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			​Prologue

			Do you want to be a British princess? 

			Meghan Markle of California, USA, has said that she does. Or, more romantically—and surely more accurately—she has said “Yes” to marrying Prince Harry, with the princess bit being very much a secondary part of the deal. That is the proper order of priorities, after all.

			However, there’s no getting away from it: a marriage that doesn’t just start a new life but also takes her into the heart of the House of Windsor is going to give Meghan a steep learning curve—much steeper than some of the other options that might have been open to her.

			And in its turn, the British Royal Family may have to do some adapting to the newcomer, even though that’s not a regular habit. It’s more than eighty years since the last American attached herself to its exclusive family tree—and that ended badly. Wallis Simpson’s marriage to King Edward VIII in 1936 cost him his throne and earned him a lifetime of exile. The constitutional trauma of what became known as the Abdication Crisis left deep scars in the country and in the family, whose members have famously long memories. 

			Things had better be different this time around.

			But will they?
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			In this book, longtime royal insider and bestselling author Patrick Jephson draws upon his unique experience as Princess Diana’s first (and only) private secretary/chief of staff to give an expert assessment of the momentous marital gamble the House of Windsor is about to take. 

			As a naturalized American citizen, he brings a special insight to the transatlantic dimension the new princess adds to the royal line-up. He’s also able to analyze with a practiced eye the challenges faced by Meghan as she transitions to life in a palace—and the impact she’ll have on the world’s most famous monarchy.

			Meghan’s arrival could be a well-timed boost for a dynasty that faces big challenges in the coming years. But he doesn’t skip the hard reality that survival as a royal newcomer takes more than a winning smile and a stylish curtsy. Meghan is committing to a path of duty and sacrifice that will last to the end of her days. Happily, with Prince Harry at her side, there’s every chance of fun and fulfillment along the way—and a legacy that leaves her very personal mark on the House of Windsor forever. 
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			Like Wallis, Meghan is a divorcee and already a mature woman with a lifetime’s worth of valuable experience to her name. Also like Wallis, she’s slim, brunette, and something of a fashion plate.

			Luckily, the similarities between the women seem to end there. Nor are there many similarities between the royal world of today and the court of the 1930s. Modern princes are free to marry—and re-marry—pretty much as they please, perhaps in hopes of improving the odds of long-term marital success. The statistics for top-level royal marriages during Queen Elizabeth’s reign are enough to make any potential royal bride think twice: out of six starters, only two are still running: Edward and William, unlike divorcees Margaret, Anne, Andrew, and Charles.

			Meghan may quite rightly have decided that she and Harry need fear nothing from the past in making their own marriage a beacon of stability, longevity, and happiness. But there are plenty of good examples from recent royal history that could give her some valuable tips for success—and quite a few cautionary tales too.

			Forget Wallis Simpson. The real point of comparison is a much more familiar figure: Harry’s much-missed mother. Meghan has already attracted hundreds of comparisons with Princess Diana, an iconic figure who will probably be a frequent presence throughout Meghan’s princess career.

			Diana’s example of how to use the royal cachet to benefit good causes is one her sons are already following to universal praise. Fortunately they have not needed to follow her other, sadder path in which Diana learned that her own unhappiness created a powerful affinity with some of the world’s most excluded and stigmatized people.

			Diana’s experience of separation and divorce has perhaps surprising resonance for Meghan in explaining some of the pressures and challenges of royal marriage management. Getting the balance right between public duty and private happiness might turn out to be her greatest achievement.

			Meanwhile, other crucial balances must be struck, such as: tradition versus innovation, regal restraint versus passionate campaigning, privacy versus publicity, and spontaneity versus dogged persistence. It’s a long list, and in tackling it Meghan will depend crucially on empathy with the ordinary citizens of her adopted country and on her own internal judgement. As she may already have guessed, as a real royal highness she’ll have access to an infinite supply of advice, but in the end, only she can decide how to take control of the extraordinary destiny providence has placed in her hands. 

			Then there are the in-laws. A royal newcomer could ask for no better role model than Elizabeth II, whose lifetime of dedicated public service sets a standard unlikely to be bettered in the whole history of the British Crown. Eventually, and many pray it will be far off, Elizabeth’s place on the throne will be taken by Meghan’s father-in-law, Prince Charles. He and his controversial second wife, Camilla, offer her a mixed buffet of how-to-be-royal experience. And of course, when she needs counsel from somebody her own age, William and Catherine will be her neighbors in Kensington Palace.

			Not the least of Meghan’s challenges will be the speed with which she’ll have to assimilate the constitutional instincts that her new position in the British hierarchy will demand. Being American is an attractive novelty—for now. How she retains the best of her native heritage and combines it with the distinctive qualities of Britishness will be a process under constant review. Against a backdrop of transatlantic cultural complexity, this may sometimes make the ocean feel very wide. 

			The best news for her, for Harry, and for an expectant British public is that if she gets it right, the reward will be the secure evolution of the great institution that has welcomed her—and two lives made complete by their service to humanity.





			Chapter One

			​In the Shadow of Diana

			“I don’t go by the rule book; I lead from the heart, not the head.”

			—Princess Diana




			Midwinter in Manhattan. From the Carlyle Hotel on the Upper East Side to the Hilton ballroom on Sixth Avenue has taken the royal limousine, with its impressive NYPD and Secret Service convoy of escorting vehicles, less than fifteen minutes through the evening rush-hour traffic. Waiting on the sidewalk is a crowd of several hundred enthusiastic onlookers, waving from behind police crowd barriers, their smiling faces stark in the television lights. The welcoming committee, led by Dr. Henry Kissinger, takes its assigned places and prepares its royal small talk.

			Clustered in the press pen, the familiar A-team of media photographers prepares to go to work, aiming their Nikons at the door of the limousine, ready for their favorite royal subject to reveal herself and—just as important—her choice of evening gown for what is being trumpeted as New York’s most prestigious social gathering of the year.

			A Secret Service agent takes one last look up and down the street and opens the limousine door. The crowd presses forward as the cheers rise to a crescendo. With practiced elegance America’s favorite princess steps onto the red carpet, a figure at once familiar and fabulously fresh, radiating a glamour that any film star would recognize as Hollywood plus. As her entourage hangs back to give the fans and the cameras an uninterrupted view, the Princess rewards Dr. Kissinger’s warm embrace with a double kiss and then allows herself to be escorted into the hotel and out of sight. As for her gown, it’s hidden under a long dark coat against the evening chill but later reveals itself to be a plunging, dark blue, sequined number.

			The entourage hurries to keep up while on the sidewalk the happy crowd excitedly shares their impressions of their brief glimpse of real British royalty. The photographers climb down from their stepladders and prepare to move to the next photo opportunity. The rush-hour traffic resumes its usual high tempo, heedless of the star-spotting opportunity it has just missed.

			Princess Di is back in New York, a city she loved—and which loved her. Royalty and America: it’s a thrilling mix…
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			I was a member of the tuxedo-clad posse that surged after Princess Diana into the lofty hotel foyer, where crowds of happily surprised hotel guests were taking the opportunity to enjoy a close-up view of this unexpected extra entertainment. Actually, I was somewhere near the head of the entourage having driven with the Princess in the limousine. As happened so often, I was trying to keep out of the way of the security agents while staying close enough to the Princess so she could turn and slip me a few sotto voce words without having to break stride. This sometimes took quite a bit of fancy footwork, but luckily I had had plenty of practice. As her private secretary/chief of staff I had been directing this rather exclusive roadshow for nearly eight years, accompanying it to every corner of the world from these familiar streets of New York to the wilds of the Himalayas, the hubbub of Hong Kong, the boulevards of Paris, and many more. 

			When not on the road I spent my days either in the office at St. James’s Palace or at Princess Diana’s apartment in Kensington Palace. During those years, wherever I found myself I had never been able to escape, or in truth, had never wished to escape, from the relentless drama that accompanied the acrimonious collapse of Diana’s marriage to Prince Charles, or the giddy rocket-powered trajectory of her seemingly unstoppable rise in worldwide fame and popularity. 

			Those years had seen Princess Diana emerge from her husband’s shadow to become an icon of glamour and compassion, embracing controversial humanitarian causes such as AIDS, leprosy, addiction, and mental illness in a way that revolutionized perceptions of how royalty and charities could work together. It was no coincidence that she devoted herself year after year to causes that focused on the plight of the excluded and stigmatized because, as she told me, “I understand them, Patrick, because I’m one of them.” 

			And so she was, not through poverty or physical suffering, but through her unhappy journey from future queen, on the arm of a protective husband in 1981, to royal outcast in 1995. It was as an outcast that she attended that New York event, which in its stripped-down protocol subtly hinted at her lack of a defined royal role. Nevertheless, through its obvious glamor and media power, it also sent a message to those back home who wanted to clip her wings: this divorcing princess has reserves of determination and global influence that may surprise you. 

			I had joined Diana’s organization as an equerry (military aide) in 1988, becoming her full-time private secretary in 1990, just in time to begin the task of creating a new royal household for Diana, who already saw her separation from Prince Charles on the horizon.

			As I labored to set up and run the kind of modest but hard-working support team that suited her unique royal style—a demanding mix of utter perfection and split-second spontaneity—it was no surprise that I and all those others who supported Diana’s rollercoaster royal progress felt ourselves privileged to be part of a challenging but inspiring experiment in how our part of the House of Windsor might adapt that ancient dynasty to a world that wanted more than a distant wave and stilted platitudes. If what we were doing unsettled some of the more traditional elements from less friendly corners of the royal universe—not the least from her estranged husband’s circle of friends and advisers—that was fine with us, especially since nobody could ever find the smallest fault with the professionalism and dedication that were the hallmarks of how Diana did her duty for the Crown.

			Nevertheless, although tonight’s engagement was in many ways routine, and organizationally very much at the easier end the scale, for me it was anything but normal. This was because, still unknown to the Princess, I had already decided to resign from her service. For all the well-practiced efficiency of tonight’s event at the Hilton, the rest of Diana’s life and, in particular, its next few steps, were becoming a confusing jumble in which her future status and occupation seemed as unclear as her own intentions. 

			Since giving a self-sabotaging interview to the BBC peak-time current affairs program Panorama just a couple of weeks previously, it had seemed that her life and mine were in a kind of freefall—where we would land and what we would do when we got there were fast becoming questions I no longer wished to try to answer. Contributing to my reluctant decision was Diana’s increasing tendency to seek advice from those who saw her as a useful vehicle for their own agendas, and to portray herself as a victim of events rather than as the strong and influential woman I knew her to be, well able to decide her own destiny. 

			Perhaps crucially in my thinking, the Princess, for reasons that I understood given her mixed feelings of abandonment and defiance, had chosen to chop away the time-tested structure of royal status and support that had protected her in a dangerous world, even as she chafed against its constraints.

			I was part of that structure, happy to be so even as I had set aside my obligations to my own young family. The demands of being “the producer of the Diana show” as the Oscar-winning head of Columbia Studios David Puttnam had described me, demanded every ounce of commitment and probably more. Combined, all these separate straws were putting the camel’s back of my loyalty under a strain I no longer felt able to tolerate. So her starring role at tonight’s glittering New York awards ceremony was to be the last event for which I would accompany my boss onto the supersonic Concorde airliner across the Atlantic.

			The watching guests took hurried photographs of our preening black-tied gaggle, with the Princess the dazzling gem at its center, as it surged across the lobby and up the stairs to the ballroom. Already most of the expected 1,500 guests were at their tables, filling the enormous space with a cheerful cacophony of excited conversation and the expensive potpourri of scores of competing perfumes. The guest list was drawn from the highest strata of New York society as well as including Secretary of State Henry Kissinger and General (later Secretary of State) Colin Powell, accompanied by media mogul Rupert Murdoch, who hosted the royal guest alongside the head of the charity honoring her, United Cerebral Palsy of New York. 

			This was definitely the place to be, not just because of Princess Diana’s presence but also to witness her acceptance of the Humanitarian of the Year award. This was an honor she had tried to resist, not the least of which on the grounds that her job as a princess meant that she should be giving awards, not receiving them. But the organizers had been politely insistent and, given the fundraising potential of such an evening for their good cause, the Princess had agreed, with just the right degree of gracious reluctance.

			The evening was a total success. When it came to staging top-level events on this scale the Hilton certainly knew how to impress. The wine, the dinner, the accompanying live music, all contributed to the sense of celebration and when her hosts rose to praise the Princess and catalogue her impressive contributions to humanitarian causes during her royal career thus far, the room was united in its admiration of the smiling but attractively diffident award recipient. As usual, she hit all the right notes as she teased General Powell about his claim that they were distant kinsmen, expressed her support for the charity, and acknowledged her gratitude for the honor it was bestowing on her. 

			Except, perhaps the room was not quite united, as a lone voice interrupted her speech with a question:

			“Where are your kids, Di?”

			There was a universal offended intake of breath but without missing a beat, Diana turned in the direction of the voice and assured everyone that her children were at school. Given the time difference, and the fact that they were at boarding school, this meant that they were safely in bed. Having thus rebutted the implied criticism that she was a neglectful mother, she returned unruffled to her text. The applause was loud, heartfelt, and prolonged.

			Much later, when her distinguished hosts had seen her to the curbside, and the fans who had waited in the cold for her to reappear had been treated to personal words of thanks, the royal visitor got back into her limousine, waving a final fond farewell as she drove away. 

			Sitting beside her in the dark I watched the flashing lights of the escort as we were shepherded along the still busy streets back to the sanctuary of the hotel on East 76th Street. The Carlyle had, by this time, become Diana’s New York home away from home, and she was in relaxed mood when we stepped out of the elevator and were escorted to her penthouse suite. As sometimes happened after a particularly good day she invited me in for a glass of champagne (Louis Roederer Cristal, if I remember correctly) and a jolly good gossip about the people and events that were her most entertaining memories of the last few hours. 

			These were the kind of moments that had been a reward for me for years that I was happy to accept, in return for a life totally dedicated to a royal cause that I believed deserved everything I could give it. 

			I had been carrying the humanitarian award—a bold modern design in granite and glass—ever since we had left the Hilton and now I carefully placed it on a side table. Turning to the Princess and raising my glass I said:

			“All these years I’ve been flying around the world telling people you didn’t accept awards—your job was to hand them out. But I think you were right to accept this one. You’ve certainly earned it.”

			She briefly raised her eyebrows, then turned to look out at the nighttime Manhattan skyline. With her eyes still fixed on the famous panorama she thought for a moment, then replied, “No, Patrick, I don’t deserve this.” She looked at me and raised her glass in turn. “But I am working on it!”
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