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Introduction


This is not the book I intended to write. In the summer of 2022, I was in the second year of writing what was to be an in-depth examination of the personal and political consequences of the thirteen crucial months in the life of Edward VIII following his abdication on 11 December 1936 to marry the twice-divorced American, Wallis Simpson. From the outset, I considered Edward’s memoir, A King’s Story (1951), and Wallis’s autobiography, The Heart Has Its Reasons (1956), to be key sources in understanding the controversial actions that now dominate the public’s perception of their lives.


Disregarding the inevitable questions of self-censorship and self-mythologising that surround any autobiography, there were, however, in the Windsors’ case further risks for an author relying too heavily on their words. Published in an age less used to the celebrity tell-all, the memoirs were highly controversial. The wisdom of an ex-king choosing to subject himself to public scrutiny was hotly debated, and conventional British voices were even more shocked by Edward’s decision to precede his book’s publication with seven feature articles in the American picture magazine, Life. Aside from Queen Victoria’s benign autobiographical account of life in Scotland with her consort, Prince Albert, Leaves from the Journal of Our Life in the Highlands (1864), no British monarch had ever published a record of royal life. But, then, no British monarch had ever voluntarily abdicated the throne. Edward, always a catalyst for controversy, by choosing to publish had in the eyes of his critics wilfully violated the mores of constitutional monarchy in exchange for personal satisfaction and financial gain. Wallis’s memoir, published five years later, was viewed largely as an afterthought. Clearly, then, the circumstances surrounding these texts argue for a cautious approach. Nevertheless they are the only lengthy public pronouncements the Windsors ever made on the major events of their lives – lives they felt had been subject to much public misinformation. Hence, I regarded their published memoirs as an essential part of the foundation on which I had to build. I was soon to learn there was much more to be found.


In the early stages of my research, I hadn’t penetrated far beyond the published editions, both of which had been prepared with the help of Charles J. V. Murphy – an American journalist and long-standing correspondent for Life. Murphy’s assistance was acknowledged at the time of each book’s publication, but his presence in the Windsors’ lives has remained little more than a footnote. Like others, I had been content to rely on Murphy’s own published account, The Windsor Story (1979), as his exhaustive and final word on the couple. In fact, the book had been predominantly written at the urging of and by Murphy’s collaborator Joe Bryan, a former editor of the Saturday Evening Post, who had social and professional connections with the Windsors. 


It was not until I came across a source note in Andrew Morton’s 2018 biography of the Duchess of Windsor, Wallis in Love, that I began to think more seriously about Murphy’s role as their ‘ghostwriter’. Morton boasted of having uncovered ‘the biographical equivalent of Aladdin’s cave’ 1 in finding the uncatalogued archive of Cleveland Amory, who in 1955 had briefly replaced Murphy as Wallis’s collaborator. Thanks to the age of digitisation, I was able to receive overnight most of the files Morton had accessed. They included more than five hours of recorded interviews with the Duke and Duchess of Windsor discussing topics that ranged from the abdication, the denial to Wallis of the style ‘Her Royal Highness’, and their escape from France in June 1940. I was confused, however, by the discrepancy of Wallis referring to their interviewer as ‘Charlie’, and Edward recalling his mother’s sympathetic final words at Royal Lodge, ‘Remember … because then we put it in the book …’2 – until I realised that these were not Amory’s interviews with the Windsors but Charles Murphy’s. 


My eyes were now fully open to Murphy. If the relatively small amount of material in the hands of a fleeting hired scribe had been so revelatory, what might the papers of the man who had spent a decade in and out of the Windsors’ orbit be like? It took only a quick search to find that Murphy’s papers were on deposit at Boston University’s Howard Gotlieb Research Center, publicly accessible since their arrival in the mid-1990s. All seventeen boxes of Murphy’s papers had been painstakingly itemised, and four were devoted entirely to the Windsors. The excitement was intense, and I headed for Boston.


There is always hesitation on these trips. Will they yield results, or will it be a slog that was worth neither the time nor the expense? As I sat down in the reading room on an extremely warm June morning, I soon knew that this trip would be more than worthwhile. It was an archival feast, and I found myself wading through an exhaustive record of Murphy’s relationship with the Windsors – with a particularly rich concentration of material relating to time he spent working with Edward. Unedited first drafts of A King’s Story were preserved alongside hundreds of pages of Murphy’s own notes, many of which were records of conversations with Edward or the multitude of others he had spoken with to gain insight into the Duke’s life – including Edward’s advisers George Allen and Walter Monckton as well as his former Private Secretary Godfrey Thomas and the newspaper tycoon Max Beaverbrook. Picking up a folder labelled ‘Diary’, I discovered two small slips of Waldorf Astoria memo paper – a bullet-point list in the Duke’s handwriting, ‘very proud … independent … chic … exacting’,3 clipped to another paper and labelled by Murphy as ‘HRH’s Description of Duchess’. Immediately following it were more than thirty pages of Murphy’s typed diary entries. An excerpt from one dated January 1950 read: ‘Today for the first time the Duke and Duchess faced up to the issues involved in the abdication. It was a weird experience …’4 The archive also included at least two hundred pages of transcripts from his interviews with Wallis and Edward made in late 1954 as he began to prepare The Heart Has Its Reasons – a small part of which mirrored the tapes in the Amory interviews – proving that it had been Murphy’s gentle yet subtly penetrating approach that elicited from the Windsors their expansive and extremely uninhibited answers. As I would learn over the coming months, it was the Windsors’ trust in Murphy and the Duke’s affection for him that allowed the couple to feel so at ease with the American journalist. 


Over two days I tried, without much success, to remain focused on the original subject of my research, 1937, but it became impossible not to veer off topic and peruse the wide-ranging content of the archive, which also included Murphy’s extensive correspondence over the years he spent with the Windsors. His letters captured in almost minute detail the trials, tribulations and enjoyment that went into producing, in particular, Edward’s memoir. The role of Life in this process became more and more apparent as men such as the magazine’s Chairman, Daniel Longwell, emerged as central players in the story of Edward’s writing. Like so many others, I had ignored Edward’s journalistic endeavours and overlooked the story around his brief tenure as an American magazine writer. 


It took me less than forty-eight hours to discover I had a brand-new book to write. Over the next year, along with return visits to Boston, I made a series of further research trips expanding the collection of primary material that makes up the narrative that follows. Once alerted to the almost forgotten collaboration between Edward and Murphy, I quickly found, in otherwise well-mined archives, material that had also been ignored. Lord Beaverbrook’s papers contained chapters, not in Murphy’s archive, written by Edward in 1949 about the abdication. They bore little resemblance to the published material in either Life or A King’s Story. Daniel Longwell’s archive documented, with greater precision than Murphy’s, the diplomatic tightrope that the men at Time Inc. had walked not only to secure Edward’s memoir but to sustain his momentum over more than four years. And buried within a box of uncatalogued papers in the Royal Archives were Edward’s handwritten first drafts – still tied together with his signature ‘India string’, the short red cords with toggles at the end that had first been used by Queen Victoria as a form of nineteenth-century paperclip. Having worked off the assumption that Murphy had been the primary author behind Edward’s published material, I was intrigued to discover that many of Edward’s words, particularly regarding his childhood, were in fact reproduced verbatim in the published account. With even greater delight, I realised that many more personal reflections had not made it into the public domain. Now, not only had I discovered the story of how Edward’s memoir had been created, I had uncovered that, with Murphy’s help, Edward had become a writer.
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The Duke of Windsor first met Time Inc. journalist Charles J. V. Murphy over lunch at the Waldorf Astoria in New York City during the summer of 1945. Both men were at a crossroads. Edward was heading back to an uncertain future in France after five years as Governor General of the Bahamas, and Murphy was on his way to China, where he was to research a story on Chiang Kai-shek. Just days after arriving in New York from the Bahamas, Murphy’s recently published three-part series on Winston Churchill in Life caught Edward’s eye. Murphy had crafted, featuring Yousuf Karsh’s imposing portrait of the wartime hero on its cover, an elegiac but heroic homage to ‘the last truly great man of the Western world’,5 lavishly illustrated from Churchill’s private photograph album.


Life was founded in 1936 by Time Inc.’s Chairman, Henry Luce, as a current-events picture magazine; its feature stories were by 1945 increasingly focused on profiles of exceptional men and women – actors, royalty and statesmen – individuals whose stories embodied the aspirational enthusiasm of American culture. Edward was by no means a stranger to Life. A profile of Fort Belvedere, his residence in Windsor Great Park, was featured in its debut issue on 23 November 1936, and in June 1941 he and Wallis, titled as ‘The Windsor Team’, had posed for the magazine’s cover in what was billed as an intimate portrait of their life at home in the Bahamas. But Edward was particularly impressed by Life’s handling of Churchill. He liked the story’s historic but humanising tone and immediately appreciated how Murphy’s style, shaped specifically for the American reader, might be successfully applied to his own narrative. 


Through his New York attorney Hank Walter, who knew Murphy socially, Edward arranged to meet the author. The two men had what Murphy later described to Henry Luce as a ‘long and pleasant talk’ as Edward discussed ‘the idea of publishing some part of the story of his life’. Yet the afternoon produced no immediate result. ‘Well,’ Murphy told Luce, ‘I was on my way to the Pacific – the idea at the time didn’t stimulate me particularly – there was a war going on – and the matter was dropped.’6 


Though Charles Murphy is today an almost unknown figure, when Edward encountered him in 1945, he was one of Time Inc.’s pre-eminent journalists. Born on 11 October 1904 in a suburb of Boston, Massachusetts, to Irish-Canadian parents, Murphy’s childhood was shaped by his mother’s death in 1915 and his father’s immediate remarriage to the family’s housekeeper with whom he had a further four children. A mediocre student, Murphy dropped out of Harvard University in September 1924 after only two years when chance offered him a job as a rewrite man in the New York City office of Associated Press. He spent the next decade climbing the ladder of American journalism with roles at the United Press, New York’s Evening Post and the New York World. His nose for a story led him to report on the American admiral and explorer Richard Byrd, who quickly noticed Murphy’s skills as a storyteller and commissioned him to write a series of autobiographical accounts of his adventures as well as a full-length memoir published in 1928, Struggle: The Life of Commander Richard Byrd. Their success helped transform Byrd into an all-American hero, and along the way Murphy became one of his closest advisers and friends. Byrd eventually persuaded the now freelance journalist to accompany him on his second Antarctic expedition, tasked with writing the weekly CBS broadcasts that Byrd and others on the mission delivered from their base, Little America. Murphy eventually took on the outsized role of Byrd’s chief-of-staff and oversaw the explorer’s daring winter rescue from the meteorological station he had spent five months operating alone. To preserve Byrd’s heroic appeal, which he had spent the previous six years crafting, Murphy concealed the fact that Byrd had himself radioed for help and knowingly risked the lives of the men he called to his aid. The lightly censored adventure produced two bestsellers, which Murphy wrote on behalf of the explorer over the next four years, cementing his career as ghostwriter par excellence.


In 1935, while still working with Byrd, Murphy landed a job at Fortune, Time Inc.’s monthly business magazine, which had been founded in 1929. ‘It was the magazine I wanted to write for,’7 he later told a friend. But as an employee of Time Inc., he quickly found himself assigned to writing for the organisation’s other major publications, all of which remained under founder Henry Luce’s direct managerial control. Murphy was often frustrated with Luce’s editorial decisions, and his relationship with his boss was frequently fractious. ‘Both men were intelligent and forceful personalities,’ Murphy’s son-in-law and private biographer John Holbrook remembered. 


Although they shared a conservative political outlook, they marched to different drums – the demands of a good story versus the demands of a profitable journalistic empire. They often argued about what would stay in and what would be taken out of Murphy’s articles, and the arguments often became quite heated. …  Murphy was a thorn in Luce’s side, but Luce kept Murphy on the staff because of his unusual intellect, his unparalleled network of friends and acquaintances, his uncanny nose for a story, his sheer competence in crafting a story, his elegant prose, and his wit – the importance of which cannot be underestimated.’8


Murphy’s career at Time Inc. flourished, and for the next decade he found himself at the forefront of America’s most influential media empire. His narrative flair was particularly effective for the dramatic wartime features he wrote between 1941 and 1945 when on assignment overseas for Life. In April 1941 he and fellow Time Inc. photographer David Scherman (who a few months later would photograph the Windsors in the Bahamas) were on board the Egyptian cargo ship Zamzam when it was sunk by the Germans. Murphy captivated Life’s readers with a stirring account of their rescue, and the several weeks he and the other two hundred (largely American) passengers spent on the German freighter Dresden before being deposited in France. For the remainder of the war, Murphy covered Allied offensives in Europe and the Pacific, returning to Britain in early 1945 to write his heroic portrayal of Churchill. The success of the three articles, eventually published in book form as The Lives of Winston Churchill, convinced Luce that Murphy was the right man to produce a similarly inspirational story about Chiang Kai-shek’s stand against Mao Tse-tung. Luce viewed Chiang as the final bulwark against a Communist takeover of Asia. Murphy spent five months in China writing his story, but the article went unpublished. Almost immediately upon his return to New York City, he faced a backlash from Life executives who feared that such overt political support for Chiang Kai-shek, an increasingly unpopular figure in the United States, could jeopardise the magazine’s standing among its American readers. Despite this setback, Murphy emerged from the wartime years as one of the leading journalists at Time Inc., whose publications then reached more than a quarter of the adult population of the United States.
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In the eighteen months that passed between Edward and Murphy’s first and second meeting, the Duke’s approach to the writing of his life story had altered dramatically. His interest in the summer of 1945 had been one of tentative curiosity, and he was by no means sold on the idea of writing a memoir, which he knew would be controversial. Having spent the last six years as Major General to the British Military Mission in France and then as Governor of the Bahamas, Edward was anxious to secure an official position from the British government. He settled his hopes on a diplomatic post in the United States aimed at fostering Anglo-American relations. From October 1945 to March 1946, he did his best to persuade his brother, King George VI, of the value of this idea. But faced with the implacable hostility of the King’s principal courtiers and the government’s cautious concern about the potential hazards of two competing British diplomats in Washington D.C., George VI refused Edward’s request. ‘I have no intention of remaining idle,’ Edward told his brother, on 10 April 1946, after he was informed of the decision. ‘I must look for a job in whatever sphere and country I can find one suitable to my qualification.’9


Rebuffed by the old world, Edward’s mind returned to the meeting with Murphy and the idea of trying to bring together the threads of his life in some publishable format. Less than a month after his rejection by the British government, Edward floated the idea of a memoir to his long-time counsellor Sir Walter Monckton, a clear indication that he was now seriously considering the prospect of publication. He wrote to Monckton on 31 May 1946:


It has been suggested to me from not uninteresting quarters that the time has come for me to write my side of the abdication story. It seems considerable conjecture still lives in the minds of many thinking people – both in Great Britain and America – concerning that episode. This is a project I would naturally wish to discuss with you, and it is a subject of such historical and political interest that the lone hand I had to play throughout the negotiations with the politicians both of church and state, could not be accurately chronicled without the advice and assistance of my liaison officer.10


As events would later reveal, Monckton was horrified by the news. But with his characteristic diplomacy, he sent Edward a cautious reply noting merely he was ‘very interested in your idea’ and willing to ‘help’11 when he finally got started. This tacit approval from one of the most trusted voices in his life left Edward free to ruminate further about the future. By the time he arrived in New York on 11 November 1946, he was ready to resume the conversation with Murphy. 


Murphy greeted Edward’s second approach with far more enthusiasm than he had when they last met. With the excitement of wartime reporting now over and eager for the next big assignment, Murphy was in a far more receptive mood for a collaboration with the ex-King. ‘I have been thinking over the possibilities of a book,’ Murphy told Hank Walter shortly before he and Edward met on 14 November 1946, ‘and they are truly fascinating. Some years ago, I swore I would never do another ghost job, but this could be a wonderful thing.’12


In contrast to the tepid reception Edward had received from Buckingham Palace, Murphy and his colleagues at Life were exhilarated by the prospect of his potential authorship. Despite his outsider status in Britain, Edward remained an admired and highly romanticised figure in the United States. His matinee-idol good looks had charmed North America in the early 1920s, and the abdication, precipitated by his love for an American woman, had caught the country’s popular imagination as it indulged in the fairy-tale elements of a story that seemed straight out of a Hollywood script. The Windsors’ geographic proximity to the United States during the war years and their highly publicised visit to New York City in 1941 had kept them at the centre of American celebrity culture – and thus ideally suited for the pages of Life magazine. 


Though the formal overtures were made by Henry Luce, it was Daniel Longwell, Chairman of the Board of Editors, who took charge of Edward and, through a diplomatic deft hand, secured his trust and the commitment to publish in Life. Acutely aware that financial incentives* alone were not enough to induce Edward to publish, Longwell went to great lengths to encourage his at times hesitant author, assuring him of the project’s lasting historical value and reminding him that he, as a Life contributor, was in the company of other notable men who were also committing their memoirs to the magazine – including Winston Churchill. Removed from the immediacy of the daily working frustrations that eventually developed, Longwell was a sustaining presence for both Edward and Murphy. ‘I was the hand-holder, the slave driver, the mean guy, the patcher-up of quarrels, and the entertainer,’13 as Longwell later described it. And though he gave Murphy the ‘credit for Windsor … and a magnificent job it was, too’,14 Longwell’s role was vital. His support was particularly essential in overcoming the stinging criticism that emerged from Edward’s two principal advisers in Britain, Walter Monckton and Edward’s solicitor, Sir George Allen, both of whom had been central players in the abdication crisis. Neither supported his decision to write his memoir, though both breathed a sigh of relief at the news that it would end in 1936, and each tried to prevent its publication. But backed by the men of Time Inc. Edward made it through to the finish, and he left behind his memoirs: those published successively in 1947, 1950 and 1951, and those unpublished, which form the core of this book. 
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From July 1947 until January 1951, Edward and Murphy were in each other’s company on an almost daily basis, constant partners in their work and leisure hours. Murphy discovered almost immediately that Edward needed to ‘learn the habits of work’15 and their languid schedule, which for the first two years was set against the backdrop of the Windsors’ home, La Croë, on Cap d’Antibes, proved a highly unorthodox office environment for a forty-two-year-old journalist used to an action-packed scene and quick turnarounds. Murphy also faced the unexpected challenge of teaching Edward the art of reminiscing, as his perspective on his multitude of exceptional experiences was, as Murphy told Longwell, ‘less than penetrating’.16 Though constantly mindful of the grievances that had characterised his now eleven-year exile, it was an entirely new experience for Edward to recall his life before the abdication. Yet judging him ‘willing’ and ‘sincere’,17 Murphy was not disheartened. His task, he realised, was to help Edward find a voice – both figuratively and literally – with which he could articulate his past. 


Deciding not to conduct direct interviews (a technique he would later use with skill when it came time to write Wallis’s memoir), Murphy determined that the best way of compiling the necessary material for the memoir was to suggest topics and invite Edward to talk about them – much like a schoolmaster encouraging a recalcitrant child. Edward, either alone or in concert with others who were induced to participate in the project, explored his assigned subjects through monologues, characterised by a mixture of humour, candour, objectivity and reticence, that were recorded in shorthand by a secretary. Edward was eased into the art of reminiscing through Murphy’s careful strategy. Though their preliminary forays were noticeably stilted, as the process continued Edward became more comfortable and his observations more astute. He began to take control of his narration, which finally enabled him to write about more sensitive themes that were pivotal to the presentation of his story. Along the way, Murphy captured Edward’s often ad-hoc observations, which were probably the result of casual conversation. Always mindful that Edward was his subject rather than his friend, Murphy would hastily note down these remarks, which were then typed out and filed according to their subject matter or their relevance to a particular article or chapter.


Murphy’s secretary, Monica Wyatt, who was present during many of their meetings and would take down in shorthand Edward’s words, described the routine that developed at La Croë: ‘He [Murphy] dines with the Windsors at least four nights a week, plays golf with the Duke every afternoon … and then from 6 to 8:30 each evening … [he’s] with the Duke going over what’s been done’.18 Murphy, a noted raconteur who loved nothing more than to hold court among a group of cultivated listeners, soon became an indispensable element in Edward’s milieu, offering him the constant stimulation of an interesting and informed companion. The friendly rapport the two men established was the essential first step in creating an environment conducive to Edward feeling able to discuss his life with someone who, at least on paper, had very little in common with him. Yet Edward responded positively to Murphy’s intelligence, his easy manner, his Americanness and his determination. Edward, as he later told Murphy, always admired self-made men who did ‘things’ and abhorred the company of people whose conversations were dominated by their own ‘undue sense … of rank’.19


The two men’s intimacy was reinforced when Murphy’s family joined him in France and the domestic routines of the Murphy household became intertwined with those of Edward and Wallis. Murphy’s wife Jane joined him at the Windsors’ dinner table, and his two youngest children, Edythe (‘Edie’) and Charles, became enlivening fixtures of life at La Cröe. Always fond of children, Edward delighted in them – particularly Edie, whom he taught archery and who frequently accompanied him on long afternoon walks around the rocky coastline of Cap d’Antibes. The rambunctious nature of the Murphy adolescents was a source of consternation to Wallis but of sheer amusement to Edward, who found their playfulness charming. When childish exuberance led to a beautifully laid picnic table set up on the beach near La Croë being pushed out into the sea, Edward was captivated – in marked contrast to Wallis’s anger and Murphy’s parental horror. The family also shared Edward’s love of dogs, and when a particularly naughty cairn terrier arrived, which Wallis decided was unmanageable, Edward gifted it to Edie. 
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Murphy’s strategy laid the groundwork for Edward to begin writing the first drafts of his memoir. Using the conversations and notes that were compiled, Edward began preparing material in what was his distinctive pencil printed style. At what was, for Murphy, a sometimes agonisingly slow pace, Edward covered the pages of his yellow legal pads with narrative passages that he did not, frustratingly, always tackle in chronological order. Murphy was there to edit and suggest but not to be the initial draughtsman. Typed up by an awaiting secretary who meticulously noted the date of Edward’s text, the pages were then passed on to Murphy for his revision before being recirculated to Edward, who would often rewrite entire sections before adding ‘OK’ at the bottom of a page.


Most of Edward’s writing never made it into either the Life articles in 1950 or A King’s Story, which was published by G. P. Putnam’s in the United States and by Cassell & Co in Great Britain in 1951. But that was not unexpected. Edward had approached the memoir with the unorthodox aim of first creating an ‘unexpurgated book’, one that would ‘omit nothing however secret and personal’20 and from which selected material could be extracted for publication. Though the commercial imperatives of Time Inc. interrupted the completion of that project, Edward began by creating content he had no intention of publishing. Written freely, these drafts were his attempt to make sense of a life characterised, in public and private, by controversial choices. His uncensored words built a portrait of his role as Prince of Wales and his reinvention of that role for a twentieth-century audience. They also offer insight into his views on his family, his education and his relationship with Wallis, as well as describing the challenges he faced before and during the abdication. And though his vision of kingship failed to resonate within his own time, his perspective, outlined in this never-before-seen material, proved prescient in the way it anticipates the style of Britain’s Royal Family today. His writing also captures with subtle poignancy the personal experiences of a man struggling to come to terms with obligations that, because of a chance of birth, he was forced to fulfil. His reflections and observations reveal that he thought more deeply about his life, its failures and successes, than popular opinion recognises.


While some of these handwritten drafts survived in his own papers, most were saved by Murphy, who recognised the value that Edward’s reflections would hold for future historians. They appear in this book for the first time. As the reader will discover, Edward was no great stylist, but he nevertheless offers penetrating accounts of an extraordinary life that alternate between nuanced observations and frustratingly minimal descriptions. But having honed his skills over the course of two years, when it was time in mid-1949 to write about the abdication in chapter form, Edward was ready to be the architect of his own story. He tackled the defining event of his life with verve and drama, but his account was impossible to publish in his own lifetime.


The reconstruction of Edward’s memoirs that follows does not aim to be a comprehensive biography or an exhaustive chronicle of the abdication. It is also not a portrait of the Windsors’ marriage. Instead, it is a record of perceptions of and about Edward by himself and the people, including Wallis, who helped craft the story of his life. Murphy is a central figure in this chronicle, guiding and narrating a process that, in less agile hands, could have failed. Despite the frustrations that eventually surfaced, Murphy refused to give up on Edward and he readily returned to the Windsors’ milieu in 1954 to assist Wallis on her autobiography. The subsequent collaboration supplied none of the subtle enjoyment of his work with Edward, but he soldiered through to its completion and in the end came to regard her book as an important postscript to A King’s Story. But it is perhaps Murphy’s sporadic diary entries, made between 1947 and 1956, that afford us the most insight into the Windsors as he knew them. Humorous at times, poignant at others, these recollections capture an enigmatic couple at their most unguarded. Through the perspicacity of their ghost, we gain an entirely fresh perspective on their lives – and for the first time we can hear from the Windsors directly. 


[image: Paragraph break image]


It was the desire to give the Windsors back their voice that convinced me this was the book I was meant to write, at least for now. The Duke and Duchess occupy an almost legendary status in the popular history of the twentieth century, yet they remain elusive figures – in part because we have never been able thoroughly to understand what they did and why. Sweeping generalisations and critical stereotypes now dominate our perception of them. Rumour and gossip about their lives has been gradually transformed into fact, and, without any heirs to shepherd their legacy, they have been easy targets for the sensationalist headlines of modern media culture. The Duke of Windsor has essentially been erased from the canon of twentieth-century British royal history even though he was a senior member of the dynasty for over forty years and an integral asset to its survival in the period immediately following the end of the First World War. My work on 1937 had aimed to tackle a small chapter in his controversial history and challenge existing categorisations, most notably that he was an unequivocal Nazi sympathiser. I had hoped to rescue Edward from the one-dimensional stereotypes that now exist of him, produced in part by such contemporary efforts as the television series The Crown. But 1937 was just one snapshot from the seventy-two years that filled the most unconventional royal life of the twentieth century. Whatever work I did, however meaningful, could have been easily overwhelmed by the handful of anecdotes and hearsay comments that circulate out of context and continue to sustain an almost universally negative view of Britain’s last-to-perish king-emperor. This book offers a far more ambitious rescue: it liberates Edward (and Wallis, who suffers perhaps even more egregiously from biographical misinformation) from the caricature-like status to which popular culture has reduced him. The candour and vitality of his words, which Murphy captured and preserved, bring him to life again, restoring his humanity and opening a new window into his character. 


This book is a chronicle of the writing of a memoir that, in turn, becomes a frame for the unpublished and illuminating material omitted from the final editions. It tells Edward’s story as he saw it, lived it and remembered it. His failures, weaknesses, naivety and flaws are on full display, but so, too, are his intelligence, his loyalty, his love and his resolve. It is not a perfect story – royal or otherwise – but it is, for the first time, Edward’s story.


 






* Edward received $75,000 for the three articles, which were published in 1947. He received $106,000 for the four published in 1950 – equivalent to $1,334,293 or £1,065,232 in today’s currency.















Editorial Note


This book has been created primarily from material held within the archive of Charles J. V. Murphy (Howard Gotlieb Research Center, Boston University). Murphy’s archive is the repository for the majority of Edward’s first and unpublished drafts of A King’s Story as well as other interviews, notes and diaries that were created during the writing of both his and Wallis’s memoirs. Further material not preserved in Murphy’s papers was subsequently located in the Beaverbrook Papers (Parliamentary Archives) and finally the Royal Archives (Windsor Castle), which hold Edward’s handwritten first drafts. It was in locating Edward’s original manuscripts at the Royal Archives that I was able to confirm his authorship of the typewritten drafts that survive in both Murphy’s and Beaverbrook’s papers, which were produced between 1947 and 1949. Much of this material was scrupulously dated (day, month and year) by either Edward or the secretary who typed it, and thus it appears in this text chronologically according to the date it was written. Where no date was recorded, I have done my best to approximate a time frame and inserted it accordingly. The exception to this is my treatment of the abdication (Beaverbrook Papers), which has been reproduced according to the chronology of 1936. 


The guiding editorial principle behind this book was to select material by Edward that had not been published in either the articles for Life or A King’s Story. As with any editorial enterprise, much has been omitted from the pages that follow. Edward left behind voluminous early drafts, which cover a range of topics and experiences. Without being able to include them in full, my aim has been to publish material that offers us the most insight into the momentous events of his life and his character as expressed in his writing. In selecting only unpublished material, I have therefore been forced to exclude certain parts of Edward’s life that too closely resemble his published words. For example, Edward’s handwritten drafts about his childhood (pre-1912) were reproduced almost verbatim in A King’s Story, as were other recollections, including his description of his only State Opening of Parliament in 1936. 


As Charles Murphy noted in July 1947, Edward was ‘quite thoroughly Americanized’ and his writing, which employed both American spelling and punctuation, is a testament to a cultural metamorphosis that began in 1919 with his first visit to the United States. His adoption of American vernacular has been preserved in this publication. The only corrections that have been made to his original words are to spelling errors. 


Finally, a note on the two different typefaces used in the book. The text interweaves lengthy passages quoted from original sources intermittently with my own narrative and personal analysis. To assist the reader in distinguishing my voice from the voices of the various individuals who lived the story I tell, their words are printed in a larger and different font.










1


A Self-Made Monarch


On 9 May 1947, a chillier than usual May morning in New York City, His Royal Highness Prince Edward, Duke of Windsor – formerly King Edward VIII of Great Britain, Northern Ireland and the British Dominions Beyond the Seas, Emperor of India – stepped out from the entrance of the Waldorf Towers onto a blustery Park Avenue pavement where his chauffeur-driven black Cadillac, ‘The Duchess’, was waiting. Climbing in through the ‘W.E.’ monogrammed rear passenger door, Edward sat down on the plush, rose-coloured broadcloth back seat set against an interior of rich walnut. Gifted to Edward and Wallis for their 1941 visit to New York by the Chairman of General Motors, Alfred P. Sloan, the bespoke hand-crafted automobile included power windows, white satin privacy curtains, four brushed stainless-steel jewellery cases and even a humidor for Edward’s prized cigars. In this epitome of new-world luxury, Edward travelled the two long blocks from 50th and Park Avenue to the Time & Life Building at 9 Rockefeller Plaza. Arriving at the thirty-six-storey tower, Edward would have needed to look only slightly upwards to see Progress, the artist Lee Lawrie’s ornate art-deco bas relief that had been carved above the entrance. A voluptuous rendering of Columbia – the female personification of America leading the Greek symbol of inspiration, her horse Pegasus – the relief was a hopeful metaphor for the ex-King as he strode through to the elegant first-floor reception room. The assistant of Life’s Chairman of the Board of Editors Daniel Longwell was on hand to escort him up to the main office floor where Longwell and other leading Life executives were waiting to greet Edward. The visit was the culmination of several months of wooing on the part of Longwell, Henry Luce, the founder and CEO of Time Inc., and their pre-eminent writer Charles J. V. Murphy, who were all eager to secure a journalistic coup and convince Edward that the time was right for him to speak. 


‘The editors,’ Luce had written to Edward on 19 March 1947, ‘do not want a long, involved, detailed and possibly contentious biography. What they have in mind is much more simple … your own account of your boyhood in England … in brief, the career and upbringing of the Prince of Wales.’ He assured Edward there was no intention of straying close to the political edge. Instead the ‘charming’ story would aim to evoke ‘an England rather different from the England of today, full of great comings and goings, famous men and women, wonderful ideas; an England securely placed in a world which itself seemed absolutely certain and good’. Luce suggested he should write a total of three articles, which ‘in our experience is the ideal number; it whets the appetite without sating it – an important distinction if you should ever decide to go ahead with an autobiography’.1


Despite these reassuring words, which Murphy drafted, Edward remained uncertain. ‘While the idea of writing three articles with such a title as “The Education of a King” certainly interests me,’ Edward replied to Luce, on 24 March, ‘I will have to consider it from other angles than that of actually writing them.’2 The unmentioned impediment was Edward’s family. ‘There are many obstacles to his doing this,’ Longwell had advised Luce, on 14 February, before Edward was formally approached, ‘the Royal Family’s objections for one thing.’3 Murphy, who had met with Edward twice since the beginning of 1947, was even more sensitive to the effect their reaction posed for him. ‘Will the Duke agree to such a book?’ he mused, in a memo to Luce on 20 February. ‘Two years ago the Duke was eager for it; now he is wavering.’ Murphy blamed this hesitation entirely on the ‘cool reception’ Edward had supposedly received on a recent visit to Queen Mary in October 1946, which had left him ‘a little flustered and unsure of his position’. ‘But,’ Murphy concluded optimistically, ‘he needs dollar exchange and, I suppose, a little attention. He would like to be remembered as something more than the man who wasn’t allowed to remain King of England.’4


‘A little attention’ was exactly what Longwell hoped to give Edward during their morning together in May 1947, and by all accounts he succeeded. Edward cabled his thanks and ‘good wishes’5 to Longwell from on board the Queen Elizabeth the next day. Arriving in London to see his mother, who was shortly to celebrate her eightieth birthday, Edward quickly discovered that he would not be included in the official family celebration at Buckingham Palace on 27 May. ‘Thirty-one members of the Royal Family celebrated her birthday at a luncheon with the King … The Duke of Windsor spent three quarters of an hour with his mother,’6 was how one newspaper reported the situation. The exclusion was another painful reminder that the doors to his old world were still firmly closed.


The opposite was true of the men at Life, who welcomed him with heartening enthusiasm. Perhaps eager to find the acceptance that had eluded him in Britain, Edward turned himself over to the auspices of Time Inc., and, by the end of June, he had given the go-ahead for Murphy to join him and Wallis at La Croë. They still had not agreed on either a formal contract or a publication date, but Longwell was willing to take the risk. In a letter to the Duke’s New York lawyer, Hank Walter, on 3 June 1947, Longwell set out his generous proposition. Murphy would be dispatched to La Croë, where he would spend the remainder of the summer working with Edward to write three articles on his youth. Longwell agreed that once completed, they would only move forward with publication after Edward had given final confirmation – which necessitated the approval of ‘the Court’.7 For his efforts, Edward would receive $75,000 and the option to sell the articles’ British rights. Writing to Longwell on 19 June, Edward signalled his approval to all that had been proposed but reminded his editor that there would be ‘no question of drawing up a contract … until the three articles are written and I find myself able and willing to publish them’.8 


Situated on the tip of Cap d’Antibes, La Croë was an idyllic setting in which to write. A three-storey white classically designed villa, ‘it gave the impression,’ Murphy later wrote, ‘of a noble white vessel afloat on a calm sea’.9 Rented in 1938, it had been the Windsors’ base in the two years leading up to their flight from France in June 1940, and despite the upheavals it had endured during the war, when it was used as a billet for Italian troops, La Croë remained the closest thing Edward and Wallis had to a home. Restored to its former glamour after their return in 1945, it provided an appropriate showcase for the material trappings of Edward’s former life, including the imposing Order of the Garter banner that greeted guests as they arrived in the marble-floored entry hall. Yet in spite of its grandeur there was, observers remarked, a ‘freshness of the seascape’ that permeated the villa’s interiors,10 which led seamlessly towards the outside terraces and poolside cocktail lounge. ‘You can’t imagine the sense of luxury at La Croë in that first summer after the war,’11 the Baroness de Cabrol told the writer Suzy Menkes. The Windsors’ guests were a who’s who of international café society, and included the writer Somerset Maugham, who lived at La Mauresque on Cap Ferrat, ex-King Leopold of the Belgians, his wife, Princess Lilian, and the Aga Khan, to name just a few.


Murphy arrived on 1 July and installed himself at the nearby Hôtel du Cap, itself a notable watering-hole for the Riviera’s most fashionable visitors. The scene, as Murphy later described it in an article for Life, was a ‘veritable sliver of lotus land, a realm composed entirely … of theatrical mountains, a blue sea, gleaming white villas, pastel villages, irrigated by champagne and a vin du pays rosé, and inhabited by people whose pockets are stuffed with 5,000-franc notes, who subsist on steaks, soufflés and mille feuilles, and whose only occupations are the unflagging pursuit of trifles and the slow burning of the body back to the aboriginal brown.’12


Despite the seductive nature of the setting, Murphy was eager to begin. But a week into the assignment, as he reported back to Longwell on 13 July, there was ‘little to show in the way of actual writing’. Edward, Murphy quickly realised, had first to ‘learn the habits of work’. ‘Our friend,’ he continued, with an air of disappointment, ‘has anything but a brilliant mind … His point of view concerning the vast affairs in which he was both a spectator and an actor is less than penetrating.’ Yet, Murphy concluded, ‘his story on that account will be all the more characteristic of the kind of life in which he was raised. He is an extremely sincere, intelligent and willing person; on this score, we could not ask for anything better.’13 


In order to ‘cover the ground fairly fast’,14 as Murphy described it, the two men agreed to meet twice daily, from 10 a.m. until 12.45 p.m. and again from 5.30 p.m. to 7.30 p.m. Their sessions were invariably set against the backdrop of Edward’s oak-panelled study, one of a series of rooms in the penthouse-style suite he occupied on the top floor of La Croë, which he tellingly nicknamed ‘Fort Belvedere’, after his former home in Windsor Great Park. Inspired by his father and his early years at the Royal Naval College, Dartmouth, the ‘flavor of the décor’, Murphy remembered, was decidedly ‘nautical; deep-blue curtains, chairs and a sofa with white slip-covers’15 in the adjacent sitting room. The thick shag-pile rugs scattered throughout completed a scheme that was designed to be simple yet comfortable. Mementos and photographs of his life as Prince of Wales were dotted everywhere, including on the wall that overlooked his desk. Sheltered from the comings and goings of the world below, it was the perfect setting for Murphy and Edward to immerse themselves in Edward’s past.


As a routine of sorts developed, Murphy began to teach Edward, as he told Longwell, ‘how to organize his ideas’.16 During the remaining weeks of July, despite the ‘steady procession of guests … dinner parties, cocktail parties at Cannes or in local villas’,17 as Murphy described it, the two men progressed over the part of Edward’s life that was to be covered by the three articles: his boyhood and youth up to the end of the First World War. 


Though not dated clearly enough for us to be certain that they were Edward’s opening lines, Murphy’s notes labelled ‘Summer 1947’ nonetheless offer a penetrating opening insight into the ex-King and what he hoped his articles might convey. 


La Croë, Summer 1947


This is the simple story of a man who was raised to be a King, and whose thoughts and aspirations were shaped toward that end. Story of my life – or, if you wish, career.


I was a simple youth. I had too many inhibitions; at the same time I was never a bluffer; I was shy, diffident: a bad speaker.


In that sense I differed greatly from my father who had a natural flair for kingly role … However, I learned, teaching myself; a self-made monarch … 


Today I am only 53 … 


Yet in a sense I speak from a great distance; as a man who was trained to be a King. The circumstances that caused me to give up that profession [are] not [the] subject of these articles. Here I am interested only in the education; a life which, considered wholly apart from personal aspects, was a wonderful thing. It was not an important life. It gave rise, I’m sorry to say, to no book, or scientific invention, or any important ideas. But as a life it was a wonderful thing … 


In the first surviving drafts of 1947, Edward wrote about his time as a student at Magdalen College, Oxford, where he studied from 1912 to 1914. 


La Croë, 16 July 1947


… Although I worked hard, I knew it wouldn’t wreck my ‘career’ if I did not graduate, so I would learn rather spasmodically. I liked German and French, but German best. I liked political economy … 


It is terrifying to think how little I learned at Oxford – I suppose because I never wanted to go there – my heart was in travel. I was no longer hankering for the Navy, but had this desire for travel. My next brother, now King George VI, was in the Navy and by that time he had gone to sea and was making trips around the world. That irritated me very much because I wanted to be traveling too. I couldn’t think why he should be so lucky to do these things and not me. So I thought Oxford was an awful waste of time; not that it wasn’t good, but it didn’t suit me … 


I had not been raised in a very scholastic environment at home, for my family were not always surrounded by a very bookish atmosphere … 


I was not taught bookkeeping or value investments or monetary subjects or taxation … 


Father and mother used to write to me – my mother visited me often and she loved the historical side of Oxford. We would have lunch in my room and then take a drive around … I had a 1912 Daimler car then which I used to take on trips. It was my own car and I was very proud of it. It was given to me when I went to Oxford … 


I had a fairly gay life, too … 


There were some tough people at college, too. There was a little group of men who started gambling in their rooms … and someone was always posted to watch the door. The stakes were very high, and I played quite a bit. Of course all this was a big offence at college … 


There were several clubs, and one college would invite another – all were feats of drinking … 


I never spent much time in clubs after college and never to one for the sake of sitting around. I like to spend my evenings with my wife after a busy day and exchange views with her. Those who play cards, probably enjoy clubs. I prefer home … 


One of those clubs, he later told Murphy, was the infamous Bullingdon Club. ‘I belonged … but did not care for it as it seemed to be rather snobbish and there was a great deal of drinking …’18


In a later undated draft, Edward ruminated further on his second year at Oxford and his emotional development during this period. 


My second year at Oxford slipped by outwardly as uneventful as the first. But from my diary I can detect the seeds of new ideas that were taking root and influencing the character-building process. Some people develop early, others later. I believe I was in the second category. The inhibitions from which I had suffered during my first year began to disappear and I gained a confidence in myself. I became less shy – less scared of people – less self conscious. In short I was for the first time at last beginning to grow up. These changes in my thinking were unimportant at the time and because of the war not to find expression until some years later.


In the summer of 1914 Edward left Oxford and turned his attention to what became the formative experience of his young adulthood: the First World War. Beginning his army life as a member of the Oxford Battalion of the Officers’ Training Corps, he spent two weeks training at Aldershot, returning to London shortly before the outbreak of hostilities. Though he was still cosseted within the walls of the palace it was impossible, Edward wrote, to overlook the ‘vague indefinable feeling then that war was coming’.19 


La Croë, 17 July 1947


I was at Buckingham Palace when War was declared, doing absolutely nothing and terribly worried because I wasn’t … 


I recall seeing the Second Battalion of Grenadier Guards going [on] a route march when I went to view them with my father. I was in plain clothes and felt awful. On my return I went to one of the old Courtiers, Colonel Sir William Carrington [Keeper of the King’s Privy Purse] … I said I was in a desperate state, a war was on … would he help to get me attached to a Regiment … Quite soon afterwards … [he] told me he had seen the King who had given permission … for me to go in the Grenadier Guards [1st Battalion of Grenadier Guards]. So we went across the road and saw the man in charge. He told me to go to a tailor to measure for clothes, and then to report to Wellington Barracks. I was thrilled. I joined in a funny khaki uniform that I had used at Oxford, for I had to report in uniform. Finally I received my Grenadier’s uniform … I still have this uniform. 


After a period of training at Warley Barracks in Brentwood, the battalion was transferred to Wellington Barracks in London ahead of deployment to France. On 8 September 1914, a week before their departure, Edward learned that he would not be going with them. 


I went to my father at once and said, ‘We have had wonderful news, and we are off.’ But he would not let me go … So off they went, and I was transferred to the 3rd Guards. But it was all a blow to me and I never felt the same in the 3rd as I did when in the 1st Battalion. 


Edward remained with the 3rd Battalion of the Grenadier Guards in London until 16 November, when he joined the staff of Field Marshal Sir John French, then Commander-in-Chief of the British Expeditionary Force in France (later 1st Earl of Ypres). Though hardly the frontline post he hankered after, it brought him closer to the fighting.


… I was anxious to go to the front … I said I wanted a combat job. However, I was sent to join Lord French’s staff instead … All his staff was older, and I had a pretty unhappy time. I was given little commissions to do – it was all purely camouflage to satisfy me … 


By this time almost a third of the men who had been with me had been killed. The whole of my generation was eventually almost decimated. I am now talking only of the first four months of war. About fifty of my closer friends were killed; the Oxford Honor Roll has the names of many of them … a big hole was drilled in my generation.


After a time I felt I couldn’t stand the staff job any longer – it was too far back of the lines and too inactive. We lived in a very little house on the street of an old French town … St Omer. Shortly after I had gone there, my father paid a visit to French’s headquarters in early December 1914 … he told me about a conversation he had with French. French had told him of some of his plans and said, ‘By Christmas it will all be over!’ My father said he thought French had been a bit optimistic. It showed the calibre of leaders then – they were old campaigners and had no idea of the war that was being fought – the kind of war it was. In their time war was a simpler matter and a question of how to use the cavalry and infantry. These were the kind of men who were fighting now against trained Germans, and they got nowhere. It was the younger men, who had to forget everything they had been taught, that had to apply themselves to a newer science of warfare. So I would sit about in the evening and there was good food and wine, but one had the feeling those ‘leaders’ did not go up to the front very often, and felt they were completely out of touch and it was better ‘not to see too much’. Of course, our army was very small then … They had a ghastly time and not enough ammunition, and from the chaos all about, the calm of headquarters was bunk … 


In the First World War the casualties were terrible – it was a mass slaughter. Men who would be called up for the army and, without exception of being taught to shoot in a superficial manner or some bayonet fighting, they had little training because there was not much time for it. There was a course in France for them in bayonet fighting, trench mortar training, bomb throwing, but the men were not in the highly trained and physical shape the soldiers were in World War II.


In September 1915, shortly before the start of the Battle of Loos, Edward was transferred to the staff of Major General, later Field Marshal, Lord Cavan (Rudolph Lambart, 10th Earl of Cavan), who was in command of the newly formed Guards Division. The battle, which lasted from 25 September to 8 October, ended in a British and French defeat. Though kept safely away from the fighting lines, Edward was still on hand to observe the full horror of conditions.


La Croë, 18 July 1947


… As a rule when there was an actual attack, we were kept terribly busy at headquarters with sending and receiving reports – there was never time for ‘sightseeing’ … If no attack … we would visit brigades and ask a brigade captain how things were going. It was a ride of about two miles along bad road … Bicycles would be clogged with mud … 


The Germans were lying about four miles away opposite the Guards Division … The Guards Division being newly formed … were put in at first … It takes a lot of experience for seeing that supplies alone were available, and also one of the big headaches was to prevent traffic jams so supplies could be brought up … 


… I remember spending one night in the rain to direct traffic. There was one bad bottleneck going up to the front. The zero hour had gone and after two days of terrible casualties we decided to put in the ‘K’ Army Division – new volunteers and badly trained. These men had not had any meals for two days before, and were starving. And there was rain, rain, steady rain and mud, and they were thoroughly demoralized. When talking with some of them we learned they had not been put into any billets, and they were soaked, cold and had marched I forget how far. So I said I did not see how they could make any kind of showing. But they were sent on their way, and when they encountered terrific shelling and were shot at, they slipped off their equipment and bolted before they reached the hill … The Guards division was waiting in reserve, and … the order came … These battalions marched forward in brigades and we knew which would go into action first. Two or three would relieve the first that were sent into action, and we were at headquarters arranging for which brigades would go next. There were terrible casualties … 


We never got [captured] the ridge. It was just carnage. There was noise of wheels; gun fire crescendoing [sic] all night. The rain and mud were the awful part; there were no lights except flashlight; the weather was terrible and cold. Of course the gunfire and rockets would light up the sky. … We were getting pretty cynical about these battles, and one never had an opportunity of asking the where and why of orders … 


When the battle failed, we had to go down with someone from the Brigade to see how things were. They were given time to bury the dead and clear the place. There were piles and piles of horses … There was only this one road, and by the time ten wagons passed, it got bogged. Then when they got to a certain place the men and horses were slaughtered by enemy fire. Whenever transports came into view, the Germans shelled them … the dead men and dead horses that were lying about were appalling. The Germans had the high ground and had ours spotted so well that our poor devils had to attack the hill knowing they would be killed.


… We remained six weeks after the battle, counting the dead … 


After an ‘uneventful winter in 1916’, Edward was sent to Egypt and spent six weeks stationed near the Suez Canal, where he was given more ‘fictitious jobs’. In May 1916 he returned to France and joined Lord Cavan’s staff in the 14th Army Corps. Cavan, as Edward described him, was a ‘fat little man, great personality, very brilliant and popular with troops’. His empathetic and ‘human’ approach to battle created ‘a wonderful spirit among his men’.20 It was sorely needed when two months later the Corps went south to the Somme. 


La Croë, 18 July 1947


… The Guards division came down with us. Many went through our hands; the attacks were desperate … 


We took our part in it, and were told what sector would have another attack … There would be a zero hour for attacking, or a zero-minus-30, or one hour before, and we would start to pound the first line trenches, then the barrage would be static for a while and then creep on again … 


We built camps at headquarters because the terrain as we advanced was all destroyed by shellfire and there was no house in which to live. So [Cavan] thought it best to remain in our hut instead of establishing headquarters as the troops went ahead … Bombardment went on all day and all night long …


I used to make regular tours to the Divisions and Brigades, but there was no elation connected with anything – it was all grim, and friends were killed every day … 


Occasionally I was used as an interpreter, so was helpful in that way. Some German officers and prisoners would come to HQ, I would be sent for to ask questions we wanted to know. One German officer recognized me immediately from having been in Germany in 1913 [Edward had made a tour of Germany in that year] … 


And I made rounds of the camp. One evening I found a sentry asleep, and as everyone knows, nothing could be worse in wartime. He was a Welsh Guardsman, and a nice boy. I had to call the Sergeant and tell him the boy was asleep. The boy was sent for and it was decided to send him back to his unit. Two days later he was killed. I always felt I was the cause, but I had to report him for in times like that it was a terribly serious crime for a sentry to fall asleep – serious for all … 


One day was like another – blood, death, destruction. We had to take turns to sleep in the office and listen for telephone calls all night. We had some pretty close escapes, and if shells were coming, one would lie down quickly and hope fervently one could escape … Every day there were changes – wounded, killed; or men were given other jobs. One received the casualty lists very quickly so had the news at once.


We didn’t talk about the grimness of it much among ourselves. We tried to talk about other things; soldiers generally do. There was so much death and destruction around us that we didn’t particularly want anyone coming up and asking about it – preferred that someone bring good news. We would talk about life at home, or families or last leaves. Leave was always a popular subject. And a great fatalism would develop.


One used to attend funerals. Once a wooden cross was raised to some 100 Grenadier Guardsmen that were killed around September 20th, 1916. Before the winter set in we had a ceremony pretty close to the line, and the chaplain read a prayer. The saddest thing of all in the Battle of the Somme was the human sacrifice … 


Edward’s experiences on the Somme also brought him into close contact with the French Army. 


… A lot of the high French Generals didn’t worry much about their men – wanted their soup and wine – and there was a big separation in France between the French officers and their men compared to the British officers and their men. The British officers and their men really became comrades. The French never did. 


It was something that one would definitely notice after various experiences of talking with French officers when visiting them. We would ask the location of their ration dump and how their men received their supplies, but they didn’t know. If we asked about washing facilities, they said, ‘Wash? Why need water?’


The French soldiers had good discipline and were scared of their officers … 


In November 1917 Edward and the 14th Army Corps, still under Cavan’s command, were sent to Italy. He remained there, except for a brief return to England, until September 1918. His observations included meetings with King Victor Emmanuel III of Italy and his wife Princess Elena of Montenegro, Pope Benedict XV and his impressions of the Italian troops.


La Croë, 21 July 1947


I saw the King of Italy at his wartime headquarters. It was there the Italians were fighting up the Zanzo at the Austrian frontier. 


The King had very short legs, abnormal, for he had had an accident at birth. He led a very simple life, and married a Montenegrin Princess … she was also very simple in her manner and tastes. The Montenegrins are really peasants. The Queen of Italy was so down to earth that all she wanted to know was how many children anyone had.


… In this War [Second World War] he was labeled a Fascist and everything else, but I hope that was more force of circumstance than anything – he more or less had to be, for Mussolini was in control and the King had little opportunity to choose. But I certainly saw no traits of fascism even with Mussolini there and I didn’t think the King’s character could have been influenced to the extent that he could have been readily swayed. He remained on the throne when Mussolini marched on Rome in 1922 … 


One of the things that impressed me about the Italian troops was the fact they didn’t seem to have a rotation of troops in the line … I had just completed the battle of Loos and then the winter with the Guards Division, and everything was so well organized one never left the men under shell-fire longer than two months without bringing them back for a rest, for war was a degrading and dreadful life, and we wanted our men to have a chance of recovering a more normal atmosphere. But the Italians never did that, and it impressed me very much.


The human suffering Edward witnessed forged in him a lasting distaste for warfare. He became, in all but name, a pacifist, determined to prevent another similar conflict whatever the cost. It also brought him, for the first time, into contact with ordinary men and opened his eyes to a range of human experiences that he had hitherto never imagined within his cloistered royal existence. 


In the early days of the war, the line was very thin and the troops were not very well organized. But later – after a year of war – every man was entitled to ten days leave. They were taken across on Channel steamers organized into leave boats … I went across on these boats myself, but I was very punctilious about taking leave, and only took the one occasion when I reported to my mother about my father’s fall. [George V fell from his horse while visiting troops in France on 28 October 1915.] It would generally be sixteen or eighteen months before I got back to England. I was not in combat duty, and always felt if I took leave it would deprive someone else of having it. The boats were gay going to Britain, but sad coming back. Men were weary, mentally and physically, for all war is a squalid life … 


One of the sad things of war was that some men whose nerves began to go used to take refuge in drink, and of course they could get all the liquor they wanted; start ‘knitting’ [drinking] at night during shelling. Another serious thing during the War was shell shock. Now there are psychiatrists, but then there was the cruel system of writing off the shell-shocked; it was not kept in mind that men might not be cowards who couldn’t take the strain of constant shelling. The officers had a better chance of getting away with it than the men. If an officer absented himself from reach they would say he was shell-shocked and he was treated. But if a man quit from shell shock, he was shot, being termed a deserter. One had to or else most would quit. One saw many cases of shell shock or would see it coming. Some men got shaking and never stopped shaking the rest of their lives. The doctors were very good and if they saw a man couldn’t take it any more, they would send him back. One had to be careful of malingering of course.


There was another thing that was prevalent, and finally punishable by court martial, and that was self-inflicted wounds, like cutting off the end of a finger on the left hand. 


War is a strain, and humans should not ever be subjected to it. 


Despite his earlier impressions of camaraderie among the British troops, Edward became increasingly aware of the unequal treatment between officers and their men. Just as he questioned his own inherent status as a royal prince set apart from others, so too did he begin to see the inherent injustices of a class divide that had tragic human consequences.


La Croë, 22 July 1947


During the First World War there was a bigger gap between the men and their troops because of trench warfare. 


On one occasion during the Battle of the Somme, it was raining terribly and we were having our evening meal – I was sitting with the junior officers at one end of the long table, and the General and his staff were grouped at the other end. One of the men near me said it was a helluva night and what must it be like for the poor devils out in the rain. A senior officer overheard him and said, ‘How do you mean that? They have their waterproof sheets, don’t they? Pass the port wine!’ That was the inhumanity of a lot of the staff toward the men in the trenches. The senior officer who spoke was a Grenadier Guardsman, and the brains in the back of Cavan. But it was a terrible thing to say. Cavan would never have said it. The other was a seasoned officer and had excellent staff-knowledge behind him, but lacked humanness. 


The social strata between officers and men was far different in the Second World War: they were closer together, and were thrown together more because of the different kind of warfare. In my time, the staff did not talk with men much except to give them a helping hand. But there was much debate and criticism by the junior officers of their superiors … 


It was the younger generation who worried about the comforts of the troops. But the operations side was the main interest of the Generals and their staffs … War seemed endless, and we felt the uselessness of it, especially after it went on and on. When the casualty lists would come in, one would write to the homes of our friends who were on it … 


Edward spent the final months of the war stationed with a corps of Canadian troops near Mons (France). He was with them when peace was declared on 11 November 1918, though he did not return to England until February 1919. He spent the intervening months visiting the imperial troops that remained in France. He was now approaching his twenty-fifth birthday, and had come of age in an era of total war. Its effects would shape the next phase of his life.


La Croë, 23 July 1947


… To me the coming of peace meant helping my father with the business of kingship … I did not look forward with great relish to assisting in public affairs – once I started going out in public life my private life was finished.


I spent the spring of 1919 in Great Britain and quite a lot in the way of visiting industrial places … So I became very conscious of losing my private life, and it was like a knife – it was even difficult to walk around Piccadilly without having people look at one all the time … I was active in the Veterans Association. But it seemed a pity and an incongruous thing that after the War millions had been allocated to take care of graves, but no funds were available to help disabled veterans. At least half of the money should have been appropriated to building houses for them or making extensive medical care possible. I think it is better organized now. 


The slums were pretty bad because of the War, and there was a great deal to be done about them. I visited Glasgow, Cardiff, Newcastle, London … At the end of the last war, we had riots about veterans’ pensions, taxes etc … and I then did become conscious of the change that had taken place in my generation. It was not so much what the people thought they could get, but they were not going to have anything taken away from them … 


At this stage with Murphy, Edward also briefly reflected on political life in Britain, writing about the three most prominent politicians of his early youth: David Lloyd George, Herbert Asquith and, his eventual nemesis, Stanley Baldwin.


… Lloyd George played a certain part in my life. He was Prime Minister when I was first traveling around in the British Commonwealth. I was under the spell of his charm, [but] my father disliked him, and never forgave him for an inflammatory speech L.G. made as a young man that was bordering on treason when he said, ‘What do we need a King for!’ (I was still at school then.) … 


My father didn’t like Baldwin either; few did. But he did like Herbert Asquith – a great intellectual. He was Prime Minister before and during the War; was 100% Liberal but not the reformer L.G. wanted to be … He was exceedingly tactful, and handled my father in a tactful and clever manner … 


The men who were called ‘Radicals’ in those days are called ‘Commies’ today.


Lloyd George … [had] amazing charm, even if he was a scamp.


At the same time Edward also began to take the first tentative steps towards discussing more personal issues – his father George V and the unique ‘position and privilege’21 he occupied as Prince of Wales.


La Croë, July 1947


We would see my father in his room while he was at breakfast, usually, and remained standing in his presence, as I remember.


One time, my father asked me about my schedule … And I said the first week of March I was going to Glasgow. He said, ‘Whoever heard of anyone going to Glasgow except in August for grouse?’ He didn’t say I couldn’t go but was astonished why I should have these preferences when I had been raised to follow him. So he would continue, ‘When I go to Scotland, you go to France. Why don’t you come to Scotland?’ I said that I wanted to go to Italy or France. 


After his illness in 1928 my father became more tolerant and didn’t want to fight the younger generation too much. 


I understand perfectly well that at ceremonies or official occasions one might be at the center of things and everyone else had to show me greatest respect. But what I couldn’t understand was that when back home, one was different than anyone else. So I set up a curious resistance to it and was always fighting … unnecessary privilege.22


My next brother [George VI] never had that resistance – he rather liked it. But my youngest brother [Prince George, Duke of Kent] was like me, and we discussed it often.


[image: Paragraph break image]


By the end of July Edward had produced 150 pages of typed material – a ‘reconnoitering of the ground’,23 as Murphy described it. In the process of their two intensive weeks together, Murphy had also been given his first intimate glimpse of the Windsors’ private lives, which sparked his fascination and formed the basis for his lengthy ‘interim report’ to Luce’s right-hand man and Time Inc. Vice President, Allen Grover.


Charles Murphy to Allen Grover
Cap d’Antibes,24 30 July 1947


… As he talked and searched his memory I become sorely puzzled. Something was missing, some central ingredient to give vitality and meaning to his growth. He moved in events without ever being part of them. He made me think of a stone in a lively brook. Then I began to understand what it was that was lacking. It was the element of struggle. There was no risk in his life. Not only was everything settled for him; he himself slipped naturally and unprotestingly into the role prepared for him. Until he became King he had no access to Ministers. The Government might just as well have been on the moon as far as he was concerned. Nobody consulted him, and he was in no position to consult anybody else … And the role necessarily preserved him apart from the turmoil of the times as safely as Church dogma cushions a Pope from the secular excitement of his day. 


I have not yet come upon the contrasts and surprises, the pervading philosophy … He just doesn’t seem to remember or think in images, in words. In the gallery of his memory everybody apparently looks the same and nobody said anything brilliant or funny. But, of course, we have only just started, and as I start retracing the ground I am sure that new material will start oozing from the reluctant memory. 


A very hopeful sign is that he understands exactly what is wrong and is making a valiant effort to remedy the fault. The Duchess has taken over the job of jogging his memory. I had a talk with her … and was pleased by the brisk, businesslike way she set out to teach the Duke the basic requirements of American journalism. In the course of their long acquaintance he has told her various anecdotes and tales of his boyhood, which she remembers. Some are extremely funny and others are a little sad. She began to pull these out of him again, while I sat by listening, and inwardly amused. There’s no question but that Wallis is a woman of strong will and determination. She interrupted her husband again and again – in the manner of all self-confident wives – and finally the Duke who had grown restless and a little annoyed, exclaimed, ‘But, darling, it is my life, you know, and who is better qualified than I to describe exactly what did happen to me?’ His English reserve is, of course, the hidden villain; it is impossible for him to give way to his emotions. And I think also that he is keeping an inner eye on his mother’s possible response to whatever he might write … 
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