

















Dear Reader:


The Childhood of World Figures books, a companion series to our acclaimed Childhood of Famous Americans series, chronicles the early years of famous men and women from around the world in an accessible manner. Each book is faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that influenced the person’s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been added to make the stories come alive for today’s reader, but every reasonable effort has been made to make the stories consistent with the events, ethics, and character of their subjects.


These books reaffirm the importance of world history and the contributions that have been made by people from across the globe. We hope you enjoy reading about the heroes and heroines who helped shape our world.


Happy Reading!


The Editors 
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To the Gormley princesses: Kit, Margaret, and Mary Rose







If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”
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CHAPTER 1 TEA WITH THE PRINCES



“Not hair-wash time again!” protested the little girl.


“Now Diana, think how pretty you’ll be with lovely, clean—” the girl’s nanny said, trying to guide her into the bathroom. But Diana slipped from her grasp and ran down the hall.


“I’ll not chase you all over the house,” warned Nanny Thompson as she followed. That made Diana giggle, because Nanny was chasing her. She headed for the top of the stairs and the white wrought-iron banister. Diana vaulted onto the banister and slid down, still giggling. Let Nanny try this!


It was midwinter in Norfolk, England, a few days after Christmas 1966. Diana Spencer, five years old, and her two-year-old brother, Charlie, had been invited to tea with their neighbors’ children. The Spencers lived in Park House, at the edge of an estate called Sandringham. Their neighbors, the owners of the estate, were the Windsors. They were also known as Queen Elizabeth II of England and her husband, Prince Philip, the Duke of Edinburgh. Diana and Charles’s hosts for tea would be the Windsors’ younger boys, Prince Andrew and Prince Edward.


At the bottom of the stone stairs Diana turned to see her sister Sarah coming in the door. Sarah, the oldest of the Spencer children at eleven, had just finished riding. She had her jodhpurs and boots on, and her face was pink. Strands of red hair escaped from under her riding hat.


“Diana, you’d better go have your bath,” said Sarah. “You can’t be late for royalty—don’t you know that?” In a teasing tone she added, “Besides, if you keep Prince Andrew waiting, he won’t want to marry you when you grow up.” 


Diana knew the part about marrying was a joke, but she let Nanny catch her and shepherd her back up to the nursery rooms. Diana did like it after hair-wash, when her long blond hair was combed and silky clean. Nanny buttoned the back of Diana’s new blue velvet dress and buckled her party shoes. Then they set off for the “big house,” as Diana called the Windsors’.


Diana could have walked to Sandringham House, with Nanny pushing Charlie in the pram, if they hadn’t been all dressed up. But on this chilly December afternoon they climbed into the car with Nanny, and the Spencers’ chauffeur drove them to the royal mansion. It was an enormous brick building, ten times as big as Park House.


A footman met Nanny and the two Spencer children at the front entrance and showed them upstairs to the nursery floor. There, Mabel Anderson, the royal nanny, took over.


The princes were dressed up, too, wearing ties and jackets with their short pants. “Good afternoon, Your Royal Highnesses,” said Diana. She curtsied without even being reminded by Nanny.


“Good afternoon, Miss Spencer,” said Prince Andrew, six years old. Prince Edward and Diana’s brother, both two years old, were too little to have proper manners.


The children ate their meal sitting at a table, while another footman served. As they drank their milk and ate their buttered toast with honey, Diana and Andrew began to laugh at their little brothers.


Prince Edward seemed to like the honey very much. He pressed a piece of toast to his face, to lick the honey off. Then he wiped his sticky hands on his fair hair. Diana and Andrew exchanged glances and giggled.


An older boy, almost grown up, appeared at the nursery door. He gave Nanny Anderson a kiss on the cheek. “A tea party!” he exclaimed. “Why wasn’t I invited?”


“Charles,” Andrew greeted him, “look at Edward!” 


“What’s this?” asked Prince Charles, making a face of mock horror at his youngest brother. “Old Edward Bear has got into the honey pot again, eh?” He turned to Diana. “Good afternoon, Miss Spencer. I hope you’re having a nice tea.”


“Yes, thank you, Your Royal Highness,” answered Diana through her giggles. She slipped down from her chair for a moment to curtsy. The older prince had a mild, pleasant look. His ears were large and stuck out a bit under his curly dark brown hair. With a wave good-bye, he was gone again.


After the meal, the princes’ nanny cleaned up the two littlest boys. Andrew said to Diana, “Let’s play hide-and-seek.”


Diana agreed, except she wanted to be the one to hide and so did Andrew. Luckily Andrew’s mother appeared just then to look in on the children’s tea.


“Good afternoon, Your Majesty,” said Diana, curtsying again. The queen was a pretty woman, with pink cheeks and twinkly blue eyes. Not as pretty as my mother, though, Diana thought. Frances Spencer was tall, slim, and blond.


At Andrew’s begging, the queen agreed to be “it.”


“Hooray!” shouted Andrew. “Close your eyes and count to thirty, Mummy.”


The queen put her hands over her eyes and started counting, “Five, ten—”


“Not by fives!” protested Andrew. Holding Diana’s hand, he pulled her into the hall.


After hide-and-seek, Nanny Thompson came up from the servants’ common room to fetch the Spencer children. On the drive back to Park House she asked Diana, “Did you have a nice tea with Prince Andrew and Prince Edward, dear?”


“Tea was quite nice,” answered Diana. She paused, trying to think why it had been harder than usual to have fun. Maybe it was Sandringham House itself. “But I don’t like that big, ugly house.”


With a gasp, Nanny turned from the front seat to stare. “What a way to talk! Any other  little girl in the world would jump at the chance to have tea with the princes.”


Nanny didn’t understand, and Diana couldn’t really explain what she meant. But she knew what she had felt: a heavy dullness that hung in the air where the princes lived.


A few months later, on a rainy morning at Park House, Diana followed the sound of piano notes into the music room. She knew it would be Grandmother Ruth at the grand piano. Sarah took piano lessons, and her teacher said she was quite good. But the rich, full sound that Grandmother’s fingers drew from the piano was something else entirely.


Grandmother Ruth, Mummy’s mother, had come to Park House for a visit. She was also called Lady Fermoy because her husband had been Baron Fermoy. She was lady-in-waiting to the Queen Mother, Prince Andrew and Edward’s grandmother. That meant she spent most of her time with the royal court, keeping the Queen Mother company. 


Diana looked out the windows of the music room at the wet tennis court. Then she began to stroll around the room, gazing at the photographs. That was Daddy in uniform with his regiment, the Scots Guards. That was Daddy and Mummy with little Sarah and baby Jane, before Diana was born. And this one, of a man and woman arm-in-arm in front of a church, was Mummy and Daddy getting married.


As Diana studied the black-and-white picture, Grandmother Ruth played a final trill and chord. “Good morning, Diana.” She came over to look at the photo with her. “Now that was a day to remember.”


“Mummy’s so beautiful,” said Diana. The young woman in the photo wore a long white dress, and a white veil floated behind her tiara-crowned head.


“Yes, Frances made quite a stir in society the year she came out, in nineteen fifty-four. The papers called her wedding to Johnny, your daddy, the wedding of the year,” said her grandmother with satisfaction. “Your father was not only Viscount Althorp—the next Earl Spencer—but also equerry to the queen, a court attendant, at the time.” She pointed to the church in the picture. “They were married in Westminster Abbey, in London.”


“Did the queen come to the wedding?” asked Diana.


“Oh yes, and Prince Philip, and of course my dear friend the Queen Mother.” Grandmother Ruth smiled. “There were more than one thousand guests. The reception was held at St. James’s Palace.”


Diana looked from the picture to her grandmother. Grandmother Ruth wasn’t soft and kind like Daddy’s mother, Grandmother Cynthia, but she was interesting. She pronounced the words “equerry to the Queen,” “Westminster Abbey,” and “St. James’s Palace” as if they tasted delicious in her mouth.


Then Diana remembered something her sister Sarah had said. “If I married Prince Andrew, would our wedding be in Westminster Abbey?” 


Grandmother Ruth didn’t laugh at the idea of Diana marrying the prince. In fact, she looked pleased. “Very likely. And then you’d be the Duchess of York, wouldn’t you?”


By the next summer, Nanny Janet Thompson had left the Spencers. Diana overheard Nanny telling her mother why. Sarah had refused to tidy her room, and then she had said something rude to Nanny. It was the last straw, Nanny said.


That was upsetting enough. But one afternoon, before the new nanny arrived, Diana overheard something much worse. It was her parents’ angry voices in the drawing room. Diana peeked in the open door. They were turned away from her, and she slipped behind a drapery.


Diana didn’t really understand what they were quarreling about. Her mother said something scornful about the Sandringham Cattle Show. Her father said something about London in a quiet, mean voice. Her mother answered him in a light, cold voice. Their voices went on, back and forth, as if they were throwing gravel at each other. Diana thought somebody ought to say, “Stop this at once!” But there was no one to say that to her mummy and daddy.


Finally, Frances Spencer’s heels clicked across the floor, and Diana glimpsed her walking out the door. Diana’s father sighed heavily and walked around the room. Then he left too.


Diana ran down to the kitchen, brushing past Jane on the stairs. “What’s gotten into you?” asked Jane, but Diana didn’t answer.


In the kitchen, Diana threw herself at the cook. The woman was stirring something on the stove, but she put her free arm around Diana. “What is it, dear? I’m sure it’s nothing to cry about.”


Diana knew there was something to cry about, but she didn’t want to talk about it. The cook sat her at the kitchen table and gave her a cup of cocoa and some chocolate biscuits, and after a while Diana felt a little better. 


A few days later another nanny took Janet Thompson’s place, but she didn’t stay long. “Why ever is this nanny leaving?” murmured Sarah to Jane. “I didn’t say boo to her. Was it because our Charlie is such a little pig? Or was it because Diana threw Nanny’s clothes out on the roof?”


“Diana’s gotten as naughty as you,” agreed Jane with a laugh.


Diana climbed into a tree near the front drive and watched the chauffeur put the nanny’s suitcase into the car. This nanny had deserved to have tricks played on her. She’d kept a wooden spoon in her pocket to hit Diana and Charlie on the head if they misbehaved.


Still, now that the woman was leaving. Diana felt rather sorry that the nanny didn’t like her. As the car started off toward the train station, Diana called, “Good-bye!” and gave a friendly wave. But the nanny didn’t wave back.


In September there were more changes in the Spencer household. Sarah and Jane went off to boarding school at West Heath. And Frances Spencer went off to London. “Mummy’s going to try living in the city for a while,” she said brightly to Diana and Charlie. “Just the three of us and Nanny.” The day after she left, Diana and her brother, accompanied by their nanny, took the train to London.


Johnny Spencer came to the train station to see Diana and Charlie off. “I need to stay and look after the cattle, but I’ll come to visit you on the weekends,” he promised. “We’ll go to the zoo and see the elephant—won’t that be jolly?”


Frances Spencer now had an apartment on Cadogan Place, in Belgravia, a nice section of London. Diana went to a day school, and Charlie to a kindergarten. On weekends their father picked them up. Johnny and Frances were polite to each other, but Diana noticed that her mother often had tears in her eyes. And there were new lines around her father’s mouth.


December came, and the school term ended. Diana, Charlie, and their mother rode the train to Norfolk to spend Christmas at Park House. Diana was glad—she was sure her mother would decide to stay, once she got back to Park House. London was interesting in a way, but Diana had missed Norfolk. At Park House, she could run outside without waiting for a grown-up to take her. She could climb trees, run over the fields with the dogs, and visit the stables and feed carrots to the horses. Sarah and Jane were home from school too—everything was the way it should be.


On Christmas Day the children got piles of presents, as usual. Diana had asked for another stuffed animal, and sure enough Father Christmas had brought her a lovely fuzzy green hippo. Right after breakfast she put the hippo into her doll pram, wrapped up against the cold, and wheeled him around the drive. She ate all the chocolates she wanted to.


But only a few days later, everything turned dreadful. On that gray morning, Diana walked slowly down the front stairs. Today, she didn’t  feel like sliding. She sat down on the bottom step, clutching the railings, and leaned her head against them. Footsteps passed her going up the stairs and coming down again, but she didn’t turn her head. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the servants’ feet and the bags and suitcases they carried. Mummy’s suitcases.


Finally, Diana heard her mother’s step. She smelled her mother’s scent, verbena cologne, as Frances Spencer sat down beside her. “Diana, I’m going back to London now.”


Diana knew perfectly well what her mother meant, but she said, “All right, Mummy. I’ll go pack my animals.”


“No, dear.” Her mother’s voice was choked. “I have to go by myself. Daddy says you and Charlie are to stay here.”


“Don’t go,” said Diana in a small voice.


Her mother gave her a squeeze, but she said, “Darling, I have to go. It’s better for Daddy and Mummy not to live together. You see, we can’t be happy together.”


With a final kiss, Frances Spencer got up and hurried out the front door. Diana stayed on the bottom step, feeling the cold stone and the cold iron railings. She heard footsteps crunching the gravel drive, and a car door slammed. The car engine started, and wheels rolled over the gravel.


Then there was silence. The silence seemed to go on and on, as if Diana were the only person in the whole cold world. She sat there for a long time.


Diana finally got up and climbed the stairs to her nursery room. She looked at the stuffed animals on her bed. They seemed cold, too, in spite of their fur. Going to Charlie’s room, she found his baby clothes in the bottom drawer of his dresser. She brought a stack of the little shirts and sweaters and trousers back to her room. Murmuring softly to her animals, she began to dress the teddy bear. “All nice and warm!” she said, kissing his nose. 





CHAPTER 2 TO MUMMY AND DADDY



After the Christmas holidays, Diana and her brother Charlie started at a school in King’s Lynn, the nearby village. Diana liked Miss Lowe, the headmistress of Silfield School, and Miss Lowe seemed to like the way Diana helped with the littlest children.


Diana’s favorite class was art class, especially painting. One day she stood at her easel, wearing an old shirt of her father’s for a painting smock over her red and gray school uniform. She was putting the finishing touches on a picture of her black-and-white dog Jill running across a green field. Diana was pleased with the way the dog’s ears had turned out.


Hearing someone come up behind her, Diana turned to see a girl named Sylvia. Sylvia  wasn’t especially nice to Diana. But now, Diana thought, Sylvia must be admiring her picture. “That’s my dog Jill,” she explained. “She’s an English springer spaniel. See her ears flopping up and down?”


Sylvia put her hands on her hips. “You can’t sign your picture ‘To Mummy and Daddy,’” she said.


Diana was taken aback. Her face got warm. “Yes, I can.”


“No, you can’t.” The other girl looked smug. “Your mum and dad don’t live together, so they can’t share.”


Diana felt as if Sylvia had slapped her. She burst into tears. Sylvia looked alarmed, as if she hadn’t meant to be quite that mean, and she scuttled back to her own easel.


The art teacher rushed to Diana and put an arm around her. “What’s the matter, dear? You can’t be crying about your picture—it’s a lovely picture of your dog.”


Diana finally wiped her tears and blew her nose, but she wouldn’t say why she was crying. It was too awful to talk about. She thought she must be the only girl in Silfield School whose parents didn’t live together.
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