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'It is excellent news that Theo Aronson's lively panorama of European royalties is to be
republished. Skilfully interwoven with each other, Theo Aronson's accounts of these reigns,
abdications and exiles capture the scope and variety of what Victoria used to call the Royal
Mob.'Elizabeth LongfordEver since the instant success of his first book The Golden Bees: The
Story of the Bonapartes, Theo Aronson has steadily built up his reputation as an historical
biographer specializing in the Royal Houses of Europe. Among his many widely read books are
Napoleon and Josephine: A Love Story, Crowns in Conflict: The Triumph and the Tragedy of
European Monarchy 1910-1918 and The King in Love: Edward VII's Mistresses.His books have
been published in Britain, the United States, France, Germany, Spain, Italy, Holland and
Belgium; in paperback, in book club editions and in serialization.THE KING IN LOVE: King
Edward VII's Mistresses'I found it totally absorbing... a thoroughly enjoyable book from start to
finish.'Auberon Waugh, The Independent'Mr Aronson is scrupulously fair . . . his book is
entertaining and lively.'Brian Masters, The StandardNAPOLEON AND JOSEPHINE: A Love
Story'He tells their story superbly well . . . Aronson has a wonderful eye for significant detail as
well as a shrewd appreciation of character. Above all his book is wonderfully readable.'Patrick
Taylor-Martin, Sunday Times'Mr Aronson, an exceptional authority on the world's crowned or
once crowned heads, makes Josephine irresistible . . . absorbing and scholarly.'Alastair Forbes,
Sunday Telegraph

“Dotti’s book offers a unique view of the star’s personal life through the lens of her food
philosophies, including a love of growing vegetables in the garden and sourcing from local
farmer’s markets.” — Redbook.com“Home cooks are offered a taste of Hepburn’s life beyond the
sound stages, red carpets and magazine covers.” — Yahoo! FoodFrom the Back CoverNew York
Times BestsellerEnter Audrey Hepburn’s private world in this unique New York Times bestselling
biography compiled by her son that combines recollections, anecdotes, excerpts from her
personal correspondence, drawings, and recipes for her favorite dishes written in her own hand,
and more than 250 previously unpublished personal family photographs.Audrey at Home offers
fans an unprecedented look at the legendary star, bringing together the varied aspects of her life
through the food she loved—from her childhood in Holland during World War II, to her time in
Hollywood as an actress and in Rome as a wife and mother, to her final years as a philanthropist
traveling the world for UNICEF.Here are fifty recipes that reflect Audrey’s life, set in the context of
a specific time, including Chocolate Cake with Whipped Cream—a celebration of liberation in
Holland at the end of the war; Penne alla Vodka—a favorite home-away-from-home dish in
Hollywood; Turkish-style Sea Bass—her romance with and subsequent marriage to Andrea
Dotti; Boeuf à la Cuillère—Givenchy’s favorite dish, which she’d prepare when he’d visit her in



Switzerland; and Mousse au Chocolat—dinner at the White House. Audrey also loved the
basics: Spaghetti al Pomodoro was an all-time favorite, particularly when returning home from
her travels, as was a dish of good vanilla ice cream. Each recipe is accompanied by step-by-step
instructions, including variations and preparation tips, anecdotes about Audrey and her life, and
a poignant collection of photographs and memorabilia.Audrey at Home is a personal scrapbook
of Audrey’s world and the things she loved best—her children, her friends, her pets. It is a life
that unfolds through food, photographs, and intimate vignettes in a sophisticated and lovely
book that is a must for Audrey Hepburn fans and food lovers.About the AuthorLuca Dotti is the
son of Audrey Hepburn and Italian psychiatrist, Professor Andrea Dotti. Luca is a former graphic
designer and now chairs the Audrey Hepburn's Children's Fund. Created by Audrey's family in
1994, the Fund helps children in need around the world. Dotti lives in Rome with his wife and
three children.Read more
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Matriarchy TodayNotes on SourcesBibliographyAuthor’s NoteThe direct descendants of Queen
Victoria occupy, or have occupied, ten European thrones. It is with this dynastic expansion that
this book is concerned. However, in order to accommodate, and make intelligible, so immense a
subject as the Queen’s crowned descendants, I have found it necessary to set myself certain
limits. The study is confined to those of the Queen’s children, grandchildren or great-
grandchildren who first occupied the various European thrones, and not with their descendants. I
therefore deal with Queen Victoria’s son Bertie, who became King Edward VII but not with his
son, who became King George V; and with the Queen’s daughter Vicky who – as the wife of the
German Emperor Frederick III – became German Empress, but not with Vicky’s son Kaiser
Wilhelm II. I do, however, deal with Vicky’s daughter Sophie, who married the future King of the
Hellenes; for she, as Queen Victoria’s granddaughter, was the first of Victoria’s direct
descendants to become a queen in Greece. Thus, with the exception of King Edward VII, this
book is concerned with the various British or half-British princesses who became the queens
and empresses of Europe.Secondly, I have confined myself, very largely, to the personal lives of



the characters concerned; this is a domestic history, not a political one. The focus throughout is
on the royal courts; the political, economic and military events of the period are relegated to the
background. Only when a subject – such as Vicky, the German Empress, or Alicky, the Tsaritsa –
is closely involved in the political life of the country, are politics dealt with in any detail; otherwise
they are simply mentioned en passant. This is a book about people. It is biography, rather than
history.I must thank Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II by whose gracious permission certain
extracts from the Journals of Queen Victoria are here published for the first time. For arranging
this, I am indebted to Sir Michael Adeane, Her Majesty the Queen’s Private Secretary and
Keeper of the Archives, and Mr Robert Mackworth-Young, Librarian at Windsor Castle. I am
grateful for the help I have received from Dr Anton Ritthaler of the Hausarchiv, Burg
Hohenzollern, Munich, Dr Branig of the Geheimes Staatsarchiv, Berlin, and Don J. Almudevar of
the Biblioteca Nacional, Madrid. I must thank also the staffs of the British Museum, the Spanish
Institute Library and the Hispanic Council Library, London; the Library of Congress, Washington;
the Biblioteca Nacional, Madrid; and the Danish Ministry of Foreign Affairs, Copenhagen.I owe a
special word of thanks to Miss Myra Conradie, not only for drawing up the magnificent
genealogical table from which I have worked (and of which only a simplified version appears in
this book) but for helpful advice during the planning stages of this study. For information,
material, advice and help, I am indebted to Don Ernesto La Orden, Don Manue’ Garcia-Miranda,
Dr Klaus Schmidt, Mr Anton Reinhardt, Mr P. Skovgaard Andersen, Mr Lars Jensen, Mr
Christopher Lavrano, Mr Keith Killby, Mr Andre Bothner, Mrs Alma Holtzhausen, Mrs Dorothy
Caine, Mrs Ilse Rooseboom, Miss Ann Seeliger and Miss Norah Henshilwood.My chief thanks,
however, are to Mr Brian Roberts whose assistance, encouragement and expert advice have
been invaluable.Four recently published books which have proved especially useful and to
whose authors I am deeply indebted are Nicholas and Alexandra by Robert K. Massie
(Gollancz), Queen Mary by James Pope-Hennessy (Allen & Unwin), King Edward the Seventh
by Philip Magnus (John Murray) and Louise Mountbatten, Queen of Sweden by Margit Fjellman
(Allen & Unwin). I should also like to thank the publishers of the following books for permission to
quote copyright material: Letters of the Empress Frederick, edited by Sir Frederick Ponsonby
and Recollections of Three Reigns, by Sir Frederick Ponsonby (Macmillan & Co Ltd, London and
Basingstoke); The Empress Frederick Writes to Sophie, edited by Arthur Gould Lee (Faber &
Faber); The Letters of Queen Victoria, 2nd series, edited by G. E. Buckle (John
Murray).1973PrologueGolden JubileeSummer 18871‘The day has come,’ wrote Queen Victoria
on the morning of 20 June 1887, ‘and I am alone .…’By ‘alone’ the Queen meant that the Prince
Consort, dead these twenty-five years, was not by her side to celebrate her Golden Jubilee. She
could hardly have meant anything else. Buckingham Palace was crammed with royal guests, the
majority of whom were closely related to the Queen. At every turn she could come up against a
son, a daughter, a grandson, a granddaughter, a first or a second cousin. Although the Queen’s
husband might have been absent, their family, which she admitted was ‘legion’, was very much
in evidence.From all over Europe they had come to celebrate this fiftieth anniversary of the



Queen’s accession. Never before had such a galaxy of royalties been assembled in Buckingham
Palace. There were kings, crown princes, archdukes, grand dukes and scores of princes – many
of them with wives, children and grandchildren. The rooms were alive with Bourbons,
Braganzas, Bernadottes, Battenbergs, Hapsburgs, Hohenzollerns, Romanovs, Coburgs,
Glucksburgs, Savoys, Wittelsbachs and Hesses, as well as the royalties from various lesser
states – limited in size but inexhaustible in the matter of providing consorts – such as Saxe-
Meinigen, Saxe-Weimar, Mecklenburg-Strelitz, Mecklenburg-Schwerin, Schleswig-Holstein and
Hohenlohe-Langenburg. And there were more exotic guests still: honey-skinned princes from
such far-flung countries as India, Persia, Japan and Siam. There was even the irrepressible
Queen of Hawaii, who had arrived with a piece of her own handiwork to present to the Queen:
‘very rare feathers,’ noted Victoria, ‘but very strangely arranged as a wreath round my
monogram, also in feathers on a black ground, framed’.To Buckingham Palace, which had
known so little gaiety since the Prince Consort’s death, this cosmopolitan company brought a
sudden burst of brilliance. They might not all have been scintillating personalities but their
presence created a decidedly kaleidoscopic air. The men were luxuriantly bewhiskered,
superbly uniformed and dazzlingly bemedalled. The women were elaborately coiffured, tightly
corseted and generously bustled. Little princes, kilted or sailor-suited, cavorted with princesses
in frilled skirts and satin sashes. For a few days this royal throng was engaged in an almost
ceaseless round of activity. Life was a succession of public appearances, presentations,
receptions, luncheons and dinners. Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria complained that he did not
even have the opportunity to speak to his father-in-law, King Leopold II of the Belgians. ‘I am
frightfully rushed …’ he scribbled to his wife, at home in Vienna, ‘no one has any free
time.’Busiest of all was the sixty-eight-year-old Queen Victoria. From the moment of her arrival at
Buckingham Palace from Windsor on the morning of 20 June until her return three days later,
she was on the move. With the King of Denmark on her right hand and the King of Greece on her
left, she presided over a family dinner and noted how splendidly the gold plate gleamed under
the blaze of lights. In the Small Ballroom she accepted a present from her assembled children
and grandchildren: an immense and elaborate table decoration in gold, silver and enamel,
fashioned in Berlin under the eye of her eldest daughter, the German Crown Princess. In the
Large Ballroom (‘half dead with fatigue’) she received the corps diplomatique, foreign envoys
and their suites. In the White Drawing-room, she granted audience to a deputation from the
‘Women of England’. In the Green Drawing-room she held a great reception for the Indian
princes and was almost overwhelmed by the splendour of their jewels and costumes. She had
always had a penchant for dark, good-looking men; ‘the handsome Rao of Kutch, most
beautifully dressed,’ she enthused, ‘really he and his brother were like a dream At yet another
dinner, wearing a dress embroidered with roses, thistles and shamrocks and her ‘large
diamonds’, she listened to her eldest son, the Prince of Wales, propose the health of the
sovereigns and royal guests crowded around the table.The climax of these royal celebrations
was the Thanksgiving Service in Westminster Abbey on 21 June. It was a day of brilliant



sunshine; the longest of the year. The vast crowds lining the route had the satisfaction of seeing
almost every member of the Sovereign’s extensive family pass by. In the first procession drove
the Queen’s royal guests, not quite all of whom were her relations, but the second procession
was made up entirely of her direct descendants. It needed ten carriages to accommodate her
daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters, granddaughter-in-law and their ladies. They were
followed by the men of the family. Splendidly mounted, glittering with gold, their accoutrements
all a-jingle and their plumes all a-flutter, the Queen’s three sons, five sons-in-law, nine grandsons
and grandsons-in-law trotted by. It was a marvellous sight. Her eldest son, the forty-five-year-old
Prince of Wales, was in the bright red tunic and plumed helmet of a British Field-Marshal; his
eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was in the blue and gold of the 10th Hussars; his second son,
Prince George, was in the blue of a Lieutenant of the Royal Navy. Others were in scarlet and still
others in green. Most, Spectacular of all was the German Crown Prince Frederick, husband of
the Queen’s eldest daughter Vicky. In his white uniform, silver cuirass and great eagle-crowned
helmet, he looked, it was said, like ‘one of the legendary heroes embodied in the creations of
Wagner’. Dear Fritz, noted the Queen less poetically, ‘looked so handsome and so well’.The
princes were followed by an escort of Indian cavalry, exotically turbaned, and then came the
open landau drawn by six cream-coloured horses, in which sat the Queen, her eldest daughter
Vicky, German Crown Princess, and her daughter-in-law Alexandra, Princess of Wales.Whereas
the Crown Princess looked attractive and the Princess of Wales superb (in cream and gold
brocade with a toque of creamy-pink roses), the Queen looked hardly different from her
everyday self. She had flatly refused to wear her robes of state for the great occasion. When the
Princess of Wales, on behalf of the Queen’s children, had tried to get the Queen to change her
mind, she had been given short shrift. ‘I was never so snubbed in all my life,’ complained
Alexandra. So the Queen drove to the Abbey in a dress of black satin, relieved by the blue Garter
ribbon, several glittering orders and a few lace panels. One concession she did make, and this
was in the matter of her bonnet. For the first time in twenty-five years she forsook a black bonnet
for a white one. From a Marie Stuart-shaped brim, set with diamonds, a tuft of white feathers
sprouted heavenwards, while a length of white Alencon lace was secured firmly under her chin.
It was not notably regal but it was something.Through the vociferously acclaiming, lavishly
decorated streets the Queen drove to the Abbey. At the door she was met by a cluster of
clergymen, all gorgeously robed. She started slowly up the nave to the strains of an overture by
Handel. Preceded by the princes of her family and followed by the princesses, she made her
way to the red-carpeted dais on which stood the Coronation chair. She was not too overwrought
to spot various familiar faces in the congregation, but she was spared the sight of her Hête noire,
Mr Gladstone, ‘though he was there’.‘I sat alone (oh! without my beloved husband, for whom this
would have been such a proud day!)’ wrote the Queen. But if Prince Albert was not there in
person, reminders of him were in no way lacking. They played his Te Deum and they sang his
chorale. At the end of the service (‘to which all, even the natives of Asia, seemed reverently
attentive,’ ran one report) the Queen’s – and the Prince Consort’s – descendants passed before



her to pay homage. Her sons, sons-in-law, grandsons and grandsons-in-law bowed and kissed
her hand; her daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters and granddaughter-in-law curtsied
and were embraced by her.‘It was a moving moment,’ noted the Queen, ‘and tears were in some
of their eyes.’For many, the sight of the old Queen embracing the members of her family was the
most touching of the day’s events. ‘What Queen in the world has been so rich in offspring and
has such good cause to rejoice in her many children?’ asked one effusive observer. ‘She was
perfectly justified in kissing them all round.…’The service over, the royal family drove once more
in triumph through the streets. At the Palace the Queen thankfully exchanged her bonnet for her
cap and distributed jubilee brooches to the members of her family. Not until four in the afternoon
did they sit down to luncheon. The rest of the day passed in a haze of presentations, greetings,
speeches and gift-giving, and ended in the flash and shimmer of fireworks. Exhausted, the
Queen slipped away to bed.‘Felt truly grateful that all had passed off so admirably, and this
never-to-be-forgotten day will always leave the most gratifying and heart-stirring memories
behind,’ she wrote.She had every reason to be gratified. Not only had her Golden Jubilee been a
triumphant national event but it had emphasized her role as the head of a great royal clan. More
than anything, Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee was a family affair. Her Diamond Jubilee, ten
years hence, was to have an altogether different atmosphere: it would be grander, more imperial,
more stridently nationalistic. Then she would be hailed as the Queen-Empress of a mighty
Empire; now she was being greeted as a European sovereign, head of a cosmopolitan family,
the Grandmama of Europe.She certainly had a right to this title. Not only was she Europe’s
leading monarch but, being part Coburg and having married a Coburg, she was related to
almost every royal family on the Continent. Her Coburg cousins or second cousins reigned in
Belgium, Portugal and Bulgaria and had married, or would one day marry, into the ruling families
of France, Austria and Italy. Her son’s wives were related to the Russian, Danish, Greek and
Dutch monarchies. She was even to be connected to that most outre of dynasties, the
Bonapartes. Had Crown Prince Rudolf not shot his mistress and himself at Mayerling, his wife -
Queen Victoria’s second cousin, Princess Stephanie of Belgium – would have been Empress of
Austria. A mad and beautiful female cousin, now locked up in a Belgian castle, had once been
the Empress of Mexico. Yet another second cousin, the jewelled and perfumed Ferdinand of
Bulgaria, dreamed of having himself crowned Emperor of a new Byzantine Empire, in Saint Sofia
in Constantinople.But even without these various collatoral ramifications, through the marriages
of her direct descendants alone Queen Victoria could claim to be Europe’s royal grandmother.
Through ten of her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren she came to be linked to the
majority of the reigning sovereigns of the Continent. Her eldest son was to succeed to her own
throne as King Edward VII. Her eldest daughter was to become German Empress, the mother of
Kaiser Wilhelm II. One granddaughter would be the last, tragic Empress of Russia. Another
would become Queen Sophie of the Hellenes, the mother of no fewer than three Greek kings
and one Romanian queen. Other granddaughters would be Queen Marie of Romania, Queen
Maud of Norway and Queen Ena of Spain. Her great-granddaughters would become Queen



Marie of Yugoslavia, Queen Louise of Sweden and Queen Ingrid of Denmark. And most of
these, in turn, were to be the mothers and grandmothers of kings.It was thus with justification
that a disgruntled Hapsburg archduke could complain that ‘the Coburgs gain throne after throne
and spread their growing power abroad over the whole earth’. And that Bismarck could refer to
Coburg as ‘the stud farm of Europe’. In the years between Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee and
the end of the First World War, the old Catholic monarchies were completely overshadowed; it
was the Protestant royalties, and more particularly those with Coburg blood, who led the field.
From snow-bound St Petersburg to stifling Lisbon, from rain-lashed London to sun-drenched
Athens, the Coburgs wielded their influence. The wagons-lits were forever carrying yet another
member of the family to a foreign capital: the Orient Express took them to Sofia, the Star of the
North took them to St Petersburg. Stiffly they stood amongst the potted palms on station
platforms waiting for trains to transport them to weddings in Madrid, house-parties in
Copenhagen, christenings at Potsdam and funerals at Windsor. The Queen’s Coburg relations
exchanged gossip in the orchid houses at Laeken, they were piped aboard yachts on the Tagus,
they opened balls in the Hofburg. In swaggering cavalcades they passed along the streets of
Brussels or Berlin or Bucharest.Indeed, this last great flowering of Europe’s monarchy was very
much a family affair: a royal aggrandizement presided over by the plump and imperious
Grandmama of them all.2If, to the world, Queen Victoria was the remote and Illustrious
Grandmama of Europe, to her grandchildren she was every bit as awe inspiring. To them,
whether they were youngsters, or men and women on the threshold of middle age, the prestige
of Grandmama Queen was almost overwhelming. ‘They spoke to her,’ testifies one of these
grandchildren, ‘with bated breath, and even when not present she was never mentioned except
with lowered voice.’To be taken to see their grandmother was an event of extreme importance in
the lives of the children. ‘I have so much to do and have suffered so much from my head lately
that I fear that I cannot undertake to see you this time,’ wrote the Queen imperiously to the
mother of one such brood of royal children, ‘but if you will send Girdlestone [the nurse] with the
children by herself at half past ten on Wednesday I could find a few minutes to see them – which
I long to do.’Along wide, silent and deeply carpeted corridors, like a flock of ‘well-behaved little
geese’, the children would be driven by their anxious nurses towards the Queen’s apartments.
No one spoke above a whisper. Even reprimands were delivered in hushed tones. ‘Mind you
curtsy at the door and kiss Grandmama’s hand and don’t make a noise and mind you are good,’
would run the scarcely audible instructions. Soundlessly, one after another, double doors would
be opened by low-bowing, liveried footmen; ‘it was like passing through the forecourts of a
temple, before approaching the final mystery to which only the initiated had access.’ The last
door would open and there, sitting at her desk in an old-fashioned, elaborately flounced black
silk dress with a snowy widow’s cap on her head, would be Queen Victoria.To the children, the
Queen might be awesome but she was never frightening. She was certainly not the ogre of
popular imagination. In fact, the more perceptive amongst her grandchildren realized that she
was just as shy of them as they were of her. On seeing them, the Queen would smile her timid



smile and give a little shrug of her shoulders. A quick, nervous laugh always preceded her
opening remarks. Conversation was halting and made up, for the most part, of questions about
the children’s behaviour. Any report of naughtiness would be met with mock exclamations of
horror on the part of the Queen. Yet she never raised her voice; her air was one of tranquillity.Her
rooms fascinated the children. They were always sweet with the scent of orange flowers and, as
the Queen insisted on open windows, never stuffy or gloomy. They were crammed, not only with
furniture, but with innumerable paintings, portraits and ornaments. In all of these, Grandpapa –
the late Prince Consort – figured largely. He was portrayed in oil paintings, water colours, prints,
photographs, busts and statuettes. In general’s uniform, in Garter robes, in a kilt, in plaid
trousers, on a mountainside, at his writing table, in the garden, with his dogs or his horses or his
children, with his little wife gazing rapturously into his face, the shade of Prince Albert dominated
the room. But there was a great deal more to be seen: Landseer’s wonderful pictures of dogs
and deer and horses, photographs of people long since dead, a glass ball shimmering with
different colours, ‘all sorts of delicious queer little objects made of Scotch granite and
cairngorm’. There was even a caged bullfinch who either screeched with rage or piped a gay
little tune.At Osborne or Balmoral, the Queen’s grandchildren were more likely to see her out of
doors. Sometimes they would be allowed to breakfast with her. Here, instead of carpets, the
marvellously smooth, springy green lawns would muffle any footfalls. The Queen would be
seated under a large ecru parasol tent, lined and fringed with green. All about, in nervous
attendance, stood turbaned Indians, kilted Highlanders, liveried footmen and black-clad ladies-
in-waiting. Dogs – collies, pomeranians, Scotch or Skye terriers – sprawled on the grass. The air
would be pungent with the smell of coffee and of certain brown biscuits, imported from Germany,
which the Queen might, or might not, offer to her grandchildren. As they often had difficulty in
observing the obligatory silence or low-pitched conversation at the royal table, some of the
children invented ‘a kind of dumb talk’. This invariably led to fits of giggling followed by
embarrassed explanations. The minute breakfast was over, the children would be packed off, the
table cleared and the dispatch boxes brought out.No less characteristic were the glimpses
which the children would have of their grandmother out driving. Come wind, rain or sleet, the
Queen would never miss her daily drive. ‘I remember a morning when none of the family would
accompany Grandmama Victoria in her little pony carriage,’ recalled Princess Alice, afterwards
Countess of Athlone, ‘so, to my intense joy and pride, I was deputed and out we went, sleet
pouring down on us, nothing daunted.’Another of her grandchildren, the little girl who became
the colourful Queen Marie of Romania, has left an even more vivid picture of the Queen taking
her drive at Balmoral.‘There was a quite special thrill,’ she writes, ‘when from afar you saw
Grandmama’s outrider come trotting down the road ahead of her carriage. Grandmama never
drove without an outrider.‘Solemn-faced, in a livery as impeccably black and neat as the clothes
of a bishop, mounted on a stolid dappled grey, groomed to the superlative perfection only
English stables can attain, this forerunner of the Royal Presence would appear round the bend
of the road. Trot, trot, trot, trot, the very sound made your heart beat with expectation. That black-



coated rider with a face that never smiled, never in fact expressed anything but almost
magnificent reliability, was more uniquely royal and effective than any flare of trumpets or bright-
coated military escort could have been. Trot, trot, trot, trot, and here was Her Majesty’s carriage
drawn by greys as superbly sleek and well-bred as the one who had heralded their coming; and
seated within the open barouche, a wee little old lady with an exquisitely old-fashioned hat and
antediluvian, sloping-shouldered mantle, black, with sometimes a touch of white. Nothing showy
about her, no attempt at effect of any kind, the whole turn-outsimple, unadorned, but what a thrill
the passing of that simple carriage gave you.‘Trot, trot, trot, trot, deep curtseys, the waving of
hands and handkerchiefs, smiles on every face, a responding smile from the little old lady in the
carriage – only just a glimpse – but how the memory remained with you. Trot, trot … a
diminishing sound. You stood staring after the carriage, the horses, the outrider, trot, trot …
fainter, fainter … till it died quite away …‘Grandmama Queen!’Although the Queen might only
rarely be seen by her grandchildren, she was the dominant presence in their lives. No important
step could be taken without the consent of the little old lady in black. She had to know about
their education, their travels, their health and their personalities. ‘In a way she was the arbiter of
our different fates,’ wrote one of her granddaughters. ‘For all members of her family her “yes” and
her “no’ counted tremendously. She was not averse from interfering in the most private
questions. She was the central power directing things.’Her cross-examinations were dreaded by
the younger generation. ‘I like Balmoral for about a fortnight,’ complained one of the princesses,
‘but I honestly think that longer than that is rather an ordeal as the everlasting questions and the
carefulness of one’s replies is extremely fatiguing, Yet, for all her insistence on having her say,
Queen Victoria was no virago. On the contrary, she was exceptionally kind, sympathetic and
understanding. One could always go to her in trouble. So sentimental herself, she was quick to
respond to a romantic situation. Her grandchildren might stand in awe of her tremendous
presence but on important issues they always found her tolerant, broadminded and far from
prudish.This compassion was well Illustrated during the course of a scandal that set the small
German courts a-quiver during the late 1890s. A young and unmarried royal duchess was
discovered to be pregnant. The father of the child was a footman who, owing to some antiquated
rule at the Grand Ducal court, had had the nightly task of bringing the lamps into the girl’s
bedroom. The parents, horrified at what they considered to be their daughter’s plunge from
grace, lost no time in turning her out. Queen Victoria was no less horrified at their lack of
sympathy. ‘It is too awful and shameful and almost sinful to send the poor Baby away,’ wrote the
Queen. ‘I hear from a reliable source that the family have forbidden that poor unhappy girl’s
name ever being mentioned in the family … I think it too wicked.’It was in the matter of her
grandchildren’s marriages, of course, that the Queen’s influence was most clearly felt. On these
she had very definite, and very sensible ideas. For one thing, she would never insist on marriage
for the sake of marriage. ‘Moretta has expressed a strong wish not to marry now,’ she wrote to
her grandchild Moretta’s mother on one occasion, ‘and I own – I think you should let it alone for
the present. Let her see people – but pray don’t force it on, for if she has no inclination, if she



don’t like anyone, it would never do … don’t force or press her to marry for marrying’s sake; that
is dreadful.’Such advice was rare in the courts of Europe.Although she was always well enough
pleased if a member of her family made a brilliant match, Queen Victoria was never one for
talking anyone into a politically or dynastically advantageous marriage. In fact, the longer she
lived, the less she cared about great foreign matrimonial alliances. In the case of her eldest
children, they had led to endless friction. By the time her younger children, and her
grandchildren, were ready for marriage, she always preferred a suitable match to a spectacular
one. ‘Great marriages do not make happiness,’ she once warned her eldest daughter. In the face
of considerable opposition the Queen allowed her daughter Louise to marry a commoner – the
Marquess of Lome. To her protesting eldest son, the Prince of Wales, she explained that
marriage to some foreign prince would cause nothing but ‘trouble and annoyances and
unhappiness, and which I never would consent to’. What good, nowadays, were these ‘great
foreign alliances’?Once, when a handsome young prince, having been refused permission to
marry a suitable princess, married a beautiful singer instead, the Queen’s daughter Vicky cried
out that he had been ‘driven to despair’. Victoria’s comment was more sensible. ‘Perhaps they
love one another,’ she answered.Queen Victoria never shared the horror of the leading
Continental royal families of marriage with a member of a morganatic branch. The German
imperial family was appalled when the Queen sanctioned the marriage of not only one, but two,
morganatic Battenberg princes into her own family. Both the German Empress and her son, the
Crown Prince, wrote to the Queen to express their reservations. Victoria was furious. How dare
they address her in that tone? How could they refer to the Battenbergs as not being Geblüt –
pure-bred – as though they were animals?‘If the Queen of England thinks a person good enough
for her daughter,’ she quoted one of her Ministers as saying, ‘what have other people got to say?
For indeed, if the Queen was ready to allow her children and grandchildren to ally themselves to
Europe’s less important and less purebred royalties, she was still extremely conscious of her
own atatus as Europe’s leading sovereign. Hers was still, she would claim blandly, ‘the greatest
position there is’. When her son Prince Alfred expressed a wish to marry the only daughter of
Tsar Alexander II, Queen Victoria insisted that the Princess come to England for inspection. The
Tsar did not see why she should. Why, suggested the Empress of Russia to the Queen’s
daughter Princess Alice, could the Queen not come to Germany and inspect the girl there?
Princess Alice, in full agreement, passed the message on to her mother. The Queen exploded.‘I
do not think, dear Child,’ wrote the Queen to Princess Alice, ‘that you should tell me who have
been nearly twenty years longer on the throne than the Emperor of Russia and am the Doyenne
of Sovereigns and who am a Reigning Sovereign which the Empress is not – what I ought to do. I
think I know that. The proposal received on Wednesday for me to be at Cologne … tomorrow,
was one of the coolest things I ever heard … I own everyone was shocked.’Although Queen
Victoria was not bigoted in this matter of her children’s and grandchildren’s marriages, it was
very rarely that any of them married outside the charmed circle of European royalties. Some of
their partners might be minor royalties but they were royalties all the same. To Queen Victoria,



royalty was a race apart. It was inevitable, therefore, that with a family as large as hers, the
Queen’s descendants would be scattered throughout the palaces of Europe and that some of
them, at least, would sit on thrones. She might have been able to ensure that her younger
daughters married tame, uncommitted princelings who were content to live in England; she
could hardly control the marriages of her grandchildren and great-grandchildren to the same
extent.Thus there was carried, into the courts of late nineteenth-century and early twentieth-
century Europe, something of the atmosphere of Queen Victoria’s England. A flock of English or
half-English princesses introduced into the royal families of the Continent the taste, the ideas,
the morals, the language and the way of life of Victoria’s court. Into these foreign palaces they
brought, sometimes quite literally, a breath of fresh air. They built homes that looked like Mayfair
mansions or Tudor manor houses; they had them fitted with bathrooms and lavatories (‘these
really necessary affairs’ as the Queen called them); they filled them with chintz-covered furniture
from Maple and Liberty; they kept the vases full of flowers and the windows open. One could
hardly believe, boasted Princess Alice to Queen Victoria on moving into her newly-built home at
Darmstadt, that one was in Germany; ‘the house and all its arrangements are so English’.‘The
house would enchant you just now,’ wrote Queen Victoria’s daughter, Vicky, of her own
daughter’s improvements to her villa at Bonn, ‘it is just like a pretty English country house … All
in such good taste.’In these cosy, chintzy, convenient houses, they tried to lead as English a life
as possible. The day started with a hearty breakfast and, instead of having to change into full
evening dress for dinner at four in the afternoon followed by a gargantuan tea at eight at night,
the family sat down to luncheon in the middle of the day and to dinner in the evening. English
manners were considered de rigueur. ‘But my dear,’ exclaimed the Queen’s granddaughter,
Princess Ena of Battenberg, to her husband, King Alfonso XIII of Spain, on the morning after
their wedding, ‘you’re dipping your toast in your tea!’The children were brought up in the English
fashion – simply, strictly and according to the maxim that they should be seen and not heard.
They were fed on baked apples and rice puddings. Every nursery was presided over by that
ubiquitous symbol of imperial Britain – the English nanny. There was a Mrs Orchard at
Darmstadt, a Mrs Lome at Athens, a Miss Green at Bucharest. (Sir ‘Chips’ Channon, in later
years, claimed that all European royalties spoke English with a slight cockney accent from
having been brought up by English nannies.) English was the language in which the German
Empress Frederick wrote to her daughters – Princess Sophie of Greece, Princess Victoria of
Schaumberg-Lippe and Princess Margaret of Hesse. English was heard in the Winter Palace in
St Petersburg, in the Neues Palais at Potsdam, in the Palacio Real, Madrid. ‘I am English by
education and English is my language,’ claimed the German princess who was the last Tsaritsa
of Russia. And when Queen Olga of Greece asked one of her granddaughters why she prayed
in English, rather than Greek, the little girl replied, ‘I have arranged it with God. I told Him I liked
to talk to Him in English best, and He said: “Please yourself, Marina!” ’And there were other, less
tangible things that this bevy of princesses introduced into the courts of Europe. Although many
of them were shy, inarticulate and a little too convinced of the superiority of all things English,



they brought with them some of their grandmother’s more admirable characteristics: her
refreshing lack of bigotry, her fund of common sense, her high moral code, her transparent
honesty and her unshakeable sense of duty. Different from each other in many ways, these
princesses, grand duchesses, queens and empresses retained always something of the direct,
practical, honest-to-goodness qualities of the plump old lady in the white widow’s cap.Part
One1887 – 1901Chapter OneVicky of Germany1Of all the marriages of Queen Victoria’s nine
children, that of her eldest daughter, Victoria, the Princess Royal, to Prince Frederick Wilhelm of
Prussia, had been the most politically significant. It had been planned as a royal alliance on the
grand scale: a traditional linking of two states by a match between their reigning houses. This
joining together of the eldest daughter of the Queen of England to a prince who would one day
be the King of Prussia had been designed as the first step towards an understanding between
the two countries.The idea had been Prince Albert’s. Having grown up in a Germany that was
fragmented into scores of states, some large, some tiny and most of them despotically ruled, the
Prince had always dreamed of the day when these fragments would be united into a single,
democratic country.The lead for such a movement, reckoned Albert, would have to come from
Prussia. For one thing she was the most dynamic of the states, for another she was Protestant. It
would thus be her task to guide Germany towards a united, enlightened and influential future.
This Greater Germany would then dominate the Continent, by holding the balance between
fickle France and reactionary Russia.Although Prussia, thus far, had shown unmistakable signs
of vigour, she had shown precious few of liberalism. It was therefore up to Britain to give her all
the encouragement she could. Injected with generous doses of British greatness and British
enlightenment, Prussia could set about unifying and liberalizing Germany. Between them, Britain
and Greater Germany would be able to set a shining example to the rest of Europe.As a first
step towards achieving this high-minded goal, Prince Albert -backed up to the hilt by his adoring
wife – decided on a link between the royal houses of Great Britain and Prussia. Fortunately, there
were two eminently suitable candidates to hand. The one was Prince Frederick Wilhelm of
Prussia, the other was Vicky, the Princess Royal. Prince Frederick Wilhelm – known to his family
as Fritz – was a tall, handsome, good-natured young man with suitably progressive views; Vicky
was something of a prodigy.From babyhood, almost, and in marked contrast to her brother
Bertie, Vicky had shown signs of an exceptional intelligence. She was quickwitted, hard-working
and eager to learn. As such, she had delighted Prince Albert. This earnest, liberal, conscientious
Prince found in her the ideal pupil. To his tireless course of instruction she responded with an
enthusiasm and a comprehension which was little short of amazing. No master could have
wished for a more willing disciple. That this lively young princess (for in addition to being clever,
she was attractive, vivacious and energetic) would one day be capable of playing a significant
role in European affairs, Prince Albert never doubted. To this end he instilled in her his Coburg
brand of democracy; by the time he had finished with her, his concept of constitutional monarchy
could hardly have had a more dedicated exponent.In the autumn of 1855, when Fritz was twenty-
four and Vicky a mere fourteen, Victoria and Albert invited the Prussian Prince to Balmoral. To



the gratification of all concerned, the two young people fell in love. Not until after the Princess
had turned seventeen, however, were they married. The four-day honeymoon at Windsor over,
the two of them left for Berlin. The first step towards the realization of Prince Albert’s dream had
been taken. Through this idealistic young couple – and, more particularly, through Vicky – would
his progressive ideas be introduced into Prussia.Of this important vocation, Vicky was deeply
conscious. She was determined not to fail her father. With her father-in-law, who ascended the
Prussian throne as King Wilhelm I in 1861, already in his sixties, it was assumed that the young
couple would not have long to wait before taking control of Prussian affairs. Together, they could
then lead Prussia, and ultimately Germany, towards a radiantly liberal future.Such had been the
plan in theory; in practice, it had all worked out very differently.In the first place, King Wilhelm I of
Prussia would have no truck with any new-fangled liberal ideas. He was a firm believer in
Gottesgnadentum -the Divine Right of Kings. A man of simple tastes and unaffected manners,
King Wilhelm I was nonetheless an intransigent autocrat, determined that the crown should yield
none of its rights. In his reactionary attitude, he was supported by the Prussian ruling caste – that
conservative and insular class of landowning noblemen known as the Junkers. To them, no less
than to the King, all talk of such things as parliamentary rule, constitutional monarchies and a
united Germany was just so much nonsense.Yet, at the start of Wilhelm I’s reign, Vicky – now
Crown Princess -could take comfort from the fact that, at sixty-four, the King could not be
expected to live a great deal longer. Another reassuring factor was that King Wilhelm was not
nearly as iron-willed as many imagined. His conservatism was that of a weak man who fears
change; with patience and perseverance, he might yet be coaxed along a more enlightened
path.On both scores, the Crown Princess’s hopes were destined to be dashed. King Wilhelm
was to live for twenty-seven years after his accession; he was not to die until the age of ninety-
one, in 1888. And, in the year after his accession, he appointed Otto von Bismarck as First
Minister. With the assumption of power by this astute and ruthless Junker, all hope of the King
being encouraged to follow a more democratic line could be forgotten. It did not take Bismarck
long to get the King under his thumb; for the remainder of Wilhelm I’s long reign, it was Bismarck
who ruled.And, paradoxically, it was Bismarck who turned Prince Albert’s dream of a united
Germany under Prussian leadership into a reality. He did it, not – as all liberals had hoped – by
means of democratic example and parliamentary persuasion, but by the altogether more brutal
method of blood and iron’. Three wars, one against Denmark, one against Austria, and one
against France, established Prussia as the leading military power on the Continent. By January
1871 Bismarck had coerced the various German states into forming an Empire and the reluctant
King Wilhelm of Prussia into becoming its Emperor. The Second German Reich, instead of
being the enlightened Kulturstaat of the Crown Princess’s fond imaginings, became an
oppressive and powerful Militarstaat.Thus, as year succeeded year, with the old King showing
no signs of dying and Bismarck none of loosening his grip, so were the Crown Prince and
Princess forced to sit by in helpless frustration while the state developed along lines utterly
opposed to everything they planned one day to inaugurate. Against Bismarck’s rock-like will,



their liberal protestations dashed like so much froth. In the year of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee,
Vicky turned forty-six. Almost thirty years after first arriving in Berlin, she was still waiting to fulfil
her mission.2But not quite all the blame for the unhappy position in which the Crown Prince and
Princess found themselves could be laid at Bismarck’s door. At least some of the fault lay in
themselves. Their particular defects of character were the very ones which they could least
afford in their delicate situation.Prince Frederick, for all the soldierly magnificence of his
appearance, was a weak man – fretful, irresolute, easily depressed. Nor was he quite as
dedicated a liberal as had once been assumed. Humanitarian he certainly was, but – unlike his
wife – he lacked the conviction that all his beliefs were necessarily the right ones. ‘He is not born
a free Englishman,’ explained Vicky self-righteously to her mother on one occasion, ‘and all
Prussians have not the feeling of independence and love of justice and constitutional liberty they
ought to have …’ Indeed, Fritz was often plagued by soul-searing doubts. A dutiful son, he hated
opposing his father. A patriotic Prussian, he could not help delighting in Bismarck’s aggrandizing
of his country. A proud Hohenzollern, he could not but approve of the fact that he would one day
be Kaiser of the triumphant new Reich. Prince Frederick was an honest, well-meaning and high-
minded man but he lacked single-mindedness of purpose.Vicky, of course, was very different.
There was never any doubt about the strength of either her character or her beliefs.At forty-six,
the Crown Princess Victoria was one of the most remarkable women in Europe. It was true that
she was not much to look at. She was short, plump and high-coloured but her smile was radiant
and her eyes a brilliant sea-green. Her hair, in contrast to the elaborately ridged, curled and
fringed fashion of the day, was drawn neatly back into a braided coronet. Her clothes, in which
she did not take an excessive interest, showed something of the same simplicity of style. In
repose her air was tranquil, almost melancholy. At first glance, she could have been mistaken for
a sensible, middle-class matron, hardly different from the Prussian Hausfrauen amongst whom
she had spent almost thirty years of her life.The reality was very different. A few minutes in the
Crown Princess’s company revealed her as a stimulating, assertive and highly individual
personality: clever, diligent and dynamic. Her admiring father used to say that she had ‘a man’s
head on her shoulders’ and, compared with her fellow princesses, she was remarkably
emancipated. In the Berlin of her day, when women were expected to confine themselves to
Ktiche, Kinderstube, Krankenstube und Kirche – kitchen, nursery, sickroom and church – she
never ceased to astonish her contemporaries by the range and unorthodoxy of her interests.
She had a passion, not only for such things as painting, poetry and architecture, but for politics,
economics and social reform. She took an active interest in prisons, hospitals, social welfare and
sanitation. She read widely.On the other hand, Vicky was no mere bluestocking. If she had a
man’s head, she had a woman’s warmth and impetuosity. She might, in intellect, have been her
father’s daughter, but in ardour, she was very much her mother’s. Like Queen Victoria, she was
impulsive, partisan and emotional. Beneath that plain exterior beat a passionate heart. Her
charm, when she chose to exercise it, could be prodigious; she was capable of extreme
kindness.But whereas Queen Victoria’s emotionalism was tempered by a sound common



sense, Vicky’s was not. For all her brilliance, the Crown Princess completely lacked wisdom. The
British statesman who once summed her up as ‘always clever, never wise’, knew exactly what he
was saying. She was outspoken, dogmatic and assertive. A woman of strong opinions, she
never hesitated to air them; nor did she ever doubt that they were the right ones. She was
incapable of making allowances or of adapting her views. With her, it was always all or nothing.
She could be extremely tactless. Of the art of handling people, she knew nothing. She would set
out to win their heads, it was said, ‘rather than their hearts’.That this unconventional princess
should have found life difficult at the hide-bound Prussian court is understandable. Amongst the
narrow-minded bigots who made up the bulk of Prussian society she was extremely unpopular.
They considered her cultural interests unseemly, her advanced religious views scandalous and
her intellectualism positively dangerous. They distrusted her passion for open windows, modern
plumbing and long walks. They never ceased to be affronted by the fact that such things as the
number of quarterings, by which they set so much store, meant nothing to her: on making up her
guest lists, she simply invited whoever she thought might be interesting. When she accepted the
honorary chairmanship of a newly-founded orphanage for Jewish girls, they were appalled.Most
annoying of all, however, was her persistent Englishness. On Vicky’s arrival in Berlin, Bismarck
had announced that she would be a blessing to her new country only if she left the
Englishwoman at home and became a Prussian. It was sound advice, but Vicky was incapable
of following it. To her, England was always ‘home’, superior, in every possible way – were it
politics or plumbing – to Prussia. It was, she claimed to her mother, ‘my country which I shall love
so passionately to my dying day and to have been too proud to have belonged to ever to let
myself forget’.In this regrettable attitude Vicky had been encouraged, during her early years in
Prussia, by Queen Victoria. The Queen had insisted that her daughter remain as English as
possible. If Vicky had suggested following some harmless Prussian custom, Victoria had replied
that she could ‘let the German ladies do what they like, but the English Princess must not’. She
had instructed her daughter to sign her name Victoria, Princess Royal and Princess Frederick
Wilhelm of Prussia; ‘you are the eldest daughter of the Queen of England with a title and rights of
your own,’ she had written.But whereas, in time, Queen Victoria came to show better sense,
Vicky did not. With that grating lack of tact, she continued to sing the praises of all things
English. Before long she came to be known (as the hated Marie Antoinette had been known as
‘I’Autrichienne’) as ‘die Engländerin’.The death of Prince Albert, in the very year of Wilhelm I’s
accession, robbed Vicky of the one person who would have been capable of keeping, her
vehement nature in check. Although Prince Albert’s views had been no less strongly held, than
hers, he had been more tolerant, more able to compromise. He had always been able to see
both sides of a question. This was something she never learned. She could never appreciate
that by giving way on small issues one could yet hold to larger principles. Once Prince Albert
died, there was no one to teach her these lessons.The truth was that Vicky, no less than Fritz,
was trapped in a dilemma. She had exulted in Prussia’s march to greatness while being appalled
at the way in which the march was being conducted. She had rejoiced in the unification of



Germany but had disapproved of the manner in which it had been achieved. She was torn
between pride in her native and her adopted countries. Her brother, the Prince of Wales, was not
far off the mark when he claimed that she was always pure Prussian when she was in England
and pure English when she was in Prussia. She even spoke English with a German accent and
German with an English. At one moment she was claiming that the Prussians were a superior
race; at another she was praising Britain to the skies.That this inconsistency did nothing towards
enhancing her reputation in Germany is understandable. Despite her bursts of patriotic fervour,
Vicky remained as distrusted and unpopular as ever.‘To be friends with the present regime is
impossible,’ she complained to Queen Victoria, ‘and yet to be in opposition is a thing as
impossible. I always feel like a fly struggling in a very tangled web, and a feeling of weariness
and depression, often of disgust and hopelessness, takes possession of me.…’3To Vicky’s
political difficulties were added domestic ones.Her marriage was happy enough. She and Fritz
had been in love when they married and they were to remain so throughout their life together.
They suited each other very well. Both were enlightened, cultured, hard-working and
conscientious; where there were differences, these were complementary. If she was quick,
clever, impetuous and domineering, he was placid, serious-minded, reflective and tolerant.
While she might dazzle guests by the force and mobility of her personality, it was he who won
their hearts.Their home life was extremely simple. The atmosphere in their town and country
palaces – the Kronprinzenpalais in Berlin and the Neues Palais at Potsdam – was lively and
natural. Of the formality, the friction and the philistinism of other Prussian royal households there
was not a trace; guests were always struck by the unaffectedness, the tranquillity and the air of
culture pervading the Crown Prince’s ménage. In their role as host and hostess, Fritz and Vicky
were charming: he, tall, bearded, superbly mannered; she small, graceful and vivacious.
‘Nothing in the world is more natural and cordial than he is,’ noted Disraeli on one occasion,
while he pronounced Vicky to be ‘most animated and entertaining’.Between the years 1859 and
1872, Vicky bore her husband eight children – four boys and four girls. She raised them in as
unaffected a fashion as possible and, in the early days, they made a delightful, harmonious
family group. The harmony did not last long. One son died in infancy, another at the age of
eleven. Vicky felt the death of these two sons keenly. Their passing left her, she sighed, with two
stupid sons: ‘good boys, but nothing in them’.In fact, they were not even good. And, as they
matured, so – as far as Vicky was concerned – did they become less and less good. The
younger, Prince Henry, developed into a shallow, self-opinionated pup (‘ignorant, green and
misled,’ complained his mother to Queen Victoria); the elder, Prince Wilhelm, was infinitely
worse.His was a difficult case. At his birth, in January 1859, a nerve in Prince Wilhelm’s neck
had been injured, leaving him with a poor sense of balance and a stunted left arm that was all
but useless. To a large extent -for he was a determined boy – he overcame the physical aspects
of his deformity: he learnt to ride, to shoot and to swim. If he kept his left arm bent, he looked
hardly different from any other youngster.How much his crippled arm had affected his character
is another matter. Whether or not his arrogance, his bombast and his conceit were due to the



fact that he, who longed to be thought of as a typically militant Prussian prince, was trying to
compensate for the inadequacy of his body, is impossible to prove. Of perhaps more importance
to the development of his character was his relationship with his mother.An extremely sensitive
person, Prince Wilhelm might, in childhood, have found his mother’s obvious solicitude for his
deformity somewhat embarrassing: the more she pitied him, the more conscious was he made
to feel of his infirmity and the more he resented her concern. And then, as he grew older, so did
he – a bright but by no means intellectual youth-begin to feel inadequate beside his brilliant,
impatient and energetic mother. She wanted him to be a man in the mould of her father, Prince
Albert; he wanted to be like his autocratic and soldierly grandfather, Kaiser Wilhelm I.With each
passing year Prince Wilhelm’s manner became more lordly and his views more reactionary. At
the Military Academy at Potsdam he became so stuffed with the currently fashionable,
authoritarian, nationalistic and anti-British sentiments that he became insufferable. Each time he
returned from these agreeably martial surroundings to the artistic and enlightened atmosphere
of his parents’ home, there would be a row. The Crown Prince might hold his tongue but the
Crown Princess was not nearly so long suffering. And Wilhelm, who found her liberal outlook no
less intolerable, was quick to answer back. There were innumerable scenes. It was, in fact, the
old story of a parent and a child having similar personalities and opposing views.Queen Victoria,
who was subjected to endless tirades against her grandson, did what she could in the way of
giving her daughter good advice. When, during Wilhelm’s schooldays, Vicky assured her mother
that she watched over even ‘the minutest detail of the boy’s education’, the Queen warned her
that ‘too great care, too much constant watching, leads to the very dangers hereafter which one
wishes to avoid’. The Queen, no doubt, had her son Bertie in mind. She realized too, that her
daughter’s standards were probably too high and her approach too hectoring. But, as Wilhelm
matured, so did Victoria come to appreciate that her daughter was grappling with an
extraordinarily difficult situation. Wilhelm was clearly more than just a loutish young man.Another
reason for Prince Wilhelm’s attitude was that he had grown up during the years of Prussia’s
surge to greatness. As a boy he had thrilled to the military triumphs of the Franco-Prussian War
and the inauguration of the German Reich. One of his most exciting memories was of his
grandfather, the newly proclaimed Kaiser, taking the salute at the march-past of his victorious
troops after the war. His country’s greatness had been achieved, not by a spread of liberal ideas,
but by military conquest. As the young man’s hero, Prince Bismarck, had once said, the
questions of the day had been solved, not by majority votes, but by blood and iron. To identify
himself with his parents’ views, reckoned Prince Wilhelm, would be not only distasteful but
extremely short-sighted. He thus gave the Iron Chancellor his full support. ‘Bismarck,’ he once
wrote in his effusive fashion, ‘was the idol in my temple, and I worshipped him.’The Chancellor,
of course, was delighted. Having always disapproved of the Crown Prince and Princess, he now
made use of their son in his battle against them. He wanted to ensure that the young Prince, who
would one day succeed his father as Kaiser, would rule according to the pattern laid down by
Wilhelm I and himself. It did not need much to convince the old Kaiser of the need for this.



Relieved to know that his son’s liberalism had not been passed on to the next generation,
Wilhelm I approved Bismarck’s plans for involving young Wilhelm in affairs of state. For Fritz and
Vicky, who had always been kept at arm’s length, this was very galling.In the year 1880, at the
age of twenty-one, Prince Wilhelm had become engaged to Princess Auguste Viktoria of
Schleswig-Holstein. The Princess was always known to the family as Dona. She was dispatched
to Windsor for Queen Victoria’s approval and the Queen pronounced her ‘gentle and amiable
and sweet’. That she was, and, as such, Dona suited the ebullient Prince Wilhelm very well.
Unlike his mother, Dona would never involve herself in politics or try to influence her husband’s
policies. She was precisely the sort of submissive, church-going, child-bearing Hausfrau of
which the Prussians approved, but with enough physical presence to play her public role.
Bismarck, who entirely approved of his protege’s choice, always referred to Dona as ‘the cow
from Holstein’.Thus, by the late 1880s, the German imperial family was split into two
irreconcilable parts. On the one side stood the old Kaiser and his grandson Prince Wilhelm; on
the other the Crown Prince and Princess, forming what Bismarck scathingly referred to as the
Anglo-Coburg faction. Prince Albert’s scheme, so optimistically initiated almost thirty years
before, had been realized only in so far as that Germany had been unified. Of that model
democratic state of the Prince Consort’s imaginings, there was not a vestige in the militant,
thrusting and powerful Second Reich.Whether or not, when the old Kaiser finally died, Fritz and
Vicky would be able to inaugurate their long-delayed plans remained to be seen. To many, it
seemed extremely doubtful. For one thing Bismarck was as firmly entrenched as ever. Could
Frederick afford to dismiss him? After more than a quarter of a century in power, he had blunted
almost all sense of individual freedom and independence of mind in Germany. For the majority of
Germans, brute force had become the most important thing in the state. It was quite probable
that Bismarck’s institutions were too strong and the German people’s attitudes too ingrained for
Crown Prince Fredrick to alter.And in any case, with the heir, Prince Wilhelm, being so utterly
opposed to everything his parents planned to do, would it be worth while making the effort?
Would Fritz, already nearing sixty, be granted enough time to undo all Bismarck’s work and set
Germany along a different course? Would not Prince Wilhelm, on ascending the throne, simply
nullify his father’s efforts and revert to the autocratic rule of his grandfather’s day?It was a difficult
situation. And by the summer of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, it had become more difficult still.
Admittedly the old Kaiser, already in his ninety-first year, could not be expected to last much
longer, but from this Vicky could not take a great deal of comfort. A further blow had fallen. Her
husband was seriously ill.Chapter TwoBertie of Great Britain1The Crown Princess’s brother
Bertie, the Prince of Wales, was also being kept waiting for a throne. He was waiting for it,
however, in a far less anguished fashion. Indeed, not only in this, but in almost every possible
way, did Bertie differ from his sister Vicky.Prince Albert Edward was forty-five at the time of his
mother’s Golden Jubilee. By this stage he had developed fully the looks, the manner and the life
style that were to characterize him until the day he died. He was stout; a condition which neither
cures at Continental spas nor superbly cut jackets could successfully minimize. Behind his back,



he was sometimes referred to as ‘Turn Turn’. His baldness was offset by a full, greying, but neatly
trimmed beard and moustache. His eyes were pale, bulbous, heavy-lidded and sensuous
looking. They could be caressing if he were talking to some attractive young woman, dull if he
were bored and steely if he became aware of some lapse of taste in dress or behaviour. An erect
carriage and dignified bearing gave him an unmistakable aura of majesty; his manners were
faultless. Yet his air, for the most part, was far from ponderous or unapproachable; it was relaxed,
genial and charming. He looked, and was, a bon viveur.By the 1880s, the Prince of Wales had
established himself as the most fashionable figure in European society. He lived in great style.
His clothes were elegant, his meals rich, his entertainments lavish. His wife, formerly Princess
Alexandra of Denmark, had all the beauty, perfection and age-lessness of a wax flower. His
homes – Marlborough House in London and Sandringham in Norfolk – were comfortably and
sumptuously furnished. He surrounded himself with the beautiful, the amusing, the wealthy and
the worldly. Refreshingly free of racial, social or religious bigotry, he befriended anyone whom he
considered interesting. He delighted in the company of financiers, men-about-town and
actresses; he adored racing, shooting and gambling. Nothing pleased him so much as to be
surrounded by smiling faces. Equally at home in London, Paris, the South of France or some
Continental watering-place, he was renowned for his zest, his gregariousness and his
licentiousness. As his disapproving mother only too frequently pointed out, the Prince of Wales
lived purely for pleasure.Sipping champagne, puffing cigars and trailing clouds of scandal,
Bertie moved through the heau-monde of the late nineteenth century like some plump and
stately Dionysus.But there was another side to the coin. The Prince of Wales might have given
the impression of an easy-going and warm-hearted rake, but his personality was not as resolved
as it first appeared. Away from the cafe table or the roulette wheel, he was moody, irritable and
impatient. His restlessness was a byword. Easily bored, he was the despair of his hostesses.
Constant diversion was necessary to keep him from becoming depressed. Utterly without
resources, he could not bear to be alone, even for a second. As he lacked application, nothing
could hold his interest long; he seldom read a book and would merely skim through the
newspapers. He was quick-tempered. For the most part, he would lose his temper over trivia: a
decoration incorrectly worn, a hitch in an arrangement, a delay in some ceremony. Very
conscious of his royal dignity, he was easily affronted. One never quite knew how far one could
go with him. When a drunken friend once called him ‘Tum Tum’ to his face, he saw to it that the
offender was ushered out of the company as soon as possible.So seemingly a man of the world,
Bertie was alarmingly immature in many ways. His indiscretions were always causing trouble.
More than once his mother, or her Ministers, were obliged to cover up for him. He was too
partisan, too impressionable and too susceptible to the influence of others. Often he simply
reflected the opinions of the last person with whom he happened to have spent some time.He
had no intellectual curiosity and distrusted clever people. Of art and music he knew nothing and
cared less. His taste, if not exactly vulgar, was philistine. His political creed was an unthinking
conservatism, his religious beliefs those of a schoolboy, his sense of humour utterly



unsophisticated. ‘Anything approaching a practical joke,’ his pedantic father had once decreed,
would be impermissible for the Prince of Wales; the fact was that Bertie came to adore practical
jokes. Dummies in the bed, champagne down the neck, donkeys in nightshirts – all these were a
source of side-splitting hilarity to the Prince of Wales. Something of this same boyishness was
revealed in his passion for uniforms: he could never have enough of them – the brighter, the
better. He was forever changing his clothes.In a way, it was as though the Prince of Wales – and
his beautiful wife, Princess Alexandra – were transfixed in eternal youth. To the end of her days,
almost, the Princess of Wales looked and thought like a girl, while the Prince retained the tastes
and habits of a young man. In middle age he was still living, as Queen Victoria once complained,
‘in a whirl of amusements’; spending, for want of any more worthwhile occupation, the idle,
frivolous and self-indulgent life of a young blood.An example of his juvenile behaviour was
provided during that Jubilee season of 1887. One night the Prince took a party of friends to
supper in a public restaurant. Amongst them was Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria, a young man
hardly notable for his prudishness. At about two in the morning Bertie asked the orchestra to
play the famous can-can from La Belle Hédène; with the beautiful Duchess of Manchester as his
partner, he flung himself into the dance with embarrassing abandon.‘Tell the waiters to go,’
whispered Crown Prince Rudolf to one of the company, ‘they must not see their future King
making such a clown of himself.’2That Bertie was leading so worthless an existence was not
entirely his own fault. His upbringing had all but ensured this regrettable result.Prince Albert,
egged on by that high-minded eminence grise of the Coburgs, Baron Christian von Stockmar,
had approached the problem of his eldest son’s education with characteristic earnestness. To
best control the rising tide of democracy, Albert and Stockmar had decided that it would be
necessary to rear a set of enlightened princes: men who, by their breadth of vision,
unimpeachable morals and high sense of duty, would win the respect and love of their people.
They would be the examples of what could well be termed the Coburg ideal of constitutional
monarchy: a race of wise, impartial and influential sovereigns, raised high above the hurly-burly
of daily political life.Of this proposed race of paragons, none would occupy a more important
position than the prince who was destined to become the King of England. It was therefore
essential that he be moulded, from babyhood almost, into a model constitutional sovereign.With
this ideal in mind, Prince Albert mapped out Bertie’s future. The boy’s character was to become
an amalgam of all the virtues; he was to be fashioned, said Stockmar, into ‘a man of calm,
profound, comprehensive understanding’. Samuel Wilberforce, the Bishop of Oxford, was
prepared to go even further. ‘The great object in view,’ declared his lordship solemnly, ‘is to make
him the most perfect man.’To this end Bertie was subjected to a rigorous course of training. He
was isolated from boys of his own age, surrounded by a team of upright, well-educated and
serious-minded tutors, kept at his lessons from morning to night, bombarded with information
and advice – usually in the form of ponderous memoranda – from his well-meaning father. Even
his periods of relaxation were watched over by a keen, and usually disapproving eye. If the
Prince were not turned into the beau ideal of a constitutional monarch, it would be through no



lack of honest intention on the part of his elders.It was all to no purpose. From the beginning
Bertie revealed himself as an affectionate and amiable creature but one with whom very little
could be done. He was lazy, he was slow, he was stupid. He was also completely unpredictable.
At times his habitual geniality would give way to a mule-like obstinacy or screaming rage. The
sad fact was that Bertie, unlike his sister Vicky, simply did not have the mental ability to cope
with this intensive course of instruction. He was bored, bewildered and overworked. Naturally
gregarious and fun-loving, he was starved for company of his own age. Nor, once his
weaknesses were exposed, was any attempt made to tailor his education to his personality. He
was simply driven harder. A lighter touch might have encouraged him; the heavier hand crushed
his initiative.With each passing year his parents became more disappointed. Albert complained
that the only thing in which the adolescent Bertie showed the slightest interest was clothes,
while the Queen, who was never very relaxed in his company, could only beg the boy to try and
be more like his father – if only in some ways. In no way, in fact, did Bertie resemble his father; he
was very much his mother’s son. ‘Bertie …’ the Queen once wrote to her daughter Vicky, ‘is my
caricature. That is the misfortune, and, in a man, this is so much worse. You are quite your dear,
beloved Papa’s child.’ The Queen understood only too well that her son was developing into
what she might have become had it not been for Albert’s uplifting influence. In the tug-of-war
between Coburg and Hanoverian for control of the boy’s character, his Hanoverian ancestry was
winning hands down. Every year these regrettable characteristics were becoming more and
more pronounced.Proof positive of what his parents considered his bad blood came in Bertie’s
twentieth year. By then, that nightmarish education almost completed (he was at Cambridge) the
Prince was doing a spell of military training at the Curragh camp near Dublin. Here he was
introduced to an easy-going actress named Nelly Clifden. Not unnaturally (and despite the fact
that not until a mere two years earlier had he had the sex act fully explained to him) he slept with
her.When the news of this escapade reached the Prince Consort’s ears, that high-principled
man was appalled. The average Victorian father would have laughed, or at least shrugged the
matter off, but Prince Albert saw it in the blackest possible light. His great dream of fashioning
the perfect, unsullied heir had been finally shattered: Bertie was obviously about to go the way of
Queen Victoria’s unspeakable uncles. Could such a prince, having forfeited the respect of his
future subjects, weather the democratic storms of the nineteenth century? Prince Albert did not
think so. Assuring Bertie that he had inflicted on his father ‘the greatest pain I have yet felt in this
life’, Prince Albert treated him to one of his most sanctimonious, if anguished, literary
outpourings. He was too broken-hearted, he wrote, even to see his son.After Bertie had
expressed due contrition for his lapse, the Prince Consort forgave him. He even went so far as to
pay his son a visit at Cambridge. The Prince Consort came back from this visit in a state of
exhaustion. A week later he collapsed with typhoid fever. Less than a fortnight after this – on 14
December 1861 – he died.The Prince Consort’s death caused the Queen’s long-simmering
dissatisfaction with her eldest son to boil over. She was convinced that his ‘fall’ had killed her
husband. The belief became an obsession. “I never can or shall look at him without a shudder



…’ she admitted in a letter to Vicky; indeed, she could not bear to look at him at all. Her antipathy
towards him was such, she cried out, that ‘I feel daily, hourly, something which is too dreadful to
describe.’Quite clearly, the Prince would have to be more or less permanently separated from his
grief-demented mother. In her determination to adhere to every plan laid down by her late
husband, the Queen was able to ensure this separation. The Prince Consort had decreed that
his son should round off his education with a long journey to the Near East and, with that
accomplished, to get married as soon as possible. Bertie duly made his journey and, on 10
March 1863, at the age of twenty-one, he married Princess Alexandra of Schleswig-Holstein-
Sonderburg-Glucksburg, daughter of the heir to the Danish throne. She, too, had been approved
by the late Prince Consort.In the years that followed Bertie’s marriage, the widely divergent ways
of life of his mother and himself became an established part of the British scene. She withdrew
from public life almost completely; he flung himself into an almost frenetic social round. From her
seclusion at Windsor – or Osborne or Balmoral – she sent off a steady stream of letters in which
she upbraided him for his extravagance, his frivolity, his idleness and his indiscretions. Tactfully –
for until the day she died he was in awe of her – he would counter her strictures by pointing out
that someone had to fulfil the social and ceremonial role of the monarchy.This he certainly did.
He not only lived and entertained in royal style but he performed many of those thankless royal
duties which the Queen refused to carry out. He laid foundation stones, he opened schools, he
presented prizes, he inaugurated exhibitions, he presided at dinners. He paid a highly
successful state visit to India. All this was done with dignity, aplomb and apparent enjoyment.
Particularly after his recovery from a serious Illness in 1871, he was extremely popular with the
majority of his mother’s subjects. A great many people admired him for leading exactly the sort of
life they would have led had they been as rich as he.But it was, for all that, an unsatisfactory life.
Bertie was just frittering away such talents as he had. Quite simply, he did not have enough to
do; nor, while his mother was alive, was there the slightest chance of his being given anything to
do.This exclusion of her heir from the more serious business of the monarchy had not always
been the Queen’s intention. During his infancy, Bertie’s parents had resolved to initiate him into
affairs of state as early as possible; they had been determined to show every confidence in him,
to encourage him to work beside them. Had Bertie shown anything like his sister Vicky’s abilities,
Victoria and Albert would no doubt have implemented their resolution. When he did not, they
kept postponing his political initiation. Once Prince Albert died, his broken-hearted widow was
determined that no one, especially not Bertie, would play the political role that her husband had
once done.Thus the Prince of Wales was kept in almost complete ignorance of the business of
government. His mother very rarely rook him into her confidence and almost never consulted
him. He must not see anything, she warned her Ministers, of a very confidential nature’. There
must be no ‘independent communication’ between him and the government. For almost thirty
years she refused to trust him with the Prince Consort’s special golden key to the Foreign Office
boxes. Even the most trifling decision concerning her heir’s public activities had to be vetted by
her. Any move on his part to involve himself in affairs of state was severely slapped down. ‘He



has no right to meddle,’ the Queen would say.And so Victoria, who would have been the first to
claim that the Devil found work for idle hands, kept Bertie’s hands resolutely idle.Sometimes, in a
desperate effort to involve the heir in the workings of the monarchy, a Prime Minister would
induce the Queen to send the Prince a few unimportant state papers, or at least a precis of what
was happening. In 1872, Gladstone came up with a more definite proposal. In a series of long-
winded letters to the Queen, he pointed out the necessity of giving the Prince some active,
useful employment. Could he not become the Queen’s permanent representative in Ireland?
That way he would learn something of the art of constitutional monarchy.The Queen would have
none of it. The Prince of Wales, she said, would never agree to it (in this she was correct); nor
could any such artificially created position imbue him with the necessary sense of responsibility.
Only when he was forced to assume full responsibility – when, in other words, he became King –
would he tackle the job seriously.In this, too, was Queen Victoria correct. The Prince of Wales
was to make an admirable King, but he was to arrive at this goal by a very different route from
the one mapped out by his exacting parents.It was an impossible situation. Because the Queen
considered her son to be so frivolous and incompetent, she refused to give him any
employment; because he was given no employment, he became all the more frivolous and
incompetent. A man of considerable diplomatic gifts, exceptional vitality and great panache, the
Prince of Wales might have been of real service to his mother. On the other hand, the Queen
was no fool; she had very good reason for her attitude. The defects of the Prince of Wales’s
character were not entirely due to his father’s system of education or his mother’s lack of
confidence. He was feckless, he was self-indulgent, he was indiscreet. And every now and then
yet another scandal, or another indiscretion, would serve to justify his mother’s intransigent
behaviour.Yet she was fond of him. As she gradually overcame her conviction that he had been
responsible for her husband’s death, she began to appreciate his many good points. ‘Really
dear Bertie is so full of good and amiable qualities,’ she wrote to Vicky on one occasion, ‘that it
makes one forget and overlook much that one would wish different.’ And as the years passed,
and the Prince Consort’s shadow grew fainter, so did she come nearer to accepting her son for
what he was. There were even times when – as frequently happened, he was in trouble – she
gave him her active support. For this he was always very grateful.Although he never mastered
his feeling of inferiority in her presence, Bertie was no less fond of the Queen. As often as they
found themselves at loggerheads over his way of life, they were in agreement on other matters.
Both, for instance, were ardent imperialists, very conscious of the importance of upholding
British prestige throughout the world. By the 1880s, with Britain the leading nation on earth, this
shared imperialism was a very strong bond indeed. These were the years in which the Queen,
having been coaxed out of her long seclusion by the romantic Disraeli, was becoming
increasingly conscious of her role as ruler of a mighty Empire – Victoria Regina et Imperatrix. To
the magnificence of her estate, the Prince of Wales was equally alive. Indeed, for much of the
time and especially during Jubilee Year, a great deal of Queen Victoria’s glory was reflected on
him.The Golden Jubilee brought mother and son as close as they had ever been. On New Year’s



Day, 1887, he presented her with the first of the specially designed Jubilee inkstands: an
imperial crown which opened to reveal her portrait inside the lid. Victoria pronounced it ‘very
pretty and useful’. Throughout the celebrations the Prince of Wales bore the major part of the
burden of entertaining what the Queen called ‘the royal mob’. Later that year, in his mother’s
presence, he unveiled a Jubilee statue of her on the Balmoral estate.The Queen’s comments on
her son’s visit to Balmoral to perform this ceremony have a strangely touching quality.‘An early
luncheon,’ she wrote in her Journal, ‘after which dear Bertie left, having had a most pleasant
visit, which I think he enjoyed and said so repeatedly. He had not stayed alone with me,
excepting for a couple of days in May ‘68, at Balmoral, since he married! He is so kind and
affectionate that it is a pleasure to be a little quietly together.’3If the Prince of Wales, in Queen
Victoria’s estimation, was an unsatisfactory heir, his eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was an
infinitely worse one. Of all the Queen’s grandsons, not one was less promising than the young
man whom it was assumed would one day sit upon her throne.The five Wales children – two
boys and three girls – had been raised in the most informal and indulgent fashion. This was due,
partly, to the Prince of Wales’s determination that their childhood should in no way resemble his
and, to an even greater extent, to the personality of the Princess of Wales. Not only would she
have been temperamentally incapable of subjecting them to a rigorous course of training but she
encouraged them to remain as childlike as possible as long as possible. So enduringly youthful,
in both looks and personality, herself, the Princess was determined that they should not grow up
too quickly. She might be socially accomplished and transcendentally smart, but to Princess
Alexandra nothing was more important than her children. They were the centre of her world.
Increasingly cut off from public affairs by her deafness, her domesticity and her immaturity, the
Princess devoted herself to her children.And they, in turn, adored her. To the Wales children,
their mother -so gay, so spontaneous, so impractical and unpunctual – was always ‘darling
Motherdear’: a delightful companion, hardly more grownup than themselves. It was as though
mother and children lived in a make-believe world, in a state of eternal youth. Long after their
childhood was over, the Wales children still spoke and behaved like adolescents. One of the
princesses celebrated her nineteenth birthday with a children’s party; in manhood, the second
son would sign himself ‘little Georgie’.By no stretch of the imagination, however, could the blame
for the backwardness of the eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, be laid at Princess Alexandra’s
door. Prince Eddy, as he was called in the family, had been subnormal from infancy. It was not
that he was an imbecile; he was merely slow-witted. As a boy he had shown himself to be
apathetic, listless, slow to react and quite unable to concentrate his attention on anything for
long. His one positive characteristic being a devotion to his younger, and brighter, brother Prince
George, it had been decided to keep the two princes together as much as possible. Some of
George’s liveliness was bound to rub off on Eddy. It did not. They spent years together at sea but
neither that, nor a spell at Cambridge, could shake Eddy out of his lethargy. In one despairing
report after another, his long-suffering tutors complained that there was simply nothing to be
done with the Prince; ‘he hardly knows the meaning of the words to read’, wailed one of



them.After Cambridge, Prince Eddy joined the 10th Hussars and although the recreations – and
dissipations – of army life held more appeal for him than study, he remained abnormally
immature.During Jubilee Year, Prince Eddy turned twenty-three. The Queen’s complaint that the
Wales children seemed to her ‘a puny breed’ was certainly justified in Prince Eddy’s case. Not
even his spectacularly flattering Hussar uniform nor his jauntily waxed moustache could make
him look anything other than an indolent weakling. He was thin and pale, with an extraordinarily
long neck and a vacant expression. His whole being was notable for an extreme lassitude; his air
was that of a sleepwalker. With the best will in the world, his superior officers could find very little
to say in his favour. They could only hope that he would prove to be a late maturer. With each
passing year the hope became more remote.Yet the Prince had his good points. He was a
gentle, well-mannered young man, with an ability to charm and a complete lack of arrogance. He
meant well. ‘Kind’ and ‘dear’ were the adjectives his family most frequently used when referring
to him. Indeed, to some women his languid air was very attractive, almost seductive. His
grandmother, Queen Victoria, treated him with great sympathy. He might be retarded but she
appreciated him for his goodness, his simplicity and his sense of duty towards his parents and
herself. Only later was she to learn something of his sexual escapades.Prince Eddy’s limitations
would not have mattered nearly so much had he not been heir to the British throne. What sort of
king was he likely to make? Anyone further removed from Prince Albert’s ideal of an intelligent,
enlightened, influential and unsullied monarch would have been difficult to imagine.Very different
from the lackadasical Prince Eddy was his brother, the twenty-two-year-old Prince George. At
the age of twelve, as a lively, intelligent and good-natured boy, he had joined the Navy. Since
then he had spent almost all his life at sea. His character had formed early and by now he was
already the steady, straightforward and conscientious person that he was to remain throughout
his life. Unimaginative and unintellectual Prince George might have been, but the discipline of
life in the Navy had incalculated him with one very valuable characteristic -a strong sense of
duty. In this he was very much a Coburg.Alone amongst Princess Alexandra’s children, Prince
George had inherited something of her good looks. Blue-eyed, suntanned, with a neatly trimmed
nautical beard and moustache, he had none of the pallid, inbred appearance of his brother and
sisters. Yet he, no less than the rest of them (and despite his more resolved personality) was still
very much enmeshed in his mother’s web. He adored her and she him. To read the letters
between mother and son is scarcely to believe that she was the middle-aged future Queen of
England and he a fully adult naval officer. How he wished, he wrote to her at this time, that he
were going with her to Sandringham for the holidays. It almost made him cry to think of it. ‘I
wonder who will have that sweet little room of mine, you must go and see it sometimes and
imagine that your little Georgie dear is living in it.’It was no wonder that Queen Victoria could
pronounce the young Prince to be ‘so dear and amiable’.The three Wales princesses – Louise,
Victoria and Maud – had something of their brother Eddy’s negative quality. Indeed, it was
difficult to tell them apart. All three were pale and narrow-skulled with protruding eyes and tightly
curled poodle fringes. Invariably, they were identically dressed. Diffident in public and boisterous



in private, they had all suffered from the same happy-go-lucky system of education. Even their
conversation had a similarity. They always talked, claimed one of their cousins, about people as
‘the dear little thing’ or ‘the poor little man’. They always ‘spoke in a minor key, en sourdine. It
gave a special quality to all talks with them, and gave me a strange sensation, as though life
would have been very wonderful and everything very beautiful if it had not been so sad.’ Their
rooms were like those of little children: jam-packed with an accumulation of tiny, pretty, dainty but
far from aesthetic objets – miniatures, shells, little vases, diminutive paintings, tiny china
ornaments. The three of them were sometimes referred to as ‘the whispering Wales girls’.All in
all, the Wales family could not have afforded Queen Victoria much satisfaction. Amongst the lot
of them, Prince George was the only one to show some promise. And he, unfortunately, was not
in the direct line of succession. It was thus not surprising that the Queen, in thinking of her heirs
– the dissolute Prince of Wales and the slow-witted Prince Eddy – sometimes despaired of the
British monarchy outlasting her lifetime.Chapter Three‘My own dear EmpressVictoria’1No one,
seeing the fifty-five-year-old German Crown Prince Frederick riding in Queen Victoria’s Jubilee
cavalcade, would have imagined that he was seriously Ill. So tall, so manfully bearded and
spectacularly uniformed, Fritz looked the very picture of royal dignity and radiant health. Even
the Queen, who knew that something was wrong, remarked on how well and handsome he
looked. Indeed, Fritz himself had no real appreciation of the gravity of his condition.His Illness
had first manifested itself during the previous winter. He had suffered from a persistent soreness
in his throat. By March 1887 his personal physician, unable to alleviate the Prince’s sufferings,
had decided to call in a specialist, Professor Karl Gerhardt. Dr Gerhardt discovered a small
growth on the left vocal cord. Having tried, without success, to remove the growth, Gerhardt
advised the Crown Prince to take a holiday. He went to Bad Ems and from here the Crown
Princess was able to assure Queen Victoria that Fritz was improving and that when, on his return
to Berlin, the growth was removed, he would be quite well again.She was soon disillusioned. On
re-examining the Prince’s throat, a panel of six leading German doctors decided that the growth
was cancerous. They advised an immediate operation. This would involve the splitting of the
larynx. Even if the patient survived the operation, he would probably be rendered permanently
voiceless. Before going ahead, however, the doctors suggested that yet another specialist be
consulted. They decided on one of Europe’s leading authorities on diseases of the throat – an
Englishman, Dr Morell Mackenzie. He was requested to come as soon as possible to Berlin.Sick
with worry, Vicky backed up the doctors’ telegram to Mackenzie with one of her own to the
Queen. Would her mother see that the doctor set off at once. ‘Greatly distressed,’ wrote the
Queen in her Journal, ‘and cannot bear to think of poor darling Vicky’s anguish and sorrow.’Dr
Mackenzie arrived in Berlin on 20 May 1887. He examined the Crown Prince’s throat and sent
several fragments of the growth to a German pathologist for examination. The report was
negative. He therefore advised against the operation and suggested that the Crown Prince come
to England for treatment. He should be able to cure him, reckoned Mackenzie, in a matter of
months.The Crown Princess was exultant. ‘We are much more hopeful and reassured about



Fritz’s throat now,’ she told her mother. The suspense, she admitted, had been agonizing, ‘but I
own the hope held out is a very great relief, and as I am sanguine by nature, I easily cling to it.
…”The German doctors were distinctly less sanguine. Still suspecting that the growth was
cancerous, they could not agree on what should be done. Some advised the operation; others
suggested that Mackenzie’s proposed treatment be carried out in Berlin; Dr Gerhardt thought it
would be best if Mackenzie treated the patient himself. ‘I now leave it to them to settle their
minds amongst themselves and shall not interfere with them,’ wrote Vicky. ‘Fritz ought to be
under [Mackenzie’s] care and we must see how we can carefully effect this.’She needed to be
careful. A great many people at court, kept in ignorance of the seriousness of the Crown Prince’s
Illness (he had no very clear idea himself) considered it quite wrong that he should think of
absenting himself from Germany at a time when the health of his ninety-year-old father was far
from good. Others were only too quick to say that the Crown Princess was anxious to whisk him
away to her beloved England where he, who had always been putty in her hands, could be
manipulated more easily.But contrary to popular belief, she could not, and did not, simply insist
that the Crown Prince go to England to be treated by Mackenzie. Only when Dr Gerhardt, albeit
reluctantly, gave his permission, could she think of doing so. Queen Victoria’s Jubilee
celebrations provided them with the excuse. Fritz, who had a taste for ceremonial, was longing
to represent the Kaiser at the Thanksgiving Service in Westminster Abbey. And the fact that his
son, the officious Prince Wilhelm, was already suggesting that he take his father’s place, acted
as an added incentive.An indication of the atmosphere of suspicion in which the couple lived in
Berlin was provided when, prior to setting out for England, Vicky asked her mother whether she
could bring over all their private papers for safe-keeping in Buckingham Palace.A few days
before the couple left Berlin, Dr Gerhardt warned the Crown Princess that he was becoming
increasingly anxious about the Crown Prince’s throat. He claimed that the hitherto healthy right
vocal cord was now affected. If Dr Mackenzie’s cure was not successful, then the operation
would have to be performed – but in much less favourable conditions than before. Every day lost
was dangerous. ‘Of course you can understand this makes me utterly miserable!’ wailed Vicky.
She was being driven half distracted, she admitted, by the uncertainty; she simply could not
bring herself to believe that the German doctors were right. For one thing, she could not bear the
thought that her beloved husband might be fatally Ill; for another, she could not face the fact that
he might never ascend the throne. They had both lived for the day when his accession would
mean the inauguration of their democratic ideas. Would all these years of waiting prove to have
been in vain? Was the prize to be snatched away at the very moment of its coming within reach?
Were her long-cherished ambitions about to turn to dust? Surely Fate would never be so cruel.
Surely her husband would be cured.It was in this tormented state of mind that the Crown
Princess arrived in London to celebrate her mother’s Golden Jubilee.2The Jubilee festivities
over, the couple spent two months in England. During all this time the Crown Prince was being
treated by Mackenzie. Twice the doctor removed further particles of the growth and sent them to
the German pathologist for analysis. Again he could detect no sign of cancer. By the autumn,



with Fritz at Balmoral, everyone – including the doctor – was convinced that his complete
recovery was simply a matter of time. ‘He is wonderfully better,’ noted the gratified Queen, ‘still
hoarse, but not without any voice, as when he arrived in England. He seemed in excellent spirits.’
In a rush of premature relief, Queen Victoria knighted Dr Mackenzie.As Berlin was hardly the
place for a convalescence, it was decided that, on leaving Britain in September, the couple
would move on to Toblach in the Tyrol. When Toblach proved too wet, they made for Baveno,
near Lake Maggiore. As the Crown Prince still showed no real sign of improvement, they moved
on to an even warmer climate; this time to San Remo on the Mediterranean. Here, at the
beginning of November 1887, the Crown Prince’s little court established itself in a large villa set
in an exotic garden.During the course of these wanderings, public opinion in Berlin was
becoming increasingly critical of the manner in which the whole business of the Crown Prince’s
Illness was being conducted. Some said that he should return home at once. The Kaiser was not
expected to last much longer and in certain liberal circles it was feared that Prince Wilhelm was
gaining too much influence. Others suspected that the German doctors’ diagnosis of cancer had
been the correct one. No one had much faith in Mackenzie. He was accused of being a fraud,
anxious for the acclaim which having the Crown Prince under his care would bring him. Why
indeed, was the German Crown Prince in the care of a British, and not a German, doctor?
Because, ran the rumours, the Crown Princess – die Engländerin – had insisted on this.Vicky, in
fact, was being blamed for everything. Never had she been more abused than during this period
of her husband’s Illness. Her main concern, it was said, was to keep her husband alive long
enough for her to become Empress; she was determined that he should reign and not be
passed over in favour of their son Wilhelm. This was why she had persistently minimized the
seriousness of her husband’s Illness. This was why she had refused to concede that the growth
was cancerous and had forbidden her husband to be operated on at a time when the operation
might have saved his life. This was why she had insisted that an English, and not a German,
doctor be called in. She had impressed on Mackenzie – a fellow-liberal – the importance of the
growth not being diagnosed as cancerous. Together, she and Mackenzie had hurried the Crown
Prince away to England and so kept him out of the hands of the German doctors whose
proposed operation might have cost her husband his voice. By her persistent optimism she had
buoyed up her husband with false hopes and misled the public about the seriousness of his
Illness. It was claimed that her passion for power and her hatred of her eldest son were costing
her husband his life.The accusations were entirely without foundation. Ambitious, wilful and
highly emotional Vicky certainly was, but throughout her husband’s Illness her only concern was
to save his life and alleviate his sufferings. Quite naturally, she looked forward to the day of his
accession to the throne and was appalled at the thought that the splitting of his larynx might
make him an Emperor without a voice. But she could never have believed that her husband
would simply be declared unfit to reign; Bismarck himself admitted that there was no provision in
Germany for altering the succession in the event of physical incapacity.Nor was there any truth in
the accusation that she had summoned Dr Mackenzie. She had merely backed up the German



doctors’ decision to do so. His doubts about the cancerous nature of the growth had delighted
her. It is not surprising that she had put her faith in Mackenzie and his cure rather than in the
German doctors and their operation: both Mackenzie and the German pathologist were
preeminent in their fields, so why should she doubt their judgement? And then, far from insisting
that her husband go to England to follow Mackenzie’s treatment, she had confessed to her
mother that the decision lay with the German doctors, not her. To the accusation that both she
and Mackenzie were too optimistic by half, she insisted that it was her duty to remain cheerful.
By a show of optimism, she would speed her husband’s recovery. ‘You know how sensitive and
apprehensive, how suspicious and despondent Fritz is by nature,’ she wrote to her mother; it
was thus up to her to counteract his melancholy by remaining determinedly bright.Indeed, far
from behaving like some unfeeling, power-hungry virago, the Crown Princess was acting with
exemplary nobility throughout this trying time. Her courage and devotion were of the highest
order. At a time when she was tortured by the thought of her husband’s fate, when she was
forced to put on a smiling front lest he sink into an even deeper depression, when she was both
physically and emotionally exhausted, she was being abused, privately and publicly, by her
numerous enemies. She deserved all the sympathy and encouragement she could get.But the
worst was yet to come. Twenty-four hours after they had settled in at San Remo, there was an
alarming deterioration in Fritz’s condition. On examining the patient’s throat, Dr Mackenzie
discovered a new growth. This time he felt certain that it was malignant. The Crown Prince,
begging to be told the truth, asked the doctor if it was cancer.‘I am sorry to say, Sir,’ answered
Mackenzie, ‘it looks very much like it, but it is impossible to be certain.’After a moment or two’s
silence, Fritz calmly thanked the doctor for his frankness. Only later, when he was alone with his
wife, did the Crown Prince’s control break down. Sobbing bitterly, he gasped out against the
injustice of Fate. ‘I had so hoped to be of use to my country. Why is heaven so cruel to me? What
have I done to be thus stricken down and condemned?’3That Fritz had not much longer to live,
there was now no question. A few days after Mackenzie’s admission that the growth might be
cancerous, his diagnosis was confirmed by a panel of German doctors. It was now simply a
matter of whether the Crown Prince would outlast his ailing father or whether his son Wilhelm
would be the next Kaiser. While the German public whispered a half-forgotten prophecy that
Kaiser Wilhelm I would live to be ninety-six and be succeeded by a man with one arm, the
official world began preparing openly for the next reign but one. With one sun sinking so fast, it
would be as well to turn and face the coming dawn. Fritz was being treated, complained Vicky to
Queen Victoria, as ‘a mere passing shadow soon to be replaced by reality in the shape of
Wilhelm’.Yet she refused to accept the situation. She simply would not allow herself to believe
that her husband was beyond recovery. She seems even to have convinced herself that he did
not really have cancer. When the doctors, after their latest examination, had given the couple the
choice of a complete removal of the larynx or a palliative measure whereby an incision would be
made in the throat to avoid suffocation, they had plumped for the lesser operation. The doctors’
opinion that the Crown Prince had less than six months to live, Vicky dismissed as nonsense, ‘a



mere guess and a conjecture’. The German doctors might convince the court and the public that
Fritz was dying, but they certainly did not convince her, she declared.In her stubborn belief, the
Crown Princess was being backed up by the urbane Mackenzie. Despite the fact that he had
concurred with the German doctors’ recent verdict, within a few weeks he was assuring Queen
Victoria that there was nothing malignant in Prince Frederick’s throat. Did he really believe this?
Or did he simply not know what to believe? He might well have been puzzled by the fact that the
course of the disease was somewhat unusual, not really typical of cancer of the throat. Or was
he perhaps concealing the true nature of the Illness? Did the Crown Prince have syphilis of the
larynx? One of the German doctors had suggested that he be given large doses of potassium
iodide – the customary treatment for late syphilis – and with this the other doctors had agreed.
He even went so far as to make a public announcement to the effect that the Crown Prince was
suffering from a disease of a ‘contagious origin’. Mackenzie himself is said to have confided to a
close friend, Dr Pierce, that the Prince had ‘syphilis of the larynx before the cancer appeared’.
This opinion has recently been backed up by R. Scott Stevenson in his detailed study of the
Crown Prince’s Illness. Given Fritz’s character, it seems unlikely, but there was talk of his
association with a Spanish dancer at the opening of the Suez Canal which he had attended
some years before.Bolstering Vicky’s determination to remain sanguine about her husband’s
Illness was her suspicion of a plot to force him to renounce his rights to the throne. She was
convinced that the conservatives would go to any lengths to see that Prince Wilhelm gained
power so that Bismarck’s reactionary policies could be continued. To this end they were not only
spreading alarming reports on the seriousness of the Crown Prince’s Illness, but were bent on
getting his English doctor dismissed so that they could replace him with someone of their own
choosing. This doctor would then convince the patient of the hopelessness of his case and of
the necessity of renouncing his claim to the throne. It was the Junkers who wanted the Crown
Prince’s larynx removed; it was they who were trying to force an operation which would certainly
cost the patient his voice, perhaps even his life. ‘Against this,’ declared Vicky to her mother, ‘it is
my duty to fight!’The Crown Princess’s suspicions could not be dismissed as mere hysteria; the
imaginings of an ambitious and overwrought woman. Prince Wilhelm’s behaviour gave ample
grounds for her fears. He was certainly making no secret of his impatience to ascend the throne.
Already he had drawn up an Imperial Edict to be dispatched to the various German princes on
the day of his accession. At this even Bismarck drew the line. Both the Kaiser and his heir
apparent were still alive, explained the Chancellor to his headstrong protege; it really would not
do for the public to learn that the heir presumptive had drafted his Imperial Edict.Disturbing, too,
were Prince Wilhelm’s visits to San Remo. Twice, during his parents’ stay there, did he come to
see them and on both occasions his manner was insufferable. Arrogant, conceited and
unsympathetic, he behaved as though he were already Emperor. Making much of the fact that
he was there as the ‘Kaiser’s representative’, he insisted on giving orders to the doctors. He is
even said to have claimed precedence over his mother as he entered the local Lutheran
church.However, Vicky was not one to put up with such high-handedness. Always ready to give



as good as she got, she ‘pitched into him,’ she assured her mother, ‘with considerable
violence’.‘I will not have him dictate to me – the head on my shoulders is every bit as good as
his,’ she declared.Still, Prince Wilhelm was able to return to Berlin with the German doctors’
assurance that his father had not much longer to live. Wilhelm I might yet be succeeded by
Wilhelm II.He was not. On 9 March 1888, the old Emperor died, two weeks short of turning
ninety-one. Fritz was walking in the grounds of the villa at San Remo when he received the news
that he was now Kaiser Frederick III. Returning to the house, he entered the drawingroom in
which his household stood assembled. His first task was to write out the announcement of his
own accession. His second was to invest his wife with the highest decoration he could bestow –
the Order of the Black Eagle. To underline further his appreciation of all she had done, he
handed Dr Mackenzie a piece of paper on which he had written: ‘I thank you for having made me
live long enough to recompense the valiant courage of my wife.’Queen Victoria’s reaction to the
news was more effusive. ‘My own dear Empress Victoria,’ she wrote to Vicky, ‘it does seem an
impossible dream, may God bless her! You know how little I care for rank or Titles -but I cannot
deny that after all that has been done and said, I am thankful and proud that dear Fritz and you
should have come to the Throne.’Two days later, on a bitterly cold night, the stricken Emperor
arrived in Berlin to begin his long-deferred reign. ‘I pray,’ wrote the new Empress to her mother,
‘that he may be spared to be a blessing to his people and to Europe.’ By now.’even she must
have realized that there was little hope of that.At last, and in this sad and untriumphant fashion,
did the first of Queen Victoria’s descendants come to sit upon a throne.Chapter FourNinety-eight
Days1On the day after Crown Prince Frederick’s accession to the throne -10 March 1888 – the
Prince and Princess of Wales celebrated their silver wedding. Queen Victoria, having made a
somewhat disgruntled entry in her Journal to the effect that she and Albert had not been
‘permitted’ to celebrate this happy anniversary, presented the couple with a huge silver loving-
cup. That night she attended a family dinner at Marlborough House. Princess Alexandra, in white
and silver, looked radiant: ‘more like a bride just married than the Silver one of twenty-five years,’
noted the Queen.By now the forty-three-year-old Alexandra, no less than her husband, had
perfected the appearance that was to characterize her throughout her life: the crown of
elaborately coiffured brown hair, the creamy complexion, the jewelled’dog-collars’ (to hide a
girlhood scar), the tiny waist, the superbly elegant clothes. She already walked with the famous
‘Alexandra limp’, an affliction caused by a stiff knee and converted by her into a movement of
such grace that it was copied by a number of society ladies. ‘To the very end,’ wrote one of her
nieces, ‘there was about Aunt Alix something invincible, something exquisite and flower-like. She
gave the same joy as a beautiful rose or a rare orchid or an absolutely flawless carnation. She
was a garden flower that had been grown by a superlative gardener who knew every trick of his
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this book) but for helpful advice during the planning stages of this study. For information,
material, advice and help, I am indebted to Don Ernesto La Orden, Don Manue’ Garcia-Miranda,
Dr Klaus Schmidt, Mr Anton Reinhardt, Mr P. Skovgaard Andersen, Mr Lars Jensen, Mr
Christopher Lavrano, Mr Keith Killby, Mr Andre Bothner, Mrs Alma Holtzhausen, Mrs Dorothy
Caine, Mrs Ilse Rooseboom, Miss Ann Seeliger and Miss Norah Henshilwood.My chief thanks,
however, are to Mr Brian Roberts whose assistance, encouragement and expert advice have
been invaluable.Four recently published books which have proved especially useful and to
whose authors I am deeply indebted are Nicholas and Alexandra by Robert K. Massie
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Murray).1973PrologueGolden JubileeSummer 18871‘The day has come,’ wrote Queen Victoria
on the morning of 20 June 1887, ‘and I am alone .…’By ‘alone’ the Queen meant that the Prince
Consort, dead these twenty-five years, was not by her side to celebrate her Golden Jubilee. She
could hardly have meant anything else. Buckingham Palace was crammed with royal guests, the
majority of whom were closely related to the Queen. At every turn she could come up against a
son, a daughter, a grandson, a granddaughter, a first or a second cousin. Although the Queen’s
husband might have been absent, their family, which she admitted was ‘legion’, was very much
in evidence.From all over Europe they had come to celebrate this fiftieth anniversary of the
Queen’s accession. Never before had such a galaxy of royalties been assembled in Buckingham
Palace. There were kings, crown princes, archdukes, grand dukes and scores of princes – many
of them with wives, children and grandchildren. The rooms were alive with Bourbons,
Braganzas, Bernadottes, Battenbergs, Hapsburgs, Hohenzollerns, Romanovs, Coburgs,
Glucksburgs, Savoys, Wittelsbachs and Hesses, as well as the royalties from various lesser
states – limited in size but inexhaustible in the matter of providing consorts – such as Saxe-
Meinigen, Saxe-Weimar, Mecklenburg-Strelitz, Mecklenburg-Schwerin, Schleswig-Holstein and
Hohenlohe-Langenburg. And there were more exotic guests still: honey-skinned princes from
such far-flung countries as India, Persia, Japan and Siam. There was even the irrepressible
Queen of Hawaii, who had arrived with a piece of her own handiwork to present to the Queen:
‘very rare feathers,’ noted Victoria, ‘but very strangely arranged as a wreath round my
monogram, also in feathers on a black ground, framed’.To Buckingham Palace, which had
known so little gaiety since the Prince Consort’s death, this cosmopolitan company brought a
sudden burst of brilliance. They might not all have been scintillating personalities but their
presence created a decidedly kaleidoscopic air. The men were luxuriantly bewhiskered,
superbly uniformed and dazzlingly bemedalled. The women were elaborately coiffured, tightly



corseted and generously bustled. Little princes, kilted or sailor-suited, cavorted with princesses
in frilled skirts and satin sashes. For a few days this royal throng was engaged in an almost
ceaseless round of activity. Life was a succession of public appearances, presentations,
receptions, luncheons and dinners. Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria complained that he did not
even have the opportunity to speak to his father-in-law, King Leopold II of the Belgians. ‘I am
frightfully rushed …’ he scribbled to his wife, at home in Vienna, ‘no one has any free
time.’Busiest of all was the sixty-eight-year-old Queen Victoria. From the moment of her arrival at
Buckingham Palace from Windsor on the morning of 20 June until her return three days later,
she was on the move. With the King of Denmark on her right hand and the King of Greece on her
left, she presided over a family dinner and noted how splendidly the gold plate gleamed under
the blaze of lights. In the Small Ballroom she accepted a present from her assembled children
and grandchildren: an immense and elaborate table decoration in gold, silver and enamel,
fashioned in Berlin under the eye of her eldest daughter, the German Crown Princess. In the
Large Ballroom (‘half dead with fatigue’) she received the corps diplomatique, foreign envoys
and their suites. In the White Drawing-room, she granted audience to a deputation from the
‘Women of England’. In the Green Drawing-room she held a great reception for the Indian
princes and was almost overwhelmed by the splendour of their jewels and costumes. She had
always had a penchant for dark, good-looking men; ‘the handsome Rao of Kutch, most
beautifully dressed,’ she enthused, ‘really he and his brother were like a dream At yet another
dinner, wearing a dress embroidered with roses, thistles and shamrocks and her ‘large
diamonds’, she listened to her eldest son, the Prince of Wales, propose the health of the
sovereigns and royal guests crowded around the table.The climax of these royal celebrations
was the Thanksgiving Service in Westminster Abbey on 21 June. It was a day of brilliant
sunshine; the longest of the year. The vast crowds lining the route had the satisfaction of seeing
almost every member of the Sovereign’s extensive family pass by. In the first procession drove
the Queen’s royal guests, not quite all of whom were her relations, but the second procession
was made up entirely of her direct descendants. It needed ten carriages to accommodate her
daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters, granddaughter-in-law and their ladies. They were
followed by the men of the family. Splendidly mounted, glittering with gold, their accoutrements
all a-jingle and their plumes all a-flutter, the Queen’s three sons, five sons-in-law, nine grandsons
and grandsons-in-law trotted by. It was a marvellous sight. Her eldest son, the forty-five-year-old
Prince of Wales, was in the bright red tunic and plumed helmet of a British Field-Marshal; his
eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was in the blue and gold of the 10th Hussars; his second son,
Prince George, was in the blue of a Lieutenant of the Royal Navy. Others were in scarlet and still
others in green. Most, Spectacular of all was the German Crown Prince Frederick, husband of
the Queen’s eldest daughter Vicky. In his white uniform, silver cuirass and great eagle-crowned
helmet, he looked, it was said, like ‘one of the legendary heroes embodied in the creations of
Wagner’. Dear Fritz, noted the Queen less poetically, ‘looked so handsome and so well’.The
princes were followed by an escort of Indian cavalry, exotically turbaned, and then came the



open landau drawn by six cream-coloured horses, in which sat the Queen, her eldest daughter
Vicky, German Crown Princess, and her daughter-in-law Alexandra, Princess of Wales.Whereas
the Crown Princess looked attractive and the Princess of Wales superb (in cream and gold
brocade with a toque of creamy-pink roses), the Queen looked hardly different from her
everyday self. She had flatly refused to wear her robes of state for the great occasion. When the
Princess of Wales, on behalf of the Queen’s children, had tried to get the Queen to change her
mind, she had been given short shrift. ‘I was never so snubbed in all my life,’ complained
Alexandra. So the Queen drove to the Abbey in a dress of black satin, relieved by the blue Garter
ribbon, several glittering orders and a few lace panels. One concession she did make, and this
was in the matter of her bonnet. For the first time in twenty-five years she forsook a black bonnet
for a white one. From a Marie Stuart-shaped brim, set with diamonds, a tuft of white feathers
sprouted heavenwards, while a length of white Alencon lace was secured firmly under her chin.
It was not notably regal but it was something.Through the vociferously acclaiming, lavishly
decorated streets the Queen drove to the Abbey. At the door she was met by a cluster of
clergymen, all gorgeously robed. She started slowly up the nave to the strains of an overture by
Handel. Preceded by the princes of her family and followed by the princesses, she made her
way to the red-carpeted dais on which stood the Coronation chair. She was not too overwrought
to spot various familiar faces in the congregation, but she was spared the sight of her Hête noire,
Mr Gladstone, ‘though he was there’.‘I sat alone (oh! without my beloved husband, for whom this
would have been such a proud day!)’ wrote the Queen. But if Prince Albert was not there in
person, reminders of him were in no way lacking. They played his Te Deum and they sang his
chorale. At the end of the service (‘to which all, even the natives of Asia, seemed reverently
attentive,’ ran one report) the Queen’s – and the Prince Consort’s – descendants passed before
her to pay homage. Her sons, sons-in-law, grandsons and grandsons-in-law bowed and kissed
her hand; her daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters and granddaughter-in-law curtsied
and were embraced by her.‘It was a moving moment,’ noted the Queen, ‘and tears were in some
of their eyes.’For many, the sight of the old Queen embracing the members of her family was the
most touching of the day’s events. ‘What Queen in the world has been so rich in offspring and
has such good cause to rejoice in her many children?’ asked one effusive observer. ‘She was
perfectly justified in kissing them all round.…’The service over, the royal family drove once more
in triumph through the streets. At the Palace the Queen thankfully exchanged her bonnet for her
cap and distributed jubilee brooches to the members of her family. Not until four in the afternoon
did they sit down to luncheon. The rest of the day passed in a haze of presentations, greetings,
speeches and gift-giving, and ended in the flash and shimmer of fireworks. Exhausted, the
Queen slipped away to bed.‘Felt truly grateful that all had passed off so admirably, and this
never-to-be-forgotten day will always leave the most gratifying and heart-stirring memories
behind,’ she wrote.She had every reason to be gratified. Not only had her Golden Jubilee been a
triumphant national event but it had emphasized her role as the head of a great royal clan. More
than anything, Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee was a family affair. Her Diamond Jubilee, ten



years hence, was to have an altogether different atmosphere: it would be grander, more imperial,
more stridently nationalistic. Then she would be hailed as the Queen-Empress of a mighty
Empire; now she was being greeted as a European sovereign, head of a cosmopolitan family,
the Grandmama of Europe.She certainly had a right to this title. Not only was she Europe’s
leading monarch but, being part Coburg and having married a Coburg, she was related to
almost every royal family on the Continent. Her Coburg cousins or second cousins reigned in
Belgium, Portugal and Bulgaria and had married, or would one day marry, into the ruling families
of France, Austria and Italy. Her son’s wives were related to the Russian, Danish, Greek and
Dutch monarchies. She was even to be connected to that most outre of dynasties, the
Bonapartes. Had Crown Prince Rudolf not shot his mistress and himself at Mayerling, his wife -
Queen Victoria’s second cousin, Princess Stephanie of Belgium – would have been Empress of
Austria. A mad and beautiful female cousin, now locked up in a Belgian castle, had once been
the Empress of Mexico. Yet another second cousin, the jewelled and perfumed Ferdinand of
Bulgaria, dreamed of having himself crowned Emperor of a new Byzantine Empire, in Saint Sofia
in Constantinople.But even without these various collatoral ramifications, through the marriages
of her direct descendants alone Queen Victoria could claim to be Europe’s royal grandmother.
Through ten of her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren she came to be linked to the
majority of the reigning sovereigns of the Continent. Her eldest son was to succeed to her own
throne as King Edward VII. Her eldest daughter was to become German Empress, the mother of
Kaiser Wilhelm II. One granddaughter would be the last, tragic Empress of Russia. Another
would become Queen Sophie of the Hellenes, the mother of no fewer than three Greek kings
and one Romanian queen. Other granddaughters would be Queen Marie of Romania, Queen
Maud of Norway and Queen Ena of Spain. Her great-granddaughters would become Queen
Marie of Yugoslavia, Queen Louise of Sweden and Queen Ingrid of Denmark. And most of
these, in turn, were to be the mothers and grandmothers of kings.It was thus with justification
that a disgruntled Hapsburg archduke could complain that ‘the Coburgs gain throne after throne
and spread their growing power abroad over the whole earth’. And that Bismarck could refer to
Coburg as ‘the stud farm of Europe’. In the years between Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee and
the end of the First World War, the old Catholic monarchies were completely overshadowed; it
was the Protestant royalties, and more particularly those with Coburg blood, who led the field.
From snow-bound St Petersburg to stifling Lisbon, from rain-lashed London to sun-drenched
Athens, the Coburgs wielded their influence. The wagons-lits were forever carrying yet another
member of the family to a foreign capital: the Orient Express took them to Sofia, the Star of the
North took them to St Petersburg. Stiffly they stood amongst the potted palms on station
platforms waiting for trains to transport them to weddings in Madrid, house-parties in
Copenhagen, christenings at Potsdam and funerals at Windsor. The Queen’s Coburg relations
exchanged gossip in the orchid houses at Laeken, they were piped aboard yachts on the Tagus,
they opened balls in the Hofburg. In swaggering cavalcades they passed along the streets of
Brussels or Berlin or Bucharest.Indeed, this last great flowering of Europe’s monarchy was very



much a family affair: a royal aggrandizement presided over by the plump and imperious
Grandmama of them all.2If, to the world, Queen Victoria was the remote and Illustrious
Grandmama of Europe, to her grandchildren she was every bit as awe inspiring. To them,
whether they were youngsters, or men and women on the threshold of middle age, the prestige
of Grandmama Queen was almost overwhelming. ‘They spoke to her,’ testifies one of these
grandchildren, ‘with bated breath, and even when not present she was never mentioned except
with lowered voice.’To be taken to see their grandmother was an event of extreme importance in
the lives of the children. ‘I have so much to do and have suffered so much from my head lately
that I fear that I cannot undertake to see you this time,’ wrote the Queen imperiously to the
mother of one such brood of royal children, ‘but if you will send Girdlestone [the nurse] with the
children by herself at half past ten on Wednesday I could find a few minutes to see them – which
I long to do.’Along wide, silent and deeply carpeted corridors, like a flock of ‘well-behaved little
geese’, the children would be driven by their anxious nurses towards the Queen’s apartments.
No one spoke above a whisper. Even reprimands were delivered in hushed tones. ‘Mind you
curtsy at the door and kiss Grandmama’s hand and don’t make a noise and mind you are good,’
would run the scarcely audible instructions. Soundlessly, one after another, double doors would
be opened by low-bowing, liveried footmen; ‘it was like passing through the forecourts of a
temple, before approaching the final mystery to which only the initiated had access.’ The last
door would open and there, sitting at her desk in an old-fashioned, elaborately flounced black
silk dress with a snowy widow’s cap on her head, would be Queen Victoria.To the children, the
Queen might be awesome but she was never frightening. She was certainly not the ogre of
popular imagination. In fact, the more perceptive amongst her grandchildren realized that she
was just as shy of them as they were of her. On seeing them, the Queen would smile her timid
smile and give a little shrug of her shoulders. A quick, nervous laugh always preceded her
opening remarks. Conversation was halting and made up, for the most part, of questions about
the children’s behaviour. Any report of naughtiness would be met with mock exclamations of
horror on the part of the Queen. Yet she never raised her voice; her air was one of tranquillity.Her
rooms fascinated the children. They were always sweet with the scent of orange flowers and, as
the Queen insisted on open windows, never stuffy or gloomy. They were crammed, not only with
furniture, but with innumerable paintings, portraits and ornaments. In all of these, Grandpapa –
the late Prince Consort – figured largely. He was portrayed in oil paintings, water colours, prints,
photographs, busts and statuettes. In general’s uniform, in Garter robes, in a kilt, in plaid
trousers, on a mountainside, at his writing table, in the garden, with his dogs or his horses or his
children, with his little wife gazing rapturously into his face, the shade of Prince Albert dominated
the room. But there was a great deal more to be seen: Landseer’s wonderful pictures of dogs
and deer and horses, photographs of people long since dead, a glass ball shimmering with
different colours, ‘all sorts of delicious queer little objects made of Scotch granite and
cairngorm’. There was even a caged bullfinch who either screeched with rage or piped a gay
little tune.At Osborne or Balmoral, the Queen’s grandchildren were more likely to see her out of



doors. Sometimes they would be allowed to breakfast with her. Here, instead of carpets, the
marvellously smooth, springy green lawns would muffle any footfalls. The Queen would be
seated under a large ecru parasol tent, lined and fringed with green. All about, in nervous
attendance, stood turbaned Indians, kilted Highlanders, liveried footmen and black-clad ladies-
in-waiting. Dogs – collies, pomeranians, Scotch or Skye terriers – sprawled on the grass. The air
would be pungent with the smell of coffee and of certain brown biscuits, imported from Germany,
which the Queen might, or might not, offer to her grandchildren. As they often had difficulty in
observing the obligatory silence or low-pitched conversation at the royal table, some of the
children invented ‘a kind of dumb talk’. This invariably led to fits of giggling followed by
embarrassed explanations. The minute breakfast was over, the children would be packed off, the
table cleared and the dispatch boxes brought out.No less characteristic were the glimpses
which the children would have of their grandmother out driving. Come wind, rain or sleet, the
Queen would never miss her daily drive. ‘I remember a morning when none of the family would
accompany Grandmama Victoria in her little pony carriage,’ recalled Princess Alice, afterwards
Countess of Athlone, ‘so, to my intense joy and pride, I was deputed and out we went, sleet
pouring down on us, nothing daunted.’Another of her grandchildren, the little girl who became
the colourful Queen Marie of Romania, has left an even more vivid picture of the Queen taking
her drive at Balmoral.‘There was a quite special thrill,’ she writes, ‘when from afar you saw
Grandmama’s outrider come trotting down the road ahead of her carriage. Grandmama never
drove without an outrider.‘Solemn-faced, in a livery as impeccably black and neat as the clothes
of a bishop, mounted on a stolid dappled grey, groomed to the superlative perfection only
English stables can attain, this forerunner of the Royal Presence would appear round the bend
of the road. Trot, trot, trot, trot, the very sound made your heart beat with expectation. That black-
coated rider with a face that never smiled, never in fact expressed anything but almost
magnificent reliability, was more uniquely royal and effective than any flare of trumpets or bright-
coated military escort could have been. Trot, trot, trot, trot, and here was Her Majesty’s carriage
drawn by greys as superbly sleek and well-bred as the one who had heralded their coming; and
seated within the open barouche, a wee little old lady with an exquisitely old-fashioned hat and
antediluvian, sloping-shouldered mantle, black, with sometimes a touch of white. Nothing showy
about her, no attempt at effect of any kind, the whole turn-outsimple, unadorned, but what a thrill
the passing of that simple carriage gave you.‘Trot, trot, trot, trot, deep curtseys, the waving of
hands and handkerchiefs, smiles on every face, a responding smile from the little old lady in the
carriage – only just a glimpse – but how the memory remained with you. Trot, trot … a
diminishing sound. You stood staring after the carriage, the horses, the outrider, trot, trot …
fainter, fainter … till it died quite away …‘Grandmama Queen!’Although the Queen might only
rarely be seen by her grandchildren, she was the dominant presence in their lives. No important
step could be taken without the consent of the little old lady in black. She had to know about
their education, their travels, their health and their personalities. ‘In a way she was the arbiter of
our different fates,’ wrote one of her granddaughters. ‘For all members of her family her “yes” and



her “no’ counted tremendously. She was not averse from interfering in the most private
questions. She was the central power directing things.’Her cross-examinations were dreaded by
the younger generation. ‘I like Balmoral for about a fortnight,’ complained one of the princesses,
‘but I honestly think that longer than that is rather an ordeal as the everlasting questions and the
carefulness of one’s replies is extremely fatiguing, Yet, for all her insistence on having her say,
Queen Victoria was no virago. On the contrary, she was exceptionally kind, sympathetic and
understanding. One could always go to her in trouble. So sentimental herself, she was quick to
respond to a romantic situation. Her grandchildren might stand in awe of her tremendous
presence but on important issues they always found her tolerant, broadminded and far from
prudish.This compassion was well Illustrated during the course of a scandal that set the small
German courts a-quiver during the late 1890s. A young and unmarried royal duchess was
discovered to be pregnant. The father of the child was a footman who, owing to some antiquated
rule at the Grand Ducal court, had had the nightly task of bringing the lamps into the girl’s
bedroom. The parents, horrified at what they considered to be their daughter’s plunge from
grace, lost no time in turning her out. Queen Victoria was no less horrified at their lack of
sympathy. ‘It is too awful and shameful and almost sinful to send the poor Baby away,’ wrote the
Queen. ‘I hear from a reliable source that the family have forbidden that poor unhappy girl’s
name ever being mentioned in the family … I think it too wicked.’It was in the matter of her
grandchildren’s marriages, of course, that the Queen’s influence was most clearly felt. On these
she had very definite, and very sensible ideas. For one thing, she would never insist on marriage
for the sake of marriage. ‘Moretta has expressed a strong wish not to marry now,’ she wrote to
her grandchild Moretta’s mother on one occasion, ‘and I own – I think you should let it alone for
the present. Let her see people – but pray don’t force it on, for if she has no inclination, if she
don’t like anyone, it would never do … don’t force or press her to marry for marrying’s sake; that
is dreadful.’Such advice was rare in the courts of Europe.Although she was always well enough
pleased if a member of her family made a brilliant match, Queen Victoria was never one for
talking anyone into a politically or dynastically advantageous marriage. In fact, the longer she
lived, the less she cared about great foreign matrimonial alliances. In the case of her eldest
children, they had led to endless friction. By the time her younger children, and her
grandchildren, were ready for marriage, she always preferred a suitable match to a spectacular
one. ‘Great marriages do not make happiness,’ she once warned her eldest daughter. In the face
of considerable opposition the Queen allowed her daughter Louise to marry a commoner – the
Marquess of Lome. To her protesting eldest son, the Prince of Wales, she explained that
marriage to some foreign prince would cause nothing but ‘trouble and annoyances and
unhappiness, and which I never would consent to’. What good, nowadays, were these ‘great
foreign alliances’?Once, when a handsome young prince, having been refused permission to
marry a suitable princess, married a beautiful singer instead, the Queen’s daughter Vicky cried
out that he had been ‘driven to despair’. Victoria’s comment was more sensible. ‘Perhaps they
love one another,’ she answered.Queen Victoria never shared the horror of the leading



Continental royal families of marriage with a member of a morganatic branch. The German
imperial family was appalled when the Queen sanctioned the marriage of not only one, but two,
morganatic Battenberg princes into her own family. Both the German Empress and her son, the
Crown Prince, wrote to the Queen to express their reservations. Victoria was furious. How dare
they address her in that tone? How could they refer to the Battenbergs as not being Geblüt –
pure-bred – as though they were animals?‘If the Queen of England thinks a person good enough
for her daughter,’ she quoted one of her Ministers as saying, ‘what have other people got to say?
For indeed, if the Queen was ready to allow her children and grandchildren to ally themselves to
Europe’s less important and less purebred royalties, she was still extremely conscious of her
own atatus as Europe’s leading sovereign. Hers was still, she would claim blandly, ‘the greatest
position there is’. When her son Prince Alfred expressed a wish to marry the only daughter of
Tsar Alexander II, Queen Victoria insisted that the Princess come to England for inspection. The
Tsar did not see why she should. Why, suggested the Empress of Russia to the Queen’s
daughter Princess Alice, could the Queen not come to Germany and inspect the girl there?
Princess Alice, in full agreement, passed the message on to her mother. The Queen exploded.‘I
do not think, dear Child,’ wrote the Queen to Princess Alice, ‘that you should tell me who have
been nearly twenty years longer on the throne than the Emperor of Russia and am the Doyenne
of Sovereigns and who am a Reigning Sovereign which the Empress is not – what I ought to do. I
think I know that. The proposal received on Wednesday for me to be at Cologne … tomorrow,
was one of the coolest things I ever heard … I own everyone was shocked.’Although Queen
Victoria was not bigoted in this matter of her children’s and grandchildren’s marriages, it was
very rarely that any of them married outside the charmed circle of European royalties. Some of
their partners might be minor royalties but they were royalties all the same. To Queen Victoria,
royalty was a race apart. It was inevitable, therefore, that with a family as large as hers, the
Queen’s descendants would be scattered throughout the palaces of Europe and that some of
them, at least, would sit on thrones. She might have been able to ensure that her younger
daughters married tame, uncommitted princelings who were content to live in England; she
could hardly control the marriages of her grandchildren and great-grandchildren to the same
extent.Thus there was carried, into the courts of late nineteenth-century and early twentieth-
century Europe, something of the atmosphere of Queen Victoria’s England. A flock of English or
half-English princesses introduced into the royal families of the Continent the taste, the ideas,
the morals, the language and the way of life of Victoria’s court. Into these foreign palaces they
brought, sometimes quite literally, a breath of fresh air. They built homes that looked like Mayfair
mansions or Tudor manor houses; they had them fitted with bathrooms and lavatories (‘these
really necessary affairs’ as the Queen called them); they filled them with chintz-covered furniture
from Maple and Liberty; they kept the vases full of flowers and the windows open. One could
hardly believe, boasted Princess Alice to Queen Victoria on moving into her newly-built home at
Darmstadt, that one was in Germany; ‘the house and all its arrangements are so English’.‘The
house would enchant you just now,’ wrote Queen Victoria’s daughter, Vicky, of her own



daughter’s improvements to her villa at Bonn, ‘it is just like a pretty English country house … All
in such good taste.’In these cosy, chintzy, convenient houses, they tried to lead as English a life
as possible. The day started with a hearty breakfast and, instead of having to change into full
evening dress for dinner at four in the afternoon followed by a gargantuan tea at eight at night,
the family sat down to luncheon in the middle of the day and to dinner in the evening. English
manners were considered de rigueur. ‘But my dear,’ exclaimed the Queen’s granddaughter,
Princess Ena of Battenberg, to her husband, King Alfonso XIII of Spain, on the morning after
their wedding, ‘you’re dipping your toast in your tea!’The children were brought up in the English
fashion – simply, strictly and according to the maxim that they should be seen and not heard.
They were fed on baked apples and rice puddings. Every nursery was presided over by that
ubiquitous symbol of imperial Britain – the English nanny. There was a Mrs Orchard at
Darmstadt, a Mrs Lome at Athens, a Miss Green at Bucharest. (Sir ‘Chips’ Channon, in later
years, claimed that all European royalties spoke English with a slight cockney accent from
having been brought up by English nannies.) English was the language in which the German
Empress Frederick wrote to her daughters – Princess Sophie of Greece, Princess Victoria of
Schaumberg-Lippe and Princess Margaret of Hesse. English was heard in the Winter Palace in
St Petersburg, in the Neues Palais at Potsdam, in the Palacio Real, Madrid. ‘I am English by
education and English is my language,’ claimed the German princess who was the last Tsaritsa
of Russia. And when Queen Olga of Greece asked one of her granddaughters why she prayed
in English, rather than Greek, the little girl replied, ‘I have arranged it with God. I told Him I liked
to talk to Him in English best, and He said: “Please yourself, Marina!” ’And there were other, less
tangible things that this bevy of princesses introduced into the courts of Europe. Although many
of them were shy, inarticulate and a little too convinced of the superiority of all things English,
they brought with them some of their grandmother’s more admirable characteristics: her
refreshing lack of bigotry, her fund of common sense, her high moral code, her transparent
honesty and her unshakeable sense of duty. Different from each other in many ways, these
princesses, grand duchesses, queens and empresses retained always something of the direct,
practical, honest-to-goodness qualities of the plump old lady in the white widow’s
cap.PrologueGolden JubileeSummer 18871‘The day has come,’ wrote Queen Victoria on the
morning of 20 June 1887, ‘and I am alone .…’By ‘alone’ the Queen meant that the Prince
Consort, dead these twenty-five years, was not by her side to celebrate her Golden Jubilee. She
could hardly have meant anything else. Buckingham Palace was crammed with royal guests, the
majority of whom were closely related to the Queen. At every turn she could come up against a
son, a daughter, a grandson, a granddaughter, a first or a second cousin. Although the Queen’s
husband might have been absent, their family, which she admitted was ‘legion’, was very much
in evidence.From all over Europe they had come to celebrate this fiftieth anniversary of the
Queen’s accession. Never before had such a galaxy of royalties been assembled in Buckingham
Palace. There were kings, crown princes, archdukes, grand dukes and scores of princes – many
of them with wives, children and grandchildren. The rooms were alive with Bourbons,



Braganzas, Bernadottes, Battenbergs, Hapsburgs, Hohenzollerns, Romanovs, Coburgs,
Glucksburgs, Savoys, Wittelsbachs and Hesses, as well as the royalties from various lesser
states – limited in size but inexhaustible in the matter of providing consorts – such as Saxe-
Meinigen, Saxe-Weimar, Mecklenburg-Strelitz, Mecklenburg-Schwerin, Schleswig-Holstein and
Hohenlohe-Langenburg. And there were more exotic guests still: honey-skinned princes from
such far-flung countries as India, Persia, Japan and Siam. There was even the irrepressible
Queen of Hawaii, who had arrived with a piece of her own handiwork to present to the Queen:
‘very rare feathers,’ noted Victoria, ‘but very strangely arranged as a wreath round my
monogram, also in feathers on a black ground, framed’.To Buckingham Palace, which had
known so little gaiety since the Prince Consort’s death, this cosmopolitan company brought a
sudden burst of brilliance. They might not all have been scintillating personalities but their
presence created a decidedly kaleidoscopic air. The men were luxuriantly bewhiskered,
superbly uniformed and dazzlingly bemedalled. The women were elaborately coiffured, tightly
corseted and generously bustled. Little princes, kilted or sailor-suited, cavorted with princesses
in frilled skirts and satin sashes. For a few days this royal throng was engaged in an almost
ceaseless round of activity. Life was a succession of public appearances, presentations,
receptions, luncheons and dinners. Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria complained that he did not
even have the opportunity to speak to his father-in-law, King Leopold II of the Belgians. ‘I am
frightfully rushed …’ he scribbled to his wife, at home in Vienna, ‘no one has any free
time.’Busiest of all was the sixty-eight-year-old Queen Victoria. From the moment of her arrival at
Buckingham Palace from Windsor on the morning of 20 June until her return three days later,
she was on the move. With the King of Denmark on her right hand and the King of Greece on her
left, she presided over a family dinner and noted how splendidly the gold plate gleamed under
the blaze of lights. In the Small Ballroom she accepted a present from her assembled children
and grandchildren: an immense and elaborate table decoration in gold, silver and enamel,
fashioned in Berlin under the eye of her eldest daughter, the German Crown Princess. In the
Large Ballroom (‘half dead with fatigue’) she received the corps diplomatique, foreign envoys
and their suites. In the White Drawing-room, she granted audience to a deputation from the
‘Women of England’. In the Green Drawing-room she held a great reception for the Indian
princes and was almost overwhelmed by the splendour of their jewels and costumes. She had
always had a penchant for dark, good-looking men; ‘the handsome Rao of Kutch, most
beautifully dressed,’ she enthused, ‘really he and his brother were like a dream At yet another
dinner, wearing a dress embroidered with roses, thistles and shamrocks and her ‘large
diamonds’, she listened to her eldest son, the Prince of Wales, propose the health of the
sovereigns and royal guests crowded around the table.The climax of these royal celebrations
was the Thanksgiving Service in Westminster Abbey on 21 June. It was a day of brilliant
sunshine; the longest of the year. The vast crowds lining the route had the satisfaction of seeing
almost every member of the Sovereign’s extensive family pass by. In the first procession drove
the Queen’s royal guests, not quite all of whom were her relations, but the second procession



was made up entirely of her direct descendants. It needed ten carriages to accommodate her
daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters, granddaughter-in-law and their ladies. They were
followed by the men of the family. Splendidly mounted, glittering with gold, their accoutrements
all a-jingle and their plumes all a-flutter, the Queen’s three sons, five sons-in-law, nine grandsons
and grandsons-in-law trotted by. It was a marvellous sight. Her eldest son, the forty-five-year-old
Prince of Wales, was in the bright red tunic and plumed helmet of a British Field-Marshal; his
eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was in the blue and gold of the 10th Hussars; his second son,
Prince George, was in the blue of a Lieutenant of the Royal Navy. Others were in scarlet and still
others in green. Most, Spectacular of all was the German Crown Prince Frederick, husband of
the Queen’s eldest daughter Vicky. In his white uniform, silver cuirass and great eagle-crowned
helmet, he looked, it was said, like ‘one of the legendary heroes embodied in the creations of
Wagner’. Dear Fritz, noted the Queen less poetically, ‘looked so handsome and so well’.The
princes were followed by an escort of Indian cavalry, exotically turbaned, and then came the
open landau drawn by six cream-coloured horses, in which sat the Queen, her eldest daughter
Vicky, German Crown Princess, and her daughter-in-law Alexandra, Princess of Wales.Whereas
the Crown Princess looked attractive and the Princess of Wales superb (in cream and gold
brocade with a toque of creamy-pink roses), the Queen looked hardly different from her
everyday self. She had flatly refused to wear her robes of state for the great occasion. When the
Princess of Wales, on behalf of the Queen’s children, had tried to get the Queen to change her
mind, she had been given short shrift. ‘I was never so snubbed in all my life,’ complained
Alexandra. So the Queen drove to the Abbey in a dress of black satin, relieved by the blue Garter
ribbon, several glittering orders and a few lace panels. One concession she did make, and this
was in the matter of her bonnet. For the first time in twenty-five years she forsook a black bonnet
for a white one. From a Marie Stuart-shaped brim, set with diamonds, a tuft of white feathers
sprouted heavenwards, while a length of white Alencon lace was secured firmly under her chin.
It was not notably regal but it was something.Through the vociferously acclaiming, lavishly
decorated streets the Queen drove to the Abbey. At the door she was met by a cluster of
clergymen, all gorgeously robed. She started slowly up the nave to the strains of an overture by
Handel. Preceded by the princes of her family and followed by the princesses, she made her
way to the red-carpeted dais on which stood the Coronation chair. She was not too overwrought
to spot various familiar faces in the congregation, but she was spared the sight of her Hête noire,
Mr Gladstone, ‘though he was there’.‘I sat alone (oh! without my beloved husband, for whom this
would have been such a proud day!)’ wrote the Queen. But if Prince Albert was not there in
person, reminders of him were in no way lacking. They played his Te Deum and they sang his
chorale. At the end of the service (‘to which all, even the natives of Asia, seemed reverently
attentive,’ ran one report) the Queen’s – and the Prince Consort’s – descendants passed before
her to pay homage. Her sons, sons-in-law, grandsons and grandsons-in-law bowed and kissed
her hand; her daughters, daughters-in-law, granddaughters and granddaughter-in-law curtsied
and were embraced by her.‘It was a moving moment,’ noted the Queen, ‘and tears were in some



of their eyes.’For many, the sight of the old Queen embracing the members of her family was the
most touching of the day’s events. ‘What Queen in the world has been so rich in offspring and
has such good cause to rejoice in her many children?’ asked one effusive observer. ‘She was
perfectly justified in kissing them all round.…’The service over, the royal family drove once more
in triumph through the streets. At the Palace the Queen thankfully exchanged her bonnet for her
cap and distributed jubilee brooches to the members of her family. Not until four in the afternoon
did they sit down to luncheon. The rest of the day passed in a haze of presentations, greetings,
speeches and gift-giving, and ended in the flash and shimmer of fireworks. Exhausted, the
Queen slipped away to bed.‘Felt truly grateful that all had passed off so admirably, and this
never-to-be-forgotten day will always leave the most gratifying and heart-stirring memories
behind,’ she wrote.She had every reason to be gratified. Not only had her Golden Jubilee been a
triumphant national event but it had emphasized her role as the head of a great royal clan. More
than anything, Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee was a family affair. Her Diamond Jubilee, ten
years hence, was to have an altogether different atmosphere: it would be grander, more imperial,
more stridently nationalistic. Then she would be hailed as the Queen-Empress of a mighty
Empire; now she was being greeted as a European sovereign, head of a cosmopolitan family,
the Grandmama of Europe.She certainly had a right to this title. Not only was she Europe’s
leading monarch but, being part Coburg and having married a Coburg, she was related to
almost every royal family on the Continent. Her Coburg cousins or second cousins reigned in
Belgium, Portugal and Bulgaria and had married, or would one day marry, into the ruling families
of France, Austria and Italy. Her son’s wives were related to the Russian, Danish, Greek and
Dutch monarchies. She was even to be connected to that most outre of dynasties, the
Bonapartes. Had Crown Prince Rudolf not shot his mistress and himself at Mayerling, his wife -
Queen Victoria’s second cousin, Princess Stephanie of Belgium – would have been Empress of
Austria. A mad and beautiful female cousin, now locked up in a Belgian castle, had once been
the Empress of Mexico. Yet another second cousin, the jewelled and perfumed Ferdinand of
Bulgaria, dreamed of having himself crowned Emperor of a new Byzantine Empire, in Saint Sofia
in Constantinople.But even without these various collatoral ramifications, through the marriages
of her direct descendants alone Queen Victoria could claim to be Europe’s royal grandmother.
Through ten of her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren she came to be linked to the
majority of the reigning sovereigns of the Continent. Her eldest son was to succeed to her own
throne as King Edward VII. Her eldest daughter was to become German Empress, the mother of
Kaiser Wilhelm II. One granddaughter would be the last, tragic Empress of Russia. Another
would become Queen Sophie of the Hellenes, the mother of no fewer than three Greek kings
and one Romanian queen. Other granddaughters would be Queen Marie of Romania, Queen
Maud of Norway and Queen Ena of Spain. Her great-granddaughters would become Queen
Marie of Yugoslavia, Queen Louise of Sweden and Queen Ingrid of Denmark. And most of
these, in turn, were to be the mothers and grandmothers of kings.It was thus with justification
that a disgruntled Hapsburg archduke could complain that ‘the Coburgs gain throne after throne



and spread their growing power abroad over the whole earth’. And that Bismarck could refer to
Coburg as ‘the stud farm of Europe’. In the years between Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee and
the end of the First World War, the old Catholic monarchies were completely overshadowed; it
was the Protestant royalties, and more particularly those with Coburg blood, who led the field.
From snow-bound St Petersburg to stifling Lisbon, from rain-lashed London to sun-drenched
Athens, the Coburgs wielded their influence. The wagons-lits were forever carrying yet another
member of the family to a foreign capital: the Orient Express took them to Sofia, the Star of the
North took them to St Petersburg. Stiffly they stood amongst the potted palms on station
platforms waiting for trains to transport them to weddings in Madrid, house-parties in
Copenhagen, christenings at Potsdam and funerals at Windsor. The Queen’s Coburg relations
exchanged gossip in the orchid houses at Laeken, they were piped aboard yachts on the Tagus,
they opened balls in the Hofburg. In swaggering cavalcades they passed along the streets of
Brussels or Berlin or Bucharest.Indeed, this last great flowering of Europe’s monarchy was very
much a family affair: a royal aggrandizement presided over by the plump and imperious
Grandmama of them all.2If, to the world, Queen Victoria was the remote and Illustrious
Grandmama of Europe, to her grandchildren she was every bit as awe inspiring. To them,
whether they were youngsters, or men and women on the threshold of middle age, the prestige
of Grandmama Queen was almost overwhelming. ‘They spoke to her,’ testifies one of these
grandchildren, ‘with bated breath, and even when not present she was never mentioned except
with lowered voice.’To be taken to see their grandmother was an event of extreme importance in
the lives of the children. ‘I have so much to do and have suffered so much from my head lately
that I fear that I cannot undertake to see you this time,’ wrote the Queen imperiously to the
mother of one such brood of royal children, ‘but if you will send Girdlestone [the nurse] with the
children by herself at half past ten on Wednesday I could find a few minutes to see them – which
I long to do.’Along wide, silent and deeply carpeted corridors, like a flock of ‘well-behaved little
geese’, the children would be driven by their anxious nurses towards the Queen’s apartments.
No one spoke above a whisper. Even reprimands were delivered in hushed tones. ‘Mind you
curtsy at the door and kiss Grandmama’s hand and don’t make a noise and mind you are good,’
would run the scarcely audible instructions. Soundlessly, one after another, double doors would
be opened by low-bowing, liveried footmen; ‘it was like passing through the forecourts of a
temple, before approaching the final mystery to which only the initiated had access.’ The last
door would open and there, sitting at her desk in an old-fashioned, elaborately flounced black
silk dress with a snowy widow’s cap on her head, would be Queen Victoria.To the children, the
Queen might be awesome but she was never frightening. She was certainly not the ogre of
popular imagination. In fact, the more perceptive amongst her grandchildren realized that she
was just as shy of them as they were of her. On seeing them, the Queen would smile her timid
smile and give a little shrug of her shoulders. A quick, nervous laugh always preceded her
opening remarks. Conversation was halting and made up, for the most part, of questions about
the children’s behaviour. Any report of naughtiness would be met with mock exclamations of



horror on the part of the Queen. Yet she never raised her voice; her air was one of tranquillity.Her
rooms fascinated the children. They were always sweet with the scent of orange flowers and, as
the Queen insisted on open windows, never stuffy or gloomy. They were crammed, not only with
furniture, but with innumerable paintings, portraits and ornaments. In all of these, Grandpapa –
the late Prince Consort – figured largely. He was portrayed in oil paintings, water colours, prints,
photographs, busts and statuettes. In general’s uniform, in Garter robes, in a kilt, in plaid
trousers, on a mountainside, at his writing table, in the garden, with his dogs or his horses or his
children, with his little wife gazing rapturously into his face, the shade of Prince Albert dominated
the room. But there was a great deal more to be seen: Landseer’s wonderful pictures of dogs
and deer and horses, photographs of people long since dead, a glass ball shimmering with
different colours, ‘all sorts of delicious queer little objects made of Scotch granite and
cairngorm’. There was even a caged bullfinch who either screeched with rage or piped a gay
little tune.At Osborne or Balmoral, the Queen’s grandchildren were more likely to see her out of
doors. Sometimes they would be allowed to breakfast with her. Here, instead of carpets, the
marvellously smooth, springy green lawns would muffle any footfalls. The Queen would be
seated under a large ecru parasol tent, lined and fringed with green. All about, in nervous
attendance, stood turbaned Indians, kilted Highlanders, liveried footmen and black-clad ladies-
in-waiting. Dogs – collies, pomeranians, Scotch or Skye terriers – sprawled on the grass. The air
would be pungent with the smell of coffee and of certain brown biscuits, imported from Germany,
which the Queen might, or might not, offer to her grandchildren. As they often had difficulty in
observing the obligatory silence or low-pitched conversation at the royal table, some of the
children invented ‘a kind of dumb talk’. This invariably led to fits of giggling followed by
embarrassed explanations. The minute breakfast was over, the children would be packed off, the
table cleared and the dispatch boxes brought out.No less characteristic were the glimpses
which the children would have of their grandmother out driving. Come wind, rain or sleet, the
Queen would never miss her daily drive. ‘I remember a morning when none of the family would
accompany Grandmama Victoria in her little pony carriage,’ recalled Princess Alice, afterwards
Countess of Athlone, ‘so, to my intense joy and pride, I was deputed and out we went, sleet
pouring down on us, nothing daunted.’Another of her grandchildren, the little girl who became
the colourful Queen Marie of Romania, has left an even more vivid picture of the Queen taking
her drive at Balmoral.‘There was a quite special thrill,’ she writes, ‘when from afar you saw
Grandmama’s outrider come trotting down the road ahead of her carriage. Grandmama never
drove without an outrider.‘Solemn-faced, in a livery as impeccably black and neat as the clothes
of a bishop, mounted on a stolid dappled grey, groomed to the superlative perfection only
English stables can attain, this forerunner of the Royal Presence would appear round the bend
of the road. Trot, trot, trot, trot, the very sound made your heart beat with expectation. That black-
coated rider with a face that never smiled, never in fact expressed anything but almost
magnificent reliability, was more uniquely royal and effective than any flare of trumpets or bright-
coated military escort could have been. Trot, trot, trot, trot, and here was Her Majesty’s carriage



drawn by greys as superbly sleek and well-bred as the one who had heralded their coming; and
seated within the open barouche, a wee little old lady with an exquisitely old-fashioned hat and
antediluvian, sloping-shouldered mantle, black, with sometimes a touch of white. Nothing showy
about her, no attempt at effect of any kind, the whole turn-outsimple, unadorned, but what a thrill
the passing of that simple carriage gave you.‘Trot, trot, trot, trot, deep curtseys, the waving of
hands and handkerchiefs, smiles on every face, a responding smile from the little old lady in the
carriage – only just a glimpse – but how the memory remained with you. Trot, trot … a
diminishing sound. You stood staring after the carriage, the horses, the outrider, trot, trot …
fainter, fainter … till it died quite away …‘Grandmama Queen!’Although the Queen might only
rarely be seen by her grandchildren, she was the dominant presence in their lives. No important
step could be taken without the consent of the little old lady in black. She had to know about
their education, their travels, their health and their personalities. ‘In a way she was the arbiter of
our different fates,’ wrote one of her granddaughters. ‘For all members of her family her “yes” and
her “no’ counted tremendously. She was not averse from interfering in the most private
questions. She was the central power directing things.’Her cross-examinations were dreaded by
the younger generation. ‘I like Balmoral for about a fortnight,’ complained one of the princesses,
‘but I honestly think that longer than that is rather an ordeal as the everlasting questions and the
carefulness of one’s replies is extremely fatiguing, Yet, for all her insistence on having her say,
Queen Victoria was no virago. On the contrary, she was exceptionally kind, sympathetic and
understanding. One could always go to her in trouble. So sentimental herself, she was quick to
respond to a romantic situation. Her grandchildren might stand in awe of her tremendous
presence but on important issues they always found her tolerant, broadminded and far from
prudish.This compassion was well Illustrated during the course of a scandal that set the small
German courts a-quiver during the late 1890s. A young and unmarried royal duchess was
discovered to be pregnant. The father of the child was a footman who, owing to some antiquated
rule at the Grand Ducal court, had had the nightly task of bringing the lamps into the girl’s
bedroom. The parents, horrified at what they considered to be their daughter’s plunge from
grace, lost no time in turning her out. Queen Victoria was no less horrified at their lack of
sympathy. ‘It is too awful and shameful and almost sinful to send the poor Baby away,’ wrote the
Queen. ‘I hear from a reliable source that the family have forbidden that poor unhappy girl’s
name ever being mentioned in the family … I think it too wicked.’It was in the matter of her
grandchildren’s marriages, of course, that the Queen’s influence was most clearly felt. On these
she had very definite, and very sensible ideas. For one thing, she would never insist on marriage
for the sake of marriage. ‘Moretta has expressed a strong wish not to marry now,’ she wrote to
her grandchild Moretta’s mother on one occasion, ‘and I own – I think you should let it alone for
the present. Let her see people – but pray don’t force it on, for if she has no inclination, if she
don’t like anyone, it would never do … don’t force or press her to marry for marrying’s sake; that
is dreadful.’Such advice was rare in the courts of Europe.Although she was always well enough
pleased if a member of her family made a brilliant match, Queen Victoria was never one for



talking anyone into a politically or dynastically advantageous marriage. In fact, the longer she
lived, the less she cared about great foreign matrimonial alliances. In the case of her eldest
children, they had led to endless friction. By the time her younger children, and her
grandchildren, were ready for marriage, she always preferred a suitable match to a spectacular
one. ‘Great marriages do not make happiness,’ she once warned her eldest daughter. In the face
of considerable opposition the Queen allowed her daughter Louise to marry a commoner – the
Marquess of Lome. To her protesting eldest son, the Prince of Wales, she explained that
marriage to some foreign prince would cause nothing but ‘trouble and annoyances and
unhappiness, and which I never would consent to’. What good, nowadays, were these ‘great
foreign alliances’?Once, when a handsome young prince, having been refused permission to
marry a suitable princess, married a beautiful singer instead, the Queen’s daughter Vicky cried
out that he had been ‘driven to despair’. Victoria’s comment was more sensible. ‘Perhaps they
love one another,’ she answered.Queen Victoria never shared the horror of the leading
Continental royal families of marriage with a member of a morganatic branch. The German
imperial family was appalled when the Queen sanctioned the marriage of not only one, but two,
morganatic Battenberg princes into her own family. Both the German Empress and her son, the
Crown Prince, wrote to the Queen to express their reservations. Victoria was furious. How dare
they address her in that tone? How could they refer to the Battenbergs as not being Geblüt –
pure-bred – as though they were animals?‘If the Queen of England thinks a person good enough
for her daughter,’ she quoted one of her Ministers as saying, ‘what have other people got to say?
For indeed, if the Queen was ready to allow her children and grandchildren to ally themselves to
Europe’s less important and less purebred royalties, she was still extremely conscious of her
own atatus as Europe’s leading sovereign. Hers was still, she would claim blandly, ‘the greatest
position there is’. When her son Prince Alfred expressed a wish to marry the only daughter of
Tsar Alexander II, Queen Victoria insisted that the Princess come to England for inspection. The
Tsar did not see why she should. Why, suggested the Empress of Russia to the Queen’s
daughter Princess Alice, could the Queen not come to Germany and inspect the girl there?
Princess Alice, in full agreement, passed the message on to her mother. The Queen exploded.‘I
do not think, dear Child,’ wrote the Queen to Princess Alice, ‘that you should tell me who have
been nearly twenty years longer on the throne than the Emperor of Russia and am the Doyenne
of Sovereigns and who am a Reigning Sovereign which the Empress is not – what I ought to do. I
think I know that. The proposal received on Wednesday for me to be at Cologne … tomorrow,
was one of the coolest things I ever heard … I own everyone was shocked.’Although Queen
Victoria was not bigoted in this matter of her children’s and grandchildren’s marriages, it was
very rarely that any of them married outside the charmed circle of European royalties. Some of
their partners might be minor royalties but they were royalties all the same. To Queen Victoria,
royalty was a race apart. It was inevitable, therefore, that with a family as large as hers, the
Queen’s descendants would be scattered throughout the palaces of Europe and that some of
them, at least, would sit on thrones. She might have been able to ensure that her younger



daughters married tame, uncommitted princelings who were content to live in England; she
could hardly control the marriages of her grandchildren and great-grandchildren to the same
extent.Thus there was carried, into the courts of late nineteenth-century and early twentieth-
century Europe, something of the atmosphere of Queen Victoria’s England. A flock of English or
half-English princesses introduced into the royal families of the Continent the taste, the ideas,
the morals, the language and the way of life of Victoria’s court. Into these foreign palaces they
brought, sometimes quite literally, a breath of fresh air. They built homes that looked like Mayfair
mansions or Tudor manor houses; they had them fitted with bathrooms and lavatories (‘these
really necessary affairs’ as the Queen called them); they filled them with chintz-covered furniture
from Maple and Liberty; they kept the vases full of flowers and the windows open. One could
hardly believe, boasted Princess Alice to Queen Victoria on moving into her newly-built home at
Darmstadt, that one was in Germany; ‘the house and all its arrangements are so English’.‘The
house would enchant you just now,’ wrote Queen Victoria’s daughter, Vicky, of her own
daughter’s improvements to her villa at Bonn, ‘it is just like a pretty English country house … All
in such good taste.’In these cosy, chintzy, convenient houses, they tried to lead as English a life
as possible. The day started with a hearty breakfast and, instead of having to change into full
evening dress for dinner at four in the afternoon followed by a gargantuan tea at eight at night,
the family sat down to luncheon in the middle of the day and to dinner in the evening. English
manners were considered de rigueur. ‘But my dear,’ exclaimed the Queen’s granddaughter,
Princess Ena of Battenberg, to her husband, King Alfonso XIII of Spain, on the morning after
their wedding, ‘you’re dipping your toast in your tea!’The children were brought up in the English
fashion – simply, strictly and according to the maxim that they should be seen and not heard.
They were fed on baked apples and rice puddings. Every nursery was presided over by that
ubiquitous symbol of imperial Britain – the English nanny. There was a Mrs Orchard at
Darmstadt, a Mrs Lome at Athens, a Miss Green at Bucharest. (Sir ‘Chips’ Channon, in later
years, claimed that all European royalties spoke English with a slight cockney accent from
having been brought up by English nannies.) English was the language in which the German
Empress Frederick wrote to her daughters – Princess Sophie of Greece, Princess Victoria of
Schaumberg-Lippe and Princess Margaret of Hesse. English was heard in the Winter Palace in
St Petersburg, in the Neues Palais at Potsdam, in the Palacio Real, Madrid. ‘I am English by
education and English is my language,’ claimed the German princess who was the last Tsaritsa
of Russia. And when Queen Olga of Greece asked one of her granddaughters why she prayed
in English, rather than Greek, the little girl replied, ‘I have arranged it with God. I told Him I liked
to talk to Him in English best, and He said: “Please yourself, Marina!” ’And there were other, less
tangible things that this bevy of princesses introduced into the courts of Europe. Although many
of them were shy, inarticulate and a little too convinced of the superiority of all things English,
they brought with them some of their grandmother’s more admirable characteristics: her
refreshing lack of bigotry, her fund of common sense, her high moral code, her transparent
honesty and her unshakeable sense of duty. Different from each other in many ways, these



princesses, grand duchesses, queens and empresses retained always something of the direct,
practical, honest-to-goodness qualities of the plump old lady in the white widow’s cap.Part
One1887 – 1901Part One1887 – 1901Chapter OneVicky of Germany1Of all the marriages of
Queen Victoria’s nine children, that of her eldest daughter, Victoria, the Princess Royal, to Prince
Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia, had been the most politically significant. It had been planned as a
royal alliance on the grand scale: a traditional linking of two states by a match between their
reigning houses. This joining together of the eldest daughter of the Queen of England to a prince
who would one day be the King of Prussia had been designed as the first step towards an
understanding between the two countries.The idea had been Prince Albert’s. Having grown up in
a Germany that was fragmented into scores of states, some large, some tiny and most of them
despotically ruled, the Prince had always dreamed of the day when these fragments would be
united into a single, democratic country.The lead for such a movement, reckoned Albert, would
have to come from Prussia. For one thing she was the most dynamic of the states, for another
she was Protestant. It would thus be her task to guide Germany towards a united, enlightened
and influential future. This Greater Germany would then dominate the Continent, by holding the
balance between fickle France and reactionary Russia.Although Prussia, thus far, had shown
unmistakable signs of vigour, she had shown precious few of liberalism. It was therefore up to
Britain to give her all the encouragement she could. Injected with generous doses of British
greatness and British enlightenment, Prussia could set about unifying and liberalizing Germany.
Between them, Britain and Greater Germany would be able to set a shining example to the rest
of Europe.As a first step towards achieving this high-minded goal, Prince Albert -backed up to
the hilt by his adoring wife – decided on a link between the royal houses of Great Britain and
Prussia. Fortunately, there were two eminently suitable candidates to hand. The one was Prince
Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia, the other was Vicky, the Princess Royal. Prince Frederick Wilhelm
– known to his family as Fritz – was a tall, handsome, good-natured young man with suitably
progressive views; Vicky was something of a prodigy.From babyhood, almost, and in marked
contrast to her brother Bertie, Vicky had shown signs of an exceptional intelligence. She was
quickwitted, hard-working and eager to learn. As such, she had delighted Prince Albert. This
earnest, liberal, conscientious Prince found in her the ideal pupil. To his tireless course of
instruction she responded with an enthusiasm and a comprehension which was little short of
amazing. No master could have wished for a more willing disciple. That this lively young princess
(for in addition to being clever, she was attractive, vivacious and energetic) would one day be
capable of playing a significant role in European affairs, Prince Albert never doubted. To this end
he instilled in her his Coburg brand of democracy; by the time he had finished with her, his
concept of constitutional monarchy could hardly have had a more dedicated exponent.In the
autumn of 1855, when Fritz was twenty-four and Vicky a mere fourteen, Victoria and Albert
invited the Prussian Prince to Balmoral. To the gratification of all concerned, the two young
people fell in love. Not until after the Princess had turned seventeen, however, were they
married. The four-day honeymoon at Windsor over, the two of them left for Berlin. The first step



towards the realization of Prince Albert’s dream had been taken. Through this idealistic young
couple – and, more particularly, through Vicky – would his progressive ideas be introduced into
Prussia.Of this important vocation, Vicky was deeply conscious. She was determined not to fail
her father. With her father-in-law, who ascended the Prussian throne as King Wilhelm I in 1861,
already in his sixties, it was assumed that the young couple would not have long to wait before
taking control of Prussian affairs. Together, they could then lead Prussia, and ultimately
Germany, towards a radiantly liberal future.Such had been the plan in theory; in practice, it had
all worked out very differently.In the first place, King Wilhelm I of Prussia would have no truck
with any new-fangled liberal ideas. He was a firm believer in Gottesgnadentum -the Divine Right
of Kings. A man of simple tastes and unaffected manners, King Wilhelm I was nonetheless an
intransigent autocrat, determined that the crown should yield none of its rights. In his reactionary
attitude, he was supported by the Prussian ruling caste – that conservative and insular class of
landowning noblemen known as the Junkers. To them, no less than to the King, all talk of such
things as parliamentary rule, constitutional monarchies and a united Germany was just so much
nonsense.Yet, at the start of Wilhelm I’s reign, Vicky – now Crown Princess -could take comfort
from the fact that, at sixty-four, the King could not be expected to live a great deal longer.
Another reassuring factor was that King Wilhelm was not nearly as iron-willed as many
imagined. His conservatism was that of a weak man who fears change; with patience and
perseverance, he might yet be coaxed along a more enlightened path.On both scores, the
Crown Princess’s hopes were destined to be dashed. King Wilhelm was to live for twenty-seven
years after his accession; he was not to die until the age of ninety-one, in 1888. And, in the year
after his accession, he appointed Otto von Bismarck as First Minister. With the assumption of
power by this astute and ruthless Junker, all hope of the King being encouraged to follow a more
democratic line could be forgotten. It did not take Bismarck long to get the King under his thumb;
for the remainder of Wilhelm I’s long reign, it was Bismarck who ruled.And, paradoxically, it was
Bismarck who turned Prince Albert’s dream of a united Germany under Prussian leadership into
a reality. He did it, not – as all liberals had hoped – by means of democratic example and
parliamentary persuasion, but by the altogether more brutal method of blood and iron’. Three
wars, one against Denmark, one against Austria, and one against France, established Prussia
as the leading military power on the Continent. By January 1871 Bismarck had coerced the
various German states into forming an Empire and the reluctant King Wilhelm of Prussia into
becoming its Emperor. The Second German Reich, instead of being the enlightened Kulturstaat
of the Crown Princess’s fond imaginings, became an oppressive and powerful Militarstaat.Thus,
as year succeeded year, with the old King showing no signs of dying and Bismarck none of
loosening his grip, so were the Crown Prince and Princess forced to sit by in helpless frustration
while the state developed along lines utterly opposed to everything they planned one day to
inaugurate. Against Bismarck’s rock-like will, their liberal protestations dashed like so much froth.
In the year of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, Vicky turned forty-six. Almost thirty years after first
arriving in Berlin, she was still waiting to fulfil her mission.2But not quite all the blame for the



unhappy position in which the Crown Prince and Princess found themselves could be laid at
Bismarck’s door. At least some of the fault lay in themselves. Their particular defects of character
were the very ones which they could least afford in their delicate situation.Prince Frederick, for
all the soldierly magnificence of his appearance, was a weak man – fretful, irresolute, easily
depressed. Nor was he quite as dedicated a liberal as had once been assumed. Humanitarian
he certainly was, but – unlike his wife – he lacked the conviction that all his beliefs were
necessarily the right ones. ‘He is not born a free Englishman,’ explained Vicky self-righteously to
her mother on one occasion, ‘and all Prussians have not the feeling of independence and love of
justice and constitutional liberty they ought to have …’ Indeed, Fritz was often plagued by soul-
searing doubts. A dutiful son, he hated opposing his father. A patriotic Prussian, he could not
help delighting in Bismarck’s aggrandizing of his country. A proud Hohenzollern, he could not but
approve of the fact that he would one day be Kaiser of the triumphant new Reich. Prince
Frederick was an honest, well-meaning and high-minded man but he lacked single-mindedness
of purpose.Vicky, of course, was very different. There was never any doubt about the strength of
either her character or her beliefs.At forty-six, the Crown Princess Victoria was one of the most
remarkable women in Europe. It was true that she was not much to look at. She was short, plump
and high-coloured but her smile was radiant and her eyes a brilliant sea-green. Her hair, in
contrast to the elaborately ridged, curled and fringed fashion of the day, was drawn neatly back
into a braided coronet. Her clothes, in which she did not take an excessive interest, showed
something of the same simplicity of style. In repose her air was tranquil, almost melancholy. At
first glance, she could have been mistaken for a sensible, middle-class matron, hardly different
from the Prussian Hausfrauen amongst whom she had spent almost thirty years of her life.The
reality was very different. A few minutes in the Crown Princess’s company revealed her as a
stimulating, assertive and highly individual personality: clever, diligent and dynamic. Her
admiring father used to say that she had ‘a man’s head on her shoulders’ and, compared with
her fellow princesses, she was remarkably emancipated. In the Berlin of her day, when women
were expected to confine themselves to Ktiche, Kinderstube, Krankenstube und Kirche –
kitchen, nursery, sickroom and church – she never ceased to astonish her contemporaries by
the range and unorthodoxy of her interests. She had a passion, not only for such things as
painting, poetry and architecture, but for politics, economics and social reform. She took an
active interest in prisons, hospitals, social welfare and sanitation. She read widely.On the other
hand, Vicky was no mere bluestocking. If she had a man’s head, she had a woman’s warmth and
impetuosity. She might, in intellect, have been her father’s daughter, but in ardour, she was very
much her mother’s. Like Queen Victoria, she was impulsive, partisan and emotional. Beneath
that plain exterior beat a passionate heart. Her charm, when she chose to exercise it, could be
prodigious; she was capable of extreme kindness.But whereas Queen Victoria’s emotionalism
was tempered by a sound common sense, Vicky’s was not. For all her brilliance, the Crown
Princess completely lacked wisdom. The British statesman who once summed her up as ‘always
clever, never wise’, knew exactly what he was saying. She was outspoken, dogmatic and



assertive. A woman of strong opinions, she never hesitated to air them; nor did she ever doubt
that they were the right ones. She was incapable of making allowances or of adapting her views.
With her, it was always all or nothing. She could be extremely tactless. Of the art of handling
people, she knew nothing. She would set out to win their heads, it was said, ‘rather than their
hearts’.That this unconventional princess should have found life difficult at the hide-bound
Prussian court is understandable. Amongst the narrow-minded bigots who made up the bulk of
Prussian society she was extremely unpopular. They considered her cultural interests unseemly,
her advanced religious views scandalous and her intellectualism positively dangerous. They
distrusted her passion for open windows, modern plumbing and long walks. They never ceased
to be affronted by the fact that such things as the number of quarterings, by which they set so
much store, meant nothing to her: on making up her guest lists, she simply invited whoever she
thought might be interesting. When she accepted the honorary chairmanship of a newly-founded
orphanage for Jewish girls, they were appalled.Most annoying of all, however, was her persistent
Englishness. On Vicky’s arrival in Berlin, Bismarck had announced that she would be a blessing
to her new country only if she left the Englishwoman at home and became a Prussian. It was
sound advice, but Vicky was incapable of following it. To her, England was always ‘home’,
superior, in every possible way – were it politics or plumbing – to Prussia. It was, she claimed to
her mother, ‘my country which I shall love so passionately to my dying day and to have been too
proud to have belonged to ever to let myself forget’.In this regrettable attitude Vicky had been
encouraged, during her early years in Prussia, by Queen Victoria. The Queen had insisted that
her daughter remain as English as possible. If Vicky had suggested following some harmless
Prussian custom, Victoria had replied that she could ‘let the German ladies do what they like, but
the English Princess must not’. She had instructed her daughter to sign her name Victoria,
Princess Royal and Princess Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia; ‘you are the eldest daughter of the
Queen of England with a title and rights of your own,’ she had written.But whereas, in time,
Queen Victoria came to show better sense, Vicky did not. With that grating lack of tact, she
continued to sing the praises of all things English. Before long she came to be known (as the
hated Marie Antoinette had been known as ‘I’Autrichienne’) as ‘die Engländerin’.The death of
Prince Albert, in the very year of Wilhelm I’s accession, robbed Vicky of the one person who
would have been capable of keeping, her vehement nature in check. Although Prince Albert’s
views had been no less strongly held, than hers, he had been more tolerant, more able to
compromise. He had always been able to see both sides of a question. This was something she
never learned. She could never appreciate that by giving way on small issues one could yet hold
to larger principles. Once Prince Albert died, there was no one to teach her these lessons.The
truth was that Vicky, no less than Fritz, was trapped in a dilemma. She had exulted in Prussia’s
march to greatness while being appalled at the way in which the march was being conducted.
She had rejoiced in the unification of Germany but had disapproved of the manner in which it
had been achieved. She was torn between pride in her native and her adopted countries. Her
brother, the Prince of Wales, was not far off the mark when he claimed that she was always pure



Prussian when she was in England and pure English when she was in Prussia. She even spoke
English with a German accent and German with an English. At one moment she was claiming
that the Prussians were a superior race; at another she was praising Britain to the skies.That this
inconsistency did nothing towards enhancing her reputation in Germany is understandable.
Despite her bursts of patriotic fervour, Vicky remained as distrusted and unpopular as ever.‘To
be friends with the present regime is impossible,’ she complained to Queen Victoria, ‘and yet to
be in opposition is a thing as impossible. I always feel like a fly struggling in a very tangled web,
and a feeling of weariness and depression, often of disgust and hopelessness, takes
possession of me.…’3To Vicky’s political difficulties were added domestic ones.Her marriage
was happy enough. She and Fritz had been in love when they married and they were to remain
so throughout their life together. They suited each other very well. Both were enlightened,
cultured, hard-working and conscientious; where there were differences, these were
complementary. If she was quick, clever, impetuous and domineering, he was placid, serious-
minded, reflective and tolerant. While she might dazzle guests by the force and mobility of her
personality, it was he who won their hearts.Their home life was extremely simple. The
atmosphere in their town and country palaces – the Kronprinzenpalais in Berlin and the Neues
Palais at Potsdam – was lively and natural. Of the formality, the friction and the philistinism of
other Prussian royal households there was not a trace; guests were always struck by the
unaffectedness, the tranquillity and the air of culture pervading the Crown Prince’s ménage. In
their role as host and hostess, Fritz and Vicky were charming: he, tall, bearded, superbly
mannered; she small, graceful and vivacious. ‘Nothing in the world is more natural and cordial
than he is,’ noted Disraeli on one occasion, while he pronounced Vicky to be ‘most animated
and entertaining’.Between the years 1859 and 1872, Vicky bore her husband eight children –
four boys and four girls. She raised them in as unaffected a fashion as possible and, in the early
days, they made a delightful, harmonious family group. The harmony did not last long. One son
died in infancy, another at the age of eleven. Vicky felt the death of these two sons keenly. Their
passing left her, she sighed, with two stupid sons: ‘good boys, but nothing in them’.In fact, they
were not even good. And, as they matured, so – as far as Vicky was concerned – did they
become less and less good. The younger, Prince Henry, developed into a shallow, self-
opinionated pup (‘ignorant, green and misled,’ complained his mother to Queen Victoria); the
elder, Prince Wilhelm, was infinitely worse.His was a difficult case. At his birth, in January 1859,
a nerve in Prince Wilhelm’s neck had been injured, leaving him with a poor sense of balance and
a stunted left arm that was all but useless. To a large extent -for he was a determined boy – he
overcame the physical aspects of his deformity: he learnt to ride, to shoot and to swim. If he kept
his left arm bent, he looked hardly different from any other youngster.How much his crippled arm
had affected his character is another matter. Whether or not his arrogance, his bombast and his
conceit were due to the fact that he, who longed to be thought of as a typically militant Prussian
prince, was trying to compensate for the inadequacy of his body, is impossible to prove. Of
perhaps more importance to the development of his character was his relationship with his



mother.An extremely sensitive person, Prince Wilhelm might, in childhood, have found his
mother’s obvious solicitude for his deformity somewhat embarrassing: the more she pitied him,
the more conscious was he made to feel of his infirmity and the more he resented her concern.
And then, as he grew older, so did he – a bright but by no means intellectual youth-begin to feel
inadequate beside his brilliant, impatient and energetic mother. She wanted him to be a man in
the mould of her father, Prince Albert; he wanted to be like his autocratic and soldierly
grandfather, Kaiser Wilhelm I.With each passing year Prince Wilhelm’s manner became more
lordly and his views more reactionary. At the Military Academy at Potsdam he became so stuffed
with the currently fashionable, authoritarian, nationalistic and anti-British sentiments that he
became insufferable. Each time he returned from these agreeably martial surroundings to the
artistic and enlightened atmosphere of his parents’ home, there would be a row. The Crown
Prince might hold his tongue but the Crown Princess was not nearly so long suffering. And
Wilhelm, who found her liberal outlook no less intolerable, was quick to answer back. There were
innumerable scenes. It was, in fact, the old story of a parent and a child having similar
personalities and opposing views.Queen Victoria, who was subjected to endless tirades against
her grandson, did what she could in the way of giving her daughter good advice. When, during
Wilhelm’s schooldays, Vicky assured her mother that she watched over even ‘the minutest detail
of the boy’s education’, the Queen warned her that ‘too great care, too much constant watching,
leads to the very dangers hereafter which one wishes to avoid’. The Queen, no doubt, had her
son Bertie in mind. She realized too, that her daughter’s standards were probably too high and
her approach too hectoring. But, as Wilhelm matured, so did Victoria come to appreciate that
her daughter was grappling with an extraordinarily difficult situation. Wilhelm was clearly more
than just a loutish young man.Another reason for Prince Wilhelm’s attitude was that he had
grown up during the years of Prussia’s surge to greatness. As a boy he had thrilled to the military
triumphs of the Franco-Prussian War and the inauguration of the German Reich. One of his most
exciting memories was of his grandfather, the newly proclaimed Kaiser, taking the salute at the
march-past of his victorious troops after the war. His country’s greatness had been achieved, not
by a spread of liberal ideas, but by military conquest. As the young man’s hero, Prince Bismarck,
had once said, the questions of the day had been solved, not by majority votes, but by blood and
iron. To identify himself with his parents’ views, reckoned Prince Wilhelm, would be not only
distasteful but extremely short-sighted. He thus gave the Iron Chancellor his full support.
‘Bismarck,’ he once wrote in his effusive fashion, ‘was the idol in my temple, and I worshipped
him.’The Chancellor, of course, was delighted. Having always disapproved of the Crown Prince
and Princess, he now made use of their son in his battle against them. He wanted to ensure that
the young Prince, who would one day succeed his father as Kaiser, would rule according to the
pattern laid down by Wilhelm I and himself. It did not need much to convince the old Kaiser of
the need for this. Relieved to know that his son’s liberalism had not been passed on to the next
generation, Wilhelm I approved Bismarck’s plans for involving young Wilhelm in affairs of state.
For Fritz and Vicky, who had always been kept at arm’s length, this was very galling.In the year



1880, at the age of twenty-one, Prince Wilhelm had become engaged to Princess Auguste
Viktoria of Schleswig-Holstein. The Princess was always known to the family as Dona. She was
dispatched to Windsor for Queen Victoria’s approval and the Queen pronounced her ‘gentle and
amiable and sweet’. That she was, and, as such, Dona suited the ebullient Prince Wilhelm very
well. Unlike his mother, Dona would never involve herself in politics or try to influence her
husband’s policies. She was precisely the sort of submissive, church-going, child-bearing
Hausfrau of which the Prussians approved, but with enough physical presence to play her public
role. Bismarck, who entirely approved of his protege’s choice, always referred to Dona as ‘the
cow from Holstein’.Thus, by the late 1880s, the German imperial family was split into two
irreconcilable parts. On the one side stood the old Kaiser and his grandson Prince Wilhelm; on
the other the Crown Prince and Princess, forming what Bismarck scathingly referred to as the
Anglo-Coburg faction. Prince Albert’s scheme, so optimistically initiated almost thirty years
before, had been realized only in so far as that Germany had been unified. Of that model
democratic state of the Prince Consort’s imaginings, there was not a vestige in the militant,
thrusting and powerful Second Reich.Whether or not, when the old Kaiser finally died, Fritz and
Vicky would be able to inaugurate their long-delayed plans remained to be seen. To many, it
seemed extremely doubtful. For one thing Bismarck was as firmly entrenched as ever. Could
Frederick afford to dismiss him? After more than a quarter of a century in power, he had blunted
almost all sense of individual freedom and independence of mind in Germany. For the majority of
Germans, brute force had become the most important thing in the state. It was quite probable
that Bismarck’s institutions were too strong and the German people’s attitudes too ingrained for
Crown Prince Fredrick to alter.And in any case, with the heir, Prince Wilhelm, being so utterly
opposed to everything his parents planned to do, would it be worth while making the effort?
Would Fritz, already nearing sixty, be granted enough time to undo all Bismarck’s work and set
Germany along a different course? Would not Prince Wilhelm, on ascending the throne, simply
nullify his father’s efforts and revert to the autocratic rule of his grandfather’s day?It was a difficult
situation. And by the summer of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, it had become more difficult still.
Admittedly the old Kaiser, already in his ninety-first year, could not be expected to last much
longer, but from this Vicky could not take a great deal of comfort. A further blow had fallen. Her
husband was seriously ill.Chapter OneVicky of Germany1Of all the marriages of Queen
Victoria’s nine children, that of her eldest daughter, Victoria, the Princess Royal, to Prince
Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia, had been the most politically significant. It had been planned as a
royal alliance on the grand scale: a traditional linking of two states by a match between their
reigning houses. This joining together of the eldest daughter of the Queen of England to a prince
who would one day be the King of Prussia had been designed as the first step towards an
understanding between the two countries.The idea had been Prince Albert’s. Having grown up in
a Germany that was fragmented into scores of states, some large, some tiny and most of them
despotically ruled, the Prince had always dreamed of the day when these fragments would be
united into a single, democratic country.The lead for such a movement, reckoned Albert, would



have to come from Prussia. For one thing she was the most dynamic of the states, for another
she was Protestant. It would thus be her task to guide Germany towards a united, enlightened
and influential future. This Greater Germany would then dominate the Continent, by holding the
balance between fickle France and reactionary Russia.Although Prussia, thus far, had shown
unmistakable signs of vigour, she had shown precious few of liberalism. It was therefore up to
Britain to give her all the encouragement she could. Injected with generous doses of British
greatness and British enlightenment, Prussia could set about unifying and liberalizing Germany.
Between them, Britain and Greater Germany would be able to set a shining example to the rest
of Europe.As a first step towards achieving this high-minded goal, Prince Albert -backed up to
the hilt by his adoring wife – decided on a link between the royal houses of Great Britain and
Prussia. Fortunately, there were two eminently suitable candidates to hand. The one was Prince
Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia, the other was Vicky, the Princess Royal. Prince Frederick Wilhelm
– known to his family as Fritz – was a tall, handsome, good-natured young man with suitably
progressive views; Vicky was something of a prodigy.From babyhood, almost, and in marked
contrast to her brother Bertie, Vicky had shown signs of an exceptional intelligence. She was
quickwitted, hard-working and eager to learn. As such, she had delighted Prince Albert. This
earnest, liberal, conscientious Prince found in her the ideal pupil. To his tireless course of
instruction she responded with an enthusiasm and a comprehension which was little short of
amazing. No master could have wished for a more willing disciple. That this lively young princess
(for in addition to being clever, she was attractive, vivacious and energetic) would one day be
capable of playing a significant role in European affairs, Prince Albert never doubted. To this end
he instilled in her his Coburg brand of democracy; by the time he had finished with her, his
concept of constitutional monarchy could hardly have had a more dedicated exponent.In the
autumn of 1855, when Fritz was twenty-four and Vicky a mere fourteen, Victoria and Albert
invited the Prussian Prince to Balmoral. To the gratification of all concerned, the two young
people fell in love. Not until after the Princess had turned seventeen, however, were they
married. The four-day honeymoon at Windsor over, the two of them left for Berlin. The first step
towards the realization of Prince Albert’s dream had been taken. Through this idealistic young
couple – and, more particularly, through Vicky – would his progressive ideas be introduced into
Prussia.Of this important vocation, Vicky was deeply conscious. She was determined not to fail
her father. With her father-in-law, who ascended the Prussian throne as King Wilhelm I in 1861,
already in his sixties, it was assumed that the young couple would not have long to wait before
taking control of Prussian affairs. Together, they could then lead Prussia, and ultimately
Germany, towards a radiantly liberal future.Such had been the plan in theory; in practice, it had
all worked out very differently.In the first place, King Wilhelm I of Prussia would have no truck
with any new-fangled liberal ideas. He was a firm believer in Gottesgnadentum -the Divine Right
of Kings. A man of simple tastes and unaffected manners, King Wilhelm I was nonetheless an
intransigent autocrat, determined that the crown should yield none of its rights. In his reactionary
attitude, he was supported by the Prussian ruling caste – that conservative and insular class of



landowning noblemen known as the Junkers. To them, no less than to the King, all talk of such
things as parliamentary rule, constitutional monarchies and a united Germany was just so much
nonsense.Yet, at the start of Wilhelm I’s reign, Vicky – now Crown Princess -could take comfort
from the fact that, at sixty-four, the King could not be expected to live a great deal longer.
Another reassuring factor was that King Wilhelm was not nearly as iron-willed as many
imagined. His conservatism was that of a weak man who fears change; with patience and
perseverance, he might yet be coaxed along a more enlightened path.On both scores, the
Crown Princess’s hopes were destined to be dashed. King Wilhelm was to live for twenty-seven
years after his accession; he was not to die until the age of ninety-one, in 1888. And, in the year
after his accession, he appointed Otto von Bismarck as First Minister. With the assumption of
power by this astute and ruthless Junker, all hope of the King being encouraged to follow a more
democratic line could be forgotten. It did not take Bismarck long to get the King under his thumb;
for the remainder of Wilhelm I’s long reign, it was Bismarck who ruled.And, paradoxically, it was
Bismarck who turned Prince Albert’s dream of a united Germany under Prussian leadership into
a reality. He did it, not – as all liberals had hoped – by means of democratic example and
parliamentary persuasion, but by the altogether more brutal method of blood and iron’. Three
wars, one against Denmark, one against Austria, and one against France, established Prussia
as the leading military power on the Continent. By January 1871 Bismarck had coerced the
various German states into forming an Empire and the reluctant King Wilhelm of Prussia into
becoming its Emperor. The Second German Reich, instead of being the enlightened Kulturstaat
of the Crown Princess’s fond imaginings, became an oppressive and powerful Militarstaat.Thus,
as year succeeded year, with the old King showing no signs of dying and Bismarck none of
loosening his grip, so were the Crown Prince and Princess forced to sit by in helpless frustration
while the state developed along lines utterly opposed to everything they planned one day to
inaugurate. Against Bismarck’s rock-like will, their liberal protestations dashed like so much froth.
In the year of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, Vicky turned forty-six. Almost thirty years after first
arriving in Berlin, she was still waiting to fulfil her mission.2But not quite all the blame for the
unhappy position in which the Crown Prince and Princess found themselves could be laid at
Bismarck’s door. At least some of the fault lay in themselves. Their particular defects of character
were the very ones which they could least afford in their delicate situation.Prince Frederick, for
all the soldierly magnificence of his appearance, was a weak man – fretful, irresolute, easily
depressed. Nor was he quite as dedicated a liberal as had once been assumed. Humanitarian
he certainly was, but – unlike his wife – he lacked the conviction that all his beliefs were
necessarily the right ones. ‘He is not born a free Englishman,’ explained Vicky self-righteously to
her mother on one occasion, ‘and all Prussians have not the feeling of independence and love of
justice and constitutional liberty they ought to have …’ Indeed, Fritz was often plagued by soul-
searing doubts. A dutiful son, he hated opposing his father. A patriotic Prussian, he could not
help delighting in Bismarck’s aggrandizing of his country. A proud Hohenzollern, he could not but
approve of the fact that he would one day be Kaiser of the triumphant new Reich. Prince



Frederick was an honest, well-meaning and high-minded man but he lacked single-mindedness
of purpose.Vicky, of course, was very different. There was never any doubt about the strength of
either her character or her beliefs.At forty-six, the Crown Princess Victoria was one of the most
remarkable women in Europe. It was true that she was not much to look at. She was short, plump
and high-coloured but her smile was radiant and her eyes a brilliant sea-green. Her hair, in
contrast to the elaborately ridged, curled and fringed fashion of the day, was drawn neatly back
into a braided coronet. Her clothes, in which she did not take an excessive interest, showed
something of the same simplicity of style. In repose her air was tranquil, almost melancholy. At
first glance, she could have been mistaken for a sensible, middle-class matron, hardly different
from the Prussian Hausfrauen amongst whom she had spent almost thirty years of her life.The
reality was very different. A few minutes in the Crown Princess’s company revealed her as a
stimulating, assertive and highly individual personality: clever, diligent and dynamic. Her
admiring father used to say that she had ‘a man’s head on her shoulders’ and, compared with
her fellow princesses, she was remarkably emancipated. In the Berlin of her day, when women
were expected to confine themselves to Ktiche, Kinderstube, Krankenstube und Kirche –
kitchen, nursery, sickroom and church – she never ceased to astonish her contemporaries by
the range and unorthodoxy of her interests. She had a passion, not only for such things as
painting, poetry and architecture, but for politics, economics and social reform. She took an
active interest in prisons, hospitals, social welfare and sanitation. She read widely.On the other
hand, Vicky was no mere bluestocking. If she had a man’s head, she had a woman’s warmth and
impetuosity. She might, in intellect, have been her father’s daughter, but in ardour, she was very
much her mother’s. Like Queen Victoria, she was impulsive, partisan and emotional. Beneath
that plain exterior beat a passionate heart. Her charm, when she chose to exercise it, could be
prodigious; she was capable of extreme kindness.But whereas Queen Victoria’s emotionalism
was tempered by a sound common sense, Vicky’s was not. For all her brilliance, the Crown
Princess completely lacked wisdom. The British statesman who once summed her up as ‘always
clever, never wise’, knew exactly what he was saying. She was outspoken, dogmatic and
assertive. A woman of strong opinions, she never hesitated to air them; nor did she ever doubt
that they were the right ones. She was incapable of making allowances or of adapting her views.
With her, it was always all or nothing. She could be extremely tactless. Of the art of handling
people, she knew nothing. She would set out to win their heads, it was said, ‘rather than their
hearts’.That this unconventional princess should have found life difficult at the hide-bound
Prussian court is understandable. Amongst the narrow-minded bigots who made up the bulk of
Prussian society she was extremely unpopular. They considered her cultural interests unseemly,
her advanced religious views scandalous and her intellectualism positively dangerous. They
distrusted her passion for open windows, modern plumbing and long walks. They never ceased
to be affronted by the fact that such things as the number of quarterings, by which they set so
much store, meant nothing to her: on making up her guest lists, she simply invited whoever she
thought might be interesting. When she accepted the honorary chairmanship of a newly-founded



orphanage for Jewish girls, they were appalled.Most annoying of all, however, was her persistent
Englishness. On Vicky’s arrival in Berlin, Bismarck had announced that she would be a blessing
to her new country only if she left the Englishwoman at home and became a Prussian. It was
sound advice, but Vicky was incapable of following it. To her, England was always ‘home’,
superior, in every possible way – were it politics or plumbing – to Prussia. It was, she claimed to
her mother, ‘my country which I shall love so passionately to my dying day and to have been too
proud to have belonged to ever to let myself forget’.In this regrettable attitude Vicky had been
encouraged, during her early years in Prussia, by Queen Victoria. The Queen had insisted that
her daughter remain as English as possible. If Vicky had suggested following some harmless
Prussian custom, Victoria had replied that she could ‘let the German ladies do what they like, but
the English Princess must not’. She had instructed her daughter to sign her name Victoria,
Princess Royal and Princess Frederick Wilhelm of Prussia; ‘you are the eldest daughter of the
Queen of England with a title and rights of your own,’ she had written.But whereas, in time,
Queen Victoria came to show better sense, Vicky did not. With that grating lack of tact, she
continued to sing the praises of all things English. Before long she came to be known (as the
hated Marie Antoinette had been known as ‘I’Autrichienne’) as ‘die Engländerin’.The death of
Prince Albert, in the very year of Wilhelm I’s accession, robbed Vicky of the one person who
would have been capable of keeping, her vehement nature in check. Although Prince Albert’s
views had been no less strongly held, than hers, he had been more tolerant, more able to
compromise. He had always been able to see both sides of a question. This was something she
never learned. She could never appreciate that by giving way on small issues one could yet hold
to larger principles. Once Prince Albert died, there was no one to teach her these lessons.The
truth was that Vicky, no less than Fritz, was trapped in a dilemma. She had exulted in Prussia’s
march to greatness while being appalled at the way in which the march was being conducted.
She had rejoiced in the unification of Germany but had disapproved of the manner in which it
had been achieved. She was torn between pride in her native and her adopted countries. Her
brother, the Prince of Wales, was not far off the mark when he claimed that she was always pure
Prussian when she was in England and pure English when she was in Prussia. She even spoke
English with a German accent and German with an English. At one moment she was claiming
that the Prussians were a superior race; at another she was praising Britain to the skies.That this
inconsistency did nothing towards enhancing her reputation in Germany is understandable.
Despite her bursts of patriotic fervour, Vicky remained as distrusted and unpopular as ever.‘To
be friends with the present regime is impossible,’ she complained to Queen Victoria, ‘and yet to
be in opposition is a thing as impossible. I always feel like a fly struggling in a very tangled web,
and a feeling of weariness and depression, often of disgust and hopelessness, takes
possession of me.…’3To Vicky’s political difficulties were added domestic ones.Her marriage
was happy enough. She and Fritz had been in love when they married and they were to remain
so throughout their life together. They suited each other very well. Both were enlightened,
cultured, hard-working and conscientious; where there were differences, these were



complementary. If she was quick, clever, impetuous and domineering, he was placid, serious-
minded, reflective and tolerant. While she might dazzle guests by the force and mobility of her
personality, it was he who won their hearts.Their home life was extremely simple. The
atmosphere in their town and country palaces – the Kronprinzenpalais in Berlin and the Neues
Palais at Potsdam – was lively and natural. Of the formality, the friction and the philistinism of
other Prussian royal households there was not a trace; guests were always struck by the
unaffectedness, the tranquillity and the air of culture pervading the Crown Prince’s ménage. In
their role as host and hostess, Fritz and Vicky were charming: he, tall, bearded, superbly
mannered; she small, graceful and vivacious. ‘Nothing in the world is more natural and cordial
than he is,’ noted Disraeli on one occasion, while he pronounced Vicky to be ‘most animated
and entertaining’.Between the years 1859 and 1872, Vicky bore her husband eight children –
four boys and four girls. She raised them in as unaffected a fashion as possible and, in the early
days, they made a delightful, harmonious family group. The harmony did not last long. One son
died in infancy, another at the age of eleven. Vicky felt the death of these two sons keenly. Their
passing left her, she sighed, with two stupid sons: ‘good boys, but nothing in them’.In fact, they
were not even good. And, as they matured, so – as far as Vicky was concerned – did they
become less and less good. The younger, Prince Henry, developed into a shallow, self-
opinionated pup (‘ignorant, green and misled,’ complained his mother to Queen Victoria); the
elder, Prince Wilhelm, was infinitely worse.His was a difficult case. At his birth, in January 1859,
a nerve in Prince Wilhelm’s neck had been injured, leaving him with a poor sense of balance and
a stunted left arm that was all but useless. To a large extent -for he was a determined boy – he
overcame the physical aspects of his deformity: he learnt to ride, to shoot and to swim. If he kept
his left arm bent, he looked hardly different from any other youngster.How much his crippled arm
had affected his character is another matter. Whether or not his arrogance, his bombast and his
conceit were due to the fact that he, who longed to be thought of as a typically militant Prussian
prince, was trying to compensate for the inadequacy of his body, is impossible to prove. Of
perhaps more importance to the development of his character was his relationship with his
mother.An extremely sensitive person, Prince Wilhelm might, in childhood, have found his
mother’s obvious solicitude for his deformity somewhat embarrassing: the more she pitied him,
the more conscious was he made to feel of his infirmity and the more he resented her concern.
And then, as he grew older, so did he – a bright but by no means intellectual youth-begin to feel
inadequate beside his brilliant, impatient and energetic mother. She wanted him to be a man in
the mould of her father, Prince Albert; he wanted to be like his autocratic and soldierly
grandfather, Kaiser Wilhelm I.With each passing year Prince Wilhelm’s manner became more
lordly and his views more reactionary. At the Military Academy at Potsdam he became so stuffed
with the currently fashionable, authoritarian, nationalistic and anti-British sentiments that he
became insufferable. Each time he returned from these agreeably martial surroundings to the
artistic and enlightened atmosphere of his parents’ home, there would be a row. The Crown
Prince might hold his tongue but the Crown Princess was not nearly so long suffering. And



Wilhelm, who found her liberal outlook no less intolerable, was quick to answer back. There were
innumerable scenes. It was, in fact, the old story of a parent and a child having similar
personalities and opposing views.Queen Victoria, who was subjected to endless tirades against
her grandson, did what she could in the way of giving her daughter good advice. When, during
Wilhelm’s schooldays, Vicky assured her mother that she watched over even ‘the minutest detail
of the boy’s education’, the Queen warned her that ‘too great care, too much constant watching,
leads to the very dangers hereafter which one wishes to avoid’. The Queen, no doubt, had her
son Bertie in mind. She realized too, that her daughter’s standards were probably too high and
her approach too hectoring. But, as Wilhelm matured, so did Victoria come to appreciate that
her daughter was grappling with an extraordinarily difficult situation. Wilhelm was clearly more
than just a loutish young man.Another reason for Prince Wilhelm’s attitude was that he had
grown up during the years of Prussia’s surge to greatness. As a boy he had thrilled to the military
triumphs of the Franco-Prussian War and the inauguration of the German Reich. One of his most
exciting memories was of his grandfather, the newly proclaimed Kaiser, taking the salute at the
march-past of his victorious troops after the war. His country’s greatness had been achieved, not
by a spread of liberal ideas, but by military conquest. As the young man’s hero, Prince Bismarck,
had once said, the questions of the day had been solved, not by majority votes, but by blood and
iron. To identify himself with his parents’ views, reckoned Prince Wilhelm, would be not only
distasteful but extremely short-sighted. He thus gave the Iron Chancellor his full support.
‘Bismarck,’ he once wrote in his effusive fashion, ‘was the idol in my temple, and I worshipped
him.’The Chancellor, of course, was delighted. Having always disapproved of the Crown Prince
and Princess, he now made use of their son in his battle against them. He wanted to ensure that
the young Prince, who would one day succeed his father as Kaiser, would rule according to the
pattern laid down by Wilhelm I and himself. It did not need much to convince the old Kaiser of
the need for this. Relieved to know that his son’s liberalism had not been passed on to the next
generation, Wilhelm I approved Bismarck’s plans for involving young Wilhelm in affairs of state.
For Fritz and Vicky, who had always been kept at arm’s length, this was very galling.In the year
1880, at the age of twenty-one, Prince Wilhelm had become engaged to Princess Auguste
Viktoria of Schleswig-Holstein. The Princess was always known to the family as Dona. She was
dispatched to Windsor for Queen Victoria’s approval and the Queen pronounced her ‘gentle and
amiable and sweet’. That she was, and, as such, Dona suited the ebullient Prince Wilhelm very
well. Unlike his mother, Dona would never involve herself in politics or try to influence her
husband’s policies. She was precisely the sort of submissive, church-going, child-bearing
Hausfrau of which the Prussians approved, but with enough physical presence to play her public
role. Bismarck, who entirely approved of his protege’s choice, always referred to Dona as ‘the
cow from Holstein’.Thus, by the late 1880s, the German imperial family was split into two
irreconcilable parts. On the one side stood the old Kaiser and his grandson Prince Wilhelm; on
the other the Crown Prince and Princess, forming what Bismarck scathingly referred to as the
Anglo-Coburg faction. Prince Albert’s scheme, so optimistically initiated almost thirty years



before, had been realized only in so far as that Germany had been unified. Of that model
democratic state of the Prince Consort’s imaginings, there was not a vestige in the militant,
thrusting and powerful Second Reich.Whether or not, when the old Kaiser finally died, Fritz and
Vicky would be able to inaugurate their long-delayed plans remained to be seen. To many, it
seemed extremely doubtful. For one thing Bismarck was as firmly entrenched as ever. Could
Frederick afford to dismiss him? After more than a quarter of a century in power, he had blunted
almost all sense of individual freedom and independence of mind in Germany. For the majority of
Germans, brute force had become the most important thing in the state. It was quite probable
that Bismarck’s institutions were too strong and the German people’s attitudes too ingrained for
Crown Prince Fredrick to alter.And in any case, with the heir, Prince Wilhelm, being so utterly
opposed to everything his parents planned to do, would it be worth while making the effort?
Would Fritz, already nearing sixty, be granted enough time to undo all Bismarck’s work and set
Germany along a different course? Would not Prince Wilhelm, on ascending the throne, simply
nullify his father’s efforts and revert to the autocratic rule of his grandfather’s day?It was a difficult
situation. And by the summer of Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, it had become more difficult still.
Admittedly the old Kaiser, already in his ninety-first year, could not be expected to last much
longer, but from this Vicky could not take a great deal of comfort. A further blow had fallen. Her
husband was seriously ill.Chapter TwoBertie of Great Britain1The Crown Princess’s brother
Bertie, the Prince of Wales, was also being kept waiting for a throne. He was waiting for it,
however, in a far less anguished fashion. Indeed, not only in this, but in almost every possible
way, did Bertie differ from his sister Vicky.Prince Albert Edward was forty-five at the time of his
mother’s Golden Jubilee. By this stage he had developed fully the looks, the manner and the life
style that were to characterize him until the day he died. He was stout; a condition which neither
cures at Continental spas nor superbly cut jackets could successfully minimize. Behind his back,
he was sometimes referred to as ‘Turn Turn’. His baldness was offset by a full, greying, but neatly
trimmed beard and moustache. His eyes were pale, bulbous, heavy-lidded and sensuous
looking. They could be caressing if he were talking to some attractive young woman, dull if he
were bored and steely if he became aware of some lapse of taste in dress or behaviour. An erect
carriage and dignified bearing gave him an unmistakable aura of majesty; his manners were
faultless. Yet his air, for the most part, was far from ponderous or unapproachable; it was relaxed,
genial and charming. He looked, and was, a bon viveur.By the 1880s, the Prince of Wales had
established himself as the most fashionable figure in European society. He lived in great style.
His clothes were elegant, his meals rich, his entertainments lavish. His wife, formerly Princess
Alexandra of Denmark, had all the beauty, perfection and age-lessness of a wax flower. His
homes – Marlborough House in London and Sandringham in Norfolk – were comfortably and
sumptuously furnished. He surrounded himself with the beautiful, the amusing, the wealthy and
the worldly. Refreshingly free of racial, social or religious bigotry, he befriended anyone whom he
considered interesting. He delighted in the company of financiers, men-about-town and
actresses; he adored racing, shooting and gambling. Nothing pleased him so much as to be



surrounded by smiling faces. Equally at home in London, Paris, the South of France or some
Continental watering-place, he was renowned for his zest, his gregariousness and his
licentiousness. As his disapproving mother only too frequently pointed out, the Prince of Wales
lived purely for pleasure.Sipping champagne, puffing cigars and trailing clouds of scandal,
Bertie moved through the heau-monde of the late nineteenth century like some plump and
stately Dionysus.But there was another side to the coin. The Prince of Wales might have given
the impression of an easy-going and warm-hearted rake, but his personality was not as resolved
as it first appeared. Away from the cafe table or the roulette wheel, he was moody, irritable and
impatient. His restlessness was a byword. Easily bored, he was the despair of his hostesses.
Constant diversion was necessary to keep him from becoming depressed. Utterly without
resources, he could not bear to be alone, even for a second. As he lacked application, nothing
could hold his interest long; he seldom read a book and would merely skim through the
newspapers. He was quick-tempered. For the most part, he would lose his temper over trivia: a
decoration incorrectly worn, a hitch in an arrangement, a delay in some ceremony. Very
conscious of his royal dignity, he was easily affronted. One never quite knew how far one could
go with him. When a drunken friend once called him ‘Tum Tum’ to his face, he saw to it that the
offender was ushered out of the company as soon as possible.So seemingly a man of the world,
Bertie was alarmingly immature in many ways. His indiscretions were always causing trouble.
More than once his mother, or her Ministers, were obliged to cover up for him. He was too
partisan, too impressionable and too susceptible to the influence of others. Often he simply
reflected the opinions of the last person with whom he happened to have spent some time.He
had no intellectual curiosity and distrusted clever people. Of art and music he knew nothing and
cared less. His taste, if not exactly vulgar, was philistine. His political creed was an unthinking
conservatism, his religious beliefs those of a schoolboy, his sense of humour utterly
unsophisticated. ‘Anything approaching a practical joke,’ his pedantic father had once decreed,
would be impermissible for the Prince of Wales; the fact was that Bertie came to adore practical
jokes. Dummies in the bed, champagne down the neck, donkeys in nightshirts – all these were a
source of side-splitting hilarity to the Prince of Wales. Something of this same boyishness was
revealed in his passion for uniforms: he could never have enough of them – the brighter, the
better. He was forever changing his clothes.In a way, it was as though the Prince of Wales – and
his beautiful wife, Princess Alexandra – were transfixed in eternal youth. To the end of her days,
almost, the Princess of Wales looked and thought like a girl, while the Prince retained the tastes
and habits of a young man. In middle age he was still living, as Queen Victoria once complained,
‘in a whirl of amusements’; spending, for want of any more worthwhile occupation, the idle,
frivolous and self-indulgent life of a young blood.An example of his juvenile behaviour was
provided during that Jubilee season of 1887. One night the Prince took a party of friends to
supper in a public restaurant. Amongst them was Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria, a young man
hardly notable for his prudishness. At about two in the morning Bertie asked the orchestra to
play the famous can-can from La Belle Hédène; with the beautiful Duchess of Manchester as his



partner, he flung himself into the dance with embarrassing abandon.‘Tell the waiters to go,’
whispered Crown Prince Rudolf to one of the company, ‘they must not see their future King
making such a clown of himself.’2That Bertie was leading so worthless an existence was not
entirely his own fault. His upbringing had all but ensured this regrettable result.Prince Albert,
egged on by that high-minded eminence grise of the Coburgs, Baron Christian von Stockmar,
had approached the problem of his eldest son’s education with characteristic earnestness. To
best control the rising tide of democracy, Albert and Stockmar had decided that it would be
necessary to rear a set of enlightened princes: men who, by their breadth of vision,
unimpeachable morals and high sense of duty, would win the respect and love of their people.
They would be the examples of what could well be termed the Coburg ideal of constitutional
monarchy: a race of wise, impartial and influential sovereigns, raised high above the hurly-burly
of daily political life.Of this proposed race of paragons, none would occupy a more important
position than the prince who was destined to become the King of England. It was therefore
essential that he be moulded, from babyhood almost, into a model constitutional sovereign.With
this ideal in mind, Prince Albert mapped out Bertie’s future. The boy’s character was to become
an amalgam of all the virtues; he was to be fashioned, said Stockmar, into ‘a man of calm,
profound, comprehensive understanding’. Samuel Wilberforce, the Bishop of Oxford, was
prepared to go even further. ‘The great object in view,’ declared his lordship solemnly, ‘is to make
him the most perfect man.’To this end Bertie was subjected to a rigorous course of training. He
was isolated from boys of his own age, surrounded by a team of upright, well-educated and
serious-minded tutors, kept at his lessons from morning to night, bombarded with information
and advice – usually in the form of ponderous memoranda – from his well-meaning father. Even
his periods of relaxation were watched over by a keen, and usually disapproving eye. If the
Prince were not turned into the beau ideal of a constitutional monarch, it would be through no
lack of honest intention on the part of his elders.It was all to no purpose. From the beginning
Bertie revealed himself as an affectionate and amiable creature but one with whom very little
could be done. He was lazy, he was slow, he was stupid. He was also completely unpredictable.
At times his habitual geniality would give way to a mule-like obstinacy or screaming rage. The
sad fact was that Bertie, unlike his sister Vicky, simply did not have the mental ability to cope
with this intensive course of instruction. He was bored, bewildered and overworked. Naturally
gregarious and fun-loving, he was starved for company of his own age. Nor, once his
weaknesses were exposed, was any attempt made to tailor his education to his personality. He
was simply driven harder. A lighter touch might have encouraged him; the heavier hand crushed
his initiative.With each passing year his parents became more disappointed. Albert complained
that the only thing in which the adolescent Bertie showed the slightest interest was clothes,
while the Queen, who was never very relaxed in his company, could only beg the boy to try and
be more like his father – if only in some ways. In no way, in fact, did Bertie resemble his father; he
was very much his mother’s son. ‘Bertie …’ the Queen once wrote to her daughter Vicky, ‘is my
caricature. That is the misfortune, and, in a man, this is so much worse. You are quite your dear,



beloved Papa’s child.’ The Queen understood only too well that her son was developing into
what she might have become had it not been for Albert’s uplifting influence. In the tug-of-war
between Coburg and Hanoverian for control of the boy’s character, his Hanoverian ancestry was
winning hands down. Every year these regrettable characteristics were becoming more and
more pronounced.Proof positive of what his parents considered his bad blood came in Bertie’s
twentieth year. By then, that nightmarish education almost completed (he was at Cambridge) the
Prince was doing a spell of military training at the Curragh camp near Dublin. Here he was
introduced to an easy-going actress named Nelly Clifden. Not unnaturally (and despite the fact
that not until a mere two years earlier had he had the sex act fully explained to him) he slept with
her.When the news of this escapade reached the Prince Consort’s ears, that high-principled
man was appalled. The average Victorian father would have laughed, or at least shrugged the
matter off, but Prince Albert saw it in the blackest possible light. His great dream of fashioning
the perfect, unsullied heir had been finally shattered: Bertie was obviously about to go the way of
Queen Victoria’s unspeakable uncles. Could such a prince, having forfeited the respect of his
future subjects, weather the democratic storms of the nineteenth century? Prince Albert did not
think so. Assuring Bertie that he had inflicted on his father ‘the greatest pain I have yet felt in this
life’, Prince Albert treated him to one of his most sanctimonious, if anguished, literary
outpourings. He was too broken-hearted, he wrote, even to see his son.After Bertie had
expressed due contrition for his lapse, the Prince Consort forgave him. He even went so far as to
pay his son a visit at Cambridge. The Prince Consort came back from this visit in a state of
exhaustion. A week later he collapsed with typhoid fever. Less than a fortnight after this – on 14
December 1861 – he died.The Prince Consort’s death caused the Queen’s long-simmering
dissatisfaction with her eldest son to boil over. She was convinced that his ‘fall’ had killed her
husband. The belief became an obsession. “I never can or shall look at him without a shudder
…’ she admitted in a letter to Vicky; indeed, she could not bear to look at him at all. Her antipathy
towards him was such, she cried out, that ‘I feel daily, hourly, something which is too dreadful to
describe.’Quite clearly, the Prince would have to be more or less permanently separated from his
grief-demented mother. In her determination to adhere to every plan laid down by her late
husband, the Queen was able to ensure this separation. The Prince Consort had decreed that
his son should round off his education with a long journey to the Near East and, with that
accomplished, to get married as soon as possible. Bertie duly made his journey and, on 10
March 1863, at the age of twenty-one, he married Princess Alexandra of Schleswig-Holstein-
Sonderburg-Glucksburg, daughter of the heir to the Danish throne. She, too, had been approved
by the late Prince Consort.In the years that followed Bertie’s marriage, the widely divergent ways
of life of his mother and himself became an established part of the British scene. She withdrew
from public life almost completely; he flung himself into an almost frenetic social round. From her
seclusion at Windsor – or Osborne or Balmoral – she sent off a steady stream of letters in which
she upbraided him for his extravagance, his frivolity, his idleness and his indiscretions. Tactfully –
for until the day she died he was in awe of her – he would counter her strictures by pointing out



that someone had to fulfil the social and ceremonial role of the monarchy.This he certainly did.
He not only lived and entertained in royal style but he performed many of those thankless royal
duties which the Queen refused to carry out. He laid foundation stones, he opened schools, he
presented prizes, he inaugurated exhibitions, he presided at dinners. He paid a highly
successful state visit to India. All this was done with dignity, aplomb and apparent enjoyment.
Particularly after his recovery from a serious Illness in 1871, he was extremely popular with the
majority of his mother’s subjects. A great many people admired him for leading exactly the sort of
life they would have led had they been as rich as he.But it was, for all that, an unsatisfactory life.
Bertie was just frittering away such talents as he had. Quite simply, he did not have enough to
do; nor, while his mother was alive, was there the slightest chance of his being given anything to
do.This exclusion of her heir from the more serious business of the monarchy had not always
been the Queen’s intention. During his infancy, Bertie’s parents had resolved to initiate him into
affairs of state as early as possible; they had been determined to show every confidence in him,
to encourage him to work beside them. Had Bertie shown anything like his sister Vicky’s abilities,
Victoria and Albert would no doubt have implemented their resolution. When he did not, they
kept postponing his political initiation. Once Prince Albert died, his broken-hearted widow was
determined that no one, especially not Bertie, would play the political role that her husband had
once done.Thus the Prince of Wales was kept in almost complete ignorance of the business of
government. His mother very rarely rook him into her confidence and almost never consulted
him. He must not see anything, she warned her Ministers, of a very confidential nature’. There
must be no ‘independent communication’ between him and the government. For almost thirty
years she refused to trust him with the Prince Consort’s special golden key to the Foreign Office
boxes. Even the most trifling decision concerning her heir’s public activities had to be vetted by
her. Any move on his part to involve himself in affairs of state was severely slapped down. ‘He
has no right to meddle,’ the Queen would say.And so Victoria, who would have been the first to
claim that the Devil found work for idle hands, kept Bertie’s hands resolutely idle.Sometimes, in a
desperate effort to involve the heir in the workings of the monarchy, a Prime Minister would
induce the Queen to send the Prince a few unimportant state papers, or at least a precis of what
was happening. In 1872, Gladstone came up with a more definite proposal. In a series of long-
winded letters to the Queen, he pointed out the necessity of giving the Prince some active,
useful employment. Could he not become the Queen’s permanent representative in Ireland?
That way he would learn something of the art of constitutional monarchy.The Queen would have
none of it. The Prince of Wales, she said, would never agree to it (in this she was correct); nor
could any such artificially created position imbue him with the necessary sense of responsibility.
Only when he was forced to assume full responsibility – when, in other words, he became King –
would he tackle the job seriously.In this, too, was Queen Victoria correct. The Prince of Wales
was to make an admirable King, but he was to arrive at this goal by a very different route from
the one mapped out by his exacting parents.It was an impossible situation. Because the Queen
considered her son to be so frivolous and incompetent, she refused to give him any



employment; because he was given no employment, he became all the more frivolous and
incompetent. A man of considerable diplomatic gifts, exceptional vitality and great panache, the
Prince of Wales might have been of real service to his mother. On the other hand, the Queen
was no fool; she had very good reason for her attitude. The defects of the Prince of Wales’s
character were not entirely due to his father’s system of education or his mother’s lack of
confidence. He was feckless, he was self-indulgent, he was indiscreet. And every now and then
yet another scandal, or another indiscretion, would serve to justify his mother’s intransigent
behaviour.Yet she was fond of him. As she gradually overcame her conviction that he had been
responsible for her husband’s death, she began to appreciate his many good points. ‘Really
dear Bertie is so full of good and amiable qualities,’ she wrote to Vicky on one occasion, ‘that it
makes one forget and overlook much that one would wish different.’ And as the years passed,
and the Prince Consort’s shadow grew fainter, so did she come nearer to accepting her son for
what he was. There were even times when – as frequently happened, he was in trouble – she
gave him her active support. For this he was always very grateful.Although he never mastered
his feeling of inferiority in her presence, Bertie was no less fond of the Queen. As often as they
found themselves at loggerheads over his way of life, they were in agreement on other matters.
Both, for instance, were ardent imperialists, very conscious of the importance of upholding
British prestige throughout the world. By the 1880s, with Britain the leading nation on earth, this
shared imperialism was a very strong bond indeed. These were the years in which the Queen,
having been coaxed out of her long seclusion by the romantic Disraeli, was becoming
increasingly conscious of her role as ruler of a mighty Empire – Victoria Regina et Imperatrix. To
the magnificence of her estate, the Prince of Wales was equally alive. Indeed, for much of the
time and especially during Jubilee Year, a great deal of Queen Victoria’s glory was reflected on
him.The Golden Jubilee brought mother and son as close as they had ever been. On New Year’s
Day, 1887, he presented her with the first of the specially designed Jubilee inkstands: an
imperial crown which opened to reveal her portrait inside the lid. Victoria pronounced it ‘very
pretty and useful’. Throughout the celebrations the Prince of Wales bore the major part of the
burden of entertaining what the Queen called ‘the royal mob’. Later that year, in his mother’s
presence, he unveiled a Jubilee statue of her on the Balmoral estate.The Queen’s comments on
her son’s visit to Balmoral to perform this ceremony have a strangely touching quality.‘An early
luncheon,’ she wrote in her Journal, ‘after which dear Bertie left, having had a most pleasant
visit, which I think he enjoyed and said so repeatedly. He had not stayed alone with me,
excepting for a couple of days in May ‘68, at Balmoral, since he married! He is so kind and
affectionate that it is a pleasure to be a little quietly together.’3If the Prince of Wales, in Queen
Victoria’s estimation, was an unsatisfactory heir, his eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was an
infinitely worse one. Of all the Queen’s grandsons, not one was less promising than the young
man whom it was assumed would one day sit upon her throne.The five Wales children – two
boys and three girls – had been raised in the most informal and indulgent fashion. This was due,
partly, to the Prince of Wales’s determination that their childhood should in no way resemble his



and, to an even greater extent, to the personality of the Princess of Wales. Not only would she
have been temperamentally incapable of subjecting them to a rigorous course of training but she
encouraged them to remain as childlike as possible as long as possible. So enduringly youthful,
in both looks and personality, herself, the Princess was determined that they should not grow up
too quickly. She might be socially accomplished and transcendentally smart, but to Princess
Alexandra nothing was more important than her children. They were the centre of her world.
Increasingly cut off from public affairs by her deafness, her domesticity and her immaturity, the
Princess devoted herself to her children.And they, in turn, adored her. To the Wales children,
their mother -so gay, so spontaneous, so impractical and unpunctual – was always ‘darling
Motherdear’: a delightful companion, hardly more grownup than themselves. It was as though
mother and children lived in a make-believe world, in a state of eternal youth. Long after their
childhood was over, the Wales children still spoke and behaved like adolescents. One of the
princesses celebrated her nineteenth birthday with a children’s party; in manhood, the second
son would sign himself ‘little Georgie’.By no stretch of the imagination, however, could the blame
for the backwardness of the eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, be laid at Princess Alexandra’s
door. Prince Eddy, as he was called in the family, had been subnormal from infancy. It was not
that he was an imbecile; he was merely slow-witted. As a boy he had shown himself to be
apathetic, listless, slow to react and quite unable to concentrate his attention on anything for
long. His one positive characteristic being a devotion to his younger, and brighter, brother Prince
George, it had been decided to keep the two princes together as much as possible. Some of
George’s liveliness was bound to rub off on Eddy. It did not. They spent years together at sea but
neither that, nor a spell at Cambridge, could shake Eddy out of his lethargy. In one despairing
report after another, his long-suffering tutors complained that there was simply nothing to be
done with the Prince; ‘he hardly knows the meaning of the words to read’, wailed one of
them.After Cambridge, Prince Eddy joined the 10th Hussars and although the recreations – and
dissipations – of army life held more appeal for him than study, he remained abnormally
immature.During Jubilee Year, Prince Eddy turned twenty-three. The Queen’s complaint that the
Wales children seemed to her ‘a puny breed’ was certainly justified in Prince Eddy’s case. Not
even his spectacularly flattering Hussar uniform nor his jauntily waxed moustache could make
him look anything other than an indolent weakling. He was thin and pale, with an extraordinarily
long neck and a vacant expression. His whole being was notable for an extreme lassitude; his air
was that of a sleepwalker. With the best will in the world, his superior officers could find very little
to say in his favour. They could only hope that he would prove to be a late maturer. With each
passing year the hope became more remote.Yet the Prince had his good points. He was a
gentle, well-mannered young man, with an ability to charm and a complete lack of arrogance. He
meant well. ‘Kind’ and ‘dear’ were the adjectives his family most frequently used when referring
to him. Indeed, to some women his languid air was very attractive, almost seductive. His
grandmother, Queen Victoria, treated him with great sympathy. He might be retarded but she
appreciated him for his goodness, his simplicity and his sense of duty towards his parents and



herself. Only later was she to learn something of his sexual escapades.Prince Eddy’s limitations
would not have mattered nearly so much had he not been heir to the British throne. What sort of
king was he likely to make? Anyone further removed from Prince Albert’s ideal of an intelligent,
enlightened, influential and unsullied monarch would have been difficult to imagine.Very different
from the lackadasical Prince Eddy was his brother, the twenty-two-year-old Prince George. At
the age of twelve, as a lively, intelligent and good-natured boy, he had joined the Navy. Since
then he had spent almost all his life at sea. His character had formed early and by now he was
already the steady, straightforward and conscientious person that he was to remain throughout
his life. Unimaginative and unintellectual Prince George might have been, but the discipline of
life in the Navy had incalculated him with one very valuable characteristic -a strong sense of
duty. In this he was very much a Coburg.Alone amongst Princess Alexandra’s children, Prince
George had inherited something of her good looks. Blue-eyed, suntanned, with a neatly trimmed
nautical beard and moustache, he had none of the pallid, inbred appearance of his brother and
sisters. Yet he, no less than the rest of them (and despite his more resolved personality) was still
very much enmeshed in his mother’s web. He adored her and she him. To read the letters
between mother and son is scarcely to believe that she was the middle-aged future Queen of
England and he a fully adult naval officer. How he wished, he wrote to her at this time, that he
were going with her to Sandringham for the holidays. It almost made him cry to think of it. ‘I
wonder who will have that sweet little room of mine, you must go and see it sometimes and
imagine that your little Georgie dear is living in it.’It was no wonder that Queen Victoria could
pronounce the young Prince to be ‘so dear and amiable’.The three Wales princesses – Louise,
Victoria and Maud – had something of their brother Eddy’s negative quality. Indeed, it was
difficult to tell them apart. All three were pale and narrow-skulled with protruding eyes and tightly
curled poodle fringes. Invariably, they were identically dressed. Diffident in public and boisterous
in private, they had all suffered from the same happy-go-lucky system of education. Even their
conversation had a similarity. They always talked, claimed one of their cousins, about people as
‘the dear little thing’ or ‘the poor little man’. They always ‘spoke in a minor key, en sourdine. It
gave a special quality to all talks with them, and gave me a strange sensation, as though life
would have been very wonderful and everything very beautiful if it had not been so sad.’ Their
rooms were like those of little children: jam-packed with an accumulation of tiny, pretty, dainty but
far from aesthetic objets – miniatures, shells, little vases, diminutive paintings, tiny china
ornaments. The three of them were sometimes referred to as ‘the whispering Wales girls’.All in
all, the Wales family could not have afforded Queen Victoria much satisfaction. Amongst the lot
of them, Prince George was the only one to show some promise. And he, unfortunately, was not
in the direct line of succession. It was thus not surprising that the Queen, in thinking of her heirs
– the dissolute Prince of Wales and the slow-witted Prince Eddy – sometimes despaired of the
British monarchy outlasting her lifetime.Chapter TwoBertie of Great Britain1The Crown
Princess’s brother Bertie, the Prince of Wales, was also being kept waiting for a throne. He was
waiting for it, however, in a far less anguished fashion. Indeed, not only in this, but in almost



every possible way, did Bertie differ from his sister Vicky.Prince Albert Edward was forty-five at
the time of his mother’s Golden Jubilee. By this stage he had developed fully the looks, the
manner and the life style that were to characterize him until the day he died. He was stout; a
condition which neither cures at Continental spas nor superbly cut jackets could successfully
minimize. Behind his back, he was sometimes referred to as ‘Turn Turn’. His baldness was offset
by a full, greying, but neatly trimmed beard and moustache. His eyes were pale, bulbous, heavy-
lidded and sensuous looking. They could be caressing if he were talking to some attractive
young woman, dull if he were bored and steely if he became aware of some lapse of taste in
dress or behaviour. An erect carriage and dignified bearing gave him an unmistakable aura of
majesty; his manners were faultless. Yet his air, for the most part, was far from ponderous or
unapproachable; it was relaxed, genial and charming. He looked, and was, a bon viveur.By the
1880s, the Prince of Wales had established himself as the most fashionable figure in European
society. He lived in great style. His clothes were elegant, his meals rich, his entertainments
lavish. His wife, formerly Princess Alexandra of Denmark, had all the beauty, perfection and age-
lessness of a wax flower. His homes – Marlborough House in London and Sandringham in
Norfolk – were comfortably and sumptuously furnished. He surrounded himself with the
beautiful, the amusing, the wealthy and the worldly. Refreshingly free of racial, social or religious
bigotry, he befriended anyone whom he considered interesting. He delighted in the company of
financiers, men-about-town and actresses; he adored racing, shooting and gambling. Nothing
pleased him so much as to be surrounded by smiling faces. Equally at home in London, Paris,
the South of France or some Continental watering-place, he was renowned for his zest, his
gregariousness and his licentiousness. As his disapproving mother only too frequently pointed
out, the Prince of Wales lived purely for pleasure.Sipping champagne, puffing cigars and trailing
clouds of scandal, Bertie moved through the heau-monde of the late nineteenth century like
some plump and stately Dionysus.But there was another side to the coin. The Prince of Wales
might have given the impression of an easy-going and warm-hearted rake, but his personality
was not as resolved as it first appeared. Away from the cafe table or the roulette wheel, he was
moody, irritable and impatient. His restlessness was a byword. Easily bored, he was the despair
of his hostesses. Constant diversion was necessary to keep him from becoming depressed.
Utterly without resources, he could not bear to be alone, even for a second. As he lacked
application, nothing could hold his interest long; he seldom read a book and would merely skim
through the newspapers. He was quick-tempered. For the most part, he would lose his temper
over trivia: a decoration incorrectly worn, a hitch in an arrangement, a delay in some ceremony.
Very conscious of his royal dignity, he was easily affronted. One never quite knew how far one
could go with him. When a drunken friend once called him ‘Tum Tum’ to his face, he saw to it that
the offender was ushered out of the company as soon as possible.So seemingly a man of the
world, Bertie was alarmingly immature in many ways. His indiscretions were always causing
trouble. More than once his mother, or her Ministers, were obliged to cover up for him. He was
too partisan, too impressionable and too susceptible to the influence of others. Often he simply



reflected the opinions of the last person with whom he happened to have spent some time.He
had no intellectual curiosity and distrusted clever people. Of art and music he knew nothing and
cared less. His taste, if not exactly vulgar, was philistine. His political creed was an unthinking
conservatism, his religious beliefs those of a schoolboy, his sense of humour utterly
unsophisticated. ‘Anything approaching a practical joke,’ his pedantic father had once decreed,
would be impermissible for the Prince of Wales; the fact was that Bertie came to adore practical
jokes. Dummies in the bed, champagne down the neck, donkeys in nightshirts – all these were a
source of side-splitting hilarity to the Prince of Wales. Something of this same boyishness was
revealed in his passion for uniforms: he could never have enough of them – the brighter, the
better. He was forever changing his clothes.In a way, it was as though the Prince of Wales – and
his beautiful wife, Princess Alexandra – were transfixed in eternal youth. To the end of her days,
almost, the Princess of Wales looked and thought like a girl, while the Prince retained the tastes
and habits of a young man. In middle age he was still living, as Queen Victoria once complained,
‘in a whirl of amusements’; spending, for want of any more worthwhile occupation, the idle,
frivolous and self-indulgent life of a young blood.An example of his juvenile behaviour was
provided during that Jubilee season of 1887. One night the Prince took a party of friends to
supper in a public restaurant. Amongst them was Crown Prince Rudolf of Austria, a young man
hardly notable for his prudishness. At about two in the morning Bertie asked the orchestra to
play the famous can-can from La Belle Hédène; with the beautiful Duchess of Manchester as his
partner, he flung himself into the dance with embarrassing abandon.‘Tell the waiters to go,’
whispered Crown Prince Rudolf to one of the company, ‘they must not see their future King
making such a clown of himself.’2That Bertie was leading so worthless an existence was not
entirely his own fault. His upbringing had all but ensured this regrettable result.Prince Albert,
egged on by that high-minded eminence grise of the Coburgs, Baron Christian von Stockmar,
had approached the problem of his eldest son’s education with characteristic earnestness. To
best control the rising tide of democracy, Albert and Stockmar had decided that it would be
necessary to rear a set of enlightened princes: men who, by their breadth of vision,
unimpeachable morals and high sense of duty, would win the respect and love of their people.
They would be the examples of what could well be termed the Coburg ideal of constitutional
monarchy: a race of wise, impartial and influential sovereigns, raised high above the hurly-burly
of daily political life.Of this proposed race of paragons, none would occupy a more important
position than the prince who was destined to become the King of England. It was therefore
essential that he be moulded, from babyhood almost, into a model constitutional sovereign.With
this ideal in mind, Prince Albert mapped out Bertie’s future. The boy’s character was to become
an amalgam of all the virtues; he was to be fashioned, said Stockmar, into ‘a man of calm,
profound, comprehensive understanding’. Samuel Wilberforce, the Bishop of Oxford, was
prepared to go even further. ‘The great object in view,’ declared his lordship solemnly, ‘is to make
him the most perfect man.’To this end Bertie was subjected to a rigorous course of training. He
was isolated from boys of his own age, surrounded by a team of upright, well-educated and



serious-minded tutors, kept at his lessons from morning to night, bombarded with information
and advice – usually in the form of ponderous memoranda – from his well-meaning father. Even
his periods of relaxation were watched over by a keen, and usually disapproving eye. If the
Prince were not turned into the beau ideal of a constitutional monarch, it would be through no
lack of honest intention on the part of his elders.It was all to no purpose. From the beginning
Bertie revealed himself as an affectionate and amiable creature but one with whom very little
could be done. He was lazy, he was slow, he was stupid. He was also completely unpredictable.
At times his habitual geniality would give way to a mule-like obstinacy or screaming rage. The
sad fact was that Bertie, unlike his sister Vicky, simply did not have the mental ability to cope
with this intensive course of instruction. He was bored, bewildered and overworked. Naturally
gregarious and fun-loving, he was starved for company of his own age. Nor, once his
weaknesses were exposed, was any attempt made to tailor his education to his personality. He
was simply driven harder. A lighter touch might have encouraged him; the heavier hand crushed
his initiative.With each passing year his parents became more disappointed. Albert complained
that the only thing in which the adolescent Bertie showed the slightest interest was clothes,
while the Queen, who was never very relaxed in his company, could only beg the boy to try and
be more like his father – if only in some ways. In no way, in fact, did Bertie resemble his father; he
was very much his mother’s son. ‘Bertie …’ the Queen once wrote to her daughter Vicky, ‘is my
caricature. That is the misfortune, and, in a man, this is so much worse. You are quite your dear,
beloved Papa’s child.’ The Queen understood only too well that her son was developing into
what she might have become had it not been for Albert’s uplifting influence. In the tug-of-war
between Coburg and Hanoverian for control of the boy’s character, his Hanoverian ancestry was
winning hands down. Every year these regrettable characteristics were becoming more and
more pronounced.Proof positive of what his parents considered his bad blood came in Bertie’s
twentieth year. By then, that nightmarish education almost completed (he was at Cambridge) the
Prince was doing a spell of military training at the Curragh camp near Dublin. Here he was
introduced to an easy-going actress named Nelly Clifden. Not unnaturally (and despite the fact
that not until a mere two years earlier had he had the sex act fully explained to him) he slept with
her.When the news of this escapade reached the Prince Consort’s ears, that high-principled
man was appalled. The average Victorian father would have laughed, or at least shrugged the
matter off, but Prince Albert saw it in the blackest possible light. His great dream of fashioning
the perfect, unsullied heir had been finally shattered: Bertie was obviously about to go the way of
Queen Victoria’s unspeakable uncles. Could such a prince, having forfeited the respect of his
future subjects, weather the democratic storms of the nineteenth century? Prince Albert did not
think so. Assuring Bertie that he had inflicted on his father ‘the greatest pain I have yet felt in this
life’, Prince Albert treated him to one of his most sanctimonious, if anguished, literary
outpourings. He was too broken-hearted, he wrote, even to see his son.After Bertie had
expressed due contrition for his lapse, the Prince Consort forgave him. He even went so far as to
pay his son a visit at Cambridge. The Prince Consort came back from this visit in a state of



exhaustion. A week later he collapsed with typhoid fever. Less than a fortnight after this – on 14
December 1861 – he died.The Prince Consort’s death caused the Queen’s long-simmering
dissatisfaction with her eldest son to boil over. She was convinced that his ‘fall’ had killed her
husband. The belief became an obsession. “I never can or shall look at him without a shudder
…’ she admitted in a letter to Vicky; indeed, she could not bear to look at him at all. Her antipathy
towards him was such, she cried out, that ‘I feel daily, hourly, something which is too dreadful to
describe.’Quite clearly, the Prince would have to be more or less permanently separated from his
grief-demented mother. In her determination to adhere to every plan laid down by her late
husband, the Queen was able to ensure this separation. The Prince Consort had decreed that
his son should round off his education with a long journey to the Near East and, with that
accomplished, to get married as soon as possible. Bertie duly made his journey and, on 10
March 1863, at the age of twenty-one, he married Princess Alexandra of Schleswig-Holstein-
Sonderburg-Glucksburg, daughter of the heir to the Danish throne. She, too, had been approved
by the late Prince Consort.In the years that followed Bertie’s marriage, the widely divergent ways
of life of his mother and himself became an established part of the British scene. She withdrew
from public life almost completely; he flung himself into an almost frenetic social round. From her
seclusion at Windsor – or Osborne or Balmoral – she sent off a steady stream of letters in which
she upbraided him for his extravagance, his frivolity, his idleness and his indiscretions. Tactfully –
for until the day she died he was in awe of her – he would counter her strictures by pointing out
that someone had to fulfil the social and ceremonial role of the monarchy.This he certainly did.
He not only lived and entertained in royal style but he performed many of those thankless royal
duties which the Queen refused to carry out. He laid foundation stones, he opened schools, he
presented prizes, he inaugurated exhibitions, he presided at dinners. He paid a highly
successful state visit to India. All this was done with dignity, aplomb and apparent enjoyment.
Particularly after his recovery from a serious Illness in 1871, he was extremely popular with the
majority of his mother’s subjects. A great many people admired him for leading exactly the sort of
life they would have led had they been as rich as he.But it was, for all that, an unsatisfactory life.
Bertie was just frittering away such talents as he had. Quite simply, he did not have enough to
do; nor, while his mother was alive, was there the slightest chance of his being given anything to
do.This exclusion of her heir from the more serious business of the monarchy had not always
been the Queen’s intention. During his infancy, Bertie’s parents had resolved to initiate him into
affairs of state as early as possible; they had been determined to show every confidence in him,
to encourage him to work beside them. Had Bertie shown anything like his sister Vicky’s abilities,
Victoria and Albert would no doubt have implemented their resolution. When he did not, they
kept postponing his political initiation. Once Prince Albert died, his broken-hearted widow was
determined that no one, especially not Bertie, would play the political role that her husband had
once done.Thus the Prince of Wales was kept in almost complete ignorance of the business of
government. His mother very rarely rook him into her confidence and almost never consulted
him. He must not see anything, she warned her Ministers, of a very confidential nature’. There



must be no ‘independent communication’ between him and the government. For almost thirty
years she refused to trust him with the Prince Consort’s special golden key to the Foreign Office
boxes. Even the most trifling decision concerning her heir’s public activities had to be vetted by
her. Any move on his part to involve himself in affairs of state was severely slapped down. ‘He
has no right to meddle,’ the Queen would say.And so Victoria, who would have been the first to
claim that the Devil found work for idle hands, kept Bertie’s hands resolutely idle.Sometimes, in a
desperate effort to involve the heir in the workings of the monarchy, a Prime Minister would
induce the Queen to send the Prince a few unimportant state papers, or at least a precis of what
was happening. In 1872, Gladstone came up with a more definite proposal. In a series of long-
winded letters to the Queen, he pointed out the necessity of giving the Prince some active,
useful employment. Could he not become the Queen’s permanent representative in Ireland?
That way he would learn something of the art of constitutional monarchy.The Queen would have
none of it. The Prince of Wales, she said, would never agree to it (in this she was correct); nor
could any such artificially created position imbue him with the necessary sense of responsibility.
Only when he was forced to assume full responsibility – when, in other words, he became King –
would he tackle the job seriously.In this, too, was Queen Victoria correct. The Prince of Wales
was to make an admirable King, but he was to arrive at this goal by a very different route from
the one mapped out by his exacting parents.It was an impossible situation. Because the Queen
considered her son to be so frivolous and incompetent, she refused to give him any
employment; because he was given no employment, he became all the more frivolous and
incompetent. A man of considerable diplomatic gifts, exceptional vitality and great panache, the
Prince of Wales might have been of real service to his mother. On the other hand, the Queen
was no fool; she had very good reason for her attitude. The defects of the Prince of Wales’s
character were not entirely due to his father’s system of education or his mother’s lack of
confidence. He was feckless, he was self-indulgent, he was indiscreet. And every now and then
yet another scandal, or another indiscretion, would serve to justify his mother’s intransigent
behaviour.Yet she was fond of him. As she gradually overcame her conviction that he had been
responsible for her husband’s death, she began to appreciate his many good points. ‘Really
dear Bertie is so full of good and amiable qualities,’ she wrote to Vicky on one occasion, ‘that it
makes one forget and overlook much that one would wish different.’ And as the years passed,
and the Prince Consort’s shadow grew fainter, so did she come nearer to accepting her son for
what he was. There were even times when – as frequently happened, he was in trouble – she
gave him her active support. For this he was always very grateful.Although he never mastered
his feeling of inferiority in her presence, Bertie was no less fond of the Queen. As often as they
found themselves at loggerheads over his way of life, they were in agreement on other matters.
Both, for instance, were ardent imperialists, very conscious of the importance of upholding
British prestige throughout the world. By the 1880s, with Britain the leading nation on earth, this
shared imperialism was a very strong bond indeed. These were the years in which the Queen,
having been coaxed out of her long seclusion by the romantic Disraeli, was becoming



increasingly conscious of her role as ruler of a mighty Empire – Victoria Regina et Imperatrix. To
the magnificence of her estate, the Prince of Wales was equally alive. Indeed, for much of the
time and especially during Jubilee Year, a great deal of Queen Victoria’s glory was reflected on
him.The Golden Jubilee brought mother and son as close as they had ever been. On New Year’s
Day, 1887, he presented her with the first of the specially designed Jubilee inkstands: an
imperial crown which opened to reveal her portrait inside the lid. Victoria pronounced it ‘very
pretty and useful’. Throughout the celebrations the Prince of Wales bore the major part of the
burden of entertaining what the Queen called ‘the royal mob’. Later that year, in his mother’s
presence, he unveiled a Jubilee statue of her on the Balmoral estate.The Queen’s comments on
her son’s visit to Balmoral to perform this ceremony have a strangely touching quality.‘An early
luncheon,’ she wrote in her Journal, ‘after which dear Bertie left, having had a most pleasant
visit, which I think he enjoyed and said so repeatedly. He had not stayed alone with me,
excepting for a couple of days in May ‘68, at Balmoral, since he married! He is so kind and
affectionate that it is a pleasure to be a little quietly together.’3If the Prince of Wales, in Queen
Victoria’s estimation, was an unsatisfactory heir, his eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, was an
infinitely worse one. Of all the Queen’s grandsons, not one was less promising than the young
man whom it was assumed would one day sit upon her throne.The five Wales children – two
boys and three girls – had been raised in the most informal and indulgent fashion. This was due,
partly, to the Prince of Wales’s determination that their childhood should in no way resemble his
and, to an even greater extent, to the personality of the Princess of Wales. Not only would she
have been temperamentally incapable of subjecting them to a rigorous course of training but she
encouraged them to remain as childlike as possible as long as possible. So enduringly youthful,
in both looks and personality, herself, the Princess was determined that they should not grow up
too quickly. She might be socially accomplished and transcendentally smart, but to Princess
Alexandra nothing was more important than her children. They were the centre of her world.
Increasingly cut off from public affairs by her deafness, her domesticity and her immaturity, the
Princess devoted herself to her children.And they, in turn, adored her. To the Wales children,
their mother -so gay, so spontaneous, so impractical and unpunctual – was always ‘darling
Motherdear’: a delightful companion, hardly more grownup than themselves. It was as though
mother and children lived in a make-believe world, in a state of eternal youth. Long after their
childhood was over, the Wales children still spoke and behaved like adolescents. One of the
princesses celebrated her nineteenth birthday with a children’s party; in manhood, the second
son would sign himself ‘little Georgie’.By no stretch of the imagination, however, could the blame
for the backwardness of the eldest son, Prince Albert Victor, be laid at Princess Alexandra’s
door. Prince Eddy, as he was called in the family, had been subnormal from infancy. It was not
that he was an imbecile; he was merely slow-witted. As a boy he had shown himself to be
apathetic, listless, slow to react and quite unable to concentrate his attention on anything for
long. His one positive characteristic being a devotion to his younger, and brighter, brother Prince
George, it had been decided to keep the two princes together as much as possible. Some of



George’s liveliness was bound to rub off on Eddy. It did not. They spent years together at sea but
neither that, nor a spell at Cambridge, could shake Eddy out of his lethargy. In one despairing
report after another, his long-suffering tutors complained that there was simply nothing to be
done with the Prince; ‘he hardly knows the meaning of the words to read’, wailed one of
them.After Cambridge, Prince Eddy joined the 10th Hussars and although the recreations – and
dissipations – of army life held more appeal for him than study, he remained abnormally
immature.During Jubilee Year, Prince Eddy turned twenty-three. The Queen’s complaint that the
Wales children seemed to her ‘a puny breed’ was certainly justified in Prince Eddy’s case. Not
even his spectacularly flattering Hussar uniform nor his jauntily waxed moustache could make
him look anything other than an indolent weakling. He was thin and pale, with an extraordinarily
long neck and a vacant expression. His whole being was notable for an extreme lassitude; his air
was that of a sleepwalker. With the best will in the world, his superior officers could find very little
to say in his favour. They could only hope that he would prove to be a late maturer. With each
passing year the hope became more remote.Yet the Prince had his good points. He was a
gentle, well-mannered young man, with an ability to charm and a complete lack of arrogance. He
meant well. ‘Kind’ and ‘dear’ were the adjectives his family most frequently used when referring
to him. Indeed, to some women his languid air was very attractive, almost seductive. His
grandmother, Queen Victoria, treated him with great sympathy. He might be retarded but she
appreciated him for his goodness, his simplicity and his sense of duty towards his parents and
herself. Only later was she to learn something of his sexual escapades.Prince Eddy’s limitations
would not have mattered nearly so much had he not been heir to the British throne. What sort of
king was he likely to make? Anyone further removed from Prince Albert’s ideal of an intelligent,
enlightened, influential and unsullied monarch would have been difficult to imagine.Very different
from the lackadasical Prince Eddy was his brother, the twenty-two-year-old Prince George. At
the age of twelve, as a lively, intelligent and good-natured boy, he had joined the Navy. Since
then he had spent almost all his life at sea. His character had formed early and by now he was
already the steady, straightforward and conscientious person that he was to remain throughout
his life. Unimaginative and unintellectual Prince George might have been, but the discipline of
life in the Navy had incalculated him with one very valuable characteristic -a strong sense of
duty. In this he was very much a Coburg.Alone amongst Princess Alexandra’s children, Prince
George had inherited something of her good looks. Blue-eyed, suntanned, with a neatly trimmed
nautical beard and moustache, he had none of the pallid, inbred appearance of his brother and
sisters. Yet he, no less than the rest of them (and despite his more resolved personality) was still
very much enmeshed in his mother’s web. He adored her and she him. To read the letters
between mother and son is scarcely to believe that she was the middle-aged future Queen of
England and he a fully adult naval officer. How he wished, he wrote to her at this time, that he
were going with her to Sandringham for the holidays. It almost made him cry to think of it. ‘I
wonder who will have that sweet little room of mine, you must go and see it sometimes and
imagine that your little Georgie dear is living in it.’It was no wonder that Queen Victoria could



pronounce the young Prince to be ‘so dear and amiable’.The three Wales princesses – Louise,
Victoria and Maud – had something of their brother Eddy’s negative quality. Indeed, it was
difficult to tell them apart. All three were pale and narrow-skulled with protruding eyes and tightly
curled poodle fringes. Invariably, they were identically dressed. Diffident in public and boisterous
in private, they had all suffered from the same happy-go-lucky system of education. Even their
conversation had a similarity. They always talked, claimed one of their cousins, about people as
‘the dear little thing’ or ‘the poor little man’. They always ‘spoke in a minor key, en sourdine. It
gave a special quality to all talks with them, and gave me a strange sensation, as though life
would have been very wonderful and everything very beautiful if it had not been so sad.’ Their
rooms were like those of little children: jam-packed with an accumulation of tiny, pretty, dainty but
far from aesthetic objets – miniatures, shells, little vases, diminutive paintings, tiny china
ornaments. The three of them were sometimes referred to as ‘the whispering Wales girls’.All in
all, the Wales family could not have afforded Queen Victoria much satisfaction. Amongst the lot
of them, Prince George was the only one to show some promise. And he, unfortunately, was not
in the direct line of succession. It was thus not surprising that the Queen, in thinking of her heirs
– the dissolute Prince of Wales and the slow-witted Prince Eddy – sometimes despaired of the
British monarchy outlasting her lifetime.Chapter Three‘My own dear EmpressVictoria’1No one,
seeing the fifty-five-year-old German Crown Prince Frederick riding in Queen Victoria’s Jubilee
cavalcade, would have imagined that he was seriously Ill. So tall, so manfully bearded and
spectacularly uniformed, Fritz looked the very picture of royal dignity and radiant health. Even
the Queen, who knew that something was wrong, remarked on how well and handsome he
looked. Indeed, Fritz himself had no real appreciation of the gravity of his condition.His Illness
had first manifested itself during the previous winter. He had suffered from a persistent soreness
in his throat. By March 1887 his personal physician, unable to alleviate the Prince’s sufferings,
had decided to call in a specialist, Professor Karl Gerhardt. Dr Gerhardt discovered a small
growth on the left vocal cord. Having tried, without success, to remove the growth, Gerhardt
advised the Crown Prince to take a holiday. He went to Bad Ems and from here the Crown
Princess was able to assure Queen Victoria that Fritz was improving and that when, on his return
to Berlin, the growth was removed, he would be quite well again.She was soon disillusioned. On
re-examining the Prince’s throat, a panel of six leading German doctors decided that the growth
was cancerous. They advised an immediate operation. This would involve the splitting of the
larynx. Even if the patient survived the operation, he would probably be rendered permanently
voiceless. Before going ahead, however, the doctors suggested that yet another specialist be
consulted. They decided on one of Europe’s leading authorities on diseases of the throat – an
Englishman, Dr Morell Mackenzie. He was requested to come as soon as possible to Berlin.Sick
with worry, Vicky backed up the doctors’ telegram to Mackenzie with one of her own to the
Queen. Would her mother see that the doctor set off at once. ‘Greatly distressed,’ wrote the
Queen in her Journal, ‘and cannot bear to think of poor darling Vicky’s anguish and sorrow.’Dr
Mackenzie arrived in Berlin on 20 May 1887. He examined the Crown Prince’s throat and sent



several fragments of the growth to a German pathologist for examination. The report was
negative. He therefore advised against the operation and suggested that the Crown Prince come
to England for treatment. He should be able to cure him, reckoned Mackenzie, in a matter of
months.The Crown Princess was exultant. ‘We are much more hopeful and reassured about
Fritz’s throat now,’ she told her mother. The suspense, she admitted, had been agonizing, ‘but I
own the hope held out is a very great relief, and as I am sanguine by nature, I easily cling to it.
…”The German doctors were distinctly less sanguine. Still suspecting that the growth was
cancerous, they could not agree on what should be done. Some advised the operation; others
suggested that Mackenzie’s proposed treatment be carried out in Berlin; Dr Gerhardt thought it
would be best if Mackenzie treated the patient himself. ‘I now leave it to them to settle their
minds amongst themselves and shall not interfere with them,’ wrote Vicky. ‘Fritz ought to be
under [Mackenzie’s] care and we must see how we can carefully effect this.’She needed to be
careful. A great many people at court, kept in ignorance of the seriousness of the Crown Prince’s
Illness (he had no very clear idea himself) considered it quite wrong that he should think of
absenting himself from Germany at a time when the health of his ninety-year-old father was far
from good. Others were only too quick to say that the Crown Princess was anxious to whisk him
away to her beloved England where he, who had always been putty in her hands, could be
manipulated more easily.But contrary to popular belief, she could not, and did not, simply insist
that the Crown Prince go to England to be treated by Mackenzie. Only when Dr Gerhardt, albeit
reluctantly, gave his permission, could she think of doing so. Queen Victoria’s Jubilee
celebrations provided them with the excuse. Fritz, who had a taste for ceremonial, was longing
to represent the Kaiser at the Thanksgiving Service in Westminster Abbey. And the fact that his
son, the officious Prince Wilhelm, was already suggesting that he take his father’s place, acted
as an added incentive.An indication of the atmosphere of suspicion in which the couple lived in
Berlin was provided when, prior to setting out for England, Vicky asked her mother whether she
could bring over all their private papers for safe-keeping in Buckingham Palace.A few days
before the couple left Berlin, Dr Gerhardt warned the Crown Princess that he was becoming
increasingly anxious about the Crown Prince’s throat. He claimed that the hitherto healthy right
vocal cord was now affected. If Dr Mackenzie’s cure was not successful, then the operation
would have to be performed – but in much less favourable conditions than before. Every day lost
was dangerous. ‘Of course you can understand this makes me utterly miserable!’ wailed Vicky.
She was being driven half distracted, she admitted, by the uncertainty; she simply could not
bring herself to believe that the German doctors were right. For one thing, she could not bear the
thought that her beloved husband might be fatally Ill; for another, she could not face the fact that
he might never ascend the throne. They had both lived for the day when his accession would
mean the inauguration of their democratic ideas. Would all these years of waiting prove to have
been in vain? Was the prize to be snatched away at the very moment of its coming within reach?
Were her long-cherished ambitions about to turn to dust? Surely Fate would never be so cruel.
Surely her husband would be cured.It was in this tormented state of mind that the Crown



Princess arrived in London to celebrate her mother’s Golden Jubilee.2The Jubilee festivities
over, the couple spent two months in England. During all this time the Crown Prince was being
treated by Mackenzie. Twice the doctor removed further particles of the growth and sent them to
the German pathologist for analysis. Again he could detect no sign of cancer. By the autumn,
with Fritz at Balmoral, everyone – including the doctor – was convinced that his complete
recovery was simply a matter of time. ‘He is wonderfully better,’ noted the gratified Queen, ‘still
hoarse, but not without any voice, as when he arrived in England. He seemed in excellent spirits.’
In a rush of premature relief, Queen Victoria knighted Dr Mackenzie.As Berlin was hardly the
place for a convalescence, it was decided that, on leaving Britain in September, the couple
would move on to Toblach in the Tyrol. When Toblach proved too wet, they made for Baveno,
near Lake Maggiore. As the Crown Prince still showed no real sign of improvement, they moved
on to an even warmer climate; this time to San Remo on the Mediterranean. Here, at the
beginning of November 1887, the Crown Prince’s little court established itself in a large villa set
in an exotic garden.During the course of these wanderings, public opinion in Berlin was
becoming increasingly critical of the manner in which the whole business of the Crown Prince’s
Illness was being conducted. Some said that he should return home at once. The Kaiser was not
expected to last much longer and in certain liberal circles it was feared that Prince Wilhelm was
gaining too much influence. Others suspected that the German doctors’ diagnosis of cancer had
been the correct one. No one had much faith in Mackenzie. He was accused of being a fraud,
anxious for the acclaim which having the Crown Prince under his care would bring him. Why
indeed, was the German Crown Prince in the care of a British, and not a German, doctor?
Because, ran the rumours, the Crown Princess – die Engländerin – had insisted on this.Vicky, in
fact, was being blamed for everything. Never had she been more abused than during this period
of her husband’s Illness. Her main concern, it was said, was to keep her husband alive long
enough for her to become Empress; she was determined that he should reign and not be
passed over in favour of their son Wilhelm. This was why she had persistently minimized the
seriousness of her husband’s Illness. This was why she had refused to concede that the growth
was cancerous and had forbidden her husband to be operated on at a time when the operation
might have saved his life. This was why she had insisted that an English, and not a German,
doctor be called in. She had impressed on Mackenzie – a fellow-liberal – the importance of the
growth not being diagnosed as cancerous. Together, she and Mackenzie had hurried the Crown
Prince away to England and so kept him out of the hands of the German doctors whose
proposed operation might have cost her husband his voice. By her persistent optimism she had
buoyed up her husband with false hopes and misled the public about the seriousness of his
Illness. It was claimed that her passion for power and her hatred of her eldest son were costing
her husband his life.The accusations were entirely without foundation. Ambitious, wilful and
highly emotional Vicky certainly was, but throughout her husband’s Illness her only concern was
to save his life and alleviate his sufferings. Quite naturally, she looked forward to the day of his
accession to the throne and was appalled at the thought that the splitting of his larynx might



make him an Emperor without a voice. But she could never have believed that her husband
would simply be declared unfit to reign; Bismarck himself admitted that there was no provision in
Germany for altering the succession in the event of physical incapacity.Nor was there any truth in
the accusation that she had summoned Dr Mackenzie. She had merely backed up the German
doctors’ decision to do so. His doubts about the cancerous nature of the growth had delighted
her. It is not surprising that she had put her faith in Mackenzie and his cure rather than in the
German doctors and their operation: both Mackenzie and the German pathologist were
preeminent in their fields, so why should she doubt their judgement? And then, far from insisting
that her husband go to England to follow Mackenzie’s treatment, she had confessed to her
mother that the decision lay with the German doctors, not her. To the accusation that both she
and Mackenzie were too optimistic by half, she insisted that it was her duty to remain cheerful.
By a show of optimism, she would speed her husband’s recovery. ‘You know how sensitive and
apprehensive, how suspicious and despondent Fritz is by nature,’ she wrote to her mother; it
was thus up to her to counteract his melancholy by remaining determinedly bright.Indeed, far
from behaving like some unfeeling, power-hungry virago, the Crown Princess was acting with
exemplary nobility throughout this trying time. Her courage and devotion were of the highest
order. At a time when she was tortured by the thought of her husband’s fate, when she was
forced to put on a smiling front lest he sink into an even deeper depression, when she was both
physically and emotionally exhausted, she was being abused, privately and publicly, by her
numerous enemies. She deserved all the sympathy and encouragement she could get.But the
worst was yet to come. Twenty-four hours after they had settled in at San Remo, there was an
alarming deterioration in Fritz’s condition. On examining the patient’s throat, Dr Mackenzie
discovered a new growth. This time he felt certain that it was malignant. The Crown Prince,
begging to be told the truth, asked the doctor if it was cancer.‘I am sorry to say, Sir,’ answered
Mackenzie, ‘it looks very much like it, but it is impossible to be certain.’After a moment or two’s
silence, Fritz calmly thanked the doctor for his frankness. Only later, when he was alone with his
wife, did the Crown Prince’s control break down. Sobbing bitterly, he gasped out against the
injustice of Fate. ‘I had so hoped to be of use to my country. Why is heaven so cruel to me? What
have I done to be thus stricken down and condemned?’3That Fritz had not much longer to live,
there was now no question. A few days after Mackenzie’s admission that the growth might be
cancerous, his diagnosis was confirmed by a panel of German doctors. It was now simply a
matter of whether the Crown Prince would outlast his ailing father or whether his son Wilhelm
would be the next Kaiser. While the German public whispered a half-forgotten prophecy that
Kaiser Wilhelm I would live to be ninety-six and be succeeded by a man with one arm, the
official world began preparing openly for the next reign but one. With one sun sinking so fast, it
would be as well to turn and face the coming dawn. Fritz was being treated, complained Vicky to
Queen Victoria, as ‘a mere passing shadow soon to be replaced by reality in the shape of
Wilhelm’.Yet she refused to accept the situation. She simply would not allow herself to believe
that her husband was beyond recovery. She seems even to have convinced herself that he did



not really have cancer. When the doctors, after their latest examination, had given the couple the
choice of a complete removal of the larynx or a palliative measure whereby an incision would be
made in the throat to avoid suffocation, they had plumped for the lesser operation. The doctors’
opinion that the Crown Prince had less than six months to live, Vicky dismissed as nonsense, ‘a
mere guess and a conjecture’. The German doctors might convince the court and the public that
Fritz was dying, but they certainly did not convince her, she declared.In her stubborn belief, the
Crown Princess was being backed up by the urbane Mackenzie. Despite the fact that he had
concurred with the German doctors’ recent verdict, within a few weeks he was assuring Queen
Victoria that there was nothing malignant in Prince Frederick’s throat. Did he really believe this?
Or did he simply not know what to believe? He might well have been puzzled by the fact that the
course of the disease was somewhat unusual, not really typical of cancer of the throat. Or was
he perhaps concealing the true nature of the Illness? Did the Crown Prince have syphilis of the
larynx? One of the German doctors had suggested that he be given large doses of potassium
iodide – the customary treatment for late syphilis – and with this the other doctors had agreed.
He even went so far as to make a public announcement to the effect that the Crown Prince was
suffering from a disease of a ‘contagious origin’. Mackenzie himself is said to have confided to a
close friend, Dr Pierce, that the Prince had ‘syphilis of the larynx before the cancer appeared’.
This opinion has recently been backed up by R. Scott Stevenson in his detailed study of the
Crown Prince’s Illness. Given Fritz’s character, it seems unlikely, but there was talk of his
association with a Spanish dancer at the opening of the Suez Canal which he had attended
some years before.Bolstering Vicky’s determination to remain sanguine about her husband’s
Illness was her suspicion of a plot to force him to renounce his rights to the throne. She was
convinced that the conservatives would go to any lengths to see that Prince Wilhelm gained
power so that Bismarck’s reactionary policies could be continued. To this end they were not only
spreading alarming reports on the seriousness of the Crown Prince’s Illness, but were bent on
getting his English doctor dismissed so that they could replace him with someone of their own
choosing. This doctor would then convince the patient of the hopelessness of his case and of
the necessity of renouncing his claim to the throne. It was the Junkers who wanted the Crown
Prince’s larynx removed; it was they who were trying to force an operation which would certainly
cost the patient his voice, perhaps even his life. ‘Against this,’ declared Vicky to her mother, ‘it is
my duty to fight!’The Crown Princess’s suspicions could not be dismissed as mere hysteria; the
imaginings of an ambitious and overwrought woman. Prince Wilhelm’s behaviour gave ample
grounds for her fears. He was certainly making no secret of his impatience to ascend the throne.
Already he had drawn up an Imperial Edict to be dispatched to the various German princes on
the day of his accession. At this even Bismarck drew the line. Both the Kaiser and his heir
apparent were still alive, explained the Chancellor to his headstrong protege; it really would not
do for the public to learn that the heir presumptive had drafted his Imperial Edict.Disturbing, too,
were Prince Wilhelm’s visits to San Remo. Twice, during his parents’ stay there, did he come to
see them and on both occasions his manner was insufferable. Arrogant, conceited and



unsympathetic, he behaved as though he were already Emperor. Making much of the fact that
he was there as the ‘Kaiser’s representative’, he insisted on giving orders to the doctors. He is
even said to have claimed precedence over his mother as he entered the local Lutheran
church.However, Vicky was not one to put up with such high-handedness. Always ready to give
as good as she got, she ‘pitched into him,’ she assured her mother, ‘with considerable
violence’.‘I will not have him dictate to me – the head on my shoulders is every bit as good as
his,’ she declared.Still, Prince Wilhelm was able to return to Berlin with the German doctors’
assurance that his father had not much longer to live. Wilhelm I might yet be succeeded by
Wilhelm II.He was not. On 9 March 1888, the old Emperor died, two weeks short of turning
ninety-one. Fritz was walking in the grounds of the villa at San Remo when he received the news
that he was now Kaiser Frederick III. Returning to the house, he entered the drawingroom in
which his household stood assembled. His first task was to write out the announcement of his
own accession. His second was to invest his wife with the highest decoration he could bestow –
the Order of the Black Eagle. To underline further his appreciation of all she had done, he
handed Dr Mackenzie a piece of paper on which he had written: ‘I thank you for having made me
live long enough to recompense the valiant courage of my wife.’Queen Victoria’s reaction to the
news was more effusive. ‘My own dear Empress Victoria,’ she wrote to Vicky, ‘it does seem an
impossible dream, may God bless her! You know how little I care for rank or Titles -but I cannot
deny that after all that has been done and said, I am thankful and proud that dear Fritz and you
should have come to the Throne.’Two days later, on a bitterly cold night, the stricken Emperor
arrived in Berlin to begin his long-deferred reign. ‘I pray,’ wrote the new Empress to her mother,
‘that he may be spared to be a blessing to his people and to Europe.’ By now.’even she must
have realized that there was little hope of that.At last, and in this sad and untriumphant fashion,
did the first of Queen Victoria’s descendants come to sit upon a throne.Chapter Three‘My own
dear EmpressVictoria’1No one, seeing the fifty-five-year-old German Crown Prince Frederick
riding in Queen Victoria’s Jubilee cavalcade, would have imagined that he was seriously Ill. So
tall, so manfully bearded and spectacularly uniformed, Fritz looked the very picture of royal
dignity and radiant health. Even the Queen, who knew that something was wrong, remarked on
how well and handsome he looked. Indeed, Fritz himself had no real appreciation of the gravity
of his condition.His Illness had first manifested itself during the previous winter. He had suffered
from a persistent soreness in his throat. By March 1887 his personal physician, unable to
alleviate the Prince’s sufferings, had decided to call in a specialist, Professor Karl Gerhardt. Dr
Gerhardt discovered a small growth on the left vocal cord. Having tried, without success, to
remove the growth, Gerhardt advised the Crown Prince to take a holiday. He went to Bad Ems
and from here the Crown Princess was able to assure Queen Victoria that Fritz was improving
and that when, on his return to Berlin, the growth was removed, he would be quite well
again.She was soon disillusioned. On re-examining the Prince’s throat, a panel of six leading
German doctors decided that the growth was cancerous. They advised an immediate operation.
This would involve the splitting of the larynx. Even if the patient survived the operation, he would



probably be rendered permanently voiceless. Before going ahead, however, the doctors
suggested that yet another specialist be consulted. They decided on one of Europe’s leading
authorities on diseases of the throat – an Englishman, Dr Morell Mackenzie. He was requested
to come as soon as possible to Berlin.Sick with worry, Vicky backed up the doctors’ telegram to
Mackenzie with one of her own to the Queen. Would her mother see that the doctor set off at
once. ‘Greatly distressed,’ wrote the Queen in her Journal, ‘and cannot bear to think of poor
darling Vicky’s anguish and sorrow.’Dr Mackenzie arrived in Berlin on 20 May 1887. He
examined the Crown Prince’s throat and sent several fragments of the growth to a German
pathologist for examination. The report was negative. He therefore advised against the operation
and suggested that the Crown Prince come to England for treatment. He should be able to cure
him, reckoned Mackenzie, in a matter of months.The Crown Princess was exultant. ‘We are
much more hopeful and reassured about Fritz’s throat now,’ she told her mother. The suspense,
she admitted, had been agonizing, ‘but I own the hope held out is a very great relief, and as I am
sanguine by nature, I easily cling to it.…”The German doctors were distinctly less sanguine. Still
suspecting that the growth was cancerous, they could not agree on what should be done. Some
advised the operation; others suggested that Mackenzie’s proposed treatment be carried out in
Berlin; Dr Gerhardt thought it would be best if Mackenzie treated the patient himself. ‘I now leave
it to them to settle their minds amongst themselves and shall not interfere with them,’ wrote
Vicky. ‘Fritz ought to be under [Mackenzie’s] care and we must see how we can carefully effect
this.’She needed to be careful. A great many people at court, kept in ignorance of the
seriousness of the Crown Prince’s Illness (he had no very clear idea himself) considered it quite
wrong that he should think of absenting himself from Germany at a time when the health of his
ninety-year-old father was far from good. Others were only too quick to say that the Crown
Princess was anxious to whisk him away to her beloved England where he, who had always
been putty in her hands, could be manipulated more easily.But contrary to popular belief, she
could not, and did not, simply insist that the Crown Prince go to England to be treated by
Mackenzie. Only when Dr Gerhardt, albeit reluctantly, gave his permission, could she think of
doing so. Queen Victoria’s Jubilee celebrations provided them with the excuse. Fritz, who had a
taste for ceremonial, was longing to represent the Kaiser at the Thanksgiving Service in
Westminster Abbey. And the fact that his son, the officious Prince Wilhelm, was already
suggesting that he take his father’s place, acted as an added incentive.An indication of the
atmosphere of suspicion in which the couple lived in Berlin was provided when, prior to setting
out for England, Vicky asked her mother whether she could bring over all their private papers for
safe-keeping in Buckingham Palace.A few days before the couple left Berlin, Dr Gerhardt
warned the Crown Princess that he was becoming increasingly anxious about the Crown
Prince’s throat. He claimed that the hitherto healthy right vocal cord was now affected. If Dr
Mackenzie’s cure was not successful, then the operation would have to be performed – but in
much less favourable conditions than before. Every day lost was dangerous. ‘Of course you can
understand this makes me utterly miserable!’ wailed Vicky. She was being driven half distracted,



she admitted, by the uncertainty; she simply could not bring herself to believe that the German
doctors were right. For one thing, she could not bear the thought that her beloved husband might
be fatally Ill; for another, she could not face the fact that he might never ascend the throne. They
had both lived for the day when his accession would mean the inauguration of their democratic
ideas. Would all these years of waiting prove to have been in vain? Was the prize to be snatched
away at the very moment of its coming within reach? Were her long-cherished ambitions about
to turn to dust? Surely Fate would never be so cruel. Surely her husband would be cured.It was
in this tormented state of mind that the Crown Princess arrived in London to celebrate her
mother’s Golden Jubilee.2The Jubilee festivities over, the couple spent two months in England.
During all this time the Crown Prince was being treated by Mackenzie. Twice the doctor removed
further particles of the growth and sent them to the German pathologist for analysis. Again he
could detect no sign of cancer. By the autumn, with Fritz at Balmoral, everyone – including the
doctor – was convinced that his complete recovery was simply a matter of time. ‘He is
wonderfully better,’ noted the gratified Queen, ‘still hoarse, but not without any voice, as when he
arrived in England. He seemed in excellent spirits.’ In a rush of premature relief, Queen Victoria
knighted Dr Mackenzie.As Berlin was hardly the place for a convalescence, it was decided that,
on leaving Britain in September, the couple would move on to Toblach in the Tyrol. When
Toblach proved too wet, they made for Baveno, near Lake Maggiore. As the Crown Prince still
showed no real sign of improvement, they moved on to an even warmer climate; this time to San
Remo on the Mediterranean. Here, at the beginning of November 1887, the Crown Prince’s little
court established itself in a large villa set in an exotic garden.During the course of these
wanderings, public opinion in Berlin was becoming increasingly critical of the manner in which
the whole business of the Crown Prince’s Illness was being conducted. Some said that he
should return home at once. The Kaiser was not expected to last much longer and in certain
liberal circles it was feared that Prince Wilhelm was gaining too much influence. Others
suspected that the German doctors’ diagnosis of cancer had been the correct one. No one had
much faith in Mackenzie. He was accused of being a fraud, anxious for the acclaim which having
the Crown Prince under his care would bring him. Why indeed, was the German Crown Prince in
the care of a British, and not a German, doctor? Because, ran the rumours, the Crown Princess
– die Engländerin – had insisted on this.Vicky, in fact, was being blamed for everything. Never
had she been more abused than during this period of her husband’s Illness. Her main concern, it
was said, was to keep her husband alive long enough for her to become Empress; she was
determined that he should reign and not be passed over in favour of their son Wilhelm. This was
why she had persistently minimized the seriousness of her husband’s Illness. This was why she
had refused to concede that the growth was cancerous and had forbidden her husband to be
operated on at a time when the operation might have saved his life. This was why she had
insisted that an English, and not a German, doctor be called in. She had impressed on
Mackenzie – a fellow-liberal – the importance of the growth not being diagnosed as cancerous.
Together, she and Mackenzie had hurried the Crown Prince away to England and so kept him



out of the hands of the German doctors whose proposed operation might have cost her husband
his voice. By her persistent optimism she had buoyed up her husband with false hopes and
misled the public about the seriousness of his Illness. It was claimed that her passion for power
and her hatred of her eldest son were costing her husband his life.The accusations were entirely
without foundation. Ambitious, wilful and highly emotional Vicky certainly was, but throughout
her husband’s Illness her only concern was to save his life and alleviate his sufferings. Quite
naturally, she looked forward to the day of his accession to the throne and was appalled at the
thought that the splitting of his larynx might make him an Emperor without a voice. But she could
never have believed that her husband would simply be declared unfit to reign; Bismarck himself
admitted that there was no provision in Germany for altering the succession in the event of
physical incapacity.Nor was there any truth in the accusation that she had summoned Dr
Mackenzie. She had merely backed up the German doctors’ decision to do so. His doubts about
the cancerous nature of the growth had delighted her. It is not surprising that she had put her
faith in Mackenzie and his cure rather than in the German doctors and their operation: both
Mackenzie and the German pathologist were preeminent in their fields, so why should she doubt
their judgement? And then, far from insisting that her husband go to England to follow
Mackenzie’s treatment, she had confessed to her mother that the decision lay with the German
doctors, not her. To the accusation that both she and Mackenzie were too optimistic by half, she
insisted that it was her duty to remain cheerful. By a show of optimism, she would speed her
husband’s recovery. ‘You know how sensitive and apprehensive, how suspicious and
despondent Fritz is by nature,’ she wrote to her mother; it was thus up to her to counteract his
melancholy by remaining determinedly bright.Indeed, far from behaving like some unfeeling,
power-hungry virago, the Crown Princess was acting with exemplary nobility throughout this
trying time. Her courage and devotion were of the highest order. At a time when she was tortured
by the thought of her husband’s fate, when she was forced to put on a smiling front lest he sink
into an even deeper depression, when she was both physically and emotionally exhausted, she
was being abused, privately and publicly, by her numerous enemies. She deserved all the
sympathy and encouragement she could get.But the worst was yet to come. Twenty-four hours
after they had settled in at San Remo, there was an alarming deterioration in Fritz’s condition. On
examining the patient’s throat, Dr Mackenzie discovered a new growth. This time he felt certain
that it was malignant. The Crown Prince, begging to be told the truth, asked the doctor if it was
cancer.‘I am sorry to say, Sir,’ answered Mackenzie, ‘it looks very much like it, but it is impossible
to be certain.’After a moment or two’s silence, Fritz calmly thanked the doctor for his frankness.
Only later, when he was alone with his wife, did the Crown Prince’s control break down. Sobbing
bitterly, he gasped out against the injustice of Fate. ‘I had so hoped to be of use to my country.
Why is heaven so cruel to me? What have I done to be thus stricken down and
condemned?’3That Fritz had not much longer to live, there was now no question. A few days
after Mackenzie’s admission that the growth might be cancerous, his diagnosis was confirmed
by a panel of German doctors. It was now simply a matter of whether the Crown Prince would



outlast his ailing father or whether his son Wilhelm would be the next Kaiser. While the German
public whispered a half-forgotten prophecy that Kaiser Wilhelm I would live to be ninety-six and
be succeeded by a man with one arm, the official world began preparing openly for the next
reign but one. With one sun sinking so fast, it would be as well to turn and face the coming dawn.
Fritz was being treated, complained Vicky to Queen Victoria, as ‘a mere passing shadow soon
to be replaced by reality in the shape of Wilhelm’.Yet she refused to accept the situation. She
simply would not allow herself to believe that her husband was beyond recovery. She seems
even to have convinced herself that he did not really have cancer. When the doctors, after their
latest examination, had given the couple the choice of a complete removal of the larynx or a
palliative measure whereby an incision would be made in the throat to avoid suffocation, they
had plumped for the lesser operation. The doctors’ opinion that the Crown Prince had less than
six months to live, Vicky dismissed as nonsense, ‘a mere guess and a conjecture’. The German
doctors might convince the court and the public that Fritz was dying, but they certainly did not
convince her, she declared.In her stubborn belief, the Crown Princess was being backed up by
the urbane Mackenzie. Despite the fact that he had concurred with the German doctors’ recent
verdict, within a few weeks he was assuring Queen Victoria that there was nothing malignant in
Prince Frederick’s throat. Did he really believe this? Or did he simply not know what to believe?
He might well have been puzzled by the fact that the course of the disease was somewhat
unusual, not really typical of cancer of the throat. Or was he perhaps concealing the true nature
of the Illness? Did the Crown Prince have syphilis of the larynx? One of the German doctors had
suggested that he be given large doses of potassium iodide – the customary treatment for late
syphilis – and with this the other doctors had agreed. He even went so far as to make a public
announcement to the effect that the Crown Prince was suffering from a disease of a ‘contagious
origin’. Mackenzie himself is said to have confided to a close friend, Dr Pierce, that the Prince
had ‘syphilis of the larynx before the cancer appeared’. This opinion has recently been backed
up by R. Scott Stevenson in his detailed study of the Crown Prince’s Illness. Given Fritz’s
character, it seems unlikely, but there was talk of his association with a Spanish dancer at the
opening of the Suez Canal which he had attended some years before.Bolstering Vicky’s
determination to remain sanguine about her husband’s Illness was her suspicion of a plot to
force him to renounce his rights to the throne. She was convinced that the conservatives would
go to any lengths to see that Prince Wilhelm gained power so that Bismarck’s reactionary
policies could be continued. To this end they were not only spreading alarming reports on the
seriousness of the Crown Prince’s Illness, but were bent on getting his English doctor dismissed
so that they could replace him with someone of their own choosing. This doctor would then
convince the patient of the hopelessness of his case and of the necessity of renouncing his
claim to the throne. It was the Junkers who wanted the Crown Prince’s larynx removed; it was
they who were trying to force an operation which would certainly cost the patient his voice,
perhaps even his life. ‘Against this,’ declared Vicky to her mother, ‘it is my duty to fight!’The
Crown Princess’s suspicions could not be dismissed as mere hysteria; the imaginings of an



ambitious and overwrought woman. Prince Wilhelm’s behaviour gave ample grounds for her
fears. He was certainly making no secret of his impatience to ascend the throne. Already he had
drawn up an Imperial Edict to be dispatched to the various German princes on the day of his
accession. At this even Bismarck drew the line. Both the Kaiser and his heir apparent were still
alive, explained the Chancellor to his headstrong protege; it really would not do for the public to
learn that the heir presumptive had drafted his Imperial Edict.Disturbing, too, were Prince
Wilhelm’s visits to San Remo. Twice, during his parents’ stay there, did he come to see them and
on both occasions his manner was insufferable. Arrogant, conceited and unsympathetic, he
behaved as though he were already Emperor. Making much of the fact that he was there as the
‘Kaiser’s representative’, he insisted on giving orders to the doctors. He is even said to have
claimed precedence over his mother as he entered the local Lutheran church.However, Vicky
was not one to put up with such high-handedness. Always ready to give as good as she got, she
‘pitched into him,’ she assured her mother, ‘with considerable violence’.‘I will not have him
dictate to me – the head on my shoulders is every bit as good as his,’ she declared.Still, Prince
Wilhelm was able to return to Berlin with the German doctors’ assurance that his father had not
much longer to live. Wilhelm I might yet be succeeded by Wilhelm II.He was not. On 9 March
1888, the old Emperor died, two weeks short of turning ninety-one. Fritz was walking in the
grounds of the villa at San Remo when he received the news that he was now Kaiser Frederick
III. Returning to the house, he entered the drawingroom in which his household stood
assembled. His first task was to write out the announcement of his own accession. His second
was to invest his wife with the highest decoration he could bestow – the Order of the Black
Eagle. To underline further his appreciation of all she had done, he handed Dr Mackenzie a
piece of paper on which he had written: ‘I thank you for having made me live long enough to
recompense the valiant courage of my wife.’Queen Victoria’s reaction to the news was more
effusive. ‘My own dear Empress Victoria,’ she wrote to Vicky, ‘it does seem an impossible dream,
may God bless her! You know how little I care for rank or Titles -but I cannot deny that after all
that has been done and said, I am thankful and proud that dear Fritz and you should have come
to the Throne.’Two days later, on a bitterly cold night, the stricken Emperor arrived in Berlin to
begin his long-deferred reign. ‘I pray,’ wrote the new Empress to her mother, ‘that he may be
spared to be a blessing to his people and to Europe.’ By now.’even she must have realized that
there was little hope of that.At last, and in this sad and untriumphant fashion, did the first of
Queen Victoria’s descendants come to sit upon a throne.Chapter FourNinety-eight Days1On the
day after Crown Prince Frederick’s accession to the throne -10 March 1888 – the Prince and
Princess of Wales celebrated their silver wedding. Queen Victoria, having made a somewhat
disgruntled entry in her Journal to the effect that she and Albert had not been ‘permitted’ to
celebrate this happy anniversary, presented the couple with a huge silver loving-cup. That night
she attended a family dinner at Marlborough House. Princess Alexandra, in white and silver,
looked radiant: ‘more like a bride just married than the Silver one of twenty-five years,’ noted the
Queen.By now the forty-three-year-old Alexandra, no less than her husband, had perfected the



appearance that was to characterize her throughout her life: the crown of elaborately coiffured
brown hair, the creamy complexion, the jewelled’dog-collars’ (to hide a girlhood scar), the tiny
waist, the superbly elegant clothes. She already walked with the famous ‘Alexandra limp’, an
affliction caused by a stiff knee and converted by her into a movement of such grace that it was
copied by a number of society ladies. ‘To the very end,’ wrote one of her nieces, ‘there was about
Aunt Alix something invincible, something exquisite and flower-like. She gave the same joy as a
beautiful rose or a rare orchid or an absolutely flawless carnation. She was a garden flower that
had been grown by a superlative gardener who knew every trick of his art.’Chapter FourNinety-
eight Days1On the day after Crown Prince Frederick’s accession to the throne -10 March 1888 –
the Prince and Princess of Wales celebrated their silver wedding. Queen Victoria, having made
a somewhat disgruntled entry in her Journal to the effect that she and Albert had not been
‘permitted’ to celebrate this happy anniversary, presented the couple with a huge silver loving-
cup. That night she attended a family dinner at Marlborough House. Princess Alexandra, in white
and silver, looked radiant: ‘more like a bride just married than the Silver one of twenty-five years,’
noted the Queen.By now the forty-three-year-old Alexandra, no less than her husband, had
perfected the appearance that was to characterize her throughout her life: the crown of
elaborately coiffured brown hair, the creamy complexion, the jewelled’dog-collars’ (to hide a
girlhood scar), the tiny waist, the superbly elegant clothes. She already walked with the famous
‘Alexandra limp’, an affliction caused by a stiff knee and converted by her into a movement of
such grace that it was copied by a number of society ladies. ‘To the very end,’ wrote one of her
nieces, ‘there was about Aunt Alix something invincible, something exquisite and flower-like. She
gave the same joy as a beautiful rose or a rare orchid or an absolutely flawless carnation. She
was a garden flower that had been grown by a superlative gardener who knew every trick of his
art.’
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Kate, “Interesting history but slow at times plus a little overlong. This book discusses the reign of
Queen Victoria's descendants, from Edward VII, Empress Frederick of Prussia (Vicky, the
Queen's daughter), all the way to some of her great-great grandchildren. The author focuses on
the female descendants for the most part. I've read a bit about certain descendants, such as
Edward VII's daughter Maud-Queen of Norway, Alicky- Tsaritsa of Russia and so forth. Yet there
were certain stories I wasn't too familiar with, such as Queen Marie of Yugoslavia, the daughter
of Queen Marie of Romania. Her story is fascinating and heartbreaking at the same time. Then
there is Sophie, sister of Kaiser Wilhelm II, who became Queen of the Hellenes (Greece) and
experienced the bitterness of being exiled with her family time and again. Two of the most tragic
figures discussed are: Alicky and her family are brutally murdered by the Bolsheviks. The second
one is my choice because of the cruel cards dealt her way and that is Queen Ena of Spain-
daughter of Princess Beatrice, Queen Victoria's youngest child. During her wedding to King
Alfonso XIII, a bomb was thrown by an anarchist and nearly killed them. Things only got worse
for she was a carrier for hemophilia, which she passed on to two of her four sons. Of the other
two boys, one was a deaf mute and the other was healthy. She also had two daughters. Her
husband was a philanderer, easily bored and an ineffectual leader. They ended up in exile, their
marriage having been destroyed years beforehand. She would lose her two hemophiliac sons
while in exile. Certain stories were more interesting than others. I liked a fair portion of it but
certain sections were a little slow. Plus, the copy I received was so full of punctuation errors,
misspelling, and other annoying mistakes throughout the whole book. Annoyed me greatly. Plus
it was over 600 pages. I have the time but many don't so I wouldn't recommend this to people
with very busy lives who just don't have the time. For those who are interested in history,
especially royal history, this is a very decent read.”

M. Behrndt, “It was amazing to me how the WW1 saw these closely related .... There were many
fascinating details in this history of the crowns of Europe. All of the countries mentioned were
headed by direct descendants of Queen Victoria and very much influenced by her. The author
painstakingly traced the many cross relationships as cousins married cousins to keep the
kinkships safely tied to this Royal family. The details were sometimes confusing as the reader
tried to keep in mind just who was who.It was amazing to me how the WW1 saw these closely
related heads of state do battle with one another which eventually caused most of them to lose
their crowns forever. I believe if you care to read this book you should be a lover of history and
willing to concentrate on the delicious details of Europe Royalty. I loved the book and
recommend it as well written and very detailed. It truly created an inside look into the very
character and personality of the main relatives of the Queen.”

Jo Sandrock, “The way they were. What a gem of a book! The British royal family isn't one of my



preoccupations, but the story of Victoria and Albert has always had its fascination. And this book
is about all their descendants and which one married which other one. Victoria's mother and
Albert's father were sister and brother but this didn't deter the pair from having nine children, so
there were plenty of grandchildren and cousins to marry each other and become the heads of
royal houses of their own. Just this side of gossipy, the book is full of detail about their personal
lives and the machinations that went into arranging marriages of political and/or financial
convenience. And suddenly they were all gone! What hadn't been ended by the First World War
was finished off by the Second. Virtually the only remnants are the present British royal family in
all its technicolour glory. Altogether a page-turning window into the way things used to be - the
acceptance of intermarriage as the way to go. Things have changed.”

Kajie, “History coming alive for us!. I really enjoyed this book! Not realizing the information I was
getting at the time--shortly after reading this book, my husband and I flew to Bucharest to take a
Danube river cruise. We visited the Carpathian mountains with the beautiful Peles Castle and
the Bran Castle talked about in the book. We listened to the stories all about the Hapsburgs
entanglement with the Austrian/Romanian/Spanish dynasties. The heirs to the Romanian throne
actually live in NYC and are related in the Hapsburgs. the last Queen Marie talked about in the
book died in 1939--just before the Nazis envasion. It made our trip even more enjoyable to know
some of the history. It helped with the smaller countries around that area and how they still feud
till this day. I have loaned this book to others to read and it has helped we Americans to
understand how everyone in Europe is related to someone and how they all have had conflict
with each other but they come from a common lineage.”

C. Nation, “One star off. It would have been only 1/2 if poss, for lack of a family tree in the Kindle
version.. Given that graphics, let alone photos, are still pretty dire in e-books, a family tree,
maybe in sections, would have been extremely useful. I don't doubt there's one in the printed
editions. I recommend you find on on line, print it off and have it handy to refer to. It gets very
confusing, trying to remember who's who.Other than that, a really well presented, highly
readable account of the lives of Victoria's enormous family. If you have 9 children who all survive
into adulthood, you're soon going to be awash with grandchildren and battalions of great
grandchildren.Finding 'suitable' spouses - or at least giving approval or not - for all these
offspring was a full time job for the old lady. How would she have felt if she had lived to see
1919? by which time 3 of the 4 great Imperial dynasties had fallen, including the appalling
assassination Czar Nicholas, the cousin of her grandson, George V. She might have been rather
pleased at the come-uppance of her eldest grandchild, Kaiser Wilhelm, tho' not at such a cost in
lives.There are some highly entertaining accounts of the more outré members of this vast royal
tribe, stretching from Russia to Roumania and most countries in between. Highly recommended.”

Bournemouthbabe, “Fascinating subject. The subject matter was fascinating and obviously well



researched. My enjoyment was spoilt by the HUGE number of typographical or proof reading
errors (Kindle edition). I gave up reporting the errors about one third of the way through the book
and decided to read it and just ignore the awful mistakes.”

Lady Anne Shaw, “MY PERFECT HISTORIAN AND HIS BOOKS.. Theo Aronson is my perfect
historian. He is accurate, he is observant, he has a great sense of the ridiculous which make his
books the most readable on the market. I found his books when I lived in Africa, and waited with
bated breath for his next book to come out. Grandmama of Europe is one of his most erudite, - a
difficult subject to cover adequately, but of course he does it. Theo died a few years ago, and is
a sad loss to the reading public. I miss him, his humour, his easy way of narration, his accuracy
(not always found in historical writing).  Don't miss this one.”

Lady bookworm, “Queen Victories's web. Fascinating - features the stories of the many
grandchildren of Queen Victoria, most of whom ended as crowned heads of every throne then
existing in Europe. Most of these monarchies did not survive the Great War and several of the
people led turbulent lives. Well written with some photographs, although some of these are a
little blurred, but it's the kind of book that leads you on to further reading because some of their
stories are so moving or incredible that they encourage more research. The Queen had a
massive influence on all of her children and grandchildren, even in her old age. She was the
centre of a web that stretched across Europe from England to Russia and al those countries
inbetween.”

Lindsey, “... get to study much history at school so I love books like this that are really easy and
fascinating .... I didn't really get to study much history at school so I love books like this that are
really easy and fascinating to read - after a bit of a discussion I read out to my 11 year old son
some of the parts about the devastating end to the Russian royal family, we were both fascinated
(and so sorry for those concerned). I hadn't appreciated how the royal families across Europe
had had so many ties, I found it all very interesting.”

The book by Theo Aronson has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 274 people have provided feedback.
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