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The Love of a King 

by Peter Dainty 

(Adapted book. Elementary level) 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

A Lonely Child 

Prince Edward was born in 1894. His father, King 

George V, was a tall, cold man who did not like children. 

'Why does Edward talk all the time?' he once said. 'He's a 

very noisy child!' 

His mother, Queen Mary, agreed. 'It doesn't matter if 

Edward is happy or unhappy,' she said. 'A child must be 

silent and strong.' 

The family lived in Buckingham Palace, which had 600 

rooms. There were 8 kitchens, 19 bathrooms, 24 toilets, 11 

dining rooms, 17 bedrooms and 21 sitting rooms. 

Edward once told a story about the house: 

 

Buckingham Palace was very big, and people 

sometimes got lost. One night my mother, my father and I 

were sitting in the dining room. We were waiting for our 

dinner. We waited and we waited, but the food did not come. 

After twenty minutes, my father was very angry. He stood up 
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and went to the kitchen. 'Where is the cook?' he shouted, 'and 

where is my food?' 

'But, Sir,' the cook replied, 'your dinner left the kitchen 

fifteen minutes ago. Hasn't it arrived yet?' 

'No, it hasn't,' my father shouted, 'and I'm hungry.' 

The King left the kitchen and began to look for the 

food. Ten minutes later he saw a woman who was carrying 

three plates of meat and potatoes. 'What happened to you?' 

my father said. 'Why didn't you bring us our dinner?' 

'I'm sorry, Sir,' the woman replied. 'There are a lot of 

dining rooms. I couldn't remember where to go. But if you 

return to the table, Sir, this time I can follow you to the right 

room.' 

 

Edward did not go to school with other children. He 

stayed in Buckingham Palace where he had a special 

classroom just for him. 

This is how Edward described his lessons: 

 

My teacher, Mr Hansell, was a thin man. He never 

smiled and his nose was very red. We had lots of books but 

they were all very boring. They were full of words and they 

didn't have any pictures. 

Sometimes I stopped reading and looked out of the 

window. Mr Hansell got very angry. He took a stick and hit 

me on the arm. 'Don't look out of the window, little boy,' he 
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shouted. 'Look at the book.' He hit me many times and my 

arm was red. 

Every Friday the teacher took me to my father's room. 

'And what has my son learnt this week, Mr Hansell?' the 

King asked. 

And the answer was always: 'Not very much I'm afraid, 

Sir. Edward doesn't like his lessons. He never listens to what 

I say.' 

When Mr Hansell left the room, my father was angry 

with me. 'What's wrong with you, child?' he said. 'Are you 

stupid? Why can't you learn anything?' 

'But the lessons are so boring, Sir,' I replied. 'And Mr 

Hansell hits me.' 

'I don't understand you, Edward. You're a baby. You're 

so weak. You'll never be a good King. A King must be 

strong. Go to your room and stay there until the morning.' 

 

'I spent many days alone in my room,' Edward wrote 

later. 'I never played with other children and I didn't have 

any friends. I lived in the most beautiful house in England 

but I was always lonely and sad. I saw my mother once a day 

at dinnertime and I saw my father three or four times a week, 

but they never gave me any love. I was afraid of them and 

everything I did was wrong.' 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The Prince of Wales 

In the spring of 1911, King George called Edward into 

his room and said: 

'Next month I'll make you Prince of Wales and these 

are your clothes for the ceremony.' 

The King opened a small cupboard and Edward started 

to cry. 'But father,' he said, 'I'm sixteen years old now. I can't 

wear soft shoes and a skirt. I'll look like a girl. Why can't I 

dress like other people?' 

'Because you're different and special,' his father replied, 

'and one day you'll be King.' 

Edward cried for the next two days, but there was 

nothing he could do. 

And so, on 10th June 1911, the family drove to 

Caernarvon Castle in North Wales and the ceremony began. 

The King put a small gold crown on Edward's head. 

There was music and dancing and the crowd began to shout. 

The new Prince of Wales closed his eyes. 'I feel 

terrible,' he said. 'Can we go home now?' 

'Not yet,' the King replied. 'The people want to see you.' 

Edward walked to the front of the castle and looked 

down at the crowd. He was shaking and his face was red.  

'Smile, Edward,' the King said. 'You are happy!' 
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A few hours later the family were driving back to 

Windsor. 'Wasn't that a lovely day!' Queen Mary said. 

Edward took off his shoes and looked out of the 

window. 'Never again,' he thought. 'Never again!' 
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CHAPTER THREE 

The Royal Star 

After a year at Oxford University, Edward went to fight 

in the First World War. He wrote: 

 

I lived in a house with twenty-five other soldiers. At 

night, we talked about our lives and our families. It was very 

interesting. 

I could speak freely to different people - rich and poor, 

young and old. But I also saw the blood and noise of war. 

One day in 1916, my driver took me to the town of 

Loos in Belgium. I got out of the car and walked to the top of 

the hill. Down below me there was heavy fighting and I felt 

very sad. 

An hour later, I returned to my car. I'll never forget 

what I saw. My driver was dead. While I was away, 

somebody shot him in the neck. 

 

When the war finished in 1918, Edward returned to 

Buckingham Palace. One night he was talking to his father in 

the dining room. 

'I don't understand why countries fight,' the Prince said. 

'The war has finished, but nothing has changed. There are 

still millions of poor and hungry people. It's not right. 

Somebody must do something!' 
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'Well,' King George replied, 'you can't change the 

world if you sit by the fire. You must travel. Meet people. 

Talk to them. Listen to what they say. And then, when you 

are King, you can make the world a better place.' 

And so, in 1920, Edward left England again. During the 

next five years, he travelled 240,000 kilometres and visited 

45 different countries. 

He saw India, Argentina, Nigeria, Mexico, New 

Zealand, Germany, and Japan. When he came to Toronto, in 

Canada, there were 500,000 people in the streets to meet 

him. Everywhere thousands of people waited to see him - 

there were crowds of 190,000 in Cape Town, 300,000 in 

Paris, 500,000 in New York, and 750,000 in Melbourne. 

'Edward is the first royal star,' one newspaper wrote, 

'and he is now the most famous man in the world. In the old 

days princes were cold and bored. But Edward is different. 

He gets out of his car and walks down the street. Every two 

or three minutes he stops and speaks with the crowd. He 

laughs. He smiles. He shakes a thousand hands. He is a man 

of the people with a heart of gold.' 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The Meeting 

In the autumn of 1930, Edward went to stay with his 

friends Lord and Lady Furness. This is how he described that 

weekend in a book called A King's Story: 

 

On Saturday, the weather was cold and windy. It was 

raining heavily so we could not ride our horses. We decided 

to stay in the house and have an early lunch with some of 

Lady Furness' friends. 

At one o'clock Wallis arrived with her husband. She 

was beautifully dressed and she smiled all the time. She 

spoke with Lord Furness for a few minutes, and then Lady 

Furness brought her over to see me. 

'Sir, I would like you to meet one of my dearest and 

sweetest American friends, Mrs Wallis Simpson.' 

'How do you do, Mrs Simpson,' I said. 'Please come 

and sit down.' 

Lady Furness left us and we began to talk. 

I could see that Wallis was not feeling very well. She 

had a bad cold and her eyes were red. 'I'm afraid that our 

English houses aren't very warm,' I said. 'We don't have 

American central heating here.' 
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There was a long silence. Mrs Simpson turned her face 

and looked out of the window. Then she said: 'You have 

disappointed me, Sir.' 

'And why is that?' I asked. 

'Because everybody asks me about American central 

heating. I thought that the Prince of Wales would talk about 

something more interesting.' 

I began to laugh. 

'What's the matter, Sir?' Wallis asked. 'Have I said 

something wrong?' 

'No,' I replied. 'I'm laughing because you didn't lie to 

me. You told me the truth.' 

'But why is that funny? Doesn't everybody do that?' 

'One day I'll be King of England,' I replied. 'And people 

are afraid of me. If I say that the sky is yellow, they say, 

"Yes, Sir, you are right". If I say that Wednesday is the first 

day of the week, they say, "Yes, Sir, you are right". And if I 

say that Scotland is bigger than Canada, they say, "Yes, 

Sir, you are right". But you told me that I was boring! 

You told me the truth. I like that!' 

There was another silence and then Wallis began to 

laugh. 'Can I say one more thing, Sir?' 

'Yes, Mrs Simpson, what is it?' 

'It's your trousers, Sir.' 

'My trousers?' 
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'Yes, Sir. They are black and your shoes are brown. 

These two colours don't look right together.' 

I stood up and looked in the mirror. 'Yes, Mrs Simpson, 

you're right. I look very strange. The next time we meet, I 

will be better dressed.' 

When lunch was ready, we walked through into the 

dining room. I sat at one end of the table and Wallis sat at the 

other end. I was watching her very carefully. I thought how 

beautiful her hands were. She began talking to Lady Furness 

and then, a few minutes later, she turned and smiled at me. I 

felt very happy. 

After lunch, Wallis came over to say goodbye. 'My 

husband and I have to leave now, Sir. We're going to another 

party in London.' 

I wanted to speak to her but I could not find the right 

words. I don't know why. We shook hands and Wallis 

walked away. 

I went into the next room and sat down near Lady 

Furness. 'Tell me about Mrs Simpson,' I said. 

'What would you like to know?' she asked. 

'Everything!' I said. 

'Then perhaps, Sir, you would like to walk in the 

garden. We can talk more freely there.' 

We stood up and left the house by the back door. We 

walked slowly through the trees, and Lady Furness told me 

about Wallis...  
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CHAPTER FIVE 

Wallis 

This is how Lady Furness described Mrs Simpson's 

early life to Edward: 

 

Wallis was born in Baltimore. She never knew her 

father. He died when she was five months old. But her 

mother was a strong and loving woman, and Wallis was a 

happy child. 

When she was twenty, she married a man called 

Winfield Spencer. For the first few years, they were happy 

together. But one day Winfield lost some money in the street. 

He was very angry. When he came home, he took a bottle of 

whisky from a cupboard and began to drink. 

That night he hit Wallis in the mouth. She screamed 

and he hit her again. There was blood on her face and she 

was shaking like a leaf. 'Please, Winfield,' she said. 'No 

more.' But Winfield took her arm and pulled her up the 

stairs. 'You're my prisoner,' he shouted at her, 'and you're not 

going to leave.' Then he pushed her into the bathroom and 

locked the door. 

The next morning Wallis went back to her family. 'I 

can't stay with him,' she said. 'I want a divorce.' 
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'Poor Wallis,' Edward said. 'But what happened next, 

Lady Furness?' 

'Well,' said Lady Furness, 'a few months later she met a 

fine man called Ernest Simpson. He's quiet, but interesting. 

They got married and they now live in a beautiful flat in the 

centre of London.' 

'And are they happy?' asked Edward. 

Lady Furness looked at the Prince and smiled. 'I don't 

know, Sir,' she said. 'I don't know.' 

During the next two years, the Prince saw Wallis once 

or twice a week. They had the same friends, and they often 

met at parties. 

'Mrs Simpson knew a lot about life,' Edward once said. 

'She loved books, food, people, and travel. She was very 

beautiful and her eyes were full of fire. She was friendly and 

easy to talk to and, after a while, I opened up my heart. We 

had no secrets. I told her everything. And that's how it all 

began.' 

'His eyes were always sad,' Wallis said about Edward. 

'And sometimes he looked like a child - so young, so quiet, 

so weak. He had no real friends. Perhaps people were a little 

afraid of him. But he was a warm and kind man. When he 

talked to me, I felt my heart jump. I wanted to be alone with 

him, but I knew that wasn't possible. Did the Prince love me 

in those early days? No, I don't think so. But each time we 

met, we just felt closer and closer.' 
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In June 1933 Edward gave a birthday party for Wallis, 

and during the next few months he visited the Simpsons' flat 

in London almost every day. 

One evening, the Prince asked Wallis and Ernest to go 

skiing in Austria. 'I'm sorry, Sir,' Mr Simpson replied. 'I have 

to go to America on business. But perhaps Wallis and her 

aunt can come with you.' 

'We went to Kitzbuhl as friends,' Wallis wrote later, 

'but when we came home, we were in love. And a few 

months later the Prince asked me to marry him. It was just 

like a dream!' 
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CHAPTER SIX 

The King is Dead! Long Live the King! 

In January 1936, Edward went to Windsor for a few 

weeks. He was tired of town life and he wanted to work in 

his garden and ride his horses. 

But then, one afternoon, there was a phone call from 

Queen Mary. 'Edward,' she said, 'you must come back 

immediately. Your father is very ill and I think he's going to 

die.' 

When Edward arrived, he went straight to his father's 

room. He walked to the side of the bed and kissed his father's 

white face. The King opened his eyes and smiled. Then he 

took his son's hand and said: 'Be a good King, Edward. And 

be good to your mother.' 

'Yes, father, I will.' 

The King closed his eyes and did not speak again. Just 

after midnight he died. 

Then Queen Mary took Edward's hand and kissed it. 

'My child, you are now King,' she said softly. 'God be with 

you.' 

His three brothers came to him, one by one, and they 

each kissed his hand. 'The King is dead. Long live the King,' 

they said. 

At one o'clock Edward left the room to telephone 

Wallis. 'My father is dead,' he said. 
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'I'm so sorry, Sir.' 

'I must stay here for a while,' Edward went on. 'But I'll 

phone you at the weekend. Nothing will change between you 

and me. I love you more than ever, and you will be my 

Queen.' 

'Let's not talk about that now,' Wallis replied. 'You 

must go back to your family.' 

'But you are my family, Wallis. You are everything to 

me. Goodnight. Sleep well.' 

When Wallis put the phone down that night, she 

suddenly felt afraid. 'Edward is now King,' she thought, 'but 

what will happen to me?' 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

The Church 

In the spring of 1936, Mrs Simpson wrote a letter to her 

husband. 

'Dear Ernest,' she wrote. 'You have been very kind to 

me. You are a good and strong man. But I must tell you that 

our marriage is finished. I am in love with the King and I 

want a divorce. Don't be angry. There is nothing you can do. 

I'll never forget you, but I have to be free.' Ernest replied 

immediately: 'Your letter arrived this morning. I will do what 

you ask, but I'll never stop loving you. And if you need me, 

I'll always be here.' That night the King and Wallis met at a 

small restaurant in Piccadilly. Edward read Ernest's letter 

again and again. 'That's wonderful news,' he said. 'Nothing 

can stop us now!' 

The next day, when Edward came down to breakfast, 

Gordon Lang, the Archbishop of Canterbury, was waiting for 

him. 

'Good morning, Gordon,' the King said. 'How nice to 

see you again. And what can I do for you?' 

For a minute the Archbishop said nothing. Then he 

opened a small black bag and took out three newspapers. 'I 

have come to see you about Mrs Wallis Simpson,' he began. 

'The newspapers say that you want to marry her. Are these 

stories true, Sir?' 

'Yes, Gordon, Wallis is going to be my wife.' 
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'But that's not possible,' the Archbishop replied. 'You 

know what the Church thinks about marriage and divorce. 

Divorce is wrong in the eyes of God!' 

Edward smiled and then said: 'Can I ask you some 

questions about God, Mr Lang?' 

'Yes, of course, Sir.' 

'Is God happy when two people fall in love?' 

'Yes, Sir, but...' 

'And is God happy when two people fall in love and get 

married?' 

'Yes, Sir, but...' 

'And is God happy when two people fall in love, get 

married, and live happily together?' 

'Yes, Sir, but...' 

'Then, Archbishop, Wallis and I will make God very 

happy. We are in love, we'll get married, and we'll live 

together happily!' 

'But you don't understand, Sir,' Mr Lang replied. 'The 

Church says that divorce is wrong. Mrs Simpson cannot 

leave Mr Simpson and then marry you. You must forget 

about her and find another woman. Please, Sir, I must ask 

you to think again.' 

'That is not possible,' Edward said softly. 'When Wallis 

is free, I shall marry her.' 

There was a long silence. The Archbishop looked down 

at the floor and shook his head. 'You're making a big 
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mistake, Sir,' he said. 'The Church is very strong, and we will 

not have this woman as our Queen!' Suddenly Edward stood 

up, his face red and angry. 'Thank you for coming,' he said. 

'But I have nothing more to say. And I want to be alone.' 

The Archbishop stood up to go, but then turned and 

touched the King's arm. 'Please, Sir, think again. The Church 

will be against you.' 

'I don't care,' Edward replied. 'I have God on my side, 

and that is all I need. Goodbye, Mr Lang.' 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

The Storm 

In July and August Wallis and the King sailed the 

Mediterranean. They met Prime Minister Metaxas in Greece, 

Kemal Ataturk in Turkey, and King Boris in Bulgaria. But 

that summer is famous for Edward's clothes. On the journey 

from Athens to Istanbul, the King took off his shirt to get 

brown in the sun. It was hot, and ten minutes later he was 

asleep. So he did not see the young photographer who was 

now taking pictures of the King... 

When Edward returned from the Mediterranean, there 

was a letter waiting for him. 

It was from Mr Albert Thompson of Birmingham, who 

wrote: 'I saw a picture of you in the newspaper this morning 

and I felt very angry. I have never seen a King dressed as 

badly as you were! No shirt! And no tie, no socks, no hat... 

and in short trousers! How could you, Sir?' 

Edward showed this letter to Stanley Baldwin, the 

Prime Minister. 'What do you think of this?' the King asked. 

'Mr Thompson is right, Sir,' the Prime Minister replied. 

'You want to be modern, but the people don't like it.' 

Edward put the letter on the fire. 'And do you think that 

divorce is "modern", Mr Baldwin?' 

The Prime Minister sat down. 'Yes, Sir,' he began, 'I've 

read about this Mrs Simpson. She has two husbands still 
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alive. And you must understand what that means, Sir. She 

cannot marry a King.' 

'But I cannot live without her,' Edward said. 

'Then, Sir,' the Prime Minister replied, 'I can see there's 

a storm coming. I have talked to your family and to 

Archbishop Lang, and we will not have this woman as our 

Queen.' 

That night the Prime Minister and the King spoke for 

many hours. There were hundreds of questions, but only one 

answer. And so, in the early hours of the next morning, 

Edward said: 

'You tell me that Wallis cannot marry a King. So there 

is only one thing that I can do. I will give the crown to my 

brother, and leave England. I must follow my heart. You tell 

me that it's a crime to fall in love. You tell me that it's wrong 

to be happy. How strange this country is!' 

An hour later Edward telephoned Wallis. 'The Prime 

Minister says that a storm is coming,' Edward said. 'So I 

want you to go away.' 

Wallis packed her bags and left for France. Then 

Edward went to see his mother. 

It was a sad, strange, and angry meeting. 'Do you know 

what you are doing?' the Queen asked. 'Look out of that 

window. Outside this palace there are 400,000,000 people 

who call you King. They need you. And you will leave all 

this for Mrs Simpson?' 

'Yes, mother, I will. I'm in love.' 
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'Love?' Queen Mary shouted. 'You're a King! You must 

love your country first!' 

'But I'm also a man,' Edward said softly, 'and there's 

nothing that I can do.' 

That afternoon the King telephoned Winston Churchill, 

one of his closest friends. 

'I have some sad news,' Edward began. 'Last night Mr 

Baldwin came to see me. I have decided to go away next 

week.' 

'Do you mean on holiday, Sir?' 

'No, Winston, I'm leaving England. I'm never coming 

back. George will be King.' 

'But that's not right, Sir. You're a free man. You must 

stand and fight.' 

'No,' the King said. 'I have seen war and it's a terrible 

thing. I don't want to fight again.' 

'But the people love you. And they want Wallis to be 

Queen.' 

'Perhaps they do,' Edward replied. 'But she cannot be 

Queen. My enemies are stronger than I am. I am just a sailor. 

And when the winds change, the sea moves and it takes my 

boat away.' 
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CHAPTER NINE 

The Woman I Love 

A few days later Mr Churchill came to see Edward at 

Buckingham Palace. At first, the King was quiet. Then he 

said: 'This is my last night in England, Winston. I love this 

country. I wanted to be a modern, kind King. I wanted to 

change the world, but they stopped me. And now I have to 

leave.' 

It was ten o'clock. Edward stood up and walked over to 

the window. In the dark streets below there were hundreds of 

people. They were singing and calling his name: 'Edward, 

Edward, we love Edward!' they shouted. 'Long live the King! 

Long live love!' 

Suddenly the King turned to Mr Churchill. 'Why is this 

happening to me, Winston?' he cried. 'What have I done 

wrong?' 

He sat down and put his head in his hands. There was a 

silence in the room, but through the open window came the 

shouting from the street. 'Long live Edward! Long live love! 

Long live Edward! Long live love!' 

Mr Churchill came over and put his hand on the King's 

arm. Edward looked up. 'Thank you, Winston,' he said. 'You 

were a good friend to me.' 

'Thank you, Sir. And you were a good King.' 

At ten o'clock the next morning the telephone rang in 

Edward's bedroom. 
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'They're ready for you now, Sir,' a voice said. 

The King walked slowly down the stairs. In front of 

him, there was an open door. The family were waiting for 

him. His mother sat near the window, dressed in black. His 

brothers stood beside her. 'How close they are!' the King 

thought. 

On a small table in the centre of the room, there was a 

piece of paper. Edward sat down and read these words: 

I, Edward the Eighth, King of Great Britain, King of 

India, King of Australia, King of New Zealand, King of 

Canada, King of Kenya, King of Nigeria, King of Burma, 

King of Malaya, King of Singapore, and King of thirty-two 

other countries, have today given the crown to my brother 

George. 

God be with him and all his people, 10th December 

1936. 

Edward took a pen and wrote his name at the bottom of 

the page. Then he stood up and kissed his brother's hand. 

'I never wanted this to happen,' George said. 'This is the 

worst day of my life.' 

Edward walked over to his mother. 'Before I kiss you,' 

she said, 'there are some things that I want to say. I have 

never understood you, child. This morning you were a King. 

But tonight, you'll run from England like a thief. Alone. 

Angry. Afraid. You think that you're free. But you're not. 

You cannot be free. 

http://adapted-english-books.site/


More books on http://adapted-english-books.site 

'Everyone needs their family. Everyone needs their 

home. And tonight you have lost both those things. 

'I love you. I am your mother and nothing can change 

that. But if you marry that woman, you will break my heart. 

Go now. It is all very sad.' 

Edward kissed Queen Mary's hand. Then he turned and 

walked away. 

The next day Edward returned to Windsor Castle. He 

went into a small, cold room at the top of the building. 

From there, he spoke on BBC radio to Britain and the 

world. 

This is what he said: 

Tonight, for the first time, I can say a few words to 

you. Earlier today, I gave the crown to my brother George. 

He is now your King. I will soon leave this country and 

travel to France. My heart is with Wallis and I cannot live 

without the woman I love. 

I don't know what will happen to me. Perhaps I will 

never see England again. But think of me tonight when I sail 

across the sea. 

God be with you. Long live King George! 

Edward left Windsor Castle and got into a large black 

car. It was now midnight and it was just beginning to rain. 

'Take me away as quickly as you can,' he said. The car 

moved off into the darkness and the rain. 
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'What a night!' said the driver. 'I think the sky is crying, 

Sir.' 

At 1.30 a.m. they arrived at Portsmouth. Edward got 

out of the car and a voice said: 'The King is here!' 

Edward stopped and looked out across the open sea. 

There was a thin, cold smile on his face. 'King?' he said. 'No, 

I am not the King. I am just a man in love.' 

Then he turned and walked onto the ship and into the 

night. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

The Wedding 

The next morning Edward telephoned Wallis from 

Boulogne. 

'Did you listen to me on the radio?' he asked. 

'Yes, of course,' she said. 

'And how did you feel?' 

'I was sitting in my room alone,' Wallis said. 'And when 

I listened to your words, I felt so sad. I put my hands over 

my eyes and I just cried. I couldn't stop myself. You have 

left everything for me. But I love you so much, Edward, and 

with me, you'll be the happiest man in the world.' 

'I am that already,' he replied. 'You are all that matters 

in my life.' 

Edward married Wallis Simpson six months later, on 

3rd June 1937. None of the Royal Family came to the 

wedding. Edward was forty-three. Wallis was forty-one. And 

they now took a new name - the Duke and Duchess of 

Windsor. 

A few weeks later Edward wrote to his brother King 

George. 'I was surprised that you didn't come to the 

wedding,' he wrote. 'But Wallis is now my wife and nothing 

can change that. As you know, we have a house in Paris. But 

France is not my home, and I want to live again at Windsor 

with Wallis by my side.' 
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'I'm sorry, Edward,' King George wrote back. 'But you 

know how I feel about that woman. I do not like her. I will 

never like her. You can live here, but Wallis cannot.' 

'My brother', Edward said later, 'pushed me away like a 

dog. I will never forget what he did. And after that I decided 

that I didn't want my family. They didn't want Wallis, and so 

I didn't want them.' 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Paris 

For the next thirty years, the Duke and Duchess lived in 

Paris. They gave parties and travelled round the world, but 

they never went back to Buckingham Palace. 

When King George died in 1952 and Queen Mary died 

in 1961, Edward returned to Windsor for a few days. But 

Wallis stayed in France. 'It's your family,' she said. 'Not 

mine.' 

But then, in 1966, the Duke and Duchess met Queen 

Elizabeth (the daughter of King George) at a small party in 

London. After thirty long years it was time to forget the past. 

Elizabeth kissed the Duchess and touched her arm. Then she 

turned to the Duke and said: 'Wallis is so beautiful, uncle. I 

think you're a lucky man.' 

'That day Elizabeth was very kind to us,' Edward wrote 

later. 'But why couldn't my mother or my brother say those 

words to me?' 

On BBC television in 1969, the Duke and Duchess 

spoke about their life together. 

'Do you argue?' someone asked them. 

'No, not really,' the Duchess replied. 'But there's one 

thing about my husband that I really don't like. He is always 

late. It doesn't matter if he's meeting a queen, a president, or 

a film star. He can never arrive on time. I don't know why. I 

have tried to change him, but it's just not possible.' 
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The Duke smiled and touched her hand. 'I know that 

I'm often late,' he said. 'But on our wedding day, I arrived at 

the church twenty minutes before you. I was early and you 

were late.' 

'Yes, that's true,' the Duchess said. And they both 

laughed. 

'You could see real love in their eyes,' one newspaper 

wrote. 'They were on television, but they forgot about the 

cameras and the millions of people who were watching. They 

were just two people in love.' 

The Duchess was famous for her jewellery. 'After my 

husband,' she once said, 'I love jewellery more than anything 

else in the world.' And after thirty-five years with the Duke 

she had hundreds of pieces, which came from all over the 

world. 

'I have never met a more beautiful woman than Wallis,' 

Edward wrote, 'and I love giving her presents. She has given 

me so much happiness. I buy her jewels to say "thank you".' 

In May 1972, the Duke became ill. When the doctor 

arrived, he listened to Edward's heart and then said: 'How 

many cigarettes do you have a day, Sir?' 

'About forty or fifty,' the Duke replied. 'But please don't 

ask me to stop. I've smoked for sixty years and I cannot 

change now.' 

That night Edward called Wallis into the room. 'I feel 

very tired,' he said. 'And I'm afraid. I love you. I have been 

very happy with you, and you have been a wonderful wife. 
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When I die, I want you to take my body back to Windsor. 

Will you do that for me?' 

'Yes, of course,' she said. And they both began to cry. 

The Duke of Windsor died one hour later with Wallis 

by his side. 

Three days later, a blue aeroplane arrived in Paris. 

Wallis went back to England with the Duke's body and, for 

the first time in her life, she entered Buckingham Palace. 

A week later, the Duchess returned to France, and for 

the next fourteen years she lived alone in Paris. The big 

house was dark. The doors were locked and she did not go 

out. 

In the afternoons, she sat in the dining room with 

Edward's love letters. 'They were so beautiful,' she said. 

'I read them again and again.' 

But then, in 1986, Wallis became ill. She went to a 

small hospital near the house, and a few days later she died. 

'Without Edward,' she once wrote, 'my life was empty.' 

She was buried in England next to her husband at 

Windsor. 'It's a strange thing,' one newspaper wrote. 'When 

they were alive, the Duke and Duchess could never live in 

Britain. It was only in death that they could be there 

together.' 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

Long Live Love! 

In 1970, two years before his death, Edward said: 

There are some people who think that I was wrong to 

give away my crown. But they don't understand true love. 

When I was young, I lived in Buckingham Palace. I 

could have anything that I wanted. But I wasn't happy 

because my heart was empty. 

Then I met Wallis and everything changed. For half of 

my life I have lived here with the most beautiful woman in 

the world. And she is everything to me. 

When I sit in my garden with the Duchess by my side, I 

sometimes think about my early life. I remember the days 

alone in my bedroom. I remember the teacher who hit me 

with a stick. I remember the war and my travels around the 

world. And then I remember the crowds of people below my 

window, who shouted: 'Long live love!' 

On my last night in London, I spoke with Winston 

Churchill. In the middle of our conversation, he said: 'I think, 

Sir, that the best things in life are free.' I have never 

forgotten those words. And now, many years later, I 

understand what they mean. You cannot buy happiness. And 

you cannot buy love. 

To be happy deep inside your heart is the most 

wonderful thing in the world. I have been a lucky man. 
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And so I say: 

Thank God for Wallis, and LONG LIVE LOVE!' 

 

- THE END - 

Hope you have enjoyed the reading! 

Come back to http://adapted-english-books.site to find more fascinating and exciting 

stories! 
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