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Introduction







From too much love of living,


From hope and fear set free,


We thank with brief thanksgiving


Whatever Gods may be


That no man lives forever,


That dead men rise up never


That even the weariest river


Winds somewhere safe to seas.


Swinburn





WHEN THIS BOOK was first published, the Duchess of Windsor was still alive, but she never saw the book. Her heart was beating, therefore she was alive, but she was fed artificially and supposed to be unconscious of her surroundings. She had three nurses, doctors, a solicitor; no visitors were allowed. There was a notice in the hall of her house, signed by her doctors, forbidding them. In any case, she would not have known her visitor, or registered that somebody had come to see her. Relations would have been allowed to see her, but she had none. She had in-laws in England who also would have been allowed to see her, but there again they would have seen a body lying in bed ‘beautifully looked after’ as an English doctor put it.


Nobody knows whether people in this distressing condition can think at all, whether they dream, whether they have nightmares. I heard recently of a case involving a male patient. His daughter said to the doctor how very sad his expression was. The doctor dismissed the idea that he might be sad, saying he was completely unconscious and felt nothing, but the daughter insisted, and the man was finally given an injection. The expression on his face changed at once.


The last time I saw the Duchess she looked absolutely miserable and tragic. Whether anything was done to help her I don’t know. In such cases the great need is for family who realise there might be ways of helping. After my last visit, she lived for ten more years. Even ten days would have been too much. She was kept ‘alive’ until she was ninety. It is a terrible, haunting thought that she may not have been as completely unconscious as the doctors supposed.


 Her solicitor, Maître Blum, was a very forceful character and she idolised the Duchess. If on the medical side it is impossible not to feel that, in her isolated condition—without a single relation who might intervene to help her—she had almost incredible misfortune, on the legal side she was extremely lucky. Me Blum realised she was in charge of a very important archive. She chased away anyone rash enough to try and get hold of it, or to suppress the truths it contained.


She in her turn had good fortune because the young barrister who joined her chambers in pursuit of a career as an international lawyer was Michael Bloch, who as time went on became an excellent writer. Perceiving this Me Blum gave him the Windsor papers to work on and he produced books, of which the best is The Duke of Windsor’s War. Tracing the Duke’s activities day by day from 1939, and until he sailed from Portugal to the Bahamas of which he had been appointed Governor in 1940, the book answers various calumnies of which the Duke has been the victim in England’s yellow press by describing what actually happened.


Quite simply, the Duke wanted to serve his country in England, but it was made plain to him that the Duchess would not be treated as his wife should have been. He therefore reluctantly accepted the offer of a governorship of the Bahamas, staying there until the end of the War. There appears to have been jealousy of his charm and popularity, not bestowed by fate on other members of his family. If he were sent thousands of miles away, the memory of what he had been would gradually fade. It was quite a clever idea, and as time went on he himself was less anxious to go to England—his home was wherever the Duchess might be. Winston Churchill, who as Prime Minister had to give the Duke the order to go to the Bahamas, significantly added the words ‘I did my best.’


When he abdicated, the new King had promised that after an interval he could come back from time to time to Fort Belvedere (in Berkshire), the house he loved so much. But this was a gentleman’s agreement, there was nothing written down, no legal arrangement. The Duke would never have resorted to the courts, because in his opinion such a move would have injured the monarchy. It was the same with the Duchess’s title, lawyers agreed he would have won his case but an action at law was something he declined to contemplate.


It is impossible to exaggerate the loneliness of the Duchess of Windsor’s last eight years of life. She had one friend, her butler Georges Sanègre. He was an exceptional person, not only an excellent butler with a very charming personality but he was truly fond of the Duchess. When she was no longer allowed to see friends, I went to her house to talk to him. I asked him to promise to telephone me and tell me if, for example, one of the nurses was less than kind. I went quite often to see him, he and his wife Ofélia must have felt as if they were living in a tomb.


After a couple of years he telephoned and asked me to come. I went at once, wondering what I could possibly do if there was bad news, I had no status whatever as a mere friend. However, he wanted me for quite a different reason. He showed me the dining room where he had arranged the table as if for a grand dinner, with all the loveliest china and vermeil, as it was in the old days. Apparently there had been stories in the newspapers that the Duchess’s beautiful things were all disappearing, and I was to be able to say that this was nonsense. In the event I was never asked such a question.


The presence of Georges in the sad house in the Bois de Boulogne was very important. It would have been far worse without him; she might have wondered, in moments of lucidity (if there were any) what had become of all the people who had flocked to her house, and whether she was completely abandoned by everyone.


As years went by, the fact that nobody saw her gave rise to all sorts of theories and stories, usually complete inventions, often putting the blame unfairly on Me Blum. Like the excluded friends, Me Blum obeyed the doctors, and the doctors followed their oath to save life and preserve a patient from death. In view of the horrible consequences of this oath, at the very least the word ‘life’ must be given a new meaning. It cannot continue to mean a very old unconscious body with a beating heart. The visitor to an English hospital, looking at a huddled old body in a bed, said ‘What is her life?’ ‘Eat and excrete’ was the reply.


The Duchess had, of course, many in-law relations, the royal family in England. They had the right to see her, and if necessary make suggestions. It seemed to me that if a conference of doctors, English, French and American, were called something more humane might have resulted, but the initiative had to come from them. Reluctantly, but nobly, an English surgeon agreed to attend such a conference. Doctors hate confrontation, collaboration is their rule. But this was a uniquely terrible case. Courage and humanity for an initiative were not forthcoming. Did she, for example, still have the tragic expression which had so struck me the last time I saw her? And if so had anything been done to alleviate her misery?


 The Duchess died in April 1986. She was buried near the Duke at Frogmore after a very beautiful funeral in St George’s Chapel at Windsor.




 





Diana Mosley


Paris, Summer 2003




[image: ]







Der du, ohne fromm zu sein, selig bist!


Das wollen sie dir nicht zugestehn


Goethe





AT A DINNER party in Paris in the 1960s somebody asked the question: ‘What would you wish for if you could have one wish?’ Variations on the theme of health and wealth as a means to happiness followed, with the accent on wealth. The Duke of Windsor was one of the guests; he remained silent until prodded by the Duchess. ‘Tell us what you would wish for?’ she said.


‘You,’ was the reply.


Nobody who knew them doubted that this answer was simply the truth. She was all the world to him. They had been married for upwards of thirty years, and the drama of their marriage had faded into an historical happening from before the war. The brother who had succeeded him had been a popular King; his niece an even more popular Queen. A cynic might suggest that the Duke of Windsor was obliged to count the world well lost for love, since he had thrown the world away and could therefore never admit to having made a mistake. But the cynic would be quite wrong.


To try and discover something about the woman who inspired such a deep and lasting love, and the man who lavished it upon her, is the purpose of this book.




 





Diana Mosley


Temple de la Gloire, Orsay, 1980
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When Cecil Beaton visited Wallis at Cumberland Terrace in 1936 with proofs of her photographs, the King asked for all prints. ‘Won’t that be rather a Wallis Collection, Sir?’ quipped Beaton. This portrait of Wallis was photographed by Beaton in 1934.

























CHAPTER ONE


A Young Lady from Baltimore







[image: ]







I was born an American. I will live an American, I shall die an American.


Daniel Webster





BESSIE WALLIS WARFIELD was born on 19 June 1896 in a summer holiday cottage at Blue Ridge Summit in Pennsylvania, but this was purest chance; the birth was a little premature and the parents had gone to Blue Ridge Summit because the baby’s father was in delicate health and wanted to escape the heat of his native Baltimore, where it had been planned that the child should be born in the family house.


The Warfield family came to America in 1662, and Wallis was descended from Governor Edwin Warfield of Maryland. They were long-established and well-regarded in Baltimore. Her mother was a Montague from Virginia; a relation of hers was Governor of Virginia from 1902 to 1906. The Montagues were famous for their good looks and their sharp tongues. In her memoirs the Duchess of Windsor repeats some of her mother’s wisecracks; they do not strike the reader as particularly witty, but they evidently seemed so at the time. ‘Oh, the Montagueity of it!’ exclaimed people in the know when Wallis herself made an amusing remark.


All four grandparents had supported the Confederate cause in the Civil War thirty years before; they were pro-British and anti-Yankee. They were proud of the fact that Wallis’ Warfield grandfather had been arrested ‘by Mr Lincoln’s men.’ He had died before Wallis was born, but her grandmother had a hatred of Yankees that would have startled even Jefferson Davis, and never allowed a Northerner into her house. ‘Never marry a Yankee,’ she used to say.


When Wallis (she dropped the Bessie as a small child, saying it was the name of so many cows) was a few months old her father died at the age of twenty-seven and her mother was left penniless. The Warfields were not enormously rich but they were rich enough; they supported the widow and orphan. Wallis had a happy childhood; she adored her very pretty mother, who sent her to a fashionable day school in Baltimore. They lived for some years with her grandmother Warfield, who was kind but strict, and Wallis spent her holidays at the country-houses and farms of her uncles. The chief benefactor was her bachelor uncle, Solomon, a successful banker and President of the Continental Trust Company, whose office was known as Solomon’s Temple. He paid the school fees and other bills until Mrs Warfield married again; her new husband Mr J. F. Rasin, was fairly rich and like the Warfields and the Montagues, his family was prominent in politics. Wallis’ mother was well-known for her delicious food, and with Mr Rasin she gave delightful dinner parties in Baltimore.


Wallis was now sent to a boarding school, Oldfields, which had the motto: ‘Gentleness and Courtesy are Expected of the Girls at all Times.’ The motto was pasted on the door of every room so that it should never be forgotten, and even the basket-ball teams were called Gentleness and Courtesy. Many years later, writing in her memoirs of this emphasis on good manners at Oldfields, Wallis said she found it preferable to the modern way which led to the ‘uninhibited’ behaviour of young people.


Wallis was good at games and good at lessons. She made lifelong friendships at Oldfields and seems to have been perfectly happy there. The head-mistress, Miss Nan McCulloh, was old-fashioned and strict. As was the custom in those days there was a great deal of learning by heart; ‘Miss Nan’ would not allow any girl to go home for the Christmas holidays until she could recite a chapter of the Bible, word-perfect. While she was at this school Wallis’ step-father died in April 1913, and she and her mother became poor once again.


In 1914 she left Oldfields, signing her name and writing a message in the school book. Wallis wrote ‘ALL IS LOVE.’ The other girls’ contributions were painfully silly; ‘It’s the little things that count’, was one, another ‘Long live English history.’ Their cramped adolescent handwriting adds to the general impression of banality, whereas Wallis already had an adult, individual hand, her signature and her words springing from the page.


She made her début at a ball in Baltimore called the Bachelors’ Cotillion on 24 December, wearing a white satin dress with white chiffon tunic bordered with pearls. Her taste in clothes never failed her. But her Uncle Sol, who had given a ball for her cousin, refused to give a coming-out party for Wallis. In Europe the Great War had begun. He put a notice in the newspapers saying he could not give a ball for his niece Wallis Warfield ‘while men were being slaughtered and their families left destitute in the appalling catastrophe now devastating Europe.’ Eighteen months later catastrophe struck Wallis herself, though it did not seem so to her at the time.
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Teackle Wallis Warfield, Wallis’ father who died a few months after she was born.
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The summer cottage at Blue Ridge Summit, Pennsylvania where Wallis was born on 19 June 1896.
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Alice (Montague) Warfield with her daughter at about six months.
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Wallis with her grandmother, a strict lady with an undying hatred of anyone north of the Mason-Dixon line
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Wallis as a ten-year-old schoolgirl.
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Oldfields, the boarding school in Baltimore, to which Wallis was sent in 1912.
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Wallis as a debutante. The outbreak of the Great War in Europe had put paid to her hopes for a coming-out dance of her own.
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Wallis aged nineteen. In 1915 she met the man who was to become her first husband, Win Spencer.








Although the usual festivities were somewhat curtailed by the distant war, Wallis seems to have had what all through her life she used to call ‘a good time.’ She and the other members of Baltimore’s jeunesse dorée had dances and parties in the evenings, and she spent the mornings in endless telephone conversations with her friends. Poor as they were, there was no thought of a job; just as in England at the same date girls like Wallis only had marriage to look forward to as a career. Not one of her class-mates at Oldfields had gone on to a university, let alone to a career.


In 1915 her grandmother, Mrs Warfield, died and the family was plunged into mourning. When some months later a cousin invited her to stay in Florida, Wallis’ mother persuaded her to accept; she thought Wallis had mourned long enough, yet, according to the custom of those days, she could not rush about Baltimore having a good time. Her cousin Corinne was married to the commandant of the newly-established Pensacola Air Station, he was Captain Mustin of the United States Navy. Flying was in its infancy and airmen were all considered dashing heroes. The Pensacola airmen all hoped to get into the war in Europe, a wish that for most of them was soon to be granted.


The day after she arrived at Pensacola, Wallis wrote to her mother: ‘I have just met the world’s most fascinating aviator.’ This was Lieutenant Earl Winfield Spencer Junior, United States Navy. They saw a great deal of each other, she was attracted to him and she made various excuses to stay on and on at Pensacola.


While she was there the foundations were laid for her life-long dread of flying. There was a ‘crash gong’ at the Air Station which often sounded. The wives and friends of airmen were not allowed to use the telephone when they heard the crash gong in case they interrupted an important call, and therefore everyone suffered horrible anxiety waiting to hear who had crashed and whether he was injured or even dead. Often the aeroplanes came down in the sea and the men were quickly picked up, but often too there were fatal accidents.


Win Spencer and Wallis saw each other every day and became more and more attached to one another. When he proposed she accepted him. A photograph of him taken at this time shows an alarming, rather brutal-looking man. His mouth is tightly shut, but he seems about to open it in order to utter some trenchant sarcasm. However, he is said to have had charm, and when during his next leave Wallis introduced him to her mother, her Aunt Bessie Merryman and her Uncle Sol they gave a qualified blessing. Her mother warned Wallis that she might find it difficult to fit into the restricted life of a naval officer’s wife, but none of them seems to have guessed how difficult, how impossible the man himself would prove to be. Wallis was in love, and she also knew that her marriage would relieve her mother of the burden of supporting her.
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Wallis surrounded by bridal attendants at her marriage to Win Spencer on 12 November 1916. Sitting on her left is Mary Kirk, Wallis’ schoolfriend who was to marry Ernest Simpson after his divorce from Wallis.
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‘The world’s most fascinating aviator,’ Lieutenant Winfield Spencer.








 The young couple went to stay with the Spencers in a suburb of Chicago, Mrs Spencer was English. They welcomed Wallis and wished her and Win all possible happiness, but they could not help financially, and it was clearly understood that Win’s pay was all the couple would have to live on, which did not worry Wallis in the slightest. She was perfectly accustomed to making do with very little.


She was twenty when in November 1916 she and Win Spencer were married at Christ Church, Baltimore; the church where she had been confirmed a few years before was now filled with lilies and white chrysanthemums. She had six bridesmaids dressed in orchid-coloured bouffant gowns with blue velvet sashes; the ushers were in naval uniform. Wallis herself wore white panne velvet over a petticoat of heirloom lace, and a tulle veil with a coronet of orange blossom. Her uncle gave her away. When, at the reception, she ‘threw her bouquet’ it was caught by Mary Kirk, her best friend from Oldfield days, and shortly afterwards Mary married Captain Jacques Raffray, a Frenchman who came to the United States as liaison officer after America declared war.


During their short honeymoon Wallis and Win went to an hotel at White Sulphur Springs, West Virginia. She was looking out of the window at the garden when she heard an angry exclamation from Win. He had seen a printed notice under the glass of the dressing table which announced that West Virginia was a dry state and therefore no alcoholic drinks could be sold.


‘We certainly can’t stay here,’ said Win, but he opened his box and produced a bottle of gin from among the shirts and socks. Wallis at the age of twenty had never yet tasted alcohol at all except for a glass of champagne at Christmas. At her mother’s dinner parties no wine was given with the delicious food; there were ‘assorted liquors’ on a tray to be drunk before or after eating, which in many American houses is still the custom to this day. She soon discovered that Win drank far too much, and that when he had done so he became aggressive, rude and even violent. Wallis was in for a difficult time.



















CHAPTER TWO


Navy Wife
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Keep up appearances; there lies the test;


The world will give thee credit for the rest.


Charles Churchill





WHEN THEY RETURNED to the Air Station at Pensacola Wallis’ cousin Corinne was on the platform to greet them. She ran along beside the train and called ‘Hi, Skinny!’ her name for the new Mrs Spencer. At the seaplane base, no longer a visitor but a Navy wife, Wallis settled into a bungalow, one of a row all alike. It had a living room, three bedrooms and two bathrooms; she put up chintz curtains, painted the furniture white and got a cook and a maid for thirty-two dollars a month. In the evenings she and the other officers’ wives took turns to give little dinner parties and then they played poker. The pilots were forbidden to drink for twenty-four hours before flying, but at weekends they celebrated. On Saturday nights they went to the local hotel and danced till dawn. Win was apt to do embarrassing imitations of vaudeville stars, dancing about in front of the band, but this was harmless enough.


During the week Wallis dreaded the crash gong more than ever. Once it sounded for Win, but he had come down in the sea and was rescued by the station launch. Now that war was near the number of recruits increased, and Win was kept very busy training them. On 6 April 1917 Congress declared war on the Central Powers. Win was promoted, and sent to Squantum, Massachusetts, near Boston, to take command of a new naval air station. He was bitterly disappointed; he had hoped to be sent to France for combat flying. ‘Squantum! What a place to fight a war!’ he said, and he decided to get away from his new job as soon as possible and go overseas. He was so successful at creating the Naval Air Base that he was ordered to California to organize a naval air station on North Island. This new assignment almost broke his heart; to be sent west, rather than east to the war, was bitter indeed.


San Diego, where he and Wallis were now to live, was then a small semitropical   town with Spanish bungalows set among palm trees and hibiscus. Win was working from dawn to dusk. Wallis began to do her own cooking, with the help of Fannie Farmer’s Boston Cooking School Book, one of her wedding presents. Before her first dinner party she was so nervous that Win persuaded her to drink a cocktail. ‘One for the cook,’ he said, ‘a sovereign receipt.’ All nervousness banished by a double martini, Wallis produced a perfect dinner.


Win Spencer and his instructors had created a model air station, but the Armistice in 1918 found him deeply dissatisfied with his lot. There was now no hope for him of flying in combat. He became moody and difficult and he began to drink heavily. He made several enemies in the higher echelons of the Navy, and there seemed to Wallis to be less and less scope for his talents. She would have liked him to go into business in commercial aviation, but Win loved the Navy, and she resigned herself to the gypsy wanderings of a Service wife. Although she made many friends in California things were not easy between her and her husband, and when he was temporarily ordered hack to Pensacola she was pleased, imagining that in new surroundings they could make a fresh start.


Spencer’s next assignment was to the Navy Bureau of Aeronautics in Washington. It turned out to be the very worst thing that could have happened. He loved flying, and his new job consisted entirely of paper work, drafting reports and sitting in an office. He took to the bottle, and he was not a quiet drinker. They were living in a service flat in the Hotel Brighton, the walls were thin and Wallis realised that the wretchedness of their life together was known to their friends.


Then one Sunday afternoon Win locked her in the bathroom. Hours went by, evening came and Wallis longed to call for help but was too proud to do so. Finally she heard the key turn in the lock, but at first she dared not try to open the door. By the time she did so Win was in bed asleep. She spent the night on the sofa, and when he had gone to the office next day she went to see her mother who was living in the city in Connecticut Avenue.


Wallis had decided to leave her husband and get a divorce. Not only had her own life become impossible, she also felt she made things worse for Win. He vented his furious frustrations upon her, and she thought that by removing herself she might be helping him. When she told her mother of her resolve there was a tremendous scene. No Montague had ever been divorced, said her mother, and such a thing was unthinkable. Her Aunt Bessie said the same; so divorce was out of the question. In any case, who would support her? Not her Uncle Sol. The Warfields were every bit as uncompromisingly straight-laced about divorce as the Montagues. When Wallis described the misery of her life with Win her mother relented a little. A separation was considered infinitely less scandalous. To Wallis this seemed not only hypocritical but wrong, since neither Win nor she could re-make life so long as they were bound together.


Wallis now had to face Uncle Sol; she went to Baltimore and bearded him in his Temple. His reaction was fierce. ‘I won’t let you bring this disgrace upon us!’ he said, and he told her that ever since 1662, which was as far back as their records went, no Warfield had ever been divorced. He urged her to become reconciled to Win and she returned to Washington. It was clear to her that on both sides of the family the thought uppermost in their minds was: ‘What will people say?’ Nothing mattered very much but that; it was the powerful tyranny of public opinion which governed them.


A fortnight later she definitely made up her mind to leave Win. He behaved rather well. ‘Wallis’, he said, ‘I’ve had this coming to me. If you ever change your mind I’ll still be around.’ She asked her mother if she might stay with her. ‘You are absolutely sure that this is what you really want?’ said her mother. ‘If I’ve never been sure of anything before, I’m sure about this’, was the reply. Wallis moved to her mother’s flat and she wrote to Uncle Sol. He answered that any divorce action she might take must be entirely from her own resources; no help of any description would come from him.


Although Wallis was sometimes rather lonely in Washington she nevertheless managed to have quite a good time. There were plenty of parties and many of her friends were foreign diplomats. The one she liked best was Don Felipe Espil, first secretary of the Argentine Embassy. He was a good-looking man of thirty-five, and Wallis found him most attractive, but there could be no more than friendship between them since he was a Catholic diplomat representing a Catholic country. However, she makes it abundantly plain in her memoirs that but for this insurmountable obstacle she might have considered marrying him. This worried her mother, for Wallis was not divorced, In order to be more independent, she moved from her mother’s flat and shared a little house in Georgetown, the prettiest part of Washington, with another ‘navy wife.’


Luncheons given by les soixante gourmets were a highlight, and probably for the first time she realized what French cooking could be. The sixty gourmets met once a week, each of them bringing a lady guest. Years later she looked back on these occasions with undiminished pleasure. Anyone who knows Washington and its restaurants will appreciate how clever the sixty gourmets must have been to induce the cooks at the Hotel Hamilton, where the luncheons took place, to perform so brilliantly.
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Wallis in 1928.
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Don Felipe Espil, first secretary of the Argentine Embassy, who fascinated Wallis in Washington after her first estrangement from Win Spencer.
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Wallis as a young navy wife in Coronado, California.








 Wallis was popular. Lord Colyton, at that time Third Secretary at the British Embassy, writes: ‘I knew her quite well in those days, and although we were not close friends, I was very fond of her.’1


When her cousin Corinne Mustin, now a widow, invited her to go to Paris she accepted with joy. She went to New York to ask Uncle Sol for money for the journey. She had never before seen his New York flat, and was amused to discover that the walls were papered with photographs of actresses and singers. Uncle Sol had all the traditional obsession with the stage of a typical puritan. After objecting to her plan of going to Paris with Corinne he pressed some bank notes into her hand and when she looked at them in the taxi leaving his flat she counted five new hundred-dollar bills.


Wallis and Corinne sailed to Europe in a small boat on a rough sea. When they got to Paris they quickly, through friends and the friends of friends, began to have a good time. When a lawyer was consulted about divorce, however, it turned out to be far more expensive than Wallis could afford; he asked several thousand dollars. All this time Win continued to write to her, and he now told her that he had been posted to the Far East. He begged her to join him in China, she could board a naval transport and go there at government expense. Perhaps because there was no practical alternative, perhaps because she was lonely, perhaps because the idea of visiting China appealed to her, Wallis decided to go, and thus give her marriage one more chance of success.


Back in Washington, Wallis’ mother was surprised, though gratified to hear she was going to join Win Spencer. The Navy Department made arrangements, and on 17 July 1924 she boarded the USS Chaumont, bound for the Philippines, a slow voyage of six weeks. There she took the Empress of Canada to Hong Kong. She found Win looking fit and well, and at first everything was rosy. Before long, however, he started drinking again. ‘I can’t explain it. It’s just me,’ he told her. ‘Something lets go—like the control cables of a plane.’ Although when she became ill with a kidney complaint he nursed her with great kindness, they were soon back to square one. He drank, he was moody, jealous and impossible. She decided it was a hopeless case and that she would try to get a divorce at the United States Court for China in Shanghai. Win saw her off: ‘Pensacola, Boston, Coronado, Washington and now Hong Kong,’ he said. ‘We’ve come a long way, only to lose what we began with.’


This was the end of Wallis’ first marriage, which had lasted on and off for eight years. She was now twenty-eight and her character was formed. She was independent but not tough, rather easily hurt with a rare capacity for making friends wherever she went. She was intelligent and quick, amusing, good company, an addition to any party with her high-spirited gaiety. Without being either particularly beautiful or pretty she was always noticed for her perfect figure and elegant clothes. She loved and appreciated good food, but ate so little that she remained triumphantly thin at a time when slenderness was all important in fashion. Her talent was for people; witty herself, she had the capacity to draw the best out of others, making even the dull feel quite pleased with themselves. This rare gift developed as the years went by.
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Four generations of British monarchy at the christening of Prince Edward in 1894. Queen Victoria; her son, the future Edward VII; her grandson, the Duke of York, the future George V; and in her arms the future Edward VIII.










Notes


1 Letter to the author.
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