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Praise for BEHIND CLOSED DOORS



“A page turner… Hugo Vickers’ compelling account makes one feel that Wallis did the Queen a favour.”

—The Literary Review

“With a lifetime’s interest in the subject, Vickers knows everything there is to know about the Windsors… The first half of Behind Closed Doors, as well as being an accumulation of evidence against Blum, is the story of a personal journey into the world of the Windsors in which Vickers quotes from nearly 40 years of his own diary entries. It is also a hugely entertaining account of the battle between biographers for ownership of their subject… The book’s second half is a biography of Wallis Simpson, nee Warfield. Vickers delves into her family tree with his accustomed detail and gives a realistic account of the end of her marriage to Ernest Simpson.”

—The Telegraph

“A definitively brilliant history of the whole story.”

—A.N. Wilson, The Evening Standard

“The story he tells is detailed, horrible and convincing.”

—The Times Literary Supplement
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FOR GEORGE

(Sometimes known as George V)

WITH LOVE FROM HIS FATHER
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The Duchess of Windsor in 1971.

She is wearing the jonquil diamond ring sold without her knowledge (but with the authority of Maître Blum) to Estée Lauder on 30 August 1977 – for $150,000.

Photograph by Cecil Beaton/Vogue © The Condé Nast Publications Ltd.










“The best way to keep someone as a prisoner is to surround him with love, affection and friendship.”

—Maître Suzanne Blum to Carmel Offie

New York

22 September 1943

“Do you think we’ll ever know the whole truth?’ ” asked Diana Mosley.

—Hugo Vickers’ Diary

11 July 1986








Foreword

This book is published to coincide with the release of the film, The Duchess and I, directed by Mike Newell and starring Joan Collins as an ailing Duchess of Windsor and Isabella Rossellini as her sinister lawyer, Maître Suzanne Blum. No one is happier than me to see this story brought to the big screen and to have the iniquities of Blum brought to a wide audience. Having worked as an advisor to several films, most notably The King’s Speech, I appreciate that a story told filmically is different to how it is told in a book. Dialogue must be made up and some incidents imagined.

There are visual ways of moving the story along. For example, in The King’s Speech when George V died, Queen Mary (played by Claire Bloom) suddenly curtseyed to the new king (Edward VIII, played by Guy Pearce) and kissed his hand. He looked shocked. She may well have done that in real life, but even if she didn’t, it was an effective way to make the point—there was a new king—he was now the top man.

This film adheres very faithfully to the story I told. I watched one day of filming and was hugely impressed. When Joan Collins as the Duchess cried out from her bed, asking why the lawyer was controlling her, Isabella Rossellini as the Maître said: “I just want to look after you.” It was chilling. My blood ran cold.

I am glad to say that nothing I have unearthed since Behind Closed Doors has changed the fundamental essence of the story. The book was the first of several that has gradually changed perception of the role of the Duchess—not the woman who stole the King, but a victim. Books such as The Real Wallis Simpson by Anna Pasternak and Once a King by Jane Marguerite Tippett have carried this message forward. But I would like to highlight one or two themes in my book.

After its publication in 2011, Michael Reynolds of Allen & Overy gave me a cache of files. These covered, in considerable detail, the negotiations after the Duke’s death and in particular the shocking way in which the Duke and Duchess’s honourable English lawyer, Sir Godfrey Morley, was dismissed in 1973. Some of the content appears in this edition (see pages 58–59) but it cannot be stressed too highly that it was while the Duchess was in hospital with a broken hip, that Maître Blum effected this coup. In a shaky hand, the Duchess signed Sir Godfrey away and delivered herself into the hands of her French lawyer.

There was another story that I did not feel able to tell as fully as I would wish the first time round—about the visit the Duchess paid to the Duke’s grave in July 1973 (see pages 83–84). That was bound to be an emotional visit, a widow visiting her husband’s grave for the first time since the funeral. The Duchess flew from Paris and was given lunch at Windsor Castle, along with her private secretary John Utter (who flew over with her), the Duke of Kent, Lord Mountbatten, and the English stockbroker James Fitch. Mountbatten set up the most diabolical coup de théatre. He arranged for Prince Charles to send him a telegram for the Duchess from his ship in the Navy. This clearly arrived some days before the visit at Broadlands. Mountbatten prevailed on a page to bring it in in the middle of lunch. He asked permission to read it. He then handed it to John Utter to have it read out in a voice which he assumed the Duchess would trust. This was to make its contents more palatable. It was part of his mission to get her to place the Duke’s money in a foundation. He failed but it shows the depths and subtlety of his machinations.

Finally, I was interested in the Queen’s relations with her uncle. These were always better than tabloid writers liked to portray. She had been fond of him when she was a little girl and he was king. When the roles were reversed, she went as far as she was able to be on friendly terms with him. One kindness was to allow him to walk in the gardens of Buckingham Palace in 1965, away from the prying eyes of press photographers, as he recuperated from his eye operation at the London Clinic (see pages 7 and 360). Lady Susan Hussey was there when the Windsors arrived. She recalled that they both came and that she and Patrick Plunket were instructed by the Queen to meet them at the Garden entrance. There was a touching moment when Mr. Nutbeam, the splendidly named head gardener at the palace, and the Duke recognised each other and fell on each other warmly, delighted to see each other after so many years. As a junior gardener, Fred Nutbeam had done some planting with the Duke before the abdication. (Mr. Nutbeam also inspired a horticultural interest in Prince Charles. He and Princess Anne had little gardens of their own to look after within the Palace grounds. Mr. Nutbeam retired in 1978.)

I was also given some letters that the Queen wrote the Duke in later years. Addressed “Dear Uncle David” they were signed: “I hope you are both keeping well and with love and affectionate thoughts” or “with love from your affectionate Lilibet.” One of them resulted from a conversation the Queen had with the Duke after Princess Marina’s funeral in 1968. She told him that if “Wallis” (as she called the Duchess) survived him, she would pay her a voluntary £5,000 a year.

The other matter concerned where the Duke and Duchess would be buried. In 1964 they had originally chosen a “charming isolated location” in a rhododendron glade on the grounds of Frogmore, based on the agreement with George VI that they could build a suitable monument there. The Duke stressed that he had spent many happy years at Frogmore as a boy. After Princess Marina’s funeral, the Duke was struck by “the charm and seclusion” of the family burial ground. He discussed it with the Duchess and then negotiated that between Sir Godfrey Morley, his lawyer, and Lord Tryon, Keeper of the Privy Purse.

In the summer of 1970, the Queen agreed and the Duke wrote to her to say: “This has naturally pleased and comforted us very much.” The Queen confirmed her ready agreement to the new plan. She went on to relate that Dickie Mountbatten had nearly collapsed at the Opening of Parliament and had been put to bed for a fortnight by his doctors. She hoped he would not push himself so hard and would be more sensible in the future. She told the Duke that she was looking forward to the summer holiday in Balmoral after a busy year traveling to Australia, New Zealand, and Canada, but how pleased she was that the next generation—Charles and Anne—were being welcomed in those countries. When the Duke replied, he signed off “With Wallis’s & my love, your affectionate uncle.”

This new information largely confirms but slightly tweaks what I wrote on page 245.

Hugo Vickers






Part One – The Death






1 Introduction


Schoolchildren put order on history by learning the names and dates of the kings and queens of England. It is not a bad method, and in a monarchical country it works as well as any. Some kings and queens make a great impact on their times – William the Conqueror, Edward III, Henry VIII, Elizabeth I and Queen Victoria. To others it would be hard to put a face or even to highlight a relevant fact or facet.

When I lecture about the monarchy, I spin through the curious succession from Charles I to the present day, showing how it came about, and mentioning the various ways that the power and influence of the Sovereign has been curtailed and modified.

These days one Sovereign follows another by succession. The days of the Wars of the Roses are over. Queen Elizabeth II was a constitutional monarch, with limited powers, because the power of kings has gradually been taken away, a process which began effectively when the barons confronted King John with Magna Carta in 1215.

Charles I believed in the Divine Right of Kings to rule and as a result he clashed with Parliament. The English Civil War followed and he had his head chopped off. There then occurred the only time in English history when we did not have a reigning monarch – the period of Oliver Cromwell’s Commonwealth which lasted until 1660, and was an experiment not repeated. Charles II was restored to the throne and by the time the reign of the Stuarts ran out it had been decided that England’s king should not be autocratic but should behave himself as far as Parliament was concerned.

Charles’s brother James II had upset Parliament by professing the Roman Catholic faith and locking up the Archbishop of Canterbury. He fled to France and was deemed to have abdicated the throne. The crown was then offered to William and Mary of Orange and a parliamentary monarchy was established with the Bill of Rights of 1689.

One result of this bill was the decision that the English Sovereign must always be a Protestant: thus it excluded all the descendants of James II from the succession. This was followed presently by the Act of Settlement of 1701, which gave the throne to Sophia, Electress of Hanover (a granddaughter of James I) and to her descendants provided they were Protestant.

Queen Anne – who succeeded William to the throne in 1702 – lost all her children while they were young, so in 1714 the throne went to Sophia’s son, the King of Hanover, who arrived in England from Germany to be King George I. There followed four Georges in a row, whose lives were recorded in a rhyme by Walter Savage Landor:


George the First was always reckoned

Vile, but viler George the Second.

And what mortal ever heard

Any good of George the Third,

But when from earth the Fourth descended

God be praised the Georges ended.1



George I hardly spoke any English at all. During his reign he still presided over cabinet meetings with ministers, but in 1717 he ceased to do so regularly and the first minister did so instead, thus becoming the Prime Minister.

George I was succeeded by George II and then by his grandson, George III (who lost America to the Americans). George III is popularly thought to have gone mad and was confined to rooms in Windsor Castle, and so in 1811 his son became the Prince Regent. Though he built wonderful places like the Brighton Pavilion and Regent Street in London and greatly enriched the Royal Collection, he lived a racy life.

The Prince Regent had a daughter called Princess Charlotte. She married Prince Leopold of Coburg and was expecting a baby, but she died in 1817 while giving birth to a stillborn child. Thus the Royal Family lost their next two generations in one go.

Panic ensued. George IV (as he became in 1820) had no other children, but he had a number of fat, disreputable, syphilitic brothers, living ropy lives, drinking too much, and spending too much time in the arms of mistresses. There was now a huge rush to find an heir to the throne. As a result the brothers dropped their mistresses of long standing and hurriedly married German Protestant princesses much younger than themselves. So it was with the Dukes of Clarence (later William IV), Kent and Cambridge.

Of these, the Duke of Kent married a Coburg princess in 1818, had a daughter born in 1819, and died the following year. George IV died in 1830 and was succeeded by his brother, the Duke of Clarence, who reigned as William IV. During his reign the Reform Act of 1832 was passed, again reducing the powers and political influence of the monarch. When he died in 1837, the Duke of Kent’s daughter – very much a designer baby – suddenly found herself queen at the age of eighteen.

Queen Victoria reigned for sixty-three years and proved to be a powerful and well-remembered ruler, becoming in time Empress of India. When she died in 1901, her son, Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, became Edward VII (1901–10), a flamboyant monarch who presided stylishly over the Edwardian era.

His son was the rather more serious George V (1910–36), whose great joys in life were stamp collecting and shooting whatever bird happened to be in season at the time of year. He was the grandfather of Queen Elizabeth II.

This leads us to Edward VIII, the king who abdicated, the dates of whose reign are shown simply as ‘1936’ and who was succeeded by his younger brother, the Duke of York, who reigned as George VI (1936–52), and whose daughter, Elizabeth II, who was Queen for seventy years. She descended from most, though not all, of the kings and queens of England and Scotland but, as can be seen, she arrived on the throne by a circuitous route.



I had been acutely aware of Queen Elizabeth II from an early age. I remember seeing her in her car driving along Beauchamp Place in London. I saw her in a carriage with the Shah of Iran in 1959 and with General de Gaulle in 1960. We were allowed the morning off school to watch Princess Margaret’s wedding; I attended the Trooping the Colour as a youngster. I remember seeing the late Princess Royal coming out of Lord Roberts’s Work Shop in Cromwell Road. At prep school I developed a keen interest in the Royal Family, began to work out who they all were with the help of Whitaker’s Almanack, and the admirable two large volumes of the Concise Universal Biography, and later, at Eton, when I had access to St George’s Chapel, the interest became more focused.

Inevitably the mysterious figure of Edward VIII captured my imagination. He was the king who gave up his throne to marry ‘the woman he loved’. In the 1960s it was still traditional to take a dim view of him, not to mention the shocking twice-divorced American, Mrs Simpson, who had lured him from his throne. I was given the distinct impression that these two individuals – the Duke and Duchess of Windsor – were somehow bad people, especially the Duchess. You did not talk about them. They belonged in the past tense.

As fresh in my head today as it was when it appeared forty-eight years ago is a photograph of the Duchess of Windsor visiting the New York World’s Fair in 1964. I cut it out of the Sunday Express and kept it. I have it still: ‘THEIR DAY AT THE FAIR’ was the headline. ‘The Duchess of Windsor leads. The Duke follows, escorted by a man in dark glasses. A woman in a sari passes. The flags of many nations flutter. The Windsors are spending a day at the New York World’s Fair, being staged by America’s chiefs of industry.’2

This evil temptress looked rather nice and was smartly dressed: a Chanel coat, I would say in hindsight, and now I see the brooch – perhaps in the famous sale, perhaps not. I remember thinking it extraordinary that someone should have taken, let alone published, a picture of her. Could she really be so awful? I was twelve at the time. I can be forgiven for some naivety in the matter.

In those days, the press liked to publish informal photographs of royalty. If they were intrusive, they were more charming. The Duke was pictured in a series of four snaps, scything grass in his garden at the Mill, and finally lighting his pipe. The Windsors were photographed dancing at a party in Paris where the decor, the tents and the champagne were pink. And then it all started to go wrong.

The Duke was in New York, heading for St Louis and Houston for what was described as a ‘check-up’ – in fact, a hernia operation. The Windsors were still rather distant figures in my imagination. Soon they came much closer.

In 1965, while at Eton, I was able to buy a copy of the Duke’s memoirs in Windsor. I did not realise it at the time, but the copy I bought had come from the library of Eric Hamilton, Dean of Windsor, who had died three years before. It bore his signature. I read it eagerly. Almost simultaneously, the Duke came to London for an eye operation at the London Clinic. He was there for many days, and almost every day there was a photograph of the Duchess of Windsor arriving or leaving the hospital to visit him in a variety of different outfits – a Chanel suit, a matching dress and coat, or a sable fur coat. She usually had a smile for the cameras before she returned to Claridge’s.

Then, dramatically, the Queen went to the London Clinic to see the Duke. She too was photographed leaving the London Clinic, her detective, Albert Perkins, at her side, her Private Secretary, Sir Michael Adeane, and a lady-in-waiting following. The Queen saw him again at Claridge’s. The Duke’s sister, the Princess Royal, also visited the hospital, only to die unexpectedly some ten days later.

By that time the Duke had left the London Clinic, wearing a heavy grey overcoat, with his eyes hidden behind the dark glasses that he would wear more often than not for the rest of his life, and with supporting hands either side of him. He began to take recuperative strolls in Regent’s Park, muffled up in his overcoat, a trilby hat on his head, the Duchess at his side and a detective following. The Queen invited him to walk in the gardens of Buckingham Palace, and sometimes the Duchess accompanied him. After the Duke’s first visit to the Palace for many years, his spokesman said: ‘When he came back he looked very refreshed and happy. His face was glowing.’3

I watched the televised memorial service for the Princess Royal that was held in Westminster Abbey. It was thought that the journey to Harewood House in Yorkshire for the funeral would be too much for the Duke after his operation. Instead he and the Duchess entered the Abbey by a side door (to avoid flashing cameras) and were seated in the stalls of the Choir of that great building, taking a very public place in a national service. It was the first time the Duchess had taken part in any public event in Britain. Before they returned to Paris the Duchess went with the Duke’s Private Secretary, John Utter, to look at pugs at the Pug Dog Club show at Seymour Hall. Her dog Trooper had died, and she longed for another one. ‘The Duke was terrified when he knew I was coming here because he knows I like them so much,’ she told a reporter. ‘He is afraid I will buy a houseful.’4

These were no longer the hated exiles. All the rules were being broken. There was more to come.

A better impression of the Duke of Windsor could be seen in the documentary film A King’s Story, directed by Jack Le Vien and shown in cinemas in the summer of 1965. To watch it now is to view a somewhat dated production, the Duke reading from an autocue not very fluently, the Duchess likewise, marginally better. It is stilted and old-fashioned but at the time it was completely fascinating.

In 1967 came the celebrated public meeting between the Windsors and the Queen, one of the two things that the Duke had been asking for – especially from George VI and Queen Elizabeth – ever since the Abdication. The other request was for the title of Her Royal Highness to be given to the Duchess, a request which was not granted. The occasion of the meeting was the unveiling of a memorial to Queen Mary, set in the wall of Marlborough House. Photographs duly appeared of the Windsors standing in a royal line-up which included the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester, the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh and the Queen Mother.

In August 1968 the Duke of Windsor materialised before my very eyes on what proved to be his last visit to England. By this time I was already involved in the life of St George’s Chapel and for two years I had shown tourists around on Sunday afternoons as one of the Eton guides. I had made friends with Dr Sidney Campbell, the then chapel organist, and, being aware of my interest in the Royal Family, he allowed me to come to the organ loft on Friday 30 August to witness the funeral of Princess Marina, Duchess of Kent, who had died of an inoperable brain tumour the previous Tuesday morning. Her death was immeasurably sad as she held a place in the hearts of the British people as a tragic and beautiful princess, who had been widowed at the age of thirty-five and had raised her young family on her own. She was only sixty-one when she died.

It was occasionally the custom at a royal funeral that the choristers should be moved into the organ loft to sing there, thus liberating more seats in the Quire for family mourners. On a bright late-summer afternoon the mourners began to gather, many of them Danish/Greek cousins of the Princess who rather resembled her with their dyed auburn hair – Queen Helen of Romania and others. To justify my presence (which greatly irritated the then Dean, Chapter Clerk and Virger) I was to give a sign to Dr Campbell when the Queen came into the Quire. She led the Royal Family in through what are called the advance gates, on the north side of the Quire, near the High Altar. In they came, one after another – the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh, the Queen Mother, the Prince of Wales, Princess Anne, Princess Margaret and Lord Snowdon, the Duchess of Gloucester and her son Prince Richard. And then, to my astonishment, following them, in came the Duke of Windsor.

He was wearing what I later discovered to be the same morning coat that he had worn at his wedding, having retained his youthful figure. He looked like the young Prince of Wales of the photographs, except that his hair was snow white now, and his face wizened by age. He had the saddest eyes I think I have ever seen in a man.

He sat not far below me and I watched him throughout the beautiful service. He did not look around with any curiosity. He followed the service, rising and sitting at the appropriate moments. At the end of the service the coffin was borne out of St George’s Chapel to be buried at Frogmore. The night before, the Duke of Kent’s coffin had been conveyed to Frogmore after the residents of the Lower Ward had been told to draw their curtains and remain in their houses. Princess Alexandra held her brothers’ hands as she followed her mother’s coffin, only letting go of them when they came into view of the press photographers outside.

I watched the Duke of Windsor again as he followed the Royal Family out under the organ screen directly beneath me to take his place on the West Steps of the chapel. It was his last ever visit to England and I never saw him in person again.

In January 1970 an interview with the Duke and Duchess by Kenneth Harris was shown on British television. It gave a vivid impression of both of them: he spoke with a slightly American accent, sanguine in old age, at times bitter, and was in reminiscing mood. The Duchess gave evidence of her quick humour and repartee. It remains one of the most telling of the interviews, and will be analysed a little later in the context of what was revealed.

After this the Windsors could be seen in occasional press photographs. The Duke began to use a stick to walk with and started to look older than his years. A friend told me that if you wrote to him and asked for his autograph and the Duchess’s, you would be likely to receive them. If you asked for just his, either nothing came back or a card came with both signatures on it. I duly wrote to the couple in the autumn of 1971 and a card arrived signed by both of them in black felt-tipped pen. I was just in time.

All this unexpectedly became more relevant when my friend Hugh Montgomery-Massingberd rescued me from a short-term predicament. I had left school in December 1969 and had promptly been refused a place at Trinity College, Cambridge, the first time I had failed at an important step in life. Instead I spent a year in university at Strasbourg. I returned with no viable plans for the future. I rather think I did know what I wanted to do, but I could not do it, let alone justify my whims.

In July 1971 my father took me on holiday in the South of France, and as we drove back he enquired about my plans for a future career. I muttered something about going to art school, for which, in truth, I had no enthusiasm or talent. He listened. ‘Shall we say three weeks? If not I am sure I can find something for you.’ Of that I needed no convincing. He was the senior partner of thriving stockbroking firm Vickers, da Costa. The problem was that I did not understand a thing about what they did and had no inclination towards it. I knew I would fail miserably if I went near the place.

Luckily I met Hugh the very weekend of my return from France. He invited me to become a freelance contributor to the Burke’s Peerage, which he had recently taken over following a coup which had resulted in the ousting of the then editor. I jumped at his offer in order to escape my father’s three-week deadline, and intended to stay a few months. I stayed eventually for a year and a half.

During that time I helped rewrite some pedigrees for the third volume of Burke’s Landed Gentry, which proved excellent training for a future biographer. Hugh had an encyclopaedic mind. He lived opposite Kew Gardens at the time, and as he commuted to the dingy Burke’s Peerage offices not far from Waterloo Station he would peruse the births, marriages and deaths in The Times and Daily Telegraph, circling the names of people who belonged to families he was monitoring. He would throw the paper onto a desk and fledglings like me would try to find the entries for these newly born and newly deceased people in a series of vast interleaved books and mark them up so that we would be a step ahead when a new edition was in the offing.

Once the volume I was working on was edited and ready for the printers, I thought I should move on. But Hugh had an ambitious publishing programme laid out. Foremost was a reference book on the British Royal Family. Two genealogists would work on the pedigrees and Hugh would commission distinguished figures to write essays. My job was to create new reference biographies for all the living members of the Royal Family. Since I was only twenty when I was given this assignment it showed he had confidence that I could do it, and presently I was happily running in and out of Buckingham Palace, Clarence House, St James’s Palace and Kensington Palace, meeting Private Secretaries and Press Secretaries, gathering my information. It led to a meeting with Princess Alice, Countess of Athlone, then eighty-nine and almost stone deaf – my first proper conversation with a member of the Royal Family. At that meeting I had to balance the need to be polite with almost shouting to make myself understood. It was no easy task.

Hugh also wrote to John Utter, the Duke of Windsor’s Private Secretary, and received a letter back:


His Royal Highness the Duke of Windsor has agreed to the suggestion in your letter of 12 April 1972 that Mr. Hugo Vickers come to see me to discuss the entry for H.R.H. The Duke of Windsor in your projected Burke’s Guide to the Royal Family.



I was invited to ring ‘so that we can decide on a date and hour for our discussions.’5 I did so and was soon setting off to Paris to the Duke of Windsor’s house. As I say, at the time I was only twenty.



In the early days I kept a five-year diary – which is not very informative since I was so young. But it has helped me put my story in order and I have relied on it and the later, rather fuller diaries to create my narrative or for direct quotes as I gleaned information from 1972 to the present day.

This is partly a personal quest. My interest in the Windsors grew from that time and has never flagged. I am one of many who has mulled over the events of the Abdication and sought the truth behind it, whatever that may be. Later, after the Duke’s death, I monitored to the best of my ability the ongoing fate of the Duchess of Windsor. These are the two elements on which I now seek to impose order.

And this is how that story unfolded.

I quote from a letter I wrote in the early summer of 1972, which outlined the work and the visits to the Private Secretaries and continued:


It’s been tremendous fun for me to see inside all the Palaces. I saw the Topolski drawings in Buckingham Palace and actually went through the State Apartments. On one occasion as I came out, the Queen drove in, so I had a view from the inside, and as I went out I was photographed like mad by all the tourists, which was as amusing as it was disconcerting.

Tomorrow I set off to Paris to visit the Duke of Windsor’s Private Secretary and the letter suggested I might meet him, which would be fascinating. I’m then having a couple of days in Paris to watch a bit of the Queen’s State Visit.6



By coincidence the date I proposed for the meeting with John Utter was the day before the Queen was due to visit the Duke during her State Visit to France. I flew to Paris on 16 May and booked myself into the Intercontinental Hotel on the rue de Castiglione. That evening I took up a position in the Faubourg St Honoré, opposite the British Embassy. Presently the narrow street filled with an impressive escort of motorcycles and I saw the Queen and Duke of Edinburgh and President and Mme Pompidou arrive at the Embassy for dinner.

The next day I set out in a taxi with a friendly driver to the Bois de Boulogne. It was not easy to find the Windsors’ house, but I had left plenty of time. I knew I had come to the right place, for then, as now, at either side of the large gates there were lamp-posts with royal ducal coronets on them. Shortly before eleven a.m. I rang the doorbell and presently found myself walking up the drive towards the lovely house. There was one of those green signs with white letters urging visitors to beware of the dogs – more an exhortation not to run over one of them as they were small pugs. There were also two large stone dogs by the steps at the front of the house. (These disappeared at some point after the Duke’s death.)

As I approached the front door there was some activity. The Private Secretary, John Utter, was surrounded by the Duchess’s pugs and one mongrel, and was waving to a smart lady in a car. For a moment I wondered if this was the Duchess. In fact, it was a friend of hers called Mrs GardnerI, who happened to be staying at the time.

A small, smartly dressed man, Mr Utter wore a heavy grey suit, with French decoration ribbons in his buttonhole. He spoke with an almost imperceptible American accent. He was very friendly.

He led me into a dimly lit hall beyond which the light streamed in through the French windows of the downstairs drawing room. A magnificent staircase swept up on the left. He led me into the office, to the right of the hall. Here I met Miss Schütz, the Duchess’s secretary, whose desk was to the left of his. Mr Utter and I went through the various points in the Duke and Duchess’s biographical entries for the book. He agreed to my various suggestions. One of the sections concerned the Duke’s foreign orders. (For some reason I felt it important that all these foreign orders should be listed with the dates on which they were received, something I took more seriously than the recipients.) He told me that all the Duke’s orders were kept in the bank. I asked about dates.

Mr Utter said: ‘I will ask him if I get the chance, but now he is so old, he’s no longer interested. He’ll just say: “Oh, I don’t know”.’ I should have been quicker off the mark at realising how ill the Duke was as both the secretaries used expressions like: ‘Up until last year, when he was all right…’ Mr Utter spoke about the Duke’s interest in fashion and his invention of the Windsor knot for ties. He spoke of larger collars, and how the Duke could wear the most outrageous clothes and look marvellous in them. ‘You or I would look ridiculous,’ he said, and went on to talk of baggy trousers, with a check pattern four inches by four.

When it came to the Duchess’s entry in the book, he summoned her passport and we checked the date and place of birth. To assist her to pass through immigration control her passport was stylishly adorned with a Cecil Beaton photograph. I was considerably impressed.

Meanwhile Miss Schütz was fascinating. She rang up one of the fashion houses and informed the lady at the other end of the line that, ‘Son Altesse voudrait voir les robes qu’elle a choisie de la nouvelle collection dans votre salon cette après-midi…’ and gave the time of arrival. Down went the telephone, leaving them to sharpen up fast in the couture house – Christian Dior if my memory is right. Miss Schütz was able to rattle out instructions on the Duchess’s behalf in any number of languages. That morning she was wrestling with a problem. Mrs Gardner was staying and the Duchess was trying to organise a dinner party for that Saturday evening. I should have detected a further warning sign in the fact that as the two secretaries went through the list of guests the Duke was not among them.

‘I ring up Lord Tennyson,’ said Miss Schütz. ‘Lord Tennyson, he never leaves Paris, but what happens? This weekend he leaves Paris.’ Another name was suggested and rejected as being a bad bridge player. I thought how fascinating it was that even the Duchess of Windsor had a problem getting the right numbers for her dinner party. I longed to say that I would come and be the spare man, but wisely refrained from so doing.

On account of the Queen’s impending visit there was a lot of activity in the house. I was lucky to see it running at its full pace for perhaps the very last time. There were a number of liveried footmen moving about in the hall, there was a profusion of flowers, and from time to time Mr Utter’s telephone rang and he had to attend to some drama in connection with the visit. The British Embassy rang because someone the Duchess had spoken to had told them that she had given him permission to stand in the garden and watch the Queen arrive. Mr Utter’s response to this was, ‘The Duchess occasionally gives the impression she has said yes, when in fact she has said no.’ So that was the end of that.

At the end of our meeting he took me back into the hall and then showed me the lovely pale blue salon. I saw the library and the dining room and went out onto the terrace to see the lawn stretching ahead, all beautifully manicured. I noticed the signed photograph of the Emperor and Empress of Japan on a table. They had visited the Windsors the previous October.

I was destined to see the house many times more in the years to come, although little did I know it then. I came to appreciate the different atmospheres, the heavy glass front doors with their wrought ironwork and bright yellow curtains, the subdued golden, honeyed light of the hall, to which one’s eyes gradually adjusted, then the pale blue and silver brightness of the salon. It seemed to me a perfectly formed house, set in its large garden, on the edge of the Bois de Boulogne and yet a mere twenty minutes from the bustling traffic in the heart of Paris.

Upstairs in his bedroom was the Duke, cared for by nurses, while in her room the Duchess was preparing for her day and for the significant meeting that would take place on the next one. I saw neither of them. Yet there was an undeniable air of excitement. The two secretaries were friendly to me and to each other. Mr Utter, reserved, slightly dry, diplomatic, was supportive of Miss Schütz as she grappled confidently with the problems assigned to her. I detected no tension between them and felt privileged to have been allowed a glimpse into their lives. The house seemed happy. That the Duke was unwell was not a secret, but there was no hint of his impending demise. All seemed well.

Mr Utter asked me where I was staying. I assumed he would be as impressed as I was by the Intercontinental. ‘Rather brassy,’ he said dismissively. Then he despatched me to the gatehouse, where Germaine Bowyer, the nice concierge, rang for a taxi for me and I was whisked back to my hotel in the midst of the French capital.



	
I. Susan (1905–75), widow of Arthur Gardner (1889–1967), US Ambassador to Cuba 1953–7.










2 Death of the Duke – 1972


The Duke of Windsor had been ill since November 1971. The Queen was aware of the gravity of his condition. Messages had reached the Palace in various ways, not least from Lady Monckton and Lady Alexandra Metcalfe, both of whom were old friends of the Windsors, the former as the widow of Walter Monckton, the latter the widow of the Duke’s long-term equerry ‘Fruity’ Metcalfe. Edward Heath, Prime Minister since June 1970, was prompted to consider the Duke of Windsor’s plight by a stray letter from a twenty-four-year-old. He raised this with his Principal Private Secretary, Robert Armstrong:


Some of us have long been worried about various aspects of the Duke of Windsor’s position, especially in the evening of his life.

There will no doubt be some who will ask why, if the Emperor of Japan was able to visit the Duke and Duchess of Windsor in their home, it is not possible for The Queen to do the same for her uncle.1



An opportunity for the Queen to visit the Duke came during the State Visit to Paris in May 1972 – an invitation from President Pompidou to celebrate Britain being about to join the Common Market. The visit took place between 15 and 19 May.

The Queen duly arrived in Paris, was driven in an open car with the President to the Élysée Palace, attended a glittering ballet, a banquet at Versailles, and an equestrian performance by floodlight at the Champs-de-Mars. On the Wednesday, the Queen and Prince Philip were joined by Prince Charles for a tour of the principal sites of Roman Provence, visiting Arles and staying at L’Oustau de Baumanière at Les Baux.

The Queen came to the Windsors’ house after an afternoon at Longchamp on 18 May, while on her way back into Paris. She was in her coat and hat from the races, while Prince Philip wore a camel-hair overcoat and Prince Charles a light grey suit.

By then I was back at my family home in Hampshire and in time to see the TV news bulletins of the Duchess of Windsor, elegant in dark blue, coming out of the house with the Queen, Prince Philip and Prince Charles (looking upset and mournful). The Duke of Windsor was not seen. He was too ill to appear.

Reporting of the visit was predictable. The Times stated: ‘The usual discretion is being observed about his [the Duke’s] health, but it has not been denied that he has been unwell recently.’2 Paris Match noted: ‘Sur le perron, la Reine serre longuement la main de la duchesse qui fait une reverence. Mais dans les yeux, la même tristesse.’3 The French press over-dramatised it by talking of official reconciliation, while the British press speculated about the truth behind the British Embassy’s reservations over the Duke’s exact state of health.

It was now public knowledge that the Duke of Windsor was a very sick man, even if it was not admitted publicly. When a journalist asked Sir Martin Charteris, the Queen’s Private Secretary, about the Duke’s health, Sir Martin replied: ‘I know he’s dying, you know he’s dying, but we don’t know he’s dying.’

Over the next few days, John Utter was frequently quoted in the newspapers, denying that there was cause for concern, explaining away the arrival of Dr AntenucciI, the Duke’s doctor, from New York. ‘The fact is that he is feeling weak after the operation,’ stated John Utter one day. ‘His health is not very good,’ he said on another. ‘Dr Antenucci is here for a while.’ As the week went on the Duke’s condition was described as ‘unchanged’ or even ‘a little better’. The French papers printed that the Duke had cancer of the throat. This was politely denied.



By 1971 the Duke of Windsor was tired – or ‘fatigué’ as the French put it, and which means slightly more than that. That year the Duchess and he could not go to America. The Duke put his country house, the Moulin de la Tuilerie at Gif-sur-Yvette, always called ‘The Mill’, up for sale, and asked Miss Schütz to find him a house in the South of France, which the Duchess had always preferred. Latterly she hated being at The Mill, though she enjoyed entertaining there. Even if the Paris house was more or less closed down, she would find an excuse to return and would soon be back in Paris, staying there and going out to see the collections at the couturiers.4

A prospectus was produced advertising the eighteenth-century mill, its buildings and its twenty-three acres of surrounding gardens. It was offered through Previews Incorporated, New York, with a gardeners’ lodge, guest cottage, bachelors’ quarters, and a barn (or Trophy Room). It was to be sold with the contents, though some items were brought back to Paris, including the map of the Duke’s world travels when he had been Prince of WalesII.

In Paris all the Duke wanted to do was to stay at home each evening. During the last years he hardly even knew where he was going when he went out. He used to ask Bowyer, the chauffeur, what the plan was. The Duchess liked to go out. In a sense she did not exist unless she was seen.

Neither the Duke nor the Duchess was well in 1971. She was under some stress due to ileitis and an ulcer – a nasty form of Crohn’s disease which would affect her health for the rest of her life. Henry (Hank) WalterIII, their American attorney, visited them and was saddened by the Duke’s obvious concern for his ailing wife. Soon it was the Duke’s health that gave the graver cause for concern. On 16 November he had treatment with Dr Fleury at the American Hospital. Three days later he was visited by Dr Antenucci. On 10 December he was treated for his throat condition.

On 4 February 1972 the Duke’s cousin, Lord Mountbatten, called on the Windsors and was shocked by the Duke’s decline. The Duke told him that he had been having deep X-ray treatment on his throat, thought that it had worked, but was now about to have a hernia operation.

At that time a film called The Woman I Love and starring Faye Dunaway was being planned by an American TV company.IV Mountbatten thought it was garnering much unfavourable publicity. He came up with the scheme that the Windsors should allow themselves to be filmed seated side by side on a sofa, reading out a statement which he, Mountbatten, had prepared repudiating the film. Wisely, Hank Walter advised against this since it would only give more publicity to the film. Even then Mountbatten told the Duke that they must have statements prepared to issue to the press if any questions were asked.

On 20 February the Duke was admitted to the American Hospital under the pseudonym of ‘Mr Smith’. The Matron decided that Miss Oonagh ShanleyV should look after him. She was an Irish nurse, who had learned healing powers from her father and had spent twenty years in a convent before seeking papal dispensation to go out into the world to do her nursing. She met the Duke in his room in the presence of the Duchess, of Perry Culley, the Governor of the hospital, and of the Duke’s French doctor, Jean Thin.

The Duke was officially in the hospital for the hernia operation, but also for exploratory work on a throat tumour near the left carotid artery. The next day he had the operation at the hands of Dr Maurice Mercadier.VI This was judged completely successful. But the doctors discovered that the tumour was inoperable. It was decided that it would be too distressing to the Duke and Duchess to tell them that the Duke was unlikely to live for more than six months.

The Duke stayed in hospital, his food being prepared by his chef and brought in from his house, until 26 February when he insisted, rather prematurely, on going home. As Oonagh Shanley had got on well with him, she went with him to nurse him. At this stage the Duke was able to do a lot for himself. Miss Shanley noted that his first question each morning was ‘Is the Duchess awake?’ and if he was told that she was he would go through to her room in his dressing gown.5

Later they would have brunch together in the sitting room between their two suites, invariably having scrambled eggs with thin slices of bacon, as well as toast and tea. The Duke would then attend to his correspondence and make his usual business telephone calls. In the evening they would have dinner together and sometimes Oonagh would join them. This would be served on a small table in the library downstairs. At n.
ight, Black Diamond, the Duke’s pug, used to sleep on his bed.

In due course, the Duke needed no more post-operational care and Oonagh left, promising to return if needed. On her departure on 1 March, the Duchess gave her a brooch of an ivory eyelet, with sapphire rings, rod and ovals.6

On 2 March the Duke began to go into the American Hospital three times a week for treatment, but otherwise he was at home, wishing to spare the Duchess from having to visit him in hospital. If he knew how ill he was, he never addressed the subject.VII He used to tell John Utter: ‘It’s the treatment that is making me feel so bad.’7

The Duke was well enough to attend a small dinner at Paul-Louis Weiller’sVIII house in the rue de la Faisanderie on 21 April at which his friend, Jean-Louis de Maigret, who painted well, was present. Dr Antenucci came over from New York to see the Duke on 29 April, and on 12 May there was a last joint dinner party – for ten people at the house. Lady Mosley recalled that the Duke ‘went on coming down to dinner even though he could hardly speak and either barked or whispered.’8 At the time she wrote: ‘The last time we saw him his poor voice had almost gone & he looked so ill & made one feel miserably sad – yet he was marvellous & making jokes & interested in everything that’s happening in the world, without a thought of himself.’9

By this time, a mere five weeks after she had left, Oonagh was back on duty at the house. She was saddened by what she saw. The duke was ‘thinner, weaker, his voice hoarser.’10 He underwent coughing spasms and suffered from fever, but all he ever wanted to know was if he would be well enough to dine with the Duchess. Likewise he wanted her to remain social, to entertain her friends and, above all, not to worry about him.

On the evening of 10 May Oonagh had the evening off. She returned at midnight and looked in on the Duke. She found him very agitated and then he suddenly suffered a total cardiac collapse. She injected cortisone into him and massaged his heart. His French physician, Dr Jean Thin, was summoned and the following day Dr Françoise Jacquin installed an intravenous drip. The Duke was aware that he had nearly died, but did not want the Duchess to be told of the heart attack.

By then the Duke was confined to his room. Diana Mosley wrote: ‘We were invited to dinner on the eve of the Queen’s visit to France & that night he was too ill to come down. I can’t tell you how sad that was, one realised it must be terribly serious.’11

Throughout May daily bulletins concerning the Duke’s health were sent to Buckingham Palace because if the Duke died, the State Visit would have to be postponed. Therefore the Queen Mother was aware how ill the Duke was, but made no attempt to contact him, just as she had not visited him at the London Clinic in 1965.

Dr Thin revealed later that he was summoned by the British Ambassador, Sir Christopher Soames, to be told that the State Visit was of enormous political importance. Bluntly, the Duke could die before it or after it, but preferably not during it. The Ambassador said ‘it would be politically disastrous’ if the Duke died during the visit.12 Dr Thin succeeded in keeping him alive long enough for the visit of his niece, of whom he was fond. Each day during the State Visit, the British Ambassador telephoned Dr Thin to enquire: ‘And how is our friend today?’13

The Duke’s incentive to live was fuelled by his determination to see his niece, the Queen. He kept asking Oonagh how many days it was until they came. During the week of the Queen’s visit, his condition remained stable.

On 18 May, the Thursday of the State Visit, the Queen went racing at Longchamp, her first ever visit to that course. On her way back, at 4.45 p.m., she called at the house in the Bois. With her were the Duke of Edinburgh and Prince Charles, the Duchess of Grafton (the Mistress of the Robes) and Sir Martin Charteris, her Private Secretary. The house had been filled with orchids and looked as festive as possible. The Duchess received her visitors and they had tea downstairs in the library. Sir Martin later recalled that the Duchess sat beneath her 1939 portrait by Gerald Brockhurst, looking hardly a day older than she had in the picture, thirty-three years before, and they talked about ‘anything and everything except the one thing on everyone’s mind – the poor man dying upstairs.’14 Tea went well except that the Duchess’s pugs were in evidence and jumping up, something of which the Queen did not much approve.15

Then the Duchess took the Queen upstairs to see the Duke. He had insisted on being dressed to receive his niece. As he pointed out, she was also his Queen, and he did not intend to receive her in his pyjamas. He was still on the intravenous drip. Dr Jacquin succeeded in keeping the apparatus well concealed behind the chair in which he was sitting.

As so often happens, the versions of the witnesses conflict. The correct one is that the Duke was seated in the yellow chair, with the medical equipment concealed behind it. The Duchess brought the Queen up and left her with the Duke. When the Queen came in, he made a great effort and rose from the chair to bow to his sovereign before kissing her on both cheeks. When the Queen asked him how he was, he replied: ‘Not so bad.’16 It was a short meeting and presently the Queen went down again. The royal party left.

Approved press photographers and news cameras were waiting outside as the Duchess led the Queen, the Duke of Edinburgh and the Prince of Wales out onto the steps. Photographs were taken. Georges Sanègre, the butler, stood to the left, and John Utter was also on hand to say goodbye. The Duchess waved as the royal cars departed.

Thus the world learned that the Duke of Windsor was dying. ‘THE QUEEN VISITS SICK DUKE’ was one headline. ‘He was too ill to see his Duchess greet the Queen’ said another.17 The next day the Queen returned to Britain.

That night the Duke’s black pug, Diamond, was restless and did not want to stay with the Duke, which he found upsetting.



During this time, as previously recorded, the Duchess had her friend Mrs Gardner staying with her. On the Saturday evening (20 May) there was to be the dinner party for her at which the Duke would not be present.

Earlier that day Dr Henry Shaw, an ear, nose and throat specialist,IX visited the Duke, called in by their friend, Robin BeareX (who was also present) on the recommendation of Lady Monckton, in the hope that something could be done to help the Duke. When Dr Shaw arrived in Paris on the Saturday before the Duke’s death, the first thing the Duchess said to him was: ‘Would you like a bull shot?’ He was obliged to drink two bull shots and eat a full and formal lunch before he could get near the Duke. He did not like the Duchess, describing her later as ‘just a typical, rich, hard American’.

Dr Shaw went upstairs and found the Duke in the hands of Oonagh Shanley, an ‘extraordinary Irish nurse, who had him completely in her spell’, treating him with the care that might be given to a baby. Shaw observed the Duke and thought him ‘pathetic, with huge childlike blue eyes staring at me from this old beaten-up frame of a body.’ During the visit, Dr Shaw had to use the washbasin, but found that he could not turn off the gold taps because of their design. So the basin nearly overflowed while they were talking. Oonagh intervened: ‘Oh! Look now. They turn off this way. See.’ The Duke said he was uncomfortable. After a few tests, it was clear to Dr Shaw that he was riddled with cancer and had no hope of surviving. All he could advise was: ‘Just keep on with the treatment.’

Dr Shaw got the impression that the Duchess hardly ever went in to see the Duke. Later he resented not having been paid, nor receiving any thanks from the Duchess.18 The reason was that the Duchess had not asked him to come. He had come at Lady Monckton’s behest. It cost him the fare over and a day away from home.

The Duke gradually declined during his last week, though he still attempted to get up. On Tuesday (23 May) there was a dinner party for twelve at the house. In order to be on hand when the time came, John Utter moved into the house. He was frequently questioned by the press and conveyed vaguely reassuring messages which gave nothing away. Only on Friday, 26 May, did the Duke not try to leave his bed. That evening his temperature soared and he became delirious.

Dr Thin came to see the Duke every evening, noting that once the Duke had achieved the visit from the Queen, he sank rapidly. Usually Black Diamond, the Duke’s pug, allowed the doctor to examine his master without moving. But on 27 May the doctor came in to find that the pug had left the Duke’s bed and was sitting by himself on the floor near the bed, ‘thus letting me know that the end was near’.19

Oonagh continued to care for the Duke. She noted that during those last days, the question of having been denied a ‘worthwhile job’ and the issue of the Duchess’s title still played on his mind. According to Oonagh, in contradiction to Dr Thin, on the Friday evening Black Diamond came back to him. The Duchess spent some time with him on the Saturday, the last day of his life, and he continued to claim he was ‘not too bad’.

On Sunday morning, 28 May, at 2.30 a.m. the Duke died peacefully, with Nurses Shanley and de BrunXI on duty. As Oonagh put it: ‘We witnessed the sight of relief and look of peace that descended upon him: he was home at last.’20 The Duchess was awoken and came in to see the Duke in death. Oonagh thought that as Giselle Deberry, her maid, took her back to her room, ‘she looked an old lady – though a proud one.’21



During the next days the newspapers, television and radio were filled with examinations of the life of the Duke, reassessments of the Abdication, and accounts of the Duke’s life in exile.

Sir Charles Petrie made the point that at the time of the Abdication crisis there had been no objection to Mrs Simpson as a foreigner nor as a commoner. The objection was that she had previously been twice married. He told of Mrs Simpson’s offer of withdrawal, but added: ‘It was, however, at once clear that the King preferred abdication to the renunciation of Mrs Simpson.’22

Following the Duke’s death, various distinguished figures called at the house in Paris, which was surrounded by the media for several days. King Umberto of Italy could be seen leaving in his car. The Mayor of Neuilly, Achille Peretti (who was also President of the National Assembly) was soon followed by Maurice Schumann, then Minister of Foreign Affairs, who had been a young reporter at the wedding of the Duke and Duchess in 1937.

Another who paid his respects was Gaston Palewski. Nancy Mitford wrote to Kitty Mersey: ‘Colonel went to see the Duke’s body & came away very low – for one thing he loved him, & he says the Duke looks so worried. I’ve never seen a dead person but I know they generally look peaceful.’ She also noted that her sister Diana Mosley was concerned that the Duchess had nobody to turn to – no intimate friends.23

Another inevitable visitor to the house was Mr Kenyon, the undertaker. He was irritated to find that the French police insisted on a gendarme being present at the embalming of the body.24

On the Wednesday, 31 May, the Duke’s coffin left the house in the Bois for the last time. It was stated that the Duchess of Windsor was not well enough to accompany it. She witnessed it leave the house in Paris – with Paul-Louis Weiller hovering at her side. John Utter accompanied it to the airport at Le Bourget.

Arrangements for the Duke’s funeral had been agreed between the Queen and the Duke of Windsor since as far back as 1961 and confirmed in private memoranda held at the Palace and Foreign Office since May 1962. Once the Duke died, the Queen’s Private Secretary would inform the Prime Minister, the Lord Chamberlain, the Home Office, the Foreign Office, the Commonwealth Relations Office, and the Air Ministry. He would discuss a suitable date for the funeral with the Lord Chamberlain and the Duchess of Windsor. The Queen would offer an aircraft of The Queen’s Flight to bring the Duchess over from Europe, or an RAF plane if she was in the United StatesXII.25

In accordance with these long-laid plans, the coffin was flown to RAF Benson in an RAF VC-10. There were four hundred men on parade when it arrived, and the Central Band of the RAF. It was met by the Duke and Duchess of Kent, Lord Jellicoe and Lord Lambton (two ministers acting on behalf of the Government whose names were to be linked in a sex scandal that caused them both to resign a year later), Geoffroy de Courcel (the French Ambassador to Britain), Sir Denis Spotswood (Chief of the Air Staff), Sir Eric Penn (Comptroller of the Lord Chamberlain’s Office) and others.

The Duke’s coffin remained overnight at RAF Benson and early the next morning was driven to Windsor, arriving at seven a.m. to lie in the Albert Memorial Chapel in advance of the Lying-in-State.

One evening that week, at dinner at The Mitre, Hampton Court, I overheard a man at another table commenting that it was odd that nobody was wearing a black tie for the Duke of Windsor. He recalled that everyone had done so when the late King had died. I was wearing one.






3 The Lying-in-State & Funeral – 1972


A clever photograph was taken of the Lying-in-State at Windsor. It showed the Duke’s catafalque in the middle of the empty Nave of St George’s Chapel, as seen from across the tomb of King George V and Queen Mary – the parents with whom he had so often been at odds.

As a new Lay Steward of St George’s Chapel, I was on duty for many hours during the Duke’s Lying-in-State, which took place throughout Friday 2 and Saturday 3 June.

My abiding memory of this is the atmosphere of solemnity and sadness. The queues stretched for miles down the hill and those that wished to pay their respects had to wait patiently in line for hours. One old soldier, looking reserved and stiff, surreptitiously dropped some flowers as he passed the catafalque. He wanted to pay this tribute, but he did not want to be seen doing it, for fear he might be thought sentimental. For one of my watches I was on the North Door through which came the disabled in wheelchairs. Many were intensely moved. Particularly harrowing was one lady who called out: ‘My prince!’ in a state of great emotion.

Whatever the media said, it was clear that for those who came to pay their respects their affection was undimmed. During those two days at Windsor, it was the young, charming Prince of Wales who was being remembered, not the Duke of Windsor who had deserted his subjects to take the supposed path of happiness.

Famous figures came to the chapel. Harold Wilson, then Leader of the Opposition, was one, Baroness Spencer-Churchill another.

Lord Mountbatten had been busy since he had heard the news of the Duke’s death in a telephone call from Sir Eric Penn the previous Sunday morning. In his diary he recorded that the Queen asked him to help her with the Duchess since he was the only member of the family who really knew her. He noted that she was worried that Trooping the Colour would have to be cancelled and he took credit for thinking up the idea of a tribute to the Duke on the Parade Ground. ‘She thought this a wonderful idea and said she would follow it up.’1

Then he was asked to do a tribute by the BBC and argued to Sir Martin Charteris that Presidents Nixon and Pompidou had given tributes to the Duke but there had been silence from the British Royal Family. The Queen gave her permission ‘provided I spoke about him in a balanced way.’2 There was then some doubt about whether the Duchess would be well enough to attend the funeral. She was in a state of shock after the Duke’s death, for which she had not been prepared, and she was understandably nervous at the prospect of staying with the Royal Family, though she wanted to be at the funeral. Mountbatten was determined that she should come ‘as she herself would be miserable if she missed the funeral, and the result on public opinion here would be disastrous.’3

Lord Mountbatten went to the Lying-in-State on his way to the airport to greet the Duchess of Windsor. He left a wreath with an exaggerated message: ‘In happy memory of 53 years of friendship from his sorrowing but most devoted friend – Dickie’.

The Duchess overcame her fear of flying to arrive in Britain for the funeral. She travelled in an Andover of The Queen’s Flight, accompanied by Lady Soames, wife of the British Ambassador in Paris, Grace, Countess of Dudley (widow of one of the Duke’s oldest friends), Brigadier Douglas Greenacre (a former equerry to the Duke), and by John Utter, Dr Antenucci and her maid, Giselle Deberry. Monsieur AlexandreI, the famous Paris hairdresser, also went to London to ensure that the Duchess’s hair was perfectly coiffed at all times. The Duchess was immensely elegant in black, with a small veil on her auburn hair. Mountbatten took her to Buckingham Palace in a royal Rolls-Royce, and told her about the Lying-in-State.

When Mountbatten met the Duchess at the airport, he found that she was nervous about having to confront the whole Royal Family and in particular the Queen Mother. He assured her that the Queen Mother was deeply sorry for her in her present grief. When he mentioned his proposed BBC tribute, he said he would have to say how much he had disapproved of the Abdication. She said: ‘You are quite right. I disapproved of it too. I spent a long time over a bad telephone line from France begging him not to abdicate. I went so far as to say if he abdicated I wouldn’t marry him.’4

The Duchess was shown to her suite of rooms on the first floor of Buckingham Palace, overlooking the Mall and the Queen Victoria memorial.II She lunched with the Queen in the Chinese Dining Room. John Utter was surprised to be placed on the Queen’s right. Later he would tell his friends how immensely kind the Queen was to the Duchess during these difficult days. She said to the Duchess that she could come to the Palace or Windsor, stay as long as she liked, and that no demands would be made on her. The Duchess told Sir Martin Charteris: ‘He gave up so much for so little.’5

That evening the Duchess had dinner with the Queen and Prince Charles, the Prince noting that she ‘prattled away’, so that he was not sure if it was ‘a brilliant façade’ or whether she was under such strain that she did not notice that the Duke had died.6 Afterwards other members of the Royal Family joined them to watch Lord Mountbatten pay his tribute to the Duke of Windsor on television.

The following day was the Queen’s Official Birthday. I was lucky to have been given tickets for Trooping the Colour, which this year included a roll of drums followed by a minute’s silence, a further roll of drums and a lament – ‘The Flowers of the Forest’ – played by pipers of the Scots Guards in memory of the Duke. In those days the Queen still rode in the Parade, this time wearing a mourning band on her left arm. All members of the Royal Family were in black. A famous photograph was taken of the Duchess of Windsor looking out of her suite of rooms at the Palace as the procession returned. Much has been made of the sorrow on the Duchess’s brow. This might have been deceptive. She was waiting for a telephone call from her banker in Switzerland.

Meanwhile the Royal Family appeared on the balcony, among them Prince William of Gloucester, soon to die in an air crash taking part in a race.

In the afternoon the Royal Family went down to Windsor, leaving the Duchess at the Palace. The Queen, Prince Philip and Princess Anne visited the Lying-in-State, entering the chapel via the Deanery.

Following the Trooping, I too made my way to Windsor for my last duty at the Lying-in-State in the afternoon. In due course the last of the 57,903 members of the public had filed past and the doors of the chapel were closed. I was still in the cloisters in Canon Verney’s house when, late that evening, the Duchess, along with John Utter, was met by Prince Charles and Lord Mountbatten and witnessed the Lying-in-State. This part I did not see, as we were told by Admiral Davies, a Lay Steward and Warden of St George’s House: ‘This really must be private.’ He himself was going to be there, of course.

Prince Charles walked down from the hill to St George’s Chapel and Lord Mountbatten arrived by car. They were both there by the time the Duchess arrived from the Palace with her party, also including Grace Dudley. The Duchess told Mountbatten that she was feeling ‘very ill and sad’ but went and stood at the head of the coffin for a few moments. She and Mountbatten then walked all round the Nave. Finally she took one last glance at the coffin and said: ‘He was my entire life. I can’t begin to think what I am going to do without him, he gave up so much for me and now he has gone. I always hoped I would die before him.’7

Then they walked round the Cloisters and looked at the wreaths. The Duchess came and went, but I did not see her. Some months later, John Utter said he wished I had been there – to help identify all the various wreaths from the foreign royal houses, from Prince Louis Ferdinand of Prussia and others.

On the following day John Utter replied to a great many letters and sent thanks for wreaths, all written on black-bordered Buckingham Palace writing paper.III The Duchess stayed quietly at the Palace. She was visited by Sir Eric Penn to be briefed about the plans for Monday. Evidently confused, she appeared not to remember having seen the Lying-in-State.


The Duke of Windsor’s Funeral

My diary entry for Monday 5 June was slight, but made one significant point: ‘Funeral of the Duke of Windsor. Deputed to meet the Duchess’s secretary. V. Impressive ceremony. Long talk to her, re-invited to Paris. Back to London with crown on car… Watched A King’s Story.’

I had been disappointed not to have been summoned for duty at the Duke’s funeral but, on the Sunday before it, the call came to say they needed an extra Lay Steward. In order to be able to enter the castle I was to collect a black crown for my car from John Handcock, another Lay Steward, which would enable me to park in the castle car park. This was attached to the windscreen.IV

Suitably attired in morning dress, I took my place at the briefing of the Queen’s Gentlemen Ushers and the Lay Stewards, which took place in the South Quire Aisle. In those days the Gentlemen Ushers were terrifying figures – generals and air marshals, vice-admirals and colonels. In particular I remember General Sir Rodney Moore, an Osbert Lancaster version of a general, with a bristling white moustache. On other occasions he could be seen arriving at Smith’s Lawn for the polo in an enormous old-fashioned Rolls-Royce, with a formidable-looking wife seated beside him. They were a daunting bunch.

Sir Eric Penn was issuing instructions and among the things he mentioned was that at the last moment the Duchess’s secretary and some of the staff from Paris were coming over for the service. ‘The trouble is,’ he said, ‘none of us know her or what she looks like.’ I mentioned to the man next to me that I had met Miss Schütz and before I knew what was happening I was in the midst of that fearsome group and was instructed to look after her.

Sir Rodney Moore, forty-six years my senior, was intrigued to know how I knew her. He boomed at me: ‘How did you manage that, old boy?’8 After that, a more restrained Gentleman Usher, Air Marshal Sir Maurice Heath, overseeing proceedings in the Nave, took me under his wing.

So I spent the entire time before the service at the South Door and thus witnessed the arrival of all the invited mourners – Edward Heath (the Prime Minister), Harold Wilson (Leader of the Opposition), the Earl and Countess of Avon, the Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch, Lord Brownlow (who had accompanied Mrs Simpson on her dramatic drive to the South of France in 1936), now frail and leaning on a stick, accompanied by his wife, and other figures from the Abdication saga. Lady Diana Cooper came in with Cecil Beaton. They were placed in the Nave, but Lady Diana did not like their seats and nudged them both into seats closer to the central aisle.

Meanwhile, the Duchess arrived at Windsor via Frogmore Gate, with Grace Dudley sitting next to her. She was driven to the Deanery in Windsor Castle where Lord Mountbatten was again on hand to introduce her to all the Royal Family in turn. The royal ladies then took their places in the Quire, and the funeral procession made its way down the north aisles of the chapel to the Great West Door.

Miss Schütz herself did not arrive at the beginning of the service. Her plane was grounded in one of those summer smogs at the airport in France. So she only arrived after the service had begun, by which time we Lay Stewards were lined up at the back of the Nave.

From that position we saw the coffin come round the corner, past the tomb of King George V and Queen Mary. It was duly carried the full length of the Nave, followed by the Duke of Edinburgh walking with King Olav of Norway, the Prince of Wales alone, Princes William and Richard of Gloucester, the Duke of Kent with Prince Michael, and Lord Mountbatten with the Duke of Beaufort.

The service itself took place in the Quire. There came the historic moment when Garter King of Arms called out the styles and title of the Duke – ending with the words ‘sometime the Most High, Most Mighty, and Most Excellent Monarch, Edward the Eighth, Emperor of India, Defender of the Faith… and uncle of the Most High, Most Mighty and Most Excellent Monarch, Queen Elizabeth whom God bless…’ It was a reminder that it was one of Britain’s Kings who was being laid to rest.

The most perceptive account of all this was written by Cecil Beaton. He had been reluctant to attend and only did so in order to describe it in his diary.V He summed it up as follows:


The service was short, and entirely noble. It even gave a departed nobility to a young man who once had such charm that everyone considered he was the ideal choice. But he lived on to keep his charm and little else, and one wondered how lucky we all were that even for such an unsuitable reason as the hard, brash and wisecracking American, he had stepped down to make way for the Queen Mother, and now the very admirable and remarkable Queen.

Wonderful as the service was, I was not moved by the death of this man who for less than a year had been our King. History will make his love story into a romance. In fact, for us so close, it is hard to see that. Wallis has been a good friend to me, I like her. She is a good friend to all her friends. There is no malice in her. There is nothing dislikeable. She is just not of the degree that has reason to be around the Throne.

During these days of death, she has behaved with extreme dignity. She has by the simplicity of her silhouette made the rest of the Royal Family appear dowdier than ever, but she made me marvel once again that she should ever have become a figure in such a drama.9



During the service the Duchess appeared lost and wore a ‘frown of worry and distraught bewilderment’. This confirmed the rumours that Cecil Beaton had heard from French friends that she was unwell. Lady Avon, seated directly behind the Duchess, told him that throughout the service, ‘the Queen showed a motherly and nanny-like tenderness and kept putting her hand on the Duchess’s arm and glove.’10

When the service ended, the Royal Family all left by the North Quire Aisle. I therefore saw a number of royal ladies pass by the coffin (which remained in its place in front of the High Altar). One of these was the Duchess. I cannot even be quite certain which one she was. Having seen innumerable photographs since, I can of course picture her in my mind, with her thick black-crêpe widow’s veil. She was the only mourner who was heavily veiled that day.

After the service I found Miss Schütz, elegant in one of those smart black coats with large black buttons, and took her to see the coffin, along with the flowers outside on the lawns of the castle. I obtained a service sheet for her, and finally reunited her with Dr Antenucci in the Chapter Office in the cloisters. ‘It’s so sad for the Duchess,’ she said.

My brief diary entry reminds me that she also said that I should come and see them again in Paris next time I was there. I now realise that this was just a courteous remark but I took it as a golden invitation – the green light to visit them again – and it was not long before I made a considerable detour in order to do so. Had I not done so, I would not have been able to write this book.



Only now, nearly forty years later, have I seen all the documentation for the Lying-in-State and funeral. The Duchess of Windsor sat between the Queen and Prince Philip. Next to them sat King Olav of Norway and then the Queen Mother. Those located in the Quire were largely members of the Royal Family, Cabinet ministers, senior representatives from the armed forces, the county, figures such as Harold Macmillan and Knights of the Garter – the Duke of Norfolk, the Earl of Avon, Sir Gerald Templer and Viscount Cobham – and their wives. Many of these would have had little if any personal contact with the Duke himself but were there for formal reasonsVI.

There were some figures from the Windsors’ past: Sir John Aird, Sir Ulick Alexander, and Commander Colin Buist. Of friends, it was interesting to find Mr & Mrs Loel Guinness, Frances Munn-Baker, M. & Mme Bory (to the annoyance of the grand French since M. Bory owned Fauchon and they deemed him a grocer), and Reinhard HenschelVII; of their staff there was Georges, (the butler), Gregorio Martin (the chauffeur), Lucien Massy (the chef), Henry Bertrand, Sydney Johnson (the valet), and of their lawyers, Sir Godfrey and Lady MorleyVIII, and Senateur Jacques Rosselli. Places were reserved for Dr Thin and Miss Schütz, and the household apothecary and a nursing sister were in the vestry throughout the service in case they were needed.

There was no mention of Maître Suzanne Blum, the Windsors’ Paris lawyer. She was not on the list.



After the funeral there was a lunch for the Royal Family in the Castle. One member of the Royal Family was surprised when the Queen, speaking of the Duchess, said ‘It’s so difficult, because she hardly knows anyone.’11 Lord Mountbatten looked after her, sitting next to the Duchess on the sofa before lunch. She kept saying ‘how wonderful the family were being to her and how much better the whole thing had gone than she had expected.’12 At the lunch itself she sat at a table between the Duke of Edinburgh and Lord Mountbatten.

On her return to Paris, the Duke’s old friend, Walter Lees,IX was one of the first to come to dinner with her.


‘Wasn’t that the most fine service?’ she asked. He nodded, though he hadn’t been there. She then told him that she was horrified by Prince Philip. He turned to her at the lunch and asked: ‘Well, what are your plans? You going back to America, then?’ She felt like saying ‘Why should I?’ In the end she said to him: ‘I won’t be coming back to England if that’s what you’re afraid of, except to visit the grave.’ She was determined that they [the Royal Family] were not to see her grief and amused by the way they all tucked into their puddings.13



Another topic discussed was the fate of the Duke’s papers. Prince Philip asked the Duchess what she intended to do with them. She was keen only to do what was considered right, and asked the Duke and Mountbatten what they thought she ought to do with them, and they replied that they should come to Windsor. To this she readily agreed.14 As a result of this, as we shall see, the librarian, Sir Robin Mackworth-Young, paid two visits to Paris to collect such papers as were handed over.

John Utter was placed next to the Queen Mother, who asked him lots of questions about the Windsors’ life in Paris. He was surprised how interested she was. Utter had been nervous of her because Lady Brabourne (Mountbatten’s elder daughter, later Countess Mountbatten of Burma) had warned him that the Queen Mother had an iron fist in a velvet glove.

The original intention had been that the Queen Mother would not go to Frogmore for the Committal. But at the last moment she decided that she would. This took place in the afternoon. The Queen stood next to the Duchess as the Duke’s body was lowered into the ground. ‘Where would you like to be? To his right or to his left?’ she asked. The Duchess thought for a moment. She considered it unlikely that many flowers would be placed on her grave, but she spotted a plane tree. She loved the leaves of plane trees and often collected these from her garden and placed them on her dressing table. She liked the idea that the leaves would fall onto her grave in the autumn. She also thought that so often in life she had been in the Duke’s shadow. So she chose the side to the left, where she would be in the shade and under the spreading branches of the plane tree.

The same afternoon, in the House of Commons in London, tributes were paid to the Duke and an address of sympathy was voted to be sent to the Queen. After extolling the Duke’s virtues, especially as Prince of Wales, and briefly as a modernising King, Edward Heath, the Prime Minister, expressed the House’s sadness for the Queen. He then referred to the Duchess, ‘the wife for whose love King Edward was content to give up his patrimony and who has repaid his devotion with an equal loyalty, companionship and love. His death has been above all her loss and to her the House will wish to extend its profound sympathy.’15 Harold Wilson, Leader of the Opposition, concurred:


We welcome that the Duchess has felt able to be in Britain to hear and sense the feelings of our people, and all of us appreciate the dignity she has shown not only over those tragic days but over all the years. We hope she will feel free to come among us and freely communicate with the people her husband – Prince, King and Duke – lived to serve.16



An amendment was moved to include the Duchess’s name in the motion of sympathy and this was agreed to ‘nomine contradicente’.

Back at Windsor, it was time for the Duchess to leave. The entire Royal Family was gathered at the steps of the Castle to say goodbye to her as she got into her car. Mountbatten was disappointed that he had not been assigned the duty of escorting the Duchess to the airport, especially as the press next day made much of the absence of a member of the Royal Family at the airport to wish her goodbye.X

The Duchess was escorted to Heathrow by Lord Maclean, the new Lord Chamberlain, and the ladies-in-waiting assigned to look after her while in London. Thus there were images of Lord Maclean not bowing, and the ladies-in-waiting shaking hands, though pointedly not curtsying.

John Utter was another who was saddened that this image was the one that endured, as it appeared to contradict the Queen’s consideration and kindness during the visit. The Duchess flew back to France, arriving at Villacoublay and then being driven to her home in the Bois.

The image of the Duchess, her crêpe veil blowing gently in the wind as she mounted the aluminium steps of the Andover, with the RAF officer saluting and the Lord Chamberlain standing rigidly at the bottom of the steps, gave Frances Donaldson a romantic, not strictly accurate, but nevertheless memorable last line for her book on the Duke:


A fraction of a second in the Duchess’s life had been immobilised by the camera, but it seemed entirely final. She would not turn again, one felt, for a last look at the land her husband had given up for her and this was the ending of an episode – an episode in the history of England and in the long life of its leading family.17



That should have been the end of the story. How very much better it would have been for the Duchess of Windsor to have followed her husband swiftly to his grave at Frogmore.

As Oonagh Shanley, who nursed the Duke in his last days, put it:


The years that followed the Duke’s death were unspeakably lonely for the Duchess. This period could fill many pages and could be compared to Dante’s vision of Hell. She was a martyr at the hands of greedy people.18







	
I. Alexandre Raimon (1922–2008), first sent to the Duchess at the Chateau de la Cröe by Mme. David-Weill in the 1940s. Presently he took over doing the Duchess’s hair from Antonio.

	
II. These are the main guest rooms of the Palace. Prince Philip’s mother, Princess Andrew of Greece, lived in them for two years from 1967 until her death there in December 1969.

	
III. A fair amount of this paper was taken back to Paris and sold in the Duchess’s sale in New York in 1997. Grace Dudley also took the opportunity to write a number of letters to her friends, who did not fail to get the point.

	
IV. Many years later I was given a red one, as royal representative to Prince Michael of Kent at a memorial service.

	
V. For the full account, see Hugo Vickers (ed.), The Unexpurgated Beaton (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 2002), pp. 254–7.

	
VI. See pages 383-7.

	
VII. Reinhard Henschel (1910–87), German diplomat, anti-Nazi, Consul in Turkey during the war, and later based in Mexico running the family business concerned with diesel engines and lorries.

	
VIII. Sir Godfrey Morley (1909–87), Senior Partner of Allen & Overy from 1960 to 1975.

	
IX. Major Walter Lees, LVO, MC (1919–2010), Assistant Military Attaché at the British Embassy in Paris in the 1950s, a social figure, sometimes described as a ‘bouche-trou’ at Windsor dinner parties.

	
X. There is an impression that this was a mistake, the Lord Chamberlain being very new to his job. It was almost certainly correct etiquette – the same would happen when a State Visitor left – but it failed dismally on the public relations front.










4 The Duchess and Her Household – 1972


The Duchess of Windsor returned to Paris to face the predicament of widowhood. She had no relations of her own and – inevitably – a dwindling number of friends. She knew she would lose some of the friends that she had shared with the Duke. Widows were often deserted. She had dropped some widows herself. She felt the world hated her and resented her designated role as the woman who had caused the Abdication. She was anxious to do nothing to upset the Royal Family.

She was not without help, but while the Duke lived he had arranged everything. Now, after his death, she had to take control. She was frequently horrified by the cost of things. A dinner in Biarritz to thank those who had looked after her struck her as horrendously expensive.I It is not surprising that she found life bewildering. She was also in a state of shock, since she had scarcely ever been apart from the Duke since their marriage in 1937. As Monsieur Martin, her chauffeur, put it: ‘She missed the space he occupied.’1

In those early days of widowhood there were numerous letters of sympathy, written either in English or French, that required her attention. Among those she thanked personally were President Pompidou and Maurice Schumann.

This is a good moment to look at the Duchess’s household, staff, legal advisers and some of the other principal characters in the story, since they all play a part in the events that follow, some with less credit than others. It was not an easy time for any of them as they adapted to life without the Duke and with the Duchess far from well.

In 1972 the Duchess was looked after by two secretaries and a large staff in her house in Paris. She had an English lawyer, Sir Godfrey Morley of Allen & Overy, the American attorney Henry G. Walter in New York, a Swiss banker, Maurice Amiguet, James Fitch, the Duke’s stockbroker (with E.R. Lewis & Co) in London, and in Paris a French lawyer, Maître Suzanne Blum.

While some of these were honourable figures, others were not. There are dangers for rich widows who have a considerable amount of worldly goods, if they are in frail health and have no blood relations of their own, the more so if their affairs are handled by a dishonest lawyer and an avaricious banker and they are served by a sly butler, their health overseen by a doctor acting on the instructions of the lawyer.

In the house were the two secretaries, and at this time they ran the Duchess’s establishment between them.

John Utter had held the post of the Duke’s Private Secretary since July 1962. He was a former diplomat who had left the American diplomatic service during the McCarthy purges, and had been recommended to the Duke by a friend, possibly the then American Ambassador. He was a kind and honourable man, but not forceful. The Duchess never really liked him, and hardly had the Duke died than she tried to dispense with his services. Nevertheless he was to remain in his post until early in 1975.

John Ellrington Utter was born in Elviria, New York in 1905, and educated at Harvard Business School (magna cum laude). He took the Foreign Service exam but failed the oral part, though later he spoke perfect French and had a good knowledge of German, Spanish and Italian. He then became a banker with the National City Bank of New York, first in the US and later in Paris. He was in Paris at the time of the German invasion and underwent a gruelling time escaping through France and Spain. He finally reached New York in the spring of 1941 and immediately applied to join the State Department.

He was sent to Africa, arriving in Tangiers with three fellow recruits as Vice-Consuls. Robert Murphy, President Roosevelt’s personal representative and Minister to French North Africa, placed him and Harry A. Woodruff in Tunis to prepare the political ground for the Allied landings in North Africa. At one point Utter and Woodruff were sent to Oran to retain an American consular presence there.

Many years later he appeared in a book as a spy – one of FDR’s ‘Twelve Apostles’II. Utter was recruited by William Eddy onto William Donovan’s OSS team. A fellow diplomat, Kenneth Pendar, recalled that they were ‘an oddly assorted group for such a military job’, and that in Tunis John Utter was ‘the bravest man in Africa; he suffered an interminable series of boils, sheer torture in that humid climate; and no one ever heard him complain.’2 Utter was one of those who identified among the local residents and French officers those who would help the Allied cause.

A group of resistance cells was formed in Tunis and Bizette. Details of comings and goings by air, sea and land, about what the Germans and Italians were up to, and other activities were obtained by spying, all of which had to be done without the knowledge of the US Consul-General, Hooker A. Doolittle, who disapproved of this activity being conducted from behind the cover of diplomatic posts. Secret transmitters were established to relay information between the various Vice-Consuls.

John Utter was jailed for five days in Tunis, following the Allied landings, but he managed to escape to Constantine, in Algiers, where he and Woodruff worked with John Boyd on Robert Murphy’s staff. There he made a new friend, Captain Andrew RobbIII, later well known as the cartoonist Robb of the Daily Express. Robb visited him at La Maison des Femmes at Sidi bou Said after his return to Tunis, and described a meeting with Prince Ali BeyIV, grandson of the last Bey of Tunis, and told how when Utter gave a picnic for the young prince a procession of eight or ten Arabs arrived in advance bearing what was described as a ‘little contribution’ but which amounted to nothing less than a magnificent feast.3 For many years John Utter would stay with Robb at his mews house near Hyde Park Corner when he visited London.

Utter was awarded the Medal of Merit for ‘exceptionally meritorious conduct in the performance of outstanding services between June 1941 and November 1942.’4 It was stated that he had obtained information from French patriots of inestimable value to the Allied troops. He had been instrumental in setting up a clandestine radio station in Tunis which maintained contact with Allied Headquarters in Malta and Gibraltar. ‘Throughout this period of eighteen months Mr Utter performed secret missions, often at risk to his life, in opposition to the German-Italian Armistice Commission.’5

Utter was also an adviser to General Eisenhower at Supreme Allied Headquarters. After the war he served as First Secretary at the US Embassy in Paris from 1948 until 1952. He occupied a splendid apartment in one of the Hotels des Maréchaux at the Arc de Triomphe. Later he was Head of African Affairs at the Department of State in Washington.

Being a confirmed bachelor, he realised that his diplomatic career was under threat from Senator Joe McCarthy and he resigned from the service. In December 1958 the Duke of Windsor discovered that his then Private Secretary, Victor Waddilove, who was based in an office in Buckingham Palace, had been embezzling his money. A prolonged series of negotiations followed, conducted by Walter Monckton, as a result of which, Waddilove (or ‘Mr Light Fingers’ as the Duchess now referred to him) was paid off, and the Duke decided to run his affairs from Paris instead. Some years later John Utter was recommended to the Windsors, and he brought the benefit of his banking and diplomatic experience to the job. Waddilove left in 1959, and Utter began work with the Windsors on 24 July 1962, his contract being finally signed by the Windsors on 9 November and witnessed by Sir Godfrey Morley. His salary was 2,000 new francs, and rose to 4,175 in 1973.

Needless to say, I knew none of this at the time I met him and nor did the Duchess of Windsor’s personal secretary, Johanna Schütz, who shared an office with him for several years. He never spoke of his earlier career.

Mindful of what I took to be my golden invitation to revisit the Windsors’ house next time I was in Paris, I flew in specially for an afternoon, from a holiday in the South of France, to have my Burke’s Guide to the Royal Family article checked. It was Monday, 17 July, about five weeks after the Duke’s funeral.

I do not think the Duchess was at home that day, but the office was a hive of activity as Mr Utter, Miss Schütz and others were busy answering the mass of letters of sympathy that had poured into the house since the Duke’s death. A little printed card was being sent out to members of the general public to thank them for their messages of sympathy. If these were sent to friends, the Duchess sometimes added a few handwritten words of her own.

Mr Utter gave me iced tea on the terrace and we sat there for a while in the beautiful afternoon sunshine as he looked through my work.

Before my next visit to Paris in September, John Utter rang me in London and invited me for dinner. I was rather nervous before I went, being young and unsure as to what had inspired this invitation. But I need not have worried. On the evening of Sunday, 17 September I went to his small apartment at 16 quai de Béthune on the Île St Louis and he took me for a delicious dinner at a local restaurant.

This was the first time Mr Utter talked to me of the Windsors as real people, and they began to come alive for me in a wholly different way. He told me about the funeral and how kind the Queen had been to the Duchess. She had told her that she could come to Buckingham Palace or Windsor Castle and stay for as long as she liked, that she did not have to do anything she did not want to do. The strong implication was that both sides were keen to behave as well as possible in a situation that was difficult for both of them. The Queen hardly knew the Duchess.

He spoke of the Duke, how the people he most respected were tycoons and golfing professionals. He told me that on one occasion in 1966 the Duke had called down and asked him to come up. He found the Duke in the study part of his room, enveloped in clouds of smoke from his pipe. The Duke had two bits of bad news. The first was a letter from his sister-in-law, the Duchess of Gloucester, telling him that his younger brother, the Duke of Gloucester, had suffered a bad stroke. The second was that Monsieur Boudin of Jansen was downstairs in the hall with the Duchess, proposing some expensive improvements. The Duke dreaded the cost.

John Utter said that the Duchess often varied her stories, saying whatever was in her mind at any given point. She was a typical Gemini. He had heard her relate stories that he had told about himself as if they had happened to her. He explained that her self-perception was as the heroine of Rebecca of Sunnybrook FarmV.

John also talked of how Sir Martin Charteris, the Queen’s Private Secretary, had suggested that he should write a memoir or some notes about the Windsors, which could be placed in the Royal Archives. Sir Martin told him that he could place an embargo date on this and it would be respected. But John was not keen on the idea. One of his often repeated lines was: ‘They’ll hate you if you destroy the myth.’ He said that when the Windsors were alone at The Mill without guests, they would go through after dinner and a decanter of whisky would be brought in. They were not tired enough to go to bed but they had nothing to say to each other, so the contents of the decanter just went slowly down, down, down.

There were stories of the Duchess pressing her panic button and summoning the police in the night. She worried about security, despite the presence of a nightwatchman, cages on the windows, and four red panic buttons – one in the Duke’s room, one in hers, one in Georges’s room and one in the pantry. These buttons summoned the police. In these years of widowhood, the Duchess frequently pressed hers, though would never admit to having done so. The police then came, but charged for an unnecessary summons. They used to say they had never seen a more secure house. John Utter warned the Duchess that if she pressed the button too often it would become a ‘cry wolf’ situation. The Duchess remained nervous, though, and used to say she never slept for fear that the nightwatchman might be asleep himself.6

He told me that the press had questioned the Duchess’s use of the royal ducal coronet on the little card she sent out to those who wrote her sympathy letters, but by the end of 1972 the College of Arms had agreed that she was entitled to use a Royal Duchess’s coronet.

John brought the Windsors to life in these stories, painting a picture of how they spent their time. A few days later I received a letter from him: ‘It was so nice seeing you again, and I hope that you will come back often to Paris.’7 So, my original misunderstanding of the ‘golden invitation’ had suddenly become the true state of affairs, and from that time on I always got in touch with John when I went to Paris, paid several more visits to the house in the Bois, and visited his country house at Osmoy three times.

Some years later he became yet more informative. He told me about the Duke’s papers going to Windsor, how tiresome Lord Mountbatten was and how Winston Guest had tried to get his hands on some of the Duke’s possessions. He spoke of how he sometimes berated the Windsors for going out too much. The Duchess was tired after a fortnight of parties. John said: ‘You should only go out three nights a week.’ The Duke looked up from behind his paper and said: ‘Hear, hear.’8



Working with John was Johanna Schütz, the Duchess’s personal secretary since 1 September 1970. She was then twenty-seven, vivacious and multilingual. When seen together, she and John Utter gave the impression that they were on excellent terms, and in the summer of 1973 I was present at a lunch at Osmoy when Johanna and her mother, and another friend of hers, were fellow guests. Later, perhaps, tensions increased as the Duchess became increasingly ill, culminating in John’s ‘retirement’ in 1975, at which point Johanna was in sole control in the office for some three years.

John Utter said that in order for the Windsors to employ Johanna, Françoise Jacquet, the French secretary, had to be dismissed. The Duke used to write out his letters in longhand on yellow pads. Mlle. Jacquet would type them triple-spaced and he would correct them. She would then type a final copy. While John was in Wigan having his hip operated on, she was sacked on the grounds that she could not take shorthand. Mlle. Jacquet complained and the Duke called in lawyers. He was advised that a sum between $1,000 to $1,500 would be appropriate. The Ministère de Travail said something similar. So the Duke called in René de Chambrun, the husband of José Laval (Pierre Laval’s daughter). He said that more should be paid, so the Duke hid his letter and eventually made a settlement.

John Utter said the Duke liked to talk German and Spanish (‘Usted habla la lengua de Cervantes’). He often spoke German with Johanna Schütz though was careful not to do so when the Duchess was around.

I never had the chance in the 1970s to talk to Johanna for more than a few minutes about the Windsors but later she related her experiences, again bringing them to life vividly.

Johanna first met the Duke and Duchess in Portugal in 1968, when they stayed with the Patinos for whom her sister worked. The Duke wanted her to come and be his secretary, calling her once a month. Finally she and her sister went together to see them in Paris, Johanna wearing a short Courrèges skirt and even a short-haired wig. The Duchess encouraged the Duke to employ her, perhaps thinking that Johanna would add youthful sparkle to the house. She was offered the job.

Johanna Schütz spoke six languages – German, French, English, Spanish, Portuguese and Italian. She had been brought up by her father to count on a good education but to expect no further financial help. ‘We are going to spend it,’ he said. Her father had died in 1968. Meanwhile she had travelled the world and worked as a secretary at the Guatemalan Embassy in Switzerland from 1963 to 1968, fulfilling numerous roles including translating documents into Spanish, before taking a job preparing reports for scientific projects at Nestlé in La Tour de Peilz for a year.

When Johanna accepted the job with the Windsors she made it clear that she would take holidays. She knew what she wanted in life. She did not want a career or commitments, or marriage, children or security. Her aim in life was to explore the world, learning about different civilisations. She loved music and sport. She did not particularly want to do secretarial work, although she was very good at it, but one of the reasons she agreed to work for the Windsors was curiosity. She was intrigued by this couple, especially by the Duchess, who had mesmerising charm and used her eyes very well. She could get you to do anything she wanted. There was an aura around the Windsors and what Johanna saw as the devotion of an old couple to each other after their long years of marriage.

At the outset the Duke said he could not pay her Swiss salary but would put her in their will. Later $480 a month, payable in Switzerland, was agreed, with $20 a day travel expenses. Johanna would work from ten to six five days a week, was offered lunch and tea each day in the office as well as high tea (like John Utter), and this had appealed to her as she knew that the Windsors had the best chef in Paris.

The Duke told her that he wanted to get rid of John Utter and for her to take over, though this did not happen during his lifetime, nor did Johanna particularly want the additional commitment that would involve. But she said there came a time when the Duke no longer talked to John. She was told not to type his letters, and the Duke came to resent him using his chauffeur to take him to the country house.

She remembered that the Duke used to get very annoyed if proper respect was not paid to the Duchess. ‘Her Royal Highness’ was what he always called her. He asked Miss Schütz to stay on with the Duchess if anything happened to him and she promised: ‘I will always stay with her as long as she needs me.’

Johanna acquired strong views about the Abdication. She believed, as I do, that the Duchess of Windsor was a victim. The Duchess told her that she never forgave the Duke for abdicating. She left for France in December 1936, thinking that she had left the King and would never see him again. She was horrified when he abdicated. She said: ‘I aged ten years in that year.’ Then they were separated for ages, but she was trapped. Evidently she used to berate the Duke about this.

The Duke had been spoiled as Prince of Wales. No one had ever said ‘No’ to him. Thus when it came to his wish to marry Mrs Simpson and suddenly they did say ‘No’, he was determined to have her no matter what the price. Johanna thought that for the Duke it was fine – he loved her – was always there to see her into her car – to meet her on her return. As long as the Duchess was there, he was happy. He was not happy to be effectively banished from his country. He loved England – of that she was sure. What the Duchess thought about all this was less clear. It is hard to live with that kind of devotion, and perhaps later it was hard to live without it.

Johanna had accompanied the Windsors on their last visit to the United States in 1971. The Windsors rented Apartment 40F on the thirty-seventh floor of the Waldorf Towers in New York. Also in the building was a new friend, Nathan Cummings, President of Consolidated Foods, whose apartment was on the thirty-first floor. The Windsors stored some furniture at the Waldorf for their annual visit and Nathan Cummings sent paintings up to adorn the apartment. Miss Schütz found a famous Renoir hanging in her office. She also found that the Windsors expected her to sleep in that office with maids walking through her room. To this she objected and so was assigned a proper bedroom.

Johanna was soon exposed to the spectacle of the Duchess getting her own way. The Duke was longing to go to Florida to stay with the Woodwards, while the Duchess, as ever, preferred to stay in New York. A trip to Florida would be a considerable operation, with copious trunks of luggage preceding the Windsors to their next destination. Everything was in hand, and all was set for the journey until the night before the scheduled departure when Johanna received an anxious call from the Duke, asking her to come up. She found the Duchess in bed, peeping plaintively from behind the sheets. She said she was ill: ‘Miss Schütz, you see I can’t possibly go.’ What could her secretary do but agree, and so the visit was cancelled. The next day the Duchess was up and about, and lunched with a school friend, declaring she could not disappoint her. At this point, Johanna realised what a great actress the Duchess was.

Nevertheless she thought she could help the Duke, aware that he needed a break. She thought that if she sent the Duchess’s dresses on ahead of them, then the Duchess herself would have to follow. Johanna did so, but the same scenario was played out, and again the trip was cancelled. The Windsors stayed in New York and the Duke did not get his Florida holiday.

The Duchess always made an effort, even with her secretary. There came a time when Johanna used to have lunch and dinner with the Duchess unless a guest was expected. The Duchess often used to tease her as the evening drew on, saying she was sure she had a date. Johanna would deny it, never discussing her private life with her employer, but the Duchess had an uncanny instinct about it. Sometimes Johanna didn’t escape until very late. ‘We’ll just have a nightcap,’ the Duchess would say. Johanna recalled: ‘I used to have two dinners – one with the Duchess and another at midnight.’ She started work next day at ten a.m.

Johanna also detected the Duchess’s irritation with John Utter, particularly when one night at dinner he placed himself in the chair that the Duke would normally have occupied. The Duchess was furious. Johanna thought Utter was weak and later blamed him for not standing up for the Duchess against her lawyer, Maître Blum.



The Duchess still maintained a considerable staff. Georges (officially Gaston) Sanègre had been with the Windsors as butler and major-domo since 1948. He was born in Narbonne and began to work for them at the Chateau de la Cröe on the Côte d’Azur. He ran the household’s domestic affairs. He was a powerful figure, who listened in corridors and monitored everything that happened. He had the key to the silver safe, and knew where all the treasures were kept.

One of his duties was to count the gold knives, forks and spoons at the end of dinner parties. Occasionally it fell to him to have to suggest to a departing guest that – inadvertently, no doubt – a gold spoon might have jumped into his pocket.

Ofélia Baleni, who was born on the Isle of Elba in 1914, came to Paris when she was working for the Countess of Jersey and took the job of working as lady’s maid to the Duchess in 1955. Georges married her in 1959 and they lived at the top of the house. Nothing happened in the house without Georges knowing about it.

Friends of the Duchess such as Lady Mosley thought him a saintlike figure in his devotion, but he was a devious man. John Utter, who had to work alongside him for many years, told me that Georges adored the Duchess ‘and did everything in his power to strengthen his position with her’. This involved telling tales about others who were working in the house.9 Georges was destined to stay to the bitter end. He told friends of the Windsors that he had promised the Duke on his deathbed that he would always look after the Duchess.10 So too stayed Ofélia, though the Duchess did not like her and dismissed her three times. Georges always managed to get her reinstated.

In the early days Sydney Johnson was still working at the house. Born on Andros in 1923, he was taken on as a beach attendant by the Duke when he was sixteen. He worked at Government House in the Bahamas, and was with the Windsors at Ednam Lodge in 1946 when the Duchess’s jewels were stolen. He was promoted to be the Duke’s valet in the 1960s. Sydney had a French wife, something of which the Duchess had never approved – Sydney, a Black man, marrying a white woman. ‘My rich southern blood boils at the thought of a mixed marriage,’ she told Major Gray Phillips.11 As with John Utter, the first thing the Duchess wanted to do after the Duke died was to get rid of Sydney, and when his wife died soon after the Duke and he asked for more time to look after his small children the Duchess was furious. She dismissed him. John Utter was most disturbed by the way that Sydney was treated, after what he called ‘thirty years of slavery to the Duke’. He described the dismissal as venomousVI.12

There was a chef, Lucien Massy, a sous-chef, gardeners and chauffeurs, a nightwatchman, chambermaids and other figures. Germaine Bowyer, wife of the former chauffeur, was the concierge at the gatehouse and admitted visitors. She was the wife of David Bowyer, the Duke’s chauffeur, whom the Duchess had also sacked soon after the Duke’s death. He too lived in the lodge, with a new day job, but somewhat aggrieved at his dismissal after 25 years of service. Gregorio Martin, the Duchess’s chauffeur, would become an integral member of the household, travelling with her, and cooking for her when they were in America.

An intelligent man, he missed nothing, and remained loyal to the Duchess to the end. In his conversation, he recalled those who wished to ‘profit’ from the Duchess, and those who did not. He lived with Maria Costa, who had been a chambermaid and who took over as the Duchess’s personal maid in 1974. She too was fiercely loyal to the Duchess. Maria was not a trained nurse, but when the Duchess fell ill it was she who helped the nurses to care for her, dyed the Duchess’s hair and was the mainstay of the upstairs rooms. Nurses from the American Hospital came and went, but Maria was constant, the one person whom the Duchess knew from happier days. It must have been depressing to stay on in that house for those long years while the Duchess was ill.

Once the Duchess lost control over her affairs, the tensions became great. It was like a small court, with little for anyone to do and all kinds of machinations going on in the background. The once happy atmosphere deteriorated and the house descended into gloom and intrigue.



	
I. Such bills were sent to Paris for payment.

	
II. Hal Vaughan, FDR’S 12 Apostles (The Lyons Press, 2006).

	
III. Andrew Robb (1907–89) undertook fashion drawings and other illustrations for the Daily Express.

	
IV. Prince Ali Bey (1915–45), eldest son of Husayn En-Nasr, King of the Tunisians for a day in 1957, and grandson of Muhammad Al-Amin, Bey of Tunis 1942–57. Prince Ali died young of haemophilia.

	
V. Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm by Kate Douglas Wiggin (1903) was a popular book amongst young American girls. The story concerns a girl whose father died when she was young, and who, in consequence, went to stay with a pair of stern aunts. They teach her to be a smart young lady, and she brightens the life of one of the aunts with her liveliness and curiosity. She tries to win over the other aunt, but finds her more resistant. Rebecca studies well and is sent to high school, maturing into a young lady, while retaining her high spirits and showing talent as a writer. Her mother falls ill and she nurses her. One of the aunts bequeaths Sunnybrook Farm to her and she sells it to a railway company. The novel ends with her becoming independent and in a position to help her siblings. I can see how the Duchess might have adopted her as a role model.

	
VI. Sydney went to work for the Chilean collector, Gerald Hochschild, and later for Mohamed Fayed, encouraging him to take on the lease of the Windsors’ house in the Bois de Boulogne. He returned to work at the ‘Windsor Villa’ as it was called after the Fayed restoration. He operated as a kind of front man. He died in 1990, soon after the house was ‘reopened.’










5 The Lawyer, the Librarian and the Cousin – 1972–1973


Helen, Lady Hardinge of Penshurst, was the widow of Alec Hardinge, the man who had warned Edward VIII that the press was about to break silence over the issue of Mrs Simpson. She heard of the Duke’s death on the radio and observed: ‘Now we shall have her as a rich widow being sought after by all the Royal Family.’1 It was to be worse than that.

The Duke of Windsor’s death meant that certain administrative matters had to be dealt with, not least his will. The Duke’s last will had been signed on 6 January 1972. It was simple and straightforward. He appointed the Duchess the sole universal legatee of all his moveable and immoveable estate wherever situated… in order that she should have immediate possession and enjoyment ‘beneficially and absolutely’ on all his estate when he died.2

In the event of the Duchess predeceasing him there were specific bequests for those still in his employ. The most generously treated were Sydney Johnson ($30,000), the Sanègres, the Bowyers, and Lucien Massy (the chef) ($20,000), Gregorio Martin ($15,000), Johanna SchützI, Giselle Deberry, Ronald Marchant (former chauffeur), and Dr Antenucci ($10,000). Various others, including M. Alexandre and Jacky Orengia (Édouard) (the Duchess’s hairdressers), Maurice Amiguet (the banker), and James Fitch (the London stockbroker) would get $5,000. The staff in the Duke’s employ got an extra £100 for every year of service.

The Duke’s plan was that the Duchess should enjoy the full benefits of his estate during her lifetime, and after her death the residue of the estate would go back to Britain to be distributed for charitable purposes. To that end the Duke created a company called Rossmore Assets, a company legally constituted in England, with its registered office at 9 Cheapside, London (the offices of Allen & Overy), this company becoming the Duke’s ‘universal legatee’.3

Suzanne Blum, Sir Godfrey Morley and Ronald Edgar Plummer (another partner at Allen & Overy) were granted ‘the seisin’ of his estate.

The Duke’s wishes were only fulfilled to the point that the Duchess benefited from the estate during her lifetime. The other provisions – and in particular the choice of universal legatee – were not adhered to.



Some years earlier, between 1953 and 1959, at a time when the Duchess was around sixty years old, and completely in control of her mental faculties, she made a note about what she wanted to happen to her houses, dogs and their various possessions. I have seen this document, much of which is written in the Duchess’s own hand. I appreciate that the document has no legal authority, but it is indicative of her wishes. As with the Duke’s will, the wishes expressed were not fulfilled.

The Duchess suggested that museums and galleries should be found to receive the two Cecil Beaton drawings of her, and her portraits by Alejo Vidal-Quadras, Ricardo Magni and René Bouché. Her portrait by Martin was to be destroyed.

Museums and galleries should also have the portraits of the Duke by James Gunn, Sir Alfred Munnings, Drian and Sir William Orpen, and the portrait of Queen Mary by Sir William Llewellyn. The paintings by Fantin Latour, Boudin, Stubbs and Bernard Lorjou should find similar homes.

Museums were to get the silver and silver gilt with monograms, the Duke’s uniforms, decorations (presumably also including his Orders), his Field Marshal’s baton, his dirk, the Abdication table, the illuminated addresses and the Augustus Rex (King of Saxony porcelain).

The Duchess singled out special friends to receive certain items. Mrs Robert Young, widow of the American financierII, who had advised the Duke so well over his investments, would receive a selection of four porcelain leaf dishes, the remainder of the porcelain and china to be sold. Jewellery was to go to Mrs Zachary Lewis (her first cousin)III, Princess Dmitri (the former Sheila Milbanke), Marjorie Amcotts Wilson, Mrs Polly Brooks Howe, Mrs Cordelia Biddle Robertson (a very old friend)IV, Mrs Baker Senior, and Mrs Baker Junior. The remainder of the jewellery was to be ‘sold by piece or broken up’. The Duchess wrote: ‘Regarding the jewelry [sic] the ladies could choose between the smaller pieces – the large stones to be sold as well as valuable brooches or bracelets.’

The Duchess wanted another cousin, Mrs Herndon, to receive first choice of her clothes, the second choice going to Mrs Douglas. She wanted gold boxes to go to the Earl of Dudley, and a red box to his daughter-in-law, Lady Ednam (Stella Carcano). The remainder would go to a museum or could be sold if money was required.

The Mill should be sold and the furniture there be offered to the Baltimore Museum. The remainder of the lease on 4, route du Champ d’Entraînement should be sold. The Duke’s clothes should be sold, but their photographs were to be offered to Lord Brownlow or to a museum. Their books (and in particular the books by figures such as Sir Winston Churchill and President Wilson) should be given to a library.

The Duchess loved her dogs. She wanted Sydney to take these, but in the event of no suitable home being found for them, then they should be put down.

This document was written at the time when Victor Waddilove was looking after the Windsors’ affairs. He was to receive the two walnut chests in the entrance hall of The Mill and the flower painting over the mantelpiece in the entrance hall of The Mill (with Moulin de la Tuilerie painted on the picture).4

The Duchess’s wishes were not fulfilled. Most of the items mentioned above were either sold in the 1987 sale of the Duchess’s jewels in Geneva or in the Fayed sale at Sotheby’s in New York in 1998. For example, the two Cecil Beaton drawings of the Duchess (Lot 50 – $134,500 & Lot 865 – $178,500), and her portraits by Vidal-Quadras (Lot 2496 – $9,000), Magni (Lot 2495 – $7,500) and two Bouchés (Lot 875 – $9,775; Lot 2098 – $27,000) were sold in New York; likewise portraits of the Duke by Munnings (Lot 1339 – $2,100,000), Drian (Lot 1335 – $3,500), and Orpen (Lot 1336 – $16,000), and the Llewellyn of Queen Mary (Lot 866 – $90,500) were sold in New York in 1998. Of the other items, the Lorjue painting (Lot 1607 – $26,000), the Abdication Table (Lot 843 – $415,000) and books by Churchill (Lot 1386 – $130,000; Lot 1387 – $22,000; & Lot 1388 – $36,000) and Woodrow Wilson (Lot 1393 – $31,000) also ended up in Sotheby’s, New York in 1998.

As we shall see, the James Gunn portrait of the Duke and other items such as the Field Marshal’s baton found their way into the Musée de la Légion d’Honneur by devious means.



Soon after her return to Paris, the Duchess had three visitors in quick succession – her lawyer, Sir Godfrey Morley, the Queen’s librarian, Sir Robin Mackworth-Young, and the mainstay of her London visit, the Duke’s cousin, Admiral of the Fleet Earl Mountbatten of Burma.

On 14 June, nine days after the funeral, Sir Godfrey Morley, came to lunch and talked to the Duchess about a number of plans. Since 1953 Sir Godfrey had dealt with all the Duke’s important legal affairs. He had discussed the Duke’s last will with him in 1971 and, as related, the Duke had signed it on 6 January 1972.

Sir Godfrey was a distinguished British lawyer, born in 1909, the son of a KC, and had been Senior Partner of Allen & Overy since 1960. He had served in the Rifle Brigade on staff in the Middle East and Italy during the Second World War, was awarded an OBE and the TD, had been a partner with Allen & Overy since 1934, had served as President of the Law Society and had been knighted in 1971. He sat on the Lord Chancellor’s Law Reform Commission. He had assisted Sir George Allen with the Duke of Windsor’s affairs since 1936.

The Duke was not always an easy client. It was Sir Godfrey who had had to deal with the Foreign Office when the Duke complained about lack of courtesy when he was in Texas for a check-up after his operationV.

It would have been hard to find a more honourable representative of the legal profession than Morley.

    A few days after his visit to the Duchess, Sir Godfrey wrote her a letter marked ‘Private and Confidential – To be opened only by the Duchess of Windsor.’ His letter raised important points. She had told him that she wished to move from the house, a recurring theme over many years. And she added that she wanted to get rid of John Utter as her Private Secretary, but Sir Godfrey dissuaded her from this on the grounds that Utter would be of great assistance in the winding-up of the Duke’s estate, and that she would need some help with her business affairs, travel arrangements and so forth.5 Miss Schütz, he pointed out, might not stay indefinitely.

The Duchess had raised the question of her will. Morley told her that there was ‘no absolute necessity’ to make a new will because her will provided that on her own death the legacies would be paid out, after necessary payments to staff, after which things would go to charities, except for historical objects which would go to regimental collections, archives and so on. He pointed out that what did need to be addressed was the question of legacies to servants who might leave during her lifetime, plus any decisions that she wished to make about leaving specific bequests to individuals rather than to charities, and again, whether she wanted her possessions all sold at death or whether some should be left to specific people.

Sir Godfrey was a reassuring presence. On 6 June he had advised her not to assist the Daily Express when they offered her £25,000 for extracts from her memoirs and some additional words from her: ‘Very soon I hope for an opportunity to discuss financial matters with you, but I can assure you that you are very amply provided for and need have no worries at all on that score.’6 The Duchess agreed that it would be undignified.

Sir Godfrey’s advice was sound. It seemed that the Duke’s wishes were to be fulfilled – but not for long.



The day after Sir Godfrey’s visit, Sir Robin Mackworth-Young came to lunch. He came to collect the first consignment of the Duke of Windsor’s papers to take them to the Royal Archives at Windsor Castle. This followed the discussion between the Duchess, the Duke of Edinburgh and Lord Mountbatten at the lunch after the Duke’s funeral ten days before.

Sir Robin was a calm, scholarly man who ran the Royal Archives with quiet efficiency. He played no part in the actual decision to move the papers. It was his job to collect them and in due course to have them organised and catalogued for permanent housing within the Royal Archives, where, if permission were granted, they would be available for study by respected historians, and placed at the disposal of an official biographer.VI

Sir Robin Mackworth-Young was born in 1920, was a King’s Scholar at Eton, had served in the RAF in the Second World War, and had then joined the Foreign Service. He had been appointed to work on Sir Owen Morshead’s staff at the Royal Library in 1955 and had succeeded him as librarian in 1958. To outsiders he could be aloof, as befitted the guardian of royal secrets, though one evening at a reception in the Norman Tower of Windsor Castle I observed him literally kneeling at the feet of Lady Diana Cooper, to press her for her views on the Windsors.

On the day of his visit, all the Duke’s Orders of Chivalry, both the British and Indian ones as well as those awarded by foreign royal houses, were brought from the bank. They made an impressive display laid out in the office while Sir Robin went about his business. They were then taken to England with the papers, and were displayed in the National Army Museum in Chelsea for over twenty years before finding a final home at Windsor Castle. The Duchess wanted them seen and it was generally felt that the Duke would have been pleased by this decision.



The first two visitors had been calm and quiet, and acting with good intentions, the lawyer advising what he felt was best for his client, the librarian fulfilling the Duchess’s wishes. The following visitor was rather different.

Admiral of the Fleet the Earl Mountbatten of Burma was the next to arrive hot foot from Britain. He came to see the Duchess at five p.m. on 30 June 1972, seemingly on a social visit. In fact he was testing the ground before his full onslaught began.

Without doubt Mountbatten had been supportive to the Duchess during her stay in Britain for the Duke’s funeral and had done much to make it easier for her and the Royal Family when they met at that difficult time. Unfortunately any good he did was soon undone as he took it upon himself to resolve what he perceived as the outstanding issues concerning the disposition of the respective estates of the Duke and Duchess.

A great-grandson of Queen Victoria, born in 1900, Mountbatten had been a youthful ally to the Duke of Windsor when he was Prince of Wales. In those days the Prince was at the very centre of the world to which young Dickie Mountbatten aspired. Mountbatten clawed his way onto Renown and sailed with him to India. There he met Edwina Ashley, reposing at Viceregal Lodge. She was rich and beautiful, he was dashing and ambitious, and he arrived in the Prince’s suite. Much to his financial advantage, Dickie married her. The Prince of Wales was his best man.

With Mountbatten it is necessary to peel away layers of fabrication before you reach the truth. He claimed to have been at the Fort throughout the Abdication, advising the King. In fact he lunched there only once, with the brothers on 10 December – only then – by which time the matter was decided. He claimed to have taken the new George VI for a stroll and a chat soon after he ascended the throne. He also claimed to have offered to be best man to the Duke of Windsor at his marriage in France. On the contrary, he declined to attend, advising a fellow naval officer who was offered a job working for the Duke: ‘The King is dead. Long Live the King.’7 He naturally allied himself as quickly as possible with the new monarch.

Mountbatten’s career advanced in leaps and bounds. He became the last Viceroy of India, he pushed the alliance between his nephew Prince Philip of Greece and the young Princess Elizabeth. He rose to the top of the Royal Navy, ending as Admiral of the Fleet and Chief of the Defence Staff. Much of his life was spent constructively, positively and forcefully. He was also a bully. A look at the scene in his film, The Life and Times of Admiral of the Fleet Lord Mountbatten of Burma, when he orders his grandchildren about on a beach in Ireland, advising them of better ways to build their sandcastles, is indicative of his need to dominate all those around him.

Mountbatten’s diaries make fascinating reading, since he was always firmly in the middle of them, always right. He never failed to take credit for any suggested idea, and (perhaps not uniquely) only took in what he wanted to take in. When he saw old friends, he invariably recorded that they were delighted to see him, even if evidence suggests the contrary.

So far as the Windsors were concerned, he considered himself their only true friend within the Royal Family. Certainly he was sure that he could help and at times ease a difficult situation. Unfortunately the Duke did not trust him, nor care for him much, and the Duchess bowed to the Duke’s knowledge of him.

There came a point in the last years of the Duke’s life when Mountbatten came over to France and showed the Windsors an extract from his film, the aforementioned The Life and Times of Admiral of the Fleet Lord Mountbatten of Burma, at a small cinema in Neuilly, taken over for the occasion. John Utter remembered the evening as the only time he ate caviar in hot pastry, a delicious dish devised by the Duchess. On that, or possibly a different evening, the Duke and Mountbatten sat down for a late-night chat. The Duke said to him: ‘Dickie, I’ve got a bone to pick with you. Why were you not my best man?’8 The Duke felt badly let down by Mountbatten over his wedding.

This was an issue that played on Mountbatten’s mind over the years. He took every opportunity to press his version of events onto biographers, such as Frances Donaldson. When he met Lady Alexandra Metcalfe in Greece in 1953, she recorded: ‘I sat by Dickie who got on his usual subject with me, the Duke of Windsor and the best-man story.’9

There is a hint in Mountbatten’s diaries that there had been some cooling off between himself and the Windsors. Dining alone with the Duke in Paris in February 1970, he noted: ‘We seem to have caught the old spirit really even more than in the 1930s, and I must say I thoroughly enjoyed the evening.’10 A few weeks later there was another visit. ‘So I went round and had an hour’s further gossip and tea when he repeated for the third time how much he had enjoyed the dinner with me.’11 On this occasion Mountbatten began to ask the Duke to whom he intended to leave certain objects, suggesting the Prince of Wales. The Duke commented later: ‘How dare he! He even tells me what he wants left to him!’12

Some years later, John Utter confirmed that Mountbatten was a pest. The Palace were always saying they tried to find things him for him to do. Otherwise he poked his nose into things. If Mountbatten telephoned, the Duke of Windsor would say: ‘And what does he want now?’13



It was unfortunate that Lord Mountbatten should have begun his campaign about the disposition of the Windsors’ property at a time when the Duchess was being harassed on all sides. As so often happens to widows, friends of the deceased began to make claims for objects they craved. Winston Guest, an American friend, was keen to take possession of some New Zealand jade merries for his collection. Then his wife, C.Z. – pronounced See Zee – some dubbed her ‘Sleazy’ – began to enquire about her jewellery. She expressed a particular liking for the Duchess’s earrings, hinting how much she admired them and how sorry she was that Winston had never found her such a beautiful pair. The Duchess was extremely upset by this and, in her weakened state, cried about it. She felt under pressure that she could no longer even enjoy wearing her own jewels without her friends trying to purloin them.
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