
 
Chiswick W4 
Sunday 13.5.45 
7pm 
 
My dear Mabel, 
 
Please excuse the paper, but ordinary paper is too small this week. We have 
had a great time, I sent a long letter to Mamma yesterday, so if you swap you 
will have all the news. 
This morning I set off for church just after 10 o’clock, and got there in good 
time to find that it was full and we later people had to go to the gallery.  
One of the elders showing people up said it had been closed for years, but I 
thought somebody must have dusted it all the same. 
Anyway, the service was good and minister Mr Moffatt in great form. 
The singing was great, all joined in. I was opposite the gallery windows that 
were blown in in the flying bomb raids.  
They are covered with cardboard (I am writing of the Scottish Church in Crown 
Court and not Ealing). And I remembered the evening when we sat in church 
and listened to a flying bomb coming, till it went off somewhere in the distance. 
All that is over anyway. After church I had lunch in the office canteen, which is 
quite near and I went upstairs to collect Miss Cooke, my boss, who was on duty 
today. 
She let all the duty people off to go and see the procession and she came out 
with me. 
We went down to the corner beside Australia House where we could see right 
down Fleet St. There were big crowds and hundreds of police and St John men 
and mounted police. Such beautiful horses they have and they shine like satin, 
really like satin. 
The street is scattered with yellow sand I suppose for the Royal horses ‘ benefit 
and when the wind blew a gust of wind blew it got in our eyes a bit. 
It was very hot in the morning and I started off with just my blue frock on and 
no coat, but it has cooled a little and there was quite a high breeze when I 
came out of church. There was only a slight spot of rain while the service was 
going on in St Paul’s.  
Well we waited and watched the law courts clock and about a minute after 
they were due, they arrived. I should say that first we watched the cars pass to 
the service taking Army Navy, Air Force, Cabinet and foreign royalties. Such 
cars too, you could hardly hear them passing you. 



After an interval, some more cars passed. The Duchess of Kent and the children, 
King Peter of Yugoslavia, Queen Wilhelmina. King Haakon of Norway, Queen 
Mary in almost white dress and hat sitting up like a ramrod, and all the 
notabilities. Churchill too, of course. 
Then a lull and the cheering began down the road.  
First came 5 white horses, I in front and 4 in a line behind with police riding, 
then two men in scarlet coats and white breeches, then the carriage with four 
horses in it, 2 by 2 and a postilion riding one of the front ones and more scarlet 
coats on the box and sitting behind also, and in the carriage the 4 Royal family. 
The Queen was in her pale blue and the girls in pale grey and the King in naval 
uniform. More police riding ??? 
Then there was the open carriage with 2 ladies in waiting and two gentlemen 
in waiting, one in air force and the other in army uniform, then the last police 
escort. 
That was all and we broke up a bit after that. 
Miss C had to go back to the office so I went on down Fleet Street nearly to 
Temple Bar where the street is narrower to wait for them coming back. 
I would have liked to be down there at first because they halted to receive the 
city sword From the Lord Mayor and were stopped several minutes, but I was 
not there soon enough to get down. 
People were sitting on newspapers along the kerb and as I had no paper or 
coat, I had to stand. I got just behind two Canadian WACS who had cameras 
and of course they stood up when the time came but one was quite small so I 
saw over her. 
The service was at 3 as I expect you know (it was broadcast) and they came 
back past us again at 4.25, this time on my side of the road. 
Our royal party were first coming back, Elizabeth smiling all over her face, then 
the 2nd carriage, then Queen Mary’s car and then the other royalties in their 
cars, then Churchill beaming out with his silk hat on his knee and a white 
flower in his buttonhole. 
Miss Cooke said she would have a cup of tea ready and I attempted to get back 
then, but the police were not letting anyone cross the road because of the cars 
coming up so quick. 
At last I managed to dart across at a clear spot and got in to find my tea waiting 
in the pot, though she had had hers. I was glad of it. 
By this time it was nearly five, so we all packed up and I came home. 
At the station I had a chat with a nice little French boy who was in the Fleet Air 
Arm, he hopes to go home to France soon on leave. 
The train was crowded as you would expect, but I got a seat about three 
quarter way out. 



I am quite tired now and am going to bed early, but I thought I had better get 
this written this evening. 
People are delighted that it is over, for so far, but they know there is a tough 
spell ahead yet, not only in Japan, but to get things going again. 
The crowds were wonderful, all week and today too, so orderly and pleasant. 
London had 2 days off and the people were “out for the day” all right and the 
weather was perfect, a good many were out for the night as well. 
Today, after the spot of rain from which I sheltered in a doorway 2 big empty 
cars went past. A policeman told us they were in case of rain on the way back, 
but it cleared and the sun came out and the cars went back again empty after 
the party had passed. 
I hear you are able to be about again sometimes. I am glad of that. Take it 
quietly all the same. 
Please congratulate Bobbie on his new position, I hear you were in at the 
service. 
Helen is excited at the prospect of getting over and seeing you all. It has been a 
long time. 
Write soon and give me the crack. 
 
Yours lovingly 
 
Frances 
 
 


