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  PREFACE TO COUNTING ONE’S BLESSINGS




  HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN graciously permitted me to compile and edit this collection of letters of Queen

  Elizabeth the Queen Mother. I am deeply indebted to her. As a result of her generosity, I was allowed unrestricted access to the Royal Archives, where I had worked on the official biography of

  Queen Elizabeth, published in 2009, and to all other sources which I had used for that book.




  As well as to Her Majesty the Queen, I am very grateful to other members of the Royal Family who have helped me, in particular the Duke of Edinburgh, the Prince of Wales, the Duchess of

  Cornwall, the Duke of York, the Earl of Wessex, the Princess Royal, the Duke of Gloucester, the Duke of Kent, Princess Alexandra, Viscount Linley, Lady Sarah Chatto and the Earl of Snowdon for

  their assistance.




  I thank Her Majesty for permission to quote material from the Royal Archives, as well as from all other letters subject to her copyright. Anyone who has worked in these archives knows what a

  pleasure that is. Once again, I was assisted in the most efficient and supportive way by the Registrar, Pam Clark, and her staff, including Jill Kelsey, Allison Derrett and Lynne Beech. Felicity

  Murdo-Smith kindly assisted in transcribing letters in the Archives. The Curator of the Royal Photograph Collection, Sophie Gordon, the Assistant Curator, Lisa Heighway, and Shruti Patel and her

  staff at the Royal Collection Photographic Services were all immensely helpful in providing photographs to illustrate this book.




  At Glamis Castle, the ancestral home of the Bowes Lyon family, I must thank the Earl of Strathmore for permission to quote papers within the family’s possession. The Archivist at Glamis,

  Ingrid Thomson, helped me in every way, tracing names and dates and letters. Among other members of the Queen Mother’s family, Sir Simon and Lady Bowes Lyon again allowed me access to their

  papers at St Paul’s Walden, one of the Bowes Lyon family homes, and I must thank Queen Elizabeth’s nieces, Lady Mary Clayton, Lady Mary Colman and the Hon. Mrs Rhodes (née

  Margaret Elphinstone) for their assistance. I have also been generously assisted by Queen Elizabeth’s nephew the Hon. Albemarle Bowes Lyon and her great-nephew James Joicey-Cecil, by her

  cousin John Bowes Lyon and by her great-nieces Rosemary Leschallas, Lady Elizabeth Shakerley and Rosie Stancer, and by Jenny Gordon-Lennox.




  I am much indebted to everyone who allowed me to quote from their own letters and who gave me access to letters from Queen Elizabeth which they held. These include Sir Antony Acland, Sir Edward

  Cazalet, Mrs Alan Clark, Lady Katharine Farrell, the Hon. George Fergusson, Canon Dendle French, the Earl of Halifax, Mrs Anthony Harbottle, Sally Hudson, Carol Hughes, Joanna Johnston, Henrietta

  Knight, Mark Logue, David Micklethwait, John Murray, the Hon. Lady Murray, Susan Crawford Phipps, Lady Penn, Anthony Russell-Roberts, the Marquess of Salisbury, Alexandra Sitwell, Susanna Sitwell

  and the Osbert Sitwell Estate, Sir Jock Slater, Earl Spencer, Lord Tweedsmuir, Violet Vyner, Cath Walwyn, Diana Way, Robert Woods, Lady Wyatt.




  I have received help from the staff of many archives and libraries as well as from the archivists of private collections. They include Dr Nicholas Clark, Librarian at the Britten–Pears

  Foundation; Tanya Chebotarev, curator of the Bakhmeteff Archive, Columbia University; Helen Langley, Curator, Modern Political Papers, Department of Special Collections and Western Manuscripts,

  Bodleian Library; Michael Meredith, Librarian at Eton College; Susan Worrall, Cadbury Research Library: Special Collections, University of Birmingham; Allen Packwood, Director, and Madelin

  Terrazas, Archives Assistant, at the Churchill Archives Centre, Churchill College, Cambridge; Giles Mandelbrote, Librarian, and the Trustees of Lambeth Palace Library; Kathryn McKee at St

  John’s College, Cambridge; Alison Metcalfe at the National Library of Scotland; Vicki Perry, Head of Archives and Historic Collections at Hatfield House; Bruce Bailey, archivist at Althorp;

  staff at the Harry Ransom Center, University of Texas at Austin; staff at the Franklin D. Roosevelt Presidential Library and Museum, Hyde Park, New York. I am grateful to them all.




  I have been helped by many members of the Royal Household, as I was with my official biography of Queen Elizabeth. They include Sir Christopher Geidt, The Queen’s Private Secretary, and

  Samantha Cohen, her Assistant Private Secretary. Sir Christopher has a superb understanding of the monarchy’s place in British life and I am grateful to him for approving this collection.

  Miss Cohen oversaw the publication of my biography of Queen Elizabeth with consummate talent and grace, and was especially generous with her time on this work also.




  I am indebted to the Royal Librarian, the Hon. Lady Roberts, and to Sir Hugh Roberts, former Director of the Royal Collection, and to his successor Jonathan Marsden. All of them gave me the

  benefit of their knowledge and insights. So too did Lady Susan Hussey and the Hon. Mary Morrison, each of whom has served the Queen for over fifty years.




  In the office of the Duke of Edinburgh, Dame Anne Griffiths was extremely helpful and at Clarence House I was assisted by Sir Michael Peat, Private Secretary to the Prince of Wales, and his

  successor William Nye, as well as by David Hutson, Virginia Carington and Paddy Harverson.




  I thank Ailsa Anderson, Press Secretary to The Queen, always a fount of impeccable and witty advice, Zaki Cooper and other members of the Palace press office. As always, the Buckingham Palace

  switchboard under Michelle Redpath was marvellously efficient.




  Many of the Queen Mother’s Household and friends provided me with great help. They include Dame Frances Campbell-Preston, Martin and Catriona Leslie, Jamie Lowther-Pinkerton, Lucy Murphy,

  Leslie Mitchell and Jacqui Meakin. Ashe Windham, former equerry and friend of Queen Elizabeth, and Lady Penn, former lady in waiting to Queen Elizabeth, gave me particular friendship and

  assistance.




  There are many others to whom I am grateful for different forms of help. They include Sir Eric and Lady Anderson, Fiona Bruce, Sir Edward and Lady Cazalet, Miss Pamela Fleetwood, Dame Drue

  Heinz, Nigel Jaques, Lady Rupert Nevill, Patty Palmer Tomkinson, Brigadier Andrew Parker Bowles, Simon Parker Bowles, Major Johnny Perkins, Lord and Lady Sainsbury, the Dowager Countess of

  Strathmore, Colin Thubron, the Duchess of Westminster.




  As with my biography of Queen Elizabeth, I owe debts to other writers, particularly to Hugo Vickers, author of many books on the monarchy, including Queen Elizabeth (2005), who gave me

  generous access to letters in his own archives.




  Above all I am indebted to those who helped me most closely, in particular Lady Elizabeth Leeming, a skilled editor in her own right, great-niece of Queen Elizabeth and sister of the Earl of

  Strathmore, the head of the Bowes Lyon family. She tirelessly worked through many drafts of this book and, through her careful research, discovered not only family facts but also many others. She

  and her husband Antony were also very hospitable to me, allowing me to work and stay in their house in Cumbria. I am once again very grateful to Sheila de Bellaigue, former Registrar of the Royal

  Archives, who was my peerless scholarly companion on this book, as on the official biography. Without her meticulous scholarship and erudition I could never have completed either book.




  My literary agents, Carol Heaton in London and Lynn Nesbit in New York, were supportive and helpful as always. In New York I was happy to be published by Jonathan Galassi of Farrar Strauss and

  in London I was fortunate that once again Georgina Morley of Macmillan was my editor. It was not a simple book to create but she accomplished it with patience, charm and skill. Peter James

  copyedited the book with precision, Jacqui Graham arranged publicity with skill, Tania Wilde was coolheaded and managed all the final details of publication with dexterity. As before, I was

  privileged to have Douglas Matthews create the index.




  Finally, I am grateful to my family, especially my wife Olga, and Conrad, Ellie, Alex and Charlie for their patience while I had the joy of assembling these letters.




  ~




  LETTERS HAVE ALWAYS been treasured, sometimes revered. Archives and museums all over the world cosset them. So do people, in the drawers of their desks,

  in bundles hidden in boxes, in attics or in wardrobes. Letters are history, public and personal. They can evoke times, characters, hopes and fears like almost nothing else. And, above all, they can

  evoke love. There is almost nothing so exquisite as a letter bearing, describing, offering love. The crackle of paper drawn out of envelopes has a mystery, if not a magic, that evokes an age gone

  by. The letters of many prominent people – statesmen, politicians, writers, artists, lovers, kings and queens – can command both awe and high prices.




  Throughout the ages, letter writing has flourished. In the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, pen and paper were almost as natural and frequent a means of communication as word of mouth

  for those with money and time. In central London and other great cities, the postal services were superb and swift – letters written and posted in Mayfair would be delivered in Belgravia an

  hour or so later. Mornings in many households, both grand and less so, were given over to letter writing, certainly by the lady of the house.




  But today letters sometimes seem of another time, almost as ancient as calligraphy. In this digital age into which the world has been thrust, almost without warning, the art of letter writing is

  already being swamped by emails, text messages and tweets and many more means of communication that only recently could hardly be imagined. How will historians of the future manage without the

  glorious primary source of private thoughts in private letters?




  Of course, lamenting the death of letter writing long predates the current revolution in technology. Roger Fulford, the editor of an earlier collection of royal letters, pointed out in 1964 that

  phrases such as ‘Nobody writes letters nowadays’ and ‘The art of letter writing is dead’ were already constant lamentations in the middle of the twentieth century.




  Fulford was introducing the first of what became five volumes of correspondence between Queen Victoria and her daughter Victoria, the Princess Royal and later Crown Princess of Prussia and

  mother of the last Kaiser of Germany. He ruminated about how such mid-nineteenth-century letters should be presented to readers of the 1960s. Should they be to and fro, or is a one-sided

  correspondence enough? Should they deal with a specific period of a life, or with the whole life? He did not lack for material – for over forty years, the Queen wrote to her daughter at least

  twice a week and the Princess replied almost as often. All those letters have survived. The Queen alone wrote half a million words to this one daughter.




  Roger Fulford had to decide whether to publish a selection of the most interesting letters from four decades in a single volume, or to concentrate on a shorter period in order to be able to show

  ‘the interests and occupations of the Queen’. He chose the latter and his first volume, Dearest Child, covers only four years, ending with the death of the Queen’s

  husband and the Princess’s father, Prince Albert, in December 1861.




  In this book, by contrast, I have chosen letters from all ten decades of Queen Elizabeth’s life. I hope nevertheless to have avoided the ‘distracting’ effect of a selection

  which ‘jumps the reader from decade to decade’, in Fulford’s words.1 And I hope also that the wide variety of those to whom the

  letters are addressed reflects the breadth of this Queen’s interests and occupations.




  ~




  WHEN I BEGAN RESEARCH in the Royal Archives on the official biography of Queen Elizabeth, box after box of material was brought

  to my desk and I was immediately struck by the wonderful letters she wrote.




  Unlike Queen Victoria, she had beautiful clear handwriting from the age of ten to the age of a hundred. From childhood onwards, her words danced on the page, teeming with vitality, ebullience

  and optimism. Although by today’s standards her formal education was limited, her letters showed a relish for language, and sparkled with the sheer joy of living.




  I quoted from many such letters in the biography. But there were far more which I was not able to include even in part, let alone in whole, for simple reasons of space. And so I must repeat my

  gratitude to Her Majesty The Queen for granting me the huge pleasure, and responsibility, of delving again into Queen Elizabeth’s letters to make the selection in this book.




  The structure is simple. I have followed the path of her life and have written short passages and notes to provide context and information about those to whom she was writing and those whom she

  mentions. I have kept her childhood spelling but corrected her rare mistakes as an adult. In addition, I have included extracts from diaries that she kept in her early years and quotations from her

  remarkable recorded conversations in the 1990s with Eric Anderson, then Provost of Eton College, in which she recalled many incidents and relationships throughout her life.2




  The letters span the entire twentieth century, as did her life. They are drawn from the thousands that Queen Elizabeth wrote to family and friends. Naturally, not all of these have survived. In

  all families, letters are thrown away, letters are put somewhere safe and forgotten, letters are lost. Sometimes letters are deliberately destroyed.




  When I made my first trip to Glamis Castle I was astonished to be handed a box containing hundreds of letters written during the First World War by the adolescent Elizabeth to Beryl Poignand,

  her governess and friend. Many of these letters are ten or more pages long and some are filled with girlish enthusiasms, even nonsense, but almost all of them are fun – except, of course,

  those that deal with sombre matters of war and death. Many of them discuss the soldiers who came to convalesce at Glamis during the war, and with whom Elizabeth and Beryl made friends and played

  games. They show the spontaneous, joyous side of her character which she later had to control as the wife of a prince – in public at least.




  Prince Albert, the second son of King George V and Queen Mary, fell in love with her in 1920 and the letters between them during their courtship – he did most of the courting – are

  at times almost unbearably poignant, testament to his dedication and to her hesitancy. After their marriage in April 1923, letters between them are much rarer, probably because they spent very

  little time apart.




  There are almost no letters from Elizabeth to her father; sadder still, many of those to her mother are missing. They had an extraordinarily close, affectionate relationship, and as a child

  Elizabeth confided completely in her mother. The day after her wedding to the Prince, now Duke of York, Elizabeth wrote to her, ‘I could not say anything to you about how utterly miserable I

  was at leaving you and Mike & David & father. I could not ever have said it to you – but you know I love you more than anybody in the world mother, and you do

  know it, don’t you?’3 Lady Strathmore replied at once, ‘I won’t say what it means to me to give you up to Bertie – but I

  think you know that you are by far the most precious of all my children, & always will be.’4




  As soon as she entered the Royal Family, the Duchess of York made it a rule never to talk (let alone write) about her new relations, even to her Strathmore family. This discretion was wise and

  she maintained it for the rest of her life. Nevertheless, her letters to her mother would probably have included more accurate reflections of her thoughts and hopes and fears than any others.

  Unfortunately few of these letters have been found.




  It is important to remember that for the first twenty-two years of her life Elizabeth Bowes Lyon was a private individual with no expectation of becoming a public figure, let alone a prominent

  member of the Royal Family. And after she became Duchess of York and then Queen, she continued to write private letters to friends and family with little thought that they would one day be

  published. Indeed, one or two of the recipients of her letters said to me, quite understandably, that they regarded their missives from Queen Elizabeth as private and not for publication.




  Princess Margaret felt strongly about this; she made little secret of the fact that in the 1990s she ‘tidied’ her mother’s papers and consigned many of them to black bin-bags

  for burning. These bags, she said, included letters from the Princess of Wales to the Queen Mother. After the Princess’s death in 1997, her mother, Frances Shand Kydd, shredded the

  correspondence she found in her daughter’s home.




  Everyone is entitled to privacy, especially in a world where far too much becomes too public too fast. In letters, each of us sometimes writes things in haste which, on consideration, we might

  have phrased differently – and would not wish to see published. Sometimes letters are too long, or too repetitive. I have tried to edit these letters with these concerns in mind.




  The vagaries of life have already made their selection of Queen Elizabeth’s letters. Yet so many have survived that the hardest task has been to decide what to discard from the pen of this

  prolific and talented letter-writer. I can only hope that this book truly displays the great loves – for God, for family, for Britain and for life – which, from first to last, inspired

  Queen Elizabeth and her writing.




  









  QUEEN




  ‘Many an aching heart has found some solace in her gracious smile’




   




  WINSTON CHURCHILL




  







  ON 3 JUNE 1937, less than a month after the Coronation, the Duke of Windsor and Mrs Simpson married in

  France. To the dismay of Queen Mary, this was his father’s birthday. Relations within the family had deteriorated since the abdication. The King and Queen, and Prime Minister Baldwin (who

  retired after the Coronation), were shocked to discover that the Duke had lied to them about his financial affairs. The Duke himself was angered because his family had not allowed his wife to

  assume the title Her Royal Highness (HRH). This was controversial because of the general rule that a wife takes on the status of her husband – as Elizabeth Bowes Lyon had on her marriage to

  the Duke of York. No member of the Royal Family attended the Windsor wedding – George V’s Private Secretary, Lord Wigram, took the view that to do so ‘would be a firm nail in the

  coffin of monarchy’.1




  Queen Mary wrote to her daughter-in-law that the choice of date hurt her very deeply; ‘of course she did it, but how can he be so weak, I suppose it is out of revenge that none of the

  family is going to the wedding.’2




  At the beginning of October 1937, the Duke and Duchess visited Germany, where they met Adolf Hitler. This was ill judged. By this time, Hitler and Mussolini’s aggressive policies were

  already forcing Europe towards the brink of war. The King and Queen were, like the vast majority of the British people, horrified by the prospect of another war only twenty years after the last,

  and they fully supported the new Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain’s attempts to negotiate with Hitler. But by early 1939 they realized that Chamberlain’s efforts had failed and they

  became as determined as anyone that fascism had to be confronted. Their visits to Canada, New York and Washington in 1939 were intended to rally democratic support against the dictators, as was

  their earlier visit to France in 1938. In September 1939, after Germany invaded Poland, Britain found itself at war for the second time in a quarter of a century.




  The Queen wrote a note to herself the day after war was declared: ‘My last cup of tea in peace! My last bath at leisure; and all the time one’s mind working on

  many thoughts. Chiefly of the people of this country – their courage, their sense of humour; their sense of right and wrong – how will they come through the wicked things that war lets

  loose. One thing is, that they are at their best when things are bad, and the spirit is wonderful.’3




  In the terrible world war that lay ahead for almost six long brutal years, all that had been instilled in the Queen by her family, all that she had learned from her contact with soldiers in the

  First World War, and all the public skills she had acquired since her marriage, she put to fine use for the country. She made it clear that evacuation was never an option for her, saying, famously,

  ‘The children could not go without me, I could not possibly leave the King, and the King would never go.’




  For much of the early part of the war, she and the King slept at Windsor, where their daughters lived, but were frequently in London (they could have been killed by a bomb which struck

  Buckingham Palace while they were there in September 1940). Morale on the Home Front was vital. The Queen constantly accompanied the King on visits to factories, schools, regimental headquarters

  and, above all, areas of London and other cities that had been badly bombed; she wrote to her mother-in-law Queen Mary, ‘It does affect me seeing this terrible and senseless destruction. I

  think that really I mind it much more than being bombed myself.’4




  In the first two years of the war, Britain suffered reverse after reverse. But the Queen refused to admit that defeat was even a possibility and the British people, remarkably, shared such

  confidence. The entry into the war of the United States after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor in December 1941 changed everything. Winston Churchill, who had become Prime Minister in May 1940,

  wrote in his war memoirs, ‘Being saturated and satiated with emotion and sensation, I went to bed and slept the sleep of the saved and thankful.’5




  When victory was finally won on 8 May 1945 hundreds of thousands of people gathered in front of Buckingham Palace. The King, the Queen and the Princesses appeared on the balcony – which

  had been surveyed to ensure that it was structurally sound – to salute the crowd and be saluted back. Joy abounded. Churchill, who joined the family on the balcony, later said, ‘We

  could not have had a better King and Queen in Britain’s most perilous hour.’6




  The Queen, and even more the King, were exhausted by the effort of the war years. So was Britain itself. But there was more upheaval to come. The wartime coalition was

  dissolved and in July 1945 the people of Britain voted in a general election. They rejected Churchill in favour of a Labour government which promised the creation of a welfare state. From the

  Queen’s point of view the story of the next six years was of tumultuous change in British society which she feared could damage the links between Crown and people, and of catastrophic decline

  in the King’s health.




  There were happy times, most particularly the engagement and marriage in November 1947 of Princess Elizabeth to Prince Philip of Greece. The Queen wrote to the Princess, ‘That you &

  Philip should be blissfully happy & love each other through the good days and bad or depressing days is my one wish.’7




  More happiness followed; in 1948 the King and Queen celebrated their Silver Wedding anniversary and then the births of their grandson Prince Charles in November 1948 and granddaughter Princess

  Anne in August 1950. But the Queen was preoccupied, above all, by her husband’s condition.




  In September 1951 a biopsy revealed a malignant growth in the lung. It was cancer, but that word was never mentioned. His physicians decided that the entire lung had to be removed. On the

  morning of the operation crowds gathered outside the Palace, where an operating theatre had been installed, and Churchill did something he had not done for many years – he went down on his

  knees and prayed.8 So did millions of other people across the land. The operation was deemed a success and the Royal Family spent a happy Christmas

  1951 at Sandringham. But in the early hours of the morning of 6 February 1952 the King died in his sleep.




  The devastated Queen immediately wrote to her mother-in-law, Queen Mary, ‘My darling Mama, What can I say to you – I know that you loved Bertie dearly, and he was my whole life . . .

  It is hard to grasp, he was such an angel to the children & me, and I cannot bear to think of Lilibet, so young to bear such a burden.’9




  Princess Elizabeth, away in Africa, had overnight become Queen. She and Prince Philip flew back at once to London to assume a responsibility that each of them would carry out thereafter with an

  astonishing sense of duty.




  The people showed their grief at the death of the unexpected King whom they had come to love. Over 300,000 of them waited in the bitter cold, in lines four miles long, to

  pass by his body as it lay in state in Westminster Hall. At the end of the day of his funeral, 15 February 1952, his widow Queen Elizabeth wrote, ‘Today has been the most wonderful & the

  most agonizing day of my life. Wonderful because one felt the sincerity of the people’s feelings, & agonizing because gradually one becomes less numb, & the awfulness of everything

  becomes real.’10




  







  3 June 1937 to Queen Mary




  Buckingham Palace




  My darling Mama,




  We have been thinking so much about you today, with your memories of past days, and all the new anxieties added, and just send this little line of love to say how much we are with you in thought

  and sympathy and loving admiration.




  Always your devoted daughter in law, Elizabeth




  ~




  18 August 1937 to Queen Mary




  Balmoral Castle




  Darling Mama




  I do hope that you are having a pleasant and peaceful time at Sandringham. I saw in the papers that you had made an expedition to Cambridge – I wonder whether you found anything nice.




  I spent a very pleasant week at Glamis, & found my parents well. It was lovely & hot most of the time, & the garden a blaze of colour.




  Here, everything seems much the same, & all the people well – Abercromby looks like a two year old, & Gordon* has grown

  a beard which suits him very well!




  The garden has been very much cut down – the big border in front of the house has gone, & a great deal also in the lower garden. We shall have to try & put back the flowers as soon

  as possible. Also I do not know whether the gardener is any good yet – he was foreman I believe. [. . .]




  We had such an amusing arrival here – I expect that Bertie told you – & were drawn by about 50 of the employees here up the drive to the Castle in a

  carriage with the pipers marching in front! The gentlemen & Lettice Bowlby† walked behind, looking like chief mourners, and

  altogether the cavalcade looked like a rather gay funeral! It was very delightful to be welcomed like that, but also very amusing.




  Much love darling Mama.




  I will write again soon,




  Always your loving daughter in law




  Elizabeth




  * ‘Abercromby’, probably James Abercrombie Senr. (1865–1951), head stalker at Balmoral since 1924. His son James was also

  a stalker at Balmoral. Frank Gordon (1879–1954) had taken over as head stalker in January 1937.




  † Hon. Mrs Geoffrey Bowlby (1885–1988), née Annesley. Her husband, Captain Geoffrey Bowlby, was killed in the First

  World War. Lady in waiting to the Queen 1932–45.




  ~




  21 September 1937 to Sir Walter Monckton




  Balmoral Castle




  Dear Sir Walter*




  Thank you so much for your kind letter. I was most touched that you should think of writing so sympathetically and with such understanding and I appreciate your thought most deeply. I think that

  it would be an excellent thing if you were to write to the King at fairly regular intervals, for I feel that one of the main sources of anxiety of mind is the difficulty experienced of getting

  authentic news from abroad.




  I do not think that the King is too badly worried, as he has great faith in your powers of persuasion & good advice, but I know that he would be immensely relieved if he could feel that

  there was no chance of the libel case coming off. The possibility even, is horrible to think of, and the whole thing so degrading. But we do feel so much encouraged by your

  help & kindness & wish to help, and I can imagine that the whole affair must be very difficult & troublesome to handle at times. One has seen with alarming clarity during the last two

  years how vitally necessary a stable Monarchy is for this Empire & the world, and as ‘the Monarchy’ really embraces the whole Royal family, we cannot afford any more scandals &

  insinuations.




  I do hope that you have managed to have a real holiday – we have been very happy here. With again my grateful thanks for your kind thought,




  I am,




  Yours very sincerely




  Elizabeth R




  * Walter Turner Monckton, first Viscount Monckton of Brenchley, GCVO KCMG MC PC (189–1965), distinguished lawyer, later politician and

  banker, whom Edward VIII had asked to negotiate with the Prime Minister on his behalf in the weeks before the abdication. Monckton was a man of intellect and discretion; after the abdication, he

  performed an invaluable service liaising with the increasingly angry Duke of Windsor. The Duke had issued a libel suit against the author of a book, Coronation Commentary. This alleged

  that Mrs Simpson had been his mistress and that he had been drinking too much before the abdication. The King and Queen were appalled by the idea of the Duke being cross-examined in court. In the

  end the libel case was settled with Monckton’s assistance in the Duke’s favour.




  ~




  26 October 1937 to Queen Mary




  Sandringham




  Darling Mama




  It is kind of you to suggest helping me with the presents for our people, and I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you for such an offer! You are so wonderfully clever at buying the right

  things, and if you would buy things for the people here, and/or the maids & valets of the Family, it would be a great help.




  The children were thrilled at the idea of going to the Tower, & I am sure, adored their visit there with you.




  Bertie’s Speech went off quite well this morning. I must admit that I was very very nervous during the whole ceremonial!* The silence is most alarming, and the significance of the speech, as typifying the strong link between the Crown & Parliament most

  impressive.




  The peace here seems so perfect after our busy days!




  Ever, darling Mama, your devoted daughter in law




  Elizabeth




  * This was the first time the King had opened Parliament; he and the Queen had both been nervous. Lionel Logue’s help was still

  invaluable on such occasions.




  ~




  7 December 1937 to the Hon. Sir Richard Molyneux




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Dick




  Will you come to Sandringham for Xmas, and help us with [three drawings of bottles, of increasing size, labelled Claret, Burgundy and Champagne respectively] etc – pull a few [drawing of a

  cracker]s & help us with that [drawing of a Christmas tree]? I hope that you are free – (not too free of course).




  Yours sincerely




  Elizabeth R




  ~




  18 December 1937 to Osbert Sitwell




  Buckingham Palace




  Dear Mr Sitwell,




  I wish that I could find words suitable to convey my delight in the lovely book on the Pavilion gardens,* that you so kindly sent

  me.




  It is absolutely enchanting and exactly the sort of thing that gives me great pleasure. It is fascinating and I have spent hours looking at it & enjoying it. I do

  thank you with all my heart for such a delicious present. I feel very touched by your thought – and do so appreciate your unfailing and loyal friendship. In these days, one finds more &

  more that indeed the only things that count are friends, and the warmth & sense of security that they bring. All too rare alas!, but then, all the more precious. (Oh dear, I did not want to

  write the word prescious [sic] because I cannot spell it, what a bore!)




  But please believe that I am really pleased with Repton’s lovely book, and I thank you very very much.




  With every good wish for Xmas & 1938.




  I am, Yours very sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  PS. What fun Hannah’s† luncheon party was & how naughty you were going on about the

  Giorgiones! I enjoyed it enormously. My first luncheon party out since Dec: 1936.




  And a thousand thanks for sending me ‘Mrs Kimber’,‡ I love it – do write some more poetry, yours is so good

  & so rare nowadays. Write us something hopeful & courageous for next year. After all, this is a grand little country, & as we can never be warlike, let us have some pride in it –

  we must be serious about something!




  * Designs for the Pavilion at Brighton by Humphry Repton assisted by his sons John Ades Repton and G. S. Repton [1806]. It is

  inscribed by Osbert Sitwell to Queen Elizabeth on the flyleaf. (RCIN 1160542)




  † Hannah Gubbay (c. 1886–1968), née Rothschild, cousin of Sir Philip Sassoon and friend to both Queen Mary and Queen

  Elizabeth. She entertained them at her house in Hertford Street.




  ‡ Osbert Sitwell’s new novel.




  ~




  5 January 1938 to Princess Elizabeth




  Sandringham




  [Addressed to]




  Her Royal Highness




  The Princess Elizabeth




  Gettingupforlunch




  The Nursery




  Sandringham




  My Darling Lilibet




  I am so glad to hear that you are better today, and hope that you will enjoy your lunch out of bed.




  I am feeling much better too, but still a little achy and still living on tea! I hope by tomorrow that I shall be eating Irish stew, steak & kidney pudding, haricot mutton, roast beef,

  boiled beef, sausages & mutton pies, not to mention roast chicken, fried chicken, boiled chicken, scrambled chicken, scrunched up chicken, good chicken, nasty chicken, fat chicken, thin

  chicken, any sort of chicken.




  Hope to see you soon – Goodbye darling from your very loving Mummy




  ~




  5 January 1938 to D’Arcy Osborne




  My dear D’Arcy,




  I have so many things to thank you for, that I think I shall start at the latest & work back. First, that heavenly K*A*P*L*A*N.*

  He arrived at the end of the first day of an attack of influenza, just when one felt that [one] could not look at a book, and after reading with

  tremendous enjoyment a few chapters, I slept well, & woke the next morning feeling vastly better. I put this miraculous cure down purely to Hermy [sic], and to your kindness in sending him to

  me. Thank you a thousand times. [. . .]




  Thank you also, for sending me something so rare & so helpful.




  And more thanks! For being such a wonderful friend. Your support and sympathetic understanding is appreciated more than I can ever say. During this last year the fact that

  you believed in us was a real encouragement, and I shall always be grateful for such a loyal friend.




  As I told you before, you are one of the very few people in the world to whom I can talk intimately, and that is a great relief (to me). Especially nowadays, when I have

  already learnt that the people that one can trust implicitly are to be counted on the fingers of one hand.




  I so much enjoyed our talks, & I was delighted to hear that you were impressed by a sense of vitality in this country. What people need is courage.




  The only thing that worries me a little, is that now young people have rather given up religion in any form, they look more & more to individual leadership, or rather leadership by an

  individual, and that is going to be very difficult to find. It is almost impossible for the King to be that sort of leader.




  For many years there was a Prince of Wales, who did all the wise & silly & new things that kept people amused & interested, & yet, because he did not, or would not realize that

  they did not want that sort of thing from their King – well he had to go.




  It seems impossible to mix King and ordinary vulgar leadership – so what can we do? We don’t want Mosleys,† perhaps

  something will turn up. In the old days Religion must have given the people a great sense of security & right, and now there seems to be a vague sense of fear. Or am I sensing something that isn’t there at all. Perhaps it is me.




  How beautiful your Cardinals must have looked in your green room – I am sure that your parties are exquisitely arranged, & great fun for everybody as well as

  yourself.




  What a sadness that things aren’t going any better in this troubled world. I listened to Mr Roosevelt’s speech, & thought it rather boring. Rather the stuff we used to hear from

  old Ramsay, Snowden, Thomas‡ etc in the long ago. Higher-wages-let-people-buy-more+therefore-it-benefits-the-whole-community &

  so on.




  However, he did say that democracies must stand together, tho’ it’s a bit vague.




  We had rather an exhausting Xmas with the whole family here, however, they all got on with each other quite well, & nobody cried!




  A very happy New Year to you D’Arcy & thank you with all my heart for your charming letters.




  Elizabeth R




  * H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N, the humorous creation of an American writer, Leo Rosten, whose stories of a Jewish immigrant to New York were

  collected into two books, The Education of H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N and The Return of H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N. The Jewish humour appealed to the Queen.




  † Sir Oswald Ernald Mosley (1896–1980), English politician who founded the British Union of Fascists and, with his

  ‘Blackshirts’, tried to stir anti-semitic feeling in Britain. He and his wife, Diana Mitford, were interned as fascist sympathizers, 1940–3.




  ‡ The Labour politicians Ramsay MacDonald, Philip Snowden and G. H. Thomas.




  ~




  15 January 1938 to Duke of Windsor




  Sandringham




  Darling David,




  When I received your little note this morning,* I rushed to my writing table, and after hunting about amongst the letters on it, I

  found the lost letter. I am furious and disappointed, because I left it addressed & ready to post, and have no idea what can have happened. I was getting worried as to

  the safe arrival of the knives, & you must have thought it very odd. I am glad you wrote about it, and I am delighted that you are pleased with the knives & forks. I enclose my little Xmas

  letter, but feel sad that it did not arrive at the right time – please read it now.




  We have been here 3 weeks & the sun has not shone once – it is rather depressing. I hope that you had some warmth on the Riviera.




  With love,




  Yours




  Elizabeth




  * The Duke of Windsor had written on 12 January saying he had received a box of cutlery with no accompanying note. He assumed it was a

  present intended for someone else and offered to return it. (RA EDW/MAIN/B/127)




  Enclosed




  Sandringham, 23 Dec 1937.




  Darling David




  I am sending you out by air-mail a small Xmas gift which I do hope you will both be able to use sometimes. You may have got hundreds of dessert knives & forks, but as these are old ones,

  perhaps they might appeal to you, who like old things. I found them at our old friend Rochelle Thomas.




  Anyway, they take best wishes for Xmas & the New Year, of health & happiness to both of you.




  With love,




  Yours




  Elizabeth




  ~




  19 March 1938 to Sir Kenneth Clark




  The Royal Lodge




  My dear Sir Kenneth,




  Thank you so much for your letter telling me that you have bought the two pictures* on my behalf. I am really glad to buy them, for

  apart from the fact that I am anxious to start a small collection of good modern pictures, I became extremely attached to the two in question during the ten days that I spent in their company!




  Please accept my very grateful thanks for the way in which you ‘conducted the negotiations’.




  I am pleased to learn that you think it may be of some small encouragement to living artists, to know that I intend to buy good modern pictures. It gives me pleasure to

  hear this from you, as I feel it so important that the finer sides of life should be given a chance, in these hurrying, ignorant, vulgar days that we live in.




  I have no objection at all to a statement in the Press; may I see what you propose to say before it goes in?




  Also would you kindly arrange for the bills to be sent to me direct?




  With my thanks,




  I am, Yours very sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  * When Homer Nods, portrait of George Bernard Shaw by Augustus John OM RA (1878–1961) and Chepstow Castle, landscape

  by Philip Wilson Steer OM (1860–1942). Clark praised her decision to buy the work of living painters. ‘It is not too much to say that it will have an important effect on British art in

  general’ (quoted in Susan Owens, Watercolours and Drawings from the Collection of Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother, Royal Collection Publications, 2005, p. 13).




  ~




  23 June 1938 to the Most Rev. Cosmo Lang, Archbishop of Canterbury




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Archbishop




  I write to ask you a favour – on Monday next the 27th June there will be a Memorial Service for my mother in London at the same time as the funeral at Glamis, to which I am going and if it

  is at all possible would you say a few of your lovely words about her?




  If you are engaged (which I feel you may be) we shall not ask anyone else, but I write to you at once, as there is nobody else whom we would wish to ask, but yourself. I shall quite understand

  if it [is] impossible for you to arrange it.




  We are all feeling very unhappy – my mother was so much the pivot of the family, so vital and so loving and so marvellously loyal to those she loved, or the things she thought right

  – an Angel of goodness & fun.




  Please forgive me for trying to add yet another burden to the very many that you shoulder, & believe that I shall so understand if you cannot do Monday.




  I am,




  Yours affec:




  Elizabeth R




  ~




  Cecilia Strathmore died on 23 June 1938. The Strathmore family gathered at Glamis and Lady Strathmore’s funeral took place on 27 June. A simultaneous memorial service

  took place at the church of St Martin-in-the-Fields, the parish church for Buckingham Palace; the Archbishop of Canterbury said in his address: ‘She raised a Queen in her own home, simply, by

  trust and love, and as a return the Queen has won widespread love.’




  ~




  30 June 1938 to Arthur Penn




  Birkhall




  My dear Arthur,




  I want to thank you, really and truly from my heart, for all your wonderful help and support during this last week. I don’t know what we would have done without you,

  and I do not know whether you were amused or pleased by the way that the Lyon family turned as one to you, to solicit your help over such an intimate thing as the Memorial Service. That is what

  comes of being a loved old friend, and you did your part nobly.




  I shall always be deeply grateful to you for your wonderful help and marvellously understanding sympathy. It is a curious thing, but I have always been terrified of my mother dying, ever since I

  was a little child, and now that it has come it seems almost impossible to believe.




  But she has left so much behind her, and her influence will be strong with us, her children, all our lives. At Glamis this week we congregated in her sitting room & found comfort even in

  that.




  Her perspective of life was so wonderful, each event was given its true importance, and that is a rare gift.




  I was thinking today of how incredulous, slightly amused and so touched she would have been if she could have heard some of the appreciative things that her friends have

  said of her this last week.




  She was modest to a fault, very proud & sensitive, and her judgement was never at fault. She had an uncanny instinct about human beings (whether they were nice or

  nasty) & has always proved right – Her taste too was so good and original, & if she had had more money to spend, would have left us many beautiful things in house and garden.




  Now Arthur, I am writing too much about her, but I know you won’t mind.




  I have climbed one or two mountains, & spent my days amongst them, and feel very soothed – they are so nice & big & everlasting & such a lovely

  colour.




  I am your grateful friend




  Elizabeth R




  ~




  2 July 1938 to Neville Chamberlain




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Mr Chamberlain,




  I write to send you my heartfelt thanks for your kind and sympathetic letter of condolence on the death of my mother. I was deeply touched by what you said, and thought it so wonderfully kind of

  you to write as you did, so understanding & so calm, when you were being harried in such a debate that evening. [. . .]




  She had such a good perspective of life – everything was given its true importance. She had a young spirit, great courage & unending sympathy whenever or wherever it was needed, &

  such a heavenly sense of humour.




  We all used to laugh together & have such fun. You must forgive me for writing to you like this, but you have been such a kind friend & counsellor to us during the last year, that I

  address you in the most friendly & grateful spirit. I was so sorry that we had to postpone the visit to Paris,* but as it was all

  Galas and Banquets and garden parties, it would have seemed rather a mockery to take part so soon, and the French have been very good about it, do you not think so?




  With all my thanks,




  I am, dear Mr Chamberlain,




  Yours sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  * Lady Strathmore’s death delayed by three weeks a planned official visit by the King and Queen to Paris which was intended to show

  the unity of two of Europe’s most important democracies in face of the threat from the fascist dictators. In the interim, the Queen’s dressmaker, Norman Hartnell, remade her entire

  wardrobe in white, the colour of deepest mourning for medieval queens. The effect in Paris was sensational.




  ~




  In September 1938 the Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain, made several flights to Germany to try to make a settlement with Hitler. The Munich Agreement of September 1938

  allowed Hitler to dismember Czechoslovakia and expressed the desire that Germany and Britain never go to war again. Chamberlain declared that this brought ‘peace for our time’.

  Widespread euphoria greeted his announcement. The King and Queen welcomed Chamberlain home from Munich by appearing with him on the balcony of Buckingham Palace.*




  * The Queen Mother later acknowledged to the historian D. R. Thorpe that this was an error, though she thought it a ‘venial’

  one. She acknowledged ‘It was relief for ourselves, not for Czechoslovakia.’ (Author’s interview with D. R. Thorpe.) It soon became clear that appeasement had encouraged Hitler,

  rather than satisfying him. Queen Elizabeth later told Eric Anderson that she thought Chamberlain was ‘a good man. I think he really tried and, whatever people say, it gave us that year.

  Because, as usual, they had practically got rid of the army, stupid idiots. So that gave one year to re-arm and build a few aeroplanes.’




  ~




  Friday 30 September 1938 to Anne Chamberlain




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Mrs Chamberlain
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