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Acclaimed historian Roy Jenkins presents a comprehensive biography of Winston Churchill, an
icon of modern history, from his childhood to the critical World War II period and beyond—a New
York Times bestseller.“This is a first class, well-sustained work of history and a masterpiece of
biography… It will be a brave, not to say foolhardy, author who attempts to write another life of
Churchill for at least a decade, perhaps longer.”—Andrew Roberts, Sunday Telegraph Roy
Jenkins combines unparalleled command of British political history and his own high-level
government experience in a narrative account of Churchill's astounding career that is
unmatched in its shrewd insights, its unforgettable anecdotes, the clarity of its overarching
themes, and the author's nuanced appreciation of his extraordinary subject.Exceptional in its
breadth of knowledge and distinguished in its stylish wit and penetrating intelligence, Churchill is
one of the finest political biographies of our time.

Praise for Churchill“From Roy Jenkins's masterly biography, we emerge marveling at the
manifold gifts that informed Churchill's genius for leadership...Jenkins proves equal to the
daunting scale of his subject.”—Harold Evans, New York Times Book Review“One might wonder
whether anything fresh remains to be said about Winston Churchill, but Roy Jenkins uniquely
combines the skills of a master biographer with the insights of a practical politician and draws a
fresh portrait of the great Englishman with authority, elegance, and wit. This is far and away
Churchill's best one-volume biography.”—Arthur Schlesinger, Jr.“This is a splendid addition to
Churchillian lore, a chronicle full of revealing personal anecdotes, delightful wartime vignettes,
and fascinating new insights into the critical 1939-1945 years.”—Milwaukee Journal-
Sentinel“Wryly astute...shrewd.”—The Washington Post “Jenkins catches Churchill’s studied self-
inspection with the sure-shot sharpness of an expert portraitist.”—Simon Schama, The New York
Review of Books “Churchill stands forth with Shakespearean bravura as the necessary hero for
the most testing moment of national (and world) crisis. A satisfying summation of an
unsurpassed life.”—The San Diego Union-Tribune “Lord Jenkins of Hillhead is an outstanding
biographer...it has the narrative power, sweep and sparkle of the author in his prime.”—The
TimesAbout the AuthorRoy Jenkins was the author of 18 books, including Gladstone, which won
the Whitbread Prize for Biography. Active in British politics for half a century, he entered the
House of Commons in 1948 and subsequently served as Minister of Aviation, Home Secretary,
and Chancellor of the Exchequer; he was also the President of the European Commission and
Chancellor of Oxford University. He died in 2003.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights
reserved.Chapter OneA Doubtful Provenance* * *Churchill's provenance was aristocratic,
indeed ducal, and some have seen this as the most important key to his whole career. That is
unconvincing. Churchill was far too many faceted, idiosyncratic and unpredictable a character to



allow himself to be imprisoned by the circumstances of his birth. His devotion to his career and
his conviction that he was a man of destiny were far stronger than any class or tribal loyalty.
There have been politicians of high duty and honour — Edward Halifax and Alec Douglas-Home
immediately spring to mind — who did see life through spectacles much bounded by their
landed background. But Churchill was emphatically not among them. Apart from anything else,
he never had any land beyond his shaky ownership (and later only occupation) of the 300 acres
surrounding Chartwell, the West Kent house only twenty-four miles from London which he
bought in 1922 and just managed, with financial subventions from friends, to cling on to for the
remaining four decades of his life. The second reason was that the Marlborough heritage was
not one which stood very high in esteem, record of public service or secure affluence. The family
had a memorable swashbuckling founder in John Churchill, the victor in the first decade of the
eighteenth century of the battles of Blenheim, Ramillies, Oudenaarde and Malplaquet, who
acquired a fine mansion among other rewards. But even this first Duke, although he inspired
Winston Churchill to write four resonant volumes of praise (and of refutation of the historian
Thomas Babington Macaulay's criticism) just over 200 years after his death, was as famous for
ruthless self-advancement as he was for martial prowess; and the house, as its name of
Blenheim Palace implies and as its size-enhancing Vanburgh architecture was dedicated to
achieving, was showy even by the standards of the time. Subsequent holders of the dukedom
contributed little distinction and much profligacy. In 1882, when the seventh in the line had been
reached, Gladstone, who in general had an excessive respect for dukes, claimed that none of
the Marlboroughs had shown either morals or principles. Certainly no lustre to the family name
was added by the second, third or fourth Dukes. The fifth was a talented gardener, but he
seriously dissipated the Marlborough fortune and had to abandon the fine subsidiary estate
(now the site of Reading University) where he had exercised his botanical skills. The sixth was
almost equally extravagant. The seventh, who was the father of Lord Randolph and hence the
grandfather of Winston Churchill, made the nearest approach to respectability and a record of
public service. He was an MP for ten years, Lord President of the Council under both Derby and
Disraeli in 1867-8, and Lord Lieutenant of Ireland for the last four years of Disraeli's second
government. As a father this seventh Duke's record was at once more dramatic and more
mixed. On the one hand he produced a two-generation dynasty which made the name of
Churchill resound throughout Britain's national life in a way that it had not done since the death
of the first Duke in 1722. On the other, the resonance, in the case of Lord Randolph, had a
distinctly meretricious note to it. And Lord Randolph's elder brother was, in the words of an
eminent modern historian, ‘one of the most disreputable men ever to have debased the highest
rank in the British peerage’. He appropriately bore the name of Blandford, the title of the
Marlborough heir, for most of his relatively short life, during which he was expelled from Eton, got
caught up in two sexual scandals, one of which involved him in a violent quarrel with the Prince
of Wales (in which quarrel the fault may not have been unilateral), and sold off, as a short-term
staunching operation, the formidable Marlborough picture collection. About his only constructive



act was to install electric light and a rudimentary form of central heating at Blenheim. That was
paid for by his second wife, who as a rich American provided sustaining dollars and began a
strong Churchill family tradition of looking matrimonially westward. This example was followed by
both his son, the ninth Duke, Winston Churchill's cousin and near contemporary, who married
two transatlantic heiresses, and by his younger brother (Lord Randolph Churchill), who married
one (Winston Churchill's mother). The fortune of the father of Lady Randolph was however a
little precarious. Furthermore he was unwilling to contribute much of it to the sustenance of the
Churchill family. Since the eighth Duke there have been another three Marlboroughs. Of these
subsequent three, while they rose somewhat above the level of the eighth Duke, it is difficult to
find much that is positive to say. Winston Churchill's family background, while nominally of the
highest aristocracy, was subtly inferior to that of a Cavendish, a Russell, a Cecil or a Stanley.
He was born on 30 November 1874 and, mainly by accident, at the very core of this slightly
doubtful purple — in Blenheim Palace, although in a singularly bleak-looking bedroom. The
accident arose out of his being two months premature. He should have been born in January in
the small but fashionable house in Charles Street, Mayfair which his father had rented to receive
him, or more purposefully perhaps to use as a base for the somewhat rackety metropolitan life of
which Lord Randolph and his bride of only seven and a half months' standing were equally fond.
This house not being ready, they had taken autumn refuge in Blenheim, and, as Lord Randolph
put it in a letter to his mother-in-law in Paris, ‘She [Lady Randolph] had a fall on Tuesday walking
with the shooters, and a rather imprudent and rough drive in a pony carriage brought on the
pains on Saturday night. We tried to stop them, but it was no use.’ Neither the London
obstetrician nor his Oxford auxiliary could arrive in time, although it was over twenty-four hours
to the birth from the onset of the labour pains, and the baby was born very early on the Monday
morning with the assistance only of the Woodstock country doctor. Both mother and baby
survived this paucity of attention perfectly healthily — as did the local doctor, who whether as a
result or not was able himself to migrate to a London practice a decade or so later. Everything
to do with Winston Churchill's arrival in the world was done in a hurry. Perhaps Lord Randolph's
most remembered phrase (and phrases were his strongest suit) was his description of
Gladstone as ‘an old man in a hurry’. His own style was at least equally that of a young man in a
hurry, almost in a constant frenzy of impatience, and perhaps rationally so, for, although thirty-
nine years his junior, he predeceased Gladstone by three years. The hurry was pre-eminently
true of his courtship of Miss Jennie Jerome. They first met at a Cowes regatta shipboard party
on 12 August 1873 and became engaged to be married three days later. There then intervened
the only period of semi-stasis in the saga. The Jerome family were in fact a very suitable
American family for a Marlborough alliance. Leonard Jerome was a New York financial
buccaneer. Winston Churchill, in his still highly readable although hagiographic 1905 biography
of his father, was to describe Jerome as having ‘founded and edited the New York Times’. This
owed more to family piety than to truth. Jerome had briefly in the course of some financial deals
been a part proprietor of the Times. But what he was strong in was not newspaper publishing but



horse racing, having founded both the Jerome Park track and the Coney Island Jockey Club.
There was a touch of Joseph P. Kennedy about him. There was even a suggestion that he
named his second daughter after Jenny Lind, the ‘Swedish nightingale’ (although the spelling
was different), who was his current principal inamorata. He was pleased at the idea of this
second daughter marrying an English duke's son (even if he was not the heir), but not to the
extent of being willing, in the joke which John F. Kennedy was to make about his father's
financing of the 1960 Presidential campaign, ‘to pay for a landslide’. The seventh Duke was at
first opposed to the whole idea of the union, being unimpressed by the uncontrolled
precipitateness of his son's passion, and believing moreover that ‘this Mr J. seems to be a
sporting, and I should think vulgar kind of man’, who was evidently ‘of the class of speculators;
he has been bankrupt twice; and may be so again’. Over the autumn the Duke was brought
reluctantly to overcome these objections of principle by his son's determination. He was the first
but by no means the last of the Marlboroughs to have to deal with the fathers of American
heiresses and he set a pattern of believing that the least consuegros could do for the honour of
such a noble alliance was generously to finance it. There were however two difficulties. First,
Leonard Jerome, true to the Duke's descriptions of the hazards of his occupation, was in a
speculative downturn. He had been badly mauled by the plunge of the New York stock exchange
of that year (1873). Second, he claimed to hold advanced New World ideas about the financial
rights of married women. (This was before the British Married Women's Property Act of I882
gave women any property rights against their husbands.) The Duke assumed that whatever
settlement could be obtained would be under the exclusive control of his son. Jerome thought it
should be settled on his daughter. This led to a good deal of haggling which went on into the
spring of 1874. Eventually a compromise was reached, by which Jerome settled a sum of
£50,000 (approximately £2.5 million at present values), producing an income of £2,000 a year,
with a half of both capital and income belonging to the husband and a half to the wife. The Duke
settled another £1,100 a year for life on Randolph which gave the couple the equivalent of a
present-day income of a little more than £150,000 a year, a sum which guaranteed that they
would live constantly above their income and be always in debt. As soon as this settlement
was reached they were married, on 15 April 1874. It cannot be said that the wedding took place
en beauté. It was not at Woodstock, or in a suitable London church, or a Fifth Avenue equivalent.
It was in the British Embassy in Paris. The Jeromes attended and were among the very few
witnesses, but neither Marlborough parent did; Blandford represented the family. However there
was no ostracism at home. The couple were welcomed at Blenheim and in May were given a
public reception in Woodstock, for which small family borough Lord Randolph had been first and
fairly narrowly elected a member of Parliament at the general election of February 1874. He was
twenty-five years of age at the time both of his election and of the birth of Winston Churchill.
Jennie Churchill was twenty. She had passed most of her adolescence in Paris, which Mrs
Jerome appeared to prefer to New York, was considered a beauty and had already attracted
much admiration before she met Lord Randolph. Her looks were undoubtedly striking, but what



emerges most clearly from many photographs is that she quickly assumed an appearance
which was hard, imperious and increasingly self-indulgent. Her performance as a wife, and
indeed as a mother, was at least as mixed as that of the seventh Duke of Marlborough as a
father. She and Randolph undoubtedly began upon a basis of mutual passion. Although they
both liked a fashionable London life she accepted with calmness and even contentment the
three years of virtual exile to Dublin which followed from her husband's 1876 quarrel (over a lady,
but on his brother's, not his own, part) with the Prince of Wales. Her second son, Jack, was born
in the Irish capital at the beginning of 1880. There has long been a strong suggestion that this
boy had a different father from Winston Churchill, although this did not prevent the two brothers
being close at various periods of their lives, notably in South Africa at the turn of the century and
at the peak of Winston Churchill's career in the Second World War, when he accommodated the
widowered Jack in 10 Downing Street. The most romantic candidate for alternative parenthood
was Count Charles Kinsky, an Austrian diplomat of high aristocratic connection and of a proud
elegance reminiscent of Sargent's portrait of Lord Ribblesdale. Lady Randolph was much taken
up with him in the early and mid-1880s but the dates are wrong for giving him a procreative role;
he did not arrive in London until 1881. If the legitimacy of Jack Churchill is challenged, a more
likely candidate seems to be the Dublin-based Colonel John Strange Jocelyn, who succeeded
his nephew as the fifth Earl of Roden later in the year 1880. He was thirty years older than Lady
Randolph, but that was no necessary bar. She looked after her husband rather well during a
protracted illness which effectively took him out of politics from the spring to the autumn of 1882,
and very well during the last tragic three years or so of disintegration before his death at the
beginning of 1895. But the couple were effectively estranged over much of the 1880s, including
the years of his short political apogee. She, like Queen Victoria, did not know of his disastrous
1886 resignation from the Chancellorship of the Exchequer until she read it in The Times. During
these years she had many suitors, more than a few of them probably lovers. They included apart
from those mentioned, the Marquis de Breteuil, Lord Dunraven, the French novelist Paul Bourget
and King Milan of Serbia. George Moore, the Anglo-Irish novelist, said she had 200 lovers, but
apart from anything else the number is suspiciously round. She claimed to have firmly rejected
the overtures of Sir Charles Dilke, which however did not prevent Lord Randolph, who appeared
mostly to be more tolerant, from attempting to assault him. After Lord Randolph's death her
choice of partners became more bizarre as well as more public. In 1900, at the age of forty-six,
she insisted on marrying George Cornwallis-West, a Scots Guards subaltern who was twenty
years her junior. The marriage lasted fourteen years before ending in divorce. Cornwallis-West
clearly had considerable drawing power, for he then married Mrs Patrick Campbell. Three years
later Lady Randolph made a third marriage to Montague Porch, an hitherto quiet Somerset
country gentleman who had been a Colonial Service officer in Nigeria and who was even
younger than Cornwallis-West. She died in 1921, aged sixty-seven. Porch survived until 1964.
Was Jennie Churchill a better mother than a wife? Her elder son's most famous comment on
their early relationship sounds a note at once admiring and wistful. After citing an adulatory



passage (in which the most striking phrase was nonetheless ‘more of the panther than of the
woman in her look’) written by the future Lord D'Abernon after first seeing her during the Irish
period, Winston Churchill commented: ‘My mother made the same brilliant impression upon my
childhood's eye. She shone for me like the Evening Star. I loved her dearly — but at a distance.’
This was in My Early Life (that is up to 1906) which he published in 1930, and is probably the
most engaging of all his books, using a light and sparkling note of detached irony. The fact that
these sentences were written and published nearly fifty years after the period to which they refer
gives them a greater not a lesser validity. They are moreover borne out by the correspondence
of the period. Throughout his two years at his first preparatory school (St George's, Ascot, which
appears from the disparately independent testimonies of Churchill himself and of the art critic
Roger Fry to have been a place of appalling brutality even by the flogging standards of the age),
his subsequent three and a half years at a much gentler Brighton establishment, and then his
nearly five years at Harrow, there is a constant hoping for visits which did not take place, of
wishing for more attention in the future, and of being shunted around rather than of being
automatically welcomed at home for short or long holidays. The forms of letter address are
also interesting. Churchill most frequently began his ‘My darling Mummy’ and ended more
variously. A fairly typical second-year Harrow example was ‘Good Bye, my own, with love I
remain, Your son Winston S Churchill’. She habitually wrote to him, not too infrequently but
mostly shortly, ‘Dearest Winston’ and ended ‘Yr loving Mother JSC’. There were two
competitors for writing to him at least equally or more affectionate letters. The first was the
Countess of Wilton, in the relevant years a lady in her mid- to late forties, who wrote often,
mostly starting ‘Dearest Winston’ and ending, more significantly ‘With best love, Yr ever affecte,
deputy mother, Laura Wilton’. The other was Churchill's nurse, Mrs Everest, who was engaged
to look after him (and later his brother Jack) within a month or so of his birth. Elizabeth Everest
was from the Medway Towns, and one of her lasting influences was to make Churchill feel that
Kent was the best county in England. She would have approved (more than Clementine
Churchill did) of his acquiring Chartwell twenty-seven years after her death. Before coming to the
Churchills she had looked after the small daughter of a Cumberland clergyman, whom Winston
retrieved after twenty years to join him at her graveside. Mrs Everest obviously possessed
among other attributes great descriptive power, for she made life in that northern parsonage so
vivid to Churchill that, although vicarious, it was one of his most permanent early memories.
There is no evidence that a spousely Mr Everest had ever existed, so that her ‘Mrs’ was purely
honorary, like that of many a housekeeper of the period. Although she had a sister (who was
married to a prison warder in the Isle of Wight), to whose house she once took Winston to stay,
thus giving him, it has been suggested, his only experience of humble life, she was able to
concentrate almost all her affection upon the two Churchill boys. She was the central emotional
prop of Winston's childhood, and mutual dependence continued throughout his adolescence.
The Randolph Churchills had not kept her on after the end of Jack's childhood, but Winston at
least maintained strong contact and visited her several times in her final illness. Mrs Everest's



letters to Churchill typically began (21 January 1891, when he was sixteen) ‘My darling Winny’
and ended ‘Lots of love and kisses Fm your loving old woom’. A typical topping and tailing from
him to her (from Harrow, July 1890) was ‘My darling Old Woom’ and ‘Good Bye darling, I hope
you will enjoy yourself, with love from Winny’. One other person who used ‘Winny’ (or ‘Winnie’)
was Count Kinsky. On 5 February 1891 he wrote a letter from the Austro-Hungarian Embassy in
Belgrave Square of which the content, as well as the salutations, was not without interest: ‘I am
sending you all the stamps I could scrape together for the moment. Do you want some more
later on? If so say so. How is your old head? I hope all right again. I am off to Sandringham
tomorrow until Monday. If I have a good thing racing you shall be on. I am going to lunch with
Mama now so must be off. Be a good boy and write if you have nothing better to do ... Yours
ever, CK’. Winston Churchill's non-relationship with his father was even more wistful than was
his semi-relationship with his mother. Lord Randolph was too exhilarated by politics during his
period of success and too depressed by them (and by his health) during his decline to have
much time for parenthood. It is one of the supreme ironies that now, more than a century after
his death, he should be best known as a father. In life it was always an intensely personal fame,
sought and achieved, which was his forte, just as parenthood or any other form of domestic
activity certainly was not. The most poignant comment on Winston Churchill's relations with his
father is that which he is reported to have made to his own son, another and by no means wholly
satisfactory Randolph, in the late 1930s, when that Randolph was twenty-six or twenty-seven.
They had a long and maybe fairly alcoholic dinner together, alone at Chartwell. Towards the end
Churchill said: ‘We have this evening had a longer period of continuous conversation together
than the total which I ever had with my father in the whole course of his life.’Read more
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John David Olsen, “An excellent, though somewhat difficult read. Not for the faint of heart.. Roy
Jenkins was a Labor MP in the House of Commons at the time Churchill was himself still in the
house. Jenkins began his career there in 1948, just prior to the second time Churchill became
Prime Minister in 1951. [Churchill died at 90 years old in 1965.] Churchill at this point in his life
was not quite the force he once was up to and during his first term as Prime Minister from
1940-45, but to see the great orator himself in person still must have been quite extraordinary.
Jenkins admits in his book that they didn't really know one another, and they were on opposite
sides of the House, as Churchill was a Conservative.I just completed a trip called "Churchill's
England" with the Churchill Centre based in Washington, D.C. and as preparation for this trip; I
wanted to immerse myself in Churchill history in order to recognize the people we were to meet
and the places we were to see.[...]I searched Amazon for what would be a single volume to
begin to read just prior to the trip and take along with me to read on the journey. I chose this one
because Roy Jenkins has an amazing first paragraph:"Churchill's provenance was aristocratic,
indeed ducal, and some have seen this as the most important key to his whole career. That is
unconvincing. Churchill was far too many faceted, idiosyncratic and unpredictable a character to
allow himself to be imprisoned by the circumstances of his birth."That was it, I was hooked; I
found Jenkins style very appealing.As it turns out, the other definitive single-volume biography
was by Sir Martin Gilbert, whom I didn't realize was Churchill's official biographer, knew Lady
Churchill, worked for their son Randolph in the 1960's, and has written numerous volumes on
Churchill.Jenkins book is well worth reading, though I found it a bit of a difficult because of the
British English used. His style and prose and very well thought through and he is obviously quite
knowledgeable on his subject. I did find it interesting how he refers to Martin Gilbert's work on a
number of occasions. This is most certainly a political biography, so for one who is interested in
the strategy and tactics that Churchill used, during his political career, in his rise to become one
of the most prominent international statesmen of the 20th century, then this Jenkins biography is
worth the effort.”

Michael B. Crutcher, “A Great Political Biography. Roy Jenkins, who has combined careers both
as a successful author and politician, has written a sweeping, 912 page one volume biography
of Sir Winston Churchill, the "Greatest Englishman." This begs the question, do we really need
another Churchill biography? After all, we have the eight volume "official" biography, begun, with
two volumes, by his son Randolph, the remaining six written by Martin Gilbert. Gilbert also
produced a dutiful one volume summation. We have two volumes out of a projected three by
William Manchester, unfortunately not finished because of Manchester's failing health. But that
is just to scratch the surface. There is a perceptive and competent biography by his life-long
friend, Violet Bonham Carter, the diaries of his physician, Lord Moran, and the diaries of his long-
time private secretary, John Colville. There is even a revisionist biography, by John Charmley.



Churchill said that history would treat him kindly, because he intended to write it. This he
accomplished in his six volume history of the Second World War and in autobiographical
accounts of his early military exploits. After his three (eventually four) volume account of World
War One was published, Arthur Balfour said, "Winston has written a great [in size] book about
himself and called it 'The World Crisis.'" Despite this, Jenkins' volume is enormously welcome.
His is likely the last biography to be written by someone who knew him, or at least had met him,
served with him in Parliment, and as a major political figure himself, though in a later era,
understands the political and Parlimentary atmosphere in which Churchill lived. His biography is
the best political appreciation of Churchill career that we are likely to get, political in the sense of
understanding how Churchill rose and (often) fell in Parlimentary esteem, how Churchill
operated in the cabinet and how he connected (or failed to connect) with the British electorate.
Jenkins is also not afraid to summarize the principal points of a period in Churchill's career,
rather than wade through a chronological approach to political problems now too distant from us
to have much meaning. He also will offer judgments on the success or failure of Churchill's
policies, unlike Gilbert, who is non-judgmental in the extreme. He is perhaps too harsh on
Churchill over The Dardanelles campaign of World War I, a great failure but at minimum an
inventive effort to avoid more pointless casualities on the Western front. He is skillful in weaving
in Churchill's various illnesses and physical declines to explain how the aging warrior became
less effective in later years. The book is extremely well written. If Jenkins is a lesser politician
than his subject, he is also a better writer, the author of splendid biographies of such figures as
Gladstone and Asquith. These literary gifts are matched with an encyclopedic knowledge of
modern history, so that he is able to draw illuminating comparisons. Even to himself. Noting that
Churchill dined often with Lloyd George when the latter was Prime Minister in the early 1920's,
Jenkins notes in a footnote that as Chancellor of the Exchequer in the Wilson cabinet, apart from
officials banquets he never had a meal with the Prime Minister. I note quibbles in other reviews
of this book that it is "too English," both in content and style. I would defend the author on both
scores. Although there is the occasional reference that falls deaf to American ears, this is a
serious biography with a significant level of detail. It does help to have read something about the
man and the period as background. But to have denuded the book of this information would
have made it a much poorer thing. I would also defend Jenkins' style, which is graceful if
sometimes convoluted. To the reviewer who only got started on the book, I would say, go back
and give it another shot. You will get used to the language and will be better for the experience.
All literature should not be reduced to the level of John Grisham or Stephen King. I think a more
telling criticism is that we read the book and are enlighted, charmed, educated, but...do we ever
see the "man in full"? We are tantalized with bits of information about his relationship with his
wife, Clementine (why is she always vacationing separately?), but without any real explication of
their marriage. There are references to his periods of depression, the "black dog," but how
serious were they? Jenkins is good on Churchill as a writer, as one would expect from a fellow
writer, and best on Churchill as a politician. But as fine as this biography is, I would rate



Manchester's effort as getting closer to the man. There is, in Manchester's first volume, about a
thirty page description (if memory serves) of "a day in the life" of Churchill, which somehow says
more about Churchill the man than all of Jenkins' 912 pages. Still, Jenkins has written an
extemely valuable and readable effort, the best one volume biography in my opinion, and the
best we are ever likely to see of Churchill in his political role.”

Dr. Philip J. Kinsler, “A very 'British' biography.... This is a very different biography from several
other lives of Churchill I've read. Roy Jenkins is a parliamentarian and a former British
government Minister. His biography calls upon the reader for an almost encyclopedic
knowledge of British history from the 1860's onward. It would be good to know of the various
crises in Gladstone's premiership for example, and about who was on various sides of British
parliamentary politics when Joseph Chamberlain was central to British governmental policies. I
think this is a rather tough knowledge base for all but the most Anglophile of American readers; it
makes it somewhat tough going for even fairly scholarly laypeople.That said, the book is very
well written and gives the flavor of Churchill as a British politician struggling through ups and
downs, times he was popular, times in the wilderness. It is a very balanced view--this is
definitely not the 'Churchill as hero who saved civilization' view. This is the Churchill as an
admittedly great man who used every advantage of his Duke grandfather and Chancellor of the
Exchequer father and femme fatale mother to get where he wanted to go--the top, quickly.I've
enjoyed the book and appreciated the balance but sometimes had to persist through tough
going for an American.”

John Hopper, “Superb biography. This magnificent big biography of the great Prime Minister and
war leader, written by the former Labour Cabinet member and Social Democratic Party founder
Roy Jenkins, was the British Book Awards Best Biography of the Year in 2003. It is political and
personal biography as its very best, beautifully written and covering all aspects of the colourful
life of Churchill, which packed in more incident, especially on the political and literary fronts, then
any other figure during the twentieth century. His magnificent leadership during the Second
World War is of course rightly lauded, but there was so much more to him than this: his early
military and journalistic experiences in the Boer War; his Cabinet career as quite a radical
Liberal President of the Board of the Trade in the reforming 1906-10 Liberal Government; his
dramatic changes of party from Conservative to Liberal in 1904 and back to Conservative in
1924, holding very high offices in Liberal and Conservative Cabinets, e.g. as a Liberal Home
Secretary and a Conservative Chancellor of the Exchequer; and as a Liberal First Lord of the
Admiralty in the First World War and a Conservative First Lord of the Admiralty at the beginning
of the Second World War, before the crisis of confidence caused by Chamberlain's wretched
appeasement policy led to Churchill's assuming the pinnacle of his power and influence on the
world stage. His loss of office in the Labour landslide of the 1945 General Election was for him
shockingly unexpected and, in hindsight it would no doubt have been better for him had he



retired from front line politics at that point (he was already 70). But he was motivated to continue
as Leader of the Opposition due to his fears of the encroaching influence of the Soviet Union in
central and Eastern Europe and his belief that only a strong Anglo-American alliance could
combat this; in fact this was also the policy of Attlee's Government. He was also very involved in
founding and supporting some of the earliest European institutions that later became the
embryonic EC (though most modern Conservatives would be reluctant to admit this!).
Churchill's return to power in 1951 made him a Prime Minister at 77, something which is pretty
much unthinkable now, but after a couple of reasonable years, when his main driving force was
horror of the H Bomb and a desire to reach some kind of understanding with the Soviet Union,
his health deteriorated when he had a major stroke in the summer on 1953. After this, the
author's recounting of his clinging to power for another year and a half makes for unedifying
reading and one feels sorry both for Churchill as a human being and for his Cabinet colleagues
having to work with him in this state; only his enormous prestige made his continuation in office
even plausible. After his retirement in April 1955, the remaining near decade of his life was
dominated by lengthy stays in southern France and Italy and in Mediterranean cruises on
Aristotle Onassis's yacht; yet despite these absences and detachment from life in Britain, he
remained an MP, even after a fall in 1962 which incapacitated him, almost until his death,
standing down at the dissolution of Parliament in summer 1964 before the General Election that
saw Labour returned with a small majority, and dying in January 1965. The biography also
extensively covers Churchill's prodigious and mostly high quality literary output over a period of
some 60 years, and his love of and talent for painting, demonstrating what a genuine polymath
he was.  A remarkable biography of a remarkable statesman.”

J. E. G. Stubbington, “Churchill and Roy Jenkins. A valuable review of Churchill's life and
achievements by Roy Jenkins, who had both personal knowledge of Churchill and extensive
political insight. There seem to be no attempts to rewrite history in order to make things appear
different than they actually were at the time. In that context, this book stands head and shoulders
above many other books which contain constructions or distortions of the facts in order to make
some currently fashionable theory. This book is no 'dodgy dossier' but is a very robust record of
the many achievements - and failures - of a man who influenced British politics across six
decades, the like of which we may never see again. Congratulations both to Roy Jenkins and to
Winston Churchill.”

Stephen Kerr, “French knowledge seems de rigueur for this biography. A thoroughly immersive
biography that is heavy going in places. Jenkins was obviously a great scholar and you
sometimes get the feeling that he's trying to demonstrate this fact by a littering of obscure words,
a ticker-tape parade of Latin and French phrases and a wry acknowledgement the he knows you
don't know what they mean!That said it is an enjoyable read and despite my newly-acquired
insecurities at my lack of education I would recommend this biography as a great example of a



one volume study of the great man. It ends rather abruptly but there is contained within a wealth
of info, maybe just too a little too much political insight,  but nonetheless a highly rewarding read.”

The book by Roy Jenkins has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 343 people have provided feedback.
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