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			Foreword

			The King’s Speech was a huge critical and commercial success when it was released at the end of 2010, picking up seven BAFTAs and four Oscars, including Best Picture and Best Director for Tom Hooper, Best Actor for Colin Firth for his memorable portrayal of George VI, and Best Screenplay for David Seidler. It must have been watched by at least forty million people at the cinema alone. In the years since, millions more have viewed it on DVD, Netflix, Amazon and on television.

			It is not difficult to understand the film’s appeal: the story of the future King’s battle with his life-long stammer and the help he received from Lionel Logue, his irreverent Australian speech therapist, clearly struck a chord with audiences. Cinema-goers revelled in its Englishness, were touched by Firth’s performance as the gentle, vulnerable monarch and applauded Geoffrey Rush’s portrayal of Logue with his determination to cut through protocol to help his royal patient. It helped that the story was true: George VI did have a stammer and, yes, he was helped by an Australian commoner who used highly unconventional methods.

			For me the film meant something much more: Lionel Logue was my grandfather, but he died in 1953, twelve years before I was born, so he was always something of a mystery. His story was told to me when I was a child, but I never paid too much attention to what seemed like ancient history – even though, growing up, I became fascinated by the medals, signed royal photographs and mementoes scattered around the house.

			In fact, it wasn’t until my own father, Antony – the third of Lionel’s three sons – died in 2001 that I began to appreciate the role that my grandfather had played in the history of the royal family. It fell to me to organize his personal papers, which had passed first to his eldest son, Valentine, an eminent brain surgeon, and then, on Valentine’s death in 2000, to my father, who had locked them away in a tall grey filing cabinet in his study.

			Coming face to face with my grandfather for the first time, on 31 August 2010, at a private screening of the film at the Odeon in Panton Street, London, was an extraordinary experience. It was a year earlier, when Seidler’s script was already written and the shooting of The King’s Speech was about to begin at Elstree Studios and on location around London, that the film-makers got in touch with me. Although I, too, live in London, the connection came via an academic website published by Caroline Bowen, a Sydney-based speech and language pathologist, which at the time was the only online source of information on Lionel Logue. The producers were excited to learn I had my grandfather’s papers, most of which had never been seen before. As the papers were transcribed, Hooper and Seidler rewrote the script to incorporate the gems of information that I found.

			None of this, though, could fully prepare me for seeing Rush as my grandfather, alongside Firth, Helena Bonham Carter as the Queen and Jennifer Ehle as my grandmother Myrtle. It was surreal to see my father depicted as a ten-year-old boy. I still remember the day when I was invited on the set and met Ben Wimsett, who played him. A scene they were filming particularly resonated with me: Rush’s character hovered over my father and Valentine while they recited Shakespeare. It reminded me of a scene from my own childhood when I struggled to do the same, while my father, who had a prodigious memory, repeated verbatim the lengthy passages he had learnt as a boy.

			The success of the film provided me with a series of even more surreal experiences: during the first few weeks following its release, I made countless newspaper and television appearances in both Britain and America, during which I was asked to talk about ‘the real Lionel Logue’. Then came the Oscars themselves, when I was invited to a party at the Chateau Marmont in Los Angeles. As the ceremony ended in triumph for The King’s Speech, the room filled with every Hollywood star you could mention. The celebrations went on until dawn.

			I went to another party later that day hosted by the film’s producers, Simon Egan and Gareth Unwin, at a luxury villa in the Hollywood Hills. Glimpsing Simon’s fifteen-month-old daughter, I thought she would look cute photographed with the Oscar, so I handed her the statuette and stepped back to take the picture. She lost her grip just as I was clicking the shutter, and the Oscar fell to the ground with a loud bang, bouncing down the stone steps. Everyone at the party fell silent. The horror was evident on everyone’s face – not least mine, where it was mixed with embarrassment and shame.

			The statuette suffered several dents: it had a bashed head, damaged shoulder and a dented stand, and gold plating had flaked off the chest. The Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences was contacted immediately, and, to my relief, it turned out they have an ‘Oscar Hospital’ to cope with the all-too-common injuries sustained by the statuettes during victory celebrations. When Simon went to have it repaired, he was half expecting to see a queue of sheepish Oscar winners in there with their own damaged statuettes nursing hangovers.

			There is only so much you can show in 118 minutes, however brilliant the director – and Hooper, for whom this was only his second feature, was certainly that. That was why, after having become involved in the making of the film, I also set out to tell the real-life story behind the events it depicted, working with Peter Conradi, a journalist with the Sunday Times. We entitled our book The King’s Speech: How One Man Saved the British Monarchy. Published to coincide with the film, it was a bestseller in both Britain and America and translated into more than twenty languages.

			During the more than a quarter of a century they worked together, my grandfather remained loyal to the King, respecting his privacy and the confidential nature of the treatment he gave him. He chose to remain behind the scenes, largely silent, rarely giving interviews, never publishing his work or having his methods scrutinized by peers or teaching them to students. He also always worked alone. Perhaps this was because he felt like an imposter, never having received any formal training or qualifications, and was forced to battle the prejudices of established medical institutions, as well as a degree of anti-Australian sentiment.

			Yet he was immensely proud of his achievements, as became clear to me when I examined the papers he left behind. The hundreds of pages I transcribed included correspondence between the King and my grandfather from their first meeting in 1926 – when the future monarch was still Duke of York and, as second son of George V, never expected to be King – until his death in 1952. The letters from the King, the majority on Buckingham Palace headed paper (but with a few sent from Sandringham and from Windsor Castle), were handwritten and signed George R. The draft replies from Lionel were scribbled in barely legible handwriting, always in pencil on Basildon Bond paper. Occasionally, he would note down anecdotes so as not to forget them, using whatever came to hand: an empty envelope, the cover of a book, a scrap of paper, all of them painstakingly filed for posterity.

			There are also four large scrapbooks in which Lionel – or perhaps Myrtle – had carefully pasted press cuttings, almost all of them relating to the King’s struggle with his speech impediment and the treatment my grandfather gave him. One has ‘1937’ embossed in gold leaf on its front cover. This was a memorable year for Lionel, following the King’s accession to the throne after the abdication of his elder brother, Edward VIII, in December 1936 to marry Wallis Simpson, and marked a turning point in his career. Into the scrapbook have been pasted all the paperwork surrounding the coronation that May, including his and Myrtle’s invitation to Westminster Abbey, photographs of the pair of them in their court dress, and all manner of tickets and scraps, however trivial.

			Inevitably, over time, the frenzy that surrounded the film faded, and my life returned to normal, leaving me to reflect on a crazy two years and the relentless pace and unquenchable appetite of the publicity machine that had monopolized my time and, for a while, had taken me in as one of its own. Those involved with the film moved on to other projects, but for me there was no question of turning my attention elsewhere. There was still more that I wanted to find out about my grandfather.

			The speech that the King made in September 1939 on the outbreak of war – which formed the climax of the film – was not the end of his relationship with Lionel Logue. Far from it; it was the beginning of an even more intense phase of their work. With Britain’s very survival as an independent nation at stake, the King found himself thrust further into the limelight. This meant greater pressure, too, on my grandfather, who was to play a crucial role in preparing the King for the countless speeches he made during the course of the conflict.

			Constraints of time and space meant we were able to consider the war years only briefly in our first book. The King’s War sets out to study this period in considerably greater depth. The main elements of the story will be familiar to those who read The King’s Speech: quotes and some descriptive passages that were first published there are necessarily repeated here for completeness. Yet the years that have passed have also given us the opportunity to go back into the archives and tease out more material relating to the two men. We have also made greater use of the diary kept by Myrtle, which provides a very different perspective on her and Lionel’s life in wartime London.

			We have been able to enrich our narrative with the reminiscences of some of those whose lives were touched by Lionel Logue. At the end of the Introduction in The King’s Speech, I appealed to readers to write in with their memories of my grandfather. It proved a shrewd move. In the months and years since, countless people have sent me letters and emails: former patients, the children and grandchildren of patients or people who knew him; even the nurse who cared for him in hospital. Others have approached me at events at which I have spoken about the book.

			Some told me what it was like to have been my grandfather’s patient, describing the techniques he encouraged them to employ to tackle their stammers. Others shared snippets about his life or copies of letters they exchanged with him. I have been presented with an inscription discovered inside a book cover and a letter discovered in a second-hand shop in New Zealand. Others wanted to know what – if anything – I had found in the archives about them or their fathers.

			The result is not just a more detailed portrait of the two men’s relationship from 1939 onwards than we were able to provide in our first book. We have also set out to put this relationship into a broader context. This is essentially a story of two families at war – the Windsors and the Logues – whose respective experiences of the conflict were in many ways so different, yet in some respects so similar.

			I hope you enjoy this book. In the meantime, I am continuing my quest to find out more about my grandfather. For that reason, I am repeating my appeal for anyone with further information that could add to my knowledge of his life to email it to me at lionellogue@gmail.com, or to write to our publisher: Quercus, Carmelite House, 50 Victoria Embankment, London EC4Y 0DZ.
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			PROLOGUE

			The King’s Funeral

			It was a rumble of drums that they heard first, followed by the wail of a piper’s lament and the blast of trumpets. The crowds, standing thirty deep along the Mall, stirred as the funeral cortège approached. Caps were doffed and hands pulled from pockets; conversation faded away. The artillery in Hyde Park sounded a salute that made the pavement shake: the guns boomed fifty-six times, once for every year of a life cruelly cut short. It was 15 February 1952 and the people of Britain – and of the Empire – were bidding farewell to their King. The cortège was headed by the Household Cavalry, flanked by the pipers and band of the Scots Guards. Then came the Earl Marshal and a few personal servants, and behind them the dull green gun carriage that was serving as the King’s bier, its highly polished brass flashing in the pale sunshine. The coffin was dressed in the red, blue and gold of the Royal Standard. Surmounting it lay the Imperial State Crown, resting on a cushion of royal purple, together with the gold orb, sceptre and insignia of the Order of the Garter. Beside them lay a wreath of white flowers from the woman who had spent the previous three decades at the King’s side and was now known as the Queen Mother.

			She rode in a carriage immediately behind the gun carriage, accompanied by her daughters, the Queen and Princess Margaret, and her sister-in-law, Mary, the Princess Royal. They were all shrouded in black. Following on foot were the closest male members of the family: the Duke of Edinburgh, the Duke of Gloucester, the Duke of Kent. Joining them was the Duke of Windsor, back from exile in France. The crowd strained forward to get a better view of a man whose decision to give up the throne sixteen years earlier to marry Wallis Simpson, a twice-divorced American, still divided the nation. Simpson herself was not present. It had been made clear to her husband she would not be welcome; this was not the moment for reconciliation.

			The funeral procession had set off from Westminster Hall, to which the King’s body had been brought from Sandringham. During the four days in which he lay in state, more than 300,000 people filed past his coffin, which lay within a circle of candlelight set like a jewel against the darkness enveloping the hall. Supported on a catafalque, it was draped with the Royal Standard and topped by a brass cross from Westminster Abbey and candles from the Tomb of the Unknown Warrior. The Yeomen of the Guard and officers of the Household Cavalry stood guard in their brilliantly coloured uniforms.

			Then, just after daybreak, the carefully choreographed ceremony began. At 8.15, the RAF detachment in the guard of honour, their belts gleaming white against the blue of their greatcoats, marched through one of the west gates to a position on the left of the line, facing the great door of Westminster Hall. They were followed by a detachment of Royal Marines and Coldstream Guards, both dressed in field grey. The Sovereign’s Standard was borne by a warrant officer of the Household Cavalry, attended by the Standard Coverer and a trumpeter. The silence hanging over New Palace Yard was broken by the cry of military commands.

			As the bells of the Abbey tolled, the gun carriage on which the King would make his final journey was set in position outside the hall. The bearer party of the King’s Company, Grenadier Guards, their heads uncovered as a mark of respect, carried out the coffin and placed it in on the bier. Big Ben chimed for the first time. Then, as the sound of funeral brass and drums carried across faintly from Whitehall, the bier moved forward towards the west gate and onwards across London, followed by seven carriages bearing the royal family and representatives of other monarchies.

			It was nine days earlier that the people of Britain – and of the Empire – had learnt of the death of George VI. The country was plunged into mourning; Winston Churchill, who had returned as Prime Minister the previous October, set the tone with a characteristically robust broadcast in which he praised the King and described the news of his death as having ‘stilled the clatter and traffic of twentieth-century life in many lands, and made countless millions of human beings pause and look around them’. Similar tributes followed, praising above all the decisive role that ‘King George the Good’, as the newspapers had begun to call him, had played in rallying morale during the Second World War when his nation’s existence as an independent state had hung in balance. There was discussion, too, of the King’s stammer, a subject that, although obvious to anyone who had ever heard him speak, had been largely taboo during his lifetime – and of the help he had received in overcoming his impediment from a plain-talking Australian speech therapist named Lionel Logue.

			The stress of war had certainly taken a heavy toll on the King’s always delicate health. During the late 1940s he suffered a series of scares that culminated in September 1951 with the removal of his cancerous left lung. His speech for the opening of parliament that November had – exceptionally – to be read for him by Lord Simonds, the Lord Chancellor, and his Christmas message pre-recorded in a tortuous process that had taken the best part of two days. He had nevertheless seemed well on the path to recovery by the end of the following January when the then Princess Elizabeth set off with the Duke of Edinburgh on a tour that began with East Africa and was intended to take them on to Australia and New Zealand.

			On 5 February, back in Sandringham, the King seemed happy and carefree as he set out in the morning for a day of shooting with his neighbour, Lord Fermoy, during which he bagged nine hares and did not return home until dusk. After a relaxed dinner, he went to bed at midnight. The next morning at 7.30, his valet, James MacDonald, came to bring him his usual morning cup of tea. When he did not receive any reply to his knock, MacDonald entered the King’s bedroom and found his master’s lifeless body. Dr James Ansell, ‘Surgeon Apothecary’ to the royal household, was called and declared the King dead. The cause of death was not cancer but instead a coronary thrombosis – a fatal blood clot to the heart – that he appeared to have suffered soon after falling asleep.

			A well-oiled machine swung into action: at 8.45 Alan Lascelles, the King’s principal private secretary, telephoned his deputy, Sir Edward Ford, who was in London at home in his flat in Park Lane. Lascelles – a veteran of the royal establishment who had served George VI’s elder brother and father before him – used the agreed code word.

			‘Hyde Park Gardens,’ he told Ford. ‘Tell Queen Mary and the Prime Minister.’ He did not need to say any more.

			A clergyman’s son, and the product of Eton and Oxford, Ford had become the King’s Assistant Private Secretary in 1946 after a spell as tutor to King Farouk of Egypt and several years at the Bar followed by a ‘good war’ in the Grenadier Guards. Half an hour after Lascelles’s call, he arrived at 10 Downing Street and was shown up to see Winston Churchill. He found the Prime Minister still in bed, Foreign Office papers strewn around him and a chewed cigar in his mouth. On the table next to it was the candle he used to relight it.

			‘Prime minister, I’ve got bad news for you,’ Ford told him. ‘The King died last night. I know nothing else.’

			‘Bad news, the worst,’ exclaimed Churchill, slumping back in shock. He had been preparing a speech on foreign affairs to the House of Commons, but threw the papers to one side, deeply moved. ‘Our chief is dead,’ he said. ‘How unimportant these matters seem.’

			Ford then had to travel on to Marlborough House to break the news to Queen Mary, the late King’s mother. It was sixteen years since her husband, George V, had died. Now her son was to follow him to the grave. Ford had the impression when he arrived that she knew already what he had come to tell her, yet this did not soften the blow. ‘What a shock,’ she told him. ‘What a shock.’

			It was time to tell the world: at 10.45 news agencies released a brief statement announcing the King had ‘passed peacefully away in his sleep’. Half an hour later, the announcer John Snagge broke the news to the nation on the BBC.

			Yet the woman whose life was to be most affected by the King’s death was still in the dark. Princess Elizabeth, as she was then, had spent the previous night with Prince Philip at the Treetops Hotel, a game-viewing lodge in the foothills of Mount Kenya, watching wildlife drinking at the waterhole beneath. The young couple returned at dawn to Sagana Lodge, a farm a hundred miles north of Nairobi that had been given to her as a wedding present by the Kenyan government. It was only several hours later that Martin Charteris, her private secretary, heard the news from a shocked local journalist at the nearby Outspan Hotel. Charteris told Lieutenant Commander Michael Parker, Philip’s equerry and close friend. ‘Mike, our employer’s father is dead,’ he said. ‘I suggest you do not tell the lady at least until the news is confirmed.’ It fell to Parker to inform Philip, who looked, as Parker later put it, ‘as if you’d dropped half the world on him’. Pulling himself together, the Duke took his wife for a walk in the garden where, at 2.45 that afternoon he told her she was now Queen. When Charteris arrived at Sagana fifteen minutes later, he found her surprisingly composed. She had an emotional walk around the grounds of the lodge with Philip and then prepared for the long journey home. The royal party flew the few hundred miles to Entebbe, over the border in Uganda, and then on to London. Already flags were flying at half mast across the Empire, crowds were beginning to gather at the royal residences and diplomats were making their way to Buckingham Palace to express condolences on behalf of their nations.

			*

			The cortège’s route took it along the Mall past Marlborough House, where eighty-four-year-old Queen Mary, too frail to take part, watched from a window, a large bowl of flowers by her side, and then continued on through St James’s Street to Piccadilly, past number 145 where the then Duke of York had begun his married life. The building had been hit by a German bomb and reduced to a single storey, draped in black and purple. A Union flag on top flew at half mast. From there the mourners continued through Hyde Park Corner, Marble Arch, Edgware Road and by way of Sussex Gardens to Paddington Station. The royal train was waiting at platform eight, the black funeral coach in the middle, with an expanse of red carpet covering the platform beside it. Accompanied by the shrill piping of a naval party, the bearers, walking in slow motion, carried the coffin on board, and the doors of the funeral coach were sealed. A few seconds later, the Queen and the other female members of the royal party stepped into the coach behind it, with the royal dukes in the one behind that. Then, as the guard of honour presented arms and the bands of the Coldstream and Scots Guards played Chopin’s Funeral March, a thin shaft of smoke rose from the funnel of the engine, and the royal train moved slowly out of the station. Its destination was Windsor, where the King was to be laid to rest in St George’s Chapel, as his father and grandfather had been before him.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			The First Wartime Speech

			The red light faded and silence descended briefly on the room. It was just after 6 p.m. on 3 September 1939. The sense of relief on the King’s face was clear for all to see. The broadcast had lasted only a few minutes, but it had been the most important of his life, and he knew it. Despite the huge pressure, he had risen to the challenge. Finally able to relax, he allowed himself a smile.

			Lionel Logue extended his hand.

			‘Congratulations on your first wartime speech, your Majesty,’ he said.

			‘I expect I will have to do a lot more,’ replied the King.

			As the two men walked out of the door, the Queen was waiting in the passage. ‘That was good, Bertie,’ she said.

			The King went to his study to have his photograph taken. As ever, at Logue’s insistence, he had broadcast standing up. During all the years that the King had worked with the Australian speech therapist to overcome the stammer that had blighted his life since childhood, one of the most important lessons he had learnt was the importance of deep breathing, which he found easier when he was on his feet. Yet he was always photographed sitting down; it looked more intimate that way. Today was no exception: the photograph that would appear the next day on the front pages of newspapers across the world was of the King, dressed in his admiral’s uniform, complete with ribbons, sitting bolt upright at a table, the microphones positioned straight in front of him.

			The Queen began to chat with Logue. She had arrived at Euston from Scotland five days earlier aboard the night train. After a gruelling four-week tour of North America that May and June, she and the King had been longing for the peace and quiet of Balmoral. They had travelled north at the beginning of August, but, as the threat of war grew, the King had been required back in London. The Queen stayed on a few days in Scotland and now she, too, had returned to the capital. During the tense days that followed, she was constantly at her husband’s side, her presence invaluable. She left the two princesses, Elizabeth, aged thirteen, and Margaret Rose, nine, behind, with instructions that if war broke out they should be moved to Birkhall, a smaller property on the Balmoral Estate that was thought to be less vulnerable to enemy bombers. The Queen wrote to her eldest sister, Rose, asking her to look after them if anything happened to her and the King. In the meantime, the girls’ governess, Marion Crawford, known to all as ‘Crawfie’, was instructed to ‘stick to the usual programme as far as you can’.1

			It was thirteen years earlier that the then Duke of York had for the first time climbed the two flights of stairs leading to Logue’s consulting room at 146 Harley Street, beginning a relationship that was to shape both men’s lives. The Duke had initially been reluctant to make the visit. Over the course of the years he had seen too many so-called experts who had turned out to be quacks – nine, by one count – but the outlandish cures they proposed merely added to the sense of anger and frustration he felt whenever he tried to speak and no words came out. His staff had become used to what they called his ‘gnashes’, sudden outbursts of unrestrained anger that were terrifying in their ferocity. But his wife, who seemed to feel his anger and frustration as much as he did, was insistent that he make one last attempt.

			Logue had arrived in London from his native Australia in 1924 aboard the Hobsons Bay, a ship of the Commonwealth and Dominion Line, together with his statuesque wife, Myrtle, and their three sons, Laurie (fifteen), Valentine (ten), and Antony (three). The journey took six weeks; they travelled third class. A few weeks short of his forty-fourth birthday, Logue had worked as a speech therapist in various places in Australia besides his native Adelaide. Speech therapy in those days was still in its infancy; like many of his fellow practitioners, Logue did not have a medical or scientific background or indeed formal training of any sort. His background was instead in oratory and amateur dramatics. But he had put the techniques he acquired in public speaking and on the stage to good use in helping Australian soldiers who struggled to speak after falling victim to gas attacks during the First World War. He found the same techniques effective in helping people with stammers – among them a young journalist named Keith Murdoch, father of the future media mogul, Rupert.

			Coming to Britain was a considerable gamble: Logue had built up a name for himself in Australia, but London, home to seven and a half million people and the bustling capital of the Empire that ruled a quarter of the world’s population, was a different matter. He had £2,000 of savings – the equivalent of £110,000 in today’s money – and just one introduction: to John Gordon, an ambitious young Dundee-born journalist who was chief sub-editor of the Daily Express and would go on to become one of the most influential British newspapermen of his generation.

			Logue began modestly, settling in simple lodgings in Maida Vale and offering his services to local schools. Then he took the plunge, taking a flat in Bolton Gardens in South Kensington and leasing a consulting room in Harley Street. Number 146 was at the cheaper and less prestigious end of the street, near to the bustle of the Marylebone Road, but it was still Harley Street. The gamble began to pay off. Logue’s reputation spread and he started to acquire a number of wealthy patients, whom he charged hefty fees to subsidize the lower rates paid by the poor. This, though, was to be his first contact with royalty.

			That he and the Duke met at all was thanks to Lord Stamfordham, a royal equerry who had been told about Logue by John Murray, a member of the publishing dynasty who had been his patient. Stamfordham was impressed by what he found and proposed that Logue call on the Duke at his home in Piccadilly. But Logue was adamant that his prospective royal patient should visit his consulting room, just like everyone else.

			‘He must come to me here,’ Logue insisted. ‘That imposes an effort on him which is essential for success. If I see him at home we lose the value of that.’

			And so, two days later, the Duke came to him. On 19 October 1926, Logue opened the door of his consulting room to a slim, quiet man, fifteen years his junior. Logue was struck by his tired eyes. It soon became apparent how heavily the Duke’s stammer weighed on him. In his quest to find the source of his patients’ problems, Logue would quiz them on their past. As he did so, the Duke described his childhood and the lack of understanding shown towards his problem by his father, George V, and by his tutors. The advent of adulthood had not cured his problem: instead it brought public speaking duties that drew his stammer to the attention of a far wider audience.

			The day of their first consultation, the Duke was still reeling from the humiliation that he had suffered eighteen months earlier when he had been obliged to make a speech at the Empire Exhibition in Wembley. His stammer had given him an understandable horror of public speaking, and this was an especially high-profile speech that was to be broadcast across the Empire. Through force of will, the Duke managed to make it through to the end, but his performance had been marred by several embarrassing pauses during which his jaws were still moving but no words came out. Now he and the Duchess were about to embark on a six-month tour of Australia and New Zealand that would require countless public speeches. He was dreading it.

			The two men spent an hour and half together. ‘I can cure you,’ Logue told him. ‘But it will need a tremendous effort by you. Without that effort, it can’t be done.’ The record card he filled out after their meeting began ‘Mental: Quite Normal, has an acute nervous tension which has been brought on by the defect’, and went on to describe the Duke’s physique, as ‘well built, with good shoulders but waist line very flabby’, his top lung breathing as ‘good’ and commented on his ‘nervous tension with consequent episodes of bad speech, depression’ and his ‘extraordinary habit of clipping small words’. This initial consultation cost £4 4s – the equivalent of about £250 today. Over the next 14 months, the Duke had a further 82 appointments, taking his total bill to £197 3s (or £11,000 today). And so began an extraordinary relationship in which the Australian would play the role as much of counsellor to the future King as his speech therapist.

			During the early years they worked together at his practice in Harley Street, Logue had used a variety of methods to help the Duke. As with all his patients, he placed most emphasis on learning to breathe properly. The chest was not to expand with inhalation, but instead the lungs should push the diaphragm down and allow it to rise on expiration; this had ideally to be performed in a relaxed, standing pose, with legs apart and hands on hips, following a process of conscious relaxation that started with the feet and moved upwards. Logue invariably taught such techniques with the window of his consulting room wide open, even at the height of winter. This was supplemented with various exercises: practising vowel sounds preceded by an ‘H’ such as Hay, Hee, Hi and Ho or else reciting fiendish tongue twisters such as ‘the Regagie Roller Ram’. When faced with a word that seemed likely to trip them up, patients were urged by Logue to use a different word instead, or else to leave off the initial consonant, since no stammerer ever struggles over a vowel. As Frank Weeks, a former patient put it: ‘If one spoke of the King and the Queen and the ‘k’ was the problem one simply said “the ’ing and the queen”. If one could get a small “k” in there so much the better, but the sentence would be understood and was far better than having a K-K-K-King.’2 Such techniques were informed by Logue’s instinctive knowledge of human nature that led him to understand the causes of stammering were often psychological as much as physiological.

			Despite all his years with Logue, the King was never ‘cured’ as such; it is arguable whether anyone can ever really be cured of a stammer. But he nevertheless made considerable progress. Over time, his defect became barely noticeable in private conversation, among friends, family and members of the royal household. ‘With others,’ according to one of his wartime equerries,* ‘he stammered occasionally, but the stammer was not a “stutter” with visible movements of the head or the lips. It took the form of a silence during which he tried to emit, pronounce the offending word or a synonym.’3

			The King’s accession to the throne in December 1936, following the abdication of his elder brother Edward VIII – or David as he was known in the family – to marry Wallis Simpson, heralded a new phase in Logue’s relationship with the King. His broadcasts and other public speeches assumed an importance they had never had when he was Duke of York; the outbreak of war elevated them further. With it would come a widening of Logue’s role: whenever the King had an important speech or broadcast, Logue would go through the text to remove difficult words and help him rehearse his performance. As the years passed, Logue became increasingly close to the King and Queen until he had almost become a member of the royal family. Like her husband, the Queen opened up in the presence of this cheery, good-humoured Australian who was refreshingly free of the stuffiness of the others with whom they were surrounded at court, and she confided in him to an extent she did not with other people. This evening, the first of the war, was no exception: she shared with Logue the strange feeling of relief that she and King felt now that the die had been cast and a conflict that had long seemed inevitable had finally been declared.

			‘Bertie hardly slept at all last night, he was so worried, but now that we have taken the decisive step he is much more cheerful,’ she told him.

			That morning, a Sunday, Sir Nevile Henderson, the British ambassador to Berlin, had given Hitler until 11 a.m. to withdraw the troops he had sent into Poland two days earlier. If he failed to do so, Britain would declare war. The ultimatum was met with silence. At 11.15 Neville Chamberlain addressed the nation from the cabinet room at 10 Downing Street.

			‘This morning, the British Ambassador in Berlin handed the German government a final note, stating that unless we heard from them by 11 o’clock that they were prepared at once to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of war would exist between us,’ Chamberlain said. ‘I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received, and that consequently this country is at war with Germany . . .’

			The situation in which no word given by Germany’s ruler could be trusted and no people or country could feel itself safe, has become intolerable. And now we have resolved to finish it, I know that you will all play your part . . .

			May God bless you all. And may He defend the right, for it is evil things that we shall be fighting against – brute force, bad faith, injustice, oppression and persecution; and against them I am certain that right will prevail.

			No sooner had Chamberlain finished speaking than the air raid siren blared. Robert Wood, the BBC sound engineer in charge of the broadcast, watched with amazement as the Prime Minister led his entire cabinet down to his special air raid shelter underneath the building. Rather than follow them, Wood went instead to the front door of Number 10, lit a cigarette and looked at the people outside rushing about in confusion to try and find a shelter. It quickly became clear that it was a false alarm: there were no enemy aircraft, merely a little British spotter plane. Whoever was responsible had apparently been overreacting to the enormity of the news they had just heard. The all-clear sounded before Wood could finish his second cigarette, and the cabinet ‘trooped rather sheepishly back and began the business of waging all-out war’.4

			Chamberlain then went to the House of Commons, which was meeting on a Sunday for the first time in its history. Just after midday, he began to address MPs. Since becoming Prime Minister in May 1937, he had devoted all his energies to avoiding war by appeasing Hitler. Now this policy lay in tatters. ‘This is a sad day for all of us, and to none is it sadder than to me,’ he told the House, which cheered as he rose to his feet.

			Everything that I have worked for, everything that I have hoped for, everything that I have believed in during my public life, has crashed into ruins. There is only one thing left for me to do; that is, to devote what strength and powers I have to forwarding the victory of the cause for which we have to sacrifice so much. I cannot tell what part I may be allowed to play myself; I trust I may live to see the day when Hitlerism has been destroyed and a liberated Europe has been re-established.

			The King listened closely to his Prime Minister’s words. He had been a wholehearted supporter of appeasement, inviting Chamberlain to stand with him on the balcony of Buckingham Palace, their respective wives at their sides, in September 1938 after the Prime Minister returned from his meeting with Hitler in Munich with the false promise of ‘peace in our time’. The ‘pro-Chamberlain appeasement point of view prevailed at court . . . from the highest to the lowest,’ complained Alexander Hardinge, the King’s private secretary, who was unhappy with the monarch’s stance.5 By associating himself so closely with a specific government policy that was to be subject to a vote in parliament, the King’s behaviour verged on the unconstitutional. Yet the rapturous applause with which he and Chamberlain were greeted by the crowds gathered below showed this was a view also shared by many – perhaps the majority – of his subjects who were desperate to avoid another world war, especially one expected to involve the large-scale bombing of Britain. ‘They all complain about Chamberlain nowadays but at the time he had a great deal of support,’ noted the Queen many years later.6

			The bankruptcy of Chamberlain’s policy had been exposed by Hitler’s subsequent actions, which culminated that Friday when Germany launched simultaneous attacks by land, sea and air on Poland, introducing the world to a new kind of hell: Blitzkrieg. At a stroke, any prospect of negotiating a peaceful settlement had been swept away. The following evening, as London was hit by a massive thunderstorm that sent cascades of water crashing down onto the city, the King was told that his Prime Minister was now ready to act and to issue Hitler an ultimatum. As he went to bed that night, he knew the Nazi leader would refuse to comply.

			The Queen woke at 5.30 on the Sunday determined to experience a last bath at leisure and her final cup of tea in a country still at peace. At 10.30 she joined the King in his sitting room to listen to Chamberlain’s broadcast. Tears were running down her face as the Prime Minister spoke. When the siren sounded the false alarm after his broadcast, she and the King looked at each other. Their hearts beating fast, they went down into the basement, which had been converted into an impromptu air raid shelter, gas masks in hand, and waited for the first bombs to fall. When the all-clear was sounded they came back upstairs and gathered for prayers in the 1844 Room, so named because it had been decorated in that year for the state visit of Tsar Nicolas I of Russia.

			*

			The Logues had been listening to Chamberlain speak at their home, Beechgrove House, on Sydenham Hill in south-east London. Like many people in Britain, their reaction to the declaration of war was a feeling of release. ‘A marvellous relief after all our tension,’ Lionel recorded in his diary. ‘The universal desire is to kill the Austrian house painter.’ As he wrote later to Rupert Gruenert, Myrtle’s brother in Perth: ‘To have a war was the only way out. We are well prepared (not like last November at Munich) and already have demonstrated our planes are superior to the Germans’.’

			It was a measure of how well Lionel’s career had been going that he and Myrtle had moved in 1932 from their flat in Bolton Gardens to this imposing mid-Victorian villa on the edge of Dulwich Woods. The house, which dated from the early 1860s, was enormous: it had twenty-five rooms, five bathrooms and five acres of grounds, including a tennis court – and some illustrious former owners. It was built by William Patterson, an East India merchant, who first named it ‘Singapore’ but then decided Beechgrove would be more appropriate. The house changed hands several times after Patterson’s death in 1898. Subsequent owners included Samuel Herbert Benson, regarded as one of the pioneers of modern advertising thanks to his campaign for Bovril, and Sir William Watson Cheyne, who went on to become president of the Royal College of Surgeons. Shortly after the Logues moved in, the Alleyn’s College of God’s Gift, the charity that owned the freehold of Beechgrove and much of the other land in Dulwich, granted him permission to put up a small brass plate outside with his name on it to advertise his services as a curer of speech defects.

			The house had provided the Logues with more than enough room in which to bring up their three sons, but its size meant it required money and staff to maintain – both of which they knew would now be in short supply. That Friday Myrtle had broken the news to her housemaid that, with war coming, she could no longer afford to keep her. Myrtle was relieved that she took it so well. ‘She is so optimistic and says, “there ain’t going to be a war, madam. Old Moore’s Almanack says so”,’ Myrtle wrote in the diary that she was to keep for a large part of the war. The housemaid was still cheerful when Myrtle saw her off the next day, telling her that she wouldn’t have their only son ‘excavated’ to the country, preferring that he remain in London and take his chances.

			By contrast, their cook, Therese, a Bavarian who had lived in London for a decade, was worried about how she would fare as an enemy alien once Britain and Germany were at war. Coming downstairs, Myrtle found her in floods of tears.

			‘Oh, Madam, I am caught – it is too late to get away,’ Therese wailed.

			Myrtle suggested they go upstairs to listen to the wireless, which they did, only to hear, to their alarm, a notice of general mobilization.

			‘I look at her tear-stained swollen face and think I must do something, so suggest that as war has not yet been declared she should ring up her Embassy and enquire,’ Myrtle wrote in her diary. ‘She does and is informed that there is a last train leaving at 10 a.m. on the next day. I send her upstairs to pack.’

			Therese was still looking miserable and tear-stained when she set off the next day. Myrtle, meanwhile, was left to contemplate with horror how she was going to look after the house with her sole remaining domestic help – a young Czech refugee who had little experience of domestic service and drove Myrtle to distraction with her pidgin English.

			About midday, shortly after Chamberlain had finished speaking, the Logues’ telephone rang. It was Sir Eric Miéville, who after a highly distinguished career of public service in China and India had been appointed assistant private secretary to George VI shortly before he came to the throne. The King was to broadcast to the nation that evening at six o’clock and needed Logue to help him to prepare. Logue was driven to the Palace by their eldest, Laurie, who was now aged thirty and living with his wife of three years, Josephine – or Jo, as she was always known in the family – in nearby Crystal Palace. It could have been any late-summer day in London had it not been for the sun shining on the barrage balloons, turning them silvery blue. Laurie dropped his father off at 5.20 and turned the car round. He wanted to be back at Beechgrove in time to listen to the broadcast. Logue left his hat, umbrella and gas mask in the Privy Purse Hall and climbed the stairs.

			The King received Logue in his private study, rather than the room they normally used, which was being readied for the post-broadcast photograph. He had already changed into his admiral’s uniform. From that moment on until the end of the war, he never appeared in public except in military garb, to indicate he was permanently on active service. He handed Logue a copy of the text of the broadcast: it was a simple one, intended to prepare his subjects for the struggle that lay ahead and unite them in their determination to achieve victory. Logue read through it, just as he had read through countless past speeches, looking carefully for words that the King might stumble over and, where possible, substituting something easier. Thus ‘government’ was replaced with ‘ourselves’, while ‘call’ took the place of ‘summon’. He also marked points at which to take a pause.

			As the King rehearsed, Logue was impressed with how well he read. He felt proud of how far he and his patient had come since their first meeting all those years ago in Harley Street. He was also struck by how sad the King sounded. Logue tried in vain to lighten the mood, reminding him how the two of them had sat in the same room, together with the Queen, on Coronation night in May 1937 preparing for the broadcast he had been due to make to the Empire, which, at the time, had seemed equally daunting. Logue made the King laugh as they talked about how much had happened during the intervening two and a half years.

			At that moment, the door at the other end of the room opened, and the Queen came in to give her husband last-minute encouragement. They did not have long to talk. With just three minutes to go, it was time to move into the Broadcasting Room. Normally, the only other people in the room for the broadcast would be Logue and Wood, the BBC sound engineer who had worked with the King since his accession to the throne, and was, according to Logue, ‘a great tower of strength . . . [he] does know his job’. This time, Frederick Ogilvie, the economist who had taken over from John Reith as Director General of the BBC the previous year, had asked Logue if he could also be present. Logue said he would have to consult the King; he did not want anything that would make him even more nervous. As they crossed the corridor, the King beckoned to Ogilvie to join them. The room had been redecorated since Coronation night and was bright and cheerful, but the mood was sombre. The King knew how much was riding on this speech, which would be heard by millions of people across the Empire.

			After fifty seconds, the red light came on. Logue looked at the King and smiled as he watched him step up to the microphone. The King allowed himself the tiniest glimmer of a smile in return. The clock outside in the Quadrangle struck six.

			‘In this grave hour,’ the King began, speaking with great feeling, ‘perhaps the most fateful in our history, I send to every household of my peoples, both at home and overseas, this message, spoken with the same depth of feeling for each one of you as if I were able to cross your threshold and speak to you myself.

			For the second time in the lives of most of us we are at war. Over and over again we have tried to find a peaceful way out of the differences between ourselves and those who are now our enemies. But it has been in vain. We have been forced into a conflict. For we are called, with our allies, to meet the challenge of a principle which, if it were to prevail, would be fatal to any civilised order in the world.

			It is the principle which permits a state, in the selfish pursuit of power, to disregard its treaties and its solemn pledges; which sanctions the use of force, or threat of force, against the sovereignty and independence of other states. Such a principle, stripped of all disguise, is surely the mere primitive doctrine that might is right; and if this principle were established throughout the world, the freedom of our own country and of the whole British Commonwealth of Nations would be in danger. But far more than this – the peoples of the world would be kept in the bondage of fear, and all hopes of settled peace and of the security of justice and liberty among nations would be ended.

			This is the ultimate issue which confronts us. For the sake of all that we ourselves hold dear, and of the world’s order and peace, it is unthinkable that we should refuse to meet the challenge.

			It is to this high purpose that I now call my people at home and my peoples across the seas, who will make our cause their own. I ask them to stand calm, firm, and united in this time of trial. The task will be hard. There may be dark days ahead, and war can no longer be confined to the battlefield. But we can only do the right as we see the right, and reverently commit our cause to God. If one and all we keep resolutely faithful to it, ready for whatever service or sacrifice it may demand, then, with God’s help, we shall prevail. May He bless and keep us all.

			

			
				
					*  Peter Townsend, who later became Princess Margaret’s lover.
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