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FOREWORD


‘Where were you when Kennedy was assassinated?’


The murder of the American President on 22 November 1963 was one of those seminal moments for a generation. Yet by and large it held most resonance for Americans themselves. Seventeen years later, the murder of former Beatle John Lennon on 8 December 1980 evoked similar questions and similar feelings of the ‘end of an era’.


Yet nothing has quite succeeded in bringing the planet together in collective shock and grief as the tragic death, on 31 August 1997, of Diana, Princess of Wales.


Where were you when you heard the news of Princess Diana’s death?


We knew who John Kennedy was. We already understood the genius of John Lennon. Their untimely deaths immortalized them but did not redefine them. Before the car crash in Paris, most people in the world had developed an opinion about Diana. Yet the moment they learned of her death, a process began in which the Princess was redefined. We had taken her for granted, and now she was gone.


After the shock came a new appreciation of her life, and a tremendous sorrow for the sadness surrounding much of her existence. We suddenly realized that we hardly knew her at all. 


Inevitably and almost immediately, the conspiracy theorists ran amok. It was the Marilyn Monroe syndrome revisited and doubtless such fantasies will be regularly returned to over the years. Most people, however, do not want to dwell endlessly on the circumstances of Diana’s death but rather want to know more about this fascinating character in life.


I never met Diana or made films about her whilst she was alive, but it was easy to become infused with the prevailing journalistic opinions. We all had better subjects to write about and document than a woman the industry widely regarded as ‘flaky’. That has all changed for me in the last year.


Where was I when I heard the news? On my honeymoon, in a village in the middle of Indonesia, at about midday local time, when the sound of clamouring voices made all the visitors turn around. The locals were clustered around a tiny radio, on which an announcer was speaking in a language I don’t understand. The only word we could pick out was ‘Diana’, repeated over and over again. ‘What’s going on?’ we all wanted to know. ‘Diana, she dead!’ That was about as far as their English would stretch. We thought it must be some kind of mistake. As the day rolled on, everybody else was also picking up the news. It was extraordinary. Old women in the middle of rice fields were sobbing, at restaurants and bars everyone talked in numbed disbelief. This was the island of Bali, and everyone could remember when Diana visited for a holiday in August 1993. They felt, as did the rest of the world, that Diana belonged to them.


For the next week, the only ‘comfort’ was to watch every awful reminder of the tragedy on the BBC’s World Service, on CNN and a dozen other satellite stations from different parts of the world. Throughout, I felt a journalistic pull that told me my duty was back in London, to ‘help out’. But what could I have done? I could only have massaged my own sense of shock through working out the tragedy in a practical way. On my return to London I went straightaway to Kensington Palace to see the incredible floral tributes, and to experience the physical sensation of a shared loss.


As time went on, more books and films about Diana appeared. We all thought we understood who she was. Her death now seemed to be explained away.


In May 1999, I was asked to make a film about Diana for London Weekend Television. I was not convinced there could be anything left to say about her. During the months that followed I met many many people who had been extremely close to Diana at different times in her life, and slowly I began to see a very different woman to the one I had assumed I knew. 


As time progressed not only did my fascination for Diana develop but my admiration, too. I felt I was beginning to understand what lay behind her façade, what drove her and what haunted her.


Some of her friends who had been kind enough to give up so much of their time for me during the film making suggested that I should record my perceptions in the form of a book as well. There were considerations, not always easy ones – the questions of perceived intrusiveness and the possible effect on Diana’s sons, to name but two. However I concluded that on balance the book could reinterpret key events, and could eventually provide a picture of those final weeks, which in the end might help to set the record straight and lay to rest some of the myths that have sprung up around her death.


If you ask most people to sum up the key moments in Diana’s life, it is likely that they will include her marriage to Charles, the birth of her sons, bulimia, self-mutilation, the divorce, feelings about Camilla Parker Bowles, lots of holidays, James Hewitt, landmines, being on the cover of magazines, Dodi and her tragic death. A life summed up in twelve instalments, many of them unhappy. The woman that emerges from the resulting picture sounds one-dimensional. I felt there must be more. And indeed there is, both in terms of events and in terms of who Diana really was.


The period in her life between 1992 and 1997 has not been explored nearly as much as the years when she was married to Charles, and so much has gone undetected. Secondly, the focus has been essentially on the stepping stones of her life, rather than the building blocks of her personality. She wasn’t forever the shy princess, or the broken-hearted wife. Diana could laugh; indeed she had a wicked sense of humour, and she was also considerably more intelligent than many people have given her credit for – she could read and digest a complex medical volume or a serious religious work, just as easily as she could devour a book by Barbara Cartland or Danielle Steel.


Above all, perhaps, one begins to admire the fact that she was able to survive so much that life threw at her. From her naïve entry into a loveless marriage, which quickly pushed her into the well-documented bouts of bulimia and self-mutilation, she became the woman who took on the world’s governments over the landmines issue. Where did that strength come from? I became inspired to find out how she navigated that rocky road from hurt girl to powerful woman campaigner.


It quickly becomes apparent as you study Diana, that she was driven by her need for love, just as some are driven by the wish to make money or to find enough food to stay alive. To Diana, love was as fundamental as food or money. There is no doubt that she was deeply in love with Charles. He was her first love and would always remain a pivotal figure in her life. But she knew that it wasn’t to be, and she needed to be loved as well as to love. By the end what Charles and Diana had discovered was a mutual friendship, which had she lived would doubtless have matured further.


If you look more closely you discover that the love Diana was seeking was not a simple quest for love of the head over heels variety – it was much more complex than that. It had to include a man, a family, the feeling that she was loved for herself, and that she could maintain the love of the public; without all those elements, Diana was lost.


In this book, then, I seek to find out who Diana was, and how and why she searched for her version of love, and the impact that search had on her own inner strength and feelings of self-worth.


Because this book focuses largely on the period between 1992 and 1997, a considerable amount of attention is directed towards Diana’s feelings for Dr Hasnat Khan, a Pakistani heart surgeon working in London. After Charles, Khan was undoubtedly the most important love of Diana’s life; not only for himself but also for his large family who Diana grew to know and love, and finally for the difference I believe he made to Diana during her life. That is why their story is told here.


I have met Hasnat Khan, but I must emphasize that he has not contributed directly to this publication. His part in Diana’s life has been related by sources close to him, confidantes of the doctor and his family. This is not a ‘kiss and tell’ story. I understand and respect Dr Khan’s reluctance to talk publicly about his feelings for Diana. I doubt that he ever will, which is how Diana would have wanted it; she said herself that he was one of the few people in her life who had not betrayed her to the press.


I thank members of Dr Khan’s family in Pakistan, who knew and loved Diana, for sharing their recollections with me during the two visits I made to that country, in 1999 and 2000. They have helped me to walk the fine line between invasion of privacy, and understanding certain events that were to fundamentally shape Diana’s life and help us gain a unique insight into her thoughts and feelings.


I also want to thank all of Diana’s other close friends and acquaintances who gave up so much of their time to speak to me and to share their memories of Diana, the person – as opposed to Diana, the Princess. In most cases people have given up several days of their time to sift through their minds, their diaries, drawers for newspaper cuttings, many times allowing me to see personal treasures in order that I can better understand the woman Diana was.


It is said that you can understand a person through their friends. If this is the case, then one can speak highly indeed of Diana, who seems to have chosen her friends – diverse as they are in personality, nationality and background – so well.


Diana pigeonholed her friends and, on the whole, she kept them very separate. Through talking to them, each in their separate compartments, it is possible at least to find corroboration of key parts of what was going on in Diana’s mind during those latter years, and more particularly over that final summer.


Some critics have suggested that towards the end of her life, Diana had ‘lost the plot’; that she was sinking deeper into some kind of madness. I disagree. I believe that Diana still had a long way to go, but she was maturing in many ways, and had she lived she would have surprised us all with new strengths and fresh achievements.


One by one, individual friends of the Princess are now also putting pen to paper, writing their own books. In each case the process will cast further light on this extraordinary woman, which I believe is a good thing. I do not believe that gathering such information is a betrayal; rather it is giving us a collection of memories by which Diana can be remembered as an even more extraordinary person than the world ever knew.


KJS, April 2000






PROLOGUE


May 1997, Lahore, Pakistan


The dome of the Badshahi mosque is scorched red in the dying rays of the late afternoon sun, dazzling all who risk a glance towards it. As dusk overtakes day, the strained voices of the muezzins resonate across the rooftops, calling the faithful to prayer. All over the city the ritual begins once again, as thousands of devout Muslims drop to their knees, facing Mecca.


It is the height of summer in Lahore, once the centre of the Mogul Empire, now the cultural heart of Pakistan. As evening falls it is still well over a hundred degrees, and the air seems to ripple with humidity.


In the smartest suburb of this otherwise harsh and impoverished metropolis, a pair of huge wrought-iron gates are heaved open by two servants to reveal a pale yellow, three-storey colonial mansion. A compact Japanese car sweeps off the busy road onto the curved stone driveway. At the wheel is a Pakistani woman, sister of one of the country’s top politicians who also happens to be one of the most famous sportsmen his country has produced.


The black Toyota Corolla draws to a halt outside the house, and the passenger door opens. A woman climbs out. She is wearing traditional Pakistani dress – a rich blue shalwar kameez. But her costume is the only thing that manages to blend in. Everything else about her appearance belongs to another place, a world away; she is very tall with blonde hair, and European.


Out in the street there is a frisson of activity; some sharp eyes have noticed the visitor. This is hardly surprising, as the woman undoubtedly possesses the most famous face in the world. But the visitor doesn’t notice the turned heads; she has other things on her mind. She is nervous and feeling terribly alone. But she must control such feelings if her evening mission is to succeed. To watching eyes she appears calm, cool and relaxed.


She knows this could be the biggest gamble of her life. Even fifteen years spent often at odds with one of the world’s greatest dynasties has not prepared her for what is about to take place.


On the other side of the thick wooden door of the house are eleven senior members of the family she has come to meet. To them it doesn’t make any difference that she is a Princess; as far as they are concerned she is here on trial.


‘Hello, I’m Diana,’ she says as the door opens. One by one she is introduced to them, but she already knows their names, having done her homework well in advance.


Absent from the gathering is the man Diana loves. The man who has prompted this visit.


By now the sun has set, and with perfect timing a sudden power cut plunges everything around the city into darkness. This is a regular occurrence in Lahore, but it is not the most propitious start to such an important evening.


Normally the family will struggle through until electricity returns, but given the occasion, a boy is sent to the local market shop for candles. Strangely candles do not appear to be a regularly requested item in such circumstances, and it proves too dark for the shopkeeper to find out where he stored them. By the time the boy returns empty-handed, the family have moved out into the vast walled garden with their guest, where they all sit under eucalyptus, banana and jasmine trees on the lawn, their voices accompanied by the atonal cacophony of hundreds of cicadas. The servants have been dispensed with for the evening, and the children have been ordered to stay indoors, as this meeting is strictly for grown-ups.


As everyone attempts to make themselves comfortable in the hard but exquisitely carved chairs, an aunt serves tea from an English-style tea service. Above them, the children sneak furtive glances from behind the first-floor curtains, straining to see what’s going on.


Out on the lawn, old family stories are recounted, as always at a gathering of the clan.


The Princess takes tea, but avoids eating anything. She enchants the whole family but she is focusing her efforts on the one woman she feels she must impress if she is to marry the man of her dreams. Diana knows how important it is to get the mother on her side; she has already won over most of the family and believes she has their tacit approval for the marriage.


Diana has been searching for love all her life; now she is finally within sight of realizing her dreams. If everything goes well tonight she might finally be able to persuade the man she loves to commit to her . . .






Part One


The Real Diana


To understand what took Diana to Pakistan in May 1997, and the ensuing events of the last summer, it is necessary to revisit the main chapters of her early life, and attempt to unlock Diana’s personality, especially her need and search for love, which was so fundamental it drove everything she did.






1


‘I am unwanted’


‘Let’s make a den in the woods!’ pronounced the children’s nanny. Diana Spencer’s eyes lit up at the prospect. Immediately the little girl trotted off to the large farmhouse-style kitchen with its Aga cooking range, to seek out the cook and head housekeeper. She asked the grey-haired and matronly Mrs Smith for some plates, mugs, pans, and other bits and pieces before scuttling back to the Park House woods with her assorted collection of cutlery and crockery stashed in a wicker basket.


Her younger brother Charles saw the den as the perfect place to play Cowboys and Indians, with the imagined Wild-West atmosphere augmented by regular barbecues and campfires. Diana, on the other hand, took a more practical view; she wanted to make the den into a house.


Her former nanny Mary Clarke recalls the way that Diana took to the task in hand with real enthusiasm, and busied herself making it into the most perfect little home that could be imagined.


As a snapshot of Diana’s childhood, it is a simplistic one, but from it emerges the sense that even at a very early age Diana dreamed of creating a happy home, which would come complete with a husband who loved her and, of course, a large family. These were themes which would recur again and again in later life.


* * *


Park House is a rather forlorn-looking Norfolk grey stone mansion situated on the Queen’s twenty-thousand-acre estate at Sandringham. Although the drab exterior makes the house appear somehow small and squat, inside it’s a different picture altogether; the ceilings are high, the rooms are spacious, and when Diana lived there, the house had ten bedrooms.


The nineteenth century mansion had been acquired by her mother’s family. George V had granted the lease on the property to Diana’s maternal grandfather Maurice, the 4th Baron Fermoy, a friend of his son, the Duke of York. Diana’s own mother, Frances Burke Roche, grew up there.


Her father’s family seat is Althorp House in Northamptonshire. The imposing estate reflects centuries of accumulated wealth, dating back to the fifteenth century when the Spencers’ business was sheep trading. For hundreds of years members of the family had held privileged positions at court. Diana’s own father served as equerry to both King George VI and the present Queen.


Diana’s parents married at Westminster Abbey in June 1954, and after a brief spell at the Althorp estate they moved to Park House taking over the lease from Frances’ parents. It was here, in what subsequently became her parents’ bedroom, that Diana was born on 1 July 1961.


Her arrival was greeted with cheers and sunshine.


It was a classic, lazy English summer day, beautifully sunny and warm, with the grounds smelling of freshly mown grass. To complete the picture, the Sandringham cricket team were playing nearby on the local pitch.


Just as Diana came into the world there was an enormous roar and a spontaneous outburst of applause from outside the window. It was actually for the local traffic policeman, who had just scored a century for his team, but it seemed to bode well for the future Princess.


Descriptions of Diana’s childhood make it sound idyllic, full of fun and laughter. There were long walks in the woods with the dogs; she was surrounded by beautiful countryside in which she could roam to her heart’s content, and she had lots of friends over to stay whenever she was home from school.


There was a pool at the back of the house where she loved to swim and particularly to dive; something she became extremely skilled at.


She also enjoyed drama, and the acting lessons clearly rubbed off on the young Diana, as she would often surprise everyone by coming out with great flourishing statements that drew attention to herself.


But if her childhood is portrayed as golden and wholesome in the old-fashioned way, this was not the picture Diana carried with her into adult life, at least not as she was to relay it to a number of close friends.


In Diana’s own mind, as she was to tell her confidants, it was actually an unhappy childhood, leaving her feeling lonely and emotionally marooned.


In September 1967, Diana’s elder sisters Sarah and Jane went to boarding school at West Heath in Kent. Shortly afterwards, Diana’s parents decided on a trial separation, and Frances left home. Since the eldest girls were away at the time, the impact fell heaviest on Diana and Charles.


According to Diana’s close friends her mother’s departure was a pivotal moment in her life.


When Frances walked out on her marriage, she initially took the children away from Park House to be with her in a flat in Cadogan Place in Chelsea, London. However, on their return home for Christmas in 1967, Diana’s father, Johnnie Spencer, announced that he had arranged for the children to be placed in Silfield School in nearby King’s Lynn, thus ensuring that they would stay with him at Park House.


Diana told several of her friends about two particularly enduring memories of that time. She said she could clearly recall the sound of her mother’s footsteps crunching across the gravel driveway, as she sat watching and listening on the steps of Park House.


Diana remembered then watching as her mother packed her long evening dresses into the back of the car, before driving out of the gates and away from the marriage.


Later she told friends such as astrologer Debbie Frank how she would go back and sit on those same steps for years afterwards hoping her mother would return.


‘I think that was an abiding memory for her, sitting on the steps watching her mother pack her clothes . . . It was an image that was extremely profound and poignant for Diana,’ says Frank.


Of the four Spencer children, Diana appears to have been most affected. In part that was due to her impressionable age – she was only six, while her sisters Sarah and Jane were twelve and ten respectively, and brother Charles, at three, was too young to know what was happening. And of them all, Diana was by far the most sensitive and least self-assured. Earl Spencer acknowledged to Mary Clarke that Diana had been ‘confused’ ever since her parents’ marriage had ended, and had fluctuated between being bright and happy one moment, and quiet and moody the next. It was a painful experience for her. Speaking to her friend Simone Simmons, she compared the feeling to ‘a big black hole; very empty with nothing to fill it up’.


It was this single event and the feeling that she had been abandoned, which perhaps more than anything else helped to shape Diana into the person she became – the person on the inside as opposed to the person we all saw in public.


Her mother’s departure later grew to represent a kind of betrayal of her childish innocent love. It seems to have sown the seeds for her subsequent incapacity to trust people, and created insecurity so great that no love could ever be enough to satisfy her self-doubts.


Another of her close confidants, Roberto Devorik, doubts whether Diana ever really recovered emotionally from her parents’ divorce. He is sure that this chapter was what ‘marked her in life’. In his view, later problems which were never really so serious assumed an unnaturally large importance to her just ‘because of that disrupted part of her life’.


Diana’s family had disintegrated, and in part she blamed herself for the breakdown in her parents’ relationship. She had heard somewhere along the line that before she was born her parents expressly hoped for a son and heir because there were already two daughters. Indeed, eighteen months before Diana was born her parents had lost a baby boy; he was just eleven hours old when he died, and had already been given the name John. In contrast no girls’ names had been thought of when Diana was born; her parents had been so sure of having a boy. And when Diana was christened on 30 August 1961 she had no royal godparents, unlike her two sisters, Sarah, whose godmother was Queen Elizabeth The Queen Mother, and Jane, whose godfather was the Duke of Kent.


In later life, the notion of being ‘the girl who was supposed to be a boy’ assumed enormous significance in Diana’s mind, and she was convinced she was a disappointment to both her parents.


‘From the word go, there were these feelings that she hadn’t quite made the grade,’ remembers Debbie Frank.


Diana gave similar renditions of her childhood traumas to many of her adult friends. Her perceived deprivations were not just idle comments, but heartfelt and oft repeated pleading.


Lady Elsa Bowker, another close friend for many years, describes the regular occasions when Diana would go to see her for coffee. ‘It was hard work, because I always had to reassure her; to tell her she was loved, and she looked at me with doubt in her eyes. I said, “You have the world at your feet.” She said, “You call this the world at my feet? As a child I was unwanted because they wanted a boy. Oh, Elsa, I am unwanted, I am unwanted.” Always that word, “I am unwanted”. It was a terrible word to hear!’


According to Diana, her childhood years were filled with all the material gifts she could have wanted, but none of the love and attention she so craved.


When Diana’s parents divorced, Johnnie Spencer won custody of the children, and weekends during school term were spent shuttling by train between Norfolk and Liverpool Street station in London to visit their mother. Diana always remembered her mother’s tears during those brief visits.


The school holidays seemed equally grim. At these times, during countless train journeys between parents, Diana seemed reserved and pensive; her thoughts were often on the parent she had left behind. On leaving her father Diana would say, ‘Poor Daddy, we’ve left him all by himself,’ and similarly on leaving her mother she would say, ‘Oh poor Mummy, she’s on her own!’


This was in some way an indication of the emotions coursing through the young Diana. But it was also one of the first signs of her ability to manipulate, through learning to play one parent off against the other.


In 1972, when Diana was only eleven years old, she effectively lost contact with her mother after Frances and her second husband, Peter Shand Kydd, announced they were moving to a hill farm on the remote Isle of Seil off the west coast of Scotland.


Diana was emotionally adrift. Denied her own happy and unfragmented family in childhood, she escaped into a world of make-believe, a fairytale world in which everyone was good, everyone helped each other and everything ended happily.


Young Diana could be observed creating a surrogate family as a means of receiving love and giving her affection back in return. She kept a menagerie of soft toys which took up so much room in her bed there was precious little space left for her.


Her former nanny Mary Clarke could see how Diana took pains to position each of the stuffed animals in absolutely the correct place every time she went to bed, with absolutely no favouritism given to any one of them. ‘They all had to take turns to be nearest her at night.’ Diana even referred to these soft toys as ‘my family’.


At one time, young Diana had a pet guinea pig called Peanuts who went everywhere with her. In later years Roberto Devorik was looking at one of Diana’s photographs of herself as a child, in which she was clutching Peanuts close to her face. Devorik said to her that he didn’t think she liked animals. Tellingly she replied, ‘At that stage of my life I saw these animals as if they were my children, my family. I needed that belonging, I needed to be surrounded with things that could give me love, and that I could give love back to.’


The fantasy world that Diana was creating was augmented by romantic literature. She could often be found curled up with not one, but several Barbara Cartland novels strewn across the settee. Mary Clarke remembers how Diana would devour such books ‘at a tremendous rate of knots’. Hers was an imagined world full of love and romance, but perhaps more importantly, a world in which the lovers would live ‘happily ever after’.


Mary Clarke recalls being a little anxious the first time she met the nine-year-old Diana, as the future of her job rested on their first impressions of each other, but she remembers how struck she was by their conversation on that day.


Diana was now at boarding school and the holidays were about to start. Clarke’s first duty had been to drive over to Riddlesworth Hall, about an hour’s journey from Sandringham, pick Diana up and take her back home.


Diana was waiting as Mary drew up in the car. Beside her on the ground were her trunk and all the paraphernalia that the end of term usually brought. They loaded it all into the boot of the car, and together they went back into the school to pick up Peanuts, the guinea pig, before setting off for Park House. Riddlesworth Hall allowed their pupils to bring their pets with them if they wished, and Diana looked after her guinea pig with such devotion she even won the prize for best-cared-for-pet.


During the car ride back to Sandringham the two of them talked incessantly. Mary started with some general, safe subjects, so she could get to know her new charge better. She asked what subject Diana enjoyed most at school. Diana said biology was her favourite. But very soon Diana ‘somehow in her rather adept way’ began to change the conversation round from rabbits and reproduction to love and marriage. ‘It was all to make her point, within even that first hour, of her views of love and marriage,’ Mary says now, ‘which I thought was extremely strange for a child so young.’


As the car journey progressed, Diana confided in the new nanny about her plans for when she grew up and got married herself.


‘She said she would never ever marry unless she was in love and she was certain that the person loved her, because without love there might be divorce.’


Diana ended the conversation with the forceful declaration, ‘I never want to be divorced.’






2


‘I wanted to turn back!’


‘It’s really ironic that you are now marrying the one person in the land from whom there can never be divorce.’ So wrote Mary Clarke in a letter to Diana shortly after her engagement to Prince Charles was officially announced on 24 February 1981.


‘If you are absolutely sure that this is the man you love, then I wish you every happiness, and offer my congratulations.’


For a time during her engagement to Charles, Diana no doubt drew some comfort from the thoughts expressed in Mary’s letter, and felt secure in the knowledge that her marriage to the future king surely could not end with the two of them parting. It was unthinkable.


Diana had long been convinced that she would end up marrying somebody terribly important. According to Diana her father would tell her when she was little that she was destined for great things. Also, had she not read in her romantic novels that somewhere out there was a man who would literally sweep her off her feet? These strong, twin images of destiny and romance were embedded somewhere in her psyche.


So when Prince Charles proposed to her on the evening of 6 February 1981 in the nursery of Windsor Castle, it seemed as though her search for the handsome prince she had dreamed about as a child was complete.


Diana was very much in love with Charles, and in her mind the marriage was her fairytale dream about to come true – the answer to her quest for a husband and a happy family. As a young woman who was after all still only nineteen years of age, and who had led a relatively sheltered life, she was very susceptible to such idealized childhood images of romance.


It was all the more crushing then to discover that Charles was already in love with someone else. Diana later told her friends that when she found out about Camilla she was devastated, stunned beyond belief.


Of course, anyone who read a newspaper knew that Camilla and Charles had been an ‘item’ at one time, and that Charles had had a number of other girlfriends over the years. Diana was as aware as anyone else that she wasn’t the first girl in her Prince’s life.


Charles had first got to know Camilla Shand, as she was then, in 1972, when he was in the Navy. It was not the first time romance had blossomed between their families. Camilla’s great-grandmother was Alice Keppel, mistress of King Edward VII. Charles was not ready to settle down, and in July 1973 Camilla married Andrew Parker Bowles instead. Charles had lost the opportunity to make her his wife, but she became his confidante, and their relationship would resume in the late seventies.


In the early stages of their courtship, Diana had believed the Camilla matter could be handled, in the sense that once they were married, Camilla would no longer be an issue. She certainly felt that Camilla wouldn’t be a hurdle to a happy marriage. Somehow, Diana believed, things would be all right.


But the discovery very early on that this would not be the case, that Camilla still occupied a very large part of Charles’s heart, was unbearable to the young Diana.


On 29 July 1981 the entire country – and beyond – was caught up in a mood of excitement and happiness. The one person who wasn’t, was the one whose special day it was supposed to be. As Lady Diana Spencer left Clarence House for St Paul’s Cathedral on the start of her journey to become HRH The Princess of Wales, her own mood was as close to despair as it is possible to imagine.


She was later to recount her feelings about the wedding day to astrologer Penny Thornton, who she met five years into her marriage. Diana had phoned Penny out of the blue in March 1986, after hearing about her from her future sister-in-law, Sarah Ferguson, and over the next six years Penny would serve as Diana’s personal astrologer and confidante.


The most poignant of their conversations concerned what had been going through Diana’s head on the night before the wedding.


Early that evening, Prince Charles lit the first in a chain of a hundred and two celebratory bonfires in Hyde Park, following which a vast fireworks display lit up the London skyline for almost an hour.


Diana told Penny that Charles was not alone that evening; he was with Camilla. She said, ‘He spent the night before the wedding with this woman!’ Penny remembers the words exactly, because she wrote them down in a notebook soon afterwards. Although it isn’t clear whether the facts support the claim, this is certainly the story that Diana told her astrologer, and it had clearly left a deep impact on her.


It wasn’t the only reason Diana’s mind dwelt on the day before the wedding. Earlier in the day, Charles had told Diana quite categorically that he did not love her. From the way Diana related it, Penny thinks that for Charles it was probably an important thing to get off his chest; that he could now go into the marriage believing everything was square with Diana, and that she understood the score. For Diana, however, no matter how it was put, the revelation was devastating; her dreams were in tatters.


So whilst on the day of the wedding the air was charged with infectious joy and pride, as well-wishers thronged the streets to watch the wedding procession, and millions tuned in across the world, Diana’s own perception of the ‘happy day’ was dramatically different. She was actually heading down the aisle in the full knowledge that she was walking towards a man who did not love her.


As she made her way towards Charles, her hand on Lord Spencer’s arm, she looked shy and apprehensive, but nobody could have guessed what was spinning around inside her head. As she told Penny Thornton, the thought running through her mind was, shall I stop? Shall I stop? ‘Penny,’ she said, ‘I wanted to turn back!’


Penny Thornton observes, ‘Diana’s own propensity to feel rejected was enormous. She really didn’t have the resources within herself to be able to ride out the emotional difficulties of the early part of her marriage. She simply wasn’t strong enough to meet Charles on equal terms, or to generate a sense of detachment about the way things were.’


In her new life as a Princess she felt very misunderstood and very alone. There were few people she could turn to, and she felt as if she was living a complete lie. As wife to the future king, she was expected to carry on as if nothing was happening, when in fact her whole marriage was falling apart at the seams. To someone who both believed in love and needed love as Diana did, such a situation must have seemed intolerable, desperate and a travesty of all she lived for.


It was apparent there was a change in her just from the tone of the letters she was writing. ‘The lightness was missing,’ says Mary Clarke. Shortly after her marriage Diana had written to her former nanny expressing her condolence for the fact that Clarke’s husband was about to go away to Uganda. Diana remarked how hopeless she would feel if her other half went away.


In another letter, six months into the marriage, she told Mary that she was considering learning to ride. This had been a standing joke between them ever since Diana had a riding accident as a child. The accident gave Diana a deep-seated fear of horses and she hadn’t been near one since. Now here she was, telling Mary she might learn to ride; it was simply because she felt it could provide a rare opportunity to be alone with Charles.


The marriage to Charles was a catalyst for all the painful feelings from her childhood to re-emerge – her insecurity, her feelings of betrayal and isolation. His apparent disregard for her emotions appeared to make such feelings more intense, and at times they overwhelmed her.


Diana, though, wasn’t about to keep her feelings bottled up. She wanted Charles to see her distress. Whilst on honeymoon at the Balmoral estate in Scotland, Diana had become pregnant with William, and during her first New Year within the Royal Family, according to the account she gave to Andrew Morton, she threw herself down the stairs at Sandringham. It was the first of a number of often-quoted suicide bids. Yet these were probably more to draw attention to herself than in any real attempt to commit suicide. However, the more she displayed her feelings, the more alienated Charles became. It meant that by trying to win him back she was actually pushing him even further away. It was a terrible vicious circle.


Her bulimia – the often written-about eating disorder that so many writers and journalists took as some kind of evidence that she was cracking up – was another cry for help. Even the night before the wedding Diana said she had a bout of bulimia, and by the honeymoon it was much worse. She was suffering four bouts a day. By October she was so thin her bones were showing through. She lost the ability to deal with day to day matters; she became emotionally numb. Denied the love she truly sought, food was a replacement for the main element missing in her life – just an attempt to fill herself up with anything to hand.


The birth of William on 21 June 1982, and Harry two years later on 15 September 1984, did little to alleviate the overall disillusionment Diana felt.


Diana’s need to belong to a family was equally important to her, and psychologically she had hoped to find a substitute family with the Royals. But the family environment Diana wanted could hardly have been further removed from life with the Windsors, caught in a structure that was largely determined by history and tradition. The Royal Family, in turn, saw Diana’s role as one of duty to Queen and country, and they had no time for her tearful outbursts and her often-violent physical remonstrations.


In later years she was to tell her close friend Roberto Devorik about a recurring nightmare she had after the birth of Harry. Argentinian-born Devorik once used to own a fashion store with partners in Bond Street and had been called on to dress the Princess before her engagement to Charles. In later years they came to know each other through charity work including the AIDS Crisis Trust, and Roberto became a trusted confidant and someone Diana turned to for advice. She told Devorik she had dreamed that her husband was about to be crowned King and she crowned Queen. The coronation was taking place in Westminster Abbey, and husband and wife were sitting together facing the congregation and the world. The King’s crown was brought and placed on Charles’s head; it fitted perfectly. But when they came to Diana, her crown slipped down around her face and neck. She struggled with it but just couldn’t get it off. She was blind and started to suffocate . . .

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
DIANA

[er Last Love

KATE SNELL





