, ‘Well, Walter, we didn’t manage that very well, but neither of us has done it before.’15 He stressed to Monckton, who had agreed to remain as his attorney general, that he wished him to be a counsellor and friend, as well as a go-between between him and the Duke of Windsor.

This soon presented the lawyer with a predicament. He wrote to the king shortly afterwards to acknowledge that ‘It is a comfort that you understand what a delicate position I am in: it is in one way quite impossible to hunt with the hounds & run with the hare but I have always determined to deserve the confidence both of you and your brother and to try and be what the Queen called last night “the link” that keeps you both friends. I am sure that link is important from the public as well as the personal point of view.’16 Maintaining warm relations with both siblings would occupy Monckton in both personal and official capacities for years to come.

Yet the king also cast off the baser elements with whom his brother had associated. Edward’s louche friend Emerald Cunard, who had referred to him as ‘Majesty Divine’, was banished from court. Queen Mary wrote to her cousin Prince Paul of Yugoslavia to say, ‘I fear she has done David a great deal of harm … I feel none of us, in fact people in society, should meet her.’17 And Peregrine ‘Perry’ Brownlow, Edward’s loyal lord-in-waiting, was dispensed with. This, however, was not from moral judgement, but because he was a buffoon. He was subsequently known, in a mocking reference to his country seat, as ‘the Lincolnshire Handicap’.

The Duke of Windsor lingered in Austria, bored by enforced indolence. Even his confidant, Edward ‘Fruity’ Metcalfe, who was by his side, remarked, ‘if he’s not doing something, he gets very moody & irritable & things are by no means easy’.18 The duke occupied himself by telephoning his younger brother to tell him what to do. Monckton observed that ‘this advice often ran counter to the advice which the King was getting from his responsible advisers in the Government’.

The conversations frequently ran into difficulty due to the king’s stammer, and Edward seized the advantage of his own fluency. As Monckton noted, ‘the Duke of Windsor was particularly quick in understanding and decision and good on the telephone, whereas King George VI had not the same quickness and was troubled by the impediment in his speech’.19 Edward’s intention seemed to be to bully his brother into giving him what he wanted through charm and coercion. Unsurprisingly, the king soon stopped taking the calls. Metcalfe recounted the duke’s shock when he was told that his brother could not speak to him until the following evening ‘as he was too busy to talk any other time’. He described his face simply as ‘pathetic’.20

The major discussions were about cash and Wallis’s royal status. The agreement between the brothers at the time of the abdication was that the Duke of Windsor would receive an annual allowance of £25,000, a sum paid directly from royal finances rather than by the nation. This would keep it a family matter and remove any danger of taxpayers subsidising Wallis. Yet as Monckton remarked, ‘the advice which the King was getting prevented him from making the immediate and unqualified promise which he would have wished and made the Duke suspicious’.21

It did not help that the details of the financial agreement had been leaked to the papers, something that made the king ‘very disturbed’. He complained to the duke, ‘I haven’t told anyone that we even signed [an agreement] … this is now public property & it is very unfortunate at this moment when the Civil List is just coming up’. He knew who he was dealing with. He suggested that ‘There is certain to be enquiry as to what has happened to the savings from the Duchy of Cornwall, before you came of age, & the rumour is that you have saved a very large sum from this source. You must tell me whether this is so, as I understood from you when I signed the paper at the Fort that you were going to be very badly off.’22

Edward responded angrily to this, as he always did when questions of finance and probity were concerned. ‘You now infer that I misled you at that time as to my private financial situation. While naturally not mentioning what I have been able to save as Prince of Wales, I did tell you that I was badly off, which indeed I am considering the position I shall have to maintain and what I have given up. You now ask me to tell you what my private means are, but I prefer not to do so for two reasons – firstly because the figure of £25,000 which you agreed to pay me in the event of Parliament not voting me this money in the new Civil List was in no way arrived at by reference to my private means, but solely as being the lowest provision that would be appropriate in the circumstances – we all thought at that time that Parliament would make at least that provision, and after all it is through no fault of mine that they are now going to fail us.

‘Secondly I am certain that it would be a grave mistake, if the private means of any member of the Royal Family were to be disclosed to the Select Committee and that it would only embarrass you and your advisers if I were to put you in the position of being able to answer questions on this subject.’ He suggested, with veiled threat, that ‘I have kept my side of the bargain and I am sure you will keep yours … I should be very sorry and it seems quite unnecessary that there should be any disagreement between us over this matter – but I must tell you quite frankly that I am relying on you to honour your promise.’23 He finally offered to rent his brother Sandringham and Balmoral for £25,000: a calculated insult that had the desired effect of angering the new monarch.

Edward remained in thrall to Wallis. She told him on 3 January that ‘I am so distressed over the way your brother has behaved from the first and is certainly giving the impression to the world at large that your family … do not approve of me … naturally we have to build up a position but how hard it is going to be with no signs of support from your family’. Anticipating the difficulties they would face (‘one realises now the impossibility of getting the marriage announced in the Court Circular and of the HRH’), she lamented, ‘I loathe being undignified and also of joining the countless titles that roam around Europe meaning nothing.’24

If her fiancé had been braver, he might have replied that they could have anticipated this predicament as soon as they left Britain. However, he could only agree with her. By the end of March, she referred to the king as ‘your wretched brother’ after he had informed the duke that ‘you have misunderstood the suggestion that I made to you in my last letter about our agreement … it is no fault of yours you say, it is likewise no fault of mine, but I do hope you realise that if this agreement comes to light, Parliament will at once say that it is providing for you indirectly. This means that the Civil List will be reduced by that amount, a contingency which will endanger my being able to carry out my part of our agreement.’25

Wallis, fearing penury, panicked. She suggested to Edward that ‘if he continues to treat you as though you were an outcast from the family and had done something disgraceful and continued to take advice from people who dislike you … there would be only one course open to you and that would be to let the world know exactly the treatment you were receiving from the people (family) you had placed in their present position’. If it sounded like blackmail, this was borne out by her resolution that her fiancé should screw his courage to the sticking place: ‘don’t be weak, don’t be rude, be firm and make him ashamed of himself’. She concluded, ‘I love you and want you here so badly.’26

Others attempted to intercede. Winston Churchill, then a backbench MP, had been a supporter and friend of Edward before and during the abdication crisis. He praised the duke on 24 March 1937 for how ‘very wise and prudent’27 his actions since leaving Britain had been. He also revealed that he and David Lloyd George, another partisan, were attempting to use their influence with the prime minister, Neville Chamberlain, to satisfy Edward’s requests.

While Churchill hoped that all could be settled ‘in an acceptable and agreeable manner’, he was less insouciant about the situation to Monckton. On 23 March, he remarked that ‘I am concerned about the financial position of the Duke of Windsor’, and that ‘it is evident that a proper establishment with due formality is required for His Majesty’s elder brother, and for one who has occupied the Throne’. Unlike the king, he was under no illusions as to Edward’s fortune, which he estimated in a note to Chamberlain as being between £800,000 and £950,000 in capital.* Much of this was settled on Wallis, although since the abdication she had been reduced to an annual allowance of £10,000 a year: barely enough to keep her in the jewels and couture that Edward had lavished on her while he was Prince of Wales. Churchill believed that allowing the duke to retain the capital and receive an annual allowance of £25,000, in exchange for his relinquishing any interest that he might hold in Balmoral and Sandringham, was a satisfactory resolution to the matter.

Others disagreed. At the beginning of April, Clement Attlee, leader of the Labour Party, asked embarrassing questions in Parliament about any financial arrangements that existed regarding Civil List provision for Edward. Churchill suggested to Chamberlain on 8 April that ‘the idea of a dispute between the two brothers upon the question of good faith, and still more of legal process, would of course be a disaster of the first order to the monarchy’.28

Chamberlain, who regarded Churchill as a ‘bandit’ and a ‘pirate’, believed that he was trying to force the king into a compromised position thanks to his ‘swindling arrangements’ and ‘threats to make trouble in Committee’,29 and did not believe such an allowance needed to be formalised. Therefore he refused to acknowledge or endorse any such request, and support for the duke’s petition remained fragmented.

To make matters worse, the former king remained without a country. Churchill wrote in a briefing note to Chamberlain that ‘it was stated to Parliament by the Attorney-General during the passage of the Abdication Bill that no condition of exile followed a voluntary abdication’, and that even if ministers felt that Edward’s free return to Britain was undesirable, they should be prevented from passing an Act of Parliament barring him from his former home.

As he remarked, ‘it would not be right to take such a step, which would cause much pain and scandal throughout the British Dominions and the world, merely upon grounds of social convention and etiquette’. Instead, he suggested that Edward be allowed to return after several years, when the position of the new king and queen was more established. He argued, ‘time is a healer of many things … what is important in these intervening years is to make the relations between the Duke and the King, or other members of the Royal Family, those of warm and easy friendship and affection, all doing their utmost for mutual benefit and in the public interest, and trying to help out each other in every way they possibly can’.

Edward had moved on from the Schloss Enzesfeld and was idling in the luxury hotel Landhaus Appesbach, near the resort area of Salzkammergut. Yet leisure was the last thing on his mind. On 16 April, he complained to Churchill that ‘[the] correspondence that has passed between my brother and myself this week … makes the government campaign against me more than easy to see. These last months have been more trying than I can say.’ Still, the reunion with Wallis would offer some compensation. He sighed, ‘the thought that there are little more than two weeks of our separation left seems too good to be true’.30 Only the most cynical could have begrudged the pair their happy ending, although it remained ambiguous as to who was the dashing prince and who the swooning maiden.

The king, meanwhile, faced more prosaic difficulties. He did not feel established or confident on the throne, and fretted about the responsibilities of his coronation. His assistant private secretary, Alan ‘Tommy’ Lascelles, told Sir John Reith, the BBC’s director general, in January that ‘the King was more fussed about his Coronation Day broadcast than anything else’.31 He knew his brother’s easy popularity with his people would be hard to replicate.

His stiffness was obvious to his social circle. When he hosted Duff Cooper, the Secretary of State for War, and his socialite wife Diana at Windsor Castle in mid April, she moaned to her friend and confidant Conrad Russell that ‘it’s too dull and dreary and different for words’.32 Diana had been a good though not uncritical friend to Edward, and had offered similarly sardonic comments to Russell about visits she had paid to Fort Belvedere (in which she mocked the ‘pink Venetian blinded, pink-sheeted’ bedroom she slept in) and as a guest of the then king on the yacht the Nahlin the previous summer. That trip became a notorious international incident due to the lack of discretion with which Edward and the married Wallis comported themselves across Europe.*

There was no such danger with the new king and queen, but no concomitant excitement either. Diana had exchanged cocktails and sexual permissiveness for a ‘throttlingly stuffy’ bedroom and strict etiquette. As a woman, she was excluded from the male world of ‘rumble and talk and drinks’, and was instead expected to gossip with her familiars. After bemoaning the impropriety of the dress that she wore (‘high cut and modest in design, but I’m not sure that it isn’t worse than striptease because for some reason it shows the minutest details of anatomy through its draping’), she acknowledged that the queen had been ‘lovely’ and that the atmosphere was ‘fine’,33 but whenever Edward and Wallis were mentioned, tension hung in the air. She informed Russell that conversation between the queen and Duff Cooper had involved her talking ‘of Kingship and herself but not of the crisis’.34 She mocked the relationship between her husband and the queen, writing, ‘It’s d’Artagnan – no, Buckingham. It’s Boswell, it’s Potemkin, it’s Stromsee, it’s Lancelot’, before concluding, ‘it’s boring’.35

Diana remained unimpressed throughout the weekend, despite her admiration for the queen. She described the talk at dinner as ‘jabber, jabber, jabber’, and told Channon that while Fort Belvedere could be described as an ‘operetta’, Windsor Castle was merely ‘an institution’.36 This stood in contrast to her emotional farewell letter to Edward the previous December, in which she wrote, ‘I shall miss your grace, your “flare”, your unusualness and your great goodness to Duff and me quite terribly.’37

Yet the king was capable of retaliation. Hosting his friend the writer Osbert Sitwell at Windsor the following week, he described to him ‘a person you know very well – a person who has said a number of foolish things in her time’. Referring to her self-described status as a ‘rat’, or a supporter of his brother, he informed Sitwell that the person was none other than ‘DC’. As Sitwell noted, ‘all members of the royal family consider initials to be an absolute and impenetrable disguise, absolving the person who employs them from any blame that might be incurred by mentioning a name, but at the same time affording an unmistakeable indication of identity’. This code initially defeated him – ‘stupidly, I failed to fit the correct names at once to the initial letters’ – before he realised the identity of ‘my old friend, Lady Diana Cooper’.38

Such moments were light distraction as the coronation loomed before the king like a monolith. The service was scheduled for 5 May 1937, and Queen Mary was involved in the planning of it ‘with her characteristic vigour’.39 Yet the king’s stammer seemed an insuperable obstacle to the day’s establishment of him as the new sovereign. The ceremony itself did not worry him too much. Reith’s suggestion that it should be televised had been dismissed by Lang as sacrilegious, to say nothing of impossible to censor if the king’s physical twitches needed to be concealed. It was the subsequent speech on the radio that terrified him. Reith, who had organised his brother’s abdication broadcast from Windsor Castle on 11 December, was keen, both for his monarch’s sake and for the reputation of the BBC, that the king should ‘make a good broadcaster’. He worked with the speech therapist Lionel Logue and the BBC’s outside-broadcast engineer to make him feel comfortable enough to perform his speech live.

Thankfully, both the broadcast and the coronation ceremony passed without difficulty. The king’s much-rehearsed speech, in which he declared how ‘with a very full heart, I speak to you tonight … never before has a newly crowned king been able to talk to all his peoples in their own homes on the day of his coronation’ and told the nation that ‘the queen and I will always keep in our hearts the inspiration of this day’, was a success. Time magazine praised his ‘warm and strong’ voice. Millions of his subjects sat at home listening to the broadcast, willing him to succeed while knowing of his stammer and the difficulties that even speaking a few short sentences publicly had caused him. The nation was relieved by the successful delivery of the first ever coronation broadcast.

Inevitably, his presentational difficulties remained. Channon wrote on 7 May 1937 of how, addressing a gathering of the Dominion prime ministers in Westminster Hall, the king was ‘faltering, pathetic with his halting speech and resigned kindly smile, and everyone pretending, so much did they hope he would, that he was doing it well’. The diarist remarked that ‘It was the thing to praise him, for all realise he is batting on a difficult wicket.’40

Yet fortunately for the coronation ceremony, the king’s nerves seemed to vanish on the day, aided by his sincere religious faith: another characteristic absent from his brother’s life. As he later told Lang, ‘he felt throughout that Some One Else was with him’. He confided in the Labour politician Ramsay MacDonald that ‘for long periods at the Coronation ceremony, he was unaware of what was happening’.41

Although there were minor mishaps,* mainly caused by the fumbling and fussing of the various bishops and prelates, the king remained serene. He was helped by his mother abandoning protocol that dictated that a previous monarch’s widow would not attend a subsequent coronation and coming to offer moral support. This also implicitly suggested that it was his reign, rather than Edward VIII’s, that continued that of her late husband, George V. His bearing struck many of the onlookers as being, for the first time, regal. Even Churchill was moved to tears as he remarked to his wife, Clementine, ‘You were right. I see now the “other one” wouldn’t have done. No one could forget that, had it not been for “the other one”.’†42

‘The other one’, in the form of Mrs Simpson, was not at the ceremony, but it is doubtful that she would have attended even if she had been invited. Royal relations had reached a nadir the previous month, when the king had refused to offer Edward any official recognition of his impending wedding. He wrote, ‘I am very sorry that I cannot make the arrangements you would like about your marriage. You know that I should like to help you all I can, but the trouble is I can’t treat this as just a family matter however much I want to.’43

He begged the headstrong duke to see sense, although this was a doomed endeavour. ‘In spite of the affection which of course there still is towards you personally, the vast majority of people in this country are undoubtedly as strongly as ever opposed to a marriage which caused a King of England to renounce the throne. You know that none of us in the family liked it, & were any of them now, after a few months interval, to come out & help you get married, I know that it would be regarded by everybody as condoning all that has happened.’ This, the king feared, ‘would place us all in an impossibly false position & would be harmful to the Monarchy, which after all has already had a great shock’. He concluded, ‘You will understand how much I loathe having to do this, but with your knowledge of the world, you will appreciate that I cannot do anything else.’44

The duke responded in a cold but civil manner, which confirmed the estrangement that now existed between the brothers, less than six months after the abdication. ‘I believe you when you say that you loathed writing it … I will never understand how you could ever have allowed yourself to be influenced by the present Government and the Church of England in their continued campaign against me ever since I left in December. You have had my personal expressions of loyalty to you both as King and as my brother, in writing as well as in words; surely this must mean something to you. And your ministers being aware of the sincerity of my loyalty need never have had any cause to doubt it. However, if for some reason they ever have, their minds can now be at rest, because after this final insult, I don’t imagine that I shall ever have the desire to set foot in Great Britain again.’ He ended with a personal attack. ‘There is nothing more for me to say except that I shall always be sorry to remember that you did not have the courage to give me the same support at the start of my new life, that I so wholeheartedly gave to you at the beginning of yours.’45

Happier times awaited. When the duke arrived in France on 4 May 1937, Sir Eric Phipps, the British ambassador there, reported that he appeared to be ‘in excellent health and spirits’, not least because Wallis’s decree nisi had been made absolute the previous day. There was no longer any impediment to their marriage. Phipps also remarked that ‘it looks as though we must be prepared for a fairly prolonged stay in the country, which may, I fear, raise a certain number of problems’.46 This was heroic in its understatement.

However, Edward’s thoughts lay on wedding preparations for the following month, even without knowing who would be allowed to conduct the ceremony. The option remained of a French civil union, but this seemed unbecoming and also raised the possibility that it would not be recognised in his home country. The duke – rightly, as it transpired – simply ignored the issue, assuming, Micawber-like, that ‘something would come up’, and remained fixated on his family’s refusal to grant Wallis a royal title.

Their reunion in early May at the Château de Candé, where they planned to marry, was worthy of a romantic novel. Wallis said, ‘Darling









































OPS/images/cover.jpg
ALEXANDER LARMAN

The Nazi Threat to the Crown






OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Praise for The House of Whispers



		Dedication



		Title Page



		Contents



		Epigraph



		Dramatis Personae



		Introduction



		Prologue: ‘We All Wondered Why We Weren’t Dead’



		Chapter 1: ‘The Other One’



		Chapter 2: ‘Germany’s No. 1 Gentleman’



		Chapter 3: ‘A Vague Sense of Fear’



		Chapter 4: ‘Humiliation Is Better Than War’



		Chapter 5: ‘Freedom Is Worth Dying For’



		Chapter 6: ‘Not Only Alive, But Very Much So’



		Chapter 7: ‘The Darkest Day in English History’



		Chapter 8: ‘Anything Except the Right Thing’



		Chapter 9: Operation Willi



		Chapter 10: Team Man or Bloody Buccaneer



		Chapter 11: ‘The Friend You Used to Be’



		Chapter 12: ‘The Hard Sacrifice’



		Chapter 13: ‘If We Can’t Bloody Well Fight, We’d Better Pray’



		Chapter 14: A new and much more hopeful phase - International Diplomat



		Chapter 15: Tanks off my lawn - Sterling and Strife



		Chapter 16: ‘Never a Dull Day in the Bahamas’



		Chapter 17: Liberation



		Chapter 18: ‘O Captain! My Captain!’



		Epilogue: The Return of Mr Toad



		Acknowledgements



		Illustration Credits



		Notes



		Bibliography



		Plate Section



		About the Author



		Also by Alexander Larman



		Copyright













Page List





		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













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading











OPS/images/title.jpg
THE WINDSORS
AT WAR

The Nazi Threat to the Crown

ALEXANDER LARMAN





