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  She had all the royal makings of a Queen.
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  PREFACE




  HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN did me the signal honour, in July 2003, of inviting me to

  write the official biography of Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother. I was given unrestricted access both to Queen Elizabeth’s papers and to members of her family, Household and staff. I am

  deeply grateful to The Queen for the help I have received, and I thank The Duke of Edinburgh, The Prince of Wales, The Duke of York, The Earl of Wessex, The Princess Royal, The Duke of Gloucester,

  The Duke of Kent, Princess Alexandra, The Duchess of Cornwall, Viscount Linley, Lady Sarah Chatto and The Earl of Snowdon for their invaluable assistance. I thank The Queen for permission to quote

  from material in the Royal Archives, as well as from letters in other collections subject to her copyright, and, above all, I thank Her Majesty for giving me absolute freedom to write as I

  wished.




  The Royal Archives at Windsor Castle, where Queen Elizabeth’s private and official papers are housed, are at the top of a long steep staircase in the Round Tower. I have rarely worked in a

  more delightful place. During my numerous visits there I was treated with the greatest patience by the Registrar, Pam Clark, and her staff, including Jill Kelsey, Allison Derrett and Angie Barker,

  and by the former Curator of the Royal Photograph Collection, Frances Dimond. The present Curator, Sophie Gordon, and the Assistant Curator, Lisa Heighway, with Paul Stonell and Alessandro Nasini

  have done sterling work providing illustrations from Queen Elizabeth’s photograph collection.




  Among the papers to which I was given access in the Royal Archives were the transcripts of conversations which Queen Elizabeth had in 1994 and 1995 with Eric Anderson, who had just retired as

  head master of Eton College. These, together with Queen Elizabeth’s letters to her family and friends,*1 were vitally important in

  providing her own commentary on her life.




  At Glamis Castle, ancestral home of the Bowes Lyon family, by kindness of the eighteenth Earl of Strathmore and Kinghorne I was able to read more of Queen Elizabeth’s letters among her

  parents’ papers, as well as other family correspondence which shed light on her early life. I was greatly assisted in my research there by the Archivist, Jane Anderson, who also provided

  valuable help with picture research. My thanks are due to Lord Strathmore for permission to quote from papers at Glamis and to reproduce photographs from his family albums. Many members of his

  family were very kind to me; they include his mother Mary, Dowager Countess of Strathmore, who answered my innumerable questions about the family, and his sister Lady Elizabeth Leeming, to whom I

  am deeply indebted. On my behalf she carried out superb research in the archives at Glamis and elsewhere, interviewed members of her family, and compiled a series of richly informative notes on the

  family and its homes. Her expertise as both a researcher and an editor was invaluable throughout.




  At St Paul’s Walden Bury, the Queen Mother’s other childhood home, Sir Simon and Lady Bowes Lyon kindly allowed me access to yet more family letters and papers. Among other members

  of the Bowes Lyon family, I am grateful to Queen Elizabeth’s nieces Lady Mary Clayton, Lady Mary Colman and the Hon. Mrs Rhodes (née Margaret Elphinstone), whose help I have greatly

  appreciated, and also to Queen Elizabeth’s nephew the Hon. Albemarle Bowes Lyon, to her cousin John Bowes Lyon, and to Rosie Stancer, her great-niece, and her husband William.




  I thank Her Majesty Queen Fabiola of the Belgians for permission to quote a letter she wrote to Queen Elizabeth, Her Majesty The Queen of Denmark for permission to quote from a letter from the

  late Queen Ingrid, Her Majesty The Queen of the Netherlands for permission to quote from a letter from the late Princess Juliana, and His Majesty The King of Norway for permission to quote from a

  letter from the late Queen Maud.




  I am indebted to all those who have allowed me to read, and to quote from, their family papers; some of them I have to thank also for permission to quote from letters in which they own the

  copyright among Queen Elizabeth’s papers at Windsor. They include: the Earl of Airlie, Anne, Countess Attlee, John Dalrymple Hamilton, Viscount Davidson, Eric and Sir Geoffrey de Bellaigue,

  Lady Katharine Farrell, George Fergusson, Sir Edmund Grove, the Earl of Halifax, Kate Hall, Richard Hall, Mrs David Hankinson and the Hon. Mrs David Erskine, Lord Hardinge of Penshurst and the Hon.

  Lady Murray, Mrs Sylvia Hudson, Carol Hughes, Lady May, David Micklethwait, Viscount Norwich, Wilfred Notley, Rev. Jonathan Peel, Lady Penn, the Earl of Rosslyn, the Marquess of Salisbury (whose

  archivist, Robin Harcourt-Smith, I wish also to thank for his help), Susannah Sitwell, Earl Spencer (whose archivist, Bruce Bailey, I thank likewise), Margaret Vyner and her daughter Violet, Robert

  Woods and the Earl of Woolton.




  I wish also to express my thanks to those who have given me permission to quote from their letters, or letters from their forebears, among Queen Elizabeth’s papers or in other collections

  I have consulted. They include Lord Annaly, Sir Toby Anstruther, Bt, Bryan Basset, Winston Churchill, Lady Clark, the Duke of Devonshire, the Rev. Canon Dendle French, Lord Gage, Lord Gladwyn, Sir

  Carron Greig and Geordie Greig, James Joicey-Cecil, Candida Lycett Green, Sir Ian Rankin, Sir Adam Ridley, Lady Elizabeth Shakerley, the Earl of Stockton, Sir Tom Stoppard, Viscount Stuart of

  Findhorn and Baroness Thatcher.




  My thanks are due for assistance with my research and, where appropriate, permission to publish material from the collections in their care, to Allen Packwood and Andrew Riley at the Churchill

  Archives Centre, Churchill College, Cambridge (Churchill Papers, Lascelles Papers, Lloyd Papers, Norwich Papers), Helen Langley and her staff at the Bodleian Library, Oxford (Attlee Papers, Beck

  Papers, Isaiah Berlin Papers, Monckton Papers, Bonham Carter Papers, Violet Milner Papers, Woolton Papers), Dr Frances Harris and William Frame at the British Library (Airlie Papers), the staff of

  The National Archives (Foreign Office Papers), the staff of the National Library of Scotland (Ballantrae Papers), Christine Penney and her staff at Birmingham University Archives (Chamberlain

  Papers), Michael Meredith at Eton College Library (Diana Cooper Papers), the staff of the Borthwick Institute, University of York (Hickleton Papers), Dr Richard Palmer and his staff at Lambeth

  Palace Library (Lang Papers, Alan Don Papers), the staff of the Centre for Kentish Studies, Maidstone (Hardinge of Penshurst Papers), the staff of Library and Archives Canada, Ottawa, in particular

  Denis Boulé, Bill Russell, Paulette Dozois and Jennifer Mueller, and the staff of the Archives Nationales du Québec, especially Louis Fournier, Pierre Rainville, Jacques Morin and

  Rénald Lessard. I gratefully acknowledge the permission of Balliol College, Oxford to publish an extract from the Monckton Papers, and that of the Isaiah Berlin Literary Trust to quote from

  a letter from Sir Isaiah Berlin.




  Many people in the Royal Household, past and present, have helped me in different ways. They include Sir Robin (now Lord) Janvrin, the Queen’s Private Secretary when I was invited to write

  this book, and his successor, Christopher Geidt. I have benefited greatly from their encouragement. I am also indebted to the Royal Librarian, the Hon. Lady Roberts, for her constant support, her

  invaluable knowledge and her eye for detail; she and her colleagues, Bridget Wright, Emma Stuart and Paul Carter, helped with enquiries about Queen Elizabeth’s extensive book collection. Sir

  Hugh Roberts, Director of the Royal Collection, provided much useful information and kind guidance throughout. Shruti Patel, Karen Lawson, Daniel Partridge and Eva Zielinska Millar of the Royal

  Collection Photographic Services assisted with illustrations. In the office of The Duke of Edinburgh, Brigadier Sir Miles Hunt Davis, the Duke’s Private Secretary, and Dame Anne Griffiths

  were most helpful. At Clarence House I was greatly helped by Sir Stephen Lamport, Private Secretary to the Prince of Wales, and his successor Sir Michael Peat, as well as by David Hutson, Virginia

  Carington and Paddy Harverson.




  I thank Penny Russell Smith, Press Secretary to the Queen when I began this book, for her help. In the later stages, her successor, Samantha Cohen, was impeccably wise and kind; I am very

  grateful to her. In her office several others, in particular Ailsa Anderson, were of great assistance. I am also grateful to others at Buckingham Palace, including Helen Cross, Doug King and Mrs

  Margaret Mattocks and her fine team on the Buckingham Palace switchboard.




  Other members or former members of the Royal Household to whom I owe my thanks include the late Sir Richard Bayliss, Dr Ian Campbell, Lord Fellowes, the late Sir Edward Ford, Sister Gillian

  Frampton, Dr Jonathan Holliday, the late Lieutenant Colonel Sir John Johnston, the late Sir Oliver and Lady Millar, Peter Ord, Canon John Ovenden, Sir Richard Thompson and Mr Roger Vickers.




  Among the members of The Queen Mother’s Household to whom I am greatly indebted are Sir Alastair Aird, her last Private Secretary, and Lady Aird, who were unfailingly helpful; I was also

  given much assistance by the Hon. Nicholas Assheton, Dame Frances Campbell-Preston, the late Lady Margaret Colville, Fiona Fletcher, Mrs Michael Gordon-Lennox, Lady Nicholas Gordon-Lennox, the late

  Sir John and Lady Griffin, Elizabeth, Lady Grimthorpe, Martin and Catriona Leslie, Jamie Lowther-Pinkerton, Jeremy Mainwaring Burton, Lucy Murphy and Major Raymond Seymour. Sir Michael and Lady

  Angela Oswald gave me enormous assistance, especially in regard to Queen Elizabeth’s passion for steeplechasing. Ashe Windham, former equerry and friend of Queen Elizabeth, was my delightful

  guide to the Castle of Mey and much more. Lady Penn, former lady in waiting to Queen Elizabeth, has given me consistent and excellent advice.




  Many former members of Queen Elizabeth’s staff helped me with obvious delight in the subject; they include Leslie Chappell, Sadie Ewen, Nancy McCarthy, Danny and Sandy McCarthy, Jacqui

  Meakin, Michael Sealey, the late Clifford Skeet, the late William Tallon, June Webster, Ron Wellbelove and the late Charlie Wright.




  A multitude of other people, some of them friends of Queen Elizabeth, assisted me. They included the Countess of Airlie, Christiane Besse, Lord and Lady Brabourne, John Bridcut, Donald Cameron,

  George Carey, Lord and the late Lady Carrington, Sir Edward Cazalet and Mrs Peter Cazalet, Rev. Professor Dr Owen Chadwick, Lady Charteris, Rosemary Coleman, Sir Timothy Colman, Dr Anita Davies,

  Deborah, Duchess of Devonshire, Annabel Eliot, Alwyne Farqharson, Julian Fellowes, Andrew Festing, the late Lord Nicholas Gordon-Lennox, the Earl and Countess of Gowrie, the Duke and Duchess of

  Grafton, Dame Drue Heinz, Heather Henderson, Nigel Jacques, Lady Sarah Keswick, Sarah Key, Patricia, Countess Mountbatten of Burma, Mrs Timmy Munro, James Murray, Lady Rupert Nevill, Patty Palmer

  Tomkinson, Brigadier Andrew Parker Bowles, Major Johnny Perkins, Johnny Robertson, Leo Rothschild, Clare and Oliver Russell, Lord and Lady Sainsbury, the late Bruce Shand, Christine Shearer, Anne

  Sloman, Lizzie Spender, Betty Berkeley Stafford, Margaret, Dowager Viscountess Thurso, the Duchess of Westminster, Galen and Hilary Weston, Lynne Wilson and the late Lord Wyatt and Lady Wyatt.




  I benefited from valuable insights into Queen Elizabeth’s private visits to France and Italy provided by the Marquise de Ravenel, daughter of Prince Jean-Louis de Faucigny-Lucinge, the

  orchestrator of many of the tours, Bertrand du Vignaud de Villefort, the Prince’s successor as tour organizer, Laure, Princesse de Beauvau-Craon, Queen Elizabeth’s hostess in Lorraine,

  and Madame Servagnat, survivor of Ravensbrück, whom she met during her visit to Epernay in 1983. I thank them all for their kind help. In Australia, Sir James Scholtens reminisced with great

  charm about Queen Elizabeth’s tours there in which he was involved.




  In Canada, where my research was conducted by Sheila de Bellaigue, I thank: at Rideau Hall, Ottawa, Rosemary Doyle-Morier for valuable contacts and information, and Patricia McRae for arranging

  access to Governor Generals’ papers; also in Ottawa, Martin and Louise Tetreault and Roger and Huguette Potvin; in Montreal, Robin Quinlan, for kind hospitality and introductions to Mrs Tom

  Price, Colonel Bruce Bolton, Colonel Victor Chartier, Tom Bourne and Elspeth Straker, all of whom provided useful information about Queen Elizabeth’s links with The Black Watch (Royal

  Highland Regiment) of Canada, and Mrs Alan Gordon, in whose house Queen Elizabeth stayed in 1987; in Toronto, Walter Borosa, former Chief of Protocol for Ontario, who was involved with many of her

  visits, Colonel Hugh Stewart, former Colonel of The Toronto Scottish (The Queen Mother’s Own) Regiment, and David Willmot, who supplied tales of Queen Elizabeth’s visits to the Woodbine

  races; also Harris Boyd, Federal Co-ordinator of Queen Elizabeth’s later tours, and Jean-Paul Roy, his deputy, both of whom provided further enlightenment about her visits and her

  occasionally wilful, but highly popular, deviations from the official programme; and Beverly McLaughlin, Chief Justice of Canada, who drew my attention to Queen Elizabeth’s speech on laying

  the foundation stone of the Supreme Court building in Ottawa in 1939.




  Others to whom I owe warm thanks for advice, information or help in many different ways are Dr Joanna Marschner of Historic Royal Palaces and Joanna Hashagen of the Bowes Museum, for information

  on Queen Elizabeth’s clothes; Lucia van der Post, for an assessment of Queen Elizabeth’s style of dress; Wendy Moore, for information on Mary Eleanor Bowes; Donald Gillies, for

  information on Archie Clark Kerr; Clare Elmquist, for information on Lydie Lachaise; Dr Christina de Bellaigue, for information on private education for girls; Gladys Noble, for information on Lord

  Roberts Memorial Workshops; Ian Shapiro, for kindly showing me a letter from King George VI in his collection; Bob Steward, for research on Catherine Maclean; Charles Sumner, for information

  regarding his aunt, Beryl Poignand.




  All writers owe debts to other writers. As well as those already mentioned, many eminent historians assisted me with great kindness; they include my old friend Kenneth Rose, author of, inter

  alia, an authoritative biography of King George V, and Philip Ziegler, a particular source of wisdom on the role of the official biographer. I am grateful also for the most generous advice of

  Sir Martin Gilbert, official biographer of Winston Churchill, and I thank D. R. Thorpe, official biographer of Lord Home. Sir Eric Anderson and his wife Poppy gave me wonderful support. Vernon

  Bogdanor, Professor of Government at Oxford University and author, among other distinguished works, of The British Constitution, was a peerless guide to me throughout the writing of this

  book.




  Much has already been written about Queen Elizabeth. The first biography of the then Duchess of York was written by Lady Cynthia Asquith with the Duchess’s assistance, and was published in

  1927. In the 1960s Dorothy Laird was given official assistance to prepare what was called the ‘first authorised biographical study of Her Majesty’. Queen Elizabeth was such a compelling

  subject that these books were followed by many more, including The Queen Mother (1981), by Elizabeth Longford, a great historian whom I was fortunate to know from my childhood, My Darling

  Buffy (1997) in which Grania Forbes explored Elizabeth Bowes Lyon’s youth and, especially, Queen Elizabeth, by Hugo Vickers (2005). In her George VI (1989) Sarah Bradford

  naturally wrote at length about Queen Elizabeth too. All of these books contain valuable original material which I have used and credited and I am grateful to the authors for their help.




  I had an exceptional group of people helping me with my research – Patricia Lennox-Boyd, Douglas Murray and Rachel Smith delved in various archives and libraries and on the internet; Julia

  Melvin and Gill Middleburgh chronicled particular areas of Queen Elizabeth’s life from the records in the Royal Archives and elsewhere, and helped in many other ways; Lucy Murphy, after

  serving for thirty-five years in Queen Elizabeth’s office, brought her invaluable knowledge to my aid. The person who helped me most throughout these six years was Sheila de Bellaigue, former

  Registrar of the Royal Archives. I am deeply indebted to her for her diligent research, her wit, her meticulous attention to detail and her scholarly advice. I could never have written this book

  without her.




  My literary agents – Carol Heaton in London and Lynn Nesbit in New York – have both been, as usual, immensely supportive; and my publishers, Macmillan in London and Knopf in New

  York, have been most forbearing and helpful. In particular Georgina Morley, and her colleagues at Macmillan, guided me and the book to publication with skill and fortitude. In New York, Sonny Mehta

  displayed his usual élan, kindness and judgement. In London I was given excellent advice by Charles Elliott and towards the end I was wonderfully assisted by Peter James, the doyen of

  copyeditors. I count myself very fortunate to have persuaded the legendary Douglas Matthews to compile the index.




  My family has had to live with my work on this book for a long time and I thank especially my wife Olga for her understanding, and Conrad, Ellie, Alex and Charlie for their tolerance. My sister

  Joanna and my brother Hume have also helped me kindly. And I thank my late parents, Hartley and Joan, for years of encouragement. One of my earliest memories, from February 1952, is of my mother

  weeping in our garden; when I asked her why, she replied, ‘The King has died.’




  *




  The nature of official biography inevitably changes over time. In his inaugural lecture as Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother Professor of British History at the University of

  London, David Cannadine remarked that until the end of the 1950s, royal biographers ‘were specifically instructed to write nothing that was embarrassing to the institution of monarchy, or

  critical of the particular individual who was being thus commemorated and memorialised’. By Harold Nicolson’s account, such strictures were indeed placed upon him when he began work on

  King George V’s biography. John Wheeler-Bennett, official biographer of Queen Elizabeth’s husband, King George VI, thought that royal biography was almost a sacred enterprise which,

  like matrimony, ought ‘not to be entered into inadvisedly, or lightly; but reverently, discreetly, advisedly, soberly and in the fear of God’.




  No such instructions were issued and no such fears were instilled in me; on the contrary, I was encouraged to write what I wished. When I showed members of Queen Elizabeth’s family,

  Household and staff sections of the manuscript, they offered many helpful suggestions to ensure accuracy and completeness, but the decision on what to publish remained mine alone. I have been

  guided by the advice of Hamlet – ‘Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion be your tutor.’




  Any biography, even one as long as this, is selective; the writer has to choose which aspects of the subject to concentrate upon. I have quoted at length from Queen Elizabeth’s private

  letters because few of them have been seen before and because I found them remarkable – from childhood to old age she wrote with a rare clarity and verve. Her letters illuminate sides of her

  character which were not always clear to people beyond her immediate family. Not all her letters, written or received, survive; sadly I was able to find few between her and her mother, Lady

  Strathmore. As happens in any family, other letters have been lost or thrown away over the years. Nevertheless, I have sought wherever possible to use the primary sources uniquely available to me

  when narrating the trajectory of Queen Elizabeth’s life.




  The English philosopher Roger Scruton has, in a happy phrase, described the British monarchy as ‘the light above politics’. It is the light that Queen Elizabeth cast over the life of

  the nation that I have tried to describe.




  

    WILLIAM SHAWCROSS




    July 2009


  












  






  PROLOGUE




  WEDNESDAY 19 JULY 2000 was the day chosen for the pageant celebrating the hundredth birthday of Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother.

  In London, the day did not begin well. There were bomb scares, the controlled explosion of a suspicious bag, and many trains were cancelled. Senior police officers considered whether the whole

  event should be abandoned. It was not.




  The celebration, on Horse Guards Parade in Whitehall, had been designed as a joyful tribute to Queen Elizabeth and the hundreds of organizations with which she was connected. In warm afternoon

  sunshine, as the National Anthem was performed by massed military bands, the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra and a choir of a thousand singers, Queen Elizabeth, dressed in pink, arrived with her

  grandson the Prince of Wales in a landau escorted by the Household Cavalry.




  After she had inspected the troops, she and the Prince sat on a flower-bedecked dais (though she stood much of the time) to watch the parade together. It began with a march-past of the regiments

  of which she was colonel-in-chief, followed by the King’s Troop of the Royal Horse Artillery and the Mounted Bands of the Household Cavalry. One hundred homing doves were released as a young

  boy sang ‘Oh for the Wings of a Dove’.




  Then came a cavalcade of the century, a light-hearted look at the hundred years she had lived through; more of a circus than a parade, it included 450 children and adults, with a variety of

  stars. Among the scenes and players who passed in front of her were soldiers of the First World War, ballroom dancers from the 1920s, a Second World War fire engine and ambulance, Pearly Kings and

  Queens from the East End of London, and people in 1940s dress celebrating victory in 1945. Then came a series of post-war cars – Enid Blyton’s Noddy in his yellow car, the first Mini Minor, James Bond’s Aston Martin, an E-type Jaguar. More recent – and perhaps more surprising – twentieth-century memories were recalled by

  Hell’s Angels on their bikes, punk-rock youths in black and the television characters, the Wombles.




  After this eclectic depiction of the previous ten decades, representatives of 170 of the more than 300 civil organizations, charities and other groups with which Queen Elizabeth was associated

  marched past her. This part of the parade began with Queen Elizabeth’s page leading two of her corgis, the breed of dog which had for so long shared her life. There were more animals: camels

  (ridden by members of the Worshipful Company of Grocers, whose emblem is a camel), horses, an Aberdeen Angus bull, North Country Cheviot sheep, chickens, racehorses. The groups waving gaily as they

  passed included the Girls’ Brigade, Queen Elizabeth’s Overseas Nursing Services Association, the Cookery and Food Association (a hundred chefs all in their whites), the Mothers’

  Union, the Poultry Club of Great Britain, the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, the National Trust, the Royal College of Midwives, St John Ambulance Brigade, the Royal School of Needlework, the

  Colditz Association, the Battle of Britain Fighter Association, the Bomber Command Association and, bringing up the rear, twenty-two holders of the Victoria and George Crosses, Britain’s

  highest awards for heroism, followed by the venerable Chelsea Pensioners marching stiffly but proudly in their bright red uniforms. Everyone in the stands stood up as these brave men and women

  passed.




  RAF planes from the Second World War – a Spitfire, a Hurricane, a Lancaster bomber, a Bristol Blenheim – flew overhead, followed by the Red Arrows trailing red, white and blue vapour

  trails. And all the while the bands and the orchestra played on and the choirs sang. Hubert Parry’s glorious anthem ‘I Was Glad’, which had been sung at King George VI and Queen

  Elizabeth’s Coronation in 1937, was followed by First World War music-hall favourites such as ‘Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag’, ‘Keep the Home Fires

  Burning’ and (nicely vulgar) ‘My Old Man Said Follow the Van’. Three hundred children from the Chicken Shed Company danced. Altogether some 2,000 military personnel and more than

  5,000 civilians celebrated on Horse Guards Parade.




  The whole event lasted an hour and a half, and at the end the Queen Mother made a short speech of thanks saying it had been a wonderful afternoon and ‘a

  great joy to me’. The crowd cheered, the National Anthem was sung again, and Queen Elizabeth got into her car to make a lap of honour past thousands of happy, cheering people before driving

  off to St James’s Palace, where she climbed the stairs to the State Rooms and spent the next hour and a half at a reception, sitting down only to talk to the singer Dame Vera Lynn.




  Two weeks later, on the morning of her actual hundredth birthday, 4 August, a large crowd gathered outside her London home, Clarence House. The gates were opened and Queen Elizabeth came out to

  take the salute when the King’s Troop, the Royal Horse Artillery, marched past. In front of the crowd the royal postman, Tony Nicholls, delivered her the traditional message sent by the Queen

  to all her subjects who reach their hundredth birthday. The Queen Mother started to open it and then passed it to her equerry. ‘Come on, use your sword,’ she said. Captain William de

  Rouet unsheathed his ceremonial blade and slit the envelope open. The message was written in the Queen’s own hand and read, ‘On your 100th birthday all the family join with me in

  sending you our loving best wishes for this special day. Lilibet’.1




  Then, with the Prince of Wales, Queen Elizabeth climbed into a landau decked with flowers in her racing colours of blue and gold, and was driven to Buckingham Palace past the large crowds lining

  the Mall. The Prince was deeply moved by the rapturous reception for his beloved grandmother. It was, he thought, ‘the British at their best – and you always manage to bring the best

  out in people!’2 At the Palace, Queen Elizabeth appeared alone on the balcony. She waved to the crowds as she had first waved after

  her marriage in 1923 and, most famously, on Victory in Europe (VE) Day in May 1945. As the Band of the Coldstream Guards played Happy Birthday and the crowd roared its approval, she was joined by

  twenty-seven of her children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, nephews, nieces and many of their spouses.




  In her long life the world had undergone technological change with unprecedented speed, and political transformations of exceptional violence. It had moved from the age of travel by horse to

  that of travel through space. The First World War and the Russian Revolution had toppled the emperors of Austria, Germany and Russia. Many other European kings and queens had subsequently departed

  their thrones. The United Kingdom had suffered the trauma of the Great War and then faced almost continuous challenge from economic and political turmoil, from war

  and the threat of war – through a world slump, the abdication of King Edward VIII, the Second World War, the Cold War. Queen Elizabeth had come to terms with massive changes – loss of

  empire, the growth of a modern multi-racial Commonwealth of newly independent states in Asia and Africa, and a social revolution in Britain itself which had begun with the first majority Labour

  government elected in 1945.




  The British monarchy was not isolated from the political and social changes. Indeed the abdication in 1936 was a self-inflicted wound from which it might not have recovered. It had adapted

  itself, and it had survived; more than that, it had retained the consent of the people essential to constitutional monarchy. This adaptation was largely due to the efforts of successive sovereigns

  and their advisers. But a key question, explored in this book, is the extent to which the consent necessary for its survival was generated by the woman who was for almost eighty years at its heart

  – as Duchess of York, Queen and Queen Mother.




  In any biography of a public person there is a danger of overemphasizing the role of the individual in shaping events. This is particularly true when the individual has, like Queen Elizabeth,

  great prestige but no real power. Nevertheless, it remains legitimate to ask how Queen Elizabeth responded to the great personal and public crises of her life and what wider effect this had.




  How did she do it? What combination of qualities had enabled this young Scottish aristocrat to come into the Royal Family and play such a central role in the life of the nation for almost eighty

  years? What part did she play in her unique family, as a young married woman, as a mother, as grandmother and great-grandmother? And on the national stage, how did she earn and, more remarkably,

  how did she retain her popularity through all of the turbulent twentieth century? What were the drawbacks to her very particular style? What did she really contribute to the monarchy and to the

  nation in times of crisis and social revolution? Would the British monarchy have evolved in a very different way without her influence? And would that have helped or hindered the institution and

  the country? All these questions can perhaps be examined in the context of a few words from Walter Bagehot, the mid-nineteenth-century writer who is often seen as the greatest interpreter of modern

  monarchy: ‘The nation is divided into parties, but the crown is of no party. Its apparent separation from business is that which removes it both from enmities

  and from desecration, which preserves its mystery, which enables it to combine the affection of conflicting parties – to be a visible symbol of unity.’








  


  




  CHAPTER ONE




  AN EDWARDIAN CHILDHOOD




  1900–1914




  ‘The sun always seems to be shining’




  ELIZABETH ANGELA Marguerite Bowes Lyon, the ninth child and the fourth daughter of Lord and Lady Glamis, was born at the end of

  the Victorian era, on 4 August 1900. Her family was of distinguished and colourful lineage in both England and Scotland.




  Lord Glamis was the son and heir of the thirteenth Earl of Strathmore and Kinghorne. The Strathmores trace their ancestry back to the fourteenth century. John Lyon of Forteviot, the Chamberlain

  of Scotland from 1377 to 1382, married the daughter of King Robert II in 1376 and was knighted the following year. He was granted the thaneage of Glamis, a Crown possession in the Vale of

  Strathmore in eastern Scotland, some twelve miles north of Dundee, and this remained thereafter the principal seat of the family, although the transformation of a hunting lodge on the land into a

  castle did not begin until the early fifteenth century. Sir John Lyon’s grandson Patrick was created the first Lord of Glamis.




  In 1537 Janet, Lady Glamis, a Douglas by birth, wife of the sixth Lord Glamis, was burned at the stake in Edinburgh on charges trumped up by James V of Scotland. Then, having disposed of Lady

  Glamis and imprisoned her two sons, the King seized the lands and Castle of Glamis. He occupied the Castle and held court there, on and off, between 1537 and 1542.




  Their estates for the most part restored after James V’s death, the family continued to play a prominent role in Scottish royal history. The ninth Lord Glamis was created earl of Kinghorne

  by James VI of Scotland (James I of England) in 1606 and in 1677 Patrick, third Earl of Kinghorne, took the additional title of Strathmore. He became known as Earl of Strathmore and Kinghorne, the

  titles held by his successors ever since. Earl Patrick’s Book of Record, a diary written between 1684 and 1689, is a treasured item in the family

  archives at the Castle. In it he wrote that he was four years old when his father died and ‘the debt which my father left behind him was, by inventories whereof some are yet extant, no less

  than four hundred thousand pounds.’1 That this young man not only paid off such enormous sums but was also able to carry out extensive

  building works and improvements to the Castle says much for his qualities of character.




  In 1767 John, the ninth Earl of Strathmore, married Mary Eleanor Bowes. She came from a well-established north of England family which owned the estates of Gibside and Streatlam Castle in County

  Durham.*1 As she was the only child and heiress of her parents, the family name was perpetuated through her marriage: the ninth Earl and his

  Countess by Act of Parliament took the surname of Bowes, to be used ‘next, before, and in addition to, their titles of honour’.2

  Under the eleventh Earl it became Lyon Bowes, and finally, with the accession of the thirteenth Earl in 1865, Bowes Lyon.*2




  The Bowes family had acquired both power and wealth since Sir Adam Bowes, a fourteenth-century lawyer, was granted land at Streatlam, near Barnard Castle. And in 1691 Sir William Bowes married

  Elizabeth Blakiston, heiress of Gibside, thereby adding a large estate rich in coal to the Bowes possessions.




  Mary Eleanor’s father, George Bowes, third son of Sir William, was both a considerable landowner and one of the first to make a fortune from coal. He was said by his daughter in her

  Confessions*3 to have been ‘a great rake in his youth’, but he was astute too, and ‘a great sportsman with a real

  appreciation of beauty in art, architecture and nature’.3 The landscaped gardens at Gibside, created between 1729 and 1760, are

  testament to his energy and vision.




  Mary Eleanor was born in 1749 to George and his second wife, Mary Gilbert, whose father Edward owned St Paul’s Walden Bury in Hertfordshire. She inherited

  her father’s charm, and he imbued her with his own enthusiasm for all kinds of knowledge.4 Her marriage to John Lyon, celebrated on her

  eighteenth birthday in 1767, produced five children, but it was unhappy. The ninth Earl of Strathmore was known as ‘the beautiful Lord Strathmore’; he was not uncultivated,*4 but his wife’s biographer, Jesse Foot, characterized him as a bluff, hearty man and ‘a good bottle companion’, who was ‘not

  exactly calculated to make even a good learned woman a pleasing husband’.5 He believed that Mary Eleanor’s intellect needed to be

  restrained. She had a serious interest in botany, and in 1769 she published a poetical drama called The Siege of Jerusalem. Her husband thought such pursuits frivolous.6




  The Earl developed tuberculosis and he died at sea in March 1776 while on a voyage to Lisbon where he had hoped to recover his health. On board ship he wrote a kind last letter to his wife

  suggesting that she should protect her fortune by placing it in trust. He included another word of advice which perhaps illustrates the differences between the couple. ‘I will say nothing of

  your extreme rage for literary fame. I think your own understanding, when matured, will convince you of the futility of the pursuit.’7




  After his death, Mary Eleanor was left ‘one of the richest widows in Britain’.8 However, her personal life was tumultuous and

  in autumn 1776 she fell in love with Andrew Robinson Stoney, who became known as Stoney Bowes. One of the chroniclers of the Bowes Lyon family was frank in his description of Stoney Bowes:

  ‘This man was surely the lowest cad in history . . . He was the type of seedy, gentlemanly bounder, calling himself “Captain”, which has flourished in every era of society . . .

  [He] was cunning, ruthless, sadistic with rat-like cleverness and a specious Irish charm. He was a fortune hunter of the worst type.’9 He had driven his first wife to death; but he charmed and seduced Mary Eleanor and they married in January 1777.




  Shortly afterwards Stoney Bowes discovered to his fury that his bride had taken her first husband’s advice and secured her fortune in trust. Four months after their marriage he managed to

  force Mary to sign a document revoking her prenuptial deed and he dissipated her wealth as swiftly as he could. When Mary Eleanor’s mother died in 1781 she left her daughter St Paul’s

  Walden Bury, which Stoney Bowes began to use as a safe house from his creditors in the north. Eventually Mary Eleanor managed to escape from him and file for divorce on grounds of his adultery and

  cruelty. In May 1786 this was granted, with Bowes being ordered to pay Mary £300 a year in alimony. However, he appealed, and began ‘a ferocious war of propaganda’.10




  He then had her abducted by force and taken north to Streatlam Castle, where he incarcerated her and tried to compel her at gunpoint both to sign documents suspending the divorce and to cohabit

  with him again, which would have invalidated her case.11 She refused and he then dragged her around the north of England in appalling

  winter conditions while her solicitor searched for her in vain and had warrants issued for Stoney Bowes’s arrest. Eventually, after wild chases which excited wide public interest, she was

  rescued. Bowes and his accomplices were sentenced to three years in prison and fined £300. He continued a campaign of lawsuits and public vilification of his ex-wife until she died in 1800.

  Stoney Bowes himself died in 1810.12




  Mary Eleanor’s son John had become the tenth Earl of Strathmore on his father’s death in 1776. Unlucky in love, he threw himself into the restoration and improvement of the estates

  at Streatlam and Gibside, and then fell for Mary Millner, the daughter of George and Ann Millner of Stainton, a village close to Streatlam Castle. She bore his son, John Bowes, on 19 June 1811, and

  he married her in July 1820, the day before he died.




  The earldom of Strathmore and Kinghorne devolved on Mary Eleanor’s second surviving son, Thomas, who won the titles and estates after a lawsuit against his nephew John. He became the

  eleventh earl. But John Bowes inherited Gibside and Streatlam and, an accomplished man, he founded a great business empire. John Bowes and Partners operated twelve collieries and his income from

  coal alone was said to be immense. As MP for South Durham for fifteen years, he was a supporter of electoral reform, the anti-slavery movement and religious

  toleration. He bred four Derby winners at his Streatlam stud. In 1847 he went to live in Paris, where he met his first wife Joséphine Benoîte Coffin-Chevallier. Together they collected

  works of art and then built the Bowes Museum in the town of Barnard Castle, an imposing edifice in elaborate French Renaissance style, which is filled with fine paintings, tapestries, furniture and

  porcelain and thrives today, a striking monument to its founders.13*5




  By contrast, the eleventh Earl, although fortunate in his lawsuit against John Bowes, lacked financial acumen and died in the debtors’ sanctuary at Holyroodhouse in 1846. His son Thomas,

  Lord Glamis, had already died at Honfleur in 1834; he too was in debt and his wife, Lady Glamis, née Charlotte Grinstead, was left with very little money to bring up four young

  children.*6 Her son Thomas became the twelfth earl on the death of his grandfather. He too lived beyond his means and died, a ruined man, in

  1865. However, he achieved the distinction of riding twice in the Grand National. Later, his great-niece Queen Elizabeth adopted his racing colours of buff and blue stripes, blue sleeves and a

  black cap.




  Thomas was succeeded by his brother Claude, the thirteenth Earl, who finally brought the spendthrift era to an end. Life at Glamis under Earl Claude reflected all that was best in Victorian

  society, and his diaries*7 show that it was neither stiff nor dull.14 In his book,

  The Days before Yesterday, published in 1920, Lord Frederick Hamilton looks back fondly on his stays with the thirteenth Earl of Strathmore and his family: ‘I like best, though, to

  think of the Glamis of my young days . . . when the whole place was vibrant with joyous young life, and the stately, grey-bearded owner of the historic castle, and of many broad acres in Strathmore besides, found his greatest pleasure in seeing how happy his children and his guests could be under his roof.’15




  No more charming family could be imagined, according to Lord Frederick. Lord Strathmore’s seven sons and three daughters were all ‘born musicians’, and they were always

  singing: ‘on the way to a cricket-match; on the road home from shooting; in the middle of dinner, even, this irrepressible family could not help bursting into harmony.’ They sang

  madrigals and part-songs after dinner, and at services in the family’s private chapel. They were equally good at acting and had a permanent stage at Glamis where they performed highlights

  from the latest Gilbert and Sullivan operas. All the sons were excellent shots and good at games; one brother was lawn tennis champion of Scotland, and another won the doubles championship of

  England.16




  The thirteenth Earl’s life was a continual struggle to repair the damage done to the family by the reckless extravagance of his grandfather, father and brother. In 1853 he married Frances

  Dora Smith who shared his deep Christian faith. The first of their eleven children, Elizabeth Bowes Lyon’s father Claude George, was born in 1855. He held the courtesy title of Lord Glamis,

  before succeeding as the fourteenth earl in 1904. Educated at Eton, he served in the Life Guards from 1876 to 1881, the year he married Cecilia Cavendish-Bentinck.




  Cecilia too came from a well-connected and devout family. She was the great-granddaughter of the third Duke of Portland, who was twice prime minister in George III’s reign. Had she been a

  boy, she would have succeeded her uncle, the fifth Duke. Cecilia’s father, Charles Cavendish-Bentinck, was a clergyman who died in 1865 aged only forty-seven, when Cecilia was just three. Her

  mother Caroline*8 married again in 1870, becoming Mrs Harry Scott of Ancrum; she was widowed again in 1889. In later years she spent a good

  deal of her time in Italy, first at the Villa Capponi in Florence,*9 and then in San Remo and Bordighera, on the Italian Riviera west of

  Genoa.




  Cecilia and Claude met in the 1870s. Some of the letters written during their courtship survive; they often corresponded more than once a day between Whitehall,

  where Claude was stationed with the Life Guards, and Forbes House, Ham, just west of London, where Cecilia lived with her mother. ‘Darling Claudie,’ Cecilia wrote from Ham not long

  before their marriage, ‘I wish you weren’t on guard – & could come out for a ride with me – do you remember our last ride? in the pelting rain? . . . I think I will

  write to you again by the 3 o.c. post – I’m longing for a letter from you dear Claudie – it is the next thing to seeing you.’ ‘My darling Cecilia,’ he responded

  the same afternoon, ‘I have just received your sweet letter . . . You ask me if I remember our last ride together? Of course I do, how awfully wet we got, but the ride before that I remember

  much better. I shall never forget that little corner, after passing the park-keeper’s hut (where I once left my cover-coat) . . . Hoping to get yr letter all right tomorrow morning and

  longing to see your sweet face again, I am, my darling Cecilia, Ever your most loving Claudie.’17




  Their wedding took place at Petersham Church on 16 July 1881. Cecilia was given away by her cousin, the sixth Duke of Portland. After ‘cake and lunch’, as Lord Strathmore described

  it in his diary, Claude and Cecilia caught the 5.05 train to Hitchin en route to St Paul’s Walden Bury, the Hertfordshire house left to the groom by his paternal grandmother,

  Charlotte.18 Claude resigned his commission and they started their lives together as Lord and Lady Glamis.




  Their first child, Violet Hyacinth, was born in April 1882 at St Paul’s Walden Bury, and the second, Mary Frances (May), born in August 1883, was followed by a line of sons – Patrick

  (September 1884), John ( Jock) (April 1886), Alexander (Alec) (April 1887), Fergus (April 1889). Next came another girl, Rose, born in May 1890, and then Michael (October 1893).




  The family’s financial situation continued to improve as the new generation grew. John Bowes died in 1885 and, as he was childless, his houses returned to the main branch of the family.

  But in 1893 the family was struck by tragedy when Violet, Claude and Cecilia’s eldest child, contracted diphtheria. She died of heart failure on 17 October,

  just two weeks after the birth of her brother Michael. She was only eleven, and was always said in the family to have been a beautiful child – there is a portrait of her at Glamis which would

  seem to bear this out. Lady Glamis bore her daughter’s loss with as much courage as she could muster.




  After Michael’s birth in 1893 there was an interlude in the nursery at St Paul’s Walden Bury until Elizabeth was born seven years later in August 1900. Her mother was thirty-eight.

  There is a small mystery surrounding the actual place of her birth.




  The birth certificate filed at the register office in Hitchin by her father, Lord Glamis, states that she was born at St Paul’s Walden Bury. The 1901 census return for the house, which

  Lord Glamis as head of the household was responsible for completing, also states that Elizabeth (by then eight months old) was born there.19 Her first biography, published in 1927, for which she gave the author Lady Cynthia Asquith some assistance, says the same. There is a plaque in the parish church of All Saints

  at St Paul’s Walden, unveiled by Queen Elizabeth herself in 1937, which commemorates her birth in the parish and baptism at the church.




  She therefore caused some surprise when, close to her eightieth birthday, she said that she had been born in London.*10 In fact various

  records in her archives show that this was nothing new. The passport issued to her in 1921, despite the evidence of her birth certificate, showed her place of birth as London.20 In the early 1950s the press office at Buckingham Palace repeatedly confirmed that the Queen had been born in London.21 In 1978 the President of the British Astrological and Psychic Society wrote to Queen Elizabeth in a quandary because he had just read that she had been born in Hertfordshire,

  whereas the astrological chart he had lately presented to her was calculated on Edinburgh as her place of birth. Which was correct? She wrote at the top of his letter: ‘I was born in London

  & christened in Hertfordshire.’22 Unfortunately no comment by her seems to have survived as to why St Paul’s Walden was

  officially recorded as her birthplace, or why she willingly unveiled a plaque containing wrong information.




  The birth of a ninth child is unlikely to attract as much attention as the first, and Elizabeth Bowes Lyon’s birth was no exception. Her

  grandfather’s diary does not even mention it, although he does record her father’s delayed arrival at Glamis on 22 August, causing him to miss the start of the grouse season by ten

  days.23 Nor has any correspondence about it come to light among the Strathmore papers. If the birth took place in London it was perhaps at

  the flat in Belgrave Mansions, Grosvenor Gardens, which Elizabeth’s paternal grandparents rented, and where Lord and Lady Glamis lived when they were in London.*11 Or it could have been at Mrs Scott’s home, Forbes House, where the couple’s third daughter, Rose, was born in 1890.




  In her account of Queen Elizabeth’s early years, My Darling Buffy (1997), the writer Grania Forbes investigated the problem with diligence. She speculated that Elizabeth could have

  been born in a London hospital and then driven straight to Hertfordshire, or even that she was born en route between London and St Paul’s Walden. Either is no doubt possible, but the hospital

  hypothesis is unconvincing, because women of Lady Glamis’s station normally had their babies at home and also because it is likely that some record of a hospital birth would subsequently have

  emerged. Another possibility advanced by Forbes was that Elizabeth’s father, an absent-minded man, actually made a mistake when he registered his daughter’s birth, more than six weeks

  after the event.24




  In his 2005 biography Hugo Vickers points out that Dorothy Laird – who received authorization and help from the Queen Mother for her 1966 biography – does not mention a place of

  birth.25 Vickers suggests that she might have wished to draw a veil over the whole subject.26 Perhaps she preferred not to discuss the matter both because she was uncertain of the truth and because she thought it of purely private interest. At least in her youth,

  details of births would have been considered too delicate an issue to be discussed even within the family.




  The belief persists in some quarters, nevertheless, that her birth did indeed take place in Hertfordshire. Canon Dendle French, chaplain of Glamis Castle and formerly vicar at St Paul’s

  Walden, has done what he can to resolve the mystery.




  Canon French traced Miss Margaret Valentine, daughter of the Rev. Henry Tristan Valentine, the vicar of St Paul’s Walden who baptized the baby Elizabeth in

  September 1900. Miss Valentine was ‘a very sprightly 91 year old, very lucid, and said she remembered very clearly August 4th 1900. “I was practising the piano at the Vicarage, and a

  maid came over from the Bury to say that Lady Glamis had given birth to a baby girl.” I asked her if this had been at the Bury and she said that it was. She did not seem to have any doubt

  about this at all.’ Moreover, among the letters Canon French received was one from a man who said that his father-in-law, Dr Bernard Thomas, a GP in Welwyn, always insisted that he was

  present at the birth. He was the family doctor, but it seems unlikely that a Hertfordshire doctor would be called to attend a birth in London.




  Canon French also discovered that there had been a certain amount of gossip in the village, including the rumour that Lady Glamis had actually been en route from London when the contractions

  began and that the birth took place in or near Welwyn. One story passed down, but acknowledged as only hearsay, was that the baby started to arrive en route from London and that Lady Glamis was

  taken to Dr Thomas’s home, Bridge House, Welwyn, where the infant was delivered. At the same time, one of Canon French’s elderly parishioners told him that her aunt had been in charge

  of the laundry at the Bury and her work made her certain that the birth had taken place there. ‘So there you are!’ concluded the Canon. ‘Conflicting stories – and perhaps we

  shall never know – but I have to say that London is the least likely place, given the evidence, and I still think it was in (or near) the Bury!’27




  *




  WHEREVER HER birth took place, the new century into which Elizabeth Bowes Lyon was born seemed to many to be a dawn of optimism. Europeans could look

  back on at least 200 years of growth and most of them would have assumed that it was progress. European industrialization in the nineteenth century had brought the greatest expansion of wealth the

  world had ever seen. There was no reason to expect this to end.




  As John Roberts pointed out in his magisterial History of the World, the flow of commodities had increased exponentially: oil, gas and electricity had joined coal, wood, wind and water as

  sources of energy. Railways, electric trams, steamships, motor cars, even bicycles, brought remarkable changes to communications – indeed it was the greatest revolution in transport since animals had been tied to carts thousands of years before. Industrialization at the end of the nineteenth century was more than enough to keep pace with

  population growth. Those Europeans who considered such matters had reason to believe that their history since the Middle Ages showed a continual advance towards goals which were so evidently worth

  while that few of them were ever questioned. Since European civilization had spread across the globe, the entire world seemed set fair on a progressive course.




  There were of course pessimists; some of them felt that civilization was drifting away from its moorings in religion and absolute morality, ‘carried along by the tides of materialism and

  barbarity probably to complete disaster’.28 Distribution of the newly created wealth was uneven and most Europeans were still poor.

  More and more of them lived in cities and towns, for the most part in wretched conditions which seemed to many to breed the inevitable conditions for revolution. Socialists stoked the rhetoric

  which sustained the notion of revolution – in Britain socialism was a moral creed rather than a materialistic one. It meant not Marxism but trade unionism and parliamentary methods. Yet in

  1896 the Second International, an organization of socialist parties, had confirmed the supremacy of Marxism and the dogma of the class struggle.




  This was frightening for the middle classes throughout the continent, but Marxist rhetoric tended to ignore the reality that, although the majority was still poor, the capitalist system had

  improved the lives of huge numbers of people in recent decades. It had also, in many places, advanced democracy. The suffrage was spreading inexorably, at least among males, and the discussion of

  women’s rights had grown ever fiercer in the late nineteenth century. Henrik Ibsen had intended his play A Doll’s House to be a plea for the individual, but it was taken as a

  call for the liberation of women. The development of advanced capitalist economies created massive opportunities for employment for women as typists, telephonists, shop assistants and factory

  workers. The accretion of such jobs changed domestic economics and family life for ever.




  Another force was the ever faster march of technological progress. Together with piped water, clean sources of energy for both light and heat began to spread in the new century. These

  developments, and others such as electricity, preserved food, cookers, washing machines with mangles, helped to start the transformation of domestic life, at least

  for the middle classes. Later, the gradual spread of knowledge about contraception began to enable women to think that they could try to control the demands of procreation in ways which had been

  unimaginable to their mothers and to all their ancestors before them.




  As we look back over the horrors of the twentieth century it is easy to say that the pessimists won the argument. In fact neither optimists nor pessimists were wholly right.29 Hindsight can be a disadvantage – sometimes today it is difficult to see how the optimists could have been so certain. But they included men and women

  of great intelligence and wisdom.




  It is also true that, although the end of the nineteenth century really did have an ominously decadent fin de siècle feeling for some people, they were a minority, even among

  artists and intellectuals. Revolutionaries like to see history as a state in which, after long periods of nothing happening, cataclysm occurs. An alternative view is that progress (or any change)

  tends to be slow and is often almost unnoticed. Thus electric light is invented and is indeed revolutionary, but its adoption is gradual, spread over many decades. The changes, intellectual and

  technological, which were so much to affect the life of Elizabeth Bowes Lyon and all others born on the cusp of the century at first did little to disturb the traditional rhythms of her world.




  *




  ON 22 JANUARY 1901, almost six months after Elizabeth’s birth, Queen Victoria died at Osborne, her home in the Isle of

  Wight. It was a momentous event. Her funeral took place amid unprecedented pomp and ceremony and was attended by representatives of over forty nations. There are nineteen stout volumes in the Royal

  Archives containing the outpourings of the British press alone on the passing of the Queen Empress, who had reigned for nearly sixty-four years.




  She was succeeded by her son, King Edward VII. Although it is tempting to see a new reign and a new century as marking a distinct change, these were but artificial breaks in a continuous

  process. The new monarch differed in style but not much in substance from the old; the monarchy itself remained firmly grounded in a society in which aristocratic families like the Strathmores

  could still be confident of the privileges, but also conscious of the responsibilities, which their place in the social order brought them.




  King Edward VII’s reign was to be short, less than ten years. He was seen much more in public than his revered mother and he mixed more freely with his

  subjects. Enthusiastic for lavish spending and for pageantry, he resumed the tradition, only occasionally followed by Queen Victoria in her widowhood, of attending the state opening of Parliament

  in person.




  King Edward visited the watering places of Europe frequently, sometimes to the detriment of communications with his ministers. He was a genial extrovert who enjoyed meeting people and made them

  feel at ease. By his friendships he did a great deal to help secure the social acceptance of Jews. He sought, also, to achieve good relations with other countries, and his visit to France in 1904

  created the atmosphere which helped to bring about the Entente Cordiale with Britain’s hitherto hereditary enemy. In his personal life, he enjoyed the company of attractive and amusing women

  and acquired the reputation of a philanderer. But he treated his wife Queen Alexandra with affection and respect, and loved his children, three daughters, Princesses Louise, Victoria and Maud, and

  two sons, Prince Albert Victor (‘Eddy’) who died in 1892, and Prince George (later King George V) on whom he lavished affection after his elder brother’s death.




  The Edwardian years have been described as the Indian summer of the country-house way of life.30 Despite the agricultural depression

  which set in after 1875 and which to a great extent broke the old reliance of the landed classes on land as a source of income, the mystique of ownership of a country property lived on. White

  tablecloths were still spread and the silver teapot still set out for tea on spacious lawns. Much had changed, however, and the families who weathered the changes best were those with resources

  beyond their broad acres – property in London, for example, or coalmining interests. Thanks to the arrival of the railways and then the motor car, travel to and between country properties was

  faster than ever before. Industrialization brought wealth and the newly rich wanted the highest status symbol of all – a stake in the land, but for purposes of recreation and display rather

  than income. Field sports, especially shooting, were the great pastime of the aristocracy of the age. According to the official history of Purdey’s, the gun makers, the Edwardian years were

  some of the busiest and most profitable the firm has ever known. ‘Individual cartridge orders of 10,000 per season are commonplace in the books of the time, and the cartridge-loading shop was

  busy far into the night. The orders for guns never slackened and profits boomed.’31




  In the homes of great families, change was slow. Many country houses were still run on Victorian lines, so that family, guests, servants and children each had

  their separate areas. Country Life in 1911 commented approvingly of Crathorne Hall in Yorkshire: ‘The whole of the nursery quarters are isolated, as they should be, and served by a

  separate corridor.’32 That was not the case at St Paul’s Walden Bury, a handsome Queen Anne house of rose-red brick, its walls

  covered with magnolia and honeysuckle, set in the green Hertfordshire countryside. The house was comfortable and slightly shabby; it had none of the imposing, slightly eerie romance of Glamis. It

  was large but not grand; the nursery wing was easily accessible from the rest of the house.33




  Elizabeth’s childhood was not formal or restrictive – indeed it was idyllic, all the more so after the birth in May 1902 of her brother David, the last of Cecilia and Claude’s

  children. He and Elizabeth became so close and there was such a gap between them and their elder siblings that their mother called them her ‘two Benjamins’. Within the family Elizabeth

  was known as Buffy.




  After their mother, the most important presence in the children’s lives was their nanny. Clara Cooper Knight, known as Alah, was the daughter of a tenant farmer on the Strathmores’

  Hertfordshire estate, and was taken on by Lady Strathmore when Elizabeth was only a month old. She later described Elizabeth as ‘an exceptionally happy, easy baby: crawling early, running at

  thirteen months and speaking very young’.34 Kind but firm, devoted and utterly dependable, Alah remained in charge of the nursery

  until Elizabeth was eleven and stayed with the family thereafter. She went to work for Elizabeth’s elder sister May, and then took charge of Princess Elizabeth when she was born in 1926.




  Elizabeth Bowes Lyon spent most of her childhood at St Paul’s Walden Bury. Her brother David told Lady Cynthia Asquith that he and Elizabeth regarded Glamis as ‘a holiday place,

  Streatlam as a visit, and St Paul’s as “Home” ’.35 Cynthia Asquith commented: ‘Its atmosphere of a happy

  English home recalls to one’s memory so many of the familiar delights of childhood – charades, schoolroom-tea, home made toffee, Christmas Eve, hide-and-seek. Nowhere in this well-worn

  house, one feels, can there ever have been very strict rules as to the shutting of doors, the wiping of boots or the putting away of toys . . . least of all any edict that children must be seen,

  not heard.’36




  The garden outside was both lovely and mysterious, with barns and other outhouses making irresistible places to play. Elizabeth loved being in the stable around

  the smell of horses and leather, bits of which the groom gave her to polish. ‘Absolute bliss,’ she recalled.37 Beyond the

  garden lay woodland, intersected by long grassy avenues lined with beech hedges and connected by lateral rides. Statues stood at the end of vistas and a maze of walks criss-crossed the wood; there

  were ponds, a rock garden and a huge knobbled oak tree. Once within this wood it was hard not to believe that one was in a vast forest.38




  The adult Elizabeth gave Cynthia Asquith a whimsical description of this magical childhood world. ‘At the bottom of the garden, where the sun always seems to be shining, is THE WOOD

  – the haunt of fairies, with its anemones and ponds, and moss-grown statues, and the BIG OAK . . . where the two ring-doves, Caroline-Curly-Love and Rhoda-Wrigley-Worm, contentedly coo in

  their wicker-work “Ideal Home”.’39




  The two children had a favourite hiding place which they called the Flea House. It was in the attic of the decrepit brewhouse – a ‘blissful retreat’, David said, in which they

  hid from grown-ups and escaped from their morning lessons. ‘In it we kept a regular store of forbidden delicacies acquired by devious devices. This store consisted of apples, oranges, sugar,

  sweets, slabs of Chocolat Menier, matches and packets of Woodbines.’40 Years later Queen Elizabeth recalled the fascination of the

  farm buildings for the two children: ‘I loved wandering round the old Barns and Flea House, & remembering some of the old characters who seemed to live there. Will Wren’s parlour

  and Charles May’s shed were always full of fascinating & exciting objects when we were children, and the Brew House, with its dangerous deep well, and chaff cutting machine, were very

  special and rather frightening!’41




  ‘We did all the usual country-life things together,’ David told his sister’s biographer. ‘We were never separated if we could avoid it.’42 Their interests were not identical: she loved horses, he did not; she loved parties, he did not. When visitors came she would explain, ‘David is rather

  shy.’43 Mrs Thompson, the housekeeper, wrote after Elizabeth had married and become duchess of York:




  

    

      They were the dearest little couple I have ever seen and the Duchess always took the lead. She would come tripping down the stairs and it would be ‘Mrs Thompson, have

      you any of those nice creams left for us?’ and she would herself open the cupboard and help herself to what she liked best . . . I can see her now coming

      outside the window of the housekeeper’s room with her tiny pony Bobs, and making him beg for sugar, and often she would come up by herself and pop her head up suddenly and make us all

      jump, at which she would have a good laugh. She had a very happy childhood, and always good health to enjoy it.44


    


  




  If St Paul’s Walden Bury was a delightful family home, Glamis Castle was a thrilling place to spend holidays. It is one of the most splendid buildings in Scotland. The oldest part of the

  Castle, the south-east wing, dates from the fifteenth century but it was not until the early seventeenth century, when the first and second earls of Kinghorne set about remodelling the Castle, that

  it acquired its impressive height, its turreted profile and some of its finest rooms. The soaring central staircase, with eighty-six wide stone steps winding round to the top of its tower, was

  built at this time. Its hollow newel may once have been intended to heat the house with warm air rising from a fire at its base; but since 1686 it has held the mighty weights of the Castle clock,

  the steady ticking of which, muffled by the thickness of the stone, has been described by one family member as ‘the heartbeat of the castle’.45




  The first Earl installed the imposing chimneypiece and overmantel in the great hall, now the Drawing Room; the second Earl was responsible for the handsome arched ceiling, dated 1621. After a

  period of neglect, towards the end of the seventeenth century the Castle acquired its present spectacular approach and façade thanks to the inspiration of Patrick, first Earl of Strathmore

  and Kinghorne, who moved the entrance to the stair tower and the avenue leading up to it. He also installed the chapel next to the Great Hall, richly decorated with paintings by Jacob de Wet, which

  survives, after a mid-nineteenth-century restoration. Earl Patrick’s much admired gardens and policies (parkland) were destroyed in the eighteenth century. However, the more open setting of

  the Castle today allows for dramatic effect, the turrets appearing to rise up as one makes one’s way down the long, straight drive. (In 2008, the Prince of Wales opened the Queen Mother

  Memorial Gates at the end of the drive, thus allowing a view of the Castle from Glamis village for the first time.)




  Through the ages the Castle has resounded with superstition, legend and tales of ghosts and even monsters, and has received the visits of kings and queens of

  Scotland. James VI of Scotland visited often to see his friend the ninth Lord Glamis, who then accompanied his sovereign south on his accession to the throne of England (as James I) in 1603 and

  became one of his Privy Counsellors in 1606. It is possible that Shakespeare heard tales of the many historical connections between Glamis and the Scottish Crown at the English Court. Whatever

  inspired the playwright’s imagination, the Castle continues to have a stirring association with the grim tragedy of Macbeth.46

  Before the installation of gas lighting in 1865, climbing the stairs to bed with a flickering candle could have unsettled the thoughts of even the most unimaginative soul. After spending a night at

  Glamis, Sir Walter Scott wrote, ‘I must own that when I heard door after door shut, after my conductor had retired, I began to consider myself as too far from the living, and somewhat too

  near the dead.’ Scott drew on the Castle and the circumstances of the family in two of his novels, Waverley and The Antiquary.47 By the end of the Victorian period the Castle had become somewhat more domestic. In the last decade of the century the thirteenth Earl, Elizabeth’s grandfather, embarked

  on building work to accommodate his growing number of grandchildren.48 Plans for the new nursery wing show large south-facing rooms on the

  second floor. Electricity came to the Castle only in 1929.




  One of Elizabeth’s earliest memories was of her grandparents’ golden wedding celebration at Glamis in 1903, when she sat on her grandfather’s knee and watched the

  fireworks.49 His diary records that the Strathmores invited 571 children from five schools in the neighbourhood to tea, sports and a

  conjuring show, followed by fireworks arranged by the house steward, Charles Collingwood. ‘All went perfectly. They said there were 2000 people to see the fireworks. We saw them from my

  window with some of the children.’50




  On 16 February 1904 Elizabeth’s grandfather died and, at the age of forty-nine, her father became fourteenth earl of Strathmore and Kinghorne.*12 The diary of her elder sister May records that she and her mother sent their clothes off to be dyed black.51 Years

  later Elizabeth recalled that in her childhood they always seemed to be in mourning for someone.52




  Home remained at St Paul’s Walden Bury but now that her father had inherited Glamis as well – not to mention Streatlam and Gibside – her

  family’s visits north became more prolonged. The winter, spring and summer until July were generally spent in Hertfordshire and London, where from late 1906 the Strathmores rented 20 St

  James’s Square, a magnificent house designed by Robert Adam for Sir Watkin Williams-Wynn in the 1770s. In August they moved to Glamis, staying there until October or sometimes November before

  returning south. The autumn was also the period for visits to Streatlam. Decamping to Glamis was a major operation. It was not just the family but the household which moved to Scotland. As well as

  clothes they took silver, china and everything else that they might need for several weeks’ holiday and entertainment north of the border. Everyone boarded the overnight train which took them

  to the little station at Glamis.




  By the standards of the day, and of their acquaintances, the Strathmores did not run a grand household. The 1901 census return for St Paul’s Walden Bury lists a housekeeper, a cook, a

  lady’s maid, a dairy maid, a nursery maid, two housemaids, a kitchenmaid, two footmen, a page, a coachman and a groom (who doubled as a chauffeur when motor cars were acquired in about 1908).

  For many decades, the most cherished was Arthur Barson who served the family through several generations as footman, valet and butler. ‘Nothing would go on without him – he keeps

  everything going,’ the young Elizabeth informed a newcomer to the household.53 She later told a relative that the family all liked

  Barson so much that they insisted he be included in the portrait of the family showing them gathered in the drawing room at Glamis, with Elizabeth and David in the foreground building houses of

  cards on the floor. It was painted in 1909 by a young Italian painter, Alessandro Catani-Chiti, and still hangs at St Paul’s Walden Bury.54




  Later Elizabeth recalled that Glamis, like St Paul’s, was filled with local people working for the family. Outside there were gardeners, grooms and agricultural workers. Inside there were

  housemaids, kitchenmaids and laundry maids. ‘It was really like a little village,’ she remembered, and she thought it was a happy one. ‘They were all our

  friends.’55 For many years the family cook was Etta Maclean, known as Mrs Eeta. She had been trained by Lady Strathmore and travelled

  with the family. Her two sisters also worked for the Strathmores; one, Catherine (Catta), later became Elizabeth’s lady’s maid and stayed with her for

  many years after her marriage.56*13




  *




  THE FATHER of this great family was thin, rangy and unconventional. He had a thick moustache which greyed quite early in his life. He was not extrovert;

  indeed he was said to be ‘a quiet, courteous, religious man, conscientious to a degree’.57 He had a strong sense of duty which

  he imparted to his children; he was a dedicated landowner who was said to be generous to his tenants; he was a sportsman, a good if not first-class cricketer, and an excellent shot. But above all

  he loved forestry and was known for the eccentric delight he took in chopping up trees.




  A family anecdote tells something of his character. One day when working with his trees, he was looking sufficiently unkempt and unrecognizable for a wandering tramp to stop and talk to him.

  They got on so well that the tramp stayed to help him with a bonfire. The Earl then told the tramp that he had heard that, if one went to the back door of the big house, one would be given some

  money, and advised him to try this the next day. Lord Strathmore then gave the butler a sovereign to pass on. Next day the tramp reappeared and told the Earl with jubilation that he had received a

  half-sovereign. History does not relate what happened to the butler, who was surely not the beloved Barson.58




  If Claude was eccentric and loved by his family and retainers, Cecilia was simply much loved – by all her children, her servants and her friends. She dominated her family and household,

  running both with affection and care. One of her daughters recalled: ‘Mother was a very wonderful woman, very talented, very go-ahead, and so upright. She had a terrific sympathy; the young

  used to pour their troubles out to her and ask her for advice, often when they would not go to their own parents.’59 Her

  granddaughter Lady Mary Clayton spoke of her as ‘the wisest person one could meet’, and described her ‘delicious’ laugh.60 Devoid of snobbery, Cecilia had a great capacity for friendship. She had a zest for living and was constantly developing new enthusiasms, but she was casual to the point of apparent carelessness. When a visitor could no longer bear to watch water pouring down the wall of a room at St Paul’s Walden Bury and pointed it

  out to her, she merely remarked, ‘Oh dear, we must move that sofa.’61




  She gave wonderful parties. Raymond Asquith, the eldest son of the future Prime Minister, described a ball at Glamis in September 1905: ‘The place is an enormous 10th century dungeon. It

  was full of torches and wild men in kilts and pretty women pattering on the stone stairs with satin slippers . . . I was glad to find I had enough illusibility left to fancy myself in a distant

  century.’62




  A lively and imaginative storyteller, Cecilia entertained her children with tales of life at Glamis in centuries gone by. Gradually, she inculcated in them a sense of history and romance, a love

  of tradition and a sense of duty. She was strict but not harsh; her children were brought up according to firm principles, but they recalled that these were never enforced unkindly. ‘Work is

  the rent you pay for life’ was one of her maxims; another was ‘Life is for living and working at. If anything or anyone bores you, then the fault is in yourself.’63 She was artistic and creative, and her embroidery, especially crewel-work, was outstanding in its design and execution. She also had a good ear for

  music and was an accomplished pianist. Another of her loves was gardening, and at Glamis between 1907 and 1910 she designed and created what is now called the Italian Garden. A major project, it

  involved felling about four acres of trees and levelling and draining the ground, all carried out by men from the estate.64




  Christianity was fundamental to both Cecilia and Claude; they instilled a strong sense of religion in their children. The family said prayers daily at St Paul’s Walden Bury and in the

  Glamis chapel. Lady Strathmore considered that women’s hair should be covered for worship and provided white lace caps for guests. On Sundays she played the harmonium to accompany the hymns.

  She taught each of her children to kneel and pray beside their beds every night. Elizabeth continued to do this until the end of her life. The Strathmore children were brought up – like so

  many other British children from different backgrounds – with a love of nation as well as a love of God. Loyalty to King and Country were imbibed early on, along with decent behaviour. Their

  generation, like their parents’, was proud of the spread of Christianity, law and technical progress throughout the British Empire.




  It was a happy household and, according to contemporary accounts, Elizabeth was a vivacious child who, from an early age, loved the company of adults as well as

  children. Her grandmother found her ‘quite a companion’, even at the age of three, and enjoyed ‘her coaxy little ways’.65 Her mother once found the three-year-old pouring tea (which she had ordered herself) and talking to neighbours who had arrived early. On another occasion, according to Cynthia

  Asquith, she approached a distinguished visitor with the words ‘Shall us sit and talk?’ As Lady Cynthia commented, ‘The sentence was a command rather than an invitation,’

  and the man was gently detached from the rest of the party and led away for a long conversation.66




  Being ninth of ten children had its benefits: adults took a more indulgent view of one’s behaviour. Elizabeth was mischievous as well as precocious, although her first biographer found no

  reports of ‘sensational naughtiness’ beyond the occasion when, aged about six, she used a pair of scissors to cut up her sheets. When she confided this to a visitor, she was asked,

  ‘What will Mother say when you tell her?’ ‘Oh! Elizabeth,’ she replied – and she was correct.67




  Lord David Cecil, who was introduced to Elizabeth in London when they were both children, later wrote: ‘I turned and looked and was aware of a small, charming rosy face around which twined

  and strayed rings and tendrils of silken hair, and a pair of dewy grey eyes . . . From that moment my small damp hand clutched at hers and I never left her side . . . Forgotten were all the

  pretenders to my heart. Here was the true heroine. She had come. I had seen and she had conquered.’68 Another admirer, Lord

  Gorell,*14 whom she used as a child to call ‘old boy’, remembered later that she had said to him, when aged eight, that she was

  sure she had ‘bothered’ him when she was only six. On the contrary, he recalled: ‘there are children, of course, who bother grown ups; but Lady Elizabeth was never one of them . .

  . She had, even then, that blend of kindliness and dignity that is the peculiar characteristic of her family. She was small for her age, responsive as a harp, wistful and appealing one moment,

  bright-eyed and eager the next, with a flashing smile of appreciative delight.’69




  One of the many photographs of Elizabeth and David as children shows them at Glamis with their dancing master, Mr Neill of Forfar. It is almost like a painting by Rembrandt; the bearded old man,

  standing with his fiddle, watches as Elizabeth poses in a long Jacobean dress said to be of rose pink and silver, while David wears the multi-coloured jerkin,

  tights, cap and bells of a court jester. Mr Neill took his job as teacher seriously; though he used to skip around the room after his pupils as he played, he maintained a solemn mien so that David

  and Elizabeth knew that they must learn their steps. Only when the dance was complete and any audience present clapped them could they relax.70 On one occasion they danced for the minister of Glamis, Dr John Stirton, who was later appointed chaplain to King George V at Balmoral. He recalled that when Cecilia

  Strathmore sat at the piano and played a few bars of a ‘quaint old minuet’, suddenly ‘as if by a magician’s touch, two little figures seemed to rise from the floor and

  dance, with admirable precision and grace, the stately measure so characteristic of the eighteenth century.’ When the dancers bowed and curtsied, ‘little choruses of praise were heard

  on every side, and Lady Elizabeth, on being asked the name of the character she had adopted, said with great empressement: “I call myself the Princess Elizabeth.”

  ’71




  Among Elizabeth’s abiding childhood memories were her trips to Italy with her mother, to stay with her grandmother Mrs Scott in her various villas in Florence, San Remo and Bordighera.

  These visits are not well documented, but the first was probably to San Remo in February 1907, when she was six years old. On 14 February, Claude wrote to his mother at the Strathmores’ villa

  in Bordighera: ‘Cecilia and my darling Elizabeth are starting from Charing X tomorrow morning and you will see her soon I hope.’72 Eight days later Elizabeth wrote to her father, with some assistance, for the spelling is faultless: ‘This is a most lovely place and there is an orange tree in the

  garden and lots of flowers I pick them before breakfast.’73




  There were several more trips over the next few years and they made a deep impression on the young girl. Later she spoke to her first biographer of ‘the thrill of night travel and

  restaurant-car meals, and at the end of the journey the glamour of being “abroad”, the gabble and gesticulations of foreigners, and all the colour and beauty of this Italian

  home’. Mrs Scott’s Villa Capponi in Florence had a wonderful garden, ‘with magnificent cypresses standing out against the blue distant mountains behind Fiesole’ and views

  over the city of Florence; the house itself was filled with beautiful furniture, pictures and flowers.74 On another trip, this time to

  Bordighera, Elizabeth reported back to her father that she had been playing on the rocks on the sea shore. ‘There is a dear little donky here called

  Marguarita and we put it in a little carriage and I drive it is so quiet have got nothing more to say exept it is a lovely garden my best love to yourself good by from your very loving

  Elizabeth.’75




  In November 1908 Elizabeth’s eldest brother Patrick, Lord Glamis, married Lady Dorothy Osborne, daughter of the Duke of Leeds. ‘Me and Dorothy’s little brother are going to be

  bridesmaids,’ she wrote.76 It was to prove a problematic marriage for the family: none of them found Dorothy Glamis

  easy.77 In early 1910, the birth of John, the eldest son of Patrick and Dorothy, made Elizabeth an aunt for the first time, at the age of

  nine. She proudly recorded the event in the first of her surviving diaries, which she began on the first day of 1910.




  The diary is a red morocco leather book about the size of a large postcard, perhaps given to her as a Christmas present in 1909. Her handwriting is strong and even, in black ink. On the flyleaf

  she wrote: ‘Written by Elizabeth Lyon, begun Jan 1 1910, at St Paul’s Walden.’




  

    

      Jan 1 1910. I had my first nevew great excitement. Same day went to Lady Litten’s Fancy dress party and had great fun. Jan 2 Sunday – did nothing went to church.

      Jan 3 lessons in the morning – in the afternoon I went to a party at King’s Walden there was a Xmas tree. Jan 4 had lessons in the morning. At 7 in the evening May, Rosie, David and

      I went to Lady Verhner in fancy dress it was great fun, there were programs too and supper at half past nine. We went away at ten. It was from 7 to 12.78


    


  




  The diary was kept well for January 1910 but, in the way of diaries, tailed off thereafter. It recounted her lessons, a ‘not very nice’ fancy-dress party, enjoying

  Aladdin in London, lessons, rain, more lessons, tobogganing and church, and on the 21st she went for a long walk and ‘met people going to vote. David and I wore the right color. Vote

  for Hillier.’79 Alfred Hillier was the Conservative candidate for Hitchin, and his victory gave Elizabeth some happy news to send to

  her French governess: ‘Le conservatives a allee dedans ici n’est e pas ces gentil.’80




  It was a time of political change. In 1906 the Conservatives had been swept away at Westminster by a landslide Liberal victory, and twenty-nine of the new Members represented the Labour Party.

  The January 1910 election was called after the unprecedented rejection by the House of Lords of a Finance Bill – Lloyd George’s controversial ‘People’s Budget’ of

  1909. He had proposed to raise income tax and other taxes. Land taxes, in particular, aroused the fury of the Conservative majority in the Lords.




  The election resulted in a hung Parliament. The Liberals lost their large majority and were returned with a majority of just two. They now had to rely on the support of Labour and Irish MPs.

  King Edward VII was not pleased. He complained to his son that ‘our great Empire’ was now being ruled by Irish nationalists, ‘aided and abetted by Messrs Asquith, L. George and W.

  Churchill’.81 And indeed the new government was compelled to bring in an Irish Home Rule bill in return for Irish nationalist support

  for Lloyd George’s budget. But the Conservative majority in the House of Lords rejected the proposals of the Liberal government to reduce the powers of the Lords and this brought about a

  constitutional crisis which eventually did lead to a reduction in those powers.




  The crisis was unresolved when, on 6 May 1910, Edward VII died. His son, King George V, wrote in his diary, ‘At 11.45 [p.m.], beloved Papa passed peacefully away & I have lost my best

  friend and the best of fathers.’82 Lady Strathmore noted that all the shops were ‘crammed’ when she went out to buy

  mourning clothes. On 20 May, a beautiful day, she and her two elder daughters watched the funeral procession from Apsley House at Hyde Park Corner.83 Nine European monarchs came to bury the King, including his nephew Kaiser William II of Germany; none could foresee that four years later their nations would all be engulfed

  in war.




  *




  IN JULY 1910 Elizabeth’s eldest sister May married Sidney Herbert, sixteenth Baron Elphinstone, at St Margaret’s,

  Westminster. He had an exciting personality: formerly a big-game hunter and an explorer, in 1900 he had travelled to the Ta Hingan Shan mountains on the Sino-Russian border. Elizabeth loved being a

  bridesmaid at the wedding.84 She was by now well into her lifetime habit of writing chatty letters and wrote several to May as soon as her

  sister had departed on her honeymoon.




  

    

      Darling May-di-kin,




      This letter will reach you just after the one I wrote last night, perhaps you will think it funny me writing so soon, but I have got such a lot more to ask

      and tell you that I am writing before I forget it. (Please tell me if I am to call Sidney Darling or Dear). . . . wasen’t it funny when they showered Sidney and you with rice, how far did

      you go with the shoes fastened on the motor, the boys told Charles May to stand in front of them so you would not see.85


    


  




  May replied to her promptly from her honeymoon, for three days later Elizabeth wrote again, apologizing that ‘I cant help writing so often because I have got such a lot to

  tell you, so please don’t answer all my letters unless you like.’86




  For her birthday on 4 August, she told May, her father had given her ten shillings ‘because I was ten’, her mother gave her a ring, her grandmother a tennis racket and some cut

  coral. Her brother Michael teased her by refusing to go and buy her a present, then handed her a penny which he increased to four shillings – ‘so I am very rich’. May and Sidney

  sent her a present too. ‘I absolutely don’t know how to thank you and Sidney for the lovely beautiful [underlined often] clock it will be

  so usefull, I thank you and Sidney a thousand times.’87




  When Cecilia Strathmore had to go to London or to Streatlam without her, Elizabeth wrote a stream of affectionate letters to her ‘Darling Sweetie Lovie Mother’, telling her that they

  had been to look for wild hyacinth bulbs in the wood, or that one of the dogs was lame, or that she was doing her lessons – ‘essays, music, Geografy and sums’.88 After Christmas 1910 she wrote, ‘I am [underlined seven times] so longing to see you lovie.

  Rosie said that perhaps you are going to let us go to Jack and the Beanstalk. Do write or telephone and tell us if we are going to any

  parties.’89




  The telephone was part of the exhilarating technological revolution of the time. It was still a marvel but, like the motor car, was becoming more and more widely used. In 1900 there were 36,000

  horses pulling trams in Britain. Over the next fourteen years, the internal combustion engine caused their number to fall to fewer than a thousand.90 Even more astonishing were adventures in the air. The ten-year-old Elizabeth wrote an essay entitled ‘A recent invention, Aeroplanes’: ‘An aeroplane, to look

  at, is like a big, great bird. They are very clever inventions. An aeroplane is usually shaped like a cigar, and has a propeller at one end, and on each side the great white wings, which makes it look so like a bird. An aeroplane can fly very high and it makes a great noise. They are not quite safe, yet, and many, many axidents have

  happened.’91




  Next year more domestic interests dominated a letter in which she recounted a typical day at St Paul’s Walden:




  

    

      Dear Miss Ela Collins,




      I hope you are feeling quite well. We are at St Paul’s Walden, and it is a lovely day. This morning David and I got up at 6 o’clock. We first went and let out – Peter,

      Agiratem, Bumble bee, Lion-mouse, Beauty and Delicate, our six silver blue Persian kitten cats. After that we went to see the ponies, then we fed the chickens, there are over three hundred.

      Then we went to get Judy, Juno, her four puppies, and Major. Then we went to look for eggs for our breakfast, then went for a ride. After that lessons till lunchtime. Then lessons till half

      past four, then we took our tea into the wood and when we came home I begun to write this letter. Goodbye Miss Ela & with




      Love from




      

        

          Elizabeth A M B Lyon92


        


      


    


  




  Much later she recalled that her early years were spent in ‘a quiet world’ of horses. In St James’s Square ‘the footman would whistle once for a hansom and four times for

  a Growler’,*15 and Hyde Park on Saturdays was filled with ponies and carriages. At St Paul’s Walden the family had dog carts to

  take them through the lanes to and from the railway station. And at Glamis she remembered all her life a frightening incident when, the coachman by her side, she was driving a pair of horses and

  they started to run away with her. ‘We were hanging on, making straight for the gates which were shut and I said to our coachman, “What are we going to do?” and he took his bowler

  hat off and he said, “Trust in the Lord,” with which we hung on and, do you know, as we got nearer the gates, they opened. We flew through them at great speed. Trust in the

  Lord.’93




  The quiet horse-world began to end when her father acquired the first family car – ‘Huge. It made such a noise you really couldn’t hear what the other person was saying.’

  It could go uphill only backwards. ‘I remember my father sitting on the back seat tapping on the window with his stick saying to the chauffeur “Take a

  run at it.” ’ Those early cars were both hazardous and exciting, she said – and grooms did not always make good drivers.94




  Life took on a more boisterous note when Elizabeth and David were joined by their elder siblings and parties of friends for weekends at St Paul’s Walden Bury and for the summer holidays in

  Scotland. Lord Gorell recalled that nothing was as friendly as the pre-war summer house parties at Glamis, when, ‘under the gracious guidance’ of Cecilia Strathmore, ‘the old

  castle re-echoed with fun and laughter’. The boys played cricket constantly. The games were fun – ‘serious-non-serious’ rather than in deadly earnest. One match at Arbroath

  depended on the ability of Fergus, ‘a great wag as well as a dear and gallant fellow, but no cricketer, to achieve the unusual and make a run, and amidst cheers for once he managed a fluke

  shot’.95




  Shooting was at the heart of life at Glamis. There were two high points in the year – August–September for grouse and September–October for partridges. Horses and carts took

  the guns (the shooting party) up to the moor; the keepers would walk. The party would spend most of the day on drives such as Ingliston Bogs, West Dunoon, Tarbrax, Hayston Hill, The Warren. Every

  male member of the family had his own gamebook; these were meticulously kept and reveal that an average of five guns, sometimes only two and rarely more than seven, went out at a time. Often it was

  just members of the family who shot, along with the factor and occasionally friends and neighbours. The gamebook of Elizabeth’s brother Fergus shows a good grouse day on 15 August 1913. The

  guns that day were all family – Pat, Jock, Mike, Fergus and their father. They shot 133 grouse, two woodcock, six hares, twelve rabbits and one ‘various’. On another occasion,

  when Fergus shot at Glen of Ogilvie by himself, he recorded: ‘ripping day. Most enjoyable I ever had.’96




  The evenings were also lively. The Castle was lit by hundreds of candles; there were immense fires; there was dinner in the great dining room, which the twelfth Earl had renovated in

  ‘Jacobean’ style and which boasted an enormous carved sideboard, family portraits and wooden armorial shields illustrating family alliances. After dinner the family and their guests

  adjourned to the drawing room, where logs burned constantly in the fireplace to banish the chills as summer died into autumn. The focus of the room was often the piano at which Lady Strathmore or one of her daughters would play in the evenings while the rest of the party gathered around to sing traditional Scottish ballads or popular songs of the day such as

  ‘Would You Like Me for a Father, Mary Ann?’, ‘The Little Nipper’ by Albert Chevalier or ‘The Vamp’ from Bran Pie.97 If one of the children had a birthday, the older siblings made comic toasts which aroused general laughter. Gorell commented that there was:




  

    

      no stiffness, no aloofness anywhere, no formality except the beautiful old custom of having the two pipers marching around the table at the close of dinner, followed by a

      momentary silence as the sound of their bagpipes died away gradually in the distance of the castle. It was all so friendly and so kind . . . No wonder little Elizabeth came up to me once as my

      visit was nearing its end and demanded ‘But why don’t you beg to stay?’98


    


  




  A friend and admirer of Elizabeth’s sister Rose, a young naval officer named Frederick Dalrymple Hamilton,*16 came for the first

  time in the summer of 1911; his diaries over the next three years contain vivid glimpses of life in the Strathmore family, and of the young Elizabeth. ‘Very pleased to see Lady Rose

  again,’ he wrote on arriving at Glamis. ‘Made the acquaintance of her younger sister Elizabeth for 1st time who is a little angel!! After tea Rosie took me up to the gardens & we

  fed on gooseberries. Played a new gambling game after dinner.’ The next days were filled with cricket matches, shooting, tennis, raids on the fruit garden and picnics. After one

  ‘enormous lunch’ on the moor, ‘the more energetic ones set out to climb a hill about 3 miles off. Mike & Elizabeth & I thought this quite beyond our strength & so we

  coiled ourselves down & went to sleep on the top of the first hill!’ In the evening they ‘sang ribald songs in the Billiard room and later on danced in the drawing room’. The

  next day they all dressed up for dinner, and Rose pinned her friend into a velvet costume with a sword and wig. ‘Rose as Joan of Arc was topping also Elizabeth in an early Georgian kind of

  rig . . . After dinner we danced reels in the middle of which my trousers fell off & I had to make a quick exit!!!’99




  Sitting next to Mike in the Castle chapel at the first of two services he attended on Sunday, Freddy ‘had much ado not to laugh’ but was deterred by the presence of Lord Strathmore

  behind them; in the afternoon he went with the two sisters for ‘a trout tickling expedition & had great fun though the number of trout tickled was exactly nil!’ In the garden later,

  he recorded, ‘E. nearly killed herself eating green apples!’ He hated leaving next day – ‘I don’t think I’ve ever had such a good time,’ he wrote. He said

  goodbye sadly at the station to a large party including Elizabeth and that evening he sent her a box of chocolates.100 His later visits

  both to Glamis and to St Paul’s Walden were equally filled with fun and carefree games – in Freddy’s pre-war diaries there is a sense of eternal play.




  But there was grief in the Strathmore family also. Alec, Elizabeth’s third brother, had been badly injured at Eton when a cricket ball hit his head. This seems to have caused a tumour. In

  July 1911 his brother Jock, who was a year older, wrote to their mother from Boston, Massachusetts, where he was working in a bank, ‘I am so sorry to hear you don’t think Alec is so

  strong. I wonder why it is? What do the doctors say about the condition of his head? Poor Alec, what an awful long time it has been for him.’101 Alec’s gamebook records that towards the end of his life he often had to stop shooting early because of headaches. In October 1911 Jock wrote to a friend, ‘I am

  very much afraid that he is not getting any better.’102 Jock took a boat home, but he was too late to see his brother. Alec died

  in his sleep in the early hours of 19 October 1911, aged twenty-four. Cecilia was devastated. Her mother wrote to her from Bordighera: ‘I am so thankful to feel that you have Jock with you

  but so grieved for him not getting home in time to see his Companion Brother. With his deep feeling heart it must be hard to bear.’103




  *




  IN EARLY 1912 Elizabeth took up her diary again with a brief entry for the weekend of 17–18 February. She was at St Paul’s Walden Bury with

  Rose, her father and David; her mother was at Glamis. On Saturday she and Rose went riding from 11 to 3. ‘Great fun. Lovely day.’104 On Sunday they all went to the parish church of All Saints, which lay at the

  end of a grassy ride cutting through the woods below the house.




  At the beginning of March Freddy Dalrymple Hamilton found both Elizabeth and David ‘down with measles or up rather’ when he lunched with the family

  at St James’s Square; he was there again the next day to take Mike and Rose to a show at the Coliseum, and noted in his diary that suffragettes, whose campaign to win the vote for women was

  at its height, were ‘busy smashing windows all day’.105 In April he spent a weekend at St Paul’s Walden, where he

  joined a young house party: there was tennis and other games, and after church on Sunday ‘we were beautifully idle all the rest of the day lying in various attitudes of repose on the

  lawn.’ The next morning ‘Mike, Lady Rosie, Elizabeth & David & I went down to the Grotto & had certain adventures with an old Boat which Mike & I succeeded in

  sinking.’ On the drive back to London that night, he saw billboards announcing ‘the awful news about the Titanic’.106

  The great liner, supposedly unsinkable, had sunk on her maiden voyage after hitting an iceberg; more than 1,500 people died.




  Elizabeth’s spasmodic diary omits these events, but records that she had a fitting for her bridesmaid’s dress for Violet Anson’s wedding*17 – ‘White satin, chiffon & lace’. The family gathered at St James’s Square to say goodbye to Jock, who was returning to America for six months. The

  following week she had another fitting and returned to Hertfordshire in the middle of a violent thunderstorm. ‘Celler 3 feet deep’. The next day she felt quite unwell and took some

  ‘Gregory Powder’ (a universal panacea in those days). She feared she might have ‘influenzer’, and was not at first allowed to see Mrs Scott and Aunt Vava,*18 who had just arrived. But the doctor told her she just had a chill, so she was able to come downstairs to see the visitors. ‘Grannie gave me a

  little cup,’ she recorded. With that she finally lost interest in her diary, which ends decisively: ‘Good night.’107




  May 1912 found the two Benjamins still at St Paul’s Walden, without their parents and busy with their lessons. David was given a bicycle for his tenth birthday; Elizabeth wrote to her

  mother, ‘I cant help envying him. It is so hot today that its uncomfortable, one person in London has already died of the heat . . . I simply must fly to lessons, but I will write you a longer letter tomorrow.’ The letter ended with many

  kisses.108 Two days later she wrote:




  

    

      There are no lessons today so I can write you a nice long letter. It was very hot yesterday, and I started out riding in the

      afternoon, but I had to come back because it was so hot, and there was no ginger beer. (I am sure

      you will say ‘I am glad.’) . . . David’s getting on very well with his bicycle, I do so wish I had one, do you think it would

      stop me growing if I had one, if I only rode little distances. I must stop now Love, as I have got to write to Father before Church, goodbye Precious Darling, from your very very very very loving Elizabeth.109


    


  




  *




  ALL ELIZABETH’S brothers went to Eton, but, although boarding schools for girls were becoming more fashionable, they were

  not yet the norm for aristocratic families. Lady Strathmore herself taught Elizabeth and David to write and introduced them to drawing as well as music and dance. But she did not deem her own

  teaching to be enough. The two children had a series of governesses and teachers at home, and also attended day school when in London. At St Paul’s Walden, where the children spent most of

  their time, their governess was Miss Mary Wilkie, who remained with them for nine years.*19 At Glamis they were taught for a time by Miss

  Laurel Gray, who later recalled saying to Elizabeth at their first meeting, ‘I expect that you can spell quite long words,’ to which the little girl instantly replied, ‘Oh yes, I

  can spell capercailzie & ptarmigan.’110 Miss Gray also recounted that Lady Strathmore had asked her to keep an account book of

  the children’s progress. ‘When they were good, a good mark and a penny. And of course a bad mark, that was shocking. Elizabeth wasn’t too good but she always had a good mark, she

  was naturally a good scholar. A bad mark made no difference to David. I was as strict as I could be, he was terrible.’111




  In London, when they were eight or nine, Elizabeth and David attended a school in Marylebone run by a Fröbel-trained teacher, Miss Constance

  Goff.*20 According to the reminiscences of a fellow pupil, Joan Ackland, Elizabeth and David wore tussore smocks, had very good manners and

  were inseparable. Years later during the Second World War, Joan, by now Mrs Edgar Woollcombe, met Queen Elizabeth; the Queen recalled the French and German plays they had performed at school, the

  boxing for the boys and fencing for the girls. She also remembered being called a show-off when she had begun an essay on the sea with the Greek words for ‘The Sea, the

  Sea!’112*21




  Lady Strathmore also engaged both French and German governesses. Mademoiselle Lang was known by the children as Madé (for Mademoiselle, a nickname they also used for later French

  governesses); she was with the family from about 1901 to 1910, and appears to have been peripatetic, unlike Miss Wilkie and Miss Gray, moving with her pupils between Hertfordshire, London and

  Glamis.*22 A few surviving letters to Madé Lang show that the nine-year-old Elizabeth had not yet made great progress with her

  French.




  Apart from formal lessons, Elizabeth and David were sent to dancing classes in London with Madame D’Egville. Elizabeth showed early talent for dancing: her elder sister May taught her the

  Cake Walk at the age of four, and commented that she did it ‘very well for such a tiny girl’.113 In her twenties she was

  noted among her contemporaries as an exceptionally good dancer, and for the rest of her life she took to the floor at every opportunity.




  She had music lessons at Madame Mathilde Verne’s Pianoforte School. Madame Verne’s first impression of her was of ‘a very pretty, vivacious little girl’. She was said to

  have a good ear for music but on one occasion Madame Verne watched her defying her teacher’s attempts to make her persist with a particularly difficult exercise. ‘I looked at the child. Though reverent in face, there was a warning gleam in her eyes as she said to the teacher, “Thank you very much. That was wonderful,” and promptly slid

  off the music-stool, holding out her tiny hand in polite farewell.’ But she was coaxed back to end the lesson.114




  *




  IN SEPTEMBER 1912, when he was ten, David was sent to St Peter’s Court preparatory school in Broadstairs, where two of King

  George V’s younger sons, Prince Henry and Prince George, were also pupils. Cynthia Asquith quoted a tear-stained letter written by Elizabeth just after this sad event. ‘David went to

  school for the first time on Friday. I miss him horribly.’115




  She herself had already had to face the horrors of a new school and new teachers. As she recalled many years later: ‘In London I went to what was called classes. One terrifying person

  [was] called Miss Wolff.’116 What this lady’s classes consisted of is not clear, but they were held in South Audley Street,

  and an earlier pupil was Lady Delia Spencer,*23 whose younger sister Lavinia, Elizabeth’s contemporary and great friend, probably

  also went to Miss Wolff’s.




  Early in 1912 Lady Strathmore enrolled Elizabeth in the Misses Birtwhistles’ school in Sloane Street, which she attended for a time while the family was in London. She and her nanny would

  walk – it was quite a long way – from their home in St James’s Square. Elizabeth was told to avert her eyes as they passed the gentlemen’s clubs in Pall Mall.117 She said later that she did not think she learned anything at the Birtwhistles’. ‘A little bit of poetry I certainly remember. So

  I’m afraid I’m uneducated on the whole.’118 In fact she seems to have prospered at the school. A few weekly reports

  for 1912 and 1913 survive in the Glamis Archives, and show her doing well in most of the thirteen subjects she studied. English was a strong suit: she had good marks in grammar, spelling,

  composition, literature and recitation. Then there was French, French history, geography, history, scripture, arithmetic, geometry and natural history; she did best in scripture – her mother’s training, no doubt – and history. Her lowest mark was 7 out of 20 for arithmetic, although she redeemed herself with 17½ the following

  week, and her place in class varied from sixth out of six to second out of seven. She received the maximum mark for conduct every week.119




  Day school in London could never be a satisfactory solution, however, for a child whose family spent so much time away from the capital. Elizabeth did not return to the Birtwhistles after the

  Easter holidays in 1913. The highlight of that holiday was what proved to be her last trip to Italy as a girl; it is also the best documented, as she briefly resumed her diary to record it. She and

  David travelled with their mother, first to stay with Mrs Scott at Bordighera and then on to Florence. They stayed at the Hotel Minerva, next to Santa Maria Novella, visited the principal galleries

  and churches and motored up to Fiesole. They went to see the painter Ricciardo Meacci,*24 and Aunt Vava bought Elizabeth, David and their

  mother paintings by him. There was more shopping: Elizabeth purchased some ‘very pretty old cups and saucers’.120 She loved

  her visit. But she would be eighty-five before she saw Florence again.




  Back in Hertfordshire she resumed her lessons with a new governess. Lady Strathmore seemed to have found the ideal educator in a young German woman, the twenty-one-year-old Käthe

  Kübler, daughter of a Prussian official living in Erlangen in Bavaria. Fräulein Kübler later published her memoirs, in which she recalled her first day at St Paul’s Walden Bury

  – it was a glorious spring afternoon and she arrived to find the family having tea in the garden room, which looked out over the park. She was received with warmth and kindness, and

  Elizabeth, whom she described as charming to look at, ‘with a small, dainty figure, a narrow, finely shaped, rather pale little face, dark hair and lovely violet-blue eyes’, took her to

  see the horses and her dog Juno, who had five puppies. ‘As soon as she noticed that I loved animals I knew that I had won her over,’ the governess remarked.121




  A fortnight later Lady Strathmore asked Käthe if she would be willing to stay on as Elizabeth’s full-time governess, responsible for her entire

  education, including piano lessons, drawing, needlework and gymnastics. ‘I was very willing to do so, and so we both set to work with zest. Hitherto Lady Elizabeth had had only French

  governesses, and she had been to school only for a very short time. A regular education, as we understand it in Germany, was something quite unknown to her. With true German thoroughness I drew up

  a timetable for her lessons and a plan of study, both of which were approved by Lady Strathmore.’122 The day began with a

  pre-breakfast piano lesson; after breakfast with the family, formal lessons began at 9.30 and continued in the afternoon until 4 p.m. They included history, geography, mathematics, science, French

  and German. Fräulein Kübler taught her pupil in English, but outside the schoolroom spoke only German with her. She found Elizabeth intelligent and mature beyond her years and eager to

  learn; she soon spoke German fluently.




  Käthe Kübler was a companion as well as a teacher. A photograph in her memoirs shows her arm in arm with Elizabeth, walking in the park at St Paul’s Walden, a solid figure in a

  sensible hat and long-skirted suit with collar and tie, a head taller than her pupil, who wears a shady brimmed hat adorned with a feather and a patterned scarf. After lessons, they would go for

  walks, play tennis or golf, or eat strawberries and gooseberries in the kitchen garden, where ‘Lady Elizabeth was adept at crawling under the netting and filling herself with strawberries

  while lying on her stomach.’123 Their greatest delight was to go out in a pony cart taking a basket of sandwiches and cakes, and

  picnic in the woods, building a fire in a clearing to make tea.




  Fräulein Kübler was struck by Elizabeth’s passionate love for her mother. ‘How often I heard her high, clear voice calling through the house: “Mother darling, where

  are you?” Every morning when she woke, she went to her mother’s bedroom, where they would read a chapter of the Bible together.’124 Käthe too came to love Lady Strathmore, ‘almost more than my pupil’, for her graceful kindness.




  Lessons continued in St James’s Square when the family migrated to London for the season. Ballet and dancing classes interrupted the regime, with walks in Hyde Park and trips to the cinema

  by way of further diversion. Once they went to Earl’s Court, where Elizabeth took a switchback ride, screaming with delight when it roared through a tunnel.

  Käthe Kübler’s memoirs also offer a glimpse of the lively social life the family led: Elizabeth’s beautiful and musical elder sister Rose enjoyed a constant round of balls,

  parties and concerts, and the Strathmores gave evening parties which Elizabeth and her governess watched from the stairs above the main reception rooms. But they were allowed to attend luncheons at

  which statesmen and other notables might be present: Fräulein Kübler recalled proudly having sat next to Lord Rosebery, Lord Curzon and Lord Lansdowne.




  Every weekend they returned to the relaxed informality of St Paul’s Walden. ‘On Sunday morning we all went to the little village church together,’ Käthe recounted,

  ‘and at 4 p.m. there was often a cricket match; Lord Strathmore and his four eldest sons would play with the village lads, and the butler and the valet played too. Lady Rose, Lady Elizabeth

  and I sat in the field and watched with the villagers.’ She could never understand the game despite Elizabeth’s patient explanations; but ‘there was always much merriment when we

  had tea at five o’clock. My pupil’s brothers competed with each other telling funny stories, and I often wept with laughter over Lord Strathmore’s comic jokes.’125




  With the approach of the 1913 summer holidays Käthe went back home for a month and Elizabeth looked forward to David’s return from school. She wrote to him from St Paul’s Walden

  using phrases which suggest that her lifelong devotion to the novels of P. G. Wodehouse may already have begun:




  

    

      We have come down here for good now, at least till you come home. Fräulein goes to Germany on Tuesday 22nd next. Well and ’ow are yer, Hay? Boo, you haint no

      good, you haint woggling yer tooth. Oi ham. Dur. What’s the good o’ not woggeling. Hay? Ant no good at all. Arthur Duff has givn me a NEW PONY. Its 16 years old, but awfully good

      still.




      Only 11 more days now.




      HOORAY.




      WHAT HO!




      PIP. PIP.




      It’s a very short time. Everybody’s well. Do write me a letter soon.




      Please do Ducky.




      Goodbye your very very very very very very loving Elizabeth126


    


  




  Freddy Dalrymple Hamilton, still smitten with Rose, spent a hot July weekend at St Paul’s Walden, playing tennis and cricket with Elizabeth’s

  brothers and going on a ‘garden robbing expedition’ with Rose and Elizabeth, ‘who did most of the eating. I fell backwards into a gooseberry bush which was rather a painful

  business. A gorgeous day in every way.’127 Freddy was not the only one to celebrate Elizabeth’s appetites – earlier

  that year someone had filled in her neglected diary to tease her for her gluttony. The hand could be that of Mike or Jock:




  

    

      January 1st




      Overeat myself.




      

        Thursday Jan 2nd


      




      Headache in the morning. very good tea. Christmas cake, Devonshire Cream, honey, jam, buns & tea. eat too much.




      

        Friday Jan 3rd


      




      Not quite the thing today Breakfast very good. Sausages, kedgeree, Brown Bread, Scones & honey. Excellent lunch – beefsteak – 3 helps – ham and roley

      poley. I eat a good deal . . .




      

        Tuesday Jan 7th


      




      Barrel of apples arrived today – had one for breakfast. 10 am eat an apple. 11 am had an apple for 11 oclock lunch. 12. had an apple. Roast pigeons and chocolate

      pudding & apples for lunch! 3 pm eat an apple. 3.15 pm David and I fought and have got bruise on my leg because he said I was greedy. eat two apples for supper.128


    


  




  In August 1913 Käthe Kübler went to Glamis for the first time. She was impressed by its splendour, and Elizabeth did not spare her any of its ghost stories and legends. The German

  governess wrote a full account of life there:




  

    

      During the shooting season, in September and October, there were often more than twenty guests in the castle; the gentlemen brought their valets and the ladies their maids.

      At the head of the whole household was the butler, assisted by the housekeeper, who ruled over the female servants and was also in charge of the linen room. Huge piles of snow-white

      tablecloths, sheets, towels and napkins were stacked there, and were also used, for guests were constantly coming and going. Glamis Castle had its own laundry,

      in which half a dozen laundry maids worked. The kitchen was ruled by a French chef, who received his orders from Lady Strathmore every morning. He in turn was in command of a number of kitchen

      maids and scullery maids. Liveried servants waited at table; several motor cars, carriages and riding horses were at the disposal of the guests . . . Lord Strathmore did not belong to the

      celebrated large landowners known for their wealth; nevertheless it seemed to me that life was lived in the greatest style on his estates.




      . . . Lord Strathmore sometimes took Lady Elizabeth and me with him when he went shooting. The pheasants are put up by the beaters, and the guns must be good shots if they want to hit the

      birds, which fly high above the trees. Then there was fly-fishing for trout in the Glamis burn, the stream that flows through the park.129


    


  




  In November life was quieter; there were no more house guests, and often there were only five – Lord and Lady Strathmore, their two younger daughters and the governess – around the

  great table in the dining room. They returned to St Paul’s Walden in time for Christmas 1913, and Elizabeth sent another letter to David at school: ‘My darling David, Thank you so much

  for your delightful pc. I’m afraid Ive been a dreadfull long time writing but Ive been horribly busy, trying to knit Xmas presents and doing

  lessons. Only 18 days to the holidays. 2 weeks and 4 days. Its nice to think about. Mother got two enormous stockings . . . I do look forward to us two opening them.’ She was not sure what to

  give Fergus, who was serving with the Black Watch in India, for Christmas. ‘Its so awfully difficult to give a man something which he really likes, except guns and motors. Good thought. I

  might send him a motor. Shall we give it between us? Only a few hundreds!’130




  Christmas in Hertfordshire was followed by a visit to Glamis in early 1914. Elizabeth and David went tobogganing. After David went back to school, Käthe Kübler began drilling her pupil

  for the Oxford Local Preliminary Examination. ‘We worked at such a pace that Lady Elizabeth grew pale and thin. Her mother made us stop, and said with a smile: “Health is more important

  than examinations,”’ the governess recalled.131 Lady Strathmore was also receiving complaints from Elizabeth: ‘I

  do hate my lessons sometimes, and [get] sicker every day of this beastly exam. I know less and less!’132 But Fräulein Kübler’s efforts were rewarded: Elizabeth passed the examination and was awarded a certificate, still preserved

  in the Glamis Archives.




  To Käthe’s delight, Lady Strathmore asked her to stay on four more years until Elizabeth’s eighteenth birthday – to teach her languages, music and history of art and even

  take her abroad, to Germany, Austria and Italy. The only problem was David. He had taken a violent dislike to Fräulein Kübler, and picked quarrels with her at every opportunity. A

  distraught Elizabeth reported to her mother from Glamis in June 1914:




  

    

      My darling Mother,




      Most terrible goings-on here.




      At this present moment Fräulein is crying and sobbing in her room, and David is doing lessons with Mr Hewett. They had a dreadful quarrel just before tea, two at lunch, and I really

      don’t know what to do. For the last week I have’nt had one single moment of peace, even in my room, and its too awful. I cant tell you how I look forward to Thursday, oh it will be nice. I really cant help just one tear now and then . . . Everybody is very well, I

      don’t know about Fräulein, but I do pity her poor thing, and I’m afraid she’ll go away for good, with a bad feeling against this family, though I believe she quite likes

      me.133


    


  




  One bone of contention – literally – between David and Fräulein Kübler passed into the annals of Glamis history: when David shot his first hare, the

  governess ate the whole animal herself, leaving him only the head.134 Elizabeth was alarmed. ‘I don’t know what is going to

  happen at lunch today,’ she lamented in another letter to her mother, ‘as David swears he’s not going to let Fräulein have any rabbit pie. He killed the

  rabbits.’135




  Fortunately there were lighter moments: Elizabeth went fishing with David and was pleased with her own progress. ‘I am really casting quite well, no splashes!’136 Jock came to stay, which cheered her, and she sent one of her mock-Cockney missives to Mike.




  

    

      Thank you most awfully for your delightful episal. I was glad to get it, and it made me laugh some, you bet. I suppose you’r moving around pretty slick just now,

      dinner, balls ect. I hope you are having plenty of champenge, clarit, ’oc, mosel, and baeer, Baaeer, Baaeer, wonderful baaer, fill yourself right up to here (neck). That was by

      Shakespeare. Oi ad an horful noice toime yesterday playing ’opscotch with Fairweather,*25 or can

      taal you he got a talent for ’opscotch. We are coming down on Thursday next, it will be nice seeing you all again. It’s not very peaceful here!137


    


  




  Käthe Kübler did go away for good, but not because of David. As the governess expressed it in her memoirs, ‘Then came the day when the world was jolted awake by the shots at

  Sarajevo. When I came into the breakfast room in the morning I saw distraught faces. Lord Strathmore gave me the “Morning Post”. “Here, read this. It means war.” I would not

  and could not believe it.’138 It was the end of June 1914. Fräulein Kübler was no doubt being wise long after the event;

  it would have been remarkable if Lord Strathmore had understood so early that the assassination in Sarajevo would lead to more than local fighting in the Balkans. When Käthe left for Germany

  on 12 July to attend her parents’ silver wedding and take her month’s holiday, Lady Strathmore embraced her and made her promise to come back. By the time the month was over, it was too

  late for her to return and she volunteered for the German Red Cross in Erlangen.*26




  The Great War broke out late on Elizabeth Bowes Lyon’s fourteenth birthday, 4 August 1914. Her mother had taken her and other members of the family to the London Coliseum to see a

  vaudeville programme with Charles Hawtrey, G. P. Huntly and the Russian ballerina Fedorova. That same evening King George V held a Privy Council meeting at Buckingham Palace, attended by one

  minister and two officials. The Council proclaimed a state of war with Germany from 11 o’clock that evening. The King recorded in his diary that the declaration of war was ‘a terrible

  catastrophe but it is not our fault’.139




  In the Coliseum the audience was filled with people exhilarated by the prospect of war. ‘I think they honestly thought it was going to be about a month and it would be finished,’

  Elizabeth commented much later. As she went to bed in St James’s Square, vast, exultant crowds were pushing down the Mall to Buckingham Palace. Ever after she

  remembered, ‘The streets were full of people shouting, roaring, yelling their heads off – little thinking what was going to happen.’140








  


  




  CHAPTER TWO




  TENDING THE WOUNDED




  1914–1918




  ‘It’s so dreadful saying goodbye’




  THE WAR CAME to dominate everyone’s lives. Home was a Front for the first time ever; patriotism and commitment were expected from people of every

  age and every background. The values on which the British establishment prided itself- courage, self-sacrifice, duty, honour – were deemed to be easily and properly transferable from the

  playing fields to the battlefields. The young Eric Blair (later George Orwell) published a poem entitled ‘Awake! Young Men of England’ in the Henley and South Oxfordshire

  Standard that summed up the feelings of the time:




  

    

      Oh! give me the strength of the lion,




      The wisdom of Reynard the Fox,




      And then I’ll hurl troops at the Germans,




      And give them the hardest of knocks.




      Awake! oh you young men of England,




      For if, when your Country’s in need,




      You do not enlist by the thousand,




      You truly are cowards indeed.1


    


  




  Chauvinism was not peculiar to Britain. One of the new forces in the first two decades of Elizabeth’s life was the growth in the power of nationalism throughout Europe. Since the Crimean

  War separatist battles against Ottoman rule had created Serbia, Greece and Romania. By the end of the nineteenth century the new countries of Montenegro and Bulgaria had emerged, and the Balkans

  remained a place of violent change. There had been wars in 1912 and 1913 as the new states fought over the spoils of the decaying Ottoman Empire. Britain’s nationalist problem was lesser, but

  still real – in Ireland. Indeed, in the view of some historians, the danger of civil war in Ireland was avoided only by the outbreak of war on a larger

  scale.




  At the turn of the century European states might have congratulated themselves that they had avoided war between the major powers since 1870, when Germany had defeated France and seized Alsace

  and Lorraine. But Germany and Italy were both newly united powers, and their leaders encouraged nationalist enthusiasms. Meanwhile the two great European empires of Russia and Austria-Hungary faced

  massive internal problems of their own. Austria-Hungary seemed stretched almost beyond endurance and here too the demands of industrialization were creating new tensions. In Russia, economic

  progress coincided with a political revolution after the introduction in 1905 of a parliament, the Duma, albeit with very limited powers. Russia remained dependent on her foreign suppliers, in

  particular her closest ally, France. The French, after the loss of Alsace-Lorraine, knew that they must have allies against any further threat from the German army.




  Since 1870 the balance of power had preserved peace in Europe but through the early years of the twentieth century the likelihood of war increased. Austria-Hungary was prepared to resort to

  local wars to eliminate threats to her position from nationalism in the Balkans, while Germany was willing to risk war – even a European war – to extend her own imperial reach. Europe

  began to divide into two camps, and Germany used commercial and colonial issues to exacerbate tensions with France. The German General Staff made plans to fight a two-front war – first to

  inflict a quick defeat on France and then to deal with her slower-moving ally, Russia.




  In Britain, patriotism was allied to a sense of pride both in the achievements of empire and in the supremacy of the British navy. The continued expansion of German ambitions convinced the

  British that they would have to involve themselves more directly in the continental balance of power unless they wished to see Germany dominate all of Europe. When Germany began to develop her

  navy, this could only be seen as a threat to British domination of the seas. By 1911 the race for naval superiority had led to a marked increase in tensions between the two powers. Britain’s

  Liberal government reluctantly allied the country to France.




  In the event the catalyst came not in the North Sea but in the southern Slav lands. On 28 June 1914 Archduke Franz Ferdinand, heir to the Austrian throne, and

  his wife were assassinated by a Bosnian Serb at Sarajevo, in Bosnia Herzegovina, which was under Austrian rule. The Austrians, with German support, blamed Serbia and declared war on her; a week

  later the mesh of alliances across Europe had begun to drag the rest of the continent into war.




  Few people immediately understood the implications of the Archduke’s assassination. It was three weeks before The Times considered its consequences on its main page.2 Until then, summer sunshine, holidays, pageantry were greater preoccupations. But power was also on display. On 17 and 18 July King George V made an

  ‘informal’ visit to the Royal Navy and reviewed the fleet at Spithead. He saw before him forty miles of ships – 260 vessels in all, including twenty-four of the new Dreadnought

  battleships – which resembled, in Winston Churchill’s words, ‘scores of gigantic castles of steel, wending their way across the sea like giants bowed in anxious

  thought’.3




  Even while the King was inspecting his kingdom’s apparently impregnable defences, the war machinery of Europe was engaging gear. Austria’s declaration of war on Serbia aroused

  Serbia’s ally Russia; Austria in turn called upon Germany. Russia appealed for French support and Germany was thus given the rationale for the first phase of her battle plan – a quick

  assault upon France through Belgium to destroy the threat from the west before she dealt with the massive Slav menace from the east. The principal uncertainty was whether the British would actually

  fulfil their recent assurances to come to the assistance of their new friend and traditional enemy across the Channel.




  London hesitated. It seemed to some that if Britain refused to be drawn in, a war would have disastrous consequences but it just might remain limited. On the other hand, if Britain entered, the

  chances of a widespread conflagration were much greater. Moreover the British government had serious domestic concerns. That spring, Britain had been closer to civil war than at any time in the

  previous hundred years – because of the demand for Home Rule in Catholic Ireland and the absolute refusal of the Protestant north to be governed by the Catholic south. The crisis had split

  the British army and had divided the parties in Parliament more bitterly than any issue in living memory.




  On 28 July the British fleet moved to face Germany in the North Sea. The next day the Foreign Secretary, Sir Edward Grey, rejected a German request for a guarantee of British neutrality, Russia

  ordered partial mobilization, Belgrade was shelled. On 1 August France, Germany and Belgium mobilized; Germany declared war on Russia, demanded unlimited passage

  through Belgium and sent her troops into Russia and Luxembourg. Next day her troops were in France as well. And on 3 August France and Germany declared war on one another.




  Huge patriotic crowds appeared outside Buckingham Palace. That evening King George V and Queen Mary had to show themselves on the balcony three times, to tremendous cheering. In his diary the

  King recorded that public opinion agreed that the German fleet should not be allowed into the English Channel to attack France, nor German troops permitted to march through Belgium. ‘Everyone

  is for war & our helping our friends,’ he wrote.4




  The German war plan demanded the overthrow of France within forty days. Berlin launched thirty-four infantry and five cavalry divisions westwards. The Belgians resisted bravely and managed to

  check the overwhelming German advance, but only for a time. Within a fortnight the fighting had displayed the terrible destructive force of modern industrial weapons, massed machine guns and

  gigantic artillery pieces.




  In London Field Marshal Lord Kitchener of Khartoum was appointed secretary of state for war on 5 August; he alarmed some of his colleagues in the War Cabinet when, contrary to the conventional

  wisdom, he warned that the war could be a long one. He insisted on keeping two divisions in Britain, against the threat of invasion.5 On 7

  August Kitchener called for 100,000 volunteers. The response was instant. The Times reported, ‘The crowd of applicants was so large and so persistent that mounted police were necessary

  to hold them in check, and the gates were only opened to admit six at a time.’ Some 2,500 men a day were volunteering and in London a hundred men were sworn in every hour.6 When reports came back of Austrian atrocities in Serbia and of German atrocities in Belgium and France, opinion hardened.




  The enthusiasm and eagerness to get to the Front were widely shared. One young aristocrat was ‘afraid of missing anything before the war was over’. Lord Tennyson, grandson of the

  poet, dressed and packed in feverish haste to get there on time.7 Many of those who were stationed around the Empire with their regiments felt

  they were missing the most important moment in their country’s – and their own – life. Families with landed estates sent their sons off to war and did everything they could to help their staff and their tenants do the same. Many landowners kept jobs open for men who volunteered, and allowed families to live rent free until their

  menfolk returned.




  *




  FOR ELIZABETH’S four surviving elder brothers – Patrick, Jock, Fergus and Michael –

  there was simply no alternative. Patrick was already in the Scots Guards, Jock and Fergus were in the Black Watch and Michael, who had just completed his first year reading agriculture at Magdalen

  College, Oxford, volunteered for the Royal Scots at once. He wrote to his mother, ‘It’s rather funny thinking of me as a soldier, I don’t quite feel one yet and I’m afraid

  I’ll never look the soldier Fergie looks.’8




  Wars – even those expected to be short – add a sense of urgency. Marriages took place quickly all over the country. On 9 September Fergus wrote to his mother that he and his

  fiancée Lady Christian Dawson-Damer*1 had decided to get married the following week.9 Almost immediately afterwards there was a second family wedding – Jock married Fenella Hepburn-Stuart-Forbes-Trefusis.*2 Both bridegrooms then went off to join their regiments.




  Elizabeth later recalled the thrill of those first days of anticipation and upheaval. Schoolroom routine collapsed and she remembered ‘the bustle of hurried visits to chemists for outfits

  of every sort of medicine and to gunsmiths to buy all the things that people thought they wanted for a war and then found they didn’t’.10 A week after her birthday and the declaration of war, she travelled up to Scotland as the family did every year in early August, to prepare for the Glorious Twelfth and the

  opening of the grouse season. This year was different. Gone were the convivial gatherings of the house party, the candle-lit dinners, the songs around the piano, the hearty breakfasts, the assembly

  for shooting every day, the fierce but friendly cricket matches.




  Like many great country homes, Glamis was at once converted for hospital use, receiving wounded or sick soldiers sent to convalesce after treatment at Dundee

  Infirmary. The great table was taken out of the dining room and beds were moved in. A nurse, Helen Anderson, was appointed to supervise medical care. Casualties were dispatched from Southampton to

  Dundee by train – a thirteen-hour journey – often wrapped only in blankets, their uniform cut away around their wounds.11 Many

  of the men had never seen such a place as Glamis, and they gazed at the great castle and grounds in astonishment. They were shown around and each given a white bed along the panelled walls of the

  dining room, as well as a nightshirt and a set of warm clothes.12




  The billiard room became a collecting depot for winter clothing for soldiers and the billiard table was stacked with thick shirts and socks, mufflers, belts and sheepskins to be made into coats

  and painted with a waterproofing varnish. Official supplies, not least of greatcoats, lagged behind demand, and the Strathmores aimed to provide every man in the thousand-strong local Black Watch

  battalion with a sheepskin. Socks were packed with presents of cigarettes, tobacco, pipes or peppermints in the toe.13 As Elizabeth

  recalled, ‘during these first few months we were so busy knitting, knitting, knitting and making shirts for the local battalion – the 5th Black Watch. My chief occupation was crumpling

  up tissue paper until it was so soft that it no longer crackled, to put into the lining of sleeping bags.’14




  Lord Strathmore too was involved in war preparations: as lord lieutenant of Forfarshire he chaired the local territorial defence associations, and was also charged with instructing farmers and

  landowners in the county what to do with their crops and livestock in case of invasion. This required caution, so as not to alarm people; there was already an atmosphere approaching paranoia, as

  reported by his daughter’s governess: ‘Mysterious lights have been seen all along this coast at night & cannot be traced. Forfar is supposed to be a hotbed of spies. Lady S is very

  funny. She heard that 2 Dundee butchers (I think it was) were willing to supply sheepskins for the famous coats at a reduced rate – one of them named Miller she said she would not employ as

  she suspected him of being a spy & wishing to ingratiate himself – & also that his name was in reality Müller!’15




  *




  WHILE ELIZABETH Bowes Lyon’s relations were each doing what they could for the war effort,

  one of the most significant events for her personally at this time was the arrival in the family of a new governess. Beryl Poignand was to be a friend, almost a co-conspirator, throughout

  Elizabeth’s teenage years and an important confidante thereafter.*3 Elizabeth’s letters to Beryl give not only a glimpse of the

  world in which she grew up, but also a unique insight into her character. She was a fine letter writer all her life and her personality – lively, kind, mischievous – sparkles across the

  folded pages in their small blue envelopes. Beryl’s own letters home provide further valuable information and a vivid picture of the family in wartime.




  Miss Poignand’s appointment seems to have come about through a French ‘holiday governess’, Madeleine Girardot de Villers, whom Lady Strathmore had engaged to take over –

  temporarily, as they all thought – from Käthe Kübler in July 1914. Elizabeth evidently got on well with Mademoiselle Girardot. A sheaf of dictées in the Glamis

  Archives dating from August and September 1914 shows a diminishing number of mistakes, with increasingly pleased comments by the governess. To one of these Elizabeth added cheekily, ‘elle est

  la meilleure pupille que j’ai eue’.16




  Madeleine Girardot had been a trainee teacher at the Maison d’Education de la Légion d’Honneur, the school founded by Napoleon for the daughters of members of the order, at

  Saint-Denis on the outskirts of Paris. There she had made friends with Beryl Poignand, a young Englishwoman who also taught at the school. Beryl, who was born in India in 1887, was the daughter of

  an Indian Army officer; the Poignand family claimed descent from a physician at the Court of Louis XVI who had fled to England. She had had a good education and, having returned from France in the

  summer of 1914, was now living with her recently widowed mother in Farnham in Surrey. It was probably at Madeleine Girardot’s suggestion that she wrote to

  Lady Strathmore offering her services as governess.




  Lady Strathmore, struggling to balance the demands of two convalescent hospitals (she had set up another at St Paul’s Walden), four sons at the Front or about to set off, and a husband and

  two daughters for whom she had to maintain a home, was relieved. She replied to Beryl Poignand that she sounded very much like what she was looking for, ‘a lady who can teach and speak French

  and also able to teach English’, and asked if she would be prepared to come for a few months.17 The offer was accepted; Lady

  Strathmore wrote again promising to order the necessary books from the Army & Navy Stores and added: ‘I do hope you will be happy here. Elizabeth is really a delightful companion –

  very old for her age – and very sensible. So that you will not have a child with you always.’18




  Miss Poignand arrived at Glamis station from London one evening in late November 1914, and was shown to a spacious tower bedroom, with a fire burning brightly and supper awaiting her in the

  comfortably furnished schoolroom. ‘No electric light here – chiefly lamps everywhere & gas in the corridors,’ she reported to her mother. ‘It is an old place, you would

  love it, all nooks & corners & stairs up & down & long passages – many floors of stone of course.’19 Bathing

  arrangements were a matter of wonder after the more modest comforts of a villa in Farnham.




  

    

      The maid brings in tea – lights my candles & goes off with my sponge & towels to a Bathroom some little way away – of which I think I have the sole use

      – to get to it I pass through a large bedroom & along a corridor & down a few stairs. Arrived there I find a huge hot bath set – the Bath is enormously deep – a large

      blanket spread on the ground & beside the Bath a carpeted step ladder by which one mounts in order to descend into the Bath. There is also a spray & douche apparatus.20


    


  




  With her pupil there was an instant rapport. ‘I like Elizabeth very much & I think we shall be great friends,’ Beryl wrote. Their daily routine was quickly established: chapel

  – wearing the prescribed lace cap – and piano practice for Elizabeth, breakfast at 8.45, two hours of lessons followed by three-quarters of an hour out of doors and a further

  hour’s lesson before lunch. Then they were free to go out again until the last lesson from 4 to 5. There was family tea around a large table at 5,

  Elizabeth’s last meal – except for the occasional apple – until her bedtime at 8 p.m., after which Beryl was served her supper in the schoolroom. This was a mere four hours of

  lessons a day, and three on Saturday: it was probably at least an hour a day shorter than Fräulein Kübler’s timetable. Even so, it was a challenge for the new governess. Despite her

  immediate affection for Elizabeth, she worried that ‘it is not too easy teaching her. I have to make things as interesting as possible or she would easily get bored I think. She is

  intelligent – it is a wonder to me that she knows all she does – her education has been rather quaint.’21 Moreover, Lady

  Strathmore’s enthusiasm for a more rigorous academic education for her daughter was lukewarm. ‘I don’t know if very advanced mathematics are required for Elizabeth’s

  exam,’ she said to Beryl; ‘but I do not wish her to take anything very advanced. I am not a believer in very high mathematics for girls.’ Beryl was amused and relieved, since

  maths was not her own strong point. She reassured her employer that ‘ordinary Arithmetic’ was all that was required.22




  Elizabeth enjoyed the new regime: three years later, looking back on ‘those happy days’, she described a typical day. The timetable has evolved a little, starting at 8 a.m. with a

  history lesson which is interrupted by the breakfast gong. Afterwards she and Beryl do some arithmetic, also interrupted, this time by Nurse Anderson, who comes rustling and panting up the stairs

  for a chat. This is followed by a trip down to the Oak Room for hot chocolate, biscuits and jokes, ‘the first & last manufactured by the Lady Rose Lyon’, and a walk through the

  pinetum. At lunch they ‘eat an ’orrid amount’, and go for another walk afterwards. Then ‘back to the schoolroom for a bit. Eat enormous quantities of Vida bread, at tea,

  & a few “plaisanteries” with Mike.’ After tea, she added innocently, ‘I sleep before the fire while Medusa [her nickname for Beryl] reads about Queens of England.’

  Then they would visit the soldiers’ ward for a lively game of whist before supper, and eventually ‘wander bedwards, tired, but let us hope happy!!!’23




  Beryl Poignand noted her pupil’s liveliness and quick interest in the world about her. When the newspapers arrived in the morning, Elizabeth ‘simply pounced’ on the Daily

  Mail, provided for her personally. Her loving relationship with her parents was plain to see: they were devoted to her, and she was very attentive to both of them. The governess’s letters

  home paint an appealing portrait of Lord Strathmore as a gentle, humorous man who was immensely fond of his children and grandchildren, ‘especially of E. who

  is very sweet with him, always looking round to see if he wants anything – & lighting his cigarettes etc’. He was occasionally querulous, a characteristic which Beryl observed that

  his family ignored; but like many fathers of the less domineering sort, he was used to that. ‘No one ever communicates with me unless they want

  to be paid something,’ he was once heard to say. There was nothing stiff or pompous about him or his wife. ‘He always arrives late for meals, & consequently is miles behind everyone

  else – if the footmen have left the room he sometimes asks Lady S. to throw him some pudding & if the sweet is a “dry” one she throws it across the table & he catches it

  in his hands or on his plate or sometimes doesn’t catch it at all.’24




  Lady Strathmore emerges from Beryl’s letters as the hub of the family, energetic and admirably generous in her provision for the convalescent soldiers. She and her daughters dressed very

  simply, Lady Strathmore mostly in black ‘with lace ruffles’, while Rose wore a white silk blouse and a tweed walking skirt with a golf jacket. Elizabeth’s usual garb was a

  navy-blue dress with a white yoke and cuffs, often with a jacket like her sister’s. There was no need, Beryl assured her mother, for smart clothes at Glamis.25




  Letters arrived sporadically from the two Bowes Lyon sons at the Front. One beautiful November morning when the sun sparkled on a thick frost at Glamis, Beryl recorded that Lady Strathmore had

  heard from Patrick and Jock in northern France, where the 5th Battalion The Black Watch had just come under fire. They had taken German trenches but had not advanced. A fortnight later Jock wrote

  again: they usually spent three days and nights in the trenches, or longer if the firing was lively, before being relieved, which meant walking nine miles back out of enemy artillery range before

  they could have any rest. He had not seen a mattress since leaving Dundee, he said. Sleep was impossible at the Front: as an officer he had to remain alert, for they were barely 200 yards from the

  German lines. Another letter spoke of the intense cold, of the slimy mud in the trenches, and of Jock’s bitter disappointment to find that some of the cooked pheasants his mother had sent him

  had been badly packed and had rotted before arrival. The Glamis cook at once set to work preparing more.26




  Fergus, by now a captain, was still at Aldershot, where he had been sent at the beginning of the war to train new recruits in the 8th Battalion The Black Watch;

  it was not until the spring of 1915 that he went with the battalion to France. Michael’s reserve battalion of the Royal Scots had at first been sent to Weymouth; in November they were

  suddenly moved to Sunderland and ordered to dig trenches. At Glamis the family could only suppose there was an invasion scare. In December he was sent to France, not to the Front but to Rouen,

  whence he dispatched cheerful letters home. It was a beautiful city full of fine churches, he wrote; but he had no intention of entering any of them, having had far too much sightseeing forced on

  him by his mother and sister Rosie in the past. He had been given the task of censoring soldiers’ letters home, and quoted some of them: ‘P.S. please excuse writing but I am rather

  drunk’; ‘What is Tom a’doin’ – ’as ’e ’listed or is ’e a coward – or is ’e after Nell – ’cos if so tell ’im

  I’ll break ’is d— neck when I come back.’27




  Elizabeth was still in touch with Fräulein Kübler. Her former governess sent her a long letter from Belgium, where she was nursing German soldiers. She was convinced that her

  country’s cause was a righteous one and that the Kaiser had done all he could to stop the war.28 Elizabeth seems not to have been

  impressed; her new governess recorded that she wanted to give up her German lessons and learn Russian instead, a wish frustrated by Beryl’s ignorance of that language.29*4




  It was now clear that the war would not be over by Christmas. Young British women also wanted to play their part, and Elizabeth’s sister Rose decided to train as a nurse. She enrolled at

  the London Hospital, which was offering three-month courses, and left Glamis in early January 1915 to join several of her friends training in the capital.




  At the end of its first year, the convalescent hospital at Glamis was commended for its good work, especially with men suffering from shattered nerves. It was run with the minimum of regulations

  – ‘this hospital treated its inmates neither as prisoners nor as children, but as privileged guests.’30 Several were

  Highlanders, young and shy; one who had barely spoken a word had a visit from his sister: ‘the nurse said he was so pleased & his eyes filled with tears when he knew she was coming,’ Beryl wrote to her mother.31 Those members of the family who were there ‘contended with one

  another to make the wounded soldiers feel at home’. One of their patients told a visitor, ‘my three weeks at Glamis have been the happiest I ever struck. I love Lady Strathmore so very

  much on account of her being so very like my dear mother, as was; and as for Lady Elizabeth, why, she and my fiancay are as like as two peas!’32




  Lord Strathmore found it harder to make contact with the soldiers: ‘he is terribly shy,’ Beryl Poignand commented; but after a few days he was talking animatedly to those with whom

  he had a cavalry background in common. ‘Today he very politely (Elizabeth says) introduced himself to the 5th Dragoon . . . Elizabeth is very funny about him & takes him off sometimes

  – quite nicely of course – she is devoted to her parents.’33




  In this environment most of the soldiers quickly relaxed; they explored the Castle and its grounds, they were taken for outings in the motors, attended the chapel, played billiards and gathered

  around the piano singing heartily. Until she departed, Rose played such favourites as ‘We Don’t Want to Lose You’ or ‘The Sunshine of Your Smile’.34 One evening Rose dressed David up in her own clothes, with a hat and a thick veil, and introduced him to the soldiers as her cousin. He played the gracious

  lady so successfully that the deception was complete. When the soldiers discovered their mistake there was much mirth, and serious danger that future lady visitors would be greeted with guffaws of

  ‘I know you!’ After Rose left for London a gramophone was acquired for the men, but it was considered a poor substitute for her piano playing.35




  Elizabeth was too young to train as a nurse; her task was generally to make the soldiers feel at home. She did rounds of the ward, talked to them all, made friends with many and went to the

  village shop to arrange large quantities of vital purchases – Woodbines, Gold Flake and Navy Cut tobacco.36 She was intrigued by the

  soldiers and tried to draw them out: one, a Canadian named Baker who had been as far afield as Nepal, Egypt and South Africa, she discovered had been educated at Malvern; Beryl suspected him of

  being a wandering black sheep. They gave nicknames to their favourites: one sprightly Cockney named Bill became ‘Twinkly Eyes’.37




  The irony was that the better the care the soldiers received at Glamis, the sooner they were sent back to the Front. There were noisy farewells in the Castle

  crypt, with crackers and group photographs; next morning the soldiers signed the Visitors’ Book*5 and were driven to Dundee. The motors

  that took them brought back ten more invalids, who came with harrowing tales and dreadful wounds from the Front; one was an eighteen-year-old shot in the stomach at Ypres, another had been shot

  through the lungs, and a third had a damaged spine and was likely to remain disabled for life. There was a ‘London Scottie’ (the London Scottish Regiment), of whom Nurse Anderson

  reported in awestruck tones that he had beautiful shaving things and pyjamas with a silk stripe.38 He was the author of some suitably

  polished lines in Elizabeth’s autograph book:




  

    

      Farewell! lovely Glamis, for soon I go




      From thy dear old walls to which I owe




      Deep gratitude for the days here spent




      Since welcomed here – a convalescent.39


    


  




  This year, 1914, was the first time for twenty years that the Strathmores had spent December at Glamis. Beryl reported to her mother that Lady Strathmore had come into the schoolroom and said,

  ‘At last I have got out of Father that we are staying here for Xmas.’ At this, Elizabeth ‘jumped up in delight & kissed her Mother exuberantly, as for some reason or other she

  wanted much to spend Xmas here’.40




  It was a depleted family party: of Elizabeth’s siblings only Rose and David were there. Rose wrote to her friend Delia Peel that she hoped that ‘this horrible time’ would be

  over soon. ‘Pat, Jock & Mike are all out now, & I suppose Fergus will be going out soon.’41 Despite all the anxieties,

  family and staff at Glamis did their best to bring good cheer to the soldiers, setting up an immense tree in the crypt and distributing presents. ‘The fun was fast and furious,’

  according to Elizabeth. Everyone ate too much, and she and David danced wildly with the soldiers in the ward. All in all, she said, it was ‘a dandy Xmas, you bet your bottom

  dollar’.42




  Freddy Dalrymple Hamilton, on leave from his ship, came for the New Year and recorded that there were twenty wounded soldiers at Glamis. ‘We played various doubtful card games etc. with

  them in the evening which was very amusing and after a bit, quite heating! It was a most cheerful evening. Heard several new & wonderful trench

  stories & I can’t say I envy the soldiers much!’ He could not help recalling his previous visit, playing cricket with the Bowes Lyon brothers, who

  were now away on active service. ‘I never dreamt then the conditions under which I should be there next! We none of us sat up for the New Year.’43 Next day he left by train with Rose.




  Behind the face of gaiety and good cheer that she wore for her guests, Lady Strathmore was always worrying about her sons. On 3 January 1915 she wrote to her married daughter May with news of

  acquaintances and friends who had been killed or wounded. She had heard that ‘one of our spys’ who had been sent to Germany claimed that the Germans would run out of ammunition by May

  ‘& that all the educated people in Berlin knew they could not possibly win – & were talking of what terms we were likely to accept. That is good news – but thousands more

  will be killed & maimed before then. We have several new wounded here – one or two old ones have been x-rayed – & will have to

  have operations – which I am very sorry for.’44 Later she was visited by a brother officer of Mike, who told her of a day of

  carnage on the Kaiser’s birthday, 27 January: ‘hundreds & hundreds of dead Germans everywhere – & not 10 yards of ground unshelled’.45




  A terrible new form of warfare had developed. On the battlefields, machine-gun fire mowed men down like grass; only truly massive bombardment by artillery, which became heavier and heavier in

  the course of the war, could help suppress this murderous fire. Once the enemies had mobilized their industrial resources to produce such weapons, they turned the battle zones into wastelands,

  annihilated by iron, through which men edged fitfully, agonizingly forward and back.




  The Germans’ sweep westwards in August 1914 had not awarded them the instant victory that their war plan required, but they had captured almost all of Belgium and much of northern France.

  In the east the Germans and Austrians had stopped Russian offensives. Brutal and unexpected stalemate everywhere was the norm as 1915 began.




  In mid-January 1915 Lady Strathmore took her two youngest children back to London, where Jock was home on leave and staying at St James’s Square with his wife Fenella. He was confident

  that the war would be over in the summer; others were more pessimistic. Rose was busy, studying for her first nursing examination. ‘Rosie told us some 1st hand experiences of the London

  Hospital,’ Freddy recorded after lunching with them all at St James’s Square in mid-January. ‘It didn’t sound very nice & I hope she

  won’t kill herself over it!’ Barely a month later she had passed her exam and was on a surgical ward.46




  With David back at school, Elizabeth now had one of her greatest friends for company: Lady Lavinia Spencer,*6 who lived near by at Spencer

  House on the edge of Green Park. Lavinia was equally high-spirited, and she and Elizabeth shared a passion for the theatre and the cinema. They exchanged teasing girlish letters about their

  respective idols. ‘She is most awfully nice, very pretty & too charming,’ Lavinia wrote to her brother about Elizabeth.47

  Their respective governesses also got on well, and the quartet visited the Wallace Collection and went to concerts at the Albert Hall and to a performance of The Mikado. There were to be

  frequent visits to the theatre in the next few years.




  Life resumed something of its pre-war pattern. Elizabeth spent the weekdays in London, with lessons in the morning and outings for tea with friends in the afternoon, matinées at the

  theatre, and occasional visits to the cinema in Regent Street or a bus-ride away at Marble Arch – she and Beryl were impressed by newsreels of the sinking of the Blücher and of an

  air raid on the east coast, but thrilling adventures featuring their favourite actors were the main attraction. Occasionally Elizabeth might be invited out in the evening by family friends like the

  Countess of Crawford, who asked her to dinner followed by a performance of the musical Florodora,*7 as company for her

  fourteen-year-old son David. Once she narrowly missed a royal encounter: Lavinia Spencer invited her to a tea party for Princess Mary, King George V’s seventeen-year-old only daughter, which

  had to be cancelled at the last minute because the Spencers’ chauffeur had the measles and the whole house was quarantined.48




  As before, weekends were spent at St Paul’s Walden if possible, and Beryl’s first visit there in February 1915 produced a descriptive letter home.

  The house seemed small and homely compared to Glamis, quaint, but ‘so beautifully furnished & bright & clean looking . . . Eliz: simply loves the place – she has all her

  precious belongings – books, childish toys & clothes & dresses here. Books! I have never seen so many books anywhere. Shelves in every room – hundreds of them.’ Her pupil

  took her on a long ramble in the grounds, to the lake inhabited by sleepy old carp, where once monks fished for their Friday dinner and now an ancient punt and a waterlogged boat lolled; the walled

  garden of fruit trees and bushes full of promise for summer raids; the apple-house where they pocketed apples to eat on the way home; the dairy, fowl houses and stables, where Elizabeth’s

  pony Bobs lived along with Rose’s hunter, still too tall for her diminutive younger sister, who longed to ride her. They picked snowdrops in the woods; crocuses, daffodils and jonquils were

  beginning to appear everywhere. Beryl was shown the long grassy alleys leading away between the tall trees and copses, and was introduced to ‘Arkles’ – the Hercules statue at the

  end of one – and ‘the Bounding Butler’, the discus-thrower figure on the lawn.




  Lady Strathmore had returned to Glamis, where Lord Strathmore was ill with flu and needing company, so Elizabeth and her governess were alone at St Paul’s Walden. On Sunday they walked to

  church, where they sat at the front and felt eyes boring holes into their backs: behind them sat some of the wounded soldiers who were convalescing in the nursery wing of the house, cared for by

  Red Cross nurses; there were eight men there at this time, and Elizabeth and Beryl spent that evening talking to them. They spoke of friends and companions they had seen wounded or killed;

  ‘they none of them when once they have been out there want to go again,’ Beryl recorded. ‘Poor things they say the sufferings &

  privations especially in the early part of the war were too awful.’ The nurses reported that the nerves of one man were quite shattered; he constantly called out in his sleep, and woke up in

  terror. Elizabeth was pleased to find that another of them had been in the Highland Light Infantry unit to which Mike was attached, and knew him.49




  Back in London after the weekend they found that Jock had returned to Flanders. News came from Mike, who was well but finding life ‘dull’. Remarkably, Lady Strathmore considered

  going to visit him, but decided against this because the sea crossing – at the mercy of German submarines – was too dangerous; furthermore, her husband,

  eldest son and youngest daughter were all unwell, so she was ‘rather required’.50




  Lord Strathmore’s influenza and the feverish chill from which Elizabeth had been suffering were not serious; more so was Patrick’s condition. He had been sent home in late February

  1915 with a wounded foot. His battalion, the 5th Black Watch, had suffered terrible losses: of the thousand men who had gone out, only 350 were still standing. There was a dearth of recruits; the

  regiment was counting on Patrick, a major, to raise a third reserve battalion, as ‘he only could do it,’ Lady Strathmore reported to May Elphinstone. As she said, he would have to make

  his appeal on crutches, ‘which might not inspire, but all the men adore him’.51




  Patrick was a strikingly handsome, popular and charming man (‘He looked really as if he’d stepped down from Olympia,’ his eldest niece later said of him).52 But he was now suffering badly from shell shock, and although at first he was reported to be in high spirits, ‘hopping all over the house with his

  wounded foot in the air’,53 his nervous condition deteriorated, and with it his physical health: he could not eat, and spent three

  weeks recuperating in a nursing home. A spell at Glamis with his brother Jock, to whom he was close, helped; but he did not fully recover and was invalided out of active service.




  Towards the end of March 1915 Mike had been able to snatch a few days’ home leave before returning to France. It may have been on this occasion that Elizabeth accompanied her mother to

  Victoria station to see him off. Many years later she recalled, ‘There was a very young little officer going off, and his mother – I can see her now – was weeping. And I remember

  my brother leaning out of the train and saying, “Don’t worry I’ll look after him.” And do you know, he was killed the next day. It was so awful when one thinks about

  it.’54 Two months later a telegram arrived announcing that Mike was in hospital in Rouen suffering from shell shock. He proved to

  have a head wound as well, and was sent by river steamer to Le Havre and shipped home. Lady Strathmore’s concerns about this son were different: ‘now Lady S. is worrying about how in

  the world she will manage to keep him at all quiet – he is so headstrong & will want to be going to theatres etc all the time,’ Beryl Poignand recorded.55




  Jock too had been wounded. In early May the first finger of his left hand was shattered by a bullet. He sailed to Southampton among 850 casualties on a ship

  intended to carry half the number. His damaged finger had to be amputated. Lady Strathmore was relieved that his injury was not worse, while his youngest sister, to her delight, found herself

  quoted in the Daily Mail, to whose reporter she had spoken when he rang up St James’s Square asking for information about her brother’s wound.56




  For all Lady Strathmore’s preoccupations with her soldier sons and her hospitals, she did not neglect the upbringing of the two Benjamins and stuck to her principles on the profitable use

  of holiday time. Elizabeth and David had French conversation lessons with yet another Madé, Lydie Lachaise,*8 while Beryl went home for

  a fortnight, and David had drawing lessons, which his sister was annoyed to have to take in his place when he fell ill.57




  In July 1915 Elizabeth was overjoyed to be taken to the Haymarket Theatre to see a new romantic comedy, H. A. Vachell’s Quinneys,*9 starring her particular idol Henry Ainley,*10 whom she had been thrilled to glimpse from the window of a taxi a few

  days earlier.58 Her letters at this time overflow with swooning references to this actor; and she was mercilessly teased about him by her

  family – particularly her brothers – who told her he was fat and old. They sent her ‘vulgar and insulting telegrams’ on her birthday, ‘about darling Henry’s

  stomach, was it real or a cushion, he was just having his 25th anniversary on the stage & such insults’.59




  To her delight, later that summer she was able to send Beryl ‘perfectly wonderful, marvellous, absolutely indescribable news’. Her friend Lavinia had a first cousin ‘who KNOWS

  Darling HENRY VERY WELL!!!! He is 35 (Hahahoo, Rosie and Mike will be squashed!) and she is going to write and find

  out the colour of his eyes, & everything, also get his signature. Isnt it absolutely unbelievable . . . Darling Henry. I am so pleased. I feel

  that it was quite worth sticking up for him all this time. Oh my sacred Aunt in pink tights, perhaps we shall even meet him, help I shall die in a

  minute. Yours, Elizabeth.’60 She afterwards acquired a signed photograph of Ainley in his role as Joe Quinney, and continued to

  follow him in all his stage and film roles. ‘I bet all the housemaids think that he’s my young man!’ she wrote to Beryl after hanging the latest picture of her hero over her

  mantelpiece at Glamis.61 She and Lavinia, who had a crush on another actor, Basil Hallam,*11 signed themselves ‘Henriette’ and ‘Basilette’ in the facetious letters they exchanged about their adoration of these idols.




  The two also shared a penchant for handsome sailors, and corresponded irreverently as King George V (Lavinia, who signed one letter in a passable imitation of the King’s writing,

  ‘Your Lord and Sovereign George R’) and Queen Mary (Elizabeth, rebuked by her friend in the same letter for flirting with sailors: ‘For shame! Tut! Remember your queenly dignity,

  & don’t make eyes at men in The service, Mary – although, of course, I own it’s a temptation’).62




  Another admirer of sailors came into Lady Elizabeth’s life at around this time: she was Katie Hamilton,*12 daughter of the Duke of

  Abercorn, who was to become a lifelong friend. Lavinia wrote that they were both dying to hear about the captivating specimens of nautical manhood Elizabeth had met while staying with her sister

  May in Edinburgh.63 Katie was determined to marry a sailor, and indeed fell for one – Lavinia’s brother Cecil, a sub-lieutenant

  in the navy. ‘Wouldn’t it be splendid if you & Lavinia & I all married sailors,’ she wrote to Elizabeth; ‘there would be a lifelong feud between us if by any chance

  one of the 3 got promoted first!’64




  Handsome men in uniform did not have to be sailors to attract Elizabeth’s attention. In London she and Beryl had taken to watching the Red Cross chauffeurs

  outside their headquarters in St James’s Square. Elizabeth dubbed one of these drivers ‘The Beautiful One’, and he appears frequently in her letters of these years. ‘I

  received the most seraphic, glorious, delightful, beautiful, wonderful smile from the Beautiful One yesterday,’ she wrote to Beryl in July 1915. ‘He was perfectly charmed to see me,

  (whato).’65




  On Elizabeth’s fifteenth birthday, also the first anniversary of the outbreak of war, they went to the Hippodrome. The cast threw hundreds of soft balls into the auditorium which the

  audience could then fling at each other. Elizabeth, with her usual enthusiasm, embraced this challenge vigorously.66




  Friday 6 August was ‘a fairly decent’ last day in London before she left for Scotland, after seven months in the south. She went shopping and bought a hat and a pink dressing gown

  and ‘lots of chocs’. Perhaps best of all, she had ‘a wonderful last smile from the Beautiful One, we waved to each other for the first and

  last time, a fitting goodbye’.67 That night she and David travelled ‘alonio’ on the night sleeper to Glamis. She

  found that ‘two most beautiful sailors’ were travelling in the same coach. ‘We had long conversations in the corridor in the

  morning.’68




  At Glamis she slipped happily back into her role of friend to the soldier patients. Her unaffected curiosity about them and enjoyment of their company are evident from her letters throughout the

  war. There seems to be no doubt that the experience of welcoming and cheering men from all walks of life and many parts of the world had a major impact upon her – indeed, one can surmise that

  everything she learned from this stood her in extremely good stead in the life that lay before her. The soldiers were charming, she reported to Beryl, who was away for the summer holidays; and this

  time there was a sailor among them, to her delight. ‘My dear Miss Poignand, you are missing something! One is a fisherman and a Naval Reserve,

  he has been shipwrecked five times. Blue eyes, black hair, so nice. Reminds me of Henry.’69




  Another of the new patients was Corporal Ernest Pearce of the Durham Light Infantry, whose right shoulder had been shattered at Ypres in May 1915. Soon after he arrived, he saw a girl in a print

  dress swinging a sun bonnet in her hand. It was Elizabeth. He thought she had beautiful eyes and found her delightful; whenever he met her in the weeks ahead, he said later, ‘she was always

  the same. “How is your shoulder?” “Do you sleep well?” “Does it pain you?” “Why are you not smoking your pipe?”

  “Have you no tobacco?” “You must tell me if you haven’t and I’ll get some for you” . . . For her fifteen years she was very womanly, kind-hearted and

  sympathetic.’70




  Corporal Pearce said that everyone in the Castle ‘worshipped’ Elizabeth. For her part, she described Pearce as ‘A most delightful Corporal, nice boy indeed’. His name

  appears frequently in her letters thereafter, often as her partner in the boisterous games of whist they played in the evenings. He returned to service in 1916 and survived the war; Elizabeth kept

  in touch with him throughout, helped him in the post-war years and later gave him a job as a gardener which he kept for the rest of his life.*13




  There was joy at Glamis in late August 1915 – Fergus came back from France for five days’ leave. It was almost a year since he and Christian had married and their daughter Rosemary

  had been born on 18 July. But after this holiday he had to return to the Front. Lydie Lachaise, the French governess, never forgot the sadness in Lady Strathmore’s face when he

  left.71




  At the beginning of September Lady Strathmore and David travelled south – David to begin his life at Eton – while Elizabeth went to visit May at Carberry Tower, the Elphinstone

  family home near Edinburgh. From there she sent her mother a request: ‘Darling Mother, don’t forget, a little white fox neck thing, a really chic hat, the “dernier cri” in

  shirts & a warm winter coat, the newest mode!!!!!!’72 She replied to a letter from Beryl, who was still in London, with a mixture

  of low badinage and high politics: ‘Yes, of course my dear Ass, you may call at St James’s Square for your luggage. Please give my best love to the dear B.O. and old goggle eyes . .

  .’. Quoting from a letter from Sidney Elphinstone, she continued:




  

    

      London is full of dreadful rumours . . . But much the worst is that Kitchener is going to resign, Winston will take his place and Lloyd George will be Prime Minister. But

      Sidney, who wrote about it, says that he doesn’t think that this long suffering country would stand that, for they have such faith in K of K. I hear the Russians are getting a much better supply of ammunition now, perhaps they will pick up a bit . . .




      How terribly you would have envied me. I spent the whole afternoon on the shores of the Forth. So near the ships that I could see people. And a conversation with a most beautiful sailor,

      with blue eyes and black lashes and so good looking. That was yesterday. He pointed out all the ships to me . . . They looked too fine for words.

      I simply revelled in ’em. And simply hundreds of beautiful brown Lieutenants, Subs, Snotties [midshipmen], Admirals and sailors. Oh my! They were all most amorous! . . . Beatty’s

      fleet I suppose.73


    


  




  Back at Glamis a few days later she found a ‘fairly cheerful’ letter from David at Eton, and new soldiers – ‘one is a ventriloquist; another has a huge

  cut across his head and is rather “queer”, no wonder’.74




  Then came the news that every family dreaded throughout the war. Only a month after his return from Glamis to the battlefields, Fergus had been killed at the Battle of Loos.




  *




  FERGUS WAS a delightful, cheerful and energetic young man, a countryman through and through. He took great pleasure in being on his own, and particularly

  loved Glamis. He was said to have made friends with two poachers and to have imbibed a great deal of their lore.75




  In December 1910 Fergus had become a second lieutenant in the 2nd Battalion The Black Watch, and in 1911 he was sent to serve in the Punjab. He and his mother corresponded frequently and one

  teasing letter from him to the ten-year-old Elizabeth survives in the Glamis Archives. He wonders whether she has been to Gunter’s tea shop lately, and describes his ideal dinner: ‘1.

  Buttered eggs 2. Fillets of salmon 3. Roast pigeon (fried potatoes, peas, collieflower) 4. Lamb cutlets 5. Macedoine of fruits 6. Lemon water ice 7. Fruit (peaches, grapes etc) 8. Coffee 9.

  Probably very very sick.’76




  Fergus would have been content to remain in his regiment, but by his early twenties he knew that he had to earn more money. In February 1914 he decided, reluctantly, to go into the

  City.77 But on the outbreak of war he immediately rejoined the Black Watch. Sent to the Front in early 1915, he wrote home about the gas

  being used by the Germans. ‘They are fiends,’ he said. ‘These are trying times and I’m sure we’ll all be overjoyed when the war is

  over.’78




  In the spring of 1915 the Germans and Austrians mounted a huge and successful assault on Russian positions to the east. In order to relieve the pressure on their Russian allies, the French

  decided to attack German lines in Champagne and Artois. The British government was a reluctant partner in this venture – London agreed only for fear that the Russians might make a separate

  peace. Through the summer the Germans strengthened their positions. Fergus wrote home in June describing the German trenches his troops were facing as ‘quite impregnable – rows &

  rows of them . . . & all lined with concrete & with murderous machine guns’.79 It would have been wise to delay an attack.

  But the British were not even allowed to choose their own terrain; General Joffre insisted that they fight side by side with the French through the ruined villages of Loos and Lens, not in the more

  open countryside that Kitchener preferred.80




  After his brief visit home in August, Fergus rejoined his battalion as final preparations were under way. Despite the season, it was pouring with rain and the trenches were filled with mud.

  Around 800,000 British and French soldiers were poised to attack on 25 September. General Haig, in command of I Corps of the British Expeditionary Force, wrote in his diary, ‘The greatest

  battle in the world’s history begins today.’ General Joffre told the French, ‘Votre élan sera irrésistible.’81




  Not so. The French advanced in Champagne but then were stopped by the Germans. The British, using poison gas for the first time, pushed forward strongly at first, but reinforcements were called

  up too slowly. One soldier who was there said, ‘Jerry did himself well at Loos and on us innocents. We went into it, knowing no more than our own dead what was coming. And Jerry fair lifted

  us out of it with machine guns.’ The losses were appalling.82 Private Carson Stewart of the 7th (Service) Battalion The Queen’s

  Own Cameron Highlanders recalled: ‘When they took the Roll Call after Loos, those not answering, their chums would answer, “Over the Hill.”’83




  In the early morning of 27 September Fergus was ordered to drive out a party of Germans who had infiltrated a trench by the Hohenzollern Redoubt, a German stronghold which the Black Watch had

  captured the day before. He and his men, exhausted from the previous two days and nights of fighting, had only just been relieved at 4 a.m. and were preparing

  themselves some breakfast when the orders came. As Fergus led his party forward a German bomb exploded at his feet, blowing off his right leg and wounding him in the chest; at the same time he was

  hit by bullets in the chest and shoulder. He died at about 11.30 a.m.




  The news did not reach Glamis until four days later, on 1 October. Lieutenant G. B. Gilroy of the 8th Battalion The Black Watch wrote to Lady Strathmore telling her what had happened and

  assuring her that her son could not have suffered any pain but must have died instantly.84 Perhaps mercifully, it was several weeks before

  Lady Strathmore learned that Fergus’s death had been neither instant nor painless. His soldier servant, Lance Corporal Andrew Ross, and Sergeant Robert Lindsay, who had been with him when he

  died, came to Glamis to see her. Both men, and his fellow officers, spoke of Fergus with affection and admiration.85 Sergeant Lindsay gave

  her the name of the stretcher bearer who had carried Fergus away for burial; she later wrote to him to ask for details, saying that she planned ‘to go out & try & find his grave when

  the war is over’.86




  The entire community of Glamis was thrown into deep sorrow. Corporal Pearce recalled later that the soldiers all agreed not to go up to the billiard room, to stay off the lawns and not to play

  the gramophone. They wrote a letter of sympathy to the Countess. She thanked them and said she hoped that, as her guests, they would carry on using the Castle just as before.87 On 3 October 1915 Fergus was remembered in the parish church at Glamis with the words: ‘How hard to realise that all that personal quickening, that

  lovableness and charm, that brightness and vivacity, that thoughtfulness have passed and gone.’88




  Few records of Elizabeth’s reaction to Fergus’s death have survived. She wrote Lavinia Spencer a letter described by her friend as ‘brave’ in her sympathetic reply, which

  is in the Glamis Archives. Beryl Poignand recorded that ‘poor little Elizabeth’ had managed to remain ‘gay and bright’ when she accompanied the Glamis convalescents to the

  local picture palace in Forfar soon after the sad news arrived.89 Her writing paper for most of 1916 was black-edged in mourning for

  Fergus.




  A few weeks after the battle Winston Churchill, then a battalion commander on the Western Front, heard a lecture on Loos and wrote to his wife, Clementine, that

  it was a tale ‘of hopeless failure, of sublime heroism utterly wasted and of splendid Scottish soldiers thrown away in vain . . . Alas, alas.’90




  Among the many thousands killed at Loos was John, the only son of Rudyard Kipling; his body was never found. The poet wrote of the death of all the young men:




  

    

      That flesh we had nursed from the first in all cleanness as given . . .




      To be blanched or gay painted by fumes – to be cindered by fires –




      To be senselessly tossed and retossed in stale mutilation




      From crater to crater. For this we shall take expiation.




      But who shall return us our children?91


    


  




  *




  LIFE ON THE Home Front continued. Elizabeth had resumed her lessons with Beryl; she claimed in a letter to Beryl’s mother that she was not doing

  very well. ‘I am hopelessly rotton at Arithmetic, Literature, Drawing, History and Geography,’ she wrote. Beryl, she added, was ‘really in despair about my exam, you see I’m

  so frightfully stupid & don’t know anything except what I’ve learnt with her about – Julius Caesar, Napoleon, French History, & a lot of little things about the Gods &

  Goddesses, Hades etc.’92




  At the end of October she and her mother travelled down to London to see David, on his first long leave (half-term) from Eton. It was not the best of journeys – the train was three hours

  late and filled with troops – ‘my word how drunk the sailors were!’ They arrived in thick fog in London, and Elizabeth discussed a

  new threat – the Zeppelin airships – ‘don’t be surprised if the Zepps come, for they love fogs,’ she wrote to

  Beryl.93 It was a warning with resonance; the Zeppelins inspired real terror and recently five of them had dropped 189 bombs on London and

  the Home Counties, killing seventy-one people.94*14 Elizabeth’s attitude

  remained insouciant. She and David went to see The Scarlet Pimpernel at the Strand Theatre. ‘When the Zepps were last here, they dropped a bomb into

  the pit at the Strand and killed 6 people so of course we went there.’95




  A crisis for Glamis arose just before Christmas 1915 when the medical authorities in Dundee considered closing the hospital at the Castle. Elizabeth and her mother were horrified and went to

  Dundee to argue their case. ‘I waited outside, trembling, the fate of the hospital was in the balance, but, hooray, its all right,’ Elizabeth wrote. Lady Strathmore had been effective

  and Dr Fraser at the Infirmary told them that Glamis had done ‘wonderful good work, especially with “nervy” men’ and he would continue to send patients there.




  When they got back to the Castle, Nurse Anderson was ‘simply dancing with impatience at the top of the stairs’. The rejoicing was compounded by Jock, who had telephoned to say he was

  coming home that night. So he did, with a whole group of friends. ‘You can (or rather cannot ) imagine the row they made in the motor,

  “Auld Lang Syne” etc. I have just seen Jock (it is about 11.15) he is so happy.’96




  The Strathmores again spent Christmas at Glamis, and Elizabeth prepared a tree for the soldiers. They each got presents from the family – an electric torch, a shirt, chocolates and

  crackers. ‘I believe the noise last night at “lights out” was something appalling, trumpets & squeaky things going like mad,’ she wrote to Beryl. ‘Of course we

  drank “To Hell with the b— Kaiser” last night.’97




  The year ended forlornly. Massive loss of life had gained little ground for either side. Neither had broken through the other’s lines of trenches. The British Expeditionary Force in France

  had now grown to over a million men. Many of these were poorly trained divisions upon which General Haig knew he could not really depend. More and more of the young volunteers in Kitchener’s

  New Armies presented themselves to army medics with what the official medical history of the war described as ‘definite hysterical manifestations (mutism and tremors)’.98 The Germans held stronger positions at the end of the year than they had at its start. Resignation, if not cynicism, had replaced enthusiasm and

  euphoria. On New Year’s Eve Elizabeth wrote again to Beryl: ‘Today is the last day of 1915. Isn’t it dreadful? If this war doesn’t come to an end next year, it never will, I

  don’t think so.’99




  *




  IN THE FIRST few weeks of 1916 Elizabeth had to cram for the Junior Examination of the Oxford Local Examinations Board.

  She and Beryl still had some fun. They went to the theatre in Dundee together and Elizabeth teased Beryl’s mother that Beryl had behaved ‘in a disgraceful manner’, singing so loudly that the manager asked her to stop, ‘whereupon she sang most

  aggressively to him (the poor man had a red nose) “Put a bit of powder on it”, which is a vulgar song. To crown all that, she drank three

  cocktails on reaching home, and had to be carried up to bed by Barson, who seemed to enjoy the job!!!’100




  The examination took place in east London. At eight o’clock on the morning of 17 March Elizabeth took the bus and tram from St James’s Square to the Hackney Examination Centre, which

  she described to her mother as ‘about the last house on that side of London, green fields beyond’. First she had to do a ‘memory drawing paper’ which ended at 10.45, so she

  travelled home again for lunch and then back to Hackney in the afternoon for the ‘model drawing’ paper. After four hours of travel ‘I’m what you might call “slightly

  fatigued”,’ she wrote to her mother.101 The next week she had a paper on Walter Scott which she found

  ‘difficult’. All in all she was afraid that she had failed her exams. ‘The geography and Arithmetic were quite hopeless, much too

  complicated for me!’102 At some stage she appears to have been fed tapioca pudding in Hackney, which added to her misery.




  A trip to the theatre to see Henry Ainley restored her spirits. ‘I’ve seen old Henry in “Who is He” and simply loved it.

  He’s so good looking, (do tell Mike & Rosie, and make him as young and beautiful as you can) with BLUE eyes and BLACK hair, and quite THIN,

  not too thin, but just right. I am so triumphant, you’d love him, he’s so funny,’

  she told Lady Strathmore.103




  In the midst of her examinations she had actually received a letter from Ainley, who had heard she was coming to the play. ‘I shall myself look forward with keen pleasure to Friday

  evening,’ he wrote, adding: ‘at the end of the first act I shall raise my eyes to that part of the house where you & your friend will be seated, & may I hope to meet a smile of

  appreciation & pleasure.’ Better still, he had sent her a photograph of himself and said he had heard that she was ‘at present engaged on a most difficult advanced

  examination’ and was sure she would come through ‘with flying colours’.104




  Alas she did not. A few weeks later she received an impersonal form from the Examination Board. ‘You do not appear to be entitled to a Certificate,’

  it announced. Furthermore, no questions ‘respecting the cause or extent of your failure’ could be answered.105 She was

  disappointed, if defiant. ‘All that I say is, DAMN THE EXAM !! I always was good at poetry wasn’t I?!!’ she wrote to Beryl.

  ‘I’m not going to tell anyone about it anyhow, till they ask me!! Good heavens! What was

  the use of toiling down to that – er – place Hackney? None, I tell you none. It makes me boil with rage to think of that vile stuff,

  tapioca, eaten for – nothing? Oh hell . . . Yes, I am very disappointed, but I daresay I shall get over it, if I go and see Henry.’106




  Less enthralling than the theatre was the prospect of a tea party at Spencer House on 2 April 1916. ‘Lavinia wants me to go to tea, to meet Princess Mary and Prince Albert next

  Sunday,’ she wrote to her mother, adding, ‘They don’t frighten me quite as much as Queens.’107 Afterwards, however, she declared the tea party ‘was rather frightening – in fact, very ’.

  She had had a table all to herself and ‘nearly burst ’ trying to think of something to say to her neighbours, Mr Robinson and Mr Dill.

  She added: ‘Prince Albert was next door, he’s rather nice.’108 Beryl Poignand reported to her mother that the Prince

  and his sister had enjoyed themselves so much that ‘long after their carriage was announced they kept on staying & staying – they played games after tea – “Up

  Jenkins” & “Clumps”, a guessing game’.109




  Prince Albert, the second son of King George V, was a twenty-year-old naval sub-lieutenant; he was at this time on sick leave from his ship. He and Elizabeth were later said to have met for the

  first time at a children’s tea party many years earlier;*15 but their Spencer House meeting was the first of which either of them

  left a record. No comment by the Prince has survived, however, and Elizabeth made little of the encounter. The remainder of her letter to her mother was taken up with enthusing about Henry Ainley

  – his wonderful voice and his dreadful shyness.110




  In the second half of April 1916, she had a holiday in Glamis with her father. A new batch of convalescent soldiers was about to arrive; she spent a lot of time

  writing letters and listening to records of Henry Ainley singing patriotic songs. At the end of the month she took the train back to London, leaving her father and Barson, she said,

  ‘sorrowfully drinking cocktails’.111




  Back in St James’s Square, she was much taken up with the rush towards her sister Rose’s wedding. Rose was the beauty of the family. A kind and intelligent girl, she was closest of

  all to her brother Michael, and she had nursed Alec when he was dying. She had many admirers – her daughter Mary Clayton recalls her grandmother saying that, after Rosie’s twentieth

  proposal, she gave up counting.112




  To the chagrin of Freddy Dalrymple Hamilton – always ‘the unlucky third’ in affairs of the heart, he felt – Rose’s choice fell on a fellow naval officer, William

  Spencer Leveson-Gower (who later became the fourth Earl Granville).113 He was known as Wisp, partly because of his Christian names and

  partly because as a child he had straw-coloured hair.




  The preparations for the wedding – held barely a month after the engagement was announced – gave rise to much family hilarity at Rose’s expense. ‘We thought of getting

  the chorus from the Gaiety for bridesmaids, and the two waiters also from the same theatre, because they are so amusing for the reception affair afterwards!’ wrote her younger sister.

  ‘Also a band of the Royal Scots, and some sailors to pull the carriage to the church and back, and all sorts of such suggestions have been made!!! It would be rather amusing if it could be

  done!!’114 Elizabeth thought the trousseau needlessly extravagant. ‘I should never be able to use 2 dozen of everything, lingerie I mean, good

  heavens, I’m thankful to say no.’115 She went to buy her shoes at Pinet, one of the best shops in Bond Street –

  ‘the first and last time for poverty stricken me I expect, as they were demned expensive’ – over thirty shillings.116




  Wisp and Rose were married on 24 May 1916. ‘The “best man” is very nice – Commander Tom Goldie RN,’ Elizabeth reported to Beryl. But evidently not that nice.

  ‘Jock says the best man has got to kiss the bridesmaid but he’s jolly well not going to kiss me!!’117




  Not long after the wedding Elizabeth discovered that society magazines were describing Dorothy Cavendish,*16 Lavinia and herself as ‘coming Beauties’. ‘Did you ever hear such absolute rot in your life? DC is positively ugly, Lavinia

  is very pretty, but not even a Beauty, and as for me!’ News of the war preoccupied her more. Worried about friends in the navy, she commented, ‘It seems a “damn silly” thing

  to go and do, only part, and a small part, of our fleet to go & take on the whole Hun fleet, but its very brave.’118 She was

  referring to the Battle of Jutland on 31 May, in which 259 warships were deployed to fight each other – Winston Churchill called it ‘the culminating manifestation of naval force in the

  history of the world’. Prince Albert saw active service in the battle, aboard HMS Collingwood.




  It had been German strategy since before the turn of the century to deploy a fleet so large that the British (or any other enemy) would be fatally weakened by any decisive

  engagement.119 At the end of May, the German High Seas Fleet succeeded in luring the British Grand Fleet out into the North Sea. Sixteen

  U-boats attacked British ships as they left their ports, though none of the torpedoes succeeded in striking its target. But the next afternoon, within half an hour of each other,

  Indefatigable and Queen Mary were both sent to the bottom of the sea, with the loss of over 2,200 men. Two hours later as visibility, made more murky by the smoke from 250 funnels and

  by cordite, began to fail, Admiral Hood’s flagship, Invincible, was blown up and more than a thousand men were drowned. In the dark of that night the German fleet escaped and fled back

  to its havens.




  Despite the immense losses of ships and men, the British navy had not been defeated; but when Admiral Beatty took over the command of the Grand Fleet he concluded that British strategy should be

  not to engage the German navy but to keep it bottled up in its harbours. The war had to be won in the mud of Flanders.




  *




  ON 1 JULY 1916 the greatest British catastrophe of the war began. The British and French attempted a mass infantry attack on

  German lines along the north bank of the River Somme. Almost a quarter of a million shells were fired at German positions in an hour that morning; the noise of this massive barrage was so intense

  it could be heard on Hampstead Heath. Then the heavily laden men of eleven British divisions hauled themselves out of their trenches to advance against German positions on the north bank of the

  Somme.




  They sang:




  

    

      We beat them on the Marne,




      We beat them on the Aisne,




      We gave them hell at Neuve Chapelle,




      And here we are again!120


    


  




  The weather in northern France was glorious. As Harold Macmillan, then a captain in the Grenadier Guards, wrote to his mother, it was ‘not the weather for killing

  people’.121*17 The horror unfolding on the Somme was not quickly

  understood in Britain. At first even the General Staff did not grasp the scale of the tragedy. Indeed, one war correspondent wrote that 1 July was ‘on balance, a good day for England and

  France’.122




  By nightfall that day, the army had suffered over 57,000 casualties of whom 20,000 were dead. One eyewitness, Brigadier General F. P. Crozier, recorded: ‘I glance to the right through a

  gap in the trees. I see the 10th Rifles plodding on and then my eyes are riveted by a sight I shall never see again. It is the 32nd Division at its best. I see rows upon rows of British soldiers

  lying dead, dying or wounded in No Mans Land. Here and there I see an officer urging on his followers. Occasionally I see the hands thrown up and then a body flops to the ground.’ Altogether

  the Battle of the Somme lasted 141 days. The horrors were almost indescribable.




  While the battle was in its early stages, Elizabeth and her mother went to visit ‘dear old Pegg’ (Trooper J. Langfield Pegg of the New Zealand Mounted Rifles, who had been a

  convalescent at Glamis in December 1915) in the New Zealand hospital at Walton on Thames. He showed them around; there were more than 350 men there, some of them just arrived from the Front,

  looking very pale, tired and dirty. Returning to Glamis in early August, they found a new batch of soldiers. As Elizabeth reported to Beryl, ‘They’ve most of them been in this new thing

  [the Somme] & a Scotch one said that only 52 men were left of his batt: by the time they’de reached the German trenches. It must have been awful.’123




  *




  ON SATURDAY 16 September 1916 Elizabeth’s father and David went shooting with Gavin Ralston, the Glamis factor, and some

  neighbours. Elizabeth and her mother remained at the Castle tending to the soldiers. In the afternoon nine of the soldiers and the Sister went to the pictures in

  Forfar. Fortunately some of the soldiers stayed behind. One of them, Sergeant Cowie, whom Elizabeth described as ‘remarkably good looking. Very quiet and Scotch and huge’, suddenly

  smelt smoke and realized that the Castle was on fire. He raised the alarm.124 Elizabeth at once took charge, telephoning for the fire

  brigades from both Forfar and more distant Dundee. She wrote to Beryl later that she, four soldiers and all the maids ‘rushed up and handed buckets like old Billy-o. The more water, the more

  smoke, we absolutly could not find the fire.’125




  The whole village ran up to help, but still the fire spread and ‘the little flames were sort of creeping through the roofs . . . It was too awful.’ The Forfar fire brigade arrived

  full tilt but were ‘absolutly no use’, having only a hand pump which was quite unable to get water ninety feet up the tower. Fortunately

  the Dundee brigade were prompt and reached the Castle only twenty-six minutes after being called out. With their powerful engines they were able to spray water all across the roofs of the

  tower.




  Gradually the fire was brought under control, but then a new crisis developed. The cold-water storage tank in the roof suddenly burst with the heat and its contents cascaded down, along with the

  water from the firemen’s hoses. Elizabeth at once saw the danger to the contents of the Castle and organized David – now back from shooting – and some of the maids to brush the

  water down the stairs, away from the rooms. ‘From 6.30 till about 10 o’c I stood just outside the drawing room door, sweeping down the water.’126 At the same time, she directed about thirty people into a line to remove all the pictures, valuable objects and furniture at risk and store them in dry rooms. When

  night fell she searched for candles so that they could continue as best they could.




  ‘I can’t tell you all the little incidents, but it was too dreadful, we thought the whole place would be burnt,’ Elizabeth

  wrote. It was indeed a close call. Next day the wind strengthened, and Captain Weir, the chief of the Dundee fire brigade, told Elizabeth that nothing would have saved the Castle had the wind been

  as strong the previous day. In the end only the rooms at the very top of the Castle were destroyed by fire, but the water damage was serious throughout. ‘It was pouring into the drawing room

  all night, and the Chapel is a wreck. All the pictures with huge

  smudges, it’s beastly.’127




  Elizabeth’s crucial role was clear to all. She had been vital in organizing both the fire brigades and the rescue of the Castle’s artefacts. When Lord Strathmore thanked one of the

  tenants for his help, he replied, ‘It was her little Ladyship told us how to do it and kept us to it.’128 The Dundee

  Courier reported that she ‘was a veritable heroine in the salvage work she performed even within the fire zone’.129

  According to Cynthia Asquith Elizabeth was toasted with ‘Highland Honours’ in every house and cottage for miles around. From the trenches of northern France, her brother Michael wrote,

  after hearing the news, ‘My darling old Buffy . . . The fire must have been awful! And I hear you worked like the devil himself.’130




  Her mother told Beryl, ‘Elizth was wonderful – she worked without ceasing & long before I had time to think of anything inside the Castle, she had gathered up all the treasures & put them in safety – & then she directed

  & saved all the furniture possible. She really is a wonderful girl, poor darling she was quite worn out after & ached all over for days.’131




  For the next few weeks, as the clearing, cleaning and repairs proceeded, Elizabeth spent a good deal of time with the soldiers. She told Beryl that one day she took three of them, Blencoe

  (‘the wag’), Randle (‘a dear ugly nice Scotch boy, rather shy’) and ‘Sergeant Shell Shock, as I call him, because I don’t know his name’, for a drive in

  the pony carriage. On another occasion she gave Blencoe a lift to the village and back when she saw him limping down the avenue. He told her that whenever in future he saw her name in the paper he

  would say, ‘Ah, I had a drive with that young lady.’132




  She was playing frequent card games with the ‘boys’ – in particular Hearts, ‘a new game, in which nobody wants the Queen of Spades as she counts 13. So of course, their

  one aim and object was to give her to me!!’133 There was ‘wild laughter’ when she got the Queen of Spades time after

  time – and she discovered that they had been passing it under the table to give to her. ‘They are such babies!’134 She

  and her mother both loved ‘Sergeant Shell Shock’ in particular. She also thought that another soldier, Nix, was ‘angelic. I love him. You would too. ’e’s very small

  and merry with a golden heart as you might say.’135 She wrote a poem about Sergeant Little because Sister teased him after he put

  a postal order in the fire by accident:




  

    

      ‘His mental state’ said Sister




      ‘Gives me quite a fright




      He talks such dreadful nonsense




      Morning, noon and night.




      ‘He was’nt sane when first he came




      It’s getting worse and worse,




      And if he stays much longer,




      I think that I shall curse!




      ‘He received a postal order




      (Don’t call me a Liar)




      For he looked at it one moment




      Then PUT IT IN THE FIRE !!




      ‘Is’nt it sad, in so young a lad,




      Such lunacy to see,




      For he drank his cup and saucer




      And forgot about the tea!!




      ‘Though Sergeant Little’s brain is weak




      His arm is very strong,




      He strafes the Bosche like anything




      Here’s Luck to him life long!136 *18


    


  




  The soldiers apparently loved this poem. ‘They really thought I had brains!’ Encouraged, she wrote another one for Private Harding, one of those who had ‘delighted ’ in slipping her the Queen of Spades.




  

    

      I sometimes go into the Ward




      And play a game or two;




      And if I get the Queen of Spades




      T’is only due to you –




      

        

          Private Harding!


        


      




      Are you not ashamed and sorry




      That cheating should go on?




      Something’s wrong about the dealing




      I put the blame upon –




      

        

          Private Harding!137


        


      


    


  




  Mr Dunn, the local photographer who had recorded the fire, came to the Castle to photograph Elizabeth and the soldiers. They all dressed up and pretended they were the Glamis Band, complete with

  gramophone, dinner horn, penny rattle, drum, penny whistles. ‘The noise is infernal! . . . They are quite mad. Harding was the Queen of

  Spades!! That was a great joke! Nix was “His Lordship’s Jockey” and frightfully pleased with himself.’138 Next

  day she had to present the prizes at the whist drive, which she was dreading. In the event it was not too bad, she thought. Harding won first prize, six handkerchiefs – and then they all

  danced; her partner whisked her round and round until she became quite giddy. Then reels, recitations and the evening ended with a whisky toddy at 12.30 a.m.




  After breakfast the following day ten of the soldiers left and Elizabeth waved them goodbye. ‘They were all dreadfully unhappy and too

  darling . . . I do wonder if they caught their train! Because every two steps, they stopped, threw their kit bags into the air, and waved frantically, and of course all the kit bags fell down, so that took about 3 minutes to pick them all up. They all enjoyed themselves

  frightfully last night.’139




  She remained in touch with many of them – Nix, ‘the angelic little one’, wrote to her from Hull. Pegg wrote to tell her that he had won the Distinguished Conduct Medal and was

  going back to New Zealand. Ernest Pearce wrote to say that he had been made a lance sergeant. Some of those who were left at Glamis celebrated Hallowe’en. ‘They all dressed up and got

  married. It was very profane and most amusing.’140




  More serious matters were on her mind because she was about to be confirmed. The Bishop was coming to stay for the weekend,*19 she wrote

  to Beryl, and added, ‘’elp!’ She was being prepared for confirmation by Mr Tuke, the rector of St John’s Episcopal Church in Forfar. She sent Beryl a sketch of her

  confirmation dress – white crêpe de Chine trimmed with white fur, and with buttons down one side. She thought it would be ‘quite useful for

  dancing classes and things afterwards’.141




  The confirmation took place on Sunday 5 November 1916. Instead of a private ceremony in the chapel at home – ‘that’s the one thing I

  will not have . I’m quite determined. I know exactly what it would be. Rows of gaping

  soldiers and domestics,’ she declared firmly – she elected to be confirmed at St John’s in Forfar.142 She and the

  other girls wore white veils above their white dresses. Margaret Cadenhead, who was also being confirmed, said, ‘she had her hair tied back with a bow. Lovely hair and lovely eyes, beautiful

  blue eyes.’143 Afterwards Elizabeth and her mother returned to the south.




  In February 1917 she had to take to her bed for about ten days suffering from a bronchial complaint. She followed the war news and rumours. ‘The news is really quite cheerful isn’t

  it? Germany howling for peace (silently so far), and we are catching their mouldy subs. This is hush news, two of their biggest and newest surrendered (tho its probably untrue) minus their

  officers. They’d shot them all. Pip pip. Hurrah to heaven.’144




  She remained in the south – at St Paul’s Walden and St James’s Square, where her mother had undertaken another patriotic duty: entertaining overseas officers. This sometimes

  took the form of thés dansants, which Elizabeth attended. Many of the guests were Australian officers. ‘Thursday is our Australian day. At least every day is that now, we are simply inundated with them!’ she wrote to Beryl. ‘Do come and join the

  gory throng that goes fox trotting along. You wear a hat & your best dress I believe at these sort of things! The men are very nice and quite RESPECTABLE, so your Mother wont mind letting flighty flirtatious Beryl come & dance.’145

  Beryl accepted the invitation, and they both clearly enjoyed themselves. ‘Wasn’t it too too funny? I was never so much amused in my

  life!! One man was too horrible for words, he was disgusting, & yet even he amused me. The sailor was very nice. Did you dance with him? . . . And did you dance with Captain Phillips in plain clothes? He is so nice, he’s often been here for lunch and dances simply divinely .’146




  The next week, that same Captain Phillips came to tea with her at St James’s Square, ‘tete a tete!! Rather funny. He’s such a nice person, & we talked solidly in the dark

  from 5 till 7.15!! He’s an excellent talker, & told me stories. Its nice talking to an intelligent person occasionally . . . Captain P asked me if I was

  interested in letters from the front?’147 This was followed by several rows of question marks.




  Back at Glamis for a snow-covered Easter 1917, she found there were only seven soldiers at the Castle. With George Robey rattling away on the gramophone, she played cards with them and, as

  always, she won their hearts. One of them wrote presciently in her autograph book,




  

    

      May the owner of this book be Hung, Drawn, and Quartered.




      ‘Yes’.




      Hung in Diamonds, Drawn in a Coach and Four and Quartered in the Best House in the Land.148


    


  




  Behind the fun, the war. By now Germany and Britain were each determined to starve the other out by means of naval blockades. The French had suffered more than 3,350,000 casualties and the

  British over a million. The Germans had lost nearly two and a half million and were still fighting their enemies on both Eastern and Western Fronts. Food riots in Germany were increasing, infant

  mortality was growing fast. The German General Staff decided to resort to unrestricted submarine warfare – ships of neutral nations, including the United States, were now targeted. The US

  Congress responded by voting for war. A million American men were under training, but the Germans gambled that they could destroy Britain and France before the US army could be deployed in

  Europe.149




  Attitudes became more intransigent. In April 1917 Albert Einstein wrote from Berlin to a friend in Holland of the way in which nationalism had altered the young scientists and academics he knew.

  ‘I am convinced that we are dealing with a kind of epidemic of the mind. I cannot otherwise comprehend how men who are thoroughly decent in their personal conduct can adopt such utterly

  antithetical views on general affairs. It can be compared with developments at the time of the martyrs, the Crusades and the witch burnings.’150




  Soon after Easter, George Dawson-Damer, brother of Fergus’s widow Christian, was killed. Elizabeth was shocked. ‘He was very nice,

  gay, good looking & very amusing. Its dreadful.’151 Bad news came even closer. On Thursday 3 May Lord Strathmore received a

  telegram at Glamis from the War Office to say that his son Michael was missing in northern France. He immediately telegraphed to Rose in London: ‘BAD NEWS.

  MICHAEL MISSING APRIL 28. WAR OFFICE WILL WIRE FURTHER NEWS. TELL MOTHER THEY SAY NOT MEAN NECESSARILY KILLED OR WOUNDED.’152




  Michael was adored in the family, and for Elizabeth he had always been an admired and amusing elder brother.153 From Glamis she

  immediately wrote to Beryl, ‘I don’t know what to say, you know how we love Mike, and it would be so terrible if he’s killed.

  It’s horrid & selfish of me to write you a miserable letter, but I’m so unhappy, & added to that I cant help worrying about Mother in London. I thank the Lord that Rosie is

  there. It’s dreadful, and somehow I never thought Mike could get killed. If he’s all right, he must be, I’ll tell you. Your loving

  Elizabeth.’154 One can only imagine how Lady Strathmore must have suffered from this latest blow. But she knew how Elizabeth must

  also be feeling and wrote to her that very afternoon: ‘Isn’t this terrible news of darling Mikie – however Sidney has just been to the W. Office – with great difficulty was

  allowed to see the casualty lists – & in the R. Scots 16th Bat 2 officers were wounded, & nine missing, so that is all we can hear for

  the present – he may be a prisoner with the other 8, or they may all be killed. Goodbye sweet darling. I wish you were

  here.’155




  Michael’s commanding officer, Colonel Stephenson, wrote to Lord Strathmore with more details: on 28 April Michael had been leading his company in an attack at the village of Roeulx, near

  Arras, when they were heavily counter-attacked. Some of the brigade’s troops were captured, but Stephenson did not know to which battalion they belonged.156 On 8 May he wrote again saying that there were reports from German prisoners that a considerable number of British troops had been surrounded and captured at Roeulx

  village. But there was still no news of who they were, and this would not be known until the lists arrived from Germany.157




  Elizabeth found the waiting almost unbearable. ‘Somehow I never thought anything could happen to Mike,’ she wrote to Beryl; ‘everybody is so fond of him, but one forgets that

  doesn’t count in a War.’ Her mother was in a terrible state, she reported. Patrick was also at St James’s Square waiting for a medical board, and he too was in a bad way. She

  apologized for writing ‘such a depressed letter, and how I hope the next one will be mad & full of the usual rubbish. He [Mike] said in his

  last letter you know, “If I’m pipped, I think little John had better have my guns,” and so he knew they were going to have a bad time I

  suppose.’158 (John was Patrick’s son.) Feeling utterly wretched, Elizabeth took the train down to London on 7 May to be with

  her mother. By 12 May she was in bed with a temperature and a swollen face and neck, either one of her bad colds or perhaps, she thought, even measles.159




  According to family legend, David was the only one who remained optimistic. He was thought to have some powers of second sight; he maintained, apparently, that he knew Mike was not dead because

  he had ‘seen’ him, in a house surrounded with fir trees, with his head bandaged.160 His sister’s anxious letters at

  this time make no mention of this, but if the story is true, David was proved right. On the morning of 22 May, the telephone rang at St James’s Square. It was Cox’s bank saying that

  they had just received a cheque drawn by Mike since he went missing. He was a prisoner of war. Elizabeth wrote at once to Beryl:




  

    

      Ma Chère Medusa,




      I’m quite and absolutely stark, staring, raving mad. Do you know why? Canst thou even guess? I don’t believe you can!




      AM I MAD WITH MISERY OR WITH JOY?




      WITH




      !




      !! JOY !!




      !




      Mike is quite safe! Oh dear, I nearly, nearly burst this morning, we had a telephone message from Cox’s to say

      they’de received a cheque from Mike this morning, so we rushed round, and it was in his own handwriting, & they think he’s at

      Carlsruhe. Isnt it too, too heavenly. I cant believe it, yes I can but you know what I mean,

      & how awful the last 3 weeks have been. Yours madly, Elizabeth161


    


  




  A stream of friends and relations called at the house to give their congratulations on Mike’s survival. Barson, the devoted butler, naturally ‘had a good old bust-up in honour of

  Mike! Mosh (hic) aushpishush auccashun (hic). What o,’ Elizabeth wrote to Beryl as she lay in front of the fire drying her hair. She suggested they go to the theatre together to

  celebrate.162




  Soon there came a postcard from Mike himself. Dated 4 May, it had taken over a month to be delivered. He wrote:




  

    

      A postcard to let you know my address which is under my name. [It was the officers’ prisoner-of-war camp at Karlsruhe.] You can send

      me various things chiefly food, but I want an Auto-strop razor & lots of blades most of all. Did you get a letter from me? Got here last night after a long journey. I’ve arrived here

      with absolutely nothing except what I stand up in, but am getting a cheque cashed today. Nothing much to tell you of here I’m afraid but I hope I shall be able to write a letter shortly.

      Just going to have a bath, I’m perfectly filthy & a long beard. Love to all. Ideal Milk, butter & bread & tea would be good, also shirts, vests, drawers, socks, flannel

      trousers (grey). Mike163


    


  




  Eventually Elizabeth received a long letter in Mike’s familiar bantering style, addressed to ‘My darling Buffy’ and written from a prisoner-of-war camp at Ströhen,

  Hanover. Two or three lines of it – apparently about the camp food – were heavily inked out by the censor. Mike hoped his sister was having a good time dancing with Captain Phillips and

  could remember all the steps of the foxtrot. Not surprisingly, food and drink were his main interest. He asked for a weekly supply of flour, dripping and baking powder to make scones, and also

  macaroni, Cadbury’s peppermint creams, plain chocolate and some cheap tobacco to roll his own cigarettes. He thought longingly of home: ‘PW must be heavenly now & I suppose the

  strawberries are ripe now. How I should love to be crawling flat on my stomach under a net! We don’t git no champagne, clarit, mosal or beeeer here wust look. I expect someone will censor

  that, at least I don’t suppose they will realise that it is Hertfordshire, and concerns wet things.’164




  Mike received his first letters, from May and Elizabeth, at the end of June. ‘Great joy!’ To his consternation, however, the letters did not mention sending food.165 By August the message had got through: he wrote to say that he had received sixty-nine parcels.166 In September he was moved to comparative luxury at Neu Brandenburg, where he reported that he was able to bathe daily in a lake, and had a soft bed and a

  balcony;167 later he was transferred to Schweidnitz in Silesia. His letters to his mother show that Elizabeth continued to write to him

  with lively accounts of her social life, but her letters have not survived.168




  On her return to Glamis in glorious weather in the middle of June 1917, Elizabeth found new patients – ‘sixteen strange shy enormous men’ lying

  on the lawn, she reported to Beryl. They politely saluted her and she talked to some of them at once, but she was more self-conscious than she had been when younger. ‘We are so mutually

  afraid of each other!’ The Clerk of the Forfar School Board had written to ask her to present medals and prizes at the school. She was terrified but her mother made it clear that it was her

  duty to agree. ‘I had to accept, and I know I shall die. It’s too dreadful, and the worst of it is, I KNOW Sister & the boys will want to come, oh it’s terrible . I dream, or rather have nightmares about it!’169 Beryl was evidently not much

  impressed with her nervousness and Elizabeth complained that she was ‘horribly unsympathetic . . . It’s too awful!

  Swine!’170 Afterwards she protested that she had been ‘petrified’. There were many speeches; ‘I, of course, made

  a long one, touching on many points including The Food Question, Education, Star Worship etc etc. It was greatly appreciated I assure

  you.’171




  When she got to know the new soldiers, she liked them – as she usually did. Just one of them was ‘very good looking’. She was curious about people and was becoming more

  discriminating; she was meeting not only convalescent soldiers, but officers from the Dominions needing hospitality while on leave from the Front. As well as giving parties for Australian officers

  at St James’s Square, the Strathmores opened Glamis to them – and their Canadian and New Zealand counterparts. ‘One very “interesting” one yesterday,’ Elizabeth

  wrote. ‘That’s the only way I can describe him. Tall, blue eyes, very keen kind of face, clever & a terrific accent.’172 She was somewhat embarrassed by a New Zealander, Lieutenant J. B. Parker.

  ‘He is rather an old fashioned young man, & he paid me wonderful & weird compliments at all times.’ She asked him how he thought of so many polite things to say, and he replied

  that ‘he did’nt think of them, they came from his heart! I laughed. I could’nt help it! Poor young man – he’ll recover all right.’173




  She was beginning to distinguish between men. ‘Its funny how dull some men are, whilst others are so interesting. On one hand a little pipsqueak, with pink cheeks & a toothbrush

  moustache, whose only conversation is about theatres, the War & himself. And on the other hand a man who could’nt look a pipsqueak if he

  tried, who has lived by himself & observed nature – there are such a lot of pipsqueaks!!! I shall be seventeen soon. Damn. I don’t

  want to get any older.’174




  The rain that July was terrible; the crops at Glamis were flattened. Soon after her birthday Elizabeth took to her bed for two weeks with what seemed like severe

  influenza. It was her fourth bout of feverish illness that year and Dr Morris, the Glamis doctor, was concerned lest she had caught from the soldiers some kind of trench fever, which could affect

  the heart. He ordered her to bed ‘as my heart didn’t beat enough or something’.175 By the beginning of September she

  was still unsteady on her feet and ‘dash it all’ she was not even allowed to walk, let alone play tennis ‘as me ’eart is still weak’.176 At the end of the month she was still being dosed with raw eggs and brandy, and felt limp and tired.177




  By 4 October, however, she had regained her spirits enough to enjoy a concert thrown by the soldiers at Glamis for the benefit of their colleagues at Forfar Hospital, who descended on the Castle

  for tea. It was a hilarious occasion.178 There was now something of a routine at Glamis. Elizabeth and her mother played and sang with

  the soldiers almost every evening. They would get through dozens of songs a night. One which they liked to hear her sing was ‘Wonderful Girl, Wonderful Boy, Wonderful

  Time’.179




  Always the war continued to strike the heart – Patrick Ogilvy, third son of the Strathmores’ close neighbour, Mabell, Countess of Airlie, was killed on 9 October; his eldest brother,

  Lord Airlie, was home from the war ‘with very bad nerves’; and they heard that Zeppelins had dropped bombs all around St Paul’s Walden, breaking windows.180 Hopes for peace seemed to have disappeared; when General Sir Horace Smith-Dorrien, who had commanded the Second Army on the Western Front in 1915, came to

  lunch at Glamis in September, Elizabeth was depressed to hear that ‘he didn’t think that there was any likelihood of the War ending for some time’.181




  She was ever more aware of the human costs of the war. The motors that took the rested soldiers back to Dundee still brought an inexhaustible stream of more wounded men to fill their places. One

  day she went to Dundee Infirmary herself to visit one of her favourite patients at this time, Private C. Morris. His chest had been crushed on the battlefield, and he had been sent back from Glamis

  for more treatment. He was in no doubt of what he owed Elizabeth and her mother. ‘I must say that I was never treated better in any part of the British Empire than I was treated at Glamis

  Castle,’ he wrote to her, ‘and I don’t quite know how to thank the Strathmore family for all the kindness they have shown towards me.’182 He finally recovered and Elizabeth was delighted when her parents offered him a job as a gardener at St Paul’s

  Walden.183




  She found nothing so difficult as saying goodbye to men returning to the Front. At the end of November she had ‘a nerve racking and terrible experience – bidding goodbye to

  FOURTEEN men!’ Among them was a sergeant to whom she had taken ‘a violent affection’ at the last minute – he was dreadfully

  ugly but so nice that she ‘begged Sister to push him downstairs or give him a blister or something’ so that he could remain at Glamis. ‘It’s so dreadful saying goodbye,

  because one knows that one will never see them again, and I hate doing it.’




  She always went to make her farewells after dinner, because the men would be driven away in the early morning and also because ‘Sister likes to show me off in evening dress, because they

  never have seen evening dresses which embarrasses me too dreadfully. They invariably look at my shoes, except the ones that gaze rapturously into my

  eyes sighing deeply all the while . . .’ She was aware how much she had changed since she was a child at the start of the war: ‘oh! the difference from Dec. 1914! I was just remembering

  this evening, that night when Mr Brookes, Harold Ward, Teddy Daird (in pyjamas) & I had a bun fight in the crypt, and David chased Nurse A round the Ward with cocoa & water to pour, &

  how it all got spilt on the floor, & her black fury!! It was fun – weren’t they darlings?’184




  Meanwhile groups of Australian and New Zealand officers came and went, to mixed reactions from their young hostess. There was a Mr Stubbins, who insisted on trying to teach her all about motors

  ‘& I don’t understand & go to sleep’. To avoid him and other boring men, ‘Mother & I have to pretend that we are going away on Saturday! . . . It’s always

  worse when there is no male member of the family, I don’t count Father because he so rarely appears.’ Elizabeth was exasperated by Stubbins – ‘the first time I’ve ever

  scolded a man, & very successful it was. He was most penitent & I forgave him!! Just like a dog, the more you beat him (for a reason) the

  more he likes you – alas!’185 Few people elicited such negative reactions.




  At around this time Elizabeth had what appears to have been her first proposal of marriage; it was from the New Zealander, Lieutenant Parker. He asked her if her birthday were between 1 and 10

  August, claiming that he had read an astrological book from which he had calculated that ‘the’ person for him would be born between those

  dates.186 To Beryl she wrote Mr Parker had sent her ‘a – no, I don’t think I’ll tell you. I

  can’t.’187




  She thought they would ‘be migrating south soon to the land of bombs & war alarms & “excursions” ’.188 In the event they had to stay at Glamis while a new ward of twelve more beds was created and an additional nurse recruited.189 But on 12 December, after tearful farewells, Elizabeth and her mother boarded the night train to London. When they arrived they heard that her sister Rose and Wisp

  Leveson-Gower had had a daughter. ‘Isn’t it exciting!’ Elizabeth wrote. ‘They’ll have to call her Wisperina or Wisperia or something!’190




  At around the same time Jock and Neva also had a daughter, Anne, and Elizabeth hoped that she would help take the place of Patricia, their firstborn who had died aged only eleven months in June

  1917. Jock had been invalided out of the army, joined the Foreign Office and been sent to Washington. To Elizabeth’s delight, Neva had written to say that her maid in Washington had met an

  English soldier who had been at Glamis: ‘He apparently raved about it, & its heavenliness, & about me, & said he’d never forget me (!!), and who do you think it was? Dear

  Sergeant Broadhead!! Isn’t that a curious coincidence? In all that huge continent, that the maid should have met a man who knew our family! He

  is training American recruits. Such a darling he was.’191




  Christmas 1917 was spent quietly at St Paul’s Walden. Two weeks later, on 8 January 1918, Elizabeth went to her first ball.*20She

  chose a dress, had her hair done and rushed around looking for shoes. ‘I’m going to my first real dance on Wednesday & feel rather terrified!’ she wrote to Beryl.

  ‘I’m sure I shall know nobody!’ She was astonished to be lectured by her mother and David who told her ‘that I ought to be more flirtatious. I nearly died of surprise. You

  know I daresay I’ve got rather quiet from having all those Australians and NZ (!!!) at Glamis, as one simply must sit on

  them!’192




  She ‘trembled all afternoon’ before the dance, as she reported to Beryl; but there is no doubting the excitement and pleasure it gave her. ‘I

  danced every single dance,*21& Mother came to fetch me, & we departed at about 1.30. They had part of Ciro’s black Band . . .

  I enjoyed it very much. One could only dance with such few people tho’ because the dances were so long, but I loved it, and enjoyed it fearfully. Do you know I think my dress really looked quite pretty.’193 From his prisoner-of-war camp in Germany Mike wrote to Lady Strathmore saying he was longing to hear about the ball. Elizabeth had sent him her photograph with her hair up,

  and he commented, ‘what a pretty little thing Buffy has become’.194




  On 7 February 1918 the Strathmores had a dance at St James’s Square. It began as a ‘tiny’ party to pay back people who had invited Elizabeth out. But it grew as ‘millions

  of people’ asked themselves and by the day itself ‘nearly everybody is coming. I really had no idea that the Strathmore family was so

  popular, it’s awful,’ she claimed to Beryl. A young naval lieutenant on whom she had taken pity at an earlier dance had rung her up ‘& we had a

  I-don’t-know-how-to-describe-it talk.’ She felt sorry for him. ‘You know I’ve got a soft spot in my ’eart for a bhoy in blue, so ’ave you, and he was so

  pathetic!’ She had written a four-page letter to Lieutenant Parker, ‘but I simply can’t get the last bit in! I wish I could talk to

  him, it’s so difficult writing . . . These young men do worry me so, I wish they

  wouldn’t. Do come round, & give me some more of your sage (?) advice!’195 Ten years later she was to meet Parker again

  in New Zealand.




  Men were fascinated by her. At dinner a few weeks later she met a young man from the American Embassy named Morgan.*22 She thought he

  was ‘the cutest thing out. He fair gives me the goat – gee – he’s some kid – cut it out Rube – sling us no more

  of the canned goods, I’m fair up against this stunt, etc.’196 At Lady Hastings’s dance in March she danced with Lord

  Settrington and many others. Charles Settrington was the eldest son of the eighth Duke of Richmond, and the brother of Doris Gordon-Lennox, with whom Elizabeth

  began a long and close friendship at this time.197




  It was during this period that she met the Prince of Wales, widely spoken of as the most glamorous man in London. She danced with him twice at the Cokes’ dance,*23 where she also danced with Lord Cranborne,*24 who was to become another lifelong friend. At the

  Harcourts’ a few nights later she sat between the Prince of Wales and Count Michael Torby.*25 She found it both terrifying and

  enjoyable. ‘As usual I danced the first dance with P.W., I don’t know why, but I usually do!’ In fact she danced three times with the Prince that night and several times with

  Victor Cochrane Baillie,*26 a round young man with a large moustache whom she described as a faithful friend, ‘very nice, but

  extremely ugly, poor thing’.198 Cochrane Baillie was smitten with her and wrote to ask her if she would ‘deign’ to

  write to him sometimes.199




  The gaiety of her social life could not shut out the painful realities of the war, as her letters to Beryl Poignand in the spring of 1918 show. ‘It was the last dance for some time, so

  tho’ I enjoyed it very much, I felt slightly depressed at moments. Such a lot of these boys are going out quite soon – in fact nearly everybody I know. I suppose they expect fearful

  casualties. They are so young, a great many only nineteen.’200 She worried about

  Ernest Pearce, now in the field near Arras. She heard that Lord Settrington was missing. (He had been taken prisoner.) ‘I wonder if Peace will ever come. I feel as if I never want to go to a dance again, one only makes friends and then they are killed.’201 A few days later she wrote, ‘Doesn’t it make you curse & swear inside you when one thinks that if we’d had a decent Government the War might be

  over?’202




  George Thirkell,*27 an Australian officer who had stayed at Glamis, wrote to her from ‘In the

  Field, France’: ‘Just a note to let you know that I am still all OK though we have had a fairly strenuous time the last 6 weeks.’ He had just escaped a German gas barrage and he

  now enclosed some ‘souvenirs’ for her, namely pieces of fabric from three ‘Bosche’ planes.*28 The red piece came

  from the wing of Baron von Richthofen’s plane, which had been shot down ‘almost on top of my dug-out’. The Baron had brought down eighty Allied planes, Thirkell wrote. ‘He

  was chasing a British plane when he was brought down by an Australian Lewis Gunner on the ground.’203




  At the end of May Elizabeth went to Harwich to visit her brother-in-law Wisp on his destroyer, HMS Scott. She described the trip to the ship on board a launch, climbing the ‘wavy

  ladder’ up the side, saluting the sailors at the top; ‘then one falls heavily down the hatch (is it?) into the waiting arms of a Sub or (preferably) a Lieut!’




  The commanding officer, Admiral Tyrwhitt, came to dinner: everyone was frightened of him – everyone except Elizabeth, and he invited her to lunch on his flagship. She went and was shown

  around by a very nice flag lieutenant – ‘it was unfortunate that when the time came to go, I was found eating chocolates in his cabin!! . . . I do like sailors, they are such darlings. Soldiers, or the most beautiful officers, never awaken such thrills as a

  darling Lieut – don’t you agree? Pip pip.’204 *29




  In June 1918 she had ‘a very riotous’ lunch with Freddy Dalrymple Hamilton, who always made her laugh. At a dinner dance with Lord and Lady Powis she danced with both ‘a funny

  little American with nice eyes, from the Embassy’ and Lord Erskine, who walked her home. Each was furious when she danced with the other. ‘I have suddenly taken to blushing again, I do

  hope it will go soon, it’s such a bore.’205




  The eager young American was called Sam Dickson, Third Secretary at the US Embassy; he began to telephone her and invited her to dinner. She had to explain to him ‘that young ladies did

  NOT dine alone with young men at well known restaurants!!!’ So her mother chaperoned them to dinner at the

  Berkeley and they then invited him back to the house where he and Elizabeth ate strawberries and talked till 11 p.m. He seemed lonely and told her all about his family life in the States. ‘It

  sounds exactly what we imagine cowboys to be!’206




  On 22 June her maternal grandmother, Mrs Scott, died at her home in Dawlish. Cecilia Strathmore went straight to Devon to organize the funeral, leaving Elizabeth to run the household in London.

  ‘Oh dear! I do miss her so dreadfully,’ Elizabeth wrote to Beryl. ‘I never knew before how much I depended on her – and more things seem to crop up for me to decide than

  I’ve ever known. It’s always the way.’207




  When she returned to Glamis in early August 1918 she found sixteen new soldiers; she did her best to get to know them all. She was also kept busy with duties in the local community: a bazaar at

  Glamis in aid of prisoners of war, at which they raised £300 despite a violent storm which blew down the marquee and ruined the lavender bags and trimmed hats which Elizabeth had made for her

  stall; a Baby Show at Arbroath; a charity sale at Forfar which, to her terror, she had to open with a speech. Meanwhile she made friends with an amusing Canadian, Lieutenant J. S. Reynolds, who had

  ‘grasped me by the arrrm, & hurrrled me into safety!’ in the storm at Glamis.208




  By now the might of America was at last turning the war. The Allies had managed, at enormous cost, to halt the last great German offensive. In August 1918 many of the positions lost during the

  Battle of the Somme two years before were regained. The Allies attacked the length of the Western Front in a final mood of exhilaration. But the casualties mounted.




  Elizabeth was worried for Lieutenant Reynolds, but in September he wrote to tell her that he and his unit were now advancing through northern France. They had collected ‘tons of souvenirs

  from the Huns’ and ‘if I get out of this mess alive will send you an Iron Cross if you think it will be OK.’209 She

  copied a part of this letter to Beryl saying, ‘Rather a nice letter don’t you think? I think he thought he might get killed don’t you?’210 A little later, he did indeed send her an Iron Cross, and she was delighted.211




  At Holy Communion on Sunday 29 September four soldiers came to worship with Sister. Elizabeth was touched to see them all kneeling in their hospital blues before the altar. ‘It really was

  a beautiful sight, tho’ it gave me a lump in my throat. I keep on thinking of it. Poor dear boys.’




  That month Austria began to sue for peace and German forces started to withdraw from the Western Front. As the warriors wound wearily towards peace, a new killer, influenza, began to rage.

  Twenty thousand American soldiers died of the disease in two months. Anarchy spread through Germany. On 9 November 1918 the Kaiser fled Berlin and, having finally agreed to abdicate, drove into

  exile in Holland. By now three of the dynastic empires of Europe had fallen, the Habsburgs, the Hohenzollerns and the Romanovs. Tsar Nicholas II and his family, King George V’s cousins, had

  been brutally murdered in July 1918 by the Bolsheviks, who had seized power in Russia following the October Revolution in 1917.




  At the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month of 1918, the Armistice effectively ended the war. Elizabeth was at Glamis and ever after she remembered the patients from the

  Castle, all dressed in their hospital blues, marching happily together up the long avenue to the pub. ‘They went straight to the village to celebrate and I think they drank too much. Seats

  got broken up to make a bonfire and all that sort of thing. I can see them now, all going to enjoy this wonderful moment.’212




  In London thousands of people rushed into the street and danced around bonfires all over town, even at the foot of Nelson’s Column. King George V and Queen Mary appeared on the balcony of

  Buckingham Palace before the exultant crowds. In the next week they drove five times through London in an open carriage and everywhere they were cheered by ecstatic people. In a speech to the

  assembled Lords and Commons in the Palace of Westminster, the King said, ‘May goodwill and concord at home strengthen our influence for concord abroad. May the morning star of peace, which is

  now rising over a war-worn world, be here and everywhere the herald of a better day, in which the storms of strife shall have died down and the rays of an enduring peace be shed upon all

  nations.’




  Three-quarters of a million people from the United Kingdom had been killed. Another 200,000 from the Empire also died. France lost many more, both actually and proportionately. No one knows just

  how many people died around the world. Some say about ten million; others more. Russia alone is thought to have lost between 1,700,000 and 3,000,000 dead and another five million wounded. Typhus

  killed another million in the Balkans. Millions more were wounded, families were carved into pieces. Europeans were shocked by what they had done to themselves.

  Perhaps it is not quite true to say that an entire generation was lost, but it was scarred for ever.




  Winston Churchill described well the nature of the war that had just ended.




  

    

      No truce or parley mitigated the strife between the armies. The wounded died between the lines: the dead mouldered into the soil. Merchant ships and neutral ships and

      hospital ships were sunk on the seas and all on board left to their fate, or killed as they swam. Every effort was made to starve whole nations into submission without regard to age or sex.

      Cities and monuments were smashed by artillery. Bombs from the air were cast down indiscriminately. Poison gas in many forms stifled or seared the soldiers. Liquid fire was projected upon their

      bodies. Men fell from the air in flames, or were smothered, often slowly, in the dark recesses of the sea. The fighting strength of armies was limited only by the manhood of their countries.

      Europe and large parts of Asia and Africa became one vast battle field on which after years of struggle not armies but nations broke and ran.213


    


  




  The economic heart of the continent had been ravaged too. Millions were starving. Economic output in 1919 was a quarter below what it had been in 1914. And at the centre of the destruction lay

  shattered the country which had been the power of Europe before the war, Germany herself. ‘We are at the dead season of our fortunes,’ wrote John Maynard Keynes, a young economist.

  ‘Never in the lifetime of men now living has the universal element in the soul of man burnt so dimly.’214




  A letter that Elizabeth wrote to Beryl at the end of the month reflected the uncertain mood in the country after the initial euphoria of victory. Two Australian officers who had convalesced at

  Glamis had been to see her. They had had a nice and silly time, ‘& we yelled songs round the piano after tea’. Perhaps because of the long-drawn-out suspense of the war, she was now

  feeling depressed. ‘Can’t think why. No reason on earth. Everything is wonderful. So long

  waiting for Mike perhaps.’215




  Mike finally came home. In the first week of 1919, Elizabeth and her mother were at St Paul’s Walden when they received a telephone call to say that he was

  on a train. They rushed up to London. At the station they had to wait as five trains unloaded wounded, sick and disoriented soldiers whose appearance shocked Elizabeth. Finally Mike’s train

  came in and they were able at last to embrace him. He seemed fairly well and cheerful, but he brought with him a friend called Lathom who looked very ill and was completely dazed. ‘He merely

  sat & looked at the fire,’ she told Beryl. ‘Poor boys, they must have had a beastly time, they hate talking about

  it.’216




  *




  IN EARLY APRIL 1919 Elizabeth gave a play party. She and her sister-in-law, Jock’s wife Neva, Emma Thynne, Mike, Captain

  Keenan and Charlie Settrington dined at the Ritz and then went to see George Robey perform in Joybells – she thought he was ‘too priceless’.217 Then she did something rather daring. Decades later she recalled ‘creeping out of the house in St James’s Square, round the corner into Duke

  Street and going off to lunch with a very nice young gentleman in one of those horrible little low cars’. They ‘whizzed off’ down the Portsmouth Road to a pub.218




  The young gentleman was Charlie Settrington. It appears that they motored to Walton for lunch and then took a long walk on Box Hill. They had tea ‘at an extraordinary place, where the

  waiter winked, & said he also came from London!’ Writing to Beryl about it, Elizabeth maintained firmly that Charles was a dear, but just a

  friend. ‘One’s family always thinks that a man must be violently in love with one, which is so annoying if one is

  friends.’219




  Although there was now a spate of engagements and weddings among her circle of friends, she seems to have had no desire to follow suit, and was sorry when Lavinia married Luke White in

  April.*30 ‘It’s rather a sad thing a wedding, don’t you think?’ she wrote to Beryl before setting off for Althorp

  with Katie Hamilton for the ceremony. ‘Poor old Lavinia! Her last two days of spinsterhood.’ ‘I do hate weddings!’ she commented afterwards.220




  Later in the month she and David took her Canadian friend Lieutenant Reynolds to see a revue, Buzz-Buzz.*31 She was amused

  by the officer’s wildness and his fondness for alcohol; he was perhaps an early example of the appeal that raffish but entertaining characters had for her

  throughout her life. Towards the end of May the Lieutenant left England; he came to say goodbye one morning, bearing roses; she was still in bed. ‘I was so sad at not seeing him . . . he is

  so nice and wild!!!’221




  On 28 June 1919 the Versailles Peace Treaty was signed. The King appeared again and again before ecstatic crowds on the balcony of Buckingham Palace. ‘Please God,’ he wrote in his

  diary, ‘please God the dear old Country will now settle down and work in unity.’222 It later became conventional to decry

  the peace that was reached at Versailles. In truth it deserves a certain respect. The task facing its authors was almost impossible – it was to reconcile ideals and expectations with

  recalcitrant realities. This was the first great European peace treaty which had to be drawn up with the views of democratic electorates in mind. France needed to believe herself protected from a

  third dose of German aggression, the British and the Americans had to deal with the overriding problem of central European security. Poland was resurrected. Serbia was enlarged into Yugoslavia, and

  Czechoslovakia was created out of the ruins of Austria-Hungary.*32 All these countries survived for most of the rest of the century and

  Poland thrives still today.




  The peace agreement had to be a world settlement – of the twenty-seven countries which signed the principal treaty, seventeen were outside Europe. The harshest parts of the treaty were the

  economic reparations which were imposed on Germany. The main intent was to recompense France and Belgium for the devastation they had suffered and to give both as much guarantee as possible that

  Germany could never rise to threaten them again.




  When the treaty was signed at Versailles, smaller wars were still being fought. British troops were fighting alongside Generals Koltchak and Denikin and the White Russian forces still holding

  out against the new Soviet Union. They were there partly to secure British investments in Russia and partly to identify the British army with an anti-revolutionary cause. Their presence gave Elizabeth one of her greatest heartbreaks of those years.




  August 1919 found her, as always, at Glamis. It was a parched summer – they had had no rain for three months. Plans to make a new tennis court had had to be postponed because the ground

  was so hard. There were still Canadian and Australian officers around for tea and she and her mother went to a sale of Friesian cattle, where her mother bought two bulls. Elizabeth had taken

  driving lessons and was now driving the family Wolseley all over the Glamis estate – which she found ‘great fun’.223




  But then came awful news – Charlie Settrington, fighting in the White Russian cause, had been badly wounded.224 He died on 24

  August. Elizabeth was inconsolable. ‘He is my only real friend, & one feels one can never have another like him. He was a real friend, I wasn’t shy of him, and he was so delightful. It’s a dreadful thing, and his family

  simply adored him . . . I think I must have been fonder of him than I realised, because now there seems a kind of blank – if you understand

  what I mean?’ He had been the only male friend she had to whom she could talk naturally. ‘I liked him specially because he never tried to

  flirt, or make love or anything like that – which always spoils friendships. Even that day spent down at Box Hill.’225




  Elizabeth had entered the war in 1914 as a carefree girl; she emerged from it as a young woman mature for her years. She was joyous, vivacious, and delightful company. But as a result of the war

  she had moved among, and learned about, a wider circle of people than she would otherwise ever have met. She had also acquired, through her experience of the suffering of family, friends and

  soldiers from all over the world, an understanding of pain, and of the difficulties of others, which served her and her country well in the years to come.








  


  




  CHAPTER THREE




  PRINCE ALBERT




  1918–192




  ‘It takes so long to ponder these things’




  ‘LUCKILY ONE DOESN’T “come out” much in War time,’ Elizabeth had written at the end of 1916, referring to the ‘awful

  thought’ that Lavinia Spencer, a year older than her, was about to be launched into society as a debutante.1 For although the war had by

  no means put a stop to dances, dinners and parties – and Elizabeth had found them far from awful when her turn came in early 1918 – the formalities of the ‘season’, in

  particular the glittering royal occasions, had been suspended since 1914. Presentation at Court, the sine qua non of social recognition, which for debutantes meant parading in evening dress with

  ostrich-feather headdresses and long trains before the King and Queen at Buckingham Palace, had ceased. There were no levees (at which men were presented), no Court balls, no garden parties and no

  Royal Ascot. Similarly, country-house entertaining on the grand prewar scale had come to a halt; shooting was much reduced, with parkland ploughed up, coverts felled for timber, and keepers,

  beaters, loaders and the sportsmen themselves away in the forces.




  With the end of hostilities, however, social life at Court and in the great houses of the land gradually resumed its old pattern. Presentation ceremonies were resumed,*1 with one startling innovation: the King abolished the ban on presenting actors and actresses, provided of course that they were ladies and gentlemen of

  irreproachable character.2 It was a small signal of the increasing social mobility which the war had

  accelerated.*2




  Royal Ascot reappeared on the social calendar in glorious weather in June 1919. Queen Mary was pleased by the good turnout after five years of war, and the King recorded that everyone wore

  ‘a high hat’ as in the old days.3 Elizabeth was there for the first time and enjoyed it very much. That summer she was constantly

  busy ‘in a dissipated way’, as she put it, with dinners and dances.4 In September 1919 Glamis was once more filled with young

  people dancing and dining by candlelight, laughing and singing around the fireplaces. Elizabeth’s grief at Charles Settrington’s death overshadowed the gaiety for her, but her friends

  pronounced the party a great success.5 Christmas at St Paul’s Walden, going out shooting with Mike and David, and playing with Jock and

  Fenella’s children, revived her spirits. ‘I can hardly write sense, as the grammy is blazing forth “Indianola”, the best dancing tune in the world!’ she told Beryl;

  and then there was the Hertford Ball to look forward to and dread a little.6




  For that ball, in early January 1920, she was invited to join a house party with the Salisbury family at Hatfield, quite close to St Paul’s Walden. She found them delightful, particularly

  Lord David Cecil, whose heart she had captured when they were both children and who remained a lifelong friend. ‘He is very clever, &

  most entertaining. Quite vague like they all are.’




  She had been afraid that she would know no one, but the party included two of her dancing partners from her first ball in 1918, Count Willy de Grünne, a Belgian diplomat who danced

  ‘too divinely’, and Bruce Ogilvy, son of the Strathmores’ neighbour in Scotland, Lady Airlie. Several other friends, including Helen Cecil, a Salisbury cousin,*3and Lord Dalkeith, the eldest son of the Duke of Buccleuch, were also there. They played tennis in the real tennis court and violent games of hockey, and one

  night of dancing ended with ‘a terrific game of follow-my-leader right round the house, which is immense, under the dining room table & even across the

  roof!!’ The Hertford Ball was ‘heavenly’ and she had worn her new white frock. ‘Several people admired it, which pleased me immensely !!’ Walter Dalkeith drove her back to St Paul’s – it was a hair-raising drive as he had hardly ever driven before. They swerved into

  ditches and crashed into the Strathmores’ gate. ‘I wonder that I am alive.’7




  In March more decorum was required when Elizabeth went to Buckingham Palace for the first time, with a group of Scottish ladies led by her elder sister May. They had embroidered new covers for a

  set of chairs in the Palace of Holyroodhouse, and were presenting Queen Mary with their handiwork. Elizabeth stood in for Rosie. ‘Only ¼ of her chair is finished, so I shall be chucked

  out for certain!’8 she told Beryl. Fortunately the Queen noticed neither the missing work nor the substitute delegate and was delighted

  with the offering.9




  Coincidences are not necessarily the work of fate; nevertheless it is tempting to describe as fateful the week in July 1920 when Elizabeth was at last formally presented at Court. For in that

  same week she also dined with the King and Queen and, by sheer chance, had her first significant meeting with Prince Albert. That it happened at a propitious moment in his life was yet another

  operation of chance.




  Social life in Edinburgh reached its peak every year in early July when King, Queen and Court took up residence at Holyroodhouse. As today, there were garden parties, receptions, presentations

  and investitures at the Palace and a variety of external royal visits and functions. In 1920 the King and Queen arrived on Saturday 3 July and on the following Monday they gave a dinner for forty.

  Their guests were Edinburgh dignitaries with a sprinkling of Scottish peers, including the Elphinstones and Lord and Lady Strathmore, who were accompanied by Elizabeth. Apart from the

  twenty-three-year-old Princess Mary, she was the youngest by far and the only woman unmarried. She had perhaps been invited as company for the Princess, although the two did not know each other

  well. Elizabeth enjoyed herself, seated between the Lord Justice General and the Admiral Commanding at Rosyth, both of whom she pronounced ‘very nice’.10




  Next day, 6 July, the King and Queen held an afternoon reception in the Throne Room at which Elizabeth was presented, along with 150 other young ladies and hundreds of other

  ‘presentees’, both male and female: the King and Queen shook hands with 1,100 people in the space of an hour and a half. There was one more royal

  occasion – a large garden party on the following day – after which Elizabeth and her mother took the night train back to the south.




  Thursday 8 July, the day on which she arrived back in London, was the most momentous of the week. That night Elizabeth went to the Royal Air Force ball at the Ritz. ‘It was really most

  amusing, & there were some priceless people there,’ she reported to Beryl. ‘All the heroes of the Air too.’ Prince Albert had

  also come to the ball. With him was his new equerry, James Stuart, youngest son of the Earl of Moray.*4 Stuart and his elder brother Lord

  Doune belonged to Elizabeth’s circle of friends and neighbours in Scotland. Many years later, in his memoirs, he wrote that Prince Albert had asked him that evening ‘who was the girl

  with whom I had just been dancing. I told him that her name was Lady Elizabeth Bowes Lyon and he asked me if I would introduce him, which I did.’11




  The Prince invited the young woman on to the floor. Elizabeth continued in her letter to Beryl: ‘I danced with Prince Albert who I hadn’t known before, he is quite a nice

  youth.’12 *5 She seems to have forgotten their tea-party meeting in 1916 and

  this new encounter apparently made little impression on her. For the Prince it was different – he is reported to have said subsequently that ‘he had fallen in love that evening,

  although he did not realize it until later.’13 He became determined to win Elizabeth’s favour and eventually her hand. That was

  not to be easy. She was widely admired and was much in demand, and she enjoyed the carefree, open, happy lifestyle in which her parents had brought her up. It was almost the opposite of the Court routine with which Prince Albert had been surrounded since childhood.




  *




  PRINCE ALBERT was a sensitive young man, whose upbringing had been fraught rather than idyllic. He was born in 1895, in the early

  hours of the morning of 14 December, the anniversary of the death of his great-grandfather, Prince Albert, and therefore a day which Queen Victoria held sacred. His parents, the Duke and Duchess of

  York, were concerned lest the old Queen should be upset.14 They need not have been.




  Queen Victoria’s journal for the day begins: ‘This terrible anniversary returned for the 34th time.’ But she went on to record that she received ‘telegrams from Georgie

  and Sir J Williams, saying that dear May had been safely delivered of a son at 3 this morning, Georgie’s first feeling was regret that this dear child should be born on such a sad day. I have

  a feeling it may be a blessing for the dear little Boy, and may be looked upon as a gift from God!’15 The baby’s grandfather

  the Prince of Wales (later King Edward VII) suggested that he be called Albert, his parents agreed readily, and the Queen was touched. She wrote, ‘I am all impatience to see the new one, born

  on such a sad day, but rather the more dear to me, especially as he will be called by that dear name which is the byeword for all that is great and good.’16 He was christened Albert Frederick Arthur George.




  Albert’s childhood was not easy. His elder brother Edward (known in the family by the last of his seven Christian names, David), whom he adored, had enormous, easy charm, which he deployed

  at will. Albert, by contrast, was born with knock knees and was left handed, a condition considered in need of correction in those days. He was obliged as a child to write with his right hand and

  for several years he wore splints on his legs which day and night caused him great pain.




  His parents were devoted to their children but each found it hard to establish intimate relationships with them. King George V’s official biographer, Harold Nicolson, asked delicately but

  properly how it was that ‘a man who was by temperament so intensely domestic, who was so considerate to his dependents and the members of his household, who was so unalarming to small

  children and humble people, should have inspired his sons with feelings of awe, amounting at times to nervous trepidation?’17 From both his parents Prince Albert learned at an early age that he must always be obedient. His infancy was made all the more difficult by the fact that he had for many

  years a cruel nurse who appears to have fed him so badly that he was afflicted for the rest of his life by digestive problems.18 He also

  suffered from both a crippling stammer and a fearsome temper which he always found hard to control.




  Like his father and elder brother before him, Prince Albert was destined for the navy and was enrolled in the Royal Naval College at Osborne in January 1909. He was small and at first found the

  rough-and-tumble of school life hard. His stammer made lessons difficult for him. In his final examinations at Dartmouth, the senior naval college to which he went after Osborne, he was shown no

  favouritism and was placed sixty-first of sixty-seven students. At the same time, however, he enjoyed both colleges for the friendships he was able to form with boys of his own age. People liked

  him, despite his volatility. He was well mannered, kind and generous and impressed everyone with his determination and character. He rose a little from the bottom of his class and in due course

  progressed to join the Royal Navy.




  When his grandfather King Edward VII died in May 1910 the fourteen-year-old Prince Albert walked behind the gun carriage bearing the King’s coffin past mourning crowds to Westminster

  Abbey. One biographer has speculated that ‘he must have been aware, perhaps for the first time now that he was old enough to realise it, of the importance of the public face of kingship and

  the deep emotions which centred on the person of the King’.19 His father, now King George V, proved to be a conciliatory monarch,

  bluff and straightforward, no intellectual but with a wisdom conferred upon him by simplicity and honour. During his twenty-six-year reign five emperors and eight kings would disappear, and many

  other dynasties with them. But the British monarchy emerged stronger than ever.20




  The King and Queen and their six children now had to move from their London home, Marlborough House, into Buckingham Palace – a soulless office with residential rooms attached, which has

  inspired little affection among members of the Royal Family since it was transformed in the nineteenth century from an unassuming house into a grandiose official residence. They were able to enjoy

  both Windsor Castle and Balmoral, where Queen Mary attempted to lighten the decor without interfering with her husband’s affection for his childhood memories. At Sandringham little changed, because King Edward VII had bequeathed the house to his widow Queen Alexandra for her lifetime. The new King and his family continued to live near by at

  York Cottage, a small house which he and Queen Mary had been given on their marriage.




  Now that their father was king, the Princes’ status was enhanced. Prince Edward (David) became heir apparent and was created prince of Wales in 1911. Prince Albert, only eighteen months

  younger, had always felt unequal to his more obviously gifted brother and now he seemed more overshadowed than ever.21 One of their tutors

  wrote of him, ‘One could wish that he had more of Prince Edward’s keenness and application.’22 Comparisons between the

  two were all the more likely because their next sibling was a girl – the tomboyish Princess Mary, who became a passionate horsewoman – and five years separated Prince Albert from his

  next brother. Prince Henry, a cheerful boy destined for a military career, and Prince George, the most debonair and self-assured of the brothers, were the first monarch’s sons to be sent away

  to preparatory school. The youngest in the family, Prince John, born in 1905, suffered increasingly from epilepsy and died in 1919.




  Fortunately for Prince Albert, he was better at sports than his glamorous elder brother. His prowess in shooting was especially important because this drew him closer to his father, one of the

  best shots in the land. He had made his first entry – three rabbits – in his first gamebook at Christmas 1907, just after his twelfth birthday. From then on shooting and recording his

  bag meticulously became a lifelong passion.




  His dedication to sport reflected other qualities in which he outdid his brother: determination and conscientiousness. His confirmation in the Church of England at Easter 1912 was an important

  event for him. Two years later he wrote to the Bishop of Ripon, who had conducted the service, ‘I have always remembered that day as one on which I took a great step in life. I took the Holy

  Sacrament on Easter Day alone with my father and mother, my eldest brother and my sister. It was so very nice having a small service quite alone like that, only the family.’23 A deep and simple commitment to the Christian faith gave him comfort and strength throughout his life.




  In January 1913 he set sail from Devonport in the cruiser HMS Cumberland. His six-month training voyage was not easy – he suffered from

  seasickness and then from too much publicity. When the ship berthed in Tenerife and the Caribbean he was mobbed by excited crowds. In Jamaica he was prevailed upon to open an extension to a yacht

  club but his stammer made the ordeal almost insufferable and neither here nor in Canada later in the cruise did he enjoy the enthusiastic attentions which young women attempted to bestow upon him.

  He also came to understand for the first time how unwelcome the attentions of the press could be.




  In September 1913 the Prince was appointed midshipman on the 19,250-ton battleship Collingwood. For security reasons he was known as Johnson. He received no preferential treatment; like

  all other midshipmen, known as snotties, he slept in a hammock outside the gunroom and took his turn at all the same tasks.




  When the Archduke Franz Ferdinand was assassinated in Sarajevo on 28 June 1914, Prince Albert was on board his ship off Portland. On 29 July, the day after Austria declared war on Serbia,

  squadron after squadron of the British Grand Fleet was dispatched north to Scapa Flow, Orkney, to guard the northern entrance to the North Sea. When Britain declared war on 4 August, Prince Albert

  was on station in the dark sea off Scotland. He was the only one of the royal children to be in the line of fire and his father wrote in his diary, ‘Please God that it will soon be over &

  that he will protect dear Bertie’s life.’24 To the Prince himself, the King wrote, ‘May God bless and protect you my dear

  boy is the earnest prayer of your very devoted Papa. You can be sure that you are constantly in my thoughts.’25




  To the Prince’s dismay, his chronic ill health prevented him from giving full wartime service. He had an appendectomy in September 1914, and over the next three years severe gastric

  problems forced him to spend long periods in sick bays or convalescing at home.




  ‘I am longing and have been longing for centuries to get back to my ship,’ he wrote, and at last in May 1916 his wish was granted.26 He was thus aboard Collingwood when she was ordered into action against the Germans at the Battle of Jutland on 31 May 1916. He later wrote a lengthy factual account of

  what had happened, concluding with his own impressions:




  

    

      At the commencement I was sitting on the top of A turret and had a very good view of the proceedings. I was up there during a lull, when a

      German ship started firing at us, and one salvo ‘straddled’ us. We at once returned the fire. I was distinctly startled and jumped down the hole in the top of the turret like a shot

      rabbit!! I didn’t try the experience again. The ship was in a fine state on the main deck. Inches of water sluicing about to prevent fires getting a hold on the deck. Most of the cabins

      were also flooded.




      The hands behaved splendidly and all of them in the best of spirits as their heart’s desire had at last been granted, which was to be in action with the Germans.27


    


  




  He was disappointed that his ship had not played a more important part in the battle that day. But perhaps he was fortunate, because the losses were terrible.




  By July 1916 the Prince’s stomach pains were worse than ever and he was diagnosed as suffering from a duodenal ulcer. After months of convalescence he joined the battleship Malaya.

  Shortly afterwards Louis Greig, the naval doctor who had looked after him at Osborne and had been ship’s surgeon in the Cumberland, was appointed to the Malaya too. Prince

  Albert was delighted. Already a friend, Greig came to play an important role in his life, not just as doctor but as mentor. His wise medical advice won him the trust of the King as well, and this

  led to his appointment as equerry to the Prince. Fifteen years older, and a first-class rugby player, he did not usurp the role of the King as father but he became the man in whom the diffident

  young Prince found it most easy to confide. From 1917 onwards Greig was constantly by the Prince’s side, advising him on matters spiritual, temporal and romantic, and the Prince acknowledged

  how much he owed to Greig in helping him onward towards maturity.
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