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Her Most Lo   yal   Subjects
        It’s hard to imagine Britain’s monarch without her corgis, but Queen Elizabeth’s                         canine phalanx has dwindled to two—Holly and             Willow—and the Palace
                         is facing the end of an era. From the very first puppy, which so delighted a                   young Lilibet in 1933, through the Queen’s decades as a shrewd and 
sophisticated corgi breeder, MICHAEL JOSEPH GROSS reveals the private history                  of Her Majesty’s kennels and the essential role the pups have played in her reign
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Her Most Lo   yal   Subjects

CORGIS AND BESS
The royal corgis, 

gathered around their 
royal mistress, are 

nearly as synonymous 
with continuity  

as the Queen herself.  

        It’s hard to imagine Britain’s monarch without her corgis, but Queen Elizabeth’s                         canine phalanx has dwindled to two—Holly and             Willow—and the Palace 
                         is facing the end of an era. From the very first puppy, which so delighted a                   young Lilibet in 1933, through the Queen’s decades as a shrewd and  
sophisticated corgi breeder, MICHAEL JOSEPH GROSS reveals the private history                  of Her Majesty’s kennels and the essential role the pups have played in her reign
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brated breeders such as Bunny Thornycroft. 
With these dogs, Moore built “an easily 
recognizable line of a type which she would 
stick to,” involving “a clean cut outline, level 
topline, true and strong hindquarters,” and 
the rich red color of the coat on her first 
great champion, Mist, who became her ken-
nel’s foundation bitch.

In the history of Moore’s Kaytop kennel, 
the stature of one dog towered far above the 
rest. Champion Kaytop Marshall, born in 
1967, was “a charismatic showman of the 
richest possible red colour and amazing 
presence” who “sired four U.K. champions” 
and won awards at 12 of the 13 dog shows 
where he appeared. The obituary in Dog 
World went on to note that “among those 
who used him at stud was the Queen,” to 
produce a puppy registered as Windsor 
Loyal Subject.

Leila Moore’s association with Her Majes-
ty Queen Elizabeth II was left without elabo-
ration. Yet the whelping of Windsor Loyal 
Subject (born in 1971) was not the only time 
these two women would cross paths. Moore’s 
legacy, even now, shapes Her Majesty’s day-
to-day existence in a way that fortifies a defin-
ing quality of her reign.

For many years, the fates of Queen Eliza-
beth, Leila Moore, and several of Moore’s 
peers have been knit together in a complex 
tale. Its plot concerns the breeding and care 

of the corgis that have been the personal 
companions of the Queen, as well as her 
public hallmark, since she was a young girl.

E nglish royals since at least 
Queen Victoria have been de-
voted to their dogs. Victoria’s 
early passion for German 
dachshunds gave way to a 
mania for Scottish collies lat-

er in life. She repeatedly gave her collies the 
name of Noble, and historians distinguish 
among them with Roman numerals: Noble 
I through Noble V. 

In living memory, no world leader has 
been as widely identified with a particular an-
imal as Elizabeth II with her corgis. Symbols 
of friendliness, they are shrewdly deployed 
for publicity purposes, lending warmth to her 
public image. In a skit for the opening cere-
mony of the 2012 London Olympics, corgis 
led James Bond into Buckingham Palace. At 
Christmastime last year, the first thing seen 
by visitors to the palace gift shop was a giant 
mound of stuffed-animal corgis. 

The corgis are more than symbols, though. 
In a life ruled by protocol, they provide an 
easy way for the Queen to break the ice with 
strangers. In what can be an isolating posi-
tion, she gets from them unlimited amounts 
of love and physical affection, uncompro-
mised by the knowledge that she is the mon-

arch. Whenever possible, the Queen feeds 
the corgis herself and leads them on daily 
walks, which also serve as a kind of thera-
py. Her husband, Prince Philip, the Duke 
of Edinburgh, has referred to this form of 
therapy as his wife’s “dog mechanism.” 

“My corgis are family,” the Queen 
has said. Family, as she of all people 
knows, requires serious work, no mat-
ter how impeccable the pedigree. Since 
the 1950s, with considerable help from 
others, the Queen has personally over-
seen a program of corgi breeding that 
is based on the grounds of Windsor 
Castle. Purebred puppies from her 
kennel are registered under the affix 
of Windsor. The Queen has never 
allowed her own corgis—there have 
been scores of them over the years—to 

“MY CORGIS ARE FAMILY,” 
THE QUEEN HAS SAID.  

FAMILY REQUIRES WORK, NO MATTER HOW 
IMPECCABLE THE PEDIGREE. 

I. “A Private Matter”

t the 
Wessex Vale Crematorium, on Bubb Lane, 
in the Southampton suburb of West End, 
mourners gathered on Friday, September 5, 
2014, for a memorial service in honor of Lei-
la Kathleen Moore. She had died the previ-
ous month, at the age of 87. The cover of the 
program for the service bore Moore’s picture, 
a faded color snapshot that shows 
her in middle age. There is a beam-
ing smile on her face, but she is not 
looking at the camera. She is looking 
down upon the pair of tawny-eared, 
white-pawed Pembroke Welsh corgi 
puppies cradled in her arms.

The London newspapers made no 
mention of her death, but the weekly 
Dog World, out of Ashford, in Kent, 
published a substantial obituary—
a sensitive and detailed account of 
Leila Moore’s six-decade-long career 
as a breeder of corgis. Though she 
lacked certain advantages (“Wid-
owed sadly young, Leila was always 
limited in the number of shows she 
could attend … ”), Moore acquired 
good stock in the 1950s from cele-
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YOUNG PUPS
Princess Elizabeth 

(right) and her 
sister, Margaret, at 

Windsor, 1940, with 
Jane at their feet. 
Opposite, Elizabeth 

and her father,  
the future King 

George VI, in 
London with Dookie 

and Jane, 1936.
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LIFE AND LITTERS
(1) King George and his wife, Queen Elizabeth (far right), with Princesses 

Elizabeth and Margaret at the Royal Lodge, Windsor, 1946. (2) The Queen and 
Prince Philip at Balmoral, in Scotland, 1994. (3) At Heathrow, Elizabeth  

greets her pack. (4) The Queen and Prince Philip arrive with companions at 
Liverpool Street station, London, 1968. (5) An influential 1952 book  

by one of the great corgi breeders, long associated with the Windsor kennel.  
(6) The epitaph composed by the Queen for the “foundation bitch” of  

the royal line of corgis. (7) Elizabeth and the dogs during a summer holiday at 
Balmoral, 1976. (8) Two of the Queen Mother’s corgis at the celebration 

marking her 100th birthday, in 2000. (9) Elizabeth in her garden, 1953.
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compete at dog shows, and she has never sold 
one, though she has given many away as gifts. 

All this is now coming to an end. Bucking-
ham Palace will not comment officially on re-
ports that breeding has ceased. “The corgis are 
a private matter,” goes the rote demurral from 
the Queen’s press secretary (who, apparently, 
exists in a different dimension from the Palace 
gift shop). One by one, the corgis have died off. 
The Queen, at age 89, is now left with only two. 

The surviving royal corgis are named Holly 
and Willow. They were born a dozen years 
ago this month, and on this birthday they 
will cross the threshold into canine twilight. 
“The average lifespan of corgis seems to be 
between twelve and thirteen years,” according 
to The New Complete Pembroke Welsh Corgi, 
by Deborah S. Harper, widely considered 
the standard manual for the breed. “Corgis 
of fourteen and fifteen years are not at all 
uncommon,” Harper adds with determined 
hope, “and occasionally we hear of corgis still 
getting on at age eighteen.” 

Many who helped to facilitate the royal 
corgi line have died by now, and among the 
few still living—mainly women, including 
some close in age to the Queen—most have 
scaled back their kennel operations or retired. 

According to a set of unwritten but strictly 
observed conventions, the breeders who took 
part in the Queen’s program never discussed 
their experience in public, and rarely even with 
one another. (“Only my veterinarian knew,” 
one of them says.) As the saga of the royal cor-
gis comes to a close, however, a few of these 
people have chosen to describe, for the first 
time, the roles they played in keeping this dy-
nastic line alive. In their recollections it is pos-
sible to discern a previously unknown aspect of 
the world’s most famous woman: the profile of 
a corgi breeder who happens to be the Queen.

II. Foundation Bitch

W hen Thelma Evans 
was nine years old, 
her dog was run 
over by a car. The 
owner of the car, 
the Duke of York, 

who by a twist of fate would become King 
George VI, was so distressed about the 
accident that he wrote to Thelma’s par-

ents, offering to give the family a new dog. 
Yet, “because the grief of the small Thel-

ma over her pet’s death had been so great, 
her parents thanked the Duke and said they 
thought it would be wiser not to have another 
dog.” This is according to the most detailed 
account of the accident and its consequences 
(published more than 35 years after the events 
that it describes), which goes on as follows:

  
They told Thelma of their letter—and once 

she had recovered from her first grief, she de-
cided to act herself. 

Without telling her parents about it, she 
wrote to the Duke in her sprawling nine-year-
old hand, telling him that she would be very 
happy to accept his offer of a new dog. 

She received a diplomatically written reply 
which said that the Duke would have been very 
happy indeed to give her a dog—but he felt that 
both of them must accede to the wishes of her 
parents! 

That little girl grew up to become one of 
Britain’s great dog breeders. Her character 
forged in grief and stiffened by good man-
ners, her striking face made more so by pale 
Pan-Cake makeup and bright-red hair, the 
adult Thelma Evans had a flair for market-
ing. During the Blitz, she bred Alsatians with 
pure-white coats—easier to keep track of in 
the darkest blackout nights. At her Rozavel 
kennel, in Pirbright, Surrey, she raised many 
breeds, but the corgi was her great love.

On farms in deepest Wales, corgis had 
been working dogs for hundreds of years. 
They herded sheep and cattle by nipping 
at their heels. In the late 1920s, Evans took 
automobile rides in the countryside and first 
spotted the dogs. She bought prize speci-
mens from farmers and persuaded the Ken-
nel Club to recognize two kinds of corgis 
as different breeds—Pembrokes (the kind 
of corgi that the Queen has bred) and Car-
digans (which tend to be larger, longer, and 
darker). She co-founded the Welsh Corgi 
League for the purpose of their promotion, 
and made a star of the Rozavel stud Red 
Dragon, who, according to one of this breed-
er’s own Dog World obituaries (for her, they 
published two), was “cocky, glamorous, and, 
as it turned out, long-lived and free from seri-
ous hereditary faults.”

Evans sold one of Red Dragon’s offspring 

to the Viscount Weymouth, whose children 
invited their friends the little Princesses Eliz-
abeth and Margaret over to play. The girls, 
too, fell in love with the dogs.

That is how, in 1933, Thelma Evans and 
the Duke of York finally met each other face-
to-face. She was summoned to bring some 
corgi puppies to show the family—they chose 
a dog with a deep chestnut red coat, and 
they called him “Dookie”—but she did not 
tell the duke of their earlier encounter. She—
Thelma Gray after her marriage—never told 
him, not even when he was King and she had 
become a trusted friend of the whole family, 
bringing them more dogs and advising them 
on breeding. Her story remained untold until 
after the King died, when it appeared in the 
1955 book Royal Dogs, by Macdonald Daly.

G ray’s discretion notwithstand-
ing, the first royal corgis were 
a very public matter. Our 
Princesses and Their Dogs, 
published in December 
1936, was a book for chil-

dren, lavishly illustrated with images credited 
to “Studio Lisa,” the professional name of a 
married couple, Jimmy and Lisa Sheridan. 
The book’s garland of text describes a “very 
human family” of duke, duchess, 10-year-old 
Elizabeth, and 6-year-old Margaret Rose, 
who love to romp in the backyard with their 
dogs. By now, the Yorks had received from 
Gray another corgi, called Jane. 

Daphne Slark worked for Thelma Gray as 
Rozavel’s kennel manageress for more than 
20 years. Today she is retired, living near 
Haverfordwest, Wales, and she fondly re-
members how the pictures published in Our 
Princesses and Their Dogs depicted the little 
girls’ affection for Dookie and Jane: “They 
were all obviously such very good friends.”

Less obviously, they were all also playing 
parts in a fine piece of propaganda. In the sum-
mer of 1936, as the Sheridans were taking the 
pictures for the book, King Edward VIII was 
cruising the Mediterranean with the American 
divorcée Mrs. Wallis Simpson. Just a few days 
before Edward’s abdication, on December 11, 
Our Princesses was delivered to bookstores. 
English children everywhere found beneath 
their Christmas trees a charming dossier of 

THE DOGS GIVE HER UNLIMITED 

LOVE AND AFFECTION, 
UNCOMPROMISED BY THE KNOWLEDGE  

THAT SHE IS THE MONARCH.

A U G U S T  2 0 1 5



dog pictures that, not incidentally, taught them 
(and reassured their parents) that the new 
king, George VI, was a decent family man.

In May of 1940, the Nazis invaded France, 
the Battle of Britain loomed, and Elizabeth 
and Margaret were evacuated in secret to 
Windsor Castle. The King and Queen, staying 
at Buckingham Palace to brave the Blitz with 
Londoners, visited their daughters as often as 
they could. The dogs helped keep them com-
pany, too. Dookie had died at the start of the 
war, but Jane was now the mother of a puppy 
named Crackers. Through the war’s long days 
and nights, Jane and Crackers could be relied 
upon to snuggle and lick faces. Jane in partic-
ular was Elizabeth and Margaret’s childhood 
strength, until, in 1944, she was accidentally 
killed—run over by a car whose driver was an 
employee of Windsor Great Park. That same 
day, Princess Elizabeth wrote a letter to the 
driver, to tell him that she was certain it was 
not his fault. 

J ane was replaced by a new pup-
py, an 18th-birthday gift for Eliza-
beth. The two-month-old was reg-
istered as Hickathrift Pippa and 
at first was called by the name 
of Sue, which evolved into Susan. 

Elizabeth and Susan became inseparable. In 
1947, hidden under blankets in 
the royal carriage, Susan rode 

with Elizabeth as she left with Philip Mount-
batten for their honeymoon in Scotland. 

Susan was such a public figure that the 
next year, when the princess gave birth to her 
first baby—Charles—the children’s section 
of the Mirror asked young readers to advise 
Elizabeth on how to keep Susan from grow-
ing jealous of the infant. Among the answers: 
“Alan Moore, Robertsbridge, seems to speak 
from experience when he says, ‘First. Show 
baby to Susan, stroking Susan all the time. 
Second. When nursing baby let Susan have a 
nice saucer of milk or tea beside you.’ ”

A year later, Susan followed her mistress 
into motherhood. After going into heat 
during a visit to Balmoral, she was put 
on a Royal Mail plane and flown south, 
where a waiting Thelma Gray took her to 
be mated with a Rozavel dog named Lucky 
Strike. In May, Susan produced a pair of 
puppies—Sugar (who nominally belonged 
to the infant Prince Charles) and Honey 
(who in later years lived with the Queen 
Mum). A new dynasty was taking hold. 

In the minds of corgi breeders, Susan 
remains a significant figure. This is not be-
cause she was the Queen’s dog. It is because 
her genes have been so long-lived—Susan is 
the common ancestor of all the Queen’s cor-
gis. “The Queen is the only breeder who still 

has bred from her foundation 
bitch,” explains Diana King, 

the chairman of the Welsh Corgi League. To 
maintain a pedigree for so long—the current 
dogs, Holly and Willow, appear to be the 
14th generation of Susan’s descendants—is 
remarkable, even considering the royals’ 
ample advantages. 

Many old-school corgi people also admire 
the Queen’s aesthetic taste in dogs. “She pre-
ferred the darker red, as they used to be. She 
preferred them with not too much white on 
them,” King says. Wincing a bit, she recalls 
one day when the Queen saw King’s dog Oli-
ver and remarked, with what King took to be 
faint disapproval, “Oh, he’s got a lot of white 
on him, hasn’t he?”

By 1951, royal favor had helped make the 
corgi one of Britain’s most popular dogs. 
The breed’s numbers rose after Elizabeth’s 
accession to the throne, in 1952. If the coro-
nation was a boon to Susan’s breed, though, 
it may also have been a personal blow. Susan 
now had to compete for Elizabeth’s attention 
with larger forces than small babies. (There 
was a new one, too; they called it “Anne.”) 
Susan coped the best she could, for almost 
exactly one year after the coronation. Then 
she lashed out. 

On June 25, 1954, Susan bit the royal clock 
winder, Leonard Hubbard. Five days later, 
she attacked Alfred Edge, a Grenadier Guard 
and palace sentry. A brief halt in the violence, 
and then: a corgi belonging to the Queen 
Mother spied a policeman, “leapt up at his 
legs, tore his trousers,” and ripped a gash in 
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IMPROVING THE BREED
Two of the women  

who have assisted the 
Queen: Maureen 

Johnston, in Devon, and 
Daphne Slark,  

in Pembrokeshire.
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THE QUEEN “DIDN’T WANT TO HAVE ANY 

MORE YOUNG DOGS,” 
ROBERTS EXPLAINED. “SHE DIDN’T  

WANT TO LEAVE ANY YOUNG DOG BEHIND.”

his knee, according to one newspaper, which 
added portentously, “This is the first time 
that a royal corgi has bitten a policeman.” 

Soon afterward, the Queen sent Sugar to 
be mated with another Rozavel stud, this one 
with the racy name of Rebellion. Daphne 
Slark remembers the day when she and Thel-
ma Gray took the resulting litter to Windsor, 
and the Queen—who with Charles and Anne 
had planned to pick just one—could not 
make up her mind. “Don’t tell your father,” 
the Queen instructed her children. “Don’t 
tell your father we’ve got two puppies. Two 
new puppies!”

When Susan died, at Sandringham in 
1959, the Queen wrote a letter to her estate 
manager. She gave instructions for the dog’s 
burial in the pet cemetery there, which was 
created by Victoria, and she drew a sketch of 
the gravestone she wished to have erected. It 
was to be inscribed, “Susan / died 26th Jan 
1959 / for 15 years the faithful companion 
of the Queen.”

The Queen followed this with another let-
ter, after she had located Susan’s birth date: 
“So could you have that inserted between her 
name and her death on the stone, please?”

The stone was clearly on her mind, and 
she wrote again, two weeks later: “My only 
comment is that for accuracy’s sake we 
ought to put for almost 15 years. The rest is 
quite alright.” She underlined the word “al-
most,” and she signed the note, “ER.”

III. Such Fun

I n 1960, in the cinemas of Britain, 
citizens looked up at wide screens 
and saw something new—the first 
British Pathé newsreel ever to be 
shot in color. It showed the royal 
family on a summer holiday in 

Scotland. (“As we watch the pictures,” the 
narrator explains in a stentorian newsreel 
tone, “we almost seem to be at Balmoral 
ourselves.”) On a tartan picnic blanket, 
propped up on his mother’s lap, the seven-
month-old Prince Andrew mugged for the 
camera. “The only members of the party 
not perhaps completely happy are the corgi 
dogs,” the narrator observed, “feeling appar-
ently just a little bit out of the picture.”

More than just a little bit, probably. For 
almost 10 more years—while Her Majesty 
raised four children, while her empire shrank 
and colonies rose up—the corgis kept a 
relatively low profile. Then, in 1969, as if re-
warding herself for abstinence, the Queen 
made her only visit ever to Britain’s most 
prestigious dog show, Crufts. While tour-
ing the event, she disclosed to a Crufts of-
ficial that one of her favorite house dogs no 
longer lived an exclusively domestic life but 
had reconnected with the breed’s ancestral 
roots. “I’ve had one of my corgis trained for 
working cattle,” she revealed. Reportedly she 
then asked the man, “Why do dogs yawn?,” 
cordially listened to his muddled answer (the 
yawn “communicated tension from the han-
dler to animal”), and, uncharacteristically, 
offered an opinion of her own. She said that 
she believed one of her own corgis yawned 
“when it didn’t want to do what it was told.”

Maybe this was an odd stray comment. 
Or maybe, to the Queen of England, the 
whole of the 1960s had been a protracted 
experience of observing a great deal of not-
doing-what-one-was-told. Subtle insurrection 
was seeping in all around. Despite promising 
to be her “liege man of life and limb” during 
his 1969 investiture as Prince of Wales, the 
20-year-old Prince Charles took all of three 
weeks to tell reporters he was not too fond of 
corgis. (He said, “I like Labradors.”) 

At that juncture—probably authorized by, 
maybe even at the behest of, the Queen—
Thelma Gray made a rare comment to the 
newspapers, saying, “It’s up to the Prince. I 
suppose he just wants to be different from the 
rest of his family.” 

During this time of social transition, even 
the corgi breed itself was starting to change. 
The dogs’ bodies were being bred to look 
rounder and hang lower to the ground, and 
their faces bore a growing resemblance to 
Disney characters and nursery toys. As the 
corgi morphed from working dog to orna-
mental pet, some breeders, such as Leila 
Moore, sought to keep the old values. When 
her stud dog Kaytop Marshall caught the eye 
of Thelma Gray, a match with the Queen’s 
Windsor Brush was arranged, and the Queen 
registered one beautiful puppy from the re-

sulting litter with the conspicuous name of 
Windsor Loyal Subject. 

Then the Queen gave Loyal Subject as a 
gift to Gray, and Gray gave the dog the more 
casual “call name” of Edward—which also 
happened to be the name the Queen had giv-
en her last-born son. The Queen also granted 
Gray permission to show the dog, something 
that had never been allowed for any corgi 
from the Windsor kennel. For the Queen, who 
studiously avoided giving even the faintest im-
pression of preference or opinion, the competi-
tive self-assertion (even by proxy) of allowing a 
corgi with her affix to be judged seemed out 
of character—an almost radical risk. 

The risk was rewarded. On two occa-
sions, he won the highly coveted award 
called the Challenge Certificate, which 
meant that of all the dogs in show, he best 
embodied the established breed type, as 
described by the breed standards published 
by the Kennel Club and interpreted by the 
judges’ expert imaginations. 

By this time, Windsor’s head gamekeeper, 
George Hallett, had retired. Hallett and his 
wife had reared and house-trained royal corgis 
at least since Susan whelped Sugar and Hon-
ey, back in 1949. When Hallett was replaced, 
Slark recalls, “the Queen said, ‘I do hope the 
new gamekeeper’s wife likes dogs.’ ” When she 
met the new man and his wife, Bill and Nancy 
Fenwick, the Queen “was absolutely besotted 
with her”—and the corgis found a new home.

At Windsor Castle, the corgis either min-
gled with the royal family or stayed with the 
Fenwicks. The Fenwicks were given a two-
story house so that Nancy could train the 
corgis to walk up and down stairs—“for prac-
tice getting on airplanes,” says Slark, who vis-
ited from time to time. Rabbits shot on the 
estates were dropped off at their door, skinned 
and ready for a pot kept perpetually bub-
bling on the stove so the corgis would always 
be well fed. Visitors to the house were struck 
by how so many dogs could live in peace in 
such a small place. “She had that knack of 
being—well, she was doggy, I would say,” re-
calls Ally Boughton, a longtime friend of 
Nancy’s and a well-known breeder. “And that 
sort of summed her up.” 

Fenwick also served as quiet liaison be-
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tween the royal household and the corgi 
community. Every year, she ordered two of 
the Welsh Corgi League’s pictorial wall cal-
endars: one for her, one for Her Majesty. In 
the calendar, each month is illustrated by a 
snapshot of a corgi—selected from submis-
sions in a contest judged by members of the 
league. One year, the contest organizer was 
taken aback to receive a snapshot from Nan-
cy. It was a gag picture, in which the head of 
a corgi stuck out one end of a long tube, with 
the tail of a second corgi sticking out the oth-
er end, several feet away: two dogs, in other 
words, arranged to create the illusion of being 
one. The photographer’s credit on that pho-
tograph, Fenwick suggestively insisted, must 
be given as “Anonymous.” Needless to say, 
the royal snapshot was labeled accordingly.

Fenwick was said to be the only member 
of the Windsor household who had 24-hour 
access to the Queen—another way of saying 
she was always on call—but the arrangement 
was mutually agreeable. This was lucky for the 
Queen, because she relied on Nancy Fenwick 
more and more in coming years. 

 ‘N ancy rang me up one day 
and said, ‘The Queen wants 
you to come up to Windsor 
to mate one of her bitches.’ I 
was slightly amused when 
I got to the gates,” says the 

breeder Maureen Johnston, “because nor-
mally the bitch comes to the dog. But when 
it was the Queen, you couldn’t ask for that. 
So I motored up with Such Fun, and when I 
got there I said, ‘Well, where do you go? 
Have you got an outhouse for the mating?’ 
Nancy said, ‘Oh no, we do it in the kitchen 
here. We don’t go into a shed.’ ”

Maureen Johnston had gotten her first 
corgi during World War II while her hus-
band was off fighting for England with the 
Royal Navy. She started breeding 10 years 
later, and though she describes her motives 
as being strictly financial (“I found there 
was a good market for them”), the names 
of her champions (Such Fun, More Fun, 
What Fun, Twice the Fun) hint at other sat-
isfactions. These become clearer as she talks 
more about Such Fun. 

“He was a wonderful producer,” says 
Johnston, now 95 and living in Devon, lim-
ited by physical ailments in ways that make 
it impossible for her to keep corgis anymore. 
Such Fun “produced a lot of good stock, 
and the right type, if you know what I mean. 
You got an even type of corgi through him. 
A correct type.” 

Such Fun mated with relish. “He’d take 
the bitches screaming and yelling in protest—
it didn’t put him off. He still got them,” she 
says, making one small fist around her hand 
brace and sweeping a tiny arc. 

When Johnston brought Such Fun to 
Windsor, the Queen was a 58-year-old grand-
mother of three and the royal res i dences a 
colony of empty nests. The Queen’s collec-
tion of corgis had for some years been so 
large that it could only be called a pack. In 
August 1981, when the Queen’s flight landed 
at Aberdeen for the annual Balmoral holiday, 
it was reported that 13 corgis were with her. 

During the summer of 1984 alone, Wind-
sor welcomed two litters of puppies. Kelpie, 
Legend, Puck, and Phantom were born to 
Windsor Myth (sired by Berose Damian) in 
June. Another bitch was put to whelp just as 
that litter arrived. This was when Maureen 
Johnston’s Such Fun mated with Windsor 
Spark (sister of James, whom the Queen 
had given to Daphne Slark), and Spark be-
gat five more: Ranger, Beau, Lark, Gambol, 
and Dash. On top of all that, the next month, 
Prince Harry was born.

Eight years prior, Thelma Gray (by now 
widowed) had shut down Rozavel kennel 
and moved to Australia, where she made 
her home in Adelaide. She and the Queen 
continued to correspond and talk on the 
telephone. Gray probably heard about this 
last litter before she died that November. 
The plucky nine-year-old who had written 
to the Duke of York to ask for a new dog 
remained a lively, active correspondent all 
her life, and Daphne Slark says Gray “kept 
all the letters and things that the Queen 
wrote, right from the word ‘go.’ ” When 
Gray died, her son, who was her only survi-
vor, sent them back to Nancy Fenwick, who 
gave them to the Queen, “which I thought 
was rather a shame. I thought it could have 
gone to corgi history people,” Slark says. 
“But because they’ve gone to Windsor Cas-
tle, nobody will ever see them.” 

She may be right. Although the Palace 
has made public numerous love letters be-
tween the Queen and Prince Philip, the Roy-
al Archives has not acknowledged requests 
for access to any correspondence that may 
be in its collections pertaining to Thelma 
Gray and the corgis. 

IV. Dog Whispering

T he corgi breeder Ally Bough-
ton remembers how, at dog 
shows, Kaytop Dice of Ross-
acre would stand on tables 
and glow. “He gleamed 
his absolutely deep fox 

red—beautiful color,” says Boughton. “The 
judges used to say, ‘What a gorgeous color,’ 
and then forget him. I used to say to myself, 
Why can’t they see him? There’s a dog un-
derneath this beautiful color.”

Attention had been paid, though, and 
when Nancy Fenwick called in 1990 to say 
that “Her Majesty would like, if possible, 

to use Kaytop Dice of Rossacre” to mate 
with a bitch called Dash—born six years 
prior, in the litter that Windsor Spark had 
produced with Maureen Johnston’s Such 
Fun—Boughton said yes. 

Boughton had been mentored as a breed-
er first by Thelma Gray and then by Leila 
Moore. She acquired some of Moore’s Kay-
top dogs for her own Rossacre kennel, and 
Kaytop Dice of Rossacre, called Mudge at 
home, represented the color, type, and affable 
temperament that the Queen valued in a dog.

Sitting at the kitchen table of her house, 
on a green patchwork farm landscape in 
Hampshire, the 80-year-old Boughton re-
calls that, when Fenwick approached her 
about Mudge, she warned that the Queen’s 
bitch had had fertility issues. Another dog 
had failed, twice, to put Dash into whelp, 
and the Queen’s veterinarian suggested using 
a different bitch entirely. But Boughton said, 
“Just put her on antibiotics for five days at 
the beginning of the season,” and the result 
would be some puppies.

“So, Nancy approached the Queen, and 
the Queen said, ‘Well, if Mrs. Boughton said 
to do it, do it.’ So it was done, and in the 
fullness of time, we had six puppies.”

Delivery was smooth, because Dash was 
in top physical condition. “If you muscle up 
a bitch and keep her fit, they can push and 
they can get their puppies without any trouble 
at all. It’s only these namby-pamby things that 
never get any exercise that you have to rush to 
the vet with them and have caesars. The royal 
dogs were very, very fit,” because, she said, 
referring to the estates at Windsor, Sandring-
ham, and Balmoral, “they had a big garden.” 

From the first generations, when the 
Queen named corgis with singsongy pairs 
of names (Carol and Crackers, Honey and 
Sugar, Whisky and Sherry), she had gradu-
ated through a more poetic phase (putting 
her Smoky with a stud called Red Ember, she 
made Jet and Spark, among others), and then 
to sensible, short, Anglo-Saxon names, which, 
if in the late 1980s were a touch froufrou 
(Phoenix, Pundit, Mint, Fay), did qualify as 
what dog people would call “hound names.”

With Dash’s litter—born when Prince Wil-
liam was seven and Harry was five—the nam-
ing took a new turn. Dagger, Rush, Disco: 
these sounded like words that little boys 
might pick out. But if the Queen did let her 
young grandsons name this litter, Ally Bough-
ton never heard about it, and if the naming 
was part of an effort to teach the next gen-
eration to share her love for corgis, it seems 
not to have worked. Peter Phillips, the son of 
Princess Anne, appears to be the only royal 
grandchild who ever had a corgi of his own. 

When Mudge’s puppies were six weeks 
old, Ally Boughton went back to Windsor to 
see them. There came a knock at Fenwick’s 
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PARADE REST
Diana, Princess of 
Wales, trailed by a 

corgi on the occasion 
of the Queen Mum’s 

88th birthday,  
in 1988. The royal 

corgis were not always 
so docile. 
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door, and, as Boughton recalls, “Her Maj-
esty arrived looking absolutely lovely and 
apologized to me because she was late, be-
cause she had been on a picnic. So I said, 
‘It’s quite all right.’ What can you say? ‘I’m 
in a hurry, I need to run’?

“We sat on the floor and talked about 
corgis. There’s a litter of puppies crawling 
around on our hands and knees and we’re 
sitting on the floor being tramped on and 
chewed and bitten. Puppies don’t care who it 
is, me or the Queen of England. They don’t 
care. They can chew bits of anybody.”

When Boughton left that day, she took 
home a fairly common-looking, tricolor 
puppy from the litter, less desirable than the 
red that she had asked for. No explanation 
was given, and Boughton didn’t ask for one. 
“I don’t mind,” she says, “I got a puppy”—
which is better than some breeders, like 
Johnston, who received no compensation 
at all. “The royal family—they don’t pay for 
things generally,” Boughton says. “They don’t 
have money. I don’t suppose they know what 
money is. Strange, isn’t it?”

In 1989, trouble stirred the pack. 
Ranger (who had been given to the 
Queen Mum) led a group of corgis 
that killed one of the Queen’s other 
dogs. Two years later, a free-for-all 
broke out among the Queen’s and 

Queen Mum’s corgis. When she tried to in-
tervene, the Queen was bitten on her left hand 
(three stitches), and when the Queen Mum’s 
chauffeur tried to break it up, he too was bitten 
and had to get a shot for tetanus. The Queen’s 
human family also seemed ready to split at 
the seams. After Princess Anne divorced her 
spouse, and Prince Charles and Prince An-
drew each separated from theirs, a fire broke 
out in Windsor Castle, and the Queen made 
one of the most painfully emotional public ap-
pearances of her life, delivering her annus hor-
ribilis speech, in November 1992. 

If ever there was a time for new pup-
pies, it was now. Nancy Fenwick put out a 
call not just to one breeder but to several. 
Among those who were invited to present 
their studs at Nancy Fenwick’s house in a 
casting-call format were a couple who live in 
Wales, Mary and Jeff Davies.

The Davieses also worked with horses, 
including a racehorse that the Queen had 
bred. So when the Queen, in mackintosh and 
headscarf, strode into Nancy’s house to have 
a look at their dog Timmy (officially regis-
tered as Ermyn Quest for Fame), the couple 
made small talk with her about the horse. 
Jeff was impressed by the Queen’s encyclo-
pedic knowledge of pedigrees. For this horse 
of no distinction—“a failure,” Jeff says—that 
she had owned years ago, the Queen could 
rattle off its line, “God knows, back eight or 
nine generations!”

The Davieses knew, however, that it was 
best not to be too chatty. Maybe it was at this 
gathering, maybe at another, that one breeder 
made the tactical mistake of crowing about a 
stud: “He’s never thrown a fluff.” (A fluff is 
a corgi puppy whose coat comes out wrong. 
Instead of being silky, the fur is downy, like a 
duckling’s.) The Queen, that great leveler, was 
clear in her reply: “We all have fluffs.”

Davies says the Queen’s main concern 
was “temperament,” which makes sense 
considering the rowdiness in her pack. The 
Queen chose the Davieses’ dog to mate with 
Windsor Rush, and in due course came the 
puppies Minnie, Flora, Swift, and Windsor 
Quiz at Ermyn (given in lieu of stud fee to 
the Davieses). That some of these sound 
like—there is no way around it—old-lady 
names is perhaps borne out by the subse-
quent development that Rush and Minnie 
went to live with the Queen Mum. 

They kept the Queen Mum company in 
oldest age until, on Easter Sunday 2002, she 
died, a little more than one month after Prin-
cess Margaret had passed away. When the 
Queen went to Clarence House to view her 
mother’s body, she took the Queen Mum’s 
corgis home with her, and they were cared 
for as her own.

It was not easy for them to adjust. One of 
the dogs was named Monty, after Monty Rob-
erts, the California cowboy and horse whis-
perer who serves as the Queen’s adviser on all 
things equine, and who sometimes informally 
advises her on canine obedience and training. 
Roberts says that Monty the corgi could be 
overbearing and cause arguments within the 
group of the Queen’s dogs. 

The Queen, Roberts recalls, “talked to me 

often about creating a better world for Mon-
ty, so that he didn’t feel that he needed to 
exert himself quite so much. And we talked 
about little ways to give the dogs a chance to 
see something as a reward for being the good 
guy, rather than the bad guy. Because we of-
ten pay them for bad behavior by giving them 
attention, which is what they’re seeking when 
they create bad behavior.” 

Roberts advised the Queen not to give 
Monty attention for being a bully. “Scold and 
leave him, and then watch him to see some-
thing he does that’s positive, and really laud 
him for that. Build on 
the positives and leave the 
neg atives. Try to eliminate 
them by not paying atten-
tion to them.” The Queen 
followed this suggestion. 

“If Monty did something that she didn’t 
like, she would scold quickly and then go away 
and just watch him and watch for him to 
do some  thing positive. And then he would do 
something positive. And then she would just 
love him to death.” 

She had help in this, too. “Prince Phil-
ip just loved Monty,” Roberts adds. “He 
would be a part of it and just love Monty 
to death.”

V. End of the Line

In the years after the Queen Mum’s 
death, people came to understand—
not all at once, but gradually—that 
corgi breeding at Windsor had 
ceased. When it dawned on Roberts 
that Her Majesty had finished breed-

ing corgis, he says, “I was concerned.” 
Even at age 80, Roberts is an imposing 

physical presence and bears himself with 
almost preternatural calm. But at a Heath-
row Airport restaurant, en route to assist 
in the training of young Thoroughbreds at 
Polhampton, a slight tremor breaks across 
his lips when he describes an exchange he 
had with the Queen after Monty’s death, 
in 2012. 

“I said, ‘I want you to tell me the best 
breeder of corgis that you revere. Who’s do-
ing the best job? Because I want a puppy 
to be named Monty, to be a replacement.’ 
But she didn’t want to have any more young
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dogs. She didn’t want to leave any young dog be-
hind. She wanted to put an end to it. I understood 
that we would discuss it further at a later date. 

“Well, we never discussed it at a later date, 
and I have no right to try to force her into con-
tinuing to bring on young puppies if she doesn’t 
want to. That isn’t my right. But it still concerns 
me. Because I want her to believe in her exis-
tence until she’s no longer here, because she’s 
just too important to the world to contemplate 
checking out. For me, the Queen can’t die.”

To Roberts, the corgis exemplify the Queen’s 
greatness as a leader in one specific way, dis-
tinct from the sense of continuity that many 
claim to be the essence of her significance. 
“The dogs are so critical, and the horses, the 
cows, and the other animals, the wild deer and 
the stags of Scotland—they all play into it, be-
cause in my opinion the Queen created an ave-
nue by which people could include animals as 
a part of our social structure,” Roberts says.

If this sounds anodyne, an affirmation of an 
apparently eternal value of the old islands, it 
should be noted that full respect for animals is 
a modern phenomenon, as malleable as any 
value. Diplomats who visited the court of Eliz-
abeth I were entertained with spectacles of 
baiting, in which a bull or bear tied to a stake 
was set upon by dogs, for fights to the death. 
This practice was not outlawed until 1835, two 
years before Victoria took the throne. At that 
time, dogs were categorized in fewer than four 
dozen types, usually according to the kind of 
work they did and area of origin. By the time 

Victoria died, dogs were classified in hundreds 
of breeds, with an increasing emphasis on the 
details of their physical appearance. 

Subsequent progress has purified this 
course of evolution. In the decades of Eliza-
beth’s lifetime, as Britain’s economy has shift-
ed from a foundation in agriculture and manu-
facturing to dependence on services such as 
finance and tourism, the corgi has made a 
similar change. It has evolved from a scrappy 
working dog, all but unknown outside Wales, 
into an ornamental breed, more prized in far-
away countries than in its homeland. 

Precisely why she gave her heart to corgis is 
the Queen’s own secret. But the observations of 
one close family member suggest that she is at 
least as enchanted by those aspects of the breed 
that can’t be tamed as by its domesticity. Her 
first cousin Lady Margaret Rhodes says that the 
Queen loves to take long walks on the heath in 
Scotland with the corgis. “They’re often rather 
unruly, the dogs. They chase rabbits like mad,” 
Rhodes says. “There are a lot of rabbits around 
Balmoral, certainly, and the Queen gets excited 
with the dogs chasing the rabbits, egging them 
on. Telling them to keep going—‘Keep on go-
ing!’ ” For this last phrase, the 90-year-old raises 
her voice to imitate a holler. 

Britain’s corgi population has plummeted in 
recent years, with birth rates down by half just 
since 2006. This past winter, in February, Pem-
brokes appeared for the first time on the Kennel 
Club’s list of vulnerable breeds, “at risk of disap-
pearing from our streets and parks.” Explaining 

the quandary, one dog breeder lamented that the 
corgi “is seen as an old person’s dog.” That same 
month, Nancy Fenwick died. By royal protocol, 
the monarch does not attend staff funerals, but 
Prince Andrew arrived at Fenwick’s memorial 
service accompanied by the Queen.

For what turned out to be (assuming the 
Queen has no unexpected change of heart) 

the Windsor kennel’s final litter of corgis, Nan-
cy Fenwick had contacted a breeder the Queen 
had worked with for decades. Right around the 
one-year anniversary of the Queen Mum’s 
death, the Windsor bitch named Linnet was 
bred with one of Leila Moore’s dogs, and 
about three months later she gave birth.

All eight of her puppies, born July 9, 2003, 
were registered with botanical names. Most were 
household words for common English plants: 
Holly, Willow, Bramble, Laurel, Jasmine, Ce-
dar, Rose. Just one name in the batch was more 
obscure: Larch, after a tree that, though a coni-
fer, is deciduous. The larch has needles that 
turn brilliant gold before they fall in autumn. It 
can live for 250 years.

“Do you know corgis?” asks Daphne Slark, 
her blue eyes narrowing. “They’ve got tremen-
dous personalities, and they’re very, very clever. 
Sometimes they could be a bit naughty—you 
know, quick!” When arthritis got to where she 
couldn’t manage walking them anymore, she had 
to give her corgis up. “But I miss them terri-
bly,” she says. Miss what exactly?, I ask.

“Their brightness of things.” #

C O N T I N U E D  F R O M  P A G E  8 3  that his jerry-
rigged detective agency had to deal with a rigid 
French justice system. To register a hate crime 
in France—which comes with a higher level of 
punishment than an ordinary crime—he would 
have to appear in front of a magistrate, who 
was generally loath to call the beating of a 
rabbi in the Métro an act of anti-Semitism. For 
them, Ghozlan said, it was a “simple assault,” 
usually committed by an unemployed French 
Muslim acting out of frustration. This enraged 
Ghozlan. “I wanted to start a Jewish defense 
force,” Ghozlan told me. Judge after judge told 
him, “There is no anti-Semitism charge appli-
cable unless someone dies.” The party line of 
the Establishment Jewish organizations in Paris 

was always “Sammy, stop rocking the boat.” 
Back then, even David de Rothschild, the 
banker, told The Jerusalem Post that the wave 
of attacks was likely coming from “neo-Nazis, 
a hostile, aggressive, anti semitic, right-wing 
 pop ula tion … ” He soon changed his mind. 

Foreigners Again

Twelve years later. It feels like an eye-of-the-
storm moment in Paris, as the government 

of François Hollande tries to restore calm after 
last summer’s riots and the January terror at-
tacks, amid a faltering economy and plunging 
euro. When I landed, in March, the rise of Ma-
rine Le Pen, the leader of the right-wing Nation-
al Front, was in the headlines, as Paris was still 
struggling to recover from the terrorist attacks 
of January. Mounds of flowers and posters 
could be seen on the streets. There were swirls 
of tourists at the Louvre, as always, but there 
were more soldiers with automatic weapons at 
every Jewish school and institution, even in the 
dining room of a Rothschild-foundation nurs-
ing home. In the lobby of the synagogue on 
Rue Copernic—the one damaged by the bomb 
in 1980—schoolchildren walked in proximity to 
machine guns. The optics were unnerving.

Prime Minister Manuel Valls—taking the risk 
that he might antagonize his Socialist Party 

base, which leans pro-Palestinian—was issuing a 
series of muscular statements seeking to stop the 
flood of Jews leaving France. Among them: 
anti-Zionism is “an invitation to anti-Semitism.” 
An increase in prejudice is “growing in an insuf-
ferable manner in our country,” he said, and 
pledged 100 million euros toward combating 
“racism and anti-Semitism.” Ten thousand sol-
diers were deployed throughout the country. 
Parts of the banlieues have resembled war 
zones, including, at times, Créteil, east of Paris, 
where Valls made his pledge. Last December, 
Créteil endured the brutal case of a 19-year-old 
woman whose apartment, which she shared 
with her boyfriend, was broken into. One of her 
assailants allegedly said, “You must have cash 
here because you are Jews.” They then gang-
raped her. In April, Valls announced that French 
police had foiled five terrorist attacks in recent 
months amid stepped-up security. One involved 
an Algerian who allegedly shot himself by acci-
dent and then called an ambulance. “The threat 
has never been so high,” Valls said. “We have 
never had to face this kind of terrorism in our 
history.” (In June, the Anti-Defamation League 
was preparing to release a survey suggesting that 
the French population has become increas-
ingly aware of the problem of anti-Semitism.)

The former foreign minister, 92-year-old 

French Anti-Semitism


