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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 MOTHER




  ‘There’s something about her that’s kept very young’




   




  TED HUGHES




  







  DESPITE HER GRIEF, Queen Elizabeth showed fortitude. Less than a fortnight after the death of the King, she announced that in future

  she wished to be known as ‘Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother’, though it was not a title she liked. She knew she was now the ancien régime. She would no longer be at

  centre stage in the life of the nation but would be playing a supporting role to her daughter. But she was only fifty-one and she could not contemplate being relegated to ‘the no earthly use

  class’.1




  Gradually, the tide of sorrow which had almost submerged her withdrew. She began to rebuild her life around several core elements. The most important was family – her daughters and her

  grandchildren. Prince Charles was, from infancy, a great favourite; throughout her life she lavished love upon him – and he returned it. In November 1952 she wrote to D’Arcy Osborne,

  ‘Charles is a great love of mine. He is such a darling & so like his mother when she was a small child.’2




  Widowhood could not mean retirement. ‘The very important thing is to be busy,’3 Queen Elizabeth believed, and

  she followed such advice herself after the death of the King. As she grew older she worked unceasingly for the charities, regiments and other organizations with which she was associated. Her list

  of patronages grew to over three hundred and she could rarely say no to a new one.




  The Queen Mother also became, in her second half-century, one of the best-travelled members of the Royal Family, undertaking many tours of North America, Africa and Australasia, as well as

  taking holidays in France and Italy. The enthusiasm she generated on her official travels showed her that she could still help foster Britain’s links with its former imperial possessions,

  which were now part of the Commonwealth, and improve relations with other countries. Even her official tours were laced with the fun which she tried to impart to everything she did. She had always

  loved flying and in Africa or Australia would take to the smallest local planes without any anxiety.




  In the summer of 1952, a few months after the King’s death, Queen Elizabeth went to stay in Caithness in the north of Scotland with one of her closest friends, Doris

  Vyner, and her husband Clare. Their remote house overlooked the sea and the Orkney Islands beyond. Together they chanced upon a little ruined castle on the coast and its delighted owner sold it to

  Queen Elizabeth for a token £100. It was a whimsical purchase but, over the decades ahead, the Castle of Mey gave enormous pleasure to her and her friends.




  She developed her passion for racehorses. The Queen, like other monarchs before her, concentrated on flat racing, and so the Queen Mother took up steeplechasing, the poor relation of the flat,

  which attracted a rather louche and amusing crowd of people. Mother and daughter each became immersed in the joys and sorrows of the turf, knowing well the lines of individual horses, the records

  of jockeys, trainers and owners, the going under different conditions of every racetrack in the kingdom. For five decades their letters to each other were filled with racing gossip and the

  performances of their respective horses. Racing was all the more fun because it was such a contrast to royal life – far from being predictable, it was always thrillingly uncertain.




  In the decade following the death of the King, Britain began to experience an extensive social revolution. In the 1960s and 1970s, as the state took over more and more areas of life and as

  Britain became a more open, less judgemental society, deference was sometimes replaced by indifference, scepticism and satire. The monarchy seemed remote and out of date to London-led cultural

  revolutionaries. But others saw the institution and particularly the Queen Mother as the embodiment of the traditional values on which they depended.




  Throughout, she was informed by a conviction that individuals were more important than the state and that the extension of the government’s reach into every area of life did ‘not

  absolve us from the practice of charity or from the exercise of vigilance. The English way of progress has always been to preserve good qualities and apply them to new systems.’ She, like

  other members of the Royal Family, felt this especially in the matter of health care. The National Health Service, created by the Labour government in 1948, should continue to use charitable

  volunteers to ‘show that sympathy and compassion were still freely given’.4




  In 1993, in her annual speech to the Sandringham Women’s Institute (a group she much enjoyed), she looked back fifty years to the time ‘when the skies above us

  were filled with aircraft of the American 8th Air Force, stationed all around us in East Anglia’. There had been many changes since then, she said, ‘some good, and some not so good, but

  through all those changing scenes of life we can feel the strong beat of the English heart’.5




  She kept her own heart young not only by being busy but also by always winning new young friends. Many of them stayed with her at the Castle of Mey, probably the most relaxed of her households.

  At the end of her eighties she became close friends with the poet Ted Hughes, with whom she exchanged affectionate letters for a decade.




  Her friendship with Hughes gave joy to her nineties, but it was in many ways a wretched decade for the Royal Family. Princess Anne’s marriage ended in divorce in 1992 and so, later, did

  the marriage between Prince Andrew and Sarah Ferguson. But the most damaging rupture of all was between the Prince and Princess of Wales. Their separation was announced at the end of 1992, shortly

  after the fire which devastated large parts of Windsor Castle.




  In all these sadnesses, Queen Elizabeth spoke to many of her relations, but she was careful not to commit her views to paper, not even in private letters. She had always been discreet about the

  Royal Family. By the 1990s, when leaks were constant, she was even more careful.




  When her hundredth birthday arrived in August 2000, Queen Elizabeth had lost most of her eyesight, but she still wrote to and saw many friends, she still carried out public engagements and she

  still, in every way, celebrated life. The event was marked by a spectacular pageant on Horse Guards Parade in which representatives of all the organizations with which she had been associated

  during her life marched past her and Prince Charles. She loved it, and so did all those taking part.




  For the next twenty months she continued, growing weaker, but still visiting her homes in Scotland, still entertaining friends, still writing letters.




  







  28 February 1952 to Lionel Logue




  Buckingham Palace




  Dear Mr Logue




  I am so grateful for your very kind letter, and very much touched by what you write.




  I am indeed sorry to hear you have been so ill, & it was most kind of you to make the effort to write to me.




  I think that I know perhaps better than anyone just how much you helped the King, not only with his speech, but through that his whole life, & outlook on life.




  I shall always be deeply grateful to you for all you did for him.




  He was such a splendid person, & I don’t believe that he ever thought of himself at all. I did so hope that he might have been allowed a few years of comparative peace after the many

  anguished years he has had to battle through so bravely.




  But it was not to be.




  I do hope that you will soon be better, & with again my heartfelt thanks,




  I am, Yours very Sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  ~




  13 March 1952 to Peter Cazalet




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Peter,




  [. . .] I think that your letter, like many others, got sent to the Queen by mistake and it was sent back to me here, so to make quite sure, would you put your initials in the corner of the

  envelope, & “personal” on top, when you write again? Owing to the fact that we are both ELIZABETH there is a slight muddle at the moment.




  Yours sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  ~




  Sunday undated [?late February–March 1952] to Queen Elizabeth II




  The Royal Lodge




  My Darling Lilibet




  I am so sorry that I collapsed this evening, just when I didn’t want to, but I have been feeling very unhappy all today, and I suppose that talking about leaving Buckingham Palace just

  finished me off. I was longing to talk to you about plans anyway, as naturally you must move back to B.P. in the Spring, & I have been trying to think of these things all this week – and

  somehow when I wanted to discuss it with you, it all went wrong! I am quite sure that next time will be absolutely alright.




  I expect that the best plan would be for you & Philip to move into the Belgian rooms, because you are quite independent there, & Papa & I lived there all through the war as you

  know.




  That would give me time to move my things without any ghastly hurry, and I could be quite self contained upstairs, meals etc, and you would hardly know I was there. I do implore of you to put

  the children upstairs for the moment – it will only be for a short time, & my little rooms would be desperately uncomfortable for children, nurses & you. It is

  so important to keep a few rooms for yourselves – it is like having a house within a house where you can have all your own things, & when you move up to Papa’s & my rooms, I am

  sure that you will see what I mean.




  It is so angelic of you both to tell me I can stay on for a bit at B.P., and I am most grateful for your thoughtfulness. I know that it took Granny some months to pack up everything, & I

  fear that I shall need some time too.




  But what is a few months in a lifetime anyway! Thank you darling for being such an angelic daughter, & I do love you so,




  Your very loving




  Mummy




  ~




  31 March 1952 to Viscount Davidson




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Lord Davidson*




  I was so deeply touched by your kindness in sending me the account of your talk with the King, and I want to send you my heartfelt thanks for your thought in writing so charmingly of such a

  personal and poignant episode.




  Your little story brings those days back to me so clearly, tho’ they always seemed very close to the King & I. In fact only a few days before he died, we were saying how incredibly

  quickly the years had sped by since we married, & how it seemed only yesterday that we started our life together. Perhaps having lived through such turbulent & troublesome years, made the

  time go so quickly, there were so many things that we wanted to do, & so many plans we made, but during the War we said, ‘after the War’, & after the War it was ‘when

  things improve’, so alas, they did not materialise very often.




  As you told me your story so well, & so delicately, I must tell you that we were ideally happy, due to the King’s wonderful kindness & goodness and thought for others. I never

  wanted to be with anyone but him, & during the last ten terrible years, he was a rock of strength and wisdom & courage. So that in thanking you for your letter, I thank you also for the

  advice you gave the King in 1922.




  I am




  Yours very sincerely




  Elizabeth R.




  * John Campbell Davidson (1889–1970) had been MP for Hemel Hempstead and was created Viscount Davidson in 1937. In 1922, he had been

  introduced to Prince Albert by the Prince’s equerry Louis Greig, as a member of a Parliamentary delegation. According to his own account, he realized that the Prince was deeply unhappy, and

  the Prince then told him that he had lost the only woman he would ever marry. Davidson told him that he must never give up hope but must persevere – and that his own wife had refused him many

  times before she accepted him. Davidson’s advice seems to have encouraged the Prince to continue his suit and ‘play the long game’.




  Davidson kept an account of the conversation and, soon after the death of the King, sent it to the Queen Mother. He wrote that he had kept this encounter ‘in the secret recesses of my

  memory ever since, and I am only releasing it now, because in Your Majesty’s terrible loneliness I believe it may bring one tiny grain of comfort.’ The Queen Mother’s reply

  suggests that he was correct. (Lord Davidson to Queen Elizabeth, 26 February 1952, RA GVI/ADD/MISC/COPY)




  ~




  28 April 1952 to the Marchioness of Salisbury*




  Windsor Castle




  My dearest Betty,




  Thank you so very much for your angelic letter. I cannot tell you how touched I am that you should invite me to stay, and you can imagine how much I would love to be with you. If you are to be

  at Cranborne later on in the summer, could I come then?




  I know that it is a healing place, with its great beauty & serenity & peace, & I know that I would love to be with you & Bobbety, who are so wonderfully understanding about that

  strange and devastating thing called sorrow.




  There is no doubt that it changes one’s whole life, & one’s outlook on life, & I find everything a perpetual battle & struggle. But, as you know, the King never gave in,

  and I am determined to try & do what he would have wished.




  Thank you so much too for sending me that charmingly expressed letter from Bob Thayer. It is so wonderful to know that Americans appreciated those qualities that the King had, which are not the

  glittering obvious ones, but things like truth & valour & strength.




  Dearest Betty, you are such a good & angelic friend, and I long to see you again. Perhaps you will come & see me at Buckingham Palace where I return next week.




  The blossom here is too lovely for words, & everything a glorious & tender green – almost unbearable.




  With my love, ever your devoted friend




  Elizabeth R




  * Lord and Lady Cranborne had become fifth Marquess and Marchioness of Salisbury on the death of his father in 1947.




  ~




  3 May 1952 to Sir Osbert Sitwell




  Windsor Castle




  My dear Sir Osbert,




  It was delightful to see you again the other evening, and I wished that I could have made more sense because there is so much that I want to talk about, but the noise was so terrific, and the

  plunge for me so sudden that I felt slightly bewildered. But it was a great pleasure to sit next to you at that wonderful dinner served so exquisitely by all those

  beautiful Frasers, and I was so glad to see you looking well, & in such good heart.*




  I did tell you, I think, that I tried to write to you, for I was deeply touched by your two kind letters and somehow I could not say what I wanted just then.




  You write in such a very understanding way, & I knew that your sympathy was so real, & I was very grateful for what you said.




  It is very difficult to realise that the King has left us, he was so much better, & so full of plans & ideas for the future, and I really thought he was going to have some years perhaps

  less anguished than the last fifteen. I think that those years after the war were terribly anxious & frustrating and it was all very hard & grinding work, and I longed for him to have some

  peace of mind. He was so young to die, and was becoming so wise in his Kingship. He was so kind too, and had a sort of natural nobility of thought & life, which sometimes made me ashamed of my

  narrow & more feminine point of view.




  Such sorrow is a very strange experience – it really changes one’s whole life for better or worse, I don’t know yet.




  I hope you will come and see me in London, & perhaps we might get Hannah [Gubbay] too, which would be very stimulating.




  Yours very sincerely,




  Elizabeth R




  * This was Queen Elizabeth’s first foray into social life since the death of the King. The ‘beautiful Frasers’ were

  members of the family of Brigadier Simon (‘Shimi’) Christopher Joseph Fraser, seventeenth Lord Lovat DSO MC TD (1911–95), a courageous commando officer during the Second World

  War. He and his men helped to take Sword Beach on D Day.




  The hostess of this dinner may have been Lord Lovat’s sister Magdalen Fraser, the Countess of Eldon, Queen Elizabeth’s friend and a member of the Windsor Wets. She was renowned for

  her beauty, as was her sister Veronica Fraser, wife of Sir Fitzroy Maclean. A third ‘beauty’ may well have been Rosie Lovat, the wife of Lord Lovat.




  ~




  21 July 1952 to Queen Elizabeth II




  Sandringham




  My Darling Lilibet




  I feel that I must tell you the most extraordinary & wonderful thing that has happened to me, which is, that when I arrived here on Saturday evening, I felt an amazing feeling of relief

  & peace, which I have not felt since Papa died.




  It was just as if Sandringham opened its arms to me, & I sank into them thankfully. I can’t explain it, but I feel quite different here, and in a way it’s a great surprise. I

  suppose that when one is in great anguish, everything that happens each day opens a wound, & tho’ this place is utterly bound up with Papa, I love the people & all that happens here,

  & to be amongst them is a relief & a healing.




  Isn’t it amazing – I can’t get over it.




  When Papa succeeded, I remember we said to Granny, ‘you must always come to Sandringham whenever you want to, and please treat it as your home’, and I would so

  love it if you would say that to me too. I wouldn’t come often, but it is all so bound up with our life together, & it would be wonderful to be able to come once in a while.




  I wonder whether this feeling will last! I don’t suppose it will, but I felt I must tell you – it is almost as if Papa said ‘come in darling, & rest’.




  Perhaps one is closer to him than one knows.




  Good bye darling, from your very loving Mummy




  ~




  6 August 1952 to Arthur Penn




  Buckingham Palace




  My dear Arthur




  When I was staying up in Caithness I passed a dear little Castle down by the sea,* and when I visited it, I discovered that it was

  going to be sold for nothing, just the value of the lead on the roof.




  This seemed so sad, that I thought I would buy it & escape there occasionally when life became hideous! The old man who has lived there a long time was very anxious to

  give it to me, but I resisted the kind gesture and he has now offered it to me for £100!




  It might be rather fun to have a small house so far away – the air is lovely, and one looks at Orkney from the drawing room! The only sad thing is that part of the roof was blown off in

  the great gale last January, and I shall have to put in electric light of course. The grid runs past the door luckily.
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