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THE DUCAL PARTY













	The Duke of Windsor
	



	The Duchess of Windsor



	Major E. Gray Phillips
	the Duke’s comptroller




	Captain George Wood
	a friend, later the Duke’s equerry




	Rosa Wood
	his Hungarian wife




	Marguerite Moulichon
	the Duchess’s French maid




	George Ladbrook
	driver of the Duke and Duchess




	Piper Alistair Fletcher
	the Duke’s manservant




	Sir Walter Monckton, KC
	an old friend and adviser of the Duke




	Detective-Sergeant Harold Holder
	of the Criminal Investigation Department, Scotland Yard






IN LONDON













	King George VI
	




	Major the Hon. Sir Alexander Hardinge
	his Principal Private Secretary




	Winston Churchill
	the Prime Minister




	Viscount Halifax
	the Foreign Secretary




	Lord Lloyd of Dolobran
	the Colonial Secretary




	A. G. Allen
	the Duke’s solicitor




	
Sir Samuel Hoare, Bt

	recently appointed as British Ambassador to Spain






AT THE BRITISH EMBASSY IN LISBON













	Sir Walford Selby
	the Ambassador




	The Hon. Neil Hogg
	Second Secretary




	Wing-Commander P.R. T. (‘Tanks’) Chamberlayne
	the Air Attaché




	Marcus Cheke
	the Press Attaché




	Richman Stopford
	the Financial Attaché, head of MI6 in Portugal




	David Eccles
	of the Ministry of Economic Warfare, on a special mission in Lisbon




















	Herbert C. Pell
	US Minister in Lisbon




	Renato Bova Scoppa
	Italian Minister in Lisbon






THE GERMANS













	Adolf Hitler
	the Führer




	Joachim von Ribbentrop
	Reich Foreign Minister




	Dr Erich Kordt
	his chef de cabinet





	Ernst Baron von Weizsäcker
	State Secretary at the Foreign Ministry




	Dr Oswald Baron von Hoyningen-Huene
	German Minister in Lisbon




	Obergruppenführer Reinhard Heydrich
	head of the Reich Main Security Office (RSHA)





	Brigadeführer Walter Schellenberg
	his subordinate in charge of the overseas counter-espionage operations of the Gestapo




	Admiral Canaris
	head of the Abwehr







AT THE GERMAN EMBASSY IN MADRID













	Dr Eberhard Baron von Stohrer
	the Ambassador




	Maria-Ursula
	his wife, a voluptuous beauty




	Dr Erich Gardemann
	representing Ribbentrop’s private intelligence service in Spain




	Kriminalkommissar Paul Winzer
	of the Gestapo, in charge of relations between the German and Spanish police






THE SPANIARDS















	General Francisco Franco Bahamonde
	
	the caudillo




	Don Nicolás
	
	his elder brother, Spanish Ambassador to Portugal




	Don Ramón Serrano Su[image: image]er
	
	General Franco’s brother-in-law, the Interior Minister




	Don Eduardo Rojas y Ordo[image: image]es, Conde de Montarco
	
	Political Secretary to Don Ramón




	Colonel Juan Beigbeder y Atienza
	
	the Foreign Minister




	Do[image: image]a Sol, Condesa de Teba
the Infante Alfonso
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	old Spanish friends of the Duke of Windsor




	Don Javier (‘Tiger’) Bermejillo
	
	of the Spanish Foreign Ministry, another old friend of the Duke




	Don Miguel Primo de Rivera, Marqués de Estella
	
	Civil Governor of Madrid, yet another old friend of the Duke




	Don Angel Alcázar de Velasco
	
	Press Secretary to the Institute of Political Studies, an agent of the Abwehr







THE PORTUGUESE















	Dr António Oliveira Salazar
	
	Prime Minister and Foreign Minister, effective dictator of Portugal




	Dr Luis Teixeira de Sampaio
	
	Secretary-General of the Foreign Ministry, adviser to Dr Salazar




	Captain Agostinho Lourenço
	
	Chief of the Secret Police




	Captain José Catela
	
	his deputy, a double agent




	Dr Zacarias Berenguel Vivas
	
	of the Portuguese consular service




	Dr Ricardo Espírito Santo Silva
	
	a banker




	Mary Cohen Espírito Santo Silva
	
	his wife




	Conde de Lancastre
Vizconde Soveral
Baron Almeida Santos
António Asseca
Nuno Brito e Cunha
Tomás Pinto Basto
Alda Wright
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	friends of the Espírito Santo Silvas
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Operation Willi was my second book, published by Weidenfeld & Nicolson in October 1984. A few years earlier, working on my first book, The Duke of Windsor’s War, I had been intrigued by the attempt of the Nazi Foreign Minister Ribbentrop to bring the ex-King and his consort under German power in July 1940, while they were in Portugal waiting for their passage to the Bahamas, where the Duke had been appointed Governor. Although some sensational German Foreign Office documents concerning this episode had (in the course of a general Allied publication of captured enemy archives) been released in 1957, it was clear that the story had never been properly investigated. I resolved to rectify this omission, and embarked on what turned out to be a thrilling quest. I was fortunate in that much further fascinating material came to light in the course of my investigations, that several people who had been involved were still alive and willing to share their memories, and that I managed to secure the assistance of Christopher Jackson, a splendid, Graham Greene-esque character who was both a former MI6 officer and a talented linguist. After two years, I felt I had solved the mystery in so far as it would ever be possible to do so.


My hope that the book would hit the headlines was dashed when Mrs Indira Gandhi was assassinated on the eve of its publication. However, the reviews, when they arrived, were all I might have wished for. Two of Britain’s leading historians of the period, Hugh Trevor-Roper and Donald Cameron Watt, praised it in extravagant terms. Other reviewers, while favourable, suggested that I had tended to give the Duke the benefit of the doubt. It is true that I was conscious of my position as amanuensis of the Duchess’s French lawyer Maître Suzanne Blum, who had supplied me with numerous relevant documents and photographs, and who would not have a word said against her royal clients – otherwise I might have been more critical of the fact that, while the world was crashing in ruins, the Windsors were selfishly preoccupied with getting their servants and possessions to the Bahamas. However, I believe my book definitively scotched the rumour (floated by Frances Donaldson in her Edward VIII) that the Duke was guilty of unpatriotic or even treasonable behaviour at the time. Though he doubtless felt, as did many in Britain’s ruling circles at that desperate moment, that it might eventually be necessary to contemplate peace negotiations, I found no evidence to suggest that he either favoured a German victory or had any direct contact with the enemy. What would have happened had they succeeded in abducting him is one of the ‘what-ifs?’ of history.


I think the enjoyment with which I wrote the book shines through; and reading it again after many years, I do not wish to change a word of it. 




Michael Bloch


May 2012







Prologue:
The Mystery
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Every schoolboy knows that ‘something happened’ involving the Duke of Windsor and the Germans in July 1940, when he and his Duchess were in Portugal waiting (or, according to some accounts, not waiting) for the ship that was to take them to the Bahamas. It is one of the great spy stories of the Second World War. It is of some historical importance; for Hitler’s preoccupation with the Duke of Windsor was one of the factors which caused him to delay – fatally – in launching his attack on Great Britain that summer. Exactly what happened, however, is far from clear. Why were the Germans interested in the Duke – and how far (if at all) was he aware of their interest? How did they plot to bring him under their power – and how close (if at all) did those plots come to success? What long-term plans did they have for him – and to what extent (if at all) was he prepared to go along with such plans? So far there have been few clear answers to these questions from historians, only from novelists.* Nothing stimulates imagination like mystery.


This book – the product of more than four years’ research, in the course of which seven countries were visited, dozens of witnesses interviewed, and numerous archives ransacked – is an attempt to break that mystery. I cannot claim to have succeeded entirely: a handful of pieces are still missing from the jigsaw puzzle, and may remain so. But I think I have put together enough of the picture to see it whole – and it is far more complex and extraordinary a picture than I had at first imagined. Moreover, my research raised in an acute form certain problems regarding the interpretation of historical sources and the value of human testimony. Before the curtain goes up, therefore, something must be said about the nature of the quest.


The news that the Germans had tried to get their hands on the Duke of Windsor, and that he may have given unwitting encouragement to their plots, broke upon a fascinated world in July 1957* with the much-publicized appearance in London and Washington of Volume X of Series D of Documents on German Foreign Policy. This was the latest in a long series of Anglo-American official publications giving selections from captured German diplomatic papers, and it contained indifferent translations of some twenty extraordinary telegrams, many of them several pages long, concerning the Duke of Windsor’s adventures in the Iberian Peninsula during the summer of 1940. The captured papers (which have now been returned to Bonn, where they may be freely consulted)† also contain twenty-eight other telegrams on the subject which have not hitherto been published, but which will be extensively quoted here. With a few exceptions, these telegrams, published and unpublished, come from the files of Ernst von Weizsäcker, the highly intelligent former naval officer who administered the German Foreign Office (Auswärtiges Amt) from 1938 to 1943 with the rank of State Secretary. The long efforts of the British Government to suppress them, and the curious circumstances of their eventual (partial) publication, will be discussed at the end of this book.‡


In order to understand the telegrams it is first necessary to grasp the movements of their principal subject at this period. In September 1939 the Duke of Windsor – who had abdicated and gone into exile two years and nine months before to marry the woman he loved – was attached with the rank of major-general to the British Military Mission in France, ostensibly as a liaison officer but in reality (as I have described elsewhere)* to do secret intelligence work. On 10 May 1940 Northern France was successfully invaded by the Germans; and on 19 June the Duke – who was then in the South of France, which had just been unsuccessfully invaded by the Italians – fled to avoid capture to still-neutral (but increasingly pro-Axis) Spain along with his wife, two British Consuls and a number of servants and friends. They crossed the frontier on the 20th, arrived in Madrid on the 23rd (the Duke’s forty-sixth birthday), and spent nine days in the Spanish capital before going on to Portugal, where they reached a house at Cascais near Lisbon on 3 July. The original idea was that the Duke should return to England; but this was not possible because of a bitter quarrel with his family, and on Thursday 4 July he was offered and accepted the post of Governor of the Bahamas. Four weeks later, on Thursday 1 August, he and the Duchess of Windsor sailed from Portugal to take up this appointment, in which they remained (with occasional visits to America) until May 1945. Significantly – or coincidentally? – 1 August was also the day Hitler finally issued his Directive No. 17, launching the air war against England.


The drama revealed by the telegrams opens with the Duke’s arrival in Madrid, when the Spanish Foreign Minister Beigbeder (who is generally regarded as having been pro-British) asked the German Ambassador Stohrer whether his Government might be interested in getting in touch with the ex-King. Stohrer conveyed this to his chief, the German Foreign Minister Ribbentrop, who asked if the Duke might be kept in Spain for the time being – but without his suspecting that it was the Germans who wanted him to stay there. Beigbeder then suggested to the Duke that he might like to spend the rest of the war in retirement in the South of Spain as the guest of the Spanish Government. The Duke (according to the telegrams) expressed interest in this idea, but nevertheless went on to Portugal. However, while he was in Portugal Beigbeder continued to tempt him with the prospect of a Spanish retreat, first through an unidentified agent, later through the Spanish Ambassador in Lisbon (who happened to be General Franco’s brother).


The next act opens in the second week of July, just after the public announcement of the Duke’s governorship. Ribbentrop wrote to Stohrer that he wanted the Duke to be lured back to Spain from Portugal, but once again without his being made aware of German interest in him; he suggested, for example, that the Duke might be persuaded by Spanish friends to flee to Spain in order to escape from a mythical British assassination plot. Once in Spain, the Duke would be invited to collaborate with the Germans, who would offer to restore him to the throne. The Spanish Government would be asked to imprison him if he refused.


Stohrer took this matter to the Spanish Interior Minister, Serrano Su[image: image]er, who was General Franco’s brother-in-law and is generally considered to have been very pro-German. Serrano Su[image: image]er agreed to cooperate, and sent out a Spanish emissary to see the Duke in Portugal with a view to drawing him back to Spain. This emissary is eventually identified as Don Miguel Primo de Rivera, who was the son of a former dictator of Spain and an old friend of the Duke of Windsor. Don Miguel returned with the news that the Duke was favourable to the idea of returning to Spain. A second Spanish emissary was then sent out, who is not identified. His task was to give the Duke a letter from Don Miguel stressing the urgency of his coming to Spain as soon as possible, and to suggest a plan whereby he might do so without the knowledge of the British and Portuguese authorities. However, this second emissary returned after a few days with the news that the Duke would not now be coming to Spain after all. On the other hand, he was prepared to play a part in possible future peace negotiations between England and Germany.


There was now only a day to go before the Duke’s ship sailed, and the telegrams show that various last-minute efforts were made to keep him in Europe. Don Miguel went out again to plead with him, pressure was put on Salazar, the dictator of Portugal, to keep him there, and a number of frightening incidents were staged to persuade him that it would be dangerous for him to make the journey. Ribbentrop also arranged for the Duke to get a message informing him of German interest in him, of which he was supposed to be unaware till then. This message was delivered by Ricardo Espírito Santo, the Portuguese banker in whose house the Duke was living and who (the telegrams reveal) had been passing regular secret reports about his royal guest to the German Minister in Lisbon, Hoyningen-Huene. In spite of all this, the Duke and Duchess sailed as planned on 1 August. A few days earlier they had been joined by their old friend Sir Walter Monckton, who had been sent by the British Government to stress the need for prompt departure.


The German telegrams also report a number of conversations between the Duke and his Spanish and Portuguese friends, in which he expresses dissatisfaction with his lot and questions the wisdom of Great Britain’s continuing to fight Germany against such apparent odds. It is evident that these reports, whether accurate or not, greatly encouraged the Germans in their designs. It is also suggested in the telegrams that the Duke responded quite kindly to the message of German interest which he received just before his departure, and that, although he insisted on sailing, he offered to be in touch at some future date.


Finally, the telegrams contain several highly conspiratorial reports sent in the last week of July 1940 by a thirty-year-old German secret agent called Walter Schellenberg, who had been sent out to the Peninsula for the purpose of bringing the plot to a successful conclusion. This man – whose name was unknown to the public until after the war – was then head of the counter-intelligence section known as Amt IVE, and was subsequently to become the last chief of the Nazi German secret service. His role in the affair is revealed by two other sources. First there are the memoirs which bear his name and which were published in London in 1956, four years after his death. In these memoirs – the authenticity and reliability of which have been questioned by some historians* – it is alleged that Schellenberg was ordered to abduct the Duke by force, but that he deliberately circumvented these orders. Secondly there is a log he kept during his mission, now among the papers of the former Reichsicherheitshauptamt at Koblenz, which lists his principal daily movements and encounters. In this valuable and hitherto unpublished document – reproduced here for the first time† – the Duke appears under the code-name of Willi.‡


This, then, is the basic German source material on the plot – the telegrams (published and unpublished) and the memoirs of Schellenberg (which it is now possible to test against his contemporary log). It is fascinating material, the published part of which has fired the imagination of numerous novelists and journalists and been quoted (though without critical analysis) in dozens of popular historical works.* Among the annals of the Second World War, there is nothing to touch it for sheer conspiracy. At first glance it appears to give a tantalizingly complete picture, including as it does almost daily reports from the plotters on the spot in the Peninsula. But in fact the picture is anything but complete, and almost nothing can be taken at face value. There are a number of reasons why these sources must be regarded with the greatest caution and suspicion.


First of all there are some glaring inconsistencies. Schellenberg’s memoirs (in which he claims to have been sceptical about the plot from the first) do not tell the same story as his reports among the telegrams (in which he seems to have few doubts that the thing will come off). The telegrams themselves are full of unexplained mysteries. Why did Beigbeder, who was to be sacked a few weeks later as Spain’s Foreign Minister for being too pro-British, seem so keen on feeding the ducal lamb to the German wolves? How was it that the Duke seemed all eagerness to flee to Spain at one moment, and would not hear of such a thing the next? If, as alleged, he had never wanted to leave Spain in the first place, why had he gone to Portugal at all? Why was Ribbentrop – who apparently believed the Duke to be sympathetic to Germany’s cause – so insistent that he should not suspect German interest until he was actually in German hands? The telegrams raise but do not answer such questions.


Secondly, the very nature of the material is such as to cast grave doubts on its reliability. At the best of times, diplomatic documents are to be regarded with caution as historical sources, secret service reports even more so. When they are written by the agents of an ideological dictatorship for the eyes of the mandarins of that dictatorship, nothing in them can be taken for granted. The chances are that they will have been drafted with a view to putting their authors in the best possible light and telling the persons to whom they are addressed (who will probably be immersed in every kind of fantasy and paranoia) what they most want to hear. As Ernst von Weizsäcker, from whose files the telegrams come, wrote after the war:




Historians … if they use sources from the Third Reich, must remember that no-one could achieve anything in Germany at that time unless he made concessions to the prevailing style of expressing oneself. Officials and officers who had remained reasonable made their proposals or couched their arguments in terms suited to the person they were addressing; and the historian must beware of using such documents unless he has a thorough knowledge of the people to whom they were addressed and of the persons indirectly concerned. No-one who wanted to accomplish anything in Germany at that time wrote in order to appear later on as one who had uttered wise warnings; nor did he write to save his own soul. He wrote and spoke in competition with psychopaths and for psychopaths.1






As for post-war memoirs of the Nazi period such as those of Schellenberg, these must be treated with no less suspicion than the contemporary documents, for obvious reasons.


Finally, the German sources only relate the affair from the alleged points of view of three persons: Stohrer, the Ambassador in Madrid; Hoyningen-Huene, the Minister in Lisbon; and Schellenberg. (True, all three received detailed instructions from Ribbentrop; but these instructions only reveal the most obvious things about Ribbentrop’s attitude and intentions. They do not really give us his point of view. They do not answer the fundamental question of what exactly Ribbentrop meant to do with the Duke of Windsor – or if he knew himself.) Even if one were able to establish the accuracy of the statements contained in the telegrams, therefore, one would still only be able to see things through the eyes of the Germans in the Peninsula – and they were far from being the only individuals involved.


And so, having studied the basic German sources, I put them aside in order to devote the next stage of my research to investigating the affair from other angles. There were three viewpoints in particular which interested me to begin with: that of the British Government in London (and especially Winston Churchill); that of the Auswärtiges Amt in Berlin (and especially Ribbentrop); and that of the Portuguese authorities in Lisbon (and especially Lourenço, the secret police chief under whose protection the Duke was). In these quests I was fortunate in being able to profit from the advice and assistance of a great specialist in each field. Martin Gilbert helped me understand Churchill’s reactions; David Irving added to my knowledge of Ribbentrop’s attitude; and Professor Douglas Wheeler of the University of New Hampshire guided me to the main Portuguese sources. The help I received from these eminent scholars was particularly generous in that they themselves all happened to be writing works of Second World War history which were to deal (in the light of their respective interests) with the Duke of Windsor episode.* I am grateful to them, and also to two retired statesmen who were in Lisbon in July 1940 and gave me much inside information – Ambassador Alberto Franco Nogueira, the former Portuguese Foreign Minister who is now Salazar’s official biographer, and Lord Eccles, who played a curious and important role in the affair and whose fascinating volume of wartime correspondence appeared in the middle of my research,† (I was less lucky in my search for Berlin witnesses, the last of whom seemed to have escaped me by the narrowest of margins;* the nearest I got to a German who had been in the know at the time was Reinhard Spitzy, who had heard about the affair from a brother-in-law at the German Legation in Lisbon.)


Above all, however, I had to try to see things from the point of view of the man who was at the centre of the web – the Duke of Windsor himself. That, in a sense, was the main purpose of my study. And it was here that the greatest difficulty lay. His motives and reactions were shrouded in mystery. Secretive by nature, he had never published his own version of the episode; to the great revelations of 1957 he had replied with no more than a brief press statement. Such clues as existed as to his state of mind at the time only seemed to point to a tumult of conflicting emotions; the only decisive impression that emerged was one of constant and painful indecision. One knew one was dealing with a tortured soul (whose inner conflicts might be interpreted as noble passion or dangerous wavering depending on one’s point of view); but one knew little more. The Duke’s own papers, however, were likely to shed some light on the matter; and in April 1980 – by which time it was my happy fate to have become assistant to Maître Suzanne Blum, the Duchess of Windsor’s lawyer, guardian and friend – I found myself entrusted with a large buff file headed Governor’s Office Bahamas and labelled Germans 1940. I took a long deep breath before opening it.


At first glance, the contents of this dossier seemed slightly disappointing. It did, however, contain one amazing item of contemporary evidence – the letter (much referred to in the telegrams) which Miguel Primo de Rivera had sent the Duke (by hand of the mysterious second emissary) urging him to flee to Spain for his life and suggesting a cunning plan whereby he might do so. This document† – which reads like a page from an 1890s’ boy’s adventure story – carried no suggestion that the Duke was aware of German designs upon him. Otherwise the file contained his correspondence in the summer of 1940 with his London solicitor George Allen, which gave certain important indications as to his intentions and his mood; and a large correspondence with various people in the 1950s on the subject of the German telegrams, from which it appeared that the Duke’s reaction on first reading them was one of total astonishment. He had been shown translations of them at 10 Downing Street in 1953 in the form of a confidential paper printed for the British Cabinet; this too was in the file, and in the margin the Duke (rather in the manner of a schoolmaster marking an essay) had ticked off each telegram in pencil and jotted such remarks as ‘yes’, ‘no’, ‘correct’ and ‘very interesting’.


Apart from this, I was able to see a number of interesting mementoes in the possession of the Duchess of Windsor, including photographs, the passenger list of the ship on which they sailed, some important letters the Duchess had written at the time to her Aunt Bessie in Washington, and – a valuable and unexpected source – a visitors’ book bound in scarlet morocco, begun at Fort Belvedere in January 1935, which, having been taken subsequently by the Duke to wherever he happened to be living, had been signed (with dates) by all of the people who had stayed with him at Cascais in 1940. In addition to this material, file FO 371/24249 at the Public Record Office at Kew – which was declassified in 1972, possibly by accident* – contains a heated telegraphic correspondence between the Duke in Lisbon and the Government in London concerning the arrangements for the Bahamas governorship. Further correspondence with or concerning the Duke at that period is to be found in the papers of Lord Halifax, Lord Monckton, Lord Templewood and Sir Walford Selby†. All this stuff, though interesting, fails to complete a picture which remains in many respects mysterious; on the other hand, it does provide a large number of definite clues. In the text of this book I shall quote extensively from this material in a manner which will, I hope, allow the reader to form his own judgment as to the Duke’s conduct and outlook. I shall offer my own interpretation in the Epilogue.


Having made this lengthy excursion, I returned to the basic German material. After studying a subject for some time one acquires a certain sixth sense with regard to it; and re-reading the telegrams in the light of my intermediate researches I had an almost overpowering feeling that there was something fundamentally wrong with many of them, that (quite apart from obvious errors and inconsistencies which one could put one’s finger on) they were not telling the truth. I had gone round the telegrams, studied their subject-matter from other aspects. Now I should have to go behind them, in an attempt to reconstruct the tale they told from other sources. This would involve an intensive study of the protagonists of that tale – that is, of the plotters in the Peninsula. I should have to seek out their surviving friends, relations and papers, establish their histories, learn all I could about their ideas and personalities and what made them tick. In one area of investigation I could not delay too long: I gradually discovered that, apart from the Duchess of Windsor (who, alas, was no longer in a position to answer questions), four persons mentioned in the telegrams (as well as the widow of their principal author) were still living forty-two years after the event.


[image: image]


The Duke’s house guests, July 1940


My first task was to sort out the characters into some kind of order. I quickly decided not to bother too much with Schellenberg. He only came into the affair towards the end, and I already had ample material on his role in the form of his reports, his log and the memoirs (concerning the value of which I had by now reached my own conclusions). That left eight or possibly nine conspirators, whom I divided into four groups. First of all, in Lisbon, there were the German Minister Hoyningen-Huene and the Duke’s host Espírito Santo. These two were friends, and Espírito Santo had formed a kind of hidden link between the diplomat and the ex-King, first passing secret reports on the Duke to Hoyningen-Huene, finally passing a cryptic message from Hoyningen-Huene to the Duke. Secondly there were the Spanish Foreign Minister Beigbeder and his Ambassador in Lisbon, Nicolás Franco. Beigbeder it was who had originally suggested to the Germans that they get hold of the Duke; he and Don Nicolás had pressed the Duke to plant himself in Spain, as apparently had an unidentified agent whom Beigbeder had sent to Portugal. Next came Serrano Su[image: image]er, the Spanish Interior Minister, and Stohrer, the German Ambassador. Their conclave in Madrid was the crucible of the plot in the Peninsula: Stohrer was the author of most of the telegrams, and it was at his request that Serrano Su[image: image]er had sent out the two Spanish emissaries to get the Duke to return. Finally there were the emissaries themselves – Don Miguel Primo de Rivera (whom the Duke knew well) and then the second emissary (as to whose identity there were few clues).


Approaching my first category, I found myself having to rely on fairly distant evidence. Oswald Baron von Hoyningen-Huene died at Estoril in 1956, and a conspiracy of silence seems to surround him. An exceedingly reticent man who rarely, after 1945, spoke of his years in diplomacy, he left few papers,* no memoirs or descendants, and a vague reputation (for which it is hard to find solid evidence) of having been involved in the German ‘resistance circle’. His friend Ricardo Espírito Santo Silva predeceased him by two years, leaving four daughters, who were most kind to me when I visited Portugal three decades later.† They shared with me their schoolgirl memories of the Duke and Duchess; they allowed me to roam through the house at Cascais where the Duke and Duchess had stayed (then being converted into flats); and through their wonderful friend Dona Joana Carvalho Meyer I was able to meet quite a number of Portuguese who had enjoyed the ducal company in 1940. But I was informed that the few surviving papers of Ricardo (which were in storage pending the conversion of the house) contained no serious correspondence with the Duke, just a few recordaç[image: image]es. Anything of consequence would have been destroyed either by Ricardo’s widow after his death, or in 1974, when the Banco Espírito Santo was about to be seized by the revolutionary state and its directors thrown in prison.


Turning to the second group, it seemed that there too I would have little archival success. Colonel Juan Beigbeder y Atienza died in 1957, then in disgrace with the regime, and his family know of no private records of his year as Spain’s Foreign Minister. As for Don Nicolás Franco, I soon realized that it was futile searching for detailed private information about the activities of that particular family.‡ My great good friend Don Rafael Blázquez Godoy of the Spanish Ministry of Culture, however, spent a considerable amount of time going through the diplomatic records for the period in the Palacio de Santa Cruz – and made a shocking discovery. No archives of real political importance exist for 1940. Everything has disappeared. Only the dregs remain. However, Don Rafael carried on his search with great diligence and went on to look at the archives for 1941 – and there, lo and behold, he discovered a file relating to the distant aftermath of the Duke of Windsor affair,* which suggested that there had indeed been a voluminous correspondence about that affair at the time. All such correspondence, however, has vanished – whether into the bonfires or into some secret repository one can but guess.


But there was a consolation. The Duke’s visitors book enabled me to identify the unnamed agent of Beigbeder mentioned in the telegrams,* who had gone out to see the Duke in Portugal ostensibly to repeat the offer of Spanish hospitality. This was Don Javier Bermejillo, a jovial Spanish diplomat who had been an admirer of the Duchess (then Mrs Ernest Simpson) in London in the early 1930s. He had died in 1953, and I discovered that his papers – including a substantial amount of correspondence with the Duke and Duchess in the summer of 1940 – had passed to his nephew, Se[image: image]or Chapa. Se[image: image]or Chapa allowed me to see this very interesting material, from which it was clear that Bermejillo’s mission had not really been concerned with the Duke’s return to Spain at all. Rather it was to do with a domestic affair which presupposed that the Duke and Duchess would not be going to Spain – namely their efforts to recover their household possessions from France for shipment to the Bahamas. This seemed absurd and trivial; but it quickly became apparent that the Bermejillo correspondence shed light on a curious subplot touched upon in the telegrams. In fact, the telegrams and the correspondence together pointed to the bizarre conclusion that, though the German authorities may not have succeeded in getting hold of the Duke and Duchess that summer, they had nevertheless managed to kidnap the Duchess’s French maid, Mademoiselle Moulichon. A few enquiries through Georges Sanègre, the Duchess’s major-domo, revealed that Mademoiselle Moulichon had survived this experience and was alive and well in her eighty-fourth year in a chambre de service in the seizième arrondissement, where I visited her in August 1983. Her lively account of her ordeal provided a fantastic counterpoint to the main drama.


The Bermejillo Papers, dealing as they did with something of a side issue, provided clear documentary evidence that the telegrams were not all they seemed. Meanwhile I had received devastating oral evidence to the same effect from Don Ramón Serrano Su[image: image]er. For Serrano Su[image: image]er – who had been described by the British Ambassador in October 1940 as unlikely to live very long,2 and had fallen from office and into political oblivion two years later – was still very much alive. Through two kind friends, Lady Mosley and the Countess of Romanones, I was able to get in touch with him, and to interview him in Marbella in December 1982 and again in Madrid in May 1983 with the help of Professor C.S.Jackson. (In my Spanish investigations, Christopher Jackson – a bilingual Anglo–Chilean philosopher and sometime British intelligence officer who might well have been the model for Professor Cosmo Saltana in J. B. Priestley’s The Image Men – was both a dream research assistant and a ceaselessly entertaining guide, philosopher and friend.) Looking very beautiful with his silvery-grey hair, humorous blue eyes and fine gestures, Don Ramón received us most cordially. At eighty-one he was not only entirely lucid but the best sort of historical witness, whose concern for truth and accuracy was equalled only by his awareness of the frailty of human memory.


Serrano Su[image: image]er’s account was almost entirely at variance with that of the telegrams. To be sure, he had a clear memory of Stohrer (whom he regarded as a friend) coming to tell him that Ribbentrop wanted the Duke brought back to Spain. He also clearly remembered that, in consequence of that interview, he had sent Don Miguel (whom he regarded as a fool) out to the Duke. But those were virtually the only points on which the two accounts agreed. As to what Miguel had reported when he returned from his mission, for example, they differed substantially. What was most interesting, however, was Don Ramón’s recollection of the attitude which both he and the Ambassador had taken towards the whole affair. The telegrams show them busily conspiring away together in Ribbentrop’s interest, leaving no stone unturned in their zealous efforts to bring a masterly scheme to a triumphant conclusion. But Don Ramón now claimed that both of them had in fact regarded that scheme as mad, puerile and utterly ill-conceived, and that they had gone along with it only to keep Ribbentrop happy and so distract his attention from another plot which worried them far more – that of dragging Spain, in her exhausted and impoverished state, into a protracted war. The whole intrigue surrounding the Duke in the Peninsula, Don Ramón seemed to suggest, was really a hollow charade, spun out in order to buy time for Spain.


If this were indeed the case, it would put an entirely new complexion on the telegrams. Could it be that they were no more than a long series of fabrications, designed to dupe Ribbentrop into thinking that all was going according to plan? So enormous were the implications of Serrano Su[image: image]er’s allegation that I had to find corroborative evidence. The telegrams themselves seemed to provide evidence of a kind: on 2 August 1940, having just learned that the Duke had sailed from Europe and the plot had failed, Ribbentrop wrote to Stohrer: ‘What we now want to achieve is Spain’s early entry into the war.’* 3 So if Serrano Su[image: image]er and Stohrer had indeed reckoned that the conspiracy, while it lasted, would delay this dreaded instruction, they appear to have been right. But why would the Ambassador have been so keen to frustrate the will of his master? Why would he have acted with Spanish interests in mind rather than the policy of his own Government? It was to Stohrer that I now had to turn.


Dr Eberhard von Stohrer (known socially as the Baron von Stohrer) left Madrid (and the German diplomatic service) in 1943, and died in Germany ten years later. The volumes of the Genealogisches Handbuch des Adels directed me to his son Berthold in Rome, who was most helpful and informative and whose own knowledge of the affair corroborated the story of Serrano Su[image: image]er.




I remember my father talking to me about this attempt [he wrote to me in June 1983], which he considered quite unrealistic and an expression of the total misconception that the Wilhelmstrasse had formed of the Duke and leading English personalities in general …. Don Ramón Serrano Su[image: image]er and my father agreed that the objective of the German Government to get Spain to join the Axis in the war was totally misconceived and to be avoided in the interests of both Spain and Germany.






Berthold also sent me a note of his father’s about the affair from an unfinished work of memoirs, which (though brief and factual) tended to suggest that the Ambassador had not thought much of the plot at the time;† and he arranged for me to spend a very pleasant few days with his mother on the Isola d’Ischia in March 1984, shortly before this book went to press. Still beautiful and fascinating in her eighty-third year, Maria-Ursula von Stohrer had been her husband’s confidante in his diplomatic career; her memories were understandably vague, but she recalled that he had regarded the plan to ‘capture’ the Duke of Windsor as ‘idiotic’, as had Don Ramón (whom she had not seen since the war), and that they had ‘just pretended’ to carry out the plan, ‘like two schoolboys’.


All this was very interesting; the pieces in the Spanish part of the puzzle were beginning to fit. But what was even more interesting was the history and personality of Stohrer himself. Remarkably little had been written about this man who had occupied one of the key diplomatic posts of his time – and most of it tended to portray him as a mere cypher of the régime he served.* But Berthold von Stohrer sent me a copy of the judgment of the Denazification Court at Freiburg which had tried (and exonerated) his father in 1949 – an extraordinary encomium,† It credited him with having been an active (though necessarily clandestine) opponent of Nazism; with having carried out a long and cunning resistance to Ribbentrop’s policies; with having saved Spain from German occupation; and with having spent the last year of the war in Switzerland as a refugee from the Gestapo. This picture amply explained why the Ambassador would have sought to hoodwink Ribbentrop over the Duke of Windsor episode; and it was confirmed by my Spanish friends. From them I also learned that the Baroness von Stohrer had been a kind of Mata Hari, using her not inconsiderable charms to smuggle people out of Occupied Europe and protect her husband from exposure as an enemy of Nazism; and that she had been a friend of Miguel Primo de Rivera – though she now appeared to have forgotten all about his mission to the Duke in Portugal, if she had ever been aware of it.


Having become a Duke and served for several years as Spanish Ambassador to London,‡ Don Miguel Primo de Rivera died in 1964. Serrano Su[image: image]er had spoken of him as a frivolous and irresponsible character, a judgment confirmed by his best friends, so it came as little surprise that his private papers (which his nephew, the present Duque de Primo de Rivera, kindly allowed Rafael Blázquez to search on my behalf) had nothing to say about the episode. However, it turned out that he had spoken of it at the time to his close friend the Conde de Montarco, who was (and is) the owner of the Spanish castle near the Portuguese frontier to which, had the German plan succeeded, the Duke and Duchess were to have been brought. The Conde is now a great traveller in the Far East and elsewhere and not easy to pin down; when, however, I finally saw him in Madrid, he proved to be very jolly and helpful indeed. From what he said, two things were apparent. The first was that Don Miguel had been far from unaware of German plans for the Duke. The second was that he had a plan of his own which did not necessarily coincide with what the Germans (or, for that matter, Stohrer and Serrano Su[image: image]er) had in mind.


There remained the other emissary whose mission had followed that of Don Miguel. He was a key figure, for his in effect had been the task of actually bringing the Duke back to Spain. But who was he? For over a year I searched for him in vain, until the problem of his identity came to haunt and obsess me. Serrano Su[image: image]er, who had sent him to Portugal in the first place, had forgotten everything about him; nor could the Conde de Montarco think who he might have been. Yet there could be no doubting his existence, for I possessed the letter he had taken out to the Duke, and his doings were described in eleven of the telegrams as well as in Schellenberg’s log. These sources provided few clues, however, revealing only that he had been a ‘Very astute’ Spaniard, unknown to the Duke but well-known to Don Ramón and Don Miguel and possibly known also to Schellenberg, one of whose names may have begun with the letter V.* I followed many false trails; and it was not until September 1983 that I learned, lunching with Nigel West at the Gay Hussar, of a Spanish Abwehr agent who had carried out an extraordinary operation in England in the autumn and winter of 1940–41 and rejoiced in the name of Angel Alcázar de Velasco. What had he been doing before that? Could this possibly be the man? That evening I raised the subject on the telephone with the Conde de Montarco, who told me that Alcázar de Velasco – who happened to be an old friend of his (as he had also been of Don Miguel) – was still flourishing in Madrid. The Conde could not recall his having been involved in the episode, but agreed to ask him if he knew anything about it. An hour later he rang me back in some excitement. ‘C’est lui le second émissaire!’ he cried. ‘Venez! C’est lui!’


And so I set out once more with Christopher Jackson for Madrid. It being the first weekend in October, the city was packed with provincianos, and it was only with difficulty (and the help of our friend Enrique Rivero) that we managed to find a hotel, from where we telephoned our quarry. We were mysteriously instructed to appear at the cafeteria on the fifth floor of the Galerias Preciados (a well-known department store off the Puerta del Sol) on the following (Saturday) morning at eleven o’clock, and to bring a tape recorder. We would recognize him by his white hair. Arriving at our assignation we indeed had little difficulty in recognizing him: with his searching blue eyes, mephistophelean features, and hair in the manner of the later Franz Liszt, the erstwhile wartime head of the Germans’ London network was nothing if not striking. The subtlety of the venue he had chosen was at once apparent: it was evidently one of the few places in the capital where so exotic a figure could escape attention. Having greeted us cordially, he asked us to make sure the tape recorder was switched on, and then (competing for the recorder’s attention with a generalized banging of forks and plates) launched out on his startling tale.


So extraordinary were some of Don Angel’s assertions that I have thought it best simply to reproduce the text of this interview in the ninth chapter of this book, for the reader to make of it what he will. His most sensational allegation – upon which he insisted with some vehemence – was that both he and Don Miguel had been involved in a conspiracy to bring down the Franco régime, and that they had seen the Duke of Windsor affair (for various complex and peculiar reasons) as a means towards achieving their end. Was this possible? I came away with the feeling that it was entirely possible that Don Angel – a born conspirator – had seen things this way; and I was left with few doubts that he had indeed been the second emissary.


Later, over a lunch of paella and roast suckling pig, Don Angel spoke of some of his other secret service exploits. He proudly displayed the British press cuttings of his great London days, when he had posed with undeniable success as an anglophile Spanish diplomat. He told us how he had seen Hitler during the last days in the bunker, how he had accompanied Martin Bormann to South America in a submarine. Dropping his voice, he informed us that the world was being taken over by an international conspiracy of Jews and Freemasons. The Israeli secret service, he said, was the best in the world, and had infiltrated all other services except the French. He, Don Angel, had fought all his life to prevent such a thing happening, but his philosophy was now ‘If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em’, and he was prepared to put his services at the disposal of el gran Kaal judío. To my great delight, he also claimed to have recognized Christopher Jackson as an obvious member of the British Intelligence Service!


My encounter with Alcázar de Velasco highlighted something which was already becoming clear from my research – the extraordinary variety and confusion of motive that existed among the conspirators. There now seemed to be a plot within a plot within a plot. Ribbentrop wanted to use the Duke to realize his designs with regard to England; his agents, Serrano Su[image: image]er and Stohrer, were impelled by the desire to save Spain from being sucked into the war; and their agents, Don Miguel and Don Angel, sought (or so it now appeared) to turn the whole affair to very particular purposes of their own. The subject was like a nesting doll; there was no telling what additional complexities, what further layers of meaning, might not be revealed in time. Research might have continued indefinitely – but anxious publishers in various capitals were clamouring for their book, and I had to call a halt to my investigations.


While I believe that I have succeeded in uncovering most of the tapestry, I have no doubt that surprises still lie in store. Important sources remain untapped. There are other files of the Duke of Windsor which, under exceedingly curious circumstances, found their way from Paris to Windsor Castle immediately after his death. There is the huge reservoir of wartime German papers (many of them in America) which I have hardly begun to search. There are the files of the Portuguese secret police in Caxias Fortress, which began to be released to historians after the Revolution but were then (after many of them had vanished) locked up again. There are the missing Spanish archives, which may turn up some time in a strange place; and there are General Franco’s and Dr Salazar’s papers, which may one day be made public. And who can tell what unsuspected witnesses may yet appear, what new material may yet emerge from archival hibernation? The appearance of the first edition of this work in no way indicates that my own interest in the matter is at an end; and I earnestly invite all who possess any direct or indirect information about the affair to write to me care of my publishers.


The last word, therefore, may still be to come. But I hope this tale may meanwhile be enjoyed not just as a piece of historical detective work but as a cracking good adventure story. In fact, is one not conscious of a faintly familiar flavour, harking back to a rather earlier period? Feuding royal brothers … scheming German barons … an abduction … a hunting trip … an Englishman caught up in a perilous European destiny … a castle waiting on a plain …. One ends up asking the following question of Eberhard Baron von Stohrer and Oswald Baron von Hoyningen-Huene, of Don Miguel Primo de Rivera and Don Angel Alcázar de Velasco, of Ramón Serrano Su[image: image]er and Ricardo Espírito Santo, of Joachim von Ribbentrop and Brigadeführer Walter Schellenberg: had they read The Prisoner of Zenda?
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The Duke and the Germans


June 1940


[image: image]


Bound for the Spanish frontier, the little convoy set out from Antibes around noon. It consisted of four vehicles, containing four dogs and twelve human beings. In front came a Bentley with diplomatic number plates; seated in the back were Major Dodds, H.M. Consul-General at Nice, and his Vice-Consul at Menton, Mr Dean. This was followed by a Buick bearing the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, their comptroller Major Phillips, and their three Cairn terriers; at the wheel was their driver Ladbrook. Next came a Citroën, towing a trailer of luggage and driven by its owner Captain Wood; with him were his wife, her maid and a Sealyham terrier. Bringing up the rear was a hired van containing the luggage of the Duke and Duchess; beside the driver sat the Duchess’s maid, Mademoiselle Moulichon.1


It was 19 June 1940; and chaos reigned in France. Forty days earlier the long-waited German attack had come – in a brilliant and unexpected form. While the main Allied armies were racing into Belgium to meet what appeared to be the main German advance, Guderian’s Panzer divisions had burst through the Ardennes to encircle them in a deadly trap. The ‘miracle of Dunkirk’ had taken place in the first days of June, followed by a heroic but futile effort to hold the Germans on the Somme and the Aisne. Paris had been abandoned on the 10th – and since then half of France had fallen to the victorious Wehrmacht. The German vanguard had crossed the Loire and was racing towards Bordeaux, where the last government of the Third Republic maintained an increasingly tenuous hold over rapidly diminishing territory and rapidly dissolving armies.


Presided over by the ancient but respected figure of Marshal Pétain, that government had come to power three days before with the avowed intention of making peace with the Germans. On the 17th Pétain had broadcast that ‘the fighting must cease’. It was a disastrous statement to make in advance of negotiations, but it was what most Frenchmen wanted to hear. By contrast, General de Gaulle’s appeal from London went virtually unnoticed. Meanwhile, Winston Churchill, in a succession of parliamentary speeches, was proclaiming Great Britain’s determination to fight on. Once France had left the war, therefore, an alternative of capture by the Germans or internment by the French would await any British troops remaining on French soil. A great evacuation, a miniature Dunkirk, was already underway, as a flotilla of unlikely vessels attempted to ship His Majesty’s subjects and His Majesty’s forces back to England from the Mediterranean and Biscayan ports. But what of His Majesty’s brother?


Since September 1939, the Duke of Windsor had been attached with the rank of major-general to the British Military Mission at French General Headquarters. He had remained with his Mission near Paris until 28 May 1940, when he had been transferred at his own request to an attachment with the Armée des Alpes on the Italian frontier. There he had installed himself with his wife at La Croe, their rented villa at Cap d’Antibes; and there he had been when Italy declared war on France in the second week of June. The Italian invasion had been repulsed; but with the Germans racing down the Rhône Valley, and the French seeking a separate peace, both his friends and the local British consular authorities urged him to get out without delay. For a day or two he dithered, hoping to receive some instructions from London concerning his safety and future; but none came, and so it was that, around noon on 19 June (at roughly the same moment, as it happened, that the French armistice delegates were making contact with the Germans), the Duke and Duchess of Windsor set out in the motor convoy bound for the Spanish frontier.


Whether or not the party would get through was a decided gamble. Roads were choked with troops and refugees and frequently impassable. Even if they reached the frontier, they had no visas; and even if they crossed it, there was a risk that the Duke and Phillips would be interned as serving Allied officers on neutral soil. For that matter, it was not entirely clear whether Spain was still neutral; only the previous week Franco had claimed to alter his country’s status to one of ‘non-belligerency’, and it was widely believed that this presaged Spanish entry into the war on the Axis side.


As it happened, they encountered little trouble on their journey across southern France. Following an inland route, they reached Arles by nightfall and set out again at first light the following morning. Barricades manned by veterans blocked the way at various points; but the Duke, correctly assuming he would be remembered from the First World War, managed to get through each time by announcing: ‘Je suis le Prince de Galles. Laissez-moi passer, s’il vous plaît.’ At Perpignan near the Spanish border the Spanish Consul at first refused to grant the party visas on the grounds that they would be ‘a charge on the Spanish Government’; but after ‘much persuasion’ – and telegraphic appeals by the Duke to the Spanish Ambassador at Bordeaux and the British Ambassador to Madrid, both of whom happened to be friends of his – transit papers were finally issued to everyone except the driver of the luggage van (which returned to Antibes with its cargo, to be the subject of future adventures), and they crossed into Spain a little after six o’clock. By midnight they had reached the comparative safety and comfort of a hotel at Barcelona.2


The following morning – 21 June – the Duke went to the British Consulate-General in Barcelona and sent the following telegram to the Foreign Office for the attention of the Prime Minister:






Having received no instructions have arrived in Spain to avoid capture. Proceeding to Madrid. Edward3







That day the party rested at Barcelona, where they were joined by Don Javier (‘Tiger’) Bermejillo, a jovial Spanish diplomat who had been a friend of the Duke and Duchess in London in the early 1930s and had been given permission by his Ministry to act as their unofficial aide-de-camp in Spain. There was one unsettling incident. A party of Spanish journalists came to the hotel, to ask if the Duke would comment on extraordinary press stories concerning him which had appeared that morning in the Madrid paper Arriba and the Rome paper Messagero – that he was preparing to negotiate an Anglo-German peace, that British troops in France had mutinied and demanded his restoration, that Churchill had threatened to imprison him if he returned to England. The Duke was furious and refused to receive them; it was left to Phillips to deny and ridicule the stories.4 On 22 June the party left Barcelona for the Spanish capital. Thunderstorms and floods forced them to spend the night at Saragossa; they resumed their journey on the 23rd – midsummer day, which also happened to be the Duke’s forty-sixth birthday.


That afternoon the German Ambassador in Madrid, Dr von Stohrer, sent the following telegram to his chief, the German Foreign Minister Ribbentrop:






The Spanish Foreign Minister requests advice with regard to the treatment of the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, who are due to arrive in Madrid today, apparently in order to return to England by way of Lisbon. The Foreign Minister gathers from certain impressions which General Vigón received in Germany that we might perhaps be interested in detaining the Duke of Windsor here and eventually establishing contact with him.


Please telegraph instructions.5







The telegram reached Ribbentrop at 9.40 that evening at his field headquarters in the Westwall. We have one eye-witness report of how he reacted to it – that of Erich Kordt, his young chef-de-cabinet.* According to Kordt’s memoirs (they are self-serving and not wholly reliable, but there is no reason to doubt them on this point) the Nazi Reichsaussenminister was ‘electrified’ by the idea of getting hold of the Duke of Windsor in Spain. ‘We must get hold of him!’ he cried. ‘We must get Franco to detain him!’6 The next day he sent the following answer to Stohrer, marked ‘urgent’:






Is it possible to detain the Duke and Duchess in Spain for a couple of weeks to begin with before they are granted an exit visa? It would be necessary to ensure at all events that it did not appear in any way that the suggestion came from Germany. Please telegraph reply.7








Edward Albert Christian George Andrew Patrick David, future Prince of Wales, King Edward VIII and Duke of Windsor, was born at Richmond on 23 June 1894. He was brought up in a house on his grandfather’s estate in Norfolk by tutors and governesses, under the gaze of an old-fashioned martinet of a father and a discerning (though exceedingly undemonstrative) mother. Like his father, he was to be trained for the navy; at the age of twelve-and-a-half he became a cadet at Dartmouth. There he was treated like any other boy and learned the virtues of social equality. But when he was fifteen an event occurred which set him apart from his fellows. His grandfather, King Edward VII, died, and his parents became King George v and Queen Mary. At seventeen he was invested as Prince of Wales at Caernarvon, by which time he had become very democratic: his main thought during the ceremony was of what his friends would think of him ‘in this preposterous rig’.8


The Prince’s childhood had been typically English; but his ancestral background was overwhelmingly German. One would need to go back to James I of England, born in 1566, to find an ancestor both of whose parents had been born in the British Isles. Of his sixteen great-great-grandparents, no less than fourteen had been born into German royal houses. His family name was German (Wettin, of the House of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha), and both his grandfathers spoke English with heavy German accents. Little of this German background, however, seemed to manifest itself in the placid Victorian existence of his parents. It was almost as if, in an age of nation states which had seen the rise of a German Empire to rival the British Empire, they went out of their way to present to the world a spectacle of middle-class English ordinariness. If Queen Mary had been influenced to some small degree by the German palace life she had intermittently known during her childhood, George v disliked Germans on principle and prided himself on his unfamiliarity with the German language. ‘In all my years’, he once remarked, ‘I have never met a German gentleman.’9 But a clever satirist such as Max Beerbohm could make devastating play with the King’s heavy Teutonic features and stolid Teutonic character. The stamp of heredity is not easily lost. Was it to mark his son?


[image: image]


In 1913 the Prince, who was then at Oxford, spent his Easter and summer vacations in Germany staying with various royal relations. The idea was his mother’s, and the object was to improve his command of German (which he had been learning with a native tutor) and ‘to teach me something about these vigorous people whose blood flows so strongly in my veins’.10 On the first trip, he was the guest of the genial and soporific King and Queen of Württemberg in the south-west of Germany; on the second, of his formidable great-aunt, the Dowager Grand Duchess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, in the north-east.


Among the Duke of Windsor’s papers in Paris exist copies of a diary he kept during these visits, correspondence he exchanged with his parents in the course of them, and letters written from Germany to his Oxford friend James Patterson. Together they give a clear picture of the impression made upon his young mind by Germany and the Germans – and it is not a flattering impression. He was intensely bored by the stiff ritual of the German courts, the endless drives through flat countryside, the long hours (for his upbringing did not dispose him to appreciate the performing arts) at the opera and theatre. He compared Germany unfavourably to France, which he had enjoyed visiting the year before. He disliked the people: The Germans as a race are fat, stolid, unsympathetic and intensely military.’11 He did not like the fact that they always wore uniform, even if not soldiers; nor was he impressed by their habit of shooting their game at close quarters. On 20 August he wrote to Patterson from Schloss Neustrelitz:






…. I went south to Thuringia … which is not unlike parts of Scotland but not half so wild and I would far rather have one day on the hills in Aberdeenshire to 20 in these woods! … Gracious how glad I shall be to leave this d--d land; I am heartily sick of it and its people and am anxious to hear some decent cockney or broad Scotch accent again …. You have no idea how much one misses that sort of thing, as well as never seeing an English notice in the streets. However it is all experience though I am deuced glad it is over; I couldn’t face it all again!… Good bye old Jack and keep fit and I hope my next letter will be written in Scotland….12
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