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  PREFACE


  She is a bit late, and you have been waiting for long minutes. A message came through that she is held up in traffic, but now there has been an announcement: Right,
  everyone! Shes on her way! Places please! and the subdued conversation ceases among your neighbours. They are standing stiffly, patiently, in a long row, not fidgeting.


  You know she has arrived when you hear the sirens, faint at first, then loud enough to fill the street outside. Beyond the distant glass doors you are aware of lights flashing. There is the
  gunning of motorcycle engines, the crackle of police radios. And there is a flurry of movement at the entrance. Then silence. Somewhere at the far end of the receiving-line she is being greeted,
  talking to her hosts, having the evenings event explained to her even though she has known for more than a year that she was coming here tonight. The others, like you, are probably going
  over what they will say and do when they meet her. There are certain rules that have been explained: when introduced, address her first as Your Majesty, after that as
  Maam. Maam to rhyme with jam, not marm as in marmalade. Women may curtsy, men may bow from the neck. These gestures are not compulsory. It is, apparently, no longer necessary to make them if you prefer not to. But most still do, as a courtesy toward a lady who merits respect,
  and out of a sense of occasion. If you dont, she will certainly give no indication that she minds. You have also been warned not to grab or squeeze her hand when it is offered. And you may
  not initiate conversation; that is her privilege. Wait to be asked something, and do not give lengthy replies if asked a question. Presumably, if possible, Yes, Your Majesty will
  suffice. It is, after all, more polite not to disagree.


  And now a group of people is coming slowly nearer. You cannot see her from the corner of your eye, because she is hidden behind the large man who is making the introductions. You glimpse a
  woman, but it is someone else  a lady-in-waiting, perhaps. If you cannot see her, you can at least hear her. The quiet murmur of conversation, the interrogative tone as she gently asks a
  question. There are pauses as she listens. You catch the quick movement, along the line, of ducking heads and hands thrust out. You can hear the rustle of expensive dresses as ladies curtsy. Odd
  phrases are audible: Oh! Really? Is it? Some distance away, she seems to be genuinely interested in talking to someone. She asks them several things. The
  exchange lasts a whole minute or so, longer than she is supposed to want to talk to anyone on these occasions. But it comes to an end. Well . . . she says, in a manner that suggests
  finality, and the little procession continues.


  When presentations are made she does not, as Prince Philip or Prince Charles would do, produce some jocular observation that would provoke polite laughter, perhaps making a detail of a
  persons clothing or accessories the basis for a quip. Nor, like them, would she laugh out loud at something said by others. When they meet the public, they are friendly. When she meets them,
  she is reserved. She is not here to entertain, so she is quiet and serious, polite but definitely not convivial. The point about what she says is that it is always safe, never opinionated or controversial, even though this may make her seem both uninterested and uninteresting. Did her husband not once say that people would rather be bored than offended? The murmuring
  increases, you hear her host muttering the name of each person, the questions and responses. Had you been there before? she asks. Really? Although she takes in what is
  said, she does not react to it, and her tone remains neutral, unemotional, unexcited. She is now on the edge of your vision. You have an impression of a long white dress, and see the shimmer of
  jewellery. She appears to have a halo but it must be a tiara, glinting with reflected light. She looks pleasantly at those she greets, and her tight smile broadens into a grin when someone mentions
  a country she has recently visited. When making small talk with strangers, such details can be a godsend. What were you doing there? she asks, matter-of-factly. Had you been
  before? Were you? Yes, beautiful. Now she is next to you, and then in front of you.


  At five foot three she is small, but perhaps not as small as you expected, for in the media she is often pictured standing next to men who tower over her. Recent American presidents, for
  instance, seem to have been particularly lofty. She is a-dazzle with diamonds. Her hair is very white and her eyes are very blue. Her complexion is legendary for its purity, and this is still true
  though she is in her eighties. Her posture is as straight as that of her Guardsmen. Her high-heeled shoes are gold and so is her handbag, which is hung from her elbow so that her hand is free. Her
  smile  a polite baring of the teeth  is hesitant but warm. It is sometimes complained that she does not smile enough but in fact she does so often, especially when listening. She is
  told your name  there is no reason why she should need to know, yet she frowns slightly as if memorising it  and what your reason is for being present. You look sharply down at your
  toes, then up again. She offers her hand  a limp touch of gloved fingertips. She holds out only four fingers, not the pinkie. Her voice is low and slightly husky, her speech slow, her diction precise and her accent that of the pre-war upper class. She asks something and you reply: Yes, Your Majesty. Her expression acknowledges this. But your answer
  was a conversational cul-de-sac. There is nothing further to say. And in any case, you sense your time is up. She knows just how long to spend with each person. She nods and moves on, as do the
  gaggle of people that surrounds her. She is already talking to someone else: Was that the first time youd been there? You let out a long breath, thankful you made no mistakes.
  It does not occur to you, even though you had heard that she finds small talk difficult, that she too might feel relief when such an encounter is over.


  Were it not for her jewels and the entourage that follows her, she could have been the benign, retired headmistress of a girls school. There is about her just that element of what the
  army calls command presence, more than a hint of a brisk and businesslike personality. Nevertheless because her personal reserve is palpable, there was a sense that she was making a
  particular effort to talk to you, and that is very endearing. You wonder why she has this. After all, she once had Khrushchev to tea, and the Ceausescus to stay. If she could deal with them,
  why would you and your colleagues present a challenge? But it is not the same. With world leaders there are gifts to give and receive and exclaim over, palaces to show them round, important topics
  to discuss, and there is opportunity to get to know them. Here, there is barely time to exchange greetings with people she will never see again. Yet she does it diligently, sincerely, as if it
  matters to her.


  And then it dawns on you: this is not really shyness anyway. After all, she looked you straight in the eye, and clearly does not lack self-possession. It is a reticence that is carefully
  calibrated, a well-drilled economy of speech and emotion. There is about her a studied professionalism  after such a long reign you would expect no less  in which dignity,
  graciousness, interest and friendliness are commodities she measures out and deploys as needed.


  Some people would like to see in her public manner more warmth, more humour, more animation. They may even assume, if they know little about her, that the seeming lack of
  these is due to a cold and formal personality. She is not short of humour, or opinions, but what she cannot afford is to say or do anything controversial. She is well aware how easily any remark or
  even expression could be misrepresented, misquoted or seen out of context by the media. She will therefore not disagree with anyone, voice strident or even firm views or look in the least
  disapproving. She is not, in any case, running for office so she does not glad-hand, slap backs, laugh at others jokes or pretend an interest she does not feel. Politicians do all that,
  because they must. She does not need to.


  She will not, because of the constraints on her time, give you more than minutes or even seconds. What you have just had, in other words, is what everyone gets. She looks earnest and serious,
  interested, perhaps amused, when performing this task and, for the brief time that she is in conversation, she treats you as the only person in the room. There is none of the self-important
  persons habit of looking past you, or behaving as if you are not important enough to notice. She is genuinely, if distantly, charming and it is difficult not to be enchanted. You remember
  reading somewhere how her father told her that anyone who met her would remember the experience for the rest of their life, and you realise that you will.


  As soon as she has gone there is an outburst of noise and excitement all around you. Thank you all! bellows whoever was in charge, that seemed to go well. So
  dignified! people gush. Wasnt she charming? Some are even skittish, light-headed: What did she say to you? they ask each other. No one says, Well,
  that was an ordeal! because they were all caught up, willingly or otherwise, in the thrill of the moment. Even those who are indifferent to the monarchy can be overcome at meeting the most
  famous woman of our time, and without exception they found the experience inspiring, intriguing or at the very least deeply interesting. It is a milestone in their lives,
  deserving of a whole page in the photograph-album of memory. There is, after all, something marvellous about being noticed, acknowledged, spoken to by the Head of State, knowing that with all she
  has to do and all the important people she has met, she has given you her time and attention, if only for an instant. Pinch me, someone! says a person nearby. Inanity, of course, but
  that is what a brush with magic is like, and you feel it even if youre a little surprised at yourself for doing so. When you, and the others, get home there will be questions to answer about
  what she was wearing and what she said, and you will be glad to spread the magic, to sprinkle farther some of the stardust. From now on when anyone asks you: Have you ever met the
  Queen? you can say yes. If, however, they then enquired: What is she like?, how would you answer them? For you still dont know.


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Queen Elizabeth II is, by a considerable margin, the most important woman in the world. By virtue of position, longevity, personality, exposure and influence she has
  outdistanced and outlasted any other who might have claims on public awareness. Some have undoubtedly held the worlds attention, shaped events, demonstrated compassion, led social trends or
   briefly  had more news value in terms of the media: Eva Pern, Jacqueline Kennedy, Golda Meir, Indira Gandhi, Margaret Thatcher, Mother Teresa. None has had
  anything like the position on the world stage occupied by the Queen. Her nearest competitor in the 20th century has been, ironically, her own mother, who died in 2002 at the age of 101. As regards
  her place in world history Elizabeth II is, without question, going to rank with the great female rulers: Queen Victoria, Catherine the Great, Maria Theresa and the first Elizabeth. Although all of
  these  even Victoria  wielded greater power than she does, her influence is probably just as great. She is, after all, Head of State in a quarter of the globe and ruler of more
  independent territories than any sovereign in history.


  Careers in public life usually last no more than a decade or two. Politicians are, to a surprising extent, quickly forgotten. It seems extraordinary  and it is
   that when Elizabeth II came to the throne Winston Churchill was Prime Minister, Harry Truman was President of the USA and Russia was ruled by Stalin. She has known  and shared the
  stage with  a host of other figures who many know only from history books and archive film: Charles de Gaulle, John F. Kennedy, Richard Nixon, Harold Macmillan. For the past 60 years she
  been privy to every national secret and has worked with every British government and with the leaders of Commonwealth states, as well as travelling to most of the countries in the world. Through
  her own experience she is linked to many of the great personalities of the later 20th century, and her contact with them has been both formal and light-hearted: when she visited Washington during
  Eisenhowers presidency she could remind him that a decade earlier, when he was a general and she was a princess, she had taught him to dance an eightsome reel. Through her family she is
  entwined with even more international events: her husbands mother was honoured by Israel as Righteous Among the Nations for sheltering Jews in Athens during the Holocaust,
  though it also happens that one of her cousins, the Duke of Coburg, was a Nazi Gauleiter. Further back in history, the chain of coincidence is equally intriguing. Her Majesty is not only
  descended from King George III but from his American antagonist, George Washington.


  She is, by nature, quietly dutiful. The British have come to regard this as normal in sovereigns, for George V and VI have also been of this type. While this gives journalists less to write
  about, it makes the monarchy inoffensive  therefore popular  and provides society with a feeling of stability. Queen Elizabeth is, to a large extent, taken for granted by many of her
  own subjects. None of them under the age of 60 will have known any other ruler. She has been there all their lives, and appears ageless  at any rate she continues to pursue an active and
  demanding round of duties. She remains ubiquitous in British life  broadcasting every Christmas Day, appearing in the news as she opens something or tours a city or
  welcomes a visiting Head of State. Her face is a national icon, endlessly seen on postcards and plates and tea towels. It is on every stamp her subjects stick and on every coin they spend 
  and the number of these runs into billions. Occasionally she is criticised in the media for looking glum or for dressing unimaginatively, but if this is true it is not enough to threaten national
  approval ratings that consistently stay between 80 and 90 per cent. Mostly, coverage of her is respectful, and therefore may seem dull.


  It is often a good deal livelier in other countries for, though she herself is usually treated with respect, the stories reported there are frequently exaggerations or outright inventions.
  Without the constraints of deference or litigation that apply in Britain, journalists can afford to be more colourful. France Dimanche, for instance, specialises in reporting alleged
  quarrels in the Royal Family  it has frequently predicted the Queens imminent divorce  as well as numerous threats to abdicate. Abroad, the notion of a monarch is, in any case,
  often something of a novelty. When she went to St Petersburg (the first British monarch to do so) in 1994, a member of the public was quoted as saying: We see presidents all the time, but
  how often do we have a visit from a real queen? When a German was asked what is the function of his countrys Federal President  for the government is run by the Chancellor
   he thought for an instant and replied: It means we have someone to meet the Queen when she comes on visits. She is, in other words, a reference point  an affirmation of
  their own importance  even for people in countries with which she has no connection. More than two centuries after American independence, this descendant of the Colonies former ruler
  is sometimes seen as more than a VIP when she goes to the USA. In 2007 she visited Richmond, Virginia shortly after a number of students at a nearby university had been massacred by a gunman. It
  was arranged that the Queen meet the families of victims and spend time with them in private conversation. It is difficult to imagine any other foreign dignitary  except
  perhaps the Pope  doing such a thing.


  But what exactly is it that she does? She presides over a country that is run by others. She makes Acts of Parliament  and all sorts of other documents  legal by putting her
  signature on them. She appoints ministers, ambassadors, bishops, judges and military officers. She gives out medals to those people others have deemed worthy of them. She discusses the state of the
  country every week with the head of the government, and is allowed to suggest or advise solutions to problems, though she herself cannot even vote. She is required to be constantly on show, so that
  people throughout her realms will know she is aware of them and interested in what they are doing, and this takes a good deal of her time. She has to represent the nation abroad so as to improve
  relations with other countries, and to represent it at home by speaking to her people at moments of national significance, as well as by opening important buildings or exhibitions or sporting
  events. She leads the countrys mourning on Remembrance Sunday, and every Christmas she has to appear on television to wish her subjects well for the coming year.


  She carries out these tasks because she inherited them. She does so without fuss or complaint, and with considerable expertise. Yet whatever the position into which the Queen was born, she could
  not have fulfilled her destiny so well had she not had a personality suited to the task. Although chosen by accident of fate, she happens to have a passion for it, a genuine sense of vocation. She
  has her fathers modest and conscientious nature, which helps her survive the numbing boredom of official events. She is also a woman of fixed tastes and habits, and these have not altered in
  any significant way since she succeeded to the throne. She does not like to see change in her routine or her surroundings. Becoming queen at the age of 25, she very quickly
  grew into the job  assisted by her husband, her mother and her fathers advisors  establishing an infrastructure of work and travel and leisure that she has not substantially
  altered since. She likes being queen, and she knows she is successful at it, so she has no wish to do things differently. She prefers a life that is planned and predictable and this is as well, for
  without it she could not cope with the heavy workload she continues to carry. She sees it as a job for life rather than, like her counterparts in the Netherlands, a position from which she can
  retire. Aware of the extent to which she represents national continuity, she wishes to carry on.


  This continuity is reflected even in her appearance. She has not, as most women of her age have done, altered her hairstyle for almost half a century. Nor will she, for it has to look just as it
  does on coins and banknotes. Although the clothes she wore in the 1950s seem dated when seen in pictures, her personal taste coalesced in the following decade and has not changed significantly
  since. Naturally her wardrobe is stylish and expensive, but it has never followed fashion to any significant degree  there was never any question of adopting the foibles of the 1960s or
  1970s  and dresses seen in photographs from 40 years ago look much the same as those she wears today. Never in fashion, she is never out of fashion. She has not developed fads for pastimes,
  or cuisine, or travel to particular places. Although she could belong at once to the jet-set if she wished to, she does not care for the lifestyle or most of the hobbies. She has no
  interest in skiing, sailing, playing golf or tennis, though members of her family do all of these. She has no desire to sit at gaming-tables. She is as passionately interested in horses as when she
  was a small girl, and as addicted to the decidedly unglamorous pleasures of dog-walking and country life that she has enjoyed since childhood. Her personality and tastes, in other words, formed
  early and have remained consistent ever since, adding to the sense of timelessness about her that many find reassuring. As with her tastes, so with her attitudes. Princess
  Elizabeths views and habits merged seamlessly with those of her parents and grandmother.


  To many, what adds to the impression that she lives in some parallel universe is that she does not express views on the important issues of the moment. She is clearly comfortable with the
  constitutional position that she remain aloof from the political process. The whole point of a constitutional Head of State is that he or she has no ties to any party, is not to blame for
  government policy and thus stands apart from the crises that embroil politicians and public, representing the long-term view and keeping matters in perspective. In fact, she is intensely aware of
  political developments and, after a 60-year reign, is a very experienced observer of the national mood. She meets the Prime Minister every week. She invites senior politicians to banquets at
  Buckingham Palace or to dine and sleep at Windsor. She has numerous opportunities to discuss, or to hear about, issues from those most deeply involved in them. She has plenty of
  opinions, though these are not made known to the public. In private she is lively, shrewd and surprisingly funny; as impatient with pomposity in others as she is with toadying, and skilled in
  mimicry. She is largely unflappable, given to quiet annoyance but never explosive rage when something goes wrong, and amused by minor mishaps provided no one is hurt or humiliated by them. She has
  a spontaneous wit that can cause her guests to burst out laughing (she once asked a friend of Prince Charles who had driven to Windsor Castle for lunch, Did you find it all right?) We
  know these things, because we read about them, but we also know the public will never be allowed to see this side of her.


  Much is known about her hobbies and pursuits (the Turf, the Daily Telegraph crossword, detective novels, enormous jigsaws). Thanks to an insatiable appetite for royal trivia, many people
  now know that she breakfasts on cereal kept in Tupperware containers. Some of these are half-truths, untruths or speculations anyway. She is said to hate shellfish, since they
  are banned from menus when she is abroad on state visits. That may not be for reasons of personal preference, but rather because any ill effects from eating them could ruin her timetable and
  involve letting down people who have waited to see her. Her aversion to avocados, however, is well documented. She thinks they taste like soap.


  Much is also known about the important experiences of her past life, simply because it has always been lived in public. Even such a personal matter as meeting and falling for her future husband
  has been, if we are to believe the account of her former governess, told in detail. Nevertheless she has kept private an enormous amount about herself. Unlike her husband and her children, she does
  not give interviews  though she has occasionally offered personal memories as part of a documentary. In this reticence she has followed the example of her mother who, despite a sociable and
  outgoing nature, maintained strict silence with regard to journalists until the very end of her life (when she spoke on television at the time of her 100th birthday, many viewers had never
  previously heard her voice). Given the media-savvy ways of the Royal Familys younger generations, it is unlikely there will ever again be a monarch who retains such a sense of mystique as
  Elizabeth II.


  She has never gone to school, never done housework or even her own packing, never carried or seriously handled money (the banknote she puts in a church collection is passed to her by an
  Equerry). All of these things are, of course, a result of her position. Even the circumstances in which she must take her chances with fate, however, have gone without a hitch. Every one of her
  children and grandchildren has been born healthy. She herself has never known a days serious illness. Although she fell in love with the first eligible man she encountered, at an age when it
  might have been argued that she could not have known her own mind, she has been happily married to him for her entire adult life. She has never experienced frustrated love, nor the pain of divorce,
  though her sister  sadly  knew both.


  However rarefied the world in which she moves, the Queen has, to a larger extent than people perhaps realise, participated in the events of the 20th century. Her exalted
  position does not guard her against the slings and arrows of fortune. Given the long military tradition of her family, her male relatives have seen their share of danger. Her father was at the
  Battle of Jutland. Her future husband  of whom at that time she was already fond  saw action in the Mediterranean and risked his life on the convoys. Her second son was in the
  Falklands campaign, and more recently her grandson Prince Harry served for 10 weeks in Afghanistan. One of her mothers brothers was killed in the First World War, and another was a POW. Her
  uncle, the Duke of Kent, was killed in the Second World War while aboard an RAF aircraft. Even in peacetime there have been tragedies: her cousin, Prince William of Gloucester, also perished in an
  air crash, in 1972. Her husbands uncle, Lord Mountbatten, was murdered by IRA terrorists in 1979. She and her parents lived through the Blitz, in which their London home  Buckingham
  Palace  was deliberately targeted by the Luftwaffe and badly damaged.


  She and her family are familiar with stress and danger, and her life has contained plenty of anxious, awful moments. Apart from these extreme circumstances, she has known the trauma of her three
  eldest childrens unhappy marriages, and periodic pressure to make household economies, since her finances are often commented upon in the media. She has even, despite the presence of
  policemen, Household regiments and all manner of ceremonial bodyguards to protect her, awoken to find a prowler in her bedroom. Although the scale of her surroundings may be beyond comparison with
  that of most of her subjects, she too has been subject to adversity.


  In spite of the affection with which the public regards her, she has not been able to enjoy the luxury of complacency. IRA terrorism posed a considerable threat to the Royal Family from the
  early 1970s onward. Even before that she had faced the possibility of violent unrest, from Welsh nationalists at the time of her sons investiture as Prince of Wales
  (their bombing campaign, minuscule in comparison with what came later, is largely forgotten today), or from Quebec separatists who booed her  and might have done much worse  when she
  visited Canada in the 1960s. Danger, she once said, is part of the job, and she refuses to let the prospect of assassination interrupt her routine. No matter what layers
  of security exist between the Queen and the public, she has to have more personal, physical courage than many people realise or appreciate  as was seen in 1981, when a young man fired shots
  at her as she rode along the Mall.


  Her position requires her to be on show, to move among crowds, and therefore to be vulnerable to the shouted insults of drunks or to the assassins bullet, but she has long since weighed
  up the risks and decided that she will carry on regardless. On occasion an entire visit has been advised against by the Foreign Office because the host country was deemed too unstable to protect
  her. This was the case with Ghana in 1958 as guest of the unpopular Kwame Nkrumah. Sitting next to him in a dozen places, she could be injured by some attempt on him. The Queen, overruling her
  advisors, insisted on going. How silly I should look, she told them, if I was scared to visit and then Khrushchev went and had a good reception. She returned safely, and
  the tour was a great success. The fact that she has always been sanguine in the face of potential danger is, perhaps, not the least impressive of her qualities.


  There are different kinds of courage, and she must have several of them. The Queen lives on a constant and unrelenting diet of bad tidings. She watches the news like the rest of us, but she
  often knows more than we do. During the Cold War she will have had far greater knowledge of the dangers to peace  and the risk of nuclear annihilation  than her people. Imagine the
  stress her position must have involved during the crises over Berlin and Cuba. Yet through it all she maintained an apparently genuine sense of calm, and carried on with her
  job, including the archaic ceremonial, as if nothing were amiss. Murders, terrorist outrages, natural disasters at home or in the Commonwealth and beyond  all these are reported to her
  because there is often something official she is required to do, such as sending condolences or expressing the nations sorrow. As already seen, when visiting an American city she met the
  families of those killed by a frenzied gunman. Whatever can you say to console one person in those circumstances, let alone a whole series of grieving relatives? It cannot have been easy,
  and they were not even her subjects, yet she did it.


  Suppose that, like her grandfather George V in the years between the wars, she feels that society is going to the dogs. This is distinctly possible, given that she is an elderly lady of
  traditional bent who has very high personal standards of morals and integrity. She not only cannot publicly disapprove of things, she may be obliged to sign the very legislation that legalises what
  was previously unacceptable. This takes courage too. As one of her Private Secretaries, Sir John Colville, put it: By sheer strength of willpower the Queen controls the impatience she must
  often feel, and never fails to look imperturbable. Nothing is better calculated to win the esteem of her subjects. Besides courage, she has several advantages that have helped to make her
  the effective ruler she is. The first was training, the second was temperament, the third was routine and the fourth was advice.


  From the age of 10  when her uncle abdicated  she was intensively schooled for the position she would occupy. She worked very closely with her father, whose style and tastes she
  consciously continued, and in the early part of her own reign used many of the same advisors and officials. She and her father had had, in fact, the same tutor  Queen Mary (18671953),
  redoubtable widow of King George V, who trained them rigorously in the correct performance of duty. Once described as the most queenly of queens, Marys rigid bearing can be
  seen at a glance in old photographs. She was expert in protocol and appropriate behaviour, instilling an indelible sense of service by which personal wishes, and feelings,
  were entirely secondary to the demands of duty, just as she educated her granddaughter to appreciate the cultural riches that make up the Royal Collections. It is worth remembering that this
  influence was directed at Elizabeth for the first 25 years of her life, and will have taken on added importance when she became heir  a thorough and intensive indoctrination of a willing
  pupil who responded by modelling herself on the old lady. If a certain toughness of character has been passed on, that is hardly surprising. What she also inherited, however, was a lifelong
  awareness of the need to justify her position by hard work and goodwill.


  Elizabeth was also, and more specifically, taught by her father. Having had no preparation for his own succession, he wanted to ensure that she was fully ready for hers. Queen Victoria would not
  let her eldest son see the contents of dispatch boxes; George VI habitually sent for his daughter to go through his with him. The first time she took the salute at Trooping the Colour he gave her a
  rigorous inspection of uniform and drill before she left the Palace. From her mothers example she learned how to charm  how to talk easily to others  even though her own
  personality did not enable her to do this so effectively. Everywhere around her were mentors, teachers, examples. She grasped the importance of what she was doing, and strove to do it well. The
  Queens formative years were, of course, interrupted by the Second World War. Because she did not attend school or university, it might be assumed that she lacks the intellectual discipline
  to analyse and retain information. In fact, she was soundly, privately educated in the subjects  history and constitutional law, for instance  that had bearing on her future. She may
  not have had the stimulus of a school environment, or the spur of examinations or of competition with other pupils, but she had the benefit of one-to-one tuition and her
  intellectual training, if limited in scope, was excellent. Because she came to the throne when young, she has also had the experience of learning her job by doing it.


  Her second advantage was temperament. It is a point worth emphasising that Elizabeth never had what might be called a Prince Hal phase, in which she rebelled against her upbringing
  or her destiny. She accepted it and prepared for it and looked forward to it. Her views never clashed with those of her family or the people who sought to train her. While her uncle David, as King
  Edward VIII, often ignored the red dispatch boxes sent to him by the government, Queen Elizabeth makes a point of reading everything in hers, going through them for an hour or two each evening.
  Through concentration and long practice she can absorb and retain large amounts of information and weigh its implications. The Queen has an extremely good memory for both facts and faces. On
  subjects that engage her interest, such as art and antiques, she has amassed considerable knowledge. On the breeding, training and racing of horses, her lifelong enthusiasm, she has a level of
  expertise that is overwhelming.


  Although these are leisure interests, her grasp of social and political matters is just as detailed. The politician Tony Benn, no admirer of monarchy, said of her: She is not very clever
  but is remarkably intelligent. She is not clever in the sense of being widely read, but is extremely well-versed in matters that relate to her role. With her powerful memory, she can also
  quickly mug up on a matter in order to discuss it. And there are subjects she has studied in detail over long years. For someone who cannot vote, for example, she has an intense
  knowledge of the British electoral system, the state of the parties, and the personalities in the Commons. She studies all the documents she is given by advisors, and retains a surprising amount of
  what she reads. She can grasp essentials, reel off statistics, recall past conversations. This is a matter of memory. Although there is an agenda for discussion during her
  weekly meetings with the Premier, no one has seen the Queen taking notes, and by custom no written record is ever kept of these. She need not pay such close attention, for after all she cannot
  alter anything that Parliament has decided, but she considers all this information useful. She has an instinct borne of long practice for knowing how the British people will react to things 
  reading their mood, taking the temperature  and she can use this to give advice.


  Dealing, over decades, with the leaders of other countries and the prime ministers of her own has given her a wealth of experience that aids her judgement. Not only that, but she has personal
  associations with a huge array of world statesmen, and can counsel politicians to whom these people are only names. It is a long-established clich that she can catch out government
  ministers by knowing more than they do about a specific subject, or embarrass them with questions they cannot answer. This is something of a game. She has been quietly scoring points in the same
  way ever since her audiences were with Winston Churchill, and her father did it too. It is somewhat unfair, for she is now vastly more experienced than any of her politicians and has discussed
  similar, or the same, issues with their predecessors-in-office, literally for generations. It must also be borne in mind that she has far greater opportunities to see the wider picture than her
  ministers do. She has sources of information that no one else has, as one observer put it. Much that goes on in Whitehall is seen on a need to know basis, but the Queen
  can see everything. Even without her special access, she learns much simply by doing her homework. She is always, in a phrase used about barristers, on top of her brief, and this is
  not easy considering the fact that all areas of national and commonwealth life come within the scope of her job.


  From formal meetings and stilted small talk she can extract a surprising amount of useful knowledge. President Bill Clinton noticed this, recalling that: I was taken with the clever
  manner in which she discussed public issues, probing me for information without venturing too far into expressing her own political views. He added: She
  impressed me as someone who might have become a successful politician or diplomat. As it was she had to be both, without seeming to be either. This is a very eloquent summing-up of her
  role.


  At conferences of Commonwealth heads of government she will have a private audience with each of them. In the space of a few minutes she can discuss the issues facing Australia, both listening
  and advising, and then go on to do the same for Tuvalu or Mozambique. Her dispatch boxes, after all, contain papers relating not only to the governance of Britain. They also include reams of
  confidential information about the countries of the Commonwealth. From the Dominions, she also receives reports from the Governors-General that even the prime ministers do not see. And she is
  extremely observant. Schooled by a long lifetime of protocol and formality, she knows exactly how things should be done and will quickly notice any mistakes, whether it be a diplomat wearing an
  order incorrectly, cutlery laid in the wrong manner at a banquet, or a soldier fumbling a drill-movement. Moreover she will notice, and remember, individual faces in a crowd  on the first
  tour of Canada after her accession she recognised, from her previous visit three years earlier, one of the mounties guarding her, and greeted him warmly. Although she can be critical when she feels
  dignity has been undermined, she is usually sympathetic  and even heartily amused  if some much-rehearsed event goes awry, for it adds excitement to duties that are otherwise
  predictable. When igniting the first of the chain of bonfires on a rainy evening at Windsor to celebrate her Silver Jubilee, the torch failed to stay alight and then the beacon erupted into flame
  before she could reach it. Oh good, what fun! was her comment.


  Whenever she is the hostess at an event, she will make a point of inspecting the arrangements, probably several times, in advance. Before guests arrive at Windsor she will go through their rooms, checking that everything they need is correctly laid out. When she is to meet people even superficially, such as during one of the 13 investiture ceremonies held each
  year, she will read notes about them in advance so that she knows what to expect, and has some conversational starting point  even though there will be a 150 of them. Many countries
  governments employ a chief of protocol for the organising of official events. In Britain the Head of State herself knows all that is necessary.


  The third element is routine. The Queen has repeatedly carried out all the functions of state: opening Parliament, hosting  or making  official visits, so often that she knows
  every detail about what happens, when and how. When she celebrates her official birthday in June with the military parade called Trooping the Colour  to cite but one example  it is
  worth remembering that not only has she presided at this dozens of times (it has only once in her reign been cancelled, owing to a rail strike), but that she will also, each year, have met the
  principal people involved, listened to and approved all the music that will be played, and received reports on how rehearsals for the event are going. She is not only Commander in Chief of the
  Armed Forces and Colonel-in-Chief of the Household Division, she is also known to be an expert on army uniforms and to have an extremely practised eye for the details of drill, so she knows
  precisely how the complex manoeuvring of men and mounts should be carried out. Of the regiments taking part, her husband, her eldest son, her daughter and her cousin and one of her grandsons are
  colonels of five, while two of her grandsons are serving officers in one. No change in dress or movement, no matter how trivial, could be made without her approval. As she watches the troops she
  will know the names of many officers and NCOs, and even of some of the horses. But then she has participated in more of these occasions than anyone else present, including her husband. Although
  today she travels to the parade ground by carriage she was meticulous, in the years when she attended on horseback, in practising for it just as her soldiers did.


  The fourth element is advice. The Queen is exhaustively briefed on the places she goes and the people she meets. She has expert counsel whenever she needs it (the Foreign Secretary, for
  instance, may accompany her on a state visit), and she studies the reports or other materials submitted to her. If she visits a British city she will have on hand the Lord Lieutenant, the mayor
  and, probably, the entire local council executive to tell her about it. In all the types of situation mentioned above, she receives as well as dispenses wisdom. No matter where she is, she has
  access to a constant flow of documents and press digests that ensure she is supremely well informed. Her Private Secretaries have, without exception, been men of high calibre and ability, and they
  are with her everywhere, smoothing the way. Nothing is ever left to chance, nothing is ever improvised at the last moment, and it shows.


  The Queen is very happy with such arrangements. She could not possibly meet the demands on her time if a great many people were not constantly helping her. Everything she needs must be
  immediately at her elbow, whether this means a breakfast tray in the morning, a car at the door, or  until relatively recently  the Royal Yacht moored opposite some foreign port when
  she arrived for a state visit. She has an extensive, well-trained and efficient staff to manage all the complexities of her very active life. Her lady-in-waiting not only has to ensure that spare
  gloves and shoes, barley sugar and handkerchiefs are to hand, she must also ascertain in advance of an official visit where the facilities are, since it would be unthinkable for Her
  Majesty to have to ask her hosts. The Queen appreciates such effort, knows the names of even her minor servants and rewards them with presents every Christmas. Like all members of the Royal Family,
  she values the loyalty of those who work for her and does not like the faces around her to change.


  As the royal biographers Graham and Heather Fisher have said: The Queens life has almost the same built-in monotony as a car-worker on a production-line, and
  some people would find it just as boring. This is perhaps a poor comparison, since Her Majesty has a constant change of scenery and a great deal of what she sees is colourful, impressive,
  informative and amusing. Nevertheless boredom is certainly likely. It is a commonplace that many of her subjects would wish to take her place . . . for a day, to see what being Queen is like. The
  thought of weeks, let alone months or years, of an often stultifying routine would be deeply off-putting to anyone with creativity, independence, imagination or an impatience with social
  pleasantries. The thing about it that they might find most onerous is the absence of any complete holiday or the prospect of never retiring. And the Queens is not a life that allows for
  spontaneity. There can be no question of taking in a film on impulse, going shopping to cheer herself up or dropping in unannounced on old friends. And there is no question of being pleasantly
  surprised to find what is for lunch since every meal she has will have been chosen, probably days in advance, from a menu (in French). Even the books read by the Royal Family are selected for them
  each year by a committee, which strikes a balance between light and serious subject matter and forwards the chosen titles to the Palace. Everything the Queen does is planned to the smallest detail,
  usually months ahead. But then this has been true since, as a girl of 10, she became heir to the throne. It is what she knows and expects and is comfortable with. As for boredom, she has
  acknowledged that some occasions are less interesting than others, but usually there is diversion to be found somewhere if one keeps a sharp eye out and an open mind.


  It is also a life that allows for very few friendships. The Queen has some, of course  women she knew as a child, racing enthusiasts and old families whose members have been friends of
  the Royals for generations. It is simply not possible, however, to have more than a very small circle of trusted intimates. For the rest, the Queen is gracious but distant. As
  one of her prime ministers, James Callaghan, put it: What one gets from the Queen is friendliness, but not friendship.


  Elizabeth II is by far the most widely travelled monarch in British  and indeed in world  history. In many places she goes, to be a monarch is unusual, and carries distinction. To
  be Europes longest-serving, high-profile example of the breed brings even greater prestige. There are few people in any region of the world that can be reached by television or the printed
  word who have not at least seen a picture of the Queen. She is thus already familiar to most of those who line processional routes to watch her pass. At home her subjects, shivering through a
  British winter, may feel a pang of envy at the sight of her on a Pacific island, but they would probably not relish the crowded and unforgiving official schedule she has to follow. It is difficult
  to appreciate what a chore these overseas visits must be. When, in 1976, she visited Bloomingdales store in New York, she had less than 15 minutes to look around. When in the National
  Gallery in Washington, she had no more than 20 minutes to take in the wealth of pictures. Although she was accompanied by the gallerys director, who would have shown her the highlights, she
  would be unlikely to take away more than a blurred impression of them. She has, because of her own collection, considerable interest in paintings, and would undoubtedly have wanted to spend a
  longer time there.


  These occasions are not, of course, holidays, and there are no grounds for envying her the chance to see so many parts of the world. Although her timetable may well include a day or more set
  aside for rest and privacy on some remote country estate, she seldom has opportunities for the pleasures others take for granted when abroad: leisurely browsing in local markets, dawdling in
  museums, spending mornings at a caf table writing postcards. Most women, when on a trip overseas, would not want to have to dress all the time in a hat and gloves and
  coat. The Queen is, of course, required to dress formally, meet endless people on a superficial basis, make speeches, and catch only tantalising glimpses of things that cannot  owing to the
  pressures of time and protocol  be enjoyed in detail. She sees not what she would like to but what her hosts want her to. When she is abroad and travelling by car or train, she often cannot
  even enjoy the passing scenery, for she will be having to work at her dispatch boxes, prepare herself for a speech she will be giving at the next stop, or read through reams of briefing notes about
  people and places she will be encountering in the hours, or days, ahead. It is worth remembering that most of the work she does is out of sight and behind the scenes. As with an accomplished
  actress the public see only the finished performance, not the rehearsals, the costume-fittings or the lengthy production meetings.


  Like many people for whom routine travel on business has made holidays abroad less interesting, the Queen prefers to spend her leisure time in homely and familiar surroundings  weekends
  at Windsor, Christmas at Sandringham, summers cruising off the Highlands, autumns at Balmoral. Being fair-skinned she does not like strong sun, and thus has no desire to spend her leisure time on a
  Mediterranean beach. Understandably what she relishes most is privacy and the space to indulge in her favourite outdoor activities. She has great affection for familiar scenes, and the Scottish
  landscape in particular offers a lifetime of pleasant memory. Some people might wonder that she prefers the damp and midges of Scotland, but she has said that her ideal relaxation is a
  couple of weeks in the rain at Balmoral. She makes only occasional unofficial  and very little known  private forays abroad, in pursuit of equine interests, to France or
  Kentucky. Although with five homes she can always have a change of scene, it is worth remembering that she is never free from the duties of her position. She receives red dispatch boxes from the
  Government each day, filled with documents that must be read and often signed. She works on these no matter where she is.


  At every stage of her life she has been described in a flood of words. There are numerous biographies of her in print, and jumble sales yield an invariable harvest of pictorial souvenir albums
  that commemorate the milestones in her life: marriage, coronation, children, jubilees, wedding anniversaries and state visits.


  And these are only the books. Since the advent of the modern media and its more active Royal Correspondents there has been an unceasing tide of copy devoted to her. Some of this has been
  intrusive, some critical, but most has been respectful, obsequious, even cloying. Penelope Mortimer, when researching a biography of the Queen Mother, memorably described the experience of reading
  about her as like swimming through treacle. The respectful tone of much that is written rightly puts off some of the reading public, yet it is hardly the Queens fault that she
  is described in such terms. It is a matter of fact, rather than fawning hyperbole, that she fulfils her role extremely well, as did her mother.


  The Queen is acutely aware of her place in history. She is the seventh English monarch to be queen in her own right, and she has had important role models in the shape of her two
  great predecessors, Elizabeth I and Victoria. She is proud of following them on the throne. She is proud of the things her era has added to the national experience and of the bridges, hospitals,
  universities and other monuments  some of them bearing her name  that will last for centuries as a memorial to her reign.


  One strand of opinion has it that the monarchy somehow holds back the progress of Britain  that this feudal way of doing things is an insult to an intelligent people and that it means the
  country is known for archaic flummery rather than innovation in science and the arts. An intelligent observer would find little evidence of this  the Rolls-Royce engine is known throughout
  the world regardless of who is Head of State  but would discover a great deal of proof that the country is respected abroad because of the Queen. The age of Elizabeth
  II is likely to be compared with that of Elizabeth I in one important respect  the flowering of culture. This has gone on unhindered by of the presence of monarchy, and often with its
  support. There is no likelihood that the era over which Queen Elizabeth has presided will in retrospect be seen as reactionary or backward-looking as was, say, the rule of Franco in Spain. Her
  realm is not, in any important sense, a museum. It has given the world The Beatles, and punk rock, and the theatre of John Osborne. It produces world-class engineers, architects, authors, fashion
  designers, rock musicians. Her subjects win Oscars and Nobel Prizes and Olympic medals, unhampered by the supposed obsolescence of their countrys constitutional arrangements. Indeed for a
  large proportion of these people, meeting the Queen and receiving from her some accolade is just as great a personal triumph.


  It is difficult to write of Queen Elizabeth II in terms other than warm admiration, for she does not merit any other treatment. There are no critical biographies of the Queen, and it is unlikely
  there will be. She simply provides no target for criticism. She has never abused her position, her privileges or her influence. She has never stood in the way of change. She has never put her own
  comfort, wishes or interests above her duty. She has never become involved in controversy, financial irregularity or political favouritism. The only time her subjects have been able to find fault
  with her  and that only for a matter of days  was when she gave no public sign of grief after the death of Princess Diana. It was a strange period in which the attacks on the Queen
  hurt and baffled her, for she has never had to become used to grumbling from the inhabitants of middle Britain, and it is very difficult to imagine that such an experience will occur again.
  Otherwise, her public and private lives have been blameless. If this makes her dull, the world could do with a lot more dullness.


  If you look clearly at what the Queen does and how she does it, I defy you not to be impressed. You might subscribe to the disparagement of monarchy that is fashionable in
  some circles. You might have no interest in historic ceremony, nor see in it any worthwhile purpose. You might  if you have no views on racing or horse-breeding or the countryside 
  dread the thought of talking to her. But you will respect her. Because she deserves it.


  


  PRINCESS, 19261939


  Isnt it lucky that Lilibets the eldest?



  Running westward from Bond Street to Berkeley Square, Bruton Street is in the midst of Londons Mayfair. Today it is largely associated with the galleries of clothing
  designers, whose names appear on their shopfronts. The buildings are unremarkable, the older ones consisting of five-storey dwellings whose ground floors have been, without exception, converted to
  commercial purposes. Not a single private house remains. These are not grand dwellings by the standards of Grosvenor Square or Belgravia. There is no parade of stuccoed pillars such as one would
  find in Eaton Square, nor the towering brick gables of Cadogan Place. There is a modest intimacy here.


  Number 17 is now a very modern office block. Eighty years ago, on this site, was the town house of the Earl of Strathmore. He was the maternal grandfather of Princess Elizabeth, and it was here
  that she was born. No plaque marks the spot, and the only visible link with royalty is that directly opposite are the former premises  this time there is a plaque
   of Norman Hartnell, who was to design many of her clothes. Here were created the dresses she wore for both her wedding and her Coronation.


  But this is to anticipate. Princess Elizabeth came into the world by Caesarean section on 21 April 1926, at 2:40 a.m. Her father was Albert (Bertie) Duke of York, second son of
  King George V and brother of David, the Prince of Wales. Her mother was the former Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon, a member of an illustrious Scottish noble family. The Princesss father did not
  possess the glamour of his brother, the Prince of Wales. He had little confidence, spoke with a stammer and would fly into frustrated rages. He was also kind and thoroughly decent, devoted to his
  family and dutiful to a fault. If he lacked his brothers charisma he also lacked his self-centred hedonism. Lady Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon was born in 1900, growing up during the Great War and
  coming out into the vacuous gaiety of the 1920s. As a debutante she was immensely popular. She was extremely good company, her gifts of conversation and humour honed by years of
  ministering to wounded soldiers at her parents home, and several young men were in love with her. Despite belonging to the jazz age, she had about her none of the frivolous,
  cocktails-and-laughter characteristics that caused the King to disapprove so completely of young women of the time. She won his entire approval  no mean feat, for his standards were exacting
   and he advised his son that: Youll be a lucky fellow if she accepts you. Bertie, in fact, asked her twice before she did. It was not the Duke himself who made her
  hesitate, but the thought of marrying into his family. She was not, of course, to realise that the path she chose would take her to the throne and make her one of the most popular queens in
  history. Her mother had said of him that: He is a man who will be made or marred by marriage. This proved to be true, and he was most fortunate in his choice.


  Princess Elizabeth was not heir to the throne  it was still thought likely at the time that her 32-year-old uncle would marry and produce his own offspring  but
  she was the first grandchild within the immediate Royal Family. Her presence also meant that there were three generations of Royals and this promise for the future, as it always does, provided the
  British public with a reassuring sense of continuity. She represented good news to a country in turmoil, for the General Strike began a week after her birth. While there was no reason to assume
  that the little girl would become queen, this possibility was not ignored. As one author, Dermot Morrah, has said: The idea that Princess Elizabeth would one day become Queen Elizabeth II
  was never altogether remote from the thoughts of her future subjects. Imperceptibly as the years went by it changed from a conscious speculation to a possibility and then to a probability.
  It was also quite likely that, even if she did not inherit the British throne, she might become the queen of some other country through marriage. From the very beginning of her life she was
  therefore the subject of widespread public curiosity, speculation and affection. This would increase as she grew into an attractive and photogenic infant with curly fair hair, who smiled readily.
  It would be consolidated when she was joined, a few years later, by an equally attractive sister.


  She might have spent her infant years in Canada, for there was some notion in the mid-1920s of her father being appointed Governor-General there. The King, however, felt that this would be too
  great a trial for his diffident son, and the idea was not pursued.


  The Princesss father may have been disappointed at not having had a boy. If so, he never gave any sign of it. On the contrary he was a model parent who, like his wife, was absolutely
  devoted to his daughters, and the Duchess had, in any case, wanted a girl. For a few years it remained a possibility that the birth of a brother would oust Elizabeth from her place in the succession, but when, in 1930, a second daughter, Margaret, was also born by Caesarean section, the matter ended. In those days it was considered dangerous to have more
  than two such operations, and the Duchess was warned by her doctors that there could be no more children. It was at that time that Elizabeths grandmother began to see her as a likely heir
  and to train her for a future on the throne.


  The Princess was christened, five weeks after birth, by the Archbishop of Canterbury in the chapel at Buckingham Palace, wrapped in the same Honiton lace garment as had been used for her father,
  grandfather and great-grandfather. The names chosen for her  Elizabeth Alexandra Mary  referred to her mother, grandmother and great-grandmother (who had just died), although
  curiously these were not in sequence, with Alexandra coming in the middle and not last.


  Very early in her life  she was not yet two  the Princess was left in the care of servants and grandparents while the Duke and Duchess went on an official tour to Australia. They
  missed her first birthday as a result (We are not supposed to be human, lamented her mother). Her time was divided between her Strathmore relations, at their Scottish and English
  homes, and the King and Queen. Neither King George nor Queen Mary had a natural flair for children. Both had been distant, formal and demanding parents. The King, notorious for his rages, had
  terrified his sons and grandsons, but took at once to this little girl, whom he spoiled. She was to visit him during his recovery from illness at Bognor, for she was unfailingly able to cheer him
  up. He liked to have breakfast with Elizabeth and, when at Sandringham, to take her on visits to his stud. She was thus aware from infancy of the atmosphere of stables and of their silent,
  dignified occupants. The seeds of a lifetimes passion were sown here.


  When her parents returned from overseas the little Princess appeared with them on the Palace balcony as they acknowledged the cheers of the crowd. It was her first public appearance. She was so much the centre of attention that the Duke and Duchess had been presented on their travels with no less than three tons of toys for her. She received a few of
  them, but the great majority were given to children in hospital.


  Although she was always a Royal Highness, Elizabeth herself invented the name by which she has been known to intimates ever since. Lilibet was her early attempt to enunciate her
  own name, and somehow it stuck. More than 80 years later, she still uses it when signing Christmas cards to relatives and old friends.


  At the age of three, she was featured on the cover of Time magazine  then, as now, a considerable accolade. She was dressed in yellow, and this started a trend throughout the world
  for childrens clothing in that colour. This was not all. She was also depicted on a stamp (six cents, Newfoundland) and appeared on several commercial products. A section of the Antarctic
  was even named in her honour. When she was four, the first biography of her was published  The Story of Princess Elizabeth by Anne Ring.


  There was to be more in a similar vein throughout the years ahead  words and pictures that showed a happy family, with two bright and attractive daughters, surrounded by pets in agreeable
  garden settings. The Duchess, who allowed these intrusions, has been accused of marketing her family by arranging access for photographers and writers, manipulating what would now be
  called the media in order to present them as middle-class paragons.


  What was the point of such a public-relations exercise? The age into which the girls were born was not one of established order and social certainties but a time of extremes, both economic and
  political. The Great War had recently toppled the thrones of their familys continental relatives, and no monarchy could afford complacency. The publics loyalty could no longer be
  taken for granted. It must be earned  and kept  by constant effort. In Britain, industrial relations were bad, unemployment was widespread and envy of the rich was
  consequently rife. The House of Windsor must be seen to justify the goodwill and respect that its members still commanded. To live modestly and unostentatiously as the Yorks, by royal standards,
  did was in keeping with the spirit of the age, and increased the popularity of the monarchy. To feature in the press as a charming, pleasant and ordinary family, devoted to useful work and high
  domestic ideals, was to provide escapism for those whose lives were grimmer.


  The image that the Duchess enabled the public to see was in no sense a sham. She and her family really were as wholesome, unpretentious and devoted to each other as the images suggested. The
  family provided a welcome boost to national morale throughout the years of the Depression. By the time she came to the throne, Elizabeths popularity had been building for a quarter of a
  century.


  Her sister, Margaret, was four years her junior. They grew up to be extremely close, for their position made it difficult to befriend others, and they did not go to school. The girls looked very
  similar. Both had the same chin-length chestnut hair and blue eyes. The resemblance was increased by the things they wore: they were always dressed, if not the same, then at least similarly. Their
  clothes were plain and practical and, even for the time, often quaintly old-fashioned: dresses cut identically  although sometimes in different colours  sensible brown shoes and
  calf-length white socks. The only differences, and these were trivial, were that Elizabeth had her hair parted on the right and Margaret on the left, and that the older sister wore three strings of
  pearls while the younger had only two. She became resentful, however, if her sister had something she did not: Margaret always wants what I have, Elizabeth complained. This was never
  more obvious than at their fathers Coronation. The elder daughter, as heir, was given a gown with a train and a scaled-down coronet. Margaret made sufficient fuss to be given these too,
  although she had to make do with a shorter train.


  Their closeness was in spite of having very different personalities. Elizabeth was earnest, conscientious, eager to please and to do what was expected of her. Margaret was
  comical, wilful, irreverent and mischievous, a gifted singer and mimic who loved performing and had a talent for wheedling her way out of tasks she disliked. Elizabeth had a temper inherited from
  her father and grandfather, but this was not often seen. She disliked confrontation, in fact, and would let her sister have her way to avoid it. Margaret was very aware of being the second child
  and thus of receiving less interest and less privilege, but for the same reason she was given more leeway by her parents and was more spoiled. The girls themselves were aware of the differences in
  temperament between them. Margaret, comfortable in the role of scamp and rebel, said to her mother: Isnt it lucky that Lilibets the eldest?


  Elizabeth was obsessively tidy, saving  and neatly folding  the wrapping paper from presents. There would never be a time in her life when she would be guilty of sloppiness, either
  of mind or habit. Although in theory she had always had others to pick up after her, in practice she was never to need much running after.


  Yet she was a good deal more energetic, fun-loving and noisy than accounts of her childhood suggest. She was filled with curiosity, wanting to know about the things around her, asking questions
  of those she encountered and unafraid to talk to strangers because everyone she met treated her with respect. Like her sister, she could amuse grown-ups  as when she was once asked at
  Sandringham by the Archbishop of Canterbury if she would walk with him in the garden. She agreed, but with the stipulation: Please do not tell me anything more about God. I know all about
  Him already. Such occasional off-handedness once caused her grandmother to introduce her as Princess Elizabeth, who hopes one day to be a lady.


  Her father had seen to it that, from the time she was first conscious of her surroundings, Elizabeth learned to obey her elders and to live up to their expectations, and to do
  so willingly, just as he had been advised by his own father to learn quickly the habits of obedience and conformity as a means of avoiding trouble. She inherited his personality 
  painstaking, methodical and dutiful  rather than the warm spontaneity that characterised her mother, but her own inclinations must have concurred with his advice. Years later, a former
  soldier recalled: I was in the Household Cavalry; they have to salute any member of the Royal Family. Princess Elizabeth used to walk by and not take any notice, whereas Princess Margaret
  would sort of wave. This should not be seen as evidence of a certain hauteur. Rather, it suggests the seriousness with which she took her role. Elizabeth loved the trappings of
  ceremony that surrounded her family  she was quite capable of walking past the sentries just to see them present arms  and she was interested in those who performed these rituals. She
  would have been aware, however  even at an early age  that it was both wrong and undignified to distract them while they were going about their duty.


  The family had two homes. In London they lived at 145 Piccadilly, a five-storey mansion on the north side whose windows looked across Hyde Park Corner at St Georges Hospital and at the
  gardens of Buckingham Palace. A victim of wartime bombing, its remains were to be cleared away for the widening of Park Lane.


  The house would be considered grand enough by most people, although Marion Crawford, the Princesses governess, described it somewhat extraordinarily as: Neither large nor splendid.
  It might have been the home of any moderately well-to-do young couple starting married life. It happened to have 25 bedrooms, and half-a-dozen staff. The girls lived on the top floor, where
  a large glass dome shed light on the stairwell. Beneath this, on the landing, they kept an extensive and neatly ordered collection of toy horses, all of which were groomed and exercised.


  The residence was situated on the crest of the low hill where Piccadilly sweeps westward up to Hyde Park Corner. To its right was Park Lane and the ornate entrance to the park
  as well as Apsley House, former home of the Iron Duke. Across from it was the huge memorial arch that commemorated his military career. A reminder of a more recent conflict  the Artillery
  Memorial  was also nearby. Opposite, behind a low wall and hidden by trees, were the gardens of Buckingham Palace. From their top-floor vantage point the Princesses could see not only noble
  architecture but the everyday life of London from which, by protocol and a protective barrier of servants, they were excluded. They watched the unending procession of pedestrians and vehicles that
  passed below. They had a particular fascination with the open-top double-decker buses, and longed to travel in one. They were to do so, but only once, for an IRA bombing campaign led to heightened
  security measures and ended such outings. They noticed the horses among the traffic, and developed a particular affection for a pair that passed at the same hour each evening, pulling a
  brewers dray. They were greatly disappointed if they missed them.


  At the back of 145 was a now-vanished green space called Hamilton Gardens. Enclosed by railings and filled with sooty shrubbery, it was linked, by a gate, with Hyde Park. It was the principal
  playground of the girls and their friends, who were largely cousins or the daughters of neighbours. From the park beyond this small enclosure the Princesses were watched at play by members of the
  public. Elizabeth and Margaret took for granted the presence of inquisitive spectators. They even reciprocated their curiosity. They were intrigued by the children they saw on their walks in the
  park, and might smile shyly at them. They were, like closeted royal children everywhere, to develop a fascination with those beyond their own world.


  The other, weekend, home of the Yorks was White Lodge in Richmond Park. Both husband and wife disliked it intensely. It was very inconvenient, stuck in the midst of great
  swathes of parkland that were entirely accessible to the public, so that there was no privacy. Only in 1932 did they escape to a more secluded house  Royal Lodge at Windsor. This had begun
  as a shooting-box for George IV, and is a pleasantly rambling Regency building, but at that time it was much in need of repair. Plans had been made for extensive remodelling but, with the onset of
  the Depression in 1929, had had to be shelved. In response to the countrys economic woes, the King cut his own Civil List by half, and his sons had to reduce their expenditure accordingly.
  Royal Lodge therefore remained rather uncomfortable. Nevertheless it was made habitable and decorated in the Duchesss favoured colours of fawn and pink. It had around it the seemingly
  limitless expanses of Windsor Great Park with its opportunities for walking and riding. It also had its own enclosed garden, long-since grown into a jungle. The taming of the garden became a
  passion for the Yorks, who devoted hours at weekends, in old tweeds and sweaters, to clearing and planting. The Princesses became involved in this, and would have known discomfort and blisters
   and the fun of getting dirty in a good cause  just as the adults did.


  One thing the Yorks did not want to do was to travel abroad. The parents of many aristocratic children of that age would have gone to the Riviera and St Moritz as a matter of course.
  Elizabeths parents took their pleasures in Scotland, at Glamis and Balmoral. No doubt the King liked to have them on holiday with him in the Highlands, and his own views on foreign countries
  (Abroad is bloody) were well known. Elizabeth might have grown up familiar with other lands, playing with cousins from other Royal Houses (more or less as her future husband was
  doing). Instead, she was to see nothing of the world until she went to South Africa at the age of 20.


  Within a short distance of Royal Lodge was built the Wendy house of every small girls dreams. Y Bwthyn Bach (the little house in Welsh) was a gift from the
  people of the Principality on her sixth birthday. There was about it nothing of the stage-set, and there was no need for its occupants to make believe, for everything was in
  working order. The roof of this two-storey building was thatched (it still has to be renewed periodically), and the rooms (which are too small for adults to stand up in) were fully equipped with
  working lights, running water and miniature versions of household products and implements  from a dustpan to a vacuum cleaner and a radio  for its maintenance. The girls, needless to
  say, loved it, not only for its scale and detail but also because it represented an ordinary home. Elizabeth could be as fastidious in her sweeping and cleaning as her tidy nature
  desired.


  As regards other toys, there were constant gifts. Those from members of the public could not, according to protocol, be accepted and so were returned. Those from other sources 
  organisations, communities and other nations  were kept. Elizabeth had both a bakers van and a grocers cart, with which she could make deliveries using her governess as the
  horse. A number of the dolls owned by the Princesses can still be seen at Windsor. They include two Japanese ladies in kimonos and two dolls given to the girls by the President of France.
  France and Marianne came with beautifully designed clothes, and one of them had no less than 10 pairs of gloves. As well as these toys, which were highly expensive and
  perhaps unique, they had more mundane playthings  they outfitted a miniature farm with lead livestock bought at Woolworths with their pocket money.


  Whatever the girls played with, there were usually just the two of them, and, in fact, they were so much separated from others of their age that they caught no childhood diseases. This
  comparative isolation also explains the closeness they felt to animals. For Elizabeth, at least, these were to be a lifelong passion and, surrounded as she would always be by subservient humans, it
  is easy to understand the attraction of species that could offer recreation and a sense of friendship without the tiresome complications of deference and protocol. From the age
  of three she had her own dog, and acquired a pony soon after. She was famously to say that, when she grew up, she wanted to marry a farmer so that she could live in the country and have lots
  of horses and dogs. She first met a corgi when, at the age of seven, she coveted one owned by Viscount Weymouth. Her family soon had one of its own  Dookie. He was not to remain a
  bachelor for long, and the addition of Jane would create a canine dynasty that would parallel that of the dogs owners.


  The duke and duchess, who seldom entertained and preferred their own company to that of others, were indulgent with their daughters. They were not noticeably strict and, despite the presence of
  nannies and governesses, there was about Elizabeths childhood nothing of the Victorian nursery. Their parents saw them for at least an hour, twice a day, and they took their meals together.
  The Princesses had the run of the whole house rather than being confined to the top floor. Their parents took a close interest in everything they did.


  Their desire was to give their daughters a happy childhood, one that  in the duchesses words  they can always look back on. The Duke, cowed by a boisterous father and
  a more extrovert elder brother, had endured a painful childhood and wanted his own offspring to be much happier. The duchess came from a close, affectionate family and had grown up to be dutiful
  without the need for strict discipline. She saw to it that the lives of her daughters, as far as was possible, mirrored her own, with the same books and games and interests. Once they were old
  enough for school, there was no discussion of sending them to one. It was not only that there were no family precedents for such a move, but also that their parents were simply not willing to part
  with them.


  Queen Mary devised a curriculum. She considered it unnecessary for them to learn much about arithmetic, since there would be little need for that. They must, of course, have a great deal of history, as well as knowing something of current affairs. In addition to The Childrens Newspaper, they therefore read Punch, whose beautifully drawn
  cartoons in those days were a joy to look at  and The Times. They had lessons in the Bible and poetry to learn. She chose for them a number of suitable books, childrens
  classics with which they should be acquainted. Elizabeths favourite, understandably, was Black Beauty. There was singing, drawing and painting, and needlework  although
  Elizabeth made little progress with this. As with Victorian princesses half a century earlier, there was no need to take formal education too seriously. So long as they had good manners, and were
  armed with a few accomplishments, there was no requirement for much further general education.


  It was not an onerous system. There was no question of intensive learning, nor of exams looming at any time in the future. Each lesson lasted only half an hour, and every afternoon was free for
  playing or walks or some educational outing. The girls were taught six days a week, however, so on Saturdays they used an improvised schoolroom at Royal Lodge. In London their classes took place in
  a small chamber off their parents sitting room.


  Their governess, appointed in 1933, was Miss Marion Crawford. A Scot, she had been recruited from an aristocratic family, and one of her qualifications was that she liked to walk long distances.
  Nicknamed Crawfie by Elizabeth, she was to stay with the girls throughout their upbringing and to spend the war years with them at Windsor. She became greatly attached to her charges,
  and the Family in turn treated her as a confidante, but after she left their employ to marry she was to commit the terrible sin of writing about her experiences. She published two books, in 1950
  and 1953. The first, The Little Princesses, was an anecdotal account of the girls childhood. The second, Happy and Glorious, describe Elizabeths life before coming to
  the throne. Although the subject is clearly treated from her particular perspective, the picture she gives of the whole family is an affectionate one. They are largely
  sympathetic portrayals of the Yorks both before and after the Duke became King, and they provide a wealth of information on the domestic lives of the girls. The books outraged the Family but did
  more than a little to increase its popularity. They have been extensively mined by historians  they are the only detailed record available of the Princesses girlhood  but the
  Family never forgave the author for this breach of privacy.


  Riding continued to be the girls passion. Not only did the Princesses increase their collection of toy horses, but they also learned to handle real ones. Elizabeth, at the age of four,
  had been taught to ride on the orders of King George by his stud-groom. The child was a very willing pupil and regarded her teacher, Owen, with respectful awe. She rapidly gained from him a
  detailed knowledge of tack and saddlery and feed, and these things became her chief topic of conversation. The Princesses were also given the use of a pony cart that had belonged to Queen
  Alexandra. Even when they were in London, they had the opportunity to see horses at close quarters, for the Royal Mews was a short walk away. They would often ask the grooms: Please may we
  go and talk to the horses?


  As can be seen, Elizabeth was the product of an extremely happy and close-knit background. She and Margaret grew up in a sheltered environment, surrounded by deference and
  overwhelming parental love, able to indulge to the full their passion for pets and countryside, able to avoid school subjects that did not interest them, and unquestioning of their position or the
  peculiar circumstances that went with it. Their parents deliberately sought to give them an idyllic childhood, rather than one that would fit them for life through rigorous training, discipline and
  competition, as tended to be the practice with princes.


  To further their education, the girls went on a series of expeditions by their grandmother and others. To let them experience the everyday life of the capital they were taken
  by Miss Crawford on the Underground to Tottenham Court Road, where they had tea at the YWCA  though they were recognised and had to be rescued from a curious crowd by their detective.
  Although this sounds a mundane enough interlude, it had needed to be planned far ahead, like everything they did, and it would have been for them a considerable expedition. They enjoyed the novelty
  of handling money, a thing they almost never did, and of figuring out what the different coins were worth.


  They went to see the Royal Mint, and visited the great repositories of culture  Hampton Court, the British Museum, Madame Tussauds (where Elizabeths wax effigy sat on a
  pony) and the Victoria and Albert. In this latter they would have seen the gallery of plaster casts of statues and monuments. The striking full-sized naked figure of Michelangelos David is
  among them. To this day, visitors who go round to the back of its plinth will see, in a frame, an appropriately sized plaster fig-leaf that was always put on the statue when it was known that Queen
  Mary was going to visit. The princesses upbringing was sheltered indeed. Their memories of these trips were dominated by the upright figure of their grandmother, sailing ahead of them to
  point things out while they attempted to keep up.


  The placid life led by the girls was to be shattered, suddenly, when their Uncle David abdicated the throne on 10 December 1936. They had learned very little of the unfolding crisis, and
  discovered its full implications only on the day that their father succeeded his brother, for Elizabeth saw in the hall a letter left for Her Majesty the Queen and asked:
  Thats Mummy now, isnt it?. Margaret, now also aware of the implications, asked her sister if she would be the next queen. Yes, said Elizabeth, some
  day. Poor you! replied Margaret.


  Elizabeth was aware of the concern of both her parents, and perhaps of her fathers outright horror at the prospect that was opening up before him. She heard her mother
  say: We must take what is coming to us and make the best of it. There are going to be great changes. One of these was the removal of the family to Buckingham Palace (You mean
  for ever? asked Elizabeth when told), a home that no generation of Royals seems to like. It is vast, gloomy, uncomfortable and easy to get lost in. Although only across the road from their
  old house, it seemed a world away.


  Nevertheless, it cast a spell over the sisters. While their grandfather was alive it would have been an intimidating place. Now it belonged to their parents, and could be properly explored
  without the need to be well behaved. No child could inherit such a kingdom and be unimpressed. There were lengthy corridors  on which they could ride their tricycles  mysterious
  stairs, cellars and an entire inner quadrangle. The Throne Room, let alone the Ballroom, must have inspired awe. The gardens were vast, not overlooked, and entirely private  though they
  offered glimpses of the passing world. Best of all, the Royal Mews with their stalls and placid, munching horses were only yards away. It really must have been a huge adventure. The girls lined up
  their equine toys in the passageway outside their second-floor suite of rooms, although the King had their rocking horse put outside his study so that he could hear the sounds of his children
  romping. This may have been some compensation for the fact that their parents, and particularly their father, could no longer give them the attention to which they had been accustomed.


  Once the Duke became King, Elizabeths position naturally also changed. She was now second in line to the throne. It is said that from then on she prayed every night for a brother to
  supersede her. The recent crisis was banished from conversation as if it had not happened. The Family was now fixed upon its new destiny. Elizabeth had undergone a basic education in royal behaviour. Now she was to be schooled specifically for her future tasks. Her father, as a second son, had had no training to be anything but a naval officer. He had been
   and remained  terrified of the prospect of ruling. His father, George V, had also been a second son and had experienced a similar naval career. His grandfather, Edward VII, had been
  deliberately kept from taking any part in affairs of state, and as a result had led a sybaritic, largely unproductive life until he succeeded at the age of 64. The new King was determined that his
  own successor would not come to the throne with such a lack of relevant experience. There was no recent precedent for the education of a female heir to the throne. The boys of previous generations
  had simply been packed off into the Navy or given vague courses of education with tutors and at universities. The King himself took on the task of instructing Elizabeth in the performance of a
  monarchs duties, and a famous photograph, taken when Elizabeth was aged 16, captures this passing on of experience. It shows the King at his desk with his daughter looking over his shoulder
  as he explains a document from his dispatch box. This image perfectly captures the sense of close association between father and daughter, between the monarchs of the present and future.


  She not only learned about administration but also about standing for long hours without getting tired, and never looking peevish, unhappy, tearful or bored. All her life she had seen her
  relations going about their duty  waving to crowds, greeting, taking salutes, inspecting people or places. She absorbed this subconsciously and found that she could do it too.


  Another point was perhaps unspoken but obvious: while her father and grandmother offered examples of how a monarch should behave, her Uncle David  by now in exile on the Continent 
  showed how the job should not be done. As Prince of Wales he had been famous for a magnetic charm, and this had made many friends for the monarchy during his overseas tours. There had always,
  however, been stories of his petulance, self-indulgence and downright rudeness to mar the image that his subjects wished to have of him. As monarch for a few months in 1936 he
  was too preoccupied with Mrs Simpson to give his full attention to matters of state. He proved an extremely half-hearted sovereign, brusquely impatient with the trappings  and obligations
   of his position and of the dedication and efforts of those who served him. When he decided to give up the throne, the disappointment with him felt by many in the Empire turned to resentment
  and hostility. Elizabeth had always been fond of him. He had been a frequent visitor to the Yorks and an indulgent uncle to the girls, who had been gratified by his interest in them (every
  Christmas he gave Elizabeth one of A. A. Milnes books), although they had seen much less of him since he became King and his personal life grew more complicated. Now Elizabeth saw the effect
  of his selfishness on her family, the monarchy and the public. Queen Mary never forgave him. Her parents lives seemed ruined. The Crown appeared to be at its most unpopular since the years
  of Victorias seclusion. Perhaps some of the determination to be above reproach that has guided Queen Elizabeth has been the result of witnessing this upheaval.


  Before the ink was even dry on the Instrument of Abdication, Queen Mary had begun to take a more detailed interest in the education of her eldest granddaughter. From now on, no child produced by
  the Duke of Windsor  as he was now styled  would be of any importance. Elizabeths thoughts and energies, as well as those of the people around her, must be focused on preparing
  her urgently for the future. Queen Mary sent for the girls curriculum, studied it and made important changes. There was to be much more history, and there was more learning and reciting of
  poetry, since it encouraged a feel for the power and rhythm of words, and trained the memory. The lessons would now grow longer, which was appropriate anyway, since the girls were getting
  older.


  Elizabeth herself was naturally conscious of the new mood around her. She was galvanised to pay even greater attention in the classroom, to strain even harder to meet the
  expectations of family and public. I will be good, she vowed, repeating  consciously or otherwise  word-for-word a statement made 100 years earlier by Princess
  Victoria.


  An imaginative and curious child, she was captivated by the past (History is so thrilling! she once enthused). It is perhaps not difficult to see the relevance of the
  subject when it deals so much with your own ancestors, when you are surrounded by their portraits and their possessions, and when you know that you yourself are likely to play some role in the
  continuing story of the nation. Marion Crawford described looking with her at the portrait of Queen Elizabeth in the Royal Library at Windsor, which had once been the Queens bedchamber.
  Sometimes, she recalled, my stories were told on the very scene of the historic events I described. As her predecessor, Princess Victoria, had been in childhood,
  Princess Elizabeth was fascinated by the figure of the great queen. She even learned by heart Elizabeths speech to her troops at Tilbury. The girls were also able to use the Royal
  collections for their education. Every week Miss Crawford had some piece from the picture store sent up to the schoolroom for them to study.


  Elizabeth loved the ceremonies, the costumes and the music that went with state occasions and which were the very embodiment of history. This was particularly noticeable in the months before her
  fathers Coronation in the summer of 1937, for this event meant the assembling of all the splendidly costumed officials of which the United Kingdom has so many. Once again, she knew her place
  in the hierarchy of the Court, and the functions that her parents and grandmother would fulfil. She knew the titles of office-holders and the names of foreign royalty who were coming to stay for
  the occasion (she reprimanded Miss Crawford for failing to recognise, and curtsy to, King Haakon of Norway in the gardens of Buckingham Palace). Once again, it was not difficult
  to be enchanted by the glitter of ceremonial when you yourself were part of it, when you knew so many of those involved, and when any of them would answer your questions. It was also rather
  head-turning to be able to command the resources of the monarchy. When Princess Elizabeth was 13 her favourite musical was Rose Marie. On her birthday she asked the band of the Scots Guards
  to play tunes from it at Windsor.


  The King, knowing that his eldest daughter might well have her own Coronation within a decade or two, used the occasion to teach her about the ceremony, its participants and its significance. He
  had a picture book created that showed the event from beginning to end, and went through it with her. Queen Mary, too, found a guide to the Coronation procession, this time a relic from the reign
  of Victoria, and similarly explained the names and functions of the people depicted. Their present-day counterparts could be introduced to the children as they came to the Palace to attend
  rehearsals. The king was, in any case, given to discussing with her affairs of state, and it was observed that he spoke to her as to an equal.


  Elizabeth had already, as a small girl, learned how to wave to crowds. She had understood all her life that people wanted to see her, and that it was a kindness to make herself visible.
  Gradually, during the 1930s, she became more noticeable at Royal occasions. She was a bridesmaid at the wedding of her uncle, the Duke of Kent, in 1934. She participated in the celebrations for her
  grandfathers Silver Jubilee. In May 1937, she attended her fathers Coronation. She began accompanying her father to events, such as the opening of the National Maritime Museum, and
  she made a speech in French to welcome the future French President Ren Coty, as well as greeting other Coronation guests.


  Elizabeth took a sisterly interest in Margaret and hoped she would behave (she is rather young for a coronation). She told her that, in the Abbey: If you see someone
  in a funny hat, you are not to point at it and laugh.


  The ceremony itself took place on 12 May 1937. Elizabeth was encouraged to write a journal of the event, and she did so with characteristic thoroughness. On lined paper she
  wrote neatly in pencil: The Coronation, 12 May 1937. To Mummy and Papa. From Lilibet By Herself. It is preserved in the Royal Archives. It describes the noise of the crowds outside
  the Palace early that morning, and how the sisters  not yet dressed  watched them through the windows. She writes of the carriage-drive to the Abbey, and the splendour, colour and
  monotony within. She watched, very solemnly (judging by photographs), the whole of the lengthy and complex ceremony, and appeared with her parents and sister afterward on the Palace balcony to
  greet the crowds. She and Margaret seemed, in their velvet trains and coronets, straight out of a fairy tale.


  Soon afterwards she reached the age at which her contemporaries were beginning secondary school, and her own education took a further step forward. It was arranged that she should take lessons
  in constitutional history from the Vice Provost of Eton. Henry Marten was amiably professorial, charming and  after teaching generations of boys the complexities of Britains past and
  present  extremely capable. The History of England, of which he was co-author, was a seminal textbook. The Princess visited him twice weekly in company with Miss Crawford, who had no
  role in this process but that of observer. They sat in his untidy, book-filled study  where he kept a tame raven  while he expatiated on the mysteries of this subject. He had never
  taught a girl pupil, and had a tendency based on long habit to address her as Gentlemen. Like her father and grandfather, she was taken exhaustively through that bible of monarchy,
  Walter Bagehots English Constitution. Although published in 1867, it was as relevant as ever, and her son would one day study it in turn. Elizabeth, always diligent, took copious
  notes on the green-covered exercise books that were used by the schoolboys while her governess was invited by the affable Marten to relax with a novel.


  These sessions may not sound much like a formal education, but they were of immense value. The heir to the throne received, through them, one-to-one tuition specifically
  tailored to her own circumstances and future from a man who was perhaps the most gifted history teacher of his generation. She studied Trevelyans English Social History and G. R.
  Eltons Imperial Commonwealth. Her tutor discoursed on disparate aspects of law, on the role of Parliament and on economics. To teach her about international affairs he produced
  an umbrella that opened into a map of the world. To deal with constitutional matters he invented a sort of jigsaw, each piece of which represented some office-holder or aspect of the state, and
  made the whole subject comprehensible. He must have won her affection not only for his endearing battiness but because he was a great admirer of her heroine Queen Victoria. With her powerful
  memory, the Princess retained a lot of what she was taught and she was set homework, which, if it was not good enough, might be marked N, for nonsense.


  The lessons continued for years. When the Princess was at Birkhall on the Balmoral estate, he posted her lessons to her. Once she was at Windsor after the war had begun, he carried his books up
  to the Castle and taught her there. Princess Margaret was not offered the opportunity to have tutorials with Marten. It was, she was told, not necessary. With the return of peace, he
  was to be knighted for his services. The ceremony took place in School Yard, Etons imposing quadrangle, in front of the assembled boys. He deserved this accolade, for he had done his job
  well. As Queen Elizabeth, his pupil has genuinely impressed advisors and politicians with her absolute command of constitutional matters. She was thoroughly grounded in the things she needed to
  know.


  Elizabeth was aged 13 when, in the summer of 1939 and a matter of weeks away from war, she experienced one of the most significant moments in her life. On 22 June she visited Britannia Royal
  Naval College at Dartmouth with her parents and sister. They arrived aboard the Royal Yacht, Victoria and Albert. The King was a former cadet and, although he had not
  shone there, he was happy to show his family around the buildings and grounds, where his elder daughter was to plant a tree. Elizabeth and Margaret were not allowed to visit the College itself,
  owing to an outbreak of mumps, and were instead sent to the home of the Captain (Commanding Officer) where they had somehow to be entertained for several hours. A young cadet, Prince Philip of
  Greece, who was the nephew of the kings cousin, Dickie Countbatten, was given the task, and he did not relish the company of two small girls. They played for a short while with
  the train set of the Captains son, and then Philip suggested they go to a nearby tennis court, where he showed off by jumping over the net. After a tea at which he put away a gargantuan
  amount of shrimps, the visit came to an end. Victoria and Albert steamed out of Dartmouth Harbour accompanied by a fleet of small craft manned by members of the College. Most turned back
  once in the choppier waters of the open sea, but a single boat continued relentlessly to follow until the King became annoyed at the danger in which its occupant was placing himself. Philip 
  for it was he  had to be ordered by loud-hailer to return.


  This story has passed into legend. It was first recounted by Miss Crawford, who was present. Elizabeth was deeply impressed by Philips handsome appearance, his athletic ability and his
  brash self-confidence, so much at odds with her own more reserved nature. Whether or not the details are correct, there can be no doubt that at some time in the months and years that followed she
  fell seriously in love with him.
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