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For fans of the Netflix series The Crown and from the author of the New York Times bestseller 17
Carnations comes a captivating biography of Wallis Simpson, the notorious woman for whom
Edward VIII gave up the throne."You have no idea how hard it is to live out a great romance." --
Wallis SimpsonBefore she became known as the woman who enticed a king from his throne and
birthright, Bessie Wallis Warfield was a prudish and particular girl from Baltimore. At turns
imaginative, ambitious, and spoiled, Wallis's first words as recalled by her family were "me, me."
From that young age, she was in want of nothing but stability, status, and social acceptance as
she fought to climb the social ladder and take her place in London society. As irony would have
it, she would gain the love and devotion of a king, but only at the cost of his throne and her
reputation.In Wallis in Love, acclaimed biographer Andrew Morton offers a fresh portrait of Wallis
Simpson in all her vibrancy and brazenness as she transformed from a hard-nosed gold-digger
to charming chatelaine. Using diary entries, letters, and other never-before-seen records,
Morton takes us through Wallis's romantic adventures in Washington, China, and her entrance
into the strange wonderland that is London society. During her journey, we meet an extraordinary
array of characters, many of whom smoothed the way for her dalliance with the king of England,
Edward VIII.Wallis in Love goes beyond Wallis's infamous persona and reveals a complex,
domineering woman striving to determine her own fate and grapple with matters of the heart.

About the AuthorAndrew Morton studied history at the University of Sussex, England, with a
focus on aristocracy and the 1930s. Morton has written biographies featuring the British Royal
Family as well as celebrities, including Tom Cruise, Angelina Jolie, and Madonna. His bestselling
biography of Princess Diana, Diana: Her True Story, met with international acclaim as "the
closest we will ever come to her autobiography." --This text refers to the paperback
edition.Review"The best account so far of the most notorious woman-and most dangerous
threat to the British royal family-of the twentieth century. Andrew Morton presents a convincing
picture of Wallis Simpson's rip-roaring sexual and social adventures and her curious marriage to
the Duke of Windsor."―Sarah Bradford, international bestselling author of Elizabeth: A
Biography of Her Majesty the Queen and Diana"Remarkable. Supersedes and surpasses all
previous Wallis biographies with its wealth of new detail and insight. Andrew Morton's crowning
achievement."―Christopher Wilson, author of Dancing with the Devil: The Windsors and Jimmy
Donahue"The best known chronicler of the Royals, Andrew Morton provides tantalizing new
details about the scandalous life of Wallis Simpson."―Meryl Gordon, New York Times
bestselling author of Bunny Mellon: The Life of an American Style Legend --This text refers to
the paperback edition.
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Grand Jas cemetery lies to the north of the Riviera resort of Cannes, the nine-hectare site
bounded by the road to the perfume-making town of Grasse.A brief but stiffish uphill climb brings
the curious and the grieving to the entrance of the Protestant portion of the 150-year-old
cemetery. The stone pillars supporting the stern iron gates bear the legend “I believe in the
resurrection of the dead” in both French and English.Inside is a roll call of the famous, the well-
known, and the simply anonymous who were drawn from around the world to make Cannes their
home—and their final resting place. The English Square, known also as the cimetière anglais, is
dominated by a statue of Henry Brougham, who turned Cannes from a sleepy fishing village into
the resort town it is today. Laid to rest among the quiet rows are sculptors, singers, pioneer
pilots, dukes, soldiers—including two holders of the Victoria Cross, the United Kingdom’s
highest military honour—and Peter Carl Fabergé of the Russian jewellery family, whose eggs



crusted with diamonds, rubies, sapphires, and other gems were gobbled up by the last Russian
czar. There is a Nobel Prize winner—French biochemist Jacques Monod—a rhyme of poets,
including the Irish bard William Bonaparte-Wyse and writer Klaus Mann, son of Death in Venice
author Thomas, as well as the ballerina Olga Khokhlova, Pablo Picasso’s first wife.There are
lesser lights, too. Those originally from Camden Town in north London, for example, or Victoria in
Australia, and, beneath a stand of cypress trees, ones from Hyde Park in upper New York State.
While the Americans are well outnumbered by the British, this grave, with its badly discoloured
headstone, intrigues. What an extraordinary story the marble slab covers over, of the three silent
inhabitants who lie beneath. It is the grave of Herman Livingston Rogers, his first wife, Katherine
Moore, and his second wife, Lucy, or Marie Lucie Catherine as she styled herself in later life. The
inscriptions on the gravestone state that the first wife was “beloved,” the second “devoted,” but
what of the third woman who also loved the wealthy Renaissance man who counted princes and
presidents in his circle? She was born in a wooden shack in a mountain holiday resort and
named Bessie Wallis Warfield. She married a Navy pilot, a shipping broker, and a king. She
deeply touched the lives of all three occupants of this particular plot in Grand Jas—and many
more beyond. Though a king gave up his throne for her, it was Herman Livingston Rogers whom
she called “the love of my life.”He was her best friend, companion, advisor, and surrogate
husband. Just days before she married her royal suitor, a man who had prostrated himself and
his kingdom in order to win her hand, she seemingly offered to have Herman’s child.She was an
unlikely seductress, more interested in cooking than coitus, her heart under careful control. Nor
was this woman who caused so much chaos and commotion in the British constitution and in the
hearts of men much to look at—rawboned, square-jawed, outsize hands, and a rasping voice
that some found irritating. Yet she enticed men into her orbit, be they single, married, gay, or
straight. Women, too, were fascinated by her style and her chutzpah.Wallis was capable of love,
passion, and desire—but not always with the men she married. She liked to say that hers was a
simple story. It was nothing of the kind. Wallis was an endlessly complex and intriguing woman,
beguiling, infuriating. There is no plaque outside her Baltimore home at 212 East Biddle Street in
once fashionable Mount Vernon, but there are those who believe she should be remembered
with a statue on the famously unoccupied fourth plinth in Trafalgar Square in central London for
saving the British from her pro-Nazi royal husband at a critical moment in their island saga as
they faced Hitler’s eager battalions, war-weary and alone. This is the story of a most
extraordinary American who, single-handed, changed the history of the British royal family and
arguably the destiny of the British people.CHAPTER ONE“All Is Love”Unkempt, unruly, and
untidy, Miss Minerva Buckner was hardly a model teacher. She ignored school bells, bath
schedules, and timetables. While she had a brilliant mind and had travelled extensively around
Europe, she was feared for her violent temper and mordant wit. The lazy, the slow, and the
stupid dreaded her classes, where she taught French and German. “Miss Buckner went on like a
crazy person. I want to come home,” one of her pupils wrote plaintively to her mother.There was
one exception. Bessie Wallis Warfield loved Miss Buckner’s classes and adored the somewhat



doughy and gangling teacher with a haphazard appreciation of personal hygiene. Miss Buckner
was her first love, the besotted teenage schoolgirl sitting at her feet in the wooded grounds of
Oldfields girls’ boarding school as she read the love poetry of Arthur Rimbaud and German poet
Rainer Maria Rilke.You who never arrivedin my arms, Beloved, who were lostfrom the
startIndeed, the line from Rilke’s “You Who Never Arrived” could have been the theme for
Wallis’s hopeless juvenile enchantment.Wallis saved her pocket money to buy Miss Buckner
presents, on one occasion giving her an enormous fern from a florist in Baltimore, an hour’s
steam train journey away through the heavily wooded Maryland countryside.Wallis later recalled:
“She was very appreciative. She was a very ugly woman but a very nice one. I took a great fancy
to her. I had a huge crush.”Wallis was not the only one vying for the attentions of the firmly
unmarried Miss Buckner, an outsize personality with the reputation for telling “mildly improper”
anecdotes. In the polite language of the day, her “boon companion” was fellow teacher “Miss
Alie” McMurran, the two ladies feeding birds in the woods around Glencoe and going for gentle
nature rambles together where they looked for the “earliest spring flowers.”Wallis was fickle with
her heart: She also fell madly in love with the ravishing if firm Charlotte Noland, who ran a
summer camp for young girls called Burrland. Wallis spent long dreamy days and hot Virginia
nights mooning over the svelte, athletic horsewoman and basketball player. In a phrase that
could be culled from a modern erotic novel, she described the rangy Miss Noland as a woman
with a “mixture of gay, deft teasing and a drill sergeant’s sternness.” She recalled: “I had a terrible
crush on Miss Charlotte, of course I don’t know any girl who hasn’t who ever came in contact
with her.” She was speaking no less than the truth.When the divine Miss Noland, who later
founded Foxcroft girls’ school in Virginia, paid a brief visit to see her sister at Oldfields all-girls
school, half the pupils swooned away. As Wallis’s great friend Mary Kirk, who was more than half
in love with Wallis herself, wrote to her mother: “By the time she [Miss Noland] is ready to go
back, a dozen girls will have developed a crush, Wallis is already that way and terrifically wild
with excitement.” All the more so when Miss Noland, who later became co-master of the
Middleburg Hunt, invited Wallis and Mary for a ride in her new car, stopping at a country store for
refreshments. On another occasion in the summer of 1913 she and Wallis, now seventeen, went
together for a “tiny little” ride together. Such was their intimacy that the boyish Wallis was
permitted to call Miss Noland “Lotty,” the teasing sexual ambiguity of their relationship never fully
expressed—nor, presumably, resolved. This friendship may have made Mary just a little jealous.
As she innocently confessed to her mother: “I cannot help thinking about Wallis all the time.”That
said, Wallis was an equal-opportunity admirer, her passion for Lotty balanced by a crush on her
brother Philip, who was more than twenty years Wallis’s senior. Much to the irritation of her
mother, Alice Warfield, she spent days wailing and sobbing because he left her love unrequited,
never responding to her ardent missives.Her schooldays were little different from those of many
pubescent young girls cloistered in the febrile hothouse atmosphere of a remote all-girls school
where sexual passions were heightened, emotions intense, and every tiny event treated as high
drama. When Wallis sang “Dear delightful women, how I simply love them all” at a concert, she



was crooning from her heart. Older pupils treated the mooning behaviour of juniors ruthlessly.
For example, when Wallis, a school newbie, and another girl were vying for the affection of a
senior girl, Wallis was told that she would be chosen only if she bought her gifts or gave her
money.In the top-floor dormitory that she shared with Mary Kirk, whom Wallis described as a
“beautiful little partridge,” the two whispered confidences late into the night. However, the chatter
between Wallis and the red-haired daughter of America’s oldest silversmith was often
interrupted by an irate teacher. Their giggly gossip centred around other girls, their teachers, and
people they knew. It was not long, though, before their conversational agenda was dominated by
one item: boys. Boys were the great unknown, their ways, their looks, and their activities an
intriguing, endless mystery. A mystery that Wallis was determined to solve as soon as
possible.She was at a distinct disadvantage. The woman who one day would be a byword for
grand passion and a barely believable love affair between an English king and an American
commoner had known very few males, role models or not, in her young life. For the most part
they were dead, diseased, or distant figures.Her young father, Teackle Wallis Warfield, died of
tuberculosis on November 15, 1896, just five months after her birth on June 19. The marriage of
her father and mother, Alice Montague, was strongly opposed by both families for obvious
reasons: Teackle was in the final stages of a disease that was, at that time, highly contagious
and incurable. Given the fact that certain strains of tuberculosis cause sterility, it was a miracle
that he was even able to father a child.It seems, though, that social proprieties trumped social
disease, the couple marrying on November 19, 1895, when Alice—or Alys as she liked to call
herself—was two months pregnant with her first baby. This sense of social disgrace perhaps
explains why there was no fanfare or newspaper report, just a quiet ceremony in a side chamber
of the Church of St. Michael and All Angels in Baltimore. Again when Wallis was born in a
roughly built wooden cottage at the Monterey Inn in the resort of Blue Ridge Summit in the state
of Pennsylvania, there was no announcement in the Baltimore newspapers, merely an update on
Teackle’s declining condition.He breathed his last at the Baltimore home of his elder brother,
Solomon Davies Warfield, known as Uncle Sol, just a few weeks after his daughter’s christening,
which was held at Emmanuel Episcopal Church in Mount Vernon on October 19, 1896. Such
was the fear surrounding tuberculosis that her sick father was not allowed to hold or touch her in
case he infected his daughter. The poor man was permitted only to look at a photograph of his
baby daughter three days before he died.The TB epidemic was so severe that trainee doctors at
the local Johns Hopkins medical school were instructed to sleep outside during the summer
months, where the air was fresher. Even a romantic kiss could spell certain death. When Teackle
Warfield was buried at Green Mount Cemetery, the family struggled to find pallbearers willing to
carry his coffin.After Teackle was laid to rest, his destitute widow found little comfort from her
own family. Her father, William Latane Montague, a one-time stockbroker in New York, remained
150 miles south in Richmond, Virginia, with his second wife, Mary E. Hazlett. There were no
offers of accommodation from that quarter. In the narrative of Wallis’s life, her maternal
grandfather plays no part even though he stayed with her mother in her terraced house at 212



East Biddle Street during his final illness, dying in April 1909 when Wallis was twelve.The one
man who did influence her life was her uncle Sol. In her eyes he was a grumpy curmudgeon
whose grudging charity barely kept her and her mother afloat. However, he was the only family
member who invited mother and baby to stay with him and his mother, Anna, in a three-storey
townhouse on Preston Street in the Mount Vernon district of Baltimore.From the beginning it was
a socially and physically awkward arrangement. After all, it was Uncle Sol who had led the
solemn Warfield family delegation to plead with Alice and Teackle against marriage because of
his brother’s terminal condition. They ignored him and other family members.With her own family
seemingly reluctant to help, Alice threw herself at his mercy. He provided shelter, food, and, in
time, paid for Wallis’s formal education. Wallis was raised in the bosom of the Warfield family.
Just as the infant baby’s first names, Bessie Wallis, represented the two sides of the family,
being the names of her father and her mother’s older sister, Bessie Buchanan Merryman, so she
often ascribed the contradictory qualities of her character to the contrasts between the two
families, the Warfields and the Montagues.The Warfields were a reputable, somewhat stolid
Baltimore family with deep-rooted business and political traditions. Prosperous and
distinguished, like many of the Warfield men, Sol was a successful businessman in his own
right, a friend to three American presidents, and his financial acumen saw him appointed the
youngest postmaster in the city’s history. Described by the Baltimore Sun as a “remarkable man
sometimes approaching ruthless in his methods,” he listed big-game hunting, fishing, and golf as
his leisure pursuits.“Ruthless,” though, was not a word that found favour in the Warfield clan. It
touched a raw nerve. For they had built their various fortunes on the back of slave labour. Until
slavery was abolished in 1865, the family had been slave owners and occasional slave traders,
keeping their unwilling flock in order by threatening to sell them South, where conditions were
more brutal and inhumane than in Maryland. While there is an 1837 agreement with regard to
selling a “Negro slave girl named Sally” in the Warfield family papers, they considered
themselves benign and enlightened masters. Not that many families keep albums of pictures
showing a lynching, as the Warfields did.Wallis’s third cousin Edwin Warfield, who was elected
forty-fifth governor of Maryland in 1903, gave several speeches on “Slavery as I knew it.” Edwin
himself was raised on the Oakdale plantation in Howard County, where the family’s slaves were
housed in a long oak cabin. His tolerance went only so far. When he stood for governor, Edwin, a
Democrat, did so on a platform of white supremacy, believing that poorly educated blacks
should be denied the franchise.As governor he was involved in an attempted lynching that was
as farcical as it was grotesque. In July 1906, shortly after Wallis’s tenth birthday, a Negro named
William Lee was due to be hanged after being found guilty of assaulting two white women. Such
was the outcry that Governor Warfield had the culprit kept in Baltimore jail so as to escape a
lynch mob intent on burning him alive. The condemned man was spirited away by steamboat to
nearby Somerset County, followed by an angry armada of boats filled with outraged local men.
The law narrowly won, and Lee was hanged on a gallows hastily erected on an island in
Chesapeake Bay, before the mob were able to land. As the whole city of Baltimore was in



excited tumult, Wallis would have been aware of the episode, especially as it involved cousin
Edwin.By contrast the dramas on the maternal side of Wallis’s family were entirely domestic. The
Montagues were devil-may-care in this life and rarely worried about the devil in the next. The
men exuded typical Southern charm, which did not, as Wallis tartly observed, “put money in the
bank.” As she would later describe, they lived a “more hazardous, more adventurous” life, which
was a polite way of saying that they were feckless. As for the women, they were noted beauties,
particularly her mother, her aunt Bessie, and cousin Corinne, who didn’t take life or themselves
too seriously. As Wallis’s uncle, Major General George Barnett, observed of the Montague clan:
“They are wonderful, witty, intelligent people—and they will tell you so themselves.”While the
contrasting fortunes and characters of the Montagues and Warfields explain Wallis’s
background, the real emotional dynamic of her life was between Alice, her mother; Anna, her
paternal grandmother; and, in later life, her mother’s older sister, Aunt Bessie. It is noticeable
that in her bowdlerized memoir, The Heart Has Its Reasons, her grandmother takes early centre
stage. Prim, proper, upright—she trained Wallis to sit with a ramrod-straight back—she always
had the well-thumbed Warfield family Bible on a table next to her rosewood rocking chair. In her
early sixties and still in her widow’s weeds after the death of her husband twenty or so years
before, she cut a striking and self-possessed figure, sitting alone in the shadows, rocking back
and forth, watching and wary, her tongue as sharp as her eyes.Though her grandmother
seemed to have stepped out of one of Charles Dickens’s brooding Gothic novels, Wallis had, for
the most part, fond memories of her, feeling an emotional kinship with a woman of unbending
principle and chilly control, aristocratic both in her demeanour and her bearing. She even named
her life-size doll, Anna, after this indomitable lady.Kind, peaceful, and full of common sense was
Wallis’s assessment of her grandmother. Her advice, though, was straight out of a censorious
Never-Never-Land: “Never let a man kiss your hand. If you do, he’ll never ask you to marry him.
Never marry a Yankee. Never drink coffee, it will turn your skin yellow.” Her continuous stream of
warnings and counsel bred in Wallis a timidity and caution about the world that lay beyond the
thick oak door of 34 East Preston Street.For all these constraints, Wallis felt that she belonged
within this conservative, comfortable, and socially significant milieu. The Warfields stood for
stability, safety, and, most important, status. In Baltimore, a Warfield was somebody. Wallis,
prudish and particular, is much more critical of her mother. Even though she acknowledges
Alice’s endless sacrifices on her behalf, she disapproved of her haphazard values and rackety
lifestyle. The sense of disappointment with her mother, who danced and skipped her way
through life, is palpable.Small, blonde, with striking blue eyes which Wallis inherited, Alice had a
sharp tongue and a quick wit. She had a way of saying something amusing and then looking
amazed that her comment made others laugh. Such was the endless flow of bons mots, that her
friends encouraged her to have her witticisms published. She followed their advice, sending her
efforts to the weekly magazine Town Talk. Sample: “Why do leaves turn red in the fall? Because
there are so many bare limbs around.” The editor chuckled, sent her five dollars, and asked for
more. It helped pay the bills.Wallis, though, was not amused, believing that her mother’s wit was



so pungent and caustic that she lost friends and soured relationships, leaving those at the
receiving end of her sarcasm feeling inferior and belittled. As her sister, Bessie, acknowledged,
she had a vindictive tongue, a quality her daughter inherited.Wallis had cause to feel the sting of
her mother’s waspish barbs. “Nobody is as ugly as Wallis when she is bored,” her mother would
comment, a phrase calibrated to hurt her daughter.As light-hearted and gay as she seemed,
Alice clashed frequently with her daughter, the two women fundamentally differing in desire and
ambition. Alice was content with her poor Southern background, her daughter never satisfied
with her lot, always seeking the next rung up the social ladder. Her first words, recalled members
of her family, were not “Ma, Ma” but “me, me.”As a little girl she named dolls after two of the
wealthiest and most glamorous women in America, Mrs. Astor of Virginia and Mrs. Vanderbilt of
New York. She would leaf through her mother’s magazines looking at pictures of beautiful
women dressed in jewels and furs and point to them with a long hatpin. Then she would make
up stories of balls, banquets, and billets-doux, populating this glamorous make-believe world
with princes, princesses, kings, and queens.Wallis had two other paper dolls, whom she named
ABC and Gubby, two men-about-town. They were members of the exclusive men-only Maryland
Club, where only the most prestigious and prosperous could enter. “She would sit in a corner
quietly having imaginary conversations and then fly into a rage if anyone interrupted her,”
recalled Aunt Bessie. “She had the greatest imagination of any child I ever saw.”By a strange
twist of fate, Wallis’s neighbour, who literally lived across the street in Baltimore, was another
future luminary: Gertrude Stein, an expressive dreamer who captured the zeitgeist of the Jazz
Era. Stein, who would become the muse to what she called the “Lost Generation” of American
writers and artists, including Ernest Hemingway, F. Scott Fitzgerald, and Ezra Pound as well as
Pablo Picasso, Henri Matisse, and others, would one day imagine seeing the young Wallis at
play across Biddle Street, Baltimore, the street of terraced houses where they both lived.During
her days in Baltimore, Stein, who later lived in Paris with her lover, Alice B. Toklas, was a student
at Johns Hopkins medical college. Even then she was a controversial character who challenged
the male-dominated faculty while learning to smoke Havana cigars and how to box. In 1903 she
wrote Q.E.D., one of the earliest lesbian coming-out stories, based on a triangular female
relationship and set at Johns Hopkins.Once Wallis became famous, Stein was reminded of
those days in Mount Vernon, the novelist penning a story called Ida, in which Wallis was
sketched as an example of modern celebrity, of being famous for being famous. The ultimate
irony of this relationship by literary association is that, while there is an official city plaque
recognizing Gertrude Stein’s stay in Baltimore, there is nothing to commemorate the presence of
the woman who upturned a royal dynasty.While this imaginative young girl dreamed of being a
little princess—and was treated as one by the whole family—Wallis’s mother was the Cinderella,
cleaning, cooking, and sewing, wearing her fingers to the bone to make clothes for her daughter
and to sell to neighbours and friends. Wallis later admitted that she happily allowed her mother
to sacrifice her health and her energy in order to give her the best. “I had great control over her
because she adored me so much. Anything I did was right. I was a poor child and a spoilt child,



terribly spoilt.”Theirs was an odd kind of penury. They lived rent-free courtesy of Uncle Sol, they
never went hungry—Sunday lunch was invariably roast beef and Yorkshire puddings followed by
meringue and ice cream—and had a small army of servants to care for them. In the hot summer
months, when Baltimore was unbearable, Wallis had the pick of handsome working farms or
country estates owned by her wealthy relatives, places where donkey rides or visits to the
icehouse to pick out chilled watermelons were always on the menu.Though Wallis and her
mother never lived in poverty, their burden was living as the patronized poor relations. For longer
than they cared to recall, they depended on the sporadic and casual charity of Uncle Sol—and
Alice’s sewing ability—to pay for the little extras in life. Wallis came to hate springtime, that
period of bursting buds and hedgerow bustle, as it was a chirpy reminder that while her school
friends went on family excursions, Wallis was left hoping that she would be invited, knowing full
well that she could never reciprocate. She remembered spring as a “hideous” time of year.For a
girl who was all about control, her dependence on her uncle stained deep into her psyche. Half a
century later, when she was reviewing this time in her life, she remembered how difficult it was
for her proud mother to ask for charity—and what she described as her “granite faced” uncle’s
peculiarly “sadistic” behaviour when he handed out his largesse.During this ritual he would pass
Wallis what she called a tip, crunching up his money into a little ball before sliding it into her
hand. “You didn’t know if you had five dollars or five thousand,” she recalled. “You could hardly
wait to get out of the room, you almost ran, to open your hand to see what he had tipped
you.”She insinuates that her “ice cold” uncle had thawed towards her mother to the point where
he had declared his love. Beneath the stony visage was a man with a secret appreciation for
female opera singers, ballet dancers, and chorus girls, whose signed portraits decorated his
bachelor apartment in New York. Understandably, Alice could not tolerate living in such a
sexually charged atmosphere with a man she disdained. “A subtly disturbing situation seems to
have helped precipitate the separation,” recalled Wallis. “She was young and attractive, living
under the same roof, and she and Uncle Sol were inevitably thrown much together.”Wallis was
all for this possible marriage, feeling that her mother should have sacrificed herself so that Wallis
could enjoy the lifestyle of the rich and locally famous. That she spurned his advances perhaps
explains why Uncle Sol supplied only the bare financial necessities for Wallis and her mother.
“He hated to do anything for me. He did the minimum,” she complained. It is an unjust charge,
Uncle Sol funding Wallis’s education and social life until she married. Certainly he did more,
much more, that her mother’s family.At the same time, the vivacious widow was increasingly at
odds with her disapproving mother-in-law. Both were strong women who did not hesitate to
speak their minds. Alice would have found living under another woman’s roof—and rule—
frustrating and irritating. That she wanted to make a new life for herself and began seeing suitors
merely complicated matters. Eventually, Alice packed their bags and took rooms, first in the
Brexton residential hotel just a few hundred yards away and then at the nearby Preston
apartment house.Alice, impetuous and careless of the consequences, swapped the relative
security, comfort, and compromises of the Warfield home on Preston Street for a much more



precarious living, launching a paying dining club for friends and fellow lodgers. As much as
Wallis subsequently opined that life was harsh and threadbare, at times her mother was able to
hire two African-American maids, a cook, and a butler. One butler was a master of the
malapropism. When he solemnly told the assembled company, “Dinner is pronounced,” Alice
burst into gales of laughter, much to the poor man’s embarrassment.The speciality of Alice’s
dining club was Maryland terrapin. Most days a man would come along with a burlap bag filled
with terrapin, a delicacy made popular by schooner captain Albert LaVallette Jr., who started an
industry selling terrapins for a dollar an inch. They were then turned into a delicate soup that cost
around five dollars a bowl.The degree of difficulty of preparing this dish added an air of luxury to
the table. It required not only money, but also the skill and time to prepare it. Only the well-to-do
could afford the cost of mastering the recipe.During these dinner parties it was Alice, not her
cook, who took command of the kitchen. She was the one who selected the diamondbacks and
then put them in the basement to fatten up on cornmeal.After tucking into her carefully prepared
feast, washed down with expensive red Burgundy, her paying guests played poker late into the
night, watched, if she was not spotted, from the top of the stairs by a wide-eyed Wallis.“Those
were great days,” she recalled. Certainly more fun than listening to the ticking of the clocks and
the creak of Anna’s rocking chair in the still shadows of the Warfield residence. However, in her
memoir she painted this time with her mother in darker hues, as a period of privation and
poverty. “Life was such a struggle always you didn’t have time to sit around and discuss family
history, one was wondering where the next meal or dress was coming from,” she recalled.She
continually complained that her Warfield cousins enjoyed greater ease and certainty than she
ever did. This is the heart of the matter. Wallis was brought up in a world where she wanted for
nothing except stability, status, and social acceptance. She felt the stigma of being an outsider, a
complaint she laid at her mother’s door.In the small-minded world of Baltimore society, gossip
inevitably swirled around the pretty merry widow who had abruptly walked out on the city’s
postmaster, a pillar of the community, and was now hosting what appeared to be nothing short of
a gambling and drinking den. To those of the temperance persuasion this was only one step up
from running a brothel.Even though Uncle Sol paid for her rooms, Alice’s dining club was a
financial disaster. She cut her losses and lived with her sister, Bessie, for a time, before moving
into her own home, a three-storey terraced house at 212 East Biddle Street. Once again, Uncle
Sol may have underwritten the enterprise, allowing Alice to graduate from charging for meals to
renting rooms. As her sister, Bessie, commented wryly: “Alice didn’t live so much hand to mouth
as room to room.” One paying guest was Johns Hopkins graduate Dr. Charles F. Bove, who later
recalled an “exuberant” twelve-year-old girl with glossy black hair parted in braids like an “Indian
squaw” who helped her mother serve evening meals. He called her “Minnehaha”; she responded
with a wide grin. A few years later she was not smiling at headlines that screamed FROM
BOARDING HOUSE TO BALMORAL, insinuating that Wallis enjoyed a hardscrabble upbringing.
As Aunt Bessie indignantly observed: “Did they think we were from Tobacco Road?”At the time,
though, the decision by Wallis’s mother to run a boarding house was perhaps even more



calamitous. The gossips had a field day, hearsay built on rumour to the point where it was
whispered that Alice was living with another man. The sins of the mother also condemned the
daughter.As a young woman, Wallis was always looked on with suspicion by the matrons of
Maryland. Society interior designer Billy Baldwin remembered the local notoriety surrounding
Alice and Wallis Warfield: “Wallis’s mother, a very striking woman, had a lover, and he slept
openly in her house, which was impossible for Baltimore ladies to accept. Because of that, when
Wallis came out she was almost déclassé and had a very hard time making the grade.”Legend
has it that Uncle Sol offered to make Wallis heir to his fortune if she returned to Preston Street
and vowed not to see her “corrupt” mother any more. Her refusal merely stoked the theory that
Wallis was no better than her allegedly dissolute mother.Actually, on June 30, 1908, after more
than a decade as a respectable if down at heel widow, Alice remarried, this time to John
Freeman Rasin, the son of the leader of the local Democratic Party who, it seemed, had lodged
in Biddle Street. Once again she fell for a man who was incapacitated, Rasin suffering from heart
disease as well as a chronic and painful kidney complaint, Bright’s disease. While Rasin, known
as “Young Free,” was remembered as an indolent fellow, his days spent sitting in his favourite
chair, smoking cigarettes and reading the newspaper, it was his ill health that limited his activity.
For all his failings, he did have a trust fund which, for the first time, gave mother and daughter a
degree of independence from Uncle Sol.Used to being the centre of attention, or “centre of
attraction” as she put it, and doted on not just by her mother but her relatives, who considered
her an orphan, Wallis was devastated by this turn of events. She steadfastly refused to attend
the wedding, which was scheduled to take place in the drawing room at Biddle Street just a few
days after her twelfth birthday.It took all of Aunt Bessie’s soothing powers of persuasion,
together with the promise that she could look for a silver thimble, a dime, and a ring hidden in the
wedding cake, to convince the sobbing, foot-stomping girl to attend her mother’s wedding. The
cake paid the price. While the Reverend Francis X. Brady, president of Loyola College,
performed the ceremony in front of a small group of family and guests, Wallis was in the dining
room turning the cake into “Chinese chow” in her hunt for silverware. Her behaviour provoked
indulgent mirth—and from her stepfather, the placatory gifts of a fully stocked aquarium and a
French bulldog she called Bully.This episode fostered several life lessons for the young Wallis.
Spoiled and self-willed, Wallis thought her mother’s second marriage confirmed her belief that if
she was betrayed by the woman who loved her unconditionally, then the only person she could
truly trust was herself. As she matured she became her own best advisor, counsellor, and friend,
rarely showing the outside world any glimpse of what she was thinking and feeling. There was a
core of steel to her, a toughness, that even her mother could not reach. As Wallis recalled: “I kept
greatly within myself, very self-contained. Always filled with my own ideas and plans. Looking
forward never backward. Right or wrong, I made the big decisions in my life.” She always knew
her own mind, whether it was choosing the fabric and style of a dress for a social event or
deciding whether or not to call the doctor when she was ill. “Don’t call him, all he’ll say is spinach
and fresh air.”There is no denying that little Bessie Wallis Warfield stood out from the herd, a



quality greatly admired by her aunt Bessie: “She was always an individual, always something
different about her. She was the leader and knew what she wanted.”Her self-reliance, though,
was a source of frustration for her mother, Alice resenting that she was losing authority over her
growing child. On one occasion, Aunt Bessie was giving Wallis some advice when Alice burst
out sarcastically: “Why do you bother? Don’t you know that Wallis knows everything?”It was a
remark that cut deep, feeding a resentment she harboured forever. “That of course would
humiliate me more than anything in the world,” she recalled. Somewhat improbably, she added:
“When I grew up and studied philosophy I wished I had been able to answer with Socrates’
saying: ‘There is one thing I know and this is I know nothing.’ I only wished I could get that one
back at her.”The wedding cake saga also reinforced in her the feeling that she could get away
with murder and that she was able to bend others to her will. When, for instance, she decided
that mathematics, especially algebra, was beyond her, she convinced her mother to write to her
teachers to say it was bad for her health. Alice did as she was bid, informing Arundel school,
which Wallis attended near to her Mount Vernon home, that the prospect of algebra brought her
daughter out in hives.Again, when the tone-deaf schoolgirl became exasperated learning the
piano, she simply hid in the closet from her baffled tutor, Mrs. Jackson. Sometimes her mother
could still bring her to heel, on one occasion using a hairbrush on her derriere when, in a fit of
temper, she flung a bottle of black ink on her bed. Her fierce temper got the better of her at
school, too—she whacked a fellow student, Jessie Webb, on the head with a pencil case
because the boy answered a question in class before she could.Not that she was a bad student.
Blessed with a near-photographic memory, she was able to skim through most subjects—with
somewhat biographical inevitability, her favourite topic was the study of English kings and
queens—and did well in exams.What with the simmering domestic tension between mother and
daughter, combined with her stepfather’s deteriorating health, it was perhaps as well that the
much-maligned Uncle Sol agreed to pay for Wallis’s enrollment at Oldfields girls’ boarding
school, alma mater to her mother and her aunt Bessie. The school, founded in 1867 by the
McCulloch family, was run on religious lines, with the Bible at the heart of its educational
compass. Prayers were said every morning and girls were encouraged to learn passages from
the Bible.At first the worthy routine did not suit Wallis. Her doting friend, Mary Kirk, informed her
mother that Wallis was homesick. “She says she won’t come back after Christmas,” she wrote in
October 1912, shortly after Wallis had joined Mary in their rooms above the new gym. The fact
that Wallis’s mother and second husband had moved from Baltimore to Atlantic City, hoping that
the sea air would be a tonic for the ailing John Rasin, may have contributed to her sense of
isolation.It was a blip. Wallis proved herself a star of the basketball team and popular with the
other girls, except a few who were, according to Mary, “a little bit jealous.”Wallis had settled
nicely into the Oldfields regime when, on April 4, 1913, headmistress Anna McCulloch, known
as Miss Nan, broke the sad news that her stepfather had died suddenly of a heart attack. He
was only forty-four.At his funeral she was one of the few who remained dry eyed, Wallis feeling
nothing but pity for her mother, who now looked so withered and tiny in her black widow’s garb. “I



don’t give in to my emotions,” she observed. “It’s a Warfield characteristic, rather like the British
stiff upper lip.”At a critical time in her adolescence, Wallis was once again faced with straitened
circumstances. Her mother moved back to Baltimore and took up cheap lodgings at the Earl’s
Court apartment building. During holidays Wallis lived with her mother or her aunt Bessie, her
mother now trying her hand as a real estate agent.While many of her classmates, such as
pharmaceutical heiress Renée du Pont, lived in splendid excess, Wallis felt awkward inviting a
school friend to her mother’s tiny apartment for a cup of tea. Her mother now made every stitch
of her clothing, and she could not help but look enviously at the divinely fashionable and original
creations her school roommate, Ellen Yuille, brought back from family visits to New York.
Perhaps Wallis overstated her threadbare wardrobe. Mary Kirk recalled an occasion at a
summer camp where all the girls were invited to a dance. Mary wrote to her mother and asked
her to send a suitable dress, pointing out that all the girls had the same issue “except Wallis, who
has good-looking clothes for every occasion imaginable.”Nonetheless, Wallis was at an age
where she was continually measuring herself against other girls, assessing the competition in
the endless race for boys. As her intense crushes on her teachers and fellow pupils began to
fade, she peered more intently into the mysterious world of the opposite sex. Her first regular
introduction to these strange creatures was when she took lessons at dancing school. She was
utterly enchanted by dance and learned the various dance steps with eager felicity. Caught up in
the thrill of movement and the excitement of performance, she dreamed of one day becoming a
ballet dancer. Instead she took up roller-skating. (Her friend Mary Kirk was equally starstruck,
seeing herself as the second Sarah Bernhardt.)Before dance classes she loved to dress up and
then preen and parade before the shy nervy creatures at the other side of the room. She always
chided her aunt Bessie for telling a story about the time she cast aside a rainbow range of
sashes to decorate her dress, picking red because it stood out and would therefore act as a boy
magnet. She wanted to ensure that the tremulous excitement she felt as the boys advanced
towards the girls to ask them to dance would translate into being one of the first to be
chosen.For sixteen-year-old Wallis the opportunities to meet and speak to boys were few and far
between. At Oldfields, where the day began with the Lord’s Prayer and a Bible story, it was
against the rules to write to or receive letters from a boy. On one occasion headmistress Miss
Nan tearfully announced after morning prayers that some girls had been writing to boys. For the
rest of the day a line of girls sheepishly waited outside the head’s study. Mary Kirk informed her
mother that it was a “gloomy and awful” day.Imagine, then, the excitement when Mary and Wallis
walked to church one Sunday and were confronted by “a whole lot of boys” in the congregation.
“Real boys with creases in their pants and collars and ties,” wrote Mary. “We were thrilled. Wallis
and me in the choir got the best view of them and everyone else was so envious.”When Wallis,
the school’s standout basketball player, and a friend were given permission to travel to
Annapolis to watch an Army and Navy game, it was the talk of Oldfields. The girls were treated
as minor celebrities upon their return. As one fellow pupil recalled: “You must realize that the star
basketball player would be a heroine in any school. Yet Wallis was completely unspoiled, a good



person to be in school with.”Daring too. It is woven into the fabric of Oldfields history that Wallis
would make assignations with young men who would slowly drive their cars down the single-
track Glencoe Road that runs alongside the school. At a prearranged signal she would shimmy
down the drainpipe from her third-floor dormitory, known as “Heaven,” and run across the lawn to
meet her waiting beau. Given her keen sense of self-preservation and lifelong physical timidity, it
is more likely that she climbed down the nearby iron fire escape.A regular caller was Carter G.
Osburn Jr., a young man who admitted that he was “self-hypnotized” by Wallis’s charms.
Osburn, who first met Wallis at a dance at L’Hirondelle, a private social club in Ruxton, recalled:
“I don’t know yet how she managed to elude the observing eyes of the school matrons, but she
was never caught. We would neck, although you never called it that in those days, and then we
would go for a drive.”Racy behaviour indeed. She wasn’t always so bold. Once she and several
other girls did a bunk from school to go buggy riding. A guard on a nearby estate spotted them
and yelled for them to scram. Wallis was so startled at the abrupt discovery and the potential for
public shame that she waded into Gunpowder River and threatened to drown herself.Given her
physical timidity it is surprising that she was so daring in her pursuit of a beau. In those days,
girls did not have boyfriends, only beaux, and girls went on engagements as opposed to dates.
When a young lady was in the company of a suitor, she was always chaperoned, either by her
mother, her sister, or a trustworthy friend. The gift of Parma violets or gardenias or candy from an
admirer was deemed appropriate. If the young man offered an expensive orchid, it was
considered tantamount to a proposal of marriage. When Mary Kirk’s beau Andrew sent her a pin
adorned with garnets and opals, Miss Nan, with the agreement of her parents, made her send it
back. It was deemed way too extravagant.Holding hands was about the limit of physical contact,
and any girl who allowed a beau to give her a good-night kiss was considered fast indeed. This
was a time when men were bold, girls were coy, and parents perpetually nervous. A time, too, of
sexual innocence, not to say ignorance. In temperament, if not demeanour, Wallis was closer to
a Victorian holdout than a loose-limbed flapper. She was a talker and a tease, happy to playfully
kiss her beaux and gossip about the mysteries of sex but terrified of anything resembling the act
itself.She saw herself as an exotic vamp, imitating the silent-screen queens of the day. Before
she made an entrance. Wallis ensured that her hair, carefully parted down the middle, was
brushed a hundred times each side to keep it fashionably flat. Presentation was all.For Wallis,
Mary, and her other friends, the school holidays, particularly Christmas and Easter, were the real
occasions for meeting boys. According to one admirer she “attracted men like molasses attract
flies.”At dances and other social events during school holidays, Wallis quickly gained a
reputation as the belle of the ball. With her striking blue eyes, slim figure, and ready, exuberant
laughter, she seemed to stand out from the crowd. No matter that her clothes were home-made,
potential beaux would stand three deep for the honour of the next waltz, bunny hug, turkey trot,
or foxtrot. She excelled at the Castle walk, a dance popularized by ballroom dancers Vernon and
Irene Castle, then at the peak of their fame and influence. “Wallis put on quite a show,” recalled
an admiring school friend, Virginia Saunders Hughes.Invariably the young man who was first in



line to lead Wallis onto the dance floor was the diminutive if loquacious Carter Osburn. As the
son of the vice president of the Farmers and Merchants Bank, Osburn’s great advantage over
other suitors was that he was able to borrow his father’s luxury sleek black Packard automobile.
Wallis turned up her nose at boys who arrived at her mother’s apartment in borrowed Fords and
other more proletarian vehicles. “Not quite as exciting,” she commented drily.Osburn was not the
only one in the race for Wallis’s hand. His nearest rival was the “tall, dark, and silent” but, alas,
Ford-driving Arthur Stump, a member of a prominent if controversial Maryland legal family. The
other runners and riders included Fletcher Green, Harvey Rowland, and Tom Shryock, later a
colonel in the National Guard. Osburn tried to firmly establish his claim when he presented her
with a horse. Wallis thought this ostentatious gift was not “proper” and farmed it out to her aunt
Bessie.When she was not showing off her skills on the dance floor, Wallis was busy being
Wallis, laughing, gay, and arch. “At all these parties Wallis was the center of everything and I was
her adoring swain,” recalled the love-struck Osburn. “She could tell a story with verve and charm,
a gift she had inherited from her mother.”Not everyone was impressed. Wallis, as she would do
throughout her life, had the knack of polarizing opinion. While she and her loyal friend Mary Kirk
were thick as thieves, constantly on the telephone, the Kirk family viewed her as a malign
influence and were somewhat shocked when she announced during dinner that the man she
would one day marry would have to have lots of money. It was, as Mary’s elder sister Buckie later
recalled, the kind of thing a “nice girl” never said out loud.Nor did nice girls deliberately set out to
snare beaux who were wooing their school friends. Precocious in the ways of the world, Wallis
instinctively practised the basic techniques of seduction, methods that served her well for the
rest of her life. First she found out about a boy’s interests and then was raptly attentive as he
talked about his plans and passions, her mesmerizing blue eyes never wavering as she gazed
adoringly at her prey. In short order his interests became her interests, Wallis collecting admirers
as acquisitively as, in later life, she would jewellery. If they were another girl’s beau, so much the
better, that evening’s conquest confirming her desirability.Her cousin, the writer Upton Sinclair,
knew her well enough to give voice to her seduction techniques in a one-act play titled Wally for
Queen!, which he penned at the time of the abdication.“Don’t forget,” Wallis tells the king, “I’m a
Baltimore girl and we are terrors. We practice impertinence—it’s supposed to be cute. We vamp
our dancing partners at the age of four. Men have no chance at all in our town.”Dr. Parnell
Hagerman, the former head of school at Oldfields, who has spoken to the families of Wallis’s
contemporaries, concludes that Wallis alienated many other girls in her relentless attempts to
date boys, available or not and whether or not she wanted them. Hagerman observes: “She
became very adept at breaking up relationships, at getting what she wanted. The way she did it
seems very normal to our eyes but at her age and time it was very sophisticated.”With the tunnel
vision of the lovesick, Wallis’s beau, Carter Osburn, sensed the hostility towards his girl but
blamed her rivals: “She was a real man’s girl and other girls envied her with all their catty little
hearts.” Wallis’s pithy phrase, “All is love,” which she wrote in the girls’ yearbook when she
finished school in the spring of 1914, is greeted with a cynical grimace by Dr. Hagerman. “Yeah,



right,” growls the Bostonian.Not that Wallis would have cared one jot. From the moment she
kissed and hugged her flower-bedecked classmates at the farewell May Day parade, Wallis had
only one thing on her mind: to secure a place as one of the forty-nine young ladies of that
season chosen to make their formal social debut at the famous Bachelors’ Cotillion. She had
seen the excitement of her older cousin Anita Warfield when she came out a couple of years
before. Now it was her turn.That her mother was hardly of the first social rank mattered little. It
would have taken a brave member of the Cotillion committee, who chose that year’s debutantes,
to omit Solomon Warfield’s niece from the list of the premier families in Baltimore. By now
Solomon Warfield was viewed as Mr. Baltimore, the forceful and magnetic banker and railroad
director credited with regenerating the city after the calamitous fire of 1904, which left the
downtown, including his own bank, the Continental Trust, a smouldering ruin.What is more,
Uncle Sol had promised Wallis that he would throw a similar party for her as he had for her
cousin Anita. Then he had taken over a theatre and entertained the great and the good of
Baltimore in some style. Wallis could hardly wait, mentally ticking off the days until the big day in
early December.With school rapidly receding in the rear-view mirror of her life, she focussed on
important matters—organizing herself and her wardrobe for her next social engagement.
Dances, dinners, and day trips with a laughing group of guys and gals were her daily diet. There
would be lunches at the Baltimore Country Club or the Stafford Hotel, oyster roasts and steak at
Green Spring Valley, dances at Lehman’s Hall, or drives out to the rolling country.Carter Osburn
was always available to squire her around town, his father’s Packard a familiar sight outside her
mother’s Mount Vernon apartment. Not only did he take her to dances; the deep-pocketed young
beau even hired a box at the Lyric Theatre, where they saw the Russian prima ballerina Anna
Pavlova. When he was not by Wallis’s side, he was on the telephone, playing songs by Al Jolson
down the crackly line. Her favourite was “My Yellow Jacket Girl.” It was, as she recalled, so
romantic.Every twist and turn of their romance she reported to her confidante and foil, Mary Kirk,
either on the telephone or racing breathlessly into her house to tell her the latest. Mary’s parents
were distinctly unamused by this giddy behaviour, the two girls egging each other on. When
Wallis accepted a dare to dress as a man and enter the hallowed portals of the all-male
Maryland Club, they could be forgiven for thinking that she was leading their daughter astray.The
fact that they usually went out as a pair meant they could convince their parents they had no
need of a chaperone. They pushed their luck; one evening they were chatting late into the night
with their beaux on the verandah of Wakefield Manor, the plantation home of Wallis’s aunt, Lelia
Gordon. Eventually a bedroom window slid open and an angry maid cried: “Wallis, send those
boys home and come to bed.” On another occasion, she and Mary were ensconced in the
drawing room at the Kirk household chatting with two suitors. Suddenly there was a loud bang
on the ceiling as Mary’s father hurled his shoes on the floor to signal that the young men should
leave.In the dizzy social whirl, Wallis and Mary barely noticed the outbreak of World War One at
the end of July 1914. They were having too much fun. Europe was a faraway land of which Wallis
knew little. In any case, everyone said it would all be over by Christmas. She and her beau would



never have imagined that within three years Carter Osburn would find himself waving a giant
Stars and Stripes flag and heading a spontaneous march of thousands in downtown Baltimore
to demand that America enter the war.At the time, she had her own D-Day, waiting for the arrival
of the coveted invitation to the Cotillion. That October her relief was unconfined when a stiff
envelope arrived announcing that she was one of the chosen ones. “If you don’t go to the
Cotillion, you’re nothing, and if you do it’s so boring,” she said later.So boring that it consumed
the next two months as she agonized over her dress. While white was de rigueur, Wallis went for
drama, copying a dress worn by her idol, actress and dancer Irene Castle, who was then starring
in Irving Berlin’s first Broadway show, Watch Your Step. She posed for fittings, practised her
dance steps in her bedroom mirror, and took tea with fellow debutantes as the big day at the
Lyric Theatre approached.Escorted by her handsome cousin Henry Warfield and her uncle,
Major General George Barnett, she arrived in style, her uncle Sol lending her the Warfield Pierce-
Arrow, then the luxury motor car of choice for Hollywood stars and business moguls. Her
nagging fear that no one would ask her to dance never for a moment materialized, Wallis tripping
the light fantastic until dawn. The round of dances, teas, and parties continued unabated through
Christmas and into spring, Wallis eagerly anticipating her crowning moment of glory when Uncle
Sol threw a coming-out party in her honour.One day he called her into “Solomon’s Temple,” the
nickname for the Continental Trust bank where he presided, and announced that, because of
the slaughter in Europe, he considered it far too frivolous to host a party in these sombre times.
Much against Wallis’s will, he insisted on making a public announcement to that effect, taking an
advert in the local newspaper to explain why her debutante ball had been cancelled.Wallis was
devastated, feeling that she had been made to look foolish in the eyes of Baltimore society. After
all, she had accepted numerous invitations from other debutantes on the understanding that her
family would reciprocate. “Naturally it was a fine gesture on his part,” she recalled, “but for a
young girl it was a crushing blow.”Though her uncle Sol cancelled her debutante party, her aunt
Lelia felt no such reservations, in April 1915 generously hosting a tea dance for her in the Marine
Barracks in Washington, DC, which was attended by scores of her friends who travelled from
Baltimore especially for the grand affair.Whatever the disappointments she felt because of Uncle
Sol’s decision, she could console herself with the fact that she was still being ardently pursued
by Osburn and Stump, young men from eminently suitable and established Baltimore families. In
the race to the altar, the determined Mr. Osburn reckoned he could already hear the distant
sound of wedding bells, the banker’s son believing that he was all but engaged to the belle of
Baltimore. Wallis’s family, though, had other ideas.CHAPTER TWOI Married a SadistCaptain
Henry Mustin looked over the chaotic scene confronting him and shook his head in despair.
“Scandalous,” he muttered to himself as he reviewed the piles of driftwood choking the wide
beach and the abandoned Navy buildings, some damaged during the Civil War, others wrecked
by the great tidal wave and hurricane of 1906. Mustin, now forty but still trim and lean as befitting
a one-time world record–holding athlete, had been given the unenviable task of turning this
ramshackle spot outside Pensacola on the Florida coast into the US Navy’s first air station.“The



whole place is in a scandalous condition, I surely have a job on my hands,” he wrote to his wife
and Wallis’s cousin, Corinne Montague, on January 21, 1914, a couple of days after landing in
the teeth of a raging storm. “It looks as if it had been abandoned for 50 years and since then had
been used as a dump.”But Naval Aviator No. 11 was made of the right stuff. Only a few days
later, Mustin, who first flew in 1911, and his command of nine aviators and twenty-three enlisted
men had cleared the beach sufficiently to house their allocation of seven aircraft. By February 2,
1914, the runway was built and graded so the inaugural flight could take place.Within two weeks
of the Navy’s first aeronautical school opening, the deadly perils daily facing those magnificent
men in their flying machines became tragically evident when Mustin’s friend Lieutenant James
Murray, Naval Aviator No. 10, drowned after his Burgess D-1 flying boat crashed into the sea
from a height of 200 feet. There would be many more tragedies as men tried to master these
fickle and frail machines. Mustin led from the front in this perpetually risky business, in
November 1915 becoming the first pilot to be successfully launched from a ship by a catapult.
For this feat of daring he was awarded the Legion of Merit.Once the air school was on a firm
footing, Mustin sent for Corinne and their two sons and installed them in Quarter A, a historic
military building said to be haunted by the ghosts of a previous commandant and his mistress,
who perished during a yellow fever epidemic. For a time the Mustins took their meals at the Old
Mill Inn for $25 a month.With her famous Montague charm and gaiety, coupled with a deserved
reputation as a Baltimore beauty, Wallis’s older cousin soon established a warm and welcoming
atmosphere for base personnel. While her adoring if taciturn husband ensured the new Navy
aviation school was run in a shipshape fashion, she gave it the feminine touch, regularly hosting
dinners for the men who put their lives on the line every day—the sound of the crash gong
signifying that a pilot had crash-landed was a regular and chilling occurrence. Wallis knew
nothing of these daily dangers when she received a letter from Corinne inviting “Skinny,”
Corinne’s nickname for her, to spend a few weeks with the Mustin family on the base.The
invitation came at an opportune time. It had been a hard winter—her beloved grandmother Anna
Warfield died in December following a fall, and she had been wearing the black of mourning ever
since. During this time she had declined every party, turned down every dinner invitation. Her
mother had taken the opportunity to write to Wallis’s love-struck beau Carter Osburn, asking him
to give her daughter time and space in his headlong pursuit of her hand in marriage. It was the
prelude to their eventual parting. Alice was not the only family member who felt that Wallis, still
only nineteen, was racing to the altar in order to beat her rivals rather than because she was with
a suitable man.Years later, Wallis put a brave face on this teenage romance. “There was no
question of deciding anything. I was too young to be thinking of getting married. It was all for the
fun of the thing. In those days girls were really very moral.” At a time when only three women in a
hundred went to college, and marriage was the only sure-fire route for a woman to win power,
status, and stability, Wallis was skirting around the limited choices facing women.Following a
family conference in April 1916, it was agreed, albeit reluctantly, that Wallis could break her
mourning, pack her party dresses, and take the train south. She would be accompanied by a



family friend who would be her chaperone for the journey. The family thought that a few weeks
spent in quiet seclusion under the improving wing of Corinne and Henry Mustin, away from the
romantic distractions of Carter Osburn and other Baltimore beaux, would bring her down to
earth.She would be in the Florida sunshine on a military base in the company of dozens of
daring young men in crisp dress uniforms. What could possibly go wrong? Alice realized the
moment she received Wallis’s first letter that her strategy had badly backfired. Letters from
Wallis, who hated putting pen to paper, were perfunctory and peppered with a list of gripes. This
time it was different, Wallis telling her mother that she had met “the most fascinating aviator” in
the world at a lunch in the Mustins’ home. At a time when World War One air aces like the Red
Baron, Albert Ball, and William Bishop were household names, military aviators were the
astronauts of their day.In Wallis’s eyes they were “godlike creatures who had descended to earth
from a strange and adventurous realm.” Her Adonis was Aviator No. 20 (though he was the
eighteenth qualified Navy air pilot), a slim yet rugged young man with flashing eyes and wit to
match. Wallis was instantly beguiled by Lieutenant Earl Winfield Spencer Jr., who, despite
holding only the lowly rank of lieutenant, was the base’s senior instructor. “Every generation has
its own set of heroes and mine were fliers,” she recalled.From a family of seven, with an English
mother and an American stockbroker father, “Win” was raised in leafy Highland Park, then a tiny
community north of Chicago. He enrolled in the Naval Academy in July 1906 when he was
seventeen. His records indicate he was a decent student, though he certainly seems to have
played the class clown, accumulating numerous demerits for “talking in the section,” “sky larking
in the college corridor,” and “smiling in the ranks.” He had such a good singing voice that he
earned the nickname Carus, after the Italian tenor Enrico Caruso.When he graduated in June
1910, the student yearbook, the Lucky Bag, described him as “brimming with high spirits, a
merry devil and a good comrade. There could not be a better shipmate.” He first served on board
the USS Nebraska before trying his hand at the newfangled art of flying, much to the
consternation of his superior officers.In Wallis’s eyes he was a real man, a “strong, assured,
sophisticated” fellow who was in a different league to the teenage boys back home. Impatient in
love as she was in life, it took Wallis a mere forty-eight hours to be hopelessly smitten. “I knew I
was in love—in love at first sight, yes, but nonetheless completely, totally and helplessly.”She
didn’t even care that he only drove a Ford. For the next eight delirious weeks Lieutenant Spencer
squired her to the movies, to Saturday-night dances at the San Carlos Hotel, and even,
unsuccessfully, attempted to teach her to play golf. All the while, her cousin Corinne was their
chaperone, discreetly making herself scarce when they went shell hunting along the beach so
they could have time alone.In true Hollywood style, Win proposed as the lights came up at the
end of a silent movie. His real-life screen queen was flattered but asked for time so that she
could break the news to her mother, her aunt Bessie, and the rest of the clan. When her mother
gingerly mentioned the time-honoured difficulties of marriage to a military man—poor pay, long
absences, and frequent moves—starry-eyed Wallis saw the hardships as part of a great
adventure. Usually when she ignored her mother, Wallis was prepared to listen to her aunt



Bessie. Not this time. Wallis’s mind was made up. She was determined to snare a trophy
husband who would impress her friends—and enemies. As Mrs. Merryman recalled: “I told her to
stop and think but she wouldn’t. There was no thinking done. She was beguiled by the
moonlight, the white uniform, Florida and flying.”Her aunt Lelia was equally pithy. “You just
married him out of curiosity.”That fateful summer, when Win arrived in Baltimore for a formal
family “viewing,” he charmed the ladies and impressed the menfolk. Even Uncle Sol
acknowledged the flier’s down-to-earth manner. The engagement was announced on
September 19, Wallis showing off her diamond ring to as many of her school friends as she
could find. Not only was she the first of her year to announce her engagement, but the fellow in
question was one of the most glamorous and exotic members of the male species. Later the
competitive Ms. Warfield recognized that her forthcoming nuptials had more to do with the chase
than the capture. “To be the first was not only a great honour, it was also regarded as very smart
and chic. With my ring on my finger I went all over Baltimore, waving my hand at every
opportunity.” She had little time to consider the character of the man she was going to marry, his
occasional brooding silences, his flashes of jealousy and unpredictable moods. She was too
busy organizing her big day.For an anxious few days, though, it looked like the Montague curse
would blight Wallis’s moment of triumph. The wedding, arranged for November 8, 1916, in Christ
Episcopal Church, where Wallis was confirmed, looked certain to be cancelled. Just a few days
before Win was due to head north to Baltimore, his Pensacola naval base was devastated by a
hurricane, which flattened hangars and beach workshops, wrecked planes, and battered the
control tower. It was such a ferocious storm that offshore a ship sank, drowning twenty
passengers and crew. In total the October 18 hurricane caused more than a million dollars’
worth of damage, crippling the base. With the prospect of America entering World War One
growing closer every day, all hands, including Win’s, were needed in the clean-up operation.In
spite of the turmoil in Florida, Lieutenant Spencer and several fellow officers who were ushers
were given leave. It helped that Wallis’s cousin Henry Mustin was the base commandant. The
Baltimore Sun described the evening wedding as “one of the most important of the season.”
Win’s best man was his brother Dumaresq, a Yale graduate, while Wallis was given away by
Uncle Sol, watched by her maid of honour, Ellen Yuille, and chief bridesmaid, Mary Kirk, who, to
Wallis’s delight, caught her bridal bouquet. It would be another eighteen months before Mary
Kirk walked down the aisle. Like her best friend, she fell for a military man, Captain Jacques
Raffray, a French liaison officer who was assigned to Washington when America entered the war
in 1917.After all the excitement of her big day, Wallis now found herself alone with her flier
husband. She and Win sat in the back seat of Aunt Bessie’s car as they were driven to the
Shoreham Hotel in Washington, DC, where they spent the first night of their honeymoon. As
Bessie prepared to make her farewells, Wallis whispered plaintively: “Are you going to leave me
with this strange man?” Her aunt replied: “Yes, my dear. The rest is up to you.”She faced her first
night as a married woman, traditionally a moment of nervous trepidation, knowing little about
“the facts of life.” It is ironic that a woman who would become the swirling centre of conjecture



about her sexual orientation, exotic bedtime techniques, and brazen sexuality was at the time
utterly ignorant of the mechanics of sexual congress. In that, she was no different from the
majority of her contemporaries. For all her fascination with the opposite sex, she recoiled in a
fluster when Win kissed her on the mouth shortly after asking her to marry him and looked on in
disapproval when he pulled out a bottle of gin from his suitcase when they arrived at one hotel
room in the dry state of West Virginia during their two-week honeymoon.Wallis, who was teetotal
for the first years of her marriage, pinpointed his heavy drinking as the root cause of the eventual
collapse of their union. Yet she admits that she was unduly intolerant of drinking—following in the
censorious footsteps of her grandmother. Even her mother found her too rigid, telling guests to
hide their drinks when she entered the room unexpectedly. “Here comes Carrie Nation,” she
would whisper, comparing her daughter to a radical member of the temperance
movement.Nonetheless, the first few months at the Pensacola base were a happy time, Wallis
fitting easily into the life of a Navy wife. For a girl who had never boiled an egg it was helpful that
Win’s salary enabled them to pay for a maid and a cook. She learned to play poker, he played
the fool, entertaining fellow officers and their wives with his impersonations of vaudeville stars.
What amused other midshipmen during his days at naval college did not find favour with his wife,
somewhat prissily frowning on his remorselessly extrovert behaviour, his pranks and practical
jokes.As her aunt Bessie later recalled: “He was a showman, an exhibitionist. He would put on a
funny hat and expect you to laugh at him. Well, you could laugh one evening but you couldn’t for
life.”The laughter died in April 1917 with America’s entry into the war. In short order Win was
ordered to Squantum, Massachusetts, just outside Boston, to set up a new naval air station to
train pilots. While he worked around the clock, Wallis, friendless and with time to kill, wandered
the streets, visiting exhibitions and museums. She even watched the unfolding drama of real-life
court cases, the juicier the better. Her mother’s warning that military life was punctuated with
frequent absences and constant upheaval was rapidly coming true. No sooner had Win got the
pilot production line underway in Boston than he was sent to Canada to report on pilot education
programs. Then, in the fall of 1917, he was ordered to California to set up a huge new air base
on North Island near San Diego. Though it was a signal acknowledgment of his organizational
ability and leadership, Win was bitterly disappointed. All the time he was on the East Coast he
had lobbied for a berth on the front line in Europe—he envied his younger brother Dumaresq
who sailed to France in June and was now combat flying as part of the Lafayette Escadrille
squadron.In spite of his pleading, his superiors consistently declined his requests, informing him
that they needed his experience on the home front. As a result the newlyweds spent their first
wedding anniversary shuttling across country to their new berth. They stopped first in
Washington, then saw his family in Chicago before spending a night at the Grand Canyon on
their way west. On their first wedding anniversary, as they stood on the rim of this magnificent
natural wonder, Win earnestly reaffirmed his love and devotion to Wallis, his simple words
affecting her deeply. She later recalled: “He was neither a poet or philosopher but there was
something touching about the simplicity of his promise that nothing would come between



us.”There was little time for fine words. From the moment they took possession of a sweet, two-
bedroom apartment in Coronado, Win was working eighteen-hour days, as he and a skeleton
crew raced to turn a barren slice of land into an operating Navy air base. In just seventy-two
hours he and the men under his command built barracks, washrooms, five classrooms, and
installed a water and sewage system. Whatever else Wallis may have complained about, there
was no faulting Win’s absolute commitment to the war effort.No sooner was he seeing solid
progress in the construction and organization of the base than he was devastated by news from
the front line. In January 1918 his adored younger brother Dumaresq was killed. Early reports
indicated that Dumaresq, who had already been awarded the Croix de Guerre and Medalle
Militaire for his bravery, had been shot down while returning from patrol over German lines. Later
it was revealed that he had been practising aerobatics and had pulled out of a turn too late. Win
mourned his brother’s death long and hard, the bottle helping to dull the pain.With drink came a
barrage of insults and a volley of innuendo about his wife’s failings, mainly focussing on her
inadequacies in the kitchen. In public he was jaunty and jovial, in private brooding, introspective,
and morose. It was something of a relief that he left her to her own devices for much of the time,
setting off for the base at dawn and not arriving home until long after nightfall.His frustration at
being prevented from serving abroad like his brother was palpable, Win writing pleading letters
to his Navy friends as well as making a formal transfer request to his line commander, Captain
Edward Irwin. “I came to San Diego under protest,” he wrote. “I wanted foreign service… and
have always hoped for an opportunity to fight.” Referring to the “heartbreaking” jobs he had been
given, Win pointed out that the results of his labours were only apparent when the next fellow
came along. Even though Captain Irwin was sympathetic and appreciative of his “hard work,”
sadly there was no suitable replacement available.While Win stewed, Wallis enjoyed the perks
that came with marriage to a commanding officer. He had his own Navy barge to ferry him from
the mainland to North Island, as well as a chauffeur-driven Packard car. This was more like it. As
befitting their station, they were invited to numerous prestigious social events, notably dinner
with President and First Lady Wilson at the US Grant Hotel and a ball in honour of Secretary of
the Navy Josephus Daniels and his wife, Addie, at the Hotel del Coronado.Wallis made a coterie
of new friends who would stay with her for the rest of her life. They included Marianna and
Rhoda Fullam, the daughters of Rear Admiral Fullam; Rita Chase, the wife of New Jersey
businessman Ralph; and later Katherine Moore Bigelow, a Red Cross nurse who served in
France and was widowed just after the end of the war. At that time she was walking out with
William Thaw, the brother of diplomat Ben Thaw. In time Katherine would play a central role in
Wallis’s life.As her social life became more varied and sophisticated, she would attend dances at
the Cuyamaca Club, bridge or poker nights and barbecues at the dirigible hangar on North
Island. Sometimes Win was with her, sometimes not, in which case she would join a party of
fellow officers and their wives.When they appeared together as a couple, Win and Wallis were
showstoppers. Socialite Mrs. E. Clarence Moore was part of a small convivial group sitting in the
Hotel del Coronado when Wallis and Win walked into the lobby. “Our gay conversation was



suddenly silenced by the arrival of an unusually good-looking couple who were passing through
the casino,” she recalled. It was the new base commandant and his wife. “After that evening
Wallis and Win were frequently in our group, sometimes playing golf, sometimes enjoying
informal parties.”Even her mother, who came to visit, was impressed with the social life led by
the commanding officer’s wife. Instinctively, Wallis always put on the smiling mask, the
impervious façade that revealed nothing of her inner turmoil and hurt. Though there were
opportunities, she said nothing to her mother about her issues with Win. As a young girl she had
learned to keep her own counsel. Nothing in her adult life had changed that.For a change of
scene, Wallis would occasionally range north with a girlfriend, staying at friends’ homes in Santa
Barbara and Pebble Beach. Whatever her private concerns, in public Wallis was the life and
soul, her friend Marianna Fullam describing her as the one person she would love to spend a
year with on a desert island because of her “vitality and gaiety.” Others complimented her on her
poise, style, candour, and sparkle, her wit engaging the attention of silent-screen comedian
Charlie Chaplin and actor John Barrymore when they stayed at the Hotel del Coronado. Harvard
graduate Henry Flood Robert remembered Wallis as “darned attractive though I wouldn’t call her
a beauty. I found her vivacious and fun loving. When she entered a room the focus was on
her.”Her fabled poise deserted her, however, when she took on the nerve-jangling challenge of
organizing her first-ever dinner party at home. Armed with her “bible”—Fannie Farmer’s
cookbook—she invited a young naval couple who lived nearby to act as guinea pigs. The menu
seemed straightforward—tomato soup, roast beef, and artichoke. It was the hollandaise sauce
that was to prove tricky.As the dinner hour approached, Wallis got herself into such a state that
for the first time in three years of marriage she allowed Win to mix her a cocktail. It was, she
believes, a double martini. While it hit the spot, Wallis was so relaxed that the meal suffered, with
most of the sauce splattered on the kitchen wall. Their guests duly arrived, Win poured them a
cocktail, and Wallis asked them to be seated. Then she opened her bible and read out the menu
she had tried to prepare. She recalled telling her guests: “This is what you were going to have for
dinner. Everyone agreed that I had read a beautiful dinner—in fact it sounded so delicious that
we all got up and proceeded to the Hotel Coronado and ordered it.”An amusing story but also
revealing about Wallis’s elusive character. She told this tale of culinary failure to her ghostwriter
Cleveland Amory when she was preparing her 1956 memoir, The Heart Has Its Reasons. He
later quit, accusing Wallis of wanting a biography that was more make-believe than real life.
Amory’s place was taken by Colonel Charles Murphy. In his version, which was eventually
published, the evening was a culinary triumph, a night which set her off on her eventual career
as an eminent hostess.If this trivial story was deliberately changed to place Wallis in a flattering
light, what then of more significant stories relating to her lovers, husbands, and friends? As
Foxcroft headmistress Charlotte Noland, whom Wallis considered the model of an ideal woman,
told Amory during his research: “I knew her from the time she was a child and I have never
known anyone who could all her life so conveniently avoid the truth.” In the world of Wallis
Spencer, much was lost in translation.She is not the only one. In the royal world of the House of



Windsor, truth, image, and invention are an uneasy linguistic Esperanto. For instance, when the
then Prince of Wales first visited Canada in 1919, he met with a crowd in a village outside
Toronto. Nine months or so later, the village teacher gave birth to a baby boy. She subsequently
claimed the father was the Prince of Wales, with whom she had enjoyed a brief but amorous
encounter. It was a story she told everyone until the day she died. On her gravestone it states
clearly that she was the wife of the Prince of Wales. This was a potentially enticing story, except
that the same teacher was equally emphatic that she had been awarded the Nobel Prize for
literature.For when royalty comes to town, even the clearest memory becomes clouded. A year
later, in April 1920, the Prince of Wales visited San Diego en route to a tour of New Zealand,
Australia, and all points Far East. The golden-haired prince, radiating charm and charisma, held
a clamorous reception on board HMS Renown to thank the locals for their overwhelming
welcome and their stalwart support during World War One.It was subsequently reported that
Lieutenant Commander Win Spencer and his wife had been part of the receiving line who shook
the hand of the future king. Years later Win even speculated that Wallis may have spoken to the
prince. “She was with me most of the evening but as I recall she slipped away for a few moments
and may have been received by the prince,” he informed reporters in 1936. Not to be outdone,
the flamboyant Lord Louis Mountbatten, who joined the prince on his journey, told author
Charles Murphy that not only did Wallis meet the prince but that she subsequently chided him
for failing to recall their encounter, especially as she was “dressed to kill.”In fact neither Wallis
nor Win were within a hundred miles of the Prince of Wales when his battleship dropped anchor
in San Diego harbour. Win was at March Field air base in Riverside, California, flying land planes
and learning bombing techniques. His wife was busy being the life and soul at a polo dinner near
San Francisco. On March 31, 1920, according to the local newspaper, she had boarded the Lark
Southern Pacific Pullman train for Monterey, where she stayed at Del Monte Lodge as the house
guest of Mrs. Jane Selby Hayne, an outstanding polo player, who had recently divorced golf
champion Robin Hayne. When not out riding or playing polo, Wallis and Jane Selby Hayne
attended numerous dinners and other social events to mark the end of the polo season.Wallis
was in her element, captivating a fascinating variety of rich and occasionally available men. She
and Jane socialized with Samuel Finley Brown Morse, owner of the Del Monte properties,
Australian painter Francis McComas, mining heir George Maurice Heckscher, as well as a pair
of dashing English majors who formed the backbone of the national polo team. Historian
Benjamin Sacks suggests: “Perhaps the coquetry of Wallis with the several poloists at the Morse
dinner-dance held in Pebble Beach might have discomfited Isabella [her hostess, Mrs. Luther
Martin Kennett], who preferred to close the book on the trip north as a topic of conversation.”The
suggestion was that with Win out of sight, Wallis was at her most teasing. Wallis had always
prided herself on her “gay and flirtatious” nature, admitting that she “was brought up to be as
entertaining as one can be at a party.” She also acknowledged that her husband became an ugly
drunk when he watched her behaviour at social events. He would lapse into moody silence or
become loud and aggressive. Other times he would simply go off on his own into the night. While



Wallis attributed the breakdown of her marriage to Win’s morose personality and the frustration
he felt regarding his career, which stalled after the war ended, others suggest her own seductive
behaviour played a not insignificant part. Even staunch friend Marianna Fullam, later Emory
Sands, strongly believed her flirtations drove her emotionally inarticulate husband to
“exasperation”—and to reach for the bottle to drown his sorrows.It was not all tears and
tantrums. In November 1920 the couple celebrated their fourth wedding anniversary with Henry
and Corinne Mustin, Wallis’s mother, and assorted friends. The Mustins were now back on the
West Coast, which was, as far as Wallis was concerned, a blessing. Each time Win went away
on a variety of temporary new assignments, Wallis nursed the hope that when he returned to
their Coronado home he would be a changed man. Those hopes were usually dashed by day
two of his homecoming.She tried to see the sunny side when in August 1921 he was
permanently reassigned to Washington to take up a desk job at the Bureau of Aeronautics. His
achievements at North Island had been considerable, overseeing the men under his command—
at one time there were 2,000 men and officers on the base—who flew 35,000 hours without a
single fatality. Not that his Navy superiors appreciated his efforts.When he failed his navigation
exam during his bid for promotion to lieutenant commander, the examining board did not
consider that for the previous four years he had been an active naval aviator and hadn’t been
near a ship. Fortunately, Rear Admiral William Fullam, whose daughters were Wallis’s great
friends, personally intervened. Lieutenant Spencer’s war work in San Diego, he averred, had
been of the greatest importance of any officer in the Navy. Moreover, his position as a junior
officer had needed great tact in dealing with fellow commanding officers. “He is reserved,
taciturn and abrupt but this is entirely from embarrassment and diffidence,” wrote Fullam. The
recently retired commander in chief of the Pacific fleet went on to state that of all the officers he
had met during his career, Spencer was among the first rank because of his “cool head, nerve
and high sense of duty. I should not hesitate to assign him to command a cruiser under war
conditions. It is my observation that he puts duty before pleasure at all times.”With that ringing
endorsement the board had little option but to allow Lieutenant Spencer a second chance at the
navigation exam, which he duly passed. He arrived in Washington with a promotion but little
appetite for the political stew that was the postwar Navy Bureau of Aeronautics, as the Army and
Navy vied for control. In his heart he wanted to be back at sea or in the air.Unhappy and
demoralized, Win, according to Wallis’s account, took out his frustrations on her, becoming
increasingly sadistic and bullying. On one notorious occasion he locked her in the bathroom at
the Brighton Hotel on California Street, where they were staying. Ignoring her frenzied knocking,
he went out, leaving her in solitary confinement for hours. She was afraid to shout for help, as the
hotel management had already warned them about their noisy behaviour. Frantically she tried to
pick the lock with a nail file. Taking Wallis’s story at face value—most bathrooms lock from the
inside not the outside—it was an emotionally exhausting and frightening evening.As she
pondered her future she realized that her marriage was beyond repair. She wanted out. In those
days divorce was unthinkable—the financial consequences unpalatable, the social stigma often



unbearable. Divorce was only for the very rich or the very foolish. She was neither, but her dire
circumstances forced her to think the inconceivable.In Wallis’s settled view, Win’s bombastic
personality and his drinking had driven her five-year marriage to the brink of collapse. Her own
restless, impatient personality, her flirtatiousness, and her fierce temper did little to help keep the
domestic peace. Wallis recognized that unlike her mother, who had found the secret of inner
peace, she was never really content with anything—or anyone—in life. Whatever Win did was a
disappointment, his subdued, introspective personality merely encouraging him to go into his
shell in the face of her complaints.It irritated her that he was not blessed with her facility for being
able to read people. Within minutes she could see through people, divine their hidden motives
and personal qualities. Irascible and impatient, it drove Wallis wild when Win could not see or
understand that some people did not like him or wished him no good. All he would do was laugh
off her warnings or say she was exaggerating.This, though, was nibbling around the edges. At
the heart of their marital difficulties was their sex life, or rather lack thereof. Wallis would later
confess that throughout her marriage, through the good times and the bad, they had never
consummated their union. In an age of sexual ignorance and primitive birth control, her
reluctance to engage in sexual congress was not unusual but still created considerable barriers
to marital happiness. Coming from a large family, it was only natural that Win wanted to become
a father himself. The frustrations felt on both sides can only be imagined. Watching Wallis flirt
with other men and knowing he was going home to a stone-cold bed was hardly a recipe for
marital accord.It has been suggested by, among others, biographers Anne Sebba and Michael
Bloch, that her reluctance to engage in sexual activity was the result of her being born, if not a
man, then with ambiguous genitalia, a condition now known as a “disorder of sex
development” (DSD). An early sign is a girl with strong muscles, athletic prowess, long legs, and
large hands. Certainly Wallis conformed to this template. Queen Mary’s official biographer,
James Pope-Hennessy, suggested that with her flat, angular body she was “not a woman at all.”
Over the years it became commonplace to insinuate that she was in fact hermaphrodite, her
sexuality as ambiguous as the conundrum of her eventual appeal to the king of England. She
had a hysterectomy for ovarian cancer in 1951, which suggests that she was wholly female.
What remains enigmatic is the secret of her sexual allure. In short, what did men see in her?
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John D. Cofield, “The Tale Grows Tawdrier. The Duchess of Windsor's story grows more tawdry
with each retelling. Born into a good family without the wherewithal to support what she
perceived to be her rightful social status, young Wallis Warfield grew up on the outside looking in
at proper Baltimore Society. She made an impetuous marriage to a dashing young naval aviator
with a drinking problem, eventually rid herself of him and remarried a prosperous but rather dull
British American businessman, gamely climbed the ladder to the outer fringes of smart London
Society, and then found herself taken up and madly adored by King Edward VIII. She became
an international sensation when the King abdicated in order to marry her, led a busy but
ultimately empty life as the dominant partner in a marriage she really didn't want, and died in her
ninetieth year almost forgotten by the world.There have been many biographies of the Duchess
of Windsor, including her own memoir published in the 1950s. None, especially the memoir
(The Heart Has Its Reasons), are all that satisfactory because the Duchess was a master at
telling and retelling her story, cleverly concealing inconvenient facts and embroidering on her
approved narrative. What Andrew Morton has done in Wallis In Love deserves some credit,
because he has gamely dug into the Duchess' story and attempted to find the closest
approximation to the truth possible. Some of his discoveries are interesting, while others, such
as her romance with used car dealer Guy Trundle, deserve a fuller accounting. Morton does his
best to paint Herman Rogers, with whom the then Mrs. Simpson took refuge when she fled
England during the Abdication Crisis, as her true lifetime love, but as with so much with the
Duchess' life, the real story is too elusive. What Morton does best is his depiction of the
Windsors' empty marriage, the abject devotion of a former king to a woman who bullied and
abused him while partying with people leading lives just as tawdry as her own.This is a sequel of
sorts to Morton's earlier book 17 Carnations. That book actually contains more material on
Wallis Simpson's London career and the events leading to the Abdication. Morton, who has
written many books and articles about the British Royal Family and other titled people, makes
curious errors like referring to "Lord Marmaduke Furness" and "Lady Thelma Furness." He really
ought to know better. But on the whole, if there can be such a thing as an accurate biography of
the Duchess of Windsor, Wallis In Love probably comes as close to it as any.”

Pamela Dorris, “Wanting Roast Beef; Getting A Marshmellow. I have an unhealthy obsession
with the Windsors. There, I said it. After I read about them I feel ashamed and slightly soiled.
For all of Wallis’s “charm” — which consisted of unfaltering eye contact (which fixed one like a
deer in the headlights of her sapphire blue eyes), a wicked wit, an endless supply of slightly off
color jokes, and exquisitely staged dinners with only the best food and drink — Wallis was a
shallow social climber and party girl lacking a moral core. She may have done England a favor.
The earlier likeability and promise of the young Prince of Wales withered in the early frost of
abdication. He was basically uneducated, not mentally keen, and a shallow fellow with a



submissive personality punctuated by stubborn streak and narcissistic tendencies. Enter
Herman Rogers. Well-educated, tall, handsome in a well-bred way, possessed of a Gary
Cooperish charm and a high sense of morals and ethics. In short, he possessed all the good
qualities that Wallis lacked. And the male impetus to rescue seemingly frail women was, in
Herman, on overdrive. Throughout her life Wallis would prevail upon this knight and, invariably,
he rose to her rescue. He was a roast beef of a man; the Duke was a marshmallow. No wonder
Wallis claimed he was the love of her life! Morton’s portrait of both the Duke and Duchess is full
of interesting tidbits, like how Elsie Mendl essentially mentored Wallis’s trademark look and
style. But basically, the couple were worthless moths gadding about leading lives of no great
significance.  Morton’s writing style could be better.  Still, the content keeps one reading.”

Marquis of Pembroke, “What dreadful people. A fascinating if annoying woman. Edward does
not come across well in this book, for once an author isn't afraid to denounce him as a snivelling
spoilt weakling, dominated by his mistresses. It evidently wasn't the love match of the century,
more a lifetime of tolerance and indifference. In short they were both ghastly people who
deserved each other”

Brobrian, “Thank goodness she never succeeded to the throne.. A well researched book.She
sure knew what she wanted, and went out and got it.Such bitter disappointment in the end.
Edward such a weak man.How on earth did they need 26 servants to look after the two of them
in the south of France?Glad that their belief in their assumption of superiority is now largely
disappeared from our society.Parasites who contributed nothing to this world.”

The book by Andrew Morton has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 596 people have provided feedback.
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