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“Charles has always been jealous of Andrew. He had a very successful military career for twenty years. So as soon as the Queen has gone, the daggers are out.”


Lady Victoria Hervey






CHAPTER ONE


ANCESTRAL AMBITIONS


In July 2020, an astonishing photograph emerged. It showed disgraced socialite Ghislaine Maxwell, who had recently been arrested by the FBI for sex trafficking, sitting on the throne used by the Queen at her coronation in 1953, waving regally, in a flagrant breach of protocol. The photograph had been taken during a private tour of Buckingham Palace organised by her long-time friend Prince Andrew, who was (at the time the photograph emerged) embroiled in a sex scandal concerning his unsavoury friendship with Ghislaine’s ex, the convicted paedophile Jeffrey Epstein.


Sitting next to Maxwell, on the throne once occupied by the Duke of Edinburgh, was Oscar-winning Hollywood actor Kevin Spacey, who had problems of his own with allegations of sexual misconduct. 


Their visit to the throne room took place in September 2002, shortly before Spacey became artistic director of The Old Vic theatre on London’s South Bank. There, at the culmination of his tenure in 2011, Oscar-winning director Sam Mendes directed Spacey in the title role of Shakespeare’s Richard III – the bloodthirsty tale of a prince who seized the throne after murdering his older brother and, probably, the two princes in the Tower. If Andrew had done that himself, he would now be king. Before Prince George was born, Andrew was next in line to the throne after Charles, William and Harry. Bump them off and the crown would have been his. 


Although Prince Andrew is not a noted Shakespearean scholar, he would have been taught his own family’s history, and the history of the monarchy is littered with tales of kindred squabbles, subterfuge, backstabbing and even murder, all with a view to securing the top job. The Royal Family is nothing if it’s not about tradition.


Let’s not go too far back in time, but the current Royal Family claims lineage of a thousand years from William the Conqueror and the Norman invasion. William was succeeded by his son William Rufus, who died in mysterious circumstances with an arrow through his chest while hunting in the New Forest on the afternoon of Thursday 2 August 1100. It is thought he was murdered. He was rapidly succeeded by his younger brother Henry I, who had been with the hunting party that day. By the evening, Henry was in Winchester, twenty-two miles away, where he seized the royal treasury. The following day, Rufus was entombed in Winchester and Henry was named king by a hastily assembled council. After a seventy-mile ride, Henry was crowned king in Westminster two days later. Historian Duncan Grinnell-Milne, when asked about the expedience of this, concluded: “Only premeditation can account for such speed.” 


Henry kept another older brother, Robert II of Normandy, in prison for twenty-eight years for claiming the crown of England. This was a promising beginning in the dynasty for ambitious younger brothers.


When Henry died, his nephew Stephen ousted Henry’s daughter Matilda, whom Henry had named as his heir and had reigned for a few months. After that, the line straightened out again. By common consent, Stephen was succeeded by Matilda’s son, Henry II.


Henry II’s son, Richard the Lionheart, was succeeded in 1199 by his younger brother John (nicknamed Lackland) who had already sought to usurp the throne while Richard I was away at the Crusades, as all fans of Robin Hood films will know. The Plantagenet kings then succeeded one another in a more or less orderly fashion until 1399 when Richard II was usurped by his cousin Henry IV, blindsiding another cousin in the process. This ultimately led to the Wars of the Roses, where cousins slugged it out over the crown. Eventually, it passed to the fratricidal (and most likely nepoticidal) Richard III who seized the throne in 1483. He was put paid to two years later by distant cousin Henry VII at the Battle of Bosworth, establishing the Tudor dynasty.


Henry VIII came to the throne after his older brother Arthur died, marrying Arthur’s widow in the meantime. Mary I, aka Bloody Mary, took the throne in 1553 – a cousin, Lady Jane Grey, losing her head to the axe along the way after reigning for just nine days. Mary also had designs on her sister Elizabeth’s life. Nevertheless, Elizabeth I succeeded her in 1558, only to order the execution of her cousin Mary, Queen of Scots, who also had claims on the English throne. This then passed to Mary’s son James I of England, VI of Scotland, in 1603, uniting the crowns of England and Scotland. His coronation was in Westminster Abbey, where the three bloodthirsty ladies lay within feet of each other.


James’s son, Charles I, succeeded his father in 1625 after his older brother Henry Frederick died of typhoid fever at the age of eighteen. After the minor unpleasantness of the Civil War, Charles was executed in 1649 – a bad augury for Charles III, perhaps. A short-lived republic followed. Then Charles I’s son was installed as Charles II. Known as the Merry Monarch, he had his numerous mistresses and a clutch of illegitimate children, so he is hardly a suitable role model for the current, glum and uxorious King Charles III. More of a prototype Prince Andrew, perhaps.


Despite his evident prolificacy, Charles II died without any legitimate heirs, so his younger brother succeeded him as James II in 1685. But Andrew could hardly take comfort from that as James, as a Catholic, rapidly became unpopular and was ousted by the Glorious Revolution of 1688, when his daughter Mary and her husband William of Orange took over. Mary’s younger sister Anne became queen in 1702, although her half-brother and her father’s legitimate heir, James III and VIII, “The Old Pretender”, still claimed the crowns of England, Scotland and Ireland. He had been debarred from the throne by the 1701 Act of Settlement on the grounds that he was a Catholic.


When Queen Anne died in 1714, the rules of primogeniture were ignored again as James refused to convert to Protestantism. Instead, a distant cousin, the Elector of Hanover, became George I of England as he was a Protestant. The lineage then continued in regular fashion from father to son, or grandson, until the dissolute George IV was succeeded by his younger brother William IV. Another steal by the junior bro. 


William may also prove an inspiration for Prince Andrew. Also a sailor, he outraged London by returning from Jamaica with a mistress named Wowski and had ten illegitimate children with actress Mrs Jordan.


The often dissipated Georgians ended with Queen Victoria, even though her uncle Ernest, Duke of Cumberland had sought to have her removed from the succession and, possibly, even have her assassinated. With her husband, the high-minded Prince Albert, she established the royal brood as the model family – though her famously libidinous son Bertie who, at his coronation, had pews set aside for his mistresses which were called the “king’s loose box”, was twice cited in the divorce courts before he acceded as Edward VII. His last mistress, Alice Keppel, was the great-grandmother of Camilla Parker Bowles, now Queen Camilla.


Edward’s son George V succeeded due to the fortuitous demise of his elder brother Prince Albert Victor, who was also known as Eddy and was named by the foreign press in the Cleveland Street scandal as one of the patrons of a homosexual brothel there. He is also a candidate for Jack the Ripper. 


Even within the living memory of Charles and Andrew’s sainted mother, a younger brother has actually succeeded to the throne when, in 1936, Edward VIII abdicated in favour of George VI to marry American divorcee Mrs Wallis Simpson. George overcame his stutter and apparently inspired the war efforts with his speeches, while Edward batted for the other side. It is well documented that he fraternised with Herr Hitler and it is possible that he would have been returned to the throne if the Nazis had won.


So, in short, the family has form. Sibling rivalry, if not outright fratricide, is in their DNA. If Andrew were arrogant and ambitious, and paid close attention to the family history, the possibility of taking the crown himself must have crossed his mind. Instead, he has had to sit back his entire life, watching his older brother preparing himself for kingship – and eventually achieving it – while he himself slipped down the pecking order, rung by rung, into irrelevancy. It is the old, old story of the heir and the spare. And it is a story we are here to tell.


What’s more, the story has continued into the next generation. Once good friends, William and Harry have turned their backs on each other and are currently slugging it out in the international popularity polls, particularly in the United States. Meanwhile, a lifelong enmity between Andrew and Charles brews on under the surface in what can be seen as a clandestine “War of the Windsors”. Having finally taken the crown, Charles is now top dog. But he is by no means a popular monarch. While the people of Britain held 16,000 street parties for the Platinum Jubilee of Queen Elizabeth II, the number booked for the coronation of King Charles III was just 3,087. Though Andrew has been stripped of all honours and duties, it has been widely reported that he still believes he can make a comeback into public life, if only to spite his older brother who seems determined to exclude him.


And while Andrew may not be a Shakespearean scholar, Charles is. Harry tells us so in his autobiography Spare. Charles constantly quotes the Bard and compares himself to Prince Hal in Henry V – the wayward youth who, as king, was the victor at Agincourt, wooed the French king’s daughter and was adopted as heir to the French throne. His son Henry VI was deposed by Edward IV and died in mysterious circumstances while imprisoned in the Tower of London. Sir Thomas More said that he was murdered by Richard, Duke of Gloucester, who went on to become Richard III. Charles read history at Cambridge, so he may well know that where Andrew is concerned, he may have to be on his guard.






CHAPTER TWO


A MOTHER’S LOVE


At 10.10pm on Sunday 14 November 1948, a proclamation was issued from Buckingham Palace. It read: “The Princess Elizabeth, Duchess of Edinburgh, was safely delivered of a Prince at 9.19pm today. Her Royal Highness and her son are doing well.”


The crowd outside the Palace, numbering some four thousand, had to wait in the rain a few minutes more before receiving the news. At 10.23pm, a page in blue livery walked across the courtyard and whispered to the policeman at the gates. A section of the crowd saw what was going on and surged forward. The policeman told a woman standing near him: “It’s a boy. Both well.” 


Word flew round the crowd and a great cheer went up. The policeman closed the gates – just in time to keep the crowd from breaking through. Hats and caps flew in the air and there were cries of “We want Philip!” As if in answer, a man in evening dress appeared in the forecourt. There were more cheers and cries of “Good old Philip!” But it wasn’t him and the man quickly retreated.


Prince Philip was not present at the birth. He had been playing squash with his private secretary Lieutenant Mike Parker. They were taking a swim in the private heated swimming pool in the North West Pavilion of the Palace when Sir Alan “Tommy” Lascelles, the private secretary to George VI, rushed up to tell the two naked men. Hearing that he was father to a boy, Prince Philip quickly towelled himself off, dressed and made his way to the Belgian Suite on the ground floor, overlooking the gardens, where Princess Elizabeth was still unconscious from the anaesthetic she had been given. 


The King and Queen were already there. They were in evening dress. Queen Elizabeth embraced Philip and King George shook his hand. They went into the nursery to see the child. Then Philip went back out to his wife’s bedside and stood there until she awoke. He had with him a huge bouquet of his wife’s favourite flowers – red roses, lilies, camellias and carnations – thoughtfully supplied by Mike Parker. Asked what his son looked like, Philip said: “A plum pudding.”


The child’s great-grandmother Queen Mary, who had been waiting at Marlborough House, was called. She arrived at Buckingham Palace by car at 10.30pm, wearing an evening gown and white fur wrap. The crowd gave her a tremendous welcome. 


Then it was time to break out the champagne. Philip handed out glasses to the doctors and the Royal Household. But the reception committee was depleted. Although the baby had been expected the day before, the final stages happened so quickly that officials, called to the Palace for the birth, were still on their way. For the first time since the eighteenth century, neither the Home Secretary nor any other high government official was present at the birth of a future monarch. 


The tradition of officials being on hand is thought to have had its origin in the reign of James II when prominent Protestants alleged that a healthy male child had been smuggled into the bedchamber of his second wife Mary of Modena, a Catholic, in a warming pan. This cast doubt on the legitimacy of Prince James. By his first marriage to Anne Hyde, James II already had two Protestant heirs, Mary and Anne, who succeeded. In future, births were to be witnessed by government ministers to prevent any possibility of a substitution happening again. That ended with the birth of Charles. It was not “a statutory requirement or a constitutional necessity” said his grandfather George VI.


The crowd swelled. At 11.15pm, the police cordoned off the road outside the Palace. By that time, cars were parked in their hundreds on the roads nearby and women in long evening dresses and men in dinner jackets thronged around the Victoria Memorial.


Then at 11.30pm police reinforcements arrived to cut a pathway for Queen Mary’s car, which had been waiting in the courtyard to take her home. When she tried to leave twenty-five minutes later the crowd surged around her car, bringing it to a halt. She smiled and waved as the police fought to clear a path for her, though it was reported there were tears in her eyes.


Not yet three hours old, the baby was carefully swaddled in white blankets and taken by the royal midwife Sister Helen Rowe to the vast gilt-and-red-velvet ballroom. It was by far the largest room in the Palace. There, his small cradle was placed at the centre of the room, in front of the two imperial thrones and a massive domed canopy carrying the royal coat of arms embroidered in gold silk thread on the draped red velvet. Then the Palace staff – hundreds of them – filed by the child.


“He seemed perfectly happy even with all the strange faces coming up and staring,” said one of the backstairs staff. “But you couldn’t help feeling sorry for him. So tiny there in that room, and, of course, he has no idea what’s in store for him.”


The child was already second in succession to the throne after his mother, the then Princess Elizabeth. Under letters patent issued five days earlier, he would have the title Prince and the style of Royal Highness. These would be used in preference to the second peerage of his father, Earl of Merioneth, which attaches to the eldest son “by courtesy”. He was also born heir-apparent to the Dukedom of Edinburgh and its associated peerages, as well as being heir to his mother. He would also bear his father’s adopted surname of Mountbatten, but would not ordinarily be known by it. When he came of age he would sign his Christian name only, followed by P (for Princeps – first or foremost) when he became Prince of Wales. At that point, he would also automatically become Duke of Cornwall and Earl of Chester.


Lights in the King’s apartments were still burning at midnight. At 12.15am, the megaphone on a police car outside the Palace announced: “Ladies and gentlemen, it is requested by the Palace that we have a little quietness, if you please.” But the roar of the crowd drowned out the message.


A squad of policemen marched through the Palace yard and began to clear the crowd from the railings. The police car made another announcement: “There will be no more bulletins from the Palace. You are asked to disperse quietly.” But the crowd was too busy cheering to listen and called for “Daddy”, “Grandma” and “Grandpa”.


Two of Princess Elizabeth’s household staff then came into the forecourt, walked along the railings and told those on the other side: “The Princess is trying to sleep. The King and Queen will not be coming out on the balcony. Nor will Prince Philip – he is with the Princess.” The news was passed around. The shouting and cheering died down and by 12.30am all was quiet.


News of the birth had been cabled abroad at once. Across the Empire and the Commonwealth, as in Britain, the Union Jack was raised. Bunting was hung out and church bells rang. Radio stations across the United States interrupted scheduled programmes with the announcement. US President Harry S. Truman sent a message saying: “Mrs Truman and I are delighted at the news of the birth of your son and felicitate you and the Duke upon this happy occasion.”


Wartime friend General Dwight D. Eisenhower, later US president, sent a message via the private secretary of King George VI saying: “Will you extend to Her Royal Highness the Princess Elizabeth, the Duke of Edinburgh and all members of the Royal Family the personal felicitations of Mrs Eisenhower and myself on yesterday’s happy event. We are united with many, many millions in our wish of long years and a fruitful life to the young Prince.”


More than four thousand telegrams of congratulation arrived at the Palace, the largest number ever received in a single day. Prince Philip arose early the following morning to begin reading the messages.


Meanwhile the New York Times ran a story headlined: “A BABY MAKES THE BRITISH SEEM SOMEWHAT UNBRITISH: A Reticent People Is Not Reticent When It Is a Question of Royal Offspring.”


In Trafalgar Square the illuminated fountains sparkled baby blue. The bells of St Paul’s Cathedral rang out and at Westminster Abbey, where the Prince would one day be crowned, three bell ringers rang a peal of 5,000 changes that lasted three hours.


Church bells across the nation followed suit. Bonfires, beacons and fireworks were lit. Six guns of the King’s Troop Royal Horse Artillery, manned by artillerymen in full dress uniform, fired a forty-one-round salute in Hyde Park. This was echoed by batteries at the Tower of London and at Woolwich. 


Warships of His Majesty’s naval fleet on station across the globe fired a royal birthday salute. And ships of the US Navy moored in Plymouth harbour joined in with their flags and guns.


The Times of London proclaimed: “The birth of a child to the Heiress-Presumptive is a national and imperial event which can for a moment divert the peoples’ thoughts from the acrimonies of domestic argument and the anxieties of the international scene. All can be united in rejoicing as the guns salute and the bells peal. Every newborn child presents to some family the thought and image of the future towards which it moves; this child from the moment of his birth becomes to many peoples the symbol of their common aspirations for an even more splendid realm and Commonwealth than have been handed down to them by the virtue and prowess, of their ancestors…”


On 16 November, loyal addresses of congratulation to the King and Queen, Princess Elizabeth and the Duke of Edinburgh were moved in both Houses of Parliament to be presented by Privy Counsellors of all parties.


Addressing the Commons, Prime Minister Clement Attlee said: “The young prince may have to carry great responsibilities. He is heir to a great tradition and we shall watch him growing to manhood with lively interest, knowing that in his own home he will receive a training by example rather than mere precept, in that courtesy and in that gracious and tireless devotion to the manifold duties of constitutional monarchy which have won the hearts of our people.”


This speech was greeted with cheers.


Winston Churchill, then Leader of the Opposition, rose from his place to second the motion.


“Our ancient Monarchy renders inestimable services to our country and to all the British Empire and Commonwealth of Nations. Above the ebb and flow of party strife, the rise and fall of Ministries and individuals, the changes of public opinion and fortune, the British Monarchy presides ancient, calm and supreme within its functions, over all the treasures that have been saved from the past and all the glories we write in the annals of our country. Our thoughts go out to the mother and father and, in a special way today, to the little Prince, now born into this world of strife and storm.


“I have no doubt he will be brought up, as the Prime Minister has mentioned, in all those traditions of constitutional government which make the British monarchy at once the most ancient and most secure in the world. I hope that among those principles that will be instilled will be the truth that the Sovereign is never so great as when the people are free. There we meet on common ground.”


Not his finest speech, perhaps, but it was punctuated with cheers.


Even William Gallacher, the lone Communist member, MP for West Fife, said he would make no adverse comment on the celebrations associated with the birth of this baby because, when he was born, there were bells ringing and joyful sounds in abundance. No one mentioned that, for a child not yet two days old, this was a lot to live up to.


A second bulletin from the Palace announced that the Prince weighed 7lb 6oz. This news was duly reported on every front page. Even the left-leaning Manchester Guardian felt obliged to inform its readers that the baby’s weight was “regarded by gynaecologists as nearly the ideal for an infant boy”.


The newspaper went on to reassure its readers: “The absence of an evening bulletin on the condition of Princess Elizabeth and her infant son was an indication that everything is going on entirely normally.”


The child’s name had not been released. Prince Philip was determined to keep it under wraps so that he could spring it on the world at the christening. There was much speculation on the subject, but it was generally thought that the boy would be called Prince George of Edinburgh.


One of the few let in on the secret was the court’s favourite photographer, later Oscar-winning designer Cecil Beaton, who was summoned less than a week after the baby’s birth to take the first official pictures of mother and child. 


“Prince Charles, as he is to be named, is an obedient sitter,” he recorded in his diary. “He interrupted a long, contented sleep to do my bidding and open his blue eyes to stare long and wonderingly into the camera lens, the beginning of a lifetime in the glare of publicity.”


The question of the Prince’s name would be cleared up at 3.30pm on 15 December in the Palace’s domed Music Room on the fifth floor overlooking the Palace Lawns as the Palace’s private chapel had been put out of action by a German bomb. Brought in, not by his mother, but by his nurse Sister Helen Rowe, the child wore a christening robe of Honiton lace over a satin petticoat. The robe had been worn by Queen Victoria and her children. Victoria herself had handed it to Queen Mary in 1894. It was worn by King George VI and all his brothers and by the Princess Royal, then by Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret.


To the accompaniment of Handel’s Water Music, played by the organist of the Chapel Royal, the boys of the Chapel Royal choir entered, wearing their Tudor uniforms of scarlet and gold. They were followed by the officiating clergy. After the singing of the hymn, “Holy, Holy, Holy”, Miss Rowe handed the baby to his aunt, the Queen’s sister Princess Margaret who announced the names of the child – Charles Philip Arthur. She then laid the baby in the arms of the Archbishop, who baptised him with water from the River Jordan using a silver-gilt lily font from Windsor used for the christening of Queen Victoria’s children. The Archbishop then handed the baby back to Princess Margaret, who returned him to the nurse.


From the off, there was some concern about the choice of the name Charles. It seemed unlucky as Charles I had been executed and Charles II’s reign had encompassed the Great Plague and the Great Fire of London.


Charles was the name by which King Haakon of Norway, the baby’s great-great-uncle, was known in the family. Philip was the baby’s father’s name, while Arthur was the third of the four Christian names of the then king, George VI. It was also the name of Queen Victoria’s son, the Duke of Connaught, his son Prince Arthur of Connaught and his grandson the second Duke of Connaught who had died in 1943. There was also, of course, the legendary King Arthur.


In the presence of his parents and eight godparents, including the King and Queen, Prince Charles was admitted to the Church of England and inaugurated into the rites of the faith which, as future sovereign, he would pledge to defend and he could never leave without jeopardising his right to the throne. 


In a short address, the Archbishop referred to the religious significance of the ceremony and spoke of the solemn duties undertaken by godparents, which included King Haakon of Norway and Prince George of Greece who could not be there.


Those present included the Princess Royal, the Duchess of Gloucester, the Duchess of Kent, Princess Alice, Countess of Athlone, Admiral Sir Alexander Ramsay and Lady Patricia Ramsay, Princess Marie Louise, the Dowager Marchioness of Milford Haven, Lord and Lady Brabourne, Lieutenant-Colonel and Mrs Michael Bowes-Lyon, and Mr and Mrs David Bowes-Lyon. 


A second hymn, appropriately “O, Worship the King”, ended the service. Afterwards, members of the Royal Family and their guests moved into the White Drawing Room, where one of the three christening cakes was cut. No expense and no effort was spared in celebrating the arrival of the new heir.


In Buckingham Palace, Charles would sleep in the dressing room adjoining the Princess’s bedroom on the second floor. There, he would be cared for by two nurses supported by a staff of maids and footmen. The Prince slept in the same pink satin and lace cot that had been used by his mother in her infancy. He played with her silver rattle and he was taken out across St James’s Park and into Green Park in her ancient pram.


The Queen’s sister, Lady Granville, reported: “He could not be more angelic looking. He is golden-haired and has the most beautiful complexion, as well as amazingly delicate features for so young a baby.” But then, aren’t all babies beautiful to their families?


Princess Elizabeth herself was recorded as saying that her baby’s hands “are rather large but fine with long fingers – quite unlike mine and certainly unlike his father’s. It will be interesting to see what they will become. I still find it difficult to believe I have a baby of my own.” 


It seems that, from the outset, there was a distance between them.






CHAPTER THREE


NUMBER TWO


The notice of another birth was posted on the railings of Buckingham Palace on the afternoon of 19 February 1960. It said: “The Queen was safely delivered of a son at 3.38pm today. Her Majesty and the infant prince are both doing well.” Again, Sister Helen Rowe was in attendance. The boy was the first child to be born to a reigning monarch since Princess Beatrice, the youngest of Queen Victoria’s nine children born over a hundred years earlier on 14 April 1857. 


Outside the gates, a crowd of nearly two thousand waited patiently in the winter sunshine when the superintendent of the Palace, Stanley Williams, in long black overcoat, walked across the courtyard. There were shouts of “Is it a boy?” When he shouted back, “Yes, it is,” there were cheers. People started running, shoving and jostling to read the handwritten notice.


The child was second in the line of succession, as Charles had been when he was born. But by then, with Elizabeth having succeeded to the throne, Charles had already moved up to first in line. Meanwhile, Princess Anne had been demoted to third. Male offspring trumped females in the line of succession until the law was amended in 2011 when Catholics were also allowed to succeed.


The New York Times reported: “From taxi drivers shouting, ‘It’s a boy!’ to each other in London’s traffic to Edinburgh where a bonfire glowed on Calton Hill in that snowbound city, the strange mystical feeling of kinship with the royal family that periodically animates Britain was evident.”


That bonfire in Edinburgh consumed a hundred tons of material. There were more bonfires at Balmoral and along the valley of the Dee. And fireworks were set off on the battlements of Edinburgh Castle.


“Across the Commonwealth in what remains of Victoria’s empire, old traditions for celebrating a royal birth were honoured,” The Times went on. “Guns boomed out on the fortress of Gibraltar and in Accra.”


One of the first to congratulate the Queen was Dr Kwame Nkrumah, prime minister of newly independent Ghana. Since Charles had been born, the Commonwealth had replaced the Empire and Britain had changed out of all recognition. A war-ravaged UK crippled by debt and austerity was now a modern nation on the verge of the Swinging Sixties.


At Portsmouth, HMS Vanguard, the Royal Navy’s one remaining battleship, fired a salute. The crew were also happy. Admiralty had sent the signal to all ships: “Birth of a son to HM Queen Elizabeth. Splice the main brace.” That is, issue the ship’s company an extra tot of rum. Other Britons resorted to pubs and clubs to wet the baby’s head, while a barman at the Savoy came up with “Royal Arrival”, a special blue cocktail.


The RAF saluted the birth with a flypast of thirty-six Hunter fighters over the Palace. At the same time, salutes were fired in Hyde Park and at the Tower of London. In the excitement, the armoury of the Honourable Artillery Company in City Road, London, hoisted the Union Jack the wrong way up. This remained unnoticed for about an hour.


Cannons also sounded at Windsor Castle and Cardiff Castle. The bells of St Paul’s and Westminster Abbey pealed for an hour. In hundreds of little villages, church bells rang out and flags were unfurled.


The Duke of Edinburgh had attended a lunch at the Guildhall in the City of London that day, but cancelled a visit to the National College of Food Technology in Weybridge, Surrey, that afternoon to return to his study. When Lord Evans brought the news, he visited his wife in the Belgian Suite, its walls hung with cream damask, patterned wallpaper and blue silk taffeta curtains. He told a group of servants: “It’s a boy.” Again, his name would be kept secret until the christening, though James was tipped. A James following a Charles would have been unfortunate, given the fate of James II following Charles II.


Having toasted the birth with champagne, Prince Philip telephoned the Home Secretary who, by tradition, was the first to be informed. Philip then telephoned Prince Charles, who was boarding at Cheam School in Hampshire and took Princess Anne to see the baby. Charles arrived that evening. Telegrams were sent to the governors general of the self-governing Dominions, while a letter was taken by a police motorcycle dispatch rider to the Lord Mayor of London at Mansion House.


Prime Minister Harold Macmillan was at his desk at 10 Downing Street when Buckingham Palace called with the news. He sent a message saying: “With my humble duty I venture to send my respectful congratulations and best wishes for Your Majesty’s health and for that of the new prince.” 


Now President Eisenhower also sent a message of congratulation: “I know that all Americans join with Mrs Eisenhower and myself in congratulating Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II and Prince Philip on the birth of their son and are delighted by the news that the Queen and her son are doing well. May the Prince have a long, happy and useful life.” Four thousand messages of congratulation were received from all over the world. It was then announced that the baby boy was 7lb 3oz at birth.


After question time on Monday 22 February, the prime minister moved a motion in the House of Commons to send an address to the Queen, conveying their loyal congratulations to Her Majesty on the birth of the Prince. The leaders of the Labour and Liberal Parties supported the motion.


The Lords sent their address of congratulations when they met on Tuesday. The message was handwritten, in a decorative Gothic style. It was taken to the Queen by Lord Scarborough, Lord Chamberlain of Her Majesty’s Household.


That same day, it was reported that Parliament had already made financial provision for the new member of the Royal Family under the Civil List Act of 1952: “With the exception of Prince Charles, for whom special provision is made from the revenues of the Duchy of Cornwall, each son is entitled to £10,000 a year at the age of twenty-one (or on marriage if this were to take place earlier), and each daughter £6,000 a year. After marriage the Act provides that each son shall have a further £15,000 a year, and each daughter a further £9,000 a year.”


The christening took place on 8 April in the same flower-decked Music Room of Buckingham Palace where the Archbishop of Canterbury again baptised the child using the same silver-gilt lily font from Windsor and water from the River Jordan. The same Honiton lace christening gown was worn.


This time there were only five godparents – the Duke of Gloucester, Princess Alexandra of Kent, Lord Elphinstone (a cousin of the Queen), Lord Euston (whose wife was a lady of the bedchamber) and Mrs Harold Phillips, a friend of the Queen. They stood on one side of the font, which was decorated with white spring flowers, while the clergy and the choir of the Chapel Royal stood on the other.


There were about sixty guests. Among them were the Queen’s gynaecologist whom she had knighted half an hour earlier, while her anaesthetist was made a Companion of the Victorian Order.


The child was brought in by his nanny Miss Mabel Anderson until she handed him to the Queen’s cousin, Princess Alexandra, who presented him to the Archbishop who asked: “Who names this child?”


Princess Alexandra replied: “Andrew Albert Christian Edward.”


Andrew was the name of Prince Philip’s father, Prince Andrew of Greece and Denmark, who had twice been exiled from Greece. Estranged from his wife and son – and his daughters who all went on to marry Nazis – he went to live on board his mistress’s yacht in Monte Carlo. Albert was the name of the child’s louche great-great-great-grandfather Bertie, who reigned as Edward VII, while Christian was the name of his great-great-great-grandfather Christian IX of Denmark, a spurned suitor of Queen Victoria.


The baby was then returned to Princess Alexandra, then Miss Anderson for the remains of the proceedings. He was awake throughout the half-hour service and let out two small cries. Cecil Beaton was again on hand to take baby pictures. The eleven-year-old Charles and Princess Anne, nine, were also present.


The question of his surname had also been settled. It would be Mountbatten-Windsor. The Queen and Prince Philip had decided that this would distinguish their direct descendants from the rest of the Royal Family – Windsor is the surname used by all the male and unmarried female descendants of George V. The new surname had been confirmed by a declaration of the Privy Council. Normally, members of the Royal Family who are entitled to the style and dignity of HRH Prince or HRH Princess do not need a surname, but if at any time any of them do need one – such as upon marriage – that surname is Mountbatten-Windsor. This ruling had been issued in a decree a few days before Andrew’s birth. While the Queen herself would continue ruling as Windsor, Andrew’s birth had effectively changed Charles’s name from Mountbatten to Mountbatten-Windsor.






CHAPTER FOUR


NANNIED


Just for being the first-born son, Charles had already stolen a march on Andrew in all things royal. When Charles was eight months old, his parents moved to Clarence House where he was put in the care of two nannies – Helen Lightbody and Mabel Anderson. In the nursery, Miss Lightbody was an old-fashioned martinet. Her word was the law. Not even the Queen was allowed to interfere with her routine.


The curtains of his nursery were opened promptly at 7am. After breakfast, at 9am, Charles was taken downstairs for the half-hour session with his mother. Then he was returned to the nursery to play until 10.30am when he was taken out for a walk in his pram, accompanied by a royal protection officer.


His mother visited him in his nursery in the evening when he was bathed and put to bed. Though Elizabeth had yet to succeed to the throne, her father’s health was failing and she was obliged to take on some of his public engagements. And Prince Philip, still a serving naval officer, was often away at sea. 


In October 1949, Philip was made second in command of a destroyer stationed in Malta, headquarters of Britain’s Mediterranean fleet. A month later, less than a week after Charles’s first birthday, Elizabeth joined her husband for the first of several lengthy stays. While this meant leaving her infant son behind with the nursery staff for months on end, the Princess revelled in her life abroad, fancying herself as “just another Navy officer’s wife”, though she had a large retinue of staff. Charles came down with tonsillitis during one of their excursions, but neither of his parents returned to London to nurse their son.


That Christmas, Charles went to Sandringham, the royal estate in Norfolk, where he learnt to bow to the King and Queen. Princess Elizabeth only returned to England in the New Year when she was pregnant with Anne and Philip had put to sea. She stayed in Clarence House to celebrate Charles’s second birthday, but almost immediately returned to Philip in Malta, staying there for Christmas.


When the King was diagnosed with lung cancer, Philip was forced to give up his Navy command and return to England to serve as royal consort. His wife had to host a banquet for her uncle King Haakon VII of Norway and take the salute on horseback at Trooping the Colour.


With the King’s health failing, Elizabeth and Philip had to undertake a whirlwind tour of Canada and the US, missing Charles’s third birthday. They were together for Christmas, but then his parents were off on a tour of the Commonwealth. The only hugs and kisses he got came from his grandmother. 


Charles’s parents were away when his grandfather, the King, died on 6 February 1952, when Charles was aged just three. The court was plunged into mourning. Charles’s mother and father returned from Kenya (then still a British colony) the following day. There was little time for a reunion. On 8 February, the Earl Marshal proclaimed: “The High and Mighty Princess Elizabeth Alexandra Mary is now, by the Death of Our late Sovereign of Happy Memory, become Queen Elizabeth the Second, but the Grace of God Queen of this Realm and all Her other Realms and Territories, Head of the Commonwealth, Defender of the Faith, to whom her lieges do acknowledge all Faith and constant Obedience.”


This had enormous consequences for the infant Charles. He was no longer His Royal Highness Prince Charles of Edinburgh. He was now HRH Prince Charles of the House of Windsor, Duke of Rothesay, Earl of Carrick, Baron Renfrew, Lord of the Isles, Prince and Great Steward of Scotland, and Duke of Cornwall. This also brought with it a huge income from the duchy, making him extremely rich.


There was also another debate over what his name should be. With Elizabeth’s accession, it seemed possible that the royal house would take her husband’s name, in line with the custom for married women of the time. Lord Mountbatten advocated the House of Mountbatten, the name Prince Philip had taken when he became a British subject. Philip himself suggested House of Edinburgh, after his ducal title. The British prime minister, Winston Churchill, and Elizabeth’s grandmother Queen Mary favoured the retention of the House of Windsor, which the family had adopted during World War I. So Elizabeth issued a declaration on 9 April 1952 that the royal house would continue to be Windsor. Philip complained: “I am the only man in the country not allowed to give his name to his own children.”


Charles was dispatched to Sandringham during his grandfather’s funeral and interment in St George’s Chapel at Windsor Castle. The court was still in mourning when, soon after Easter, Queen Elizabeth and family moved into Buckingham Palace, while the Queen Mother and Princess Margaret moved to Clarence House.


Elizabeth and Philip occupied the second- and third-floor apartments on the north side of the Palace, while Charles, Anne and their nannies were given a six-room apartment on the floor above. This had one well-lit day nursery and two night nurseries, as well as a bathroom and a kitchen. All these changes were a puzzle for a small boy.


“If his mother was a mystery to Prince Charles before,” Martin Charteris, the Queen’s former private secretary, observed, “she was much more of a mystery after she became Queen and could spend even less time with her children.”


But the new Queen did make one concession. Although her own mother and sister were required to bow or curtsy in public, Charles and Anne were not obliged to do so.


“It’s silly. They’re too young to understand,” she said.


As head of state, the Queen now had a coronation to plan. When she was in London, Charles’s audiences with his mother were cut down to fifteen minutes, morning and evening. However, he and Anne did get to watch as their mother walked up and down the bedroom practising balancing the five-pound St Edward’s Crown on her head. It had been made for the restoration of Charles II by Sir Robert Vyner, a leading slave trader.


Charles received a special, hand-painted invitation to his mother’s coronation. Wearing navy-blue shorts and a ruffled white satin shirt pinned with a medal, his dark hair plastered down with pomade, Charles waited in Westminster Abbey for his mother to arrive through cheering crowds in the Gold State Coach. He sat next to his grandmother. With no clear idea of what was going on, he fidgeted throughout the ceremony. Afterwards on the balcony of Buckingham Palace, looking down on the vast crowds and soldiers below, he first began to realise how different he was from other children. This perturbed him, though his sister grew to relish it.


As his fifth birthday approached, his toys disappeared from one room in the nursery apartment. In came a desk, a blackboard and a governess, a stern Glaswegian named Catherine Peebles – Miss P, or Misspy for short. She found that he had a fragile ego and was lacking in self-confidence.


“He was not terribly good at arithmetic, to say the very least,” she said. If corrected, he would mope for the rest of the day. She found him, if not a dullard, an uninspiring pupil. “He was very responsive to kindness,” she said, “but if you raised your voice to him, he would draw back into his shell.” 


The Queen and Prince Philip were rarely there to advise or encourage. Misspy soon found that history was Charles’s thing. Over the next three years, she used the magnificent sculptures, paintings, tapestries, suits of armour and illustrated books at Buckingham Palace, Sandringham and Windsor Castle to bring history – and the history of his own family – to life. Charles was particularly taken by Anthony van Dyck’s Triple Portrait of Charles I, showing the King full face and both profiles, which hung in the Queen’s Drawing Room in Windsor Castle.


“King Charles lived for me in that room in the castle,” he said.


He must have discovered, too, of his forebear’s gruesome fate at the hands of the axeman.


Charles hoped his parents would stay in London for his fifth birthday. Instead they took off to Sandringham. They returned for a flying visit before setting off on a seven-month tour of the Commonwealth countries where she was now head of state. 


The children caught up with their parents briefly in Malta, shipped there on the newly commissioned royal yacht Britannia. But their time there was taken up by naval displays and military parades. Their job, it seemed, was to look cute for the cameras.


When the Queen returned to England, Charles had to wait twenty minutes at the end of a line of dignitaries greeting her. He then got a handshake, like the rest of them, instead of a hug. Then she continued along the line, greeting her new subjects.


During one of her daughter’s long absences, the Queen Mother sat down and wrote a letter to her daughter, saying: “You may find Charles much older in a very endearing way. … He is intensely affectionate. And loves you and Philip most tenderly.”


It was as if Elizabeth had become a stranger to her own son. There was further estrangement in the family when the Queen forbade Charles’s beloved aunt Princess Margaret to marry Group Captain Peter Townsend as he was a divorcé. The controversy dragged on for two years. The Queen, Margaret argued, had been allowed to marry the man she loved, even though he was not British nor a member of the Church of England – that is, until he naturalised, changed his name and converted from the Greek Orthodox Church to wed – but Princess Margaret was to be denied the love of her life. It was another example of the rivalry between an heir and their spare.


Charles himself was to face further alienation around the same time. Formerly, princes of the blood had traditionally been taught privately by tutors. But the decision was made that Charles would no longer be educated at home.


“The Queen and I want Charles to go to school with other boys of his generation,” Philip said, “and learn to live with other children, and to absorb from childhood the discipline imposed by education with others.”


In fact, Philip was concerned that Charles was getting too much coddling with hugs from Mabel Anderson and the Queen Mother, and wanted to toughen him up.


“He wanted his son to have an experience that would build character,” said Mike Parker. “I suppose he thought Charles was still soft – not like his sister at all.”


It was Anne who was the apple of Philip’s eye – loud, rowdy, fearless. 


“She had a much stronger, more extrovert personality,” said Mabel Anderson. “She didn’t exactly push Charles aside, but she was the more forceful child. He was, basically, a rather shy little boy.”


When the Queen put Charles on horseback at the age of four, he was terrified and begged to be taken down. At the same age, Anne tried to grapple the reins from the stable hand and take off on her own.


The Queen Mother encouraged Charles’s interest in the arts – particularly music and ballet – the things that his father considered soft. Philip clearly favoured the daredevil Anne.


Charles was kind and eager to share his toys with other children. If Philip had a cross word to say to Charles, he would dissolve in tears. While Mabel Anderson was not above administering a spanking, she took the time to comfort and reassure Charles. She became his surrogate mother. Charles called her “a haven of security, a great haven”.


“At least,” he later said, “she was there for me.”


Indeed, she was the centre of his daily life from the moment she woke him in the morning until the time she tucked him into bed at night.


As for his real mother: “It’s not that she was distant or even cold,” explained Martin Charteris. “But she was very detached. And she believed Philip was in charge. She would never have interfered with his authority. Even if he was being very tough on Charles.”


Charles was hardly prepared for school. When told of the plans for his education, he asked: “Mummy, what are schoolboys?”


The press were informed of the new arrangement. The Queen’s press secretary wrote to the Newspaper Proprietors Association, saying: “A certain amount of the Duke of Cornwall’s instruction will take place outside the home; for example he will visit museums and other places of interest. The Queen trusts, therefore, that His Royal Highness will be able to enjoy this in the same way as other children without the embarrassment of constant publicity.”


However, when Charles turned up at Hill House preparatory school behind Harrods in a limousine wearing a velvet topcoat over his school uniform on the first day of Lent term 1956, he was greeted by Fleet Street photographers.


The Manchester Guardian reported: “On his first day at school the Duke of Cornwall painted a picture.” It showed Britannia going under Tower Bridge.
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