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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.




  









  DUCHESS OF YORK




  ‘If she weren’t late, she would be perfect’




   




  KING GEORGE V




  





  

  THE LONG WAR OVER, people tried to resume their lives despite the immense losses that had been suffered. The grand houses of the land

  closed their convalescent wards and gradually returned to family and social life. Elizabeth enjoyed her first Royal Ascot in summer 1919 and she was busy ‘in a dissipated way’, as she

  put it, with many dinners and dances throughout the year.1




  In early 1920 she joined a house party with the Salisburys at Hatfield House. She remained friends of the family for life.




  July 1920 was fateful for her. She was presented to the King and Queen, and on 8 July Albert, Duke of York, saw her across a crowded room at the RAF Ball and invited her to dance. He was

  reported to have said later that he fell in love with her that night, even if he did not know it at the time. For her the dance was at first less important.




  Prince Albert was a sensitive young man who had always been overshadowed by his glamorous elder brother David, the Prince of Wales. Knock-kneed and left-handed, he suffered from serious

  digestive problems, fear of his father, a stammer and a temper. But he was also devout, sporting, kind and courageous – as he showed when serving on his ship, HMS Collingwood, in the

  Battle of Jutland in 1916.




  By the end of the First World War, George V was concerned at the spread of revolution throughout Europe and was anxious to strengthen the ties between Crown and people. He created the Order of

  the British Empire to open up the Honours system to the mass of people, changed the Royal Family’s dynastic name from Saxe-Coburg and Gotha to Windsor and encouraged his children to look for

  spouses at home rather than principally amongst foreign royal families.




  In August 1920, only weeks after the RAF Ball, Prince Albert, who had just been created Duke of York, invited himself to Glamis. Elizabeth was nervous, she told Beryl. But the weekend went

  wonderfully; they played games, sang around the piano, went for walks and laughed a lot. The Prince was entranced by the happiness of all the family and friends whirling

  around Elizabeth, the free spirit at the centre of the house party. The contrast with the formality of his own family life was intoxicating, and the weekend appears to have persuaded him that

  Elizabeth was the only woman for him. For her part, she wrote to Beryl that the Prince’s visit had ‘kept us pretty busy! He was very nice, tho’, and much improved in every

  way.’2




  For more than two years Prince Albert paid devoted court to her. She was far from certain – the prospect of exchanging her carefree life, her friends and family for the golden cage of the

  Royal Family was not enticing to her. Some of the letters they exchanged throughout this long courtship were painful, showing his unrequited love and her concern, expressed always in the kindest

  way.




  Finally, on the night of Sunday 14 January 1923, after a weekend together with her family at St Paul’s Walden, she accepted him.




  ~




  ELIZABETH’S ENTRY INTO the Royal Family and into public life was an immediate success. King George V, remote and stern with his own children, was

  at once captivated by her. Queen Mary told her son, ‘You ask what Papa and I think of Elizabeth, well we are simply enchanted with her & think her too dear & attractive for words

  & you have made a wonderful choice.’3




  The Duke thought so too and a few days after their engagement he wrote to her, ‘My own little darling one . . . This is my first letter to you since you made me such a very happy person

  that Sunday at St Paul’s Walden & you don’t know what a wonderful difference it has made to me darling, in all ways. I think I must have always loved you darling but could never

  make you realize it without telling you actually that I did & thank God I told you at the right moment.’4




  The weeks before the wedding at Westminster Abbey on 26 April 1923 became more and more hectic for her. The demands of her new family were considerable. So were those of the public. Newspapers

  were less voracious than they later became, but they were still insistent by the standards of the day and she found their attentions tiring. But the crowds were thrilled by her and she discovered

  she could respond to them with ease and with pleasure.




  The adjustments she needed to make are reflected in her letters. When one of her closest friends, D’Arcy Osborne, wrote to ask how he should address her after she became Duchess of York,

  she replied, ‘I really don’t know! It might be anything – you might try “All Hail, Duchess”, that is an Alice in

  Wonderland sort of Duchess, or just “Greetings” or “What Ho, Duchess” or “Say, Dutch” – in fact you can please yourself, as it will certainly please

  me.’5




  The night before the wedding she spent at her parents’ house, 17 Bruton Street in Mayfair. ‘Felt terribly moved when I said goodnight to the darling boys & mother. I adore

  them,’ she wrote in her diary.6




  The wedding address was given by the Most Rev. Cosmo Lang, Archbishop of York, who said, ‘You will have a great ambition to make this one life now given to you something rich and true and

  beautiful.’7 Elizabeth Bowes Lyon left the Abbey as the Duchess of York, the fourth lady in the land. At the end of the day, from her honeymoon

  home, she telegraphed her mother, ‘Arrived safely deliciously peaceful here hope you are not all too tired love Elizabeth.’8




  ~




  FOR THE NEXT FOURTEEN YEARS the Duchess of York became an essential member of the Royal Family, in private and in public. Within the family she was an

  emollient presence, soothing relations between the King’s children and their father. He was far more indulgent of her than he was of them. As a small example, the King was a stickler for

  punctuality, but that was not one of the Duchess’s most obvious characteristics. On one occasion early in her marriage she arrived two minutes late for lunch. After she had apologized to him,

  he replied, ‘You are not late, my dear, I think we must have sat down two minutes early.’9




  One of the crucial roles of the monarchy is in the voluntary, charitable world – members of the family have long been associated with different charities, which enormously increases their

  visibility and fundraising capacity. Quickly the Duchess demonstrated her gift for raising funds and she built up her own long list of charities and other organizations, including regiments of

  which she was appointed Colonel-in-Chief by the King. She supported them all her life.




  In July 1924 the Duke and Duchess made a difficult and important official visit to the most troubled part of the United Kingdom, Northern Ireland, riven with tensions between Catholics and

  Protestants. The trip went well, with the Duchess demonstrating her extra-ordinary ability to make contact with people. The Duke wrote to his father that she had been marvellous and people loved

  her. ‘I am very lucky indeed to have her to help me as she knows exactly what to do & say to all the people we meet.’10




  Visits to Scotland were no longer the purely pleasurable family holidays, surrounded with friends, that summers at Glamis had been. Now she had duties, both public and private – and had to

  spend a good deal of time with the King and Queen at Balmoral. The atmosphere there was formal and other guests were rarely young or enchanting. The Duke and Duchess were always relieved when they

  could leave for the more convivial atmosphere of Glamis.




  In December 1924 they set off on a great adventure, a tour of East Africa. This visit had been recommended to them by Winston Churchill, who had told the Duchess at a dinner, ‘You ought to

  go and have a look at the world. I should go to East Africa. It’s got a great future.’11 They left in December 1924; their families

  were nervous for them. The King warned them not to run unnecessary risks ‘either from the climate or wild beasts’;12 Queen Mary wrote,

  ‘God bless you both, my precious children.’13 Lady Strathmore hated farewells and so her daughter promised not to come and say goodbye,

  writing, ‘you won’t worry about me will you darling, as I will take great care of myself in every way, I promise you.’14




  Their journey through Kenya, Uganda and the Sudan was a revelation. The Duchess wrote to her mother that their first safari was ‘simply wonderful. The country is quite unlike anything I

  expected and it is beautiful.’15 To D’Arcy Osborne she wrote, ‘I rise at 4.30 (I can hear you say “My God”) & go

  walking with my spouse and the white hunter who is a charming man with an imagination, an accent and a sense of humour. He is exactly what I imagine the Scarlet Pimpernel to

  be, very slow & sleepy & long, and if he wasn’t so brown he would be rather good looking.’16




  Later another hunter, Roy Salmon, wrote home of the Duchess, ‘She is awfully pleasant to look at & topping manners. He speaks very slowly but has practically no stammer as a rule

  though occasionally he does.’17 He had no doubt that theirs was ‘a love match’. They each adored the adventure and the release it

  gave them from the constraints, public and private, of life at home. Soon after they arrived back in England in April 1925 she wrote to D’Arcy Osborne, ‘I am bubbling inside with

  Africa.’18 Many years later she described the journey as ‘Wonderful. Best bit of one’s life.’19




  On the morning of 21 April 1926 the Duke and Duchess’s first child was born at 17 Bruton Street. They called her Elizabeth Alexandra Mary. Her birth caused great joy

  in the family and excitement throughout the land; one newspaper, the Daily Graphic, wrote that the family’s happiness was shared by the nation and added, ‘The possibility that

  in the little stranger to Bruton Street there may be a future Queen of Great Britain (perhaps even a second and resplendent Queen Elizabeth) is sufficiently intriguing; but let us not burden the

  bright hour of its arrival with speculation of its Royal destiny.’




  The Princess was born at a moment of great industrial unrest, which some feared might tip Britain towards revolution. Both the King and the Duke were concerned by the danger of a general strike

  called by the Trades Union Congress. Dire consequences of social breakdown were forecast. In the event, the strike caused much less disruption than was feared and after only nine days the TUC

  called it off. The King was much relieved and thought that ‘our old country can well be proud of itself.’20 His official biographer,

  Harold Nicolson, later wrote that people of all sorts saw it as a common tragedy, not a purely class tragedy.21




  The strike and its cancellation did nothing to alleviate the terrible economic crisis affecting much of the industrialized world through the 1920s and 1930s, but perhaps it showed that Britain

  could deal with industrial discontent reasonably and thus avoid the totalitarian solutions which were beginning to seem attractive to many across continental Europe.




  That summer was a happy one for the family. For the Duchess, the only shadow over her delight in her new daughter was the prospect of a long trip to open the new federal Parliament in Australia

  in early 1927. The Duke was concerned about that but also about whether his stammer would ruin the many public speeches that he would have to make during the tour. In October 1926 the Duchess

  persuaded him to visit an Australian speech therapist called Lionel Logue, now practising in Harley Street.




  Logue recorded his first impression of the Duke as ‘a slim, quiet man, with tired eyes and all the outward symptoms of the man upon whom habitual speech defect had begun to set the sign.

  When he left at five o’clock, you could see that there was hope once more in his heart.’22 In the next few weeks the Duke went many

  times to Logue, often with the Duchess, and the Australian’s treatment had a superb effect upon his self-confidence; his fear of the trip diminished.




  The Duchess’s dread of it, by contrast, grew, as she contemplated parting from her baby. ‘She is growing so big and is as sharp as a needle, & so well. She sleeps beautifully and has always got a smile ready.’23 As the day of departure, 6 January 1927, loomed she became

  ‘more and more miserable’.24 That morning, when the nanny brought the baby Princess down to say goodbye, the Duchess was emotional and

  so she ‘drank some champagne and tried not to weep’.25




  The trip – the first time the Duke had been asked by his father to represent him on an imperial mission – was gruelling and long but the young couple learned a lot and the voyage was

  a personal success for both of them. They were impressed by the apparent strength of the Empire and the loyalty of its citizens to the Crown. Their travels gave the Duke confidence in his ability

  to confront the world and it showed the Duchess that she could support her husband in his public as well as his private life, abroad as well as at home. On their return to Britain, the Duke and

  Duchess, with Princess Elizabeth in her mother’s arms, appeared on the balcony at Buckingham Palace, cheered by ecstatic crowds in the Mall. The Times reported, ‘Twice the

  Duchess, her face radiant with smiles, brought the Princess forward.’




  Both families were delighted to have their children back after a successful tour, and the Duke and Duchess were overjoyed to be with their daughter once more. The Duke told Lionel Logue that he

  could now talk to his father without any problem. And the King wrote to Queen Mary saying how pleased he was to have his second son back. He had spoken to him several times and found him

  ‘most sensible, very different from David’.26 The Prince of Wales was charming and charismatic, but the King considered him to be so

  careless of his responsibilities that he would not allow him access to confidential information. The King was also dismayed that, unlike the Duke of York, the Prince of Wales had shown no signs of

  wanting to marry and start a family.




  On 21 August 1930, the Yorks’ second daughter, whom they named Margaret Rose, was born at Glamis. The Duchess soon realized that she had a character very different from that of her elder

  sister. She wrote to Cosmo Lang, now Archbishop of Canterbury, ‘She has got large blue eyes and a will of iron, which is all the equipment that a lady needs!’27




  Through the 1920s and early 1930s the international economic crisis became chronic. Business failures abounded and unemployment grew almost everywhere. As the Depression

  bit deeper, charities and other organizations needed more and more help with fundraising. The Duchess’s role in the life of the country grew ever more significant as she took on more and more

  charities, regiments and other public duties. She found it tragic that so many men would never work again and, calling herself an ‘anti-feminist’, she thought that women should give up

  jobs so that men could work.




  In 1935, despite all that hardship, the people of Britain greeted King George V’s Silver Jubilee with warm enthusiasm. The King and Queen Mary drew huge and happy crowds wherever they

  went, and so did the Yorks. But over all the celebrations hung still the domestic scourge of unemployment and the international shadow of Europe’s dictators.




  The Duchess was ill that Christmas with one of her frequent attacks of influenza. She and the Duke stayed at their home, Royal Lodge in Windsor Great Park. Their children were at Sandringham

  with their grandparents and the Duchess wrote to them often. To Princess Elizabeth she wrote, ‘Mind you answer very nicely when you are asked questions, even though they may be silly

  ones!’28




  It was King George V’s last Christmas. Already weak, his condition worsened through the next few weeks, and on 21 January 1936 he died. It was the beginning of a terrible year for the

  monarchy and for the Yorks in particular.




  The Prince of Wales acceded to the throne, taking the title Edward VIII. But it quickly became clear to those around him that he had little enthusiasm for the task. He was entirely preoccupied

  by the effect that his father’s death would have on his relationship with Wallis Simpson, a divorced American woman with whom he was in love. During the course of that year, Mrs Simpson

  acquired her second divorce and the King informed his Prime Minister, Stanley Baldwin, that he intended to marry her. When Baldwin took soundings at home and throughout the Empire, it became

  evident that Mrs Simpson would be widely unacceptable as Queen and he so informed the King.




  Edward VIII eventually decided to abdicate in favour of his brother Bertie; on 11 December 1936 he did so. To their horror the Duke and Duchess of York suddenly and unexpectedly became King and

  Queen. He took the name George VI. She wrote to her brother-in-law, the departing King, ‘We are all overcome with misery and can only pray that you will find happiness in your new

  life.’29




  In their own new lives much was demanded of them. They had to rescue the monarchy from crisis, and convince the British people that George VI would be an effective monarch.

  It was not easy; Edward VIII had been popular in the country, and there were rumours that the new King’s stammer and shyness indicated his inability to reign. But by the force of their own

  personalities the King and Queen dispelled the doubts. To the Archbishop of Canterbury the Queen wrote that she could hardly believe the challenge they faced but ‘the curious thing is that we

  are not afraid.’30




  





  

  Friday undated [9 January 1920] to Beryl Poignand




  St Paul’s Walden Bury




  My dearest M




  How are you? Did you get the photograph alright? I have come back today from Hatfield* after a most wonderful party. It really was

  great fun, & I enjoyed it so much. The people there were the Cranbornes,† Monica Grenfell,‡ Helen Cecil,§ Mollie Cecil,¶ Bay Smith & me, Mr Arthur Penn, Lord Apsley,| Bruce [Ogilvy], Bobby Somerset,** Mr Rex Benson, Count de Grünne, Walter Dalkeith,†† & Mr Francis Manners.‡‡ One day we played tennis in the real tennis house, which was most amusing. Two afternoons we played hockey violently, which was great

  fun. On Tuesday evening we danced, and ended up by a terrific game of follow-my-leader right round the house, which is immense, under the dining room table & even across

  the roof!! On Wednesday we went to a dance given by the Aclands, but only stayed till 12, as the Hertford Ball was the next night. I met an extraordinary American at it, and the awful thing was I

  couldn’t remember his name, & he asked me if I knew it. I guessed Johnson, but it turned out to be Williams. I never can remember names! The Hertford Ball last night was heavenly –

  bed 4 a.m. this morning!! I had on my new white frock. Several people admired it, which pleased me immensely!! Walter drove me here this morning in his car, & I have

  never been in such danger before! Unluckily we passed all the Brands who are his cousins, shooting, & he got thrilled & waved at them, & each time we swerved wildly into the ditch,

  & out again. We crashed into the gate here, & I wonder that I am alive. He has hardly ever driven before!!
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