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PROLOGUE



This, my third biography, completes a trilogy on the young royals. I have been writing about the royal family for over a decade. In fact, my career as a royal correspondent started after I met Prince Harry in 2003. I was a young show business reporter covering a party at the Kensington Roof Gardens in London when Harry, who was hosting his own soiree in the VIP room, invited me to join him. The school boy prince should have been studying, instead he was determined to have fun. Engaging and likeable I remember a mischievous glint in his eye.


Since then, I have watched him evolve from a sometimes wayward royal into an impressive young man.


Ever since he lost his mother when he was just twelve years old, Harry has had a place in our hearts. It is why he has always been forgiven for those well-documented falls from grace. From wearing a Nazi outfit to a friend’s birthday party, to falling out of nightclubs and lashing out at the paparazzi, to that more recent episode in Las Vegas, for which he apologized. Today, having beaten the demons of his past, Harry has not only carved an important niche within the royal family, he has found a wife to share his future with.


While his romance with American actress Meghan Markle has been whirlwind by royal standards at least, Harry has never looked happier.


When they marry at St George’s Chapel at Windsor Castle on May 19, 2018 Meghan will become the first mixed-race divorcee to marry into the royal family. She could not be more different to the blue-blooded aristocrats the prince has been linked with in the past.


Harry’s mother, Princess Diana, would no doubt be thrilled to see her youngest son breaking the royal mold just as she did. It was Diana who told her sons to marry for love and Harry has followed her advice. Like his brother, Prince William, he has chosen a “commoner” for a wife and there is much hope that this marriage will be as successful as the Cambridges’. Royal history is being written, and we have a ringside seat.















Chapter One



LITTLE WALES




Losing my mum at the age of twelve and therefore shutting down all of my emotions for the last twenty years has had quite a serious effect on not only my personal life but my work as well.


—Prince Harry, April 2017




For any child, losing their mother is a traumatic, life-changing experience. For a twelve-year-old prince under the glare of the media spotlight, it was unbearable. The image of Prince Harry standing behind his mother’s coffin next to his fifteen-year-old brother, Prince William, flanked by his father, the Prince of Wales, his grandfather, the Duke of Edinburgh, and his maternal uncle, Charles Spencer, is one that will forever be etched in the memory of those dark-blue days. His small fists clenched and his head bowed, Harry couldn’t even bring himself to look at his mother’s coffin.


“No child,” Harry has said since, “should be made to walk behind their mother’s cortege,” and there is no doubt the prince was scarred by the experience of that day. It is also now clear that the death of his mother shaped the two tumultuous decades that followed and that for most of his adult life he was incapable of addressing his personal grief.


Harry was in his late twenties when he started a very personal journey of self-discovery that enabled him to find his purpose in life. It had been a rocky path—drinking too much, making bad decisions, lashing out at the paparazzi whom he blamed for his mother’s death, and submerging his grief—which he has since admitted culminated in “two years of chaos.” He struggled with his royal role, admitting: “There was a time I felt I wanted out,” and it is no understatement to say that he often wished he had never been born a prince. “I spent many years kicking my heels, and I didn’t want to grow up,” he has said.


Unlike William, who was born to be king, Harry has had to determine his own identity, often in his older brother’s shadow. Historically, being the spare has not been easy. The Queen’s late sister Princess Margaret struggled with the role; so too Prince Andrew, who has lived his life in Prince Charles’s shadow. Harry has grown up acutely aware of the pitfalls of being the second-born son. “Everyone seems to think that when you grow up in this position it comes naturally. But it’s like any job—you’ve got to learn how to do it,” he has said.


And Harry has. His renaissance is a remarkable one and he has proved to be one of the Royal Family’s greatest assets, his importance and popularity within the royal hierarchy growing all the time. He carries out state tours on behalf of his grandmother, Her Majesty the Queen, with diplomacy and charm and he is developing a role as a leading conservationist, philanthropist, and charity campaigner, taking on his mother’s compassion for those living with AIDS and creating his own legacy with the Invictus Games to help injured service men and women. Like Diana, he is not afraid of taking on difficult issues such as mental health and he has a unique way of communicating with people from all walks of life, young and old. “What my mother believed in,” he has said, “is if you are in a position of privilege or a position of responsibility and if you can put your name to something that you genuinely believe in… then you can smash any stigma you want.”


Harry has often spoken about being three people: a prince, a soldier, and a private person. There are, however, so many other sides to him. A party prince who was prepared to risk his life at war, he has earned the love and respect of royalists, veterans, and the public the world over. He is a dutiful son, a loving brother, a fun uncle, and very soon he will be a married man hoping, he has said, to start a family of his own.


In Meghan Markle he appears to have found an ideal partner. Harry’s search to find a wife and a meaningful role in his life has been long and at times arduous; a battle on many fronts. Yet it is only when we understand this battle that we can truly understand Prince Harry.


[image: image]


On Saturday, September 4, 1984, Princess Diana gave birth to her second son, Prince Henry Charles Albert David. Harry—as he was to be known—was born in the same room as his older brother, William, at the Lindo Wing in St. Mary’s Hospital in Paddington. He weighed a healthy six pounds, fourteen ounces and his father, Prince Charles, had been by his wife’s side throughout the nine-hour labor, feeding her ice cubes. “He is wonderful and absolutely marvelous,” he later told well-wishers, fingering a red mark on his face which he had sustained while leaning against a wall waiting for the birth. “His eyes are a sort of blue and his hair an indeterminate color. Diana is very well and happy now.”


Prince William had already met his new baby brother, letting go of his nanny Barbara Barnes’s hand to race down the hospital corridor, and was waiting in Kensington Palace to welcome Harry into his nursery with its cheerful pink and blue mural of baby rabbits and a cluster of new cuddly toys. Leaving the hospital the next day, with Harry secure in his mother’s arms, the Waleses looked like any other happy couple taking their beloved baby home.


But all was not well. The Waleses’ marriage had been in trouble for some time, the fairy tale slowly and painfully descending into a story of dysfunction and heartbreak. Diana was emotionally fragile, suffering from bulimia, harboring deep-seated insecurities, and after William’s birth, experiencing a period of profound postpartum depression. It had taken a great deal of inner strength for her to continue with her royal duties following his birth, especially as she had become convinced that Charles was seeing his ex-girlfriend Camilla Parker Bowles, a suspicion that caused her untold anguish.


Charles also had his difficulties—especially his inability to understand his wife’s problems or believe he could do much about them—preferring to throw himself into his duties rather than take her complexities on board. By the time of Harry’s birth, while he and Diana were greeted with great rapture wherever they went—his youth charity, the Prince’s Trust, was flourishing, and her charity work made the public love her even more—Charles was becoming increasingly vexed by their incompatibility. Nowhere was this more evident than in Diana’s indifference to Highgrove, Charles’s country estate in the Gloucestershire countryside, where he liked nothing better than spending weekends away from London, out in the fresh air, tending his gardens or indulging in his passion for country sports. Diana, twelve years his junior, went to Highgrove under sufferance, rarely joining in the outdoor pursuits, staying inside to watch her favorite soaps on TV or catching up with her London friends by phone.


Diana later admitted that Harry’s conception “was as if by a miracle,” but there had been a brief respite in their attrition just before his birth. There was no doubt Charles had been buoyed by the prospect of a second child, especially since he had publicly expressed his desire for a daughter. As with many couples who believe the birth of a child may repair damage to their relationship, both were looking forward to their new arrival. In fact, despite the fact she knew Harry was going to be a boy and kept it from her husband, Diana said that she felt she and Charles were “very very close to each other the six weeks before Harry was born, the closest we’ve ever ever been and ever will be.”


Things soured pretty soon after Harry’s birth, when Charles is understood to have said, away from the public’s glare: “Oh, it’s a boy and he’s even got rusty hair.” That he sped off in his Aston Martin to play polo in Windsor Great Park a few hours after bringing Diana and Harry back to Kensington Palace added to Diana’s distress. “Something inside of me died,” she said later. There was soon no doubt that Harry’s birth was not going to make things better when it came to their marriage.


Whatever their problems, though, both Charles and Diana were fiercely determined that their children should grow up feeling loved and secure, and while Harry might have been entering a fractured household, the glue that still bound Charles and Diana together was based on a deep love and shared outlook for their sons. Neither had enjoyed the most demonstrative and happy of childhoods and, determined to raise their sons differently, they established a new template of royal parenting. Charles had often been upset at how little he saw his mother as a child, and was scarred by memories of how detached and formal their relationship had been. He had typically seen her for half an hour in the morning and again before dinner, and he later told his biographer Jonathan Dimbleby how once, on returning from a month-long tour of the Commonwealth, his mother had greeted him with a formal handshake. He had not enjoyed a close relationship with his father, whom he referred to in Dimbleby’s book The Prince of Wales: A Biography as “overbearing.”


Diana had an unequivocally unhappy childhood. Her parents’ marriage had broken down when she was six years old, her mother Frances abandoning the family home for her lover, Peter Shand Kydd. She remembered her parents fighting about the fact she was their third daughter and not the male heir her father so desperately desired, and even after her younger brother, Charles, was born, she carried the guilt of not being what her parents had wanted. When her mother left, the weight of rejection became even heavier and harder to bear, and she spent much of her childhood battling feelings of being unloved and unlovable.


Resolute to her core that her children would not experience the crushing feelings of rejection that still caused her so much anguish, she later told Andrew Morton in Diana: Her True Story, “I want to bring them up with security, not to anticipate things because they will be disappointed. I hug my children to death and get into bed with them at night. I feed them love and affection. It’s so important.” And while Charles was less overtly expressive, it became clear he agreed with his wife that their children should know they were loved. “He just loves the whole nursery thing,” Diana said. When Harry was born, Charles made a special effort, as he had with William, to be around for bath time, taking his turn to bottle-feed both his sons after Diana had stopped breastfeeding them.


And so it was that despite his parents’ profound unhappiness and difficulties, Harry was raised in a household that provided him and his brother with love and stability. Quite apart from his parents, there was the army of nannies, protection officers, and staff who also gave Harry unconditional security and love as he grew accustomed to the world into which he had been born. Diana delighted in the way William reacted to Harry’s arrival on the scene, writing to Cyril Dickman, a steward at Kensington Palace: “William adores his little brother, swamping his brother with an endless supply of hugs and kisses, hardly letting the parents near!” And mostly, William was unselfishly accepting of his baby brother, sharing his toys with Harry, who especially liked William’s red racing car and green-and-white “kiss me” frog.


Harry was a good-natured toddler who, according to Charles, “sleeps marvelously and eats well,” and while two-year-old William was a bit of a handful—known for a time as “Basher Wills”—Harry was, as testified to by his father, the “one with the gentle nature.” An early walker, Harry was pretty soon up and about, wobbling around on his little legs, exploring everything he could. He took his first royal walkabout at eighteen months, at Aberdeen airport as he arrived, en route to Balmoral, with his mother and brother. Coming off the plane in Diana’s arms, he toddled off as soon as they reached the tarmac, where he made a beeline for the waiting press, much to their surprise and delight. In the same year he participated in his first royal overseas engagement when his parents took him and William on their tour to Italy, another of the royal couple’s departure from protocol and further evidence of their desire to keep their children close.


Initially, Harry was a quieter toddler than William had been. He was cautious and let his brother lead the way. He was, as is common for second children but maybe more so when your brother is going to be king, in William’s shadow and took his place accordingly. But when William went to preschool and a new nanny, Ruth Wallace—whom he endearingly called “Roof”—replaced Barbara Barnes, he came out of his shell and as he learned to express himself more fluently, his confidence began to grow. According to a member of the nursery staff, Harry was “a bundle of fun who was very bright and much smarter than his brother at that age.”


Harry was talkative and would chatter away to anyone who would listen. As one of Diana’s protection officers, Ken Wharfe, remembers: “Diana didn’t want any barriers. William and Harry were encouraged to speak to the chefs, the chauffeurs, the dressers, the gardeners—they were all on first-name terms with the boys. Harry liked Frances Simpson, one of the housekeepers. Harry was always down in the staff quarters. He knew everyone, the flower man, the butcher. And everyone adored him, he was a very funny little boy.” And as Darren McGrady, who worked for the Prince and Princess of Wales and William and Harry as their personal chef from 1993 to 1997, remembers: “Harry was always my favorite at KP. I watched him and William grow up. Diana told me, ‘You take care of the heir; I’ll take care of the spare.’ She often said that to me while we were in the kitchen. She would comment on how Harry was more like her, an airhead, she joked, while William was more like his father.”


Diana established a weekly routine for William and Harry during their preschool years. Their days were spent at Kensington Palace, on playdates, watching videos, or running around outside in the beautiful gardens. On Wednesday afternoons, she would take them to Buckingham Palace to see the Queen, telling them on the way there to be on their best behavior. When her schedule allowed, she would take the boys out to the cinema or to a local restaurant. One Saturday, when Harry was five and William seven, Diana took them to W. H. Smith on High Street in Kensington. The boys found Diana’s disguise that day—a long brown wig and sunglasses—particularly amusing because she looked so different, and as they donned their oversized baseball caps, their police protection officers keeping a discreet distance behind them, they held hands and laughed and joked together. In W. H. Smith, Harry headed straight for his favorite action-packed superhero comics, but when he got to the cash register with a comic, a chocolate bar, and a pack of chewy sweets, Diana showed him that he didn’t have enough pocket money to cover all three, so he would have to put one back. Typically, members of the Royal Family did not carry any cash on them, but Diana felt it imperative that her children understand the value of money and gave them pocket money that they were allowed to spend on such trips to the shops. Harry behaved so well, putting back the sweets, that Diana decided he deserved a cheeseburger and French fries, so the three of them headed to the nearest McDonald’s, where William and Harry ordered their own meals and carried their Happy Meals to a table in the corner, not far from their discreetly placed protection officers, who were busy tucking into their own burgers. For anyone else, this would have been the most normal lunch in the world, but for Diana and the boys it was a special treat, made all the more exhilarating by the fact that they were incognito.


These times with their mother, doing things that “ordinary” people did, combined with her deep compassion for the people she met in connection with her charity work both at home and abroad—those with AIDS or leprosy, the homeless, addicts—would come to shape William and Harry and be an incredibly important foundation for how well adjusted, engaged, and emotionally intelligent they were to become as they grew up. And weekends at Highgrove, while not exactly Diana’s preferred destination, were also profoundly important to William and Harry, giving them the chance to be outdoors, to learn how to appreciate the wonders of nature, to make up games, and most important, to spend quality time with their doting father.


For two little boys, Highgrove, with its acres of land, was paradise, and Charles was delighted his sons shared in his love of the place. He taught them how to care for their pets, in Harry’s case a soft little gray rabbit that he completely adored and took great care of, cleaning out its hutch with great concentration; he took them for long walks, accompanied by the Highgrove dogs, and to see the lambing; and he let them tend specially created vegetable patches that they planted, watched grow, and then ate. Best of all, he built them a special play pit filled with brightly colored plastic balls where the boys would hide, shrieking with excitement as Charles dived in to find them and, later, a tree house where the brothers devised all sorts of games, making up complex military maneuvers that kept them occupied for hours on end.


Charles loved the boys being at Highgrove and never stopped them from dashing in and out of the many rooms. If he needed peace and quiet, he would ask them to leave him to get on with his work but promise them a game of their favorite Big Bad Wolf later, which, according to Wendy Berry, the housekeeper at Highgrove, “consisted of Charles standing in the middle of the day-nursery floor, trying to prevent them from getting past him. Sometimes it got a bit rough with little William and Harry being hurled on to the large sofa at the side, although nobody ever got hurt, because of all the cushions. Invariably they were prevented from passing and, amid gales of laughter, were sent spinning on to the sofa.”


From an early age Harry was adventurous, throwing himself into physical activities, taking to the saddle right away. He was taught to ride by local instructor Marion Cox, who on weekends would take the boys out on their Shetland ponies.


By the age of four, Harry was doing so well that Marion entered him (under the name Harry Cox) in local riding competitions where he won his first rosette on his pony, Smokey. By five, he had the guts to ride his father’s horse, Centennial, well-known for being frisky—though touchingly, his little legs weren’t long enough to reach the stirrups. He was soon entering—and winning rosettes—at competitions near Highgrove or at Balmoral where the boys also rode. Harry was such a natural that Princess Anne, his aunt who was herself an Olympic equestrian, told him he had “a good seat” and, if he worked hard, had the talent to compete more widely, possibly on the international stage.


Meanwhile, as Charles and Diana’s marriage began to spiral down even further and they spent less and less time together, they inevitably sought solace elsewhere—Charles with Camilla Parker Bowles and Diana with Captain James Hewitt, the dashingly handsome red-headed cavalry officer whom she met at a party in the summer of 1986, when Harry was nearly two years old. He was an accomplished horseman and when Diana confessed that she had lost her confidence in riding, he offered to teach her at the Knightsbridge Barracks where he was stationed. They soon fell in love and he quickly became very much a part of William and Harry’s lives, stopping by often at Kensington Palace and staying at Highgrove when Charles was away. James took to William and Harry immediately, reading to them from William’s favorite book, Winnie the Pooh, joining in nighttime pillow fights, and talking to them about his stint in the army.


Harry had been interested in all things military from a very young age. William had recruited Harry in playing his favorite game—snapping to attention and saluting their father when the Prince of Wales came in and out of a room. This so tickled the prince that he usually barely managed to return their salute with a straight face, and to join in the spirit of their game, he commissioned cut-down uniforms of the Parachute Regiment, of which he was colonel in chief. At Highgrove William and Harry would frequently dress in those uniforms and set up roadblocks, stopping staff and pointing toy guns at them as they rolled down their windows and handed over the 20-pence tariff imposed by the make-believe soldiers. Hewitt was only too happy to indulge Harry’s passion, inviting both boys to his army barracks, where he allowed them to climb in and out of tanks, pretend to shoot machine guns, and meet other serving officers.


But it wasn’t all to be fun and games. There was soon the matter of education. Although the Queen had expected Charles’s children to be educated at home in keeping with tradition, Diana—with Charles’s agreement—insisted that both her sons go to school in order to mix with children their own age. As Diana’s protection officer Ken Wharfe recalls: “Everyone anticipated they’d be raised royal, but they had a very normal childhood. They went to visit friends and had playdates.” Accordingly, at three years old Harry followed William to Mrs. Mynors’ nursery school, a few roads away from Kensington Palace; from ages five to seven to Wetherby, a pre-preparatory school in Notting Hill; and then at seven, to Ludgrove, a boarding school in Berkshire. Whenever she could, Diana would take both William and Harry to school, and both Charles and Diana—when their schedules allowed, and often separately—attended school concerts, plays, and sporting events, which was of great significance to both William and Harry at the time and how they were shaped as young boys.


For the most part, Harry enjoyed being a “cygnet” in Mrs. Mynors’ nursery and later his time at Wetherby, but he was at first reluctant to leave the security of home, preferring to spend time with his mother, contriving all sorts of situations in which he could stay at home and be with her. He would snuggle into her lap and cuddle up to her, and they would enjoy days in which they watched films together, read picture books, and waited for William to come home. They were exceptionally close. As Simone Simmons, a friend of the princess, remembers: “It was not uncommon for Harry to have a day off from school because he wasn’t feeling well. He used to go down with more coughs and colds than William, but it was nothing serious and most of the time I think he just wanted to be at home with his mummy. He loved having her to himself and not having to compete with William.”


And Diana adored him, feeling especially protective toward Harry, given his position as the spare. Simmons recalls: “I remember Harry complaining that when he and William were with the Queen Mother, that William was always the center of attention. William would be sitting next to the Queen Mother in a drawing room that dwarfed the pair of them, and Harry would be sitting at a distance from them keeping himself entertained. He was particularly upset when, on one occasion, the butler brought sandwiches just for her and William.” Ken Wharfe recalls Harry being acutely aware of his position from a very early age:




I remember one occasion when Harry was four or five but he knew exactly who he was. It was a Friday night and we were driving to Highgrove. Diana was in the front and Olga [William and Harry’s nanny] was in the back with the boys, who were being raucous. Olga told them to be quiet and stop it and William answered back. Olga told him: “Don’t be rude,” and Harry piped up in the back, “It doesn’t matter anyway because William is going to be king.” It was extraordinary; even at that age he knew.





Harry loved Diana unconditionally and even as a young child could sense that she needed looking after, telling people that he wanted to be a policeman or a fireman so he could protect his mummy.


While he was pretty well behaved at school, as his confidence grew Harry proved himself a bit of a mischief at home. As Wharfe remembers: “Harry was often in trouble. Princess Margaret, who lived next door to them at KP, complained to Diana once that Harry was chasing her cats. Well, he was often out in the garden mostly checking for foxes in the traps that Princess Michael left.” But it was good-natured, and Diana’s friend, Carolyn Bartholomew, thought that Harry was “the most affectionate, demonstrative, and huggable little boy.”


At four, Harry underwent a small operation to repair a hernia and then later in the year, just before he turned five, he started at Wetherby a few days later than planned as he had been recovering from a viral infection. In his uniform of a gray-flannel blazer with red braiding, school cap, gray socks, and sandals, Harry let go of Diana’s hand, left William behind, and raced along the pavement to the waiting headmistress, Frederika Blair-Turner, smiling broadly at her and the waiting press while she bent down to shake his little hand. Jonathan Weinberg, a friend and contemporary of Harry, went to Wetherby with him. “It was rather exciting having a prince at the school, and Harry was always popular and fun. I remember at Wetherby that one of the coatrooms was turned into a place for Harry’s protection officer.”


At home, Harry could keep everyone busy with his need to be occupied. He was a regular visitor to Ken Wharfe’s door:




He’d come in his fatigues, saying, “Ken, I need something to do; set me a job.” I used to send him on missions around the palace with my radio. One day I got a call from the police on the gates, saying, “We’ve got Harry.” I’d just been speaking to his aunt, Lady Jane, and said he could walk down to meet her, but he must have slipped out of the palace. I called him up and said, “Where are you?” The radio crackled into life, and Harry said: “I’m outside Tower Records, Ken.” I’ve never run so fast in my life. It was classic Harry.





Harry’s sporting prowess was evident from an early age, but not just on horseback. When he was six, Diana took him and William skiing to Lech, Austria, during the school holidays. “I remember the first time we took Harry skiing,” recalls Ken Wharfe fondly.




It was late in the season, and there wasn’t a lot of snow. There was an instructor called Markus Kleisel who was in charge of teaching Harry and took him onto the slopes. Harry was under strict instructions not to overtake him. Harry did two runs and on the third, after fifteen minutes of ski instruction, he put his poles under his arms and went down the hill. I think he’d watched too many Ski Sundays. He bombed down the slope and then ran out of snow and skied across forty meters of mud and into a bush. He had to be dug out and was lucky he didn’t get hurt. Again, classic Harry.





Harry became a “squit”—a new boarder at Ludgrove—in September 1992. After an initial period of homesickness, he took to the weekly routine well and soon made friends. William, who was three academic years above him, was extremely well-liked throughout the school, and having his older brother around undoubtedly helped Harry get used to being away from home. While he was not as academically able as William, Harry was a superb sportsman, excelling in football, rugby, cricket, and tennis, and the school encouraged him in the many and varied extracurricular activities.


In another letter to Cyril Dickman, Diana told him, “The boys are well and enjoying boarding school, though Harry is constantly in trouble.” “Trouble” didn’t seem to be anything other than mischief or high spirits, as a close friend of Harry’s recalls:




He was a lot of fun. His dorm was always a noisy one, and he loved dorm raids. He and the other boys would egg each other on. He was always famous for slipping other people’s things in his pocket but would always give them back. One time a dorm raid got a bit out of control and rather boisterous. We were bouncing on the beds when one of the boys hit their head really badly. The next day his mother came up to the school and Harry was made to apologize. He wasn’t given any special treatment and he really was just one of us.





The other boys were intrigued by Harry’s bodyguards, whom they considered to be “a load of fun.” One school friend remembers: “They lived down by the tennis courts and the art school. You’d often see them around. Harry had a small black panic button with a GPS satellite so they could always tell where he was. Harry lost it once and we were woken up in our dorms because his security men were trying to find it. It was transmitting from our room and was found in the laundry bin!”


It was fortunate that Harry was old enough for Ludgrove at the time when his mother and father’s marriage was limping toward its inevitable conclusion. Ludgrove was well-known for being a particularly caring school, and the headmaster and his wife, Gerald and Janet Barber, were experienced in protecting their pupils from any difficulties they might be going through in their home lives. “It was an idealistic place for Harry to enjoy his early school years,” confirmed one of his friends. “The real world didn’t often come into Ludgrove. We were boys having fun, tearing around, and playing sports, doing what boys do.”


It so happened that when Harry joined the school in September 1992, the media frenzy surrounding the state of Charles and Diana’s marriage was scaling new heights. The Barbers did not give special treatment to William and Harry but were hypersensitive to the upset that the sensational and sometimes spiteful headlines might cause them. There were days when the usual morning discussion of what was making the news was swiftly changed into a debate on a political or moral issue, and copies of all newspapers were removed from the school. Diana: Her True Story by Andrew Morton, published in April 1992 with Diana’s covert collaboration, had shattered the fairy-tale myth and outed the intrusion of Camilla Parker Bowles into the princess’s marriage. There was further scandal later that year when The Sun newspaper published taped conversations of Diana speaking intimately to her close friend, James Gilbey, in an embarrassing episode dubbed “Squidgygate.”


It was impossible for Charles and Diana to remain together, and before their separation was officially announced, Diana went to Ludgrove to break the news to William and Harry. In the warm comfort of Gerald Barber’s study, Diana explained to her boys that while she and Papa still loved each other, they couldn’t live under the same roof. Harry burst into tears and then clammed up, not wanting to probe any further, while William kissed his mother on the cheek and told her: “I hope you’ll both be happier now.” Later William asked the Barbers if he could talk to Harry, asking his brother to agree that neither of them would take sides or act as if they preferred one parent to the other. Harry respected and looked up to his older brother and readily agreed to William’s wise and mature advice.


On December 9, 1992, Prime Minister John Major announced the separation of the Prince and Princess of Wales to the House of Commons. And although the wording of the statement from Buckingham Palace claimed the decision to separate had been reached “amicably,” there was no doubt that the following months and years were hugely difficult for William and Harry, undoubtedly causing them great inner turmoil, heartbreak, and confusion. As Diana’s then private secretary, Patrick Jephson, recalls: “Their parents had already separated in all but name, so Charles was living at Highgrove, [and] Diana was living at Kensington Palace. They would occasionally get together for joint engagements but weekends were an issue and a real source of difficulty for them both.”


Three years later, in 1995, William moved on to Eton while Harry remained at Ludgrove. He had become very attached to Tiggy Legge-Bourke, the new nanny Charles had hired to help out when the boys were with him. As Patrick Jephson remembers, “Tiggy was a kind of parental substitute required to be much more of a surrogate and therefore got closer to the boys than a member of staff would normally do. I would guess that Tiggy was rather fun, particularly if you were a little boy who was growing in awareness of the problems his parents had and you get the combination of lovely, fun Tiggy and country pursuits—it’s a bit of everything. That’s a very appealing package, and Diana knew it and didn’t like it.”


Despite Tiggy’s comforting presence, there was no doubt that two separate households, a greater awareness of his mother’s fragility, his father’s upset, the accusations and counter-accusations of adultery, and the unremitting offensive on their privacy by the tabloid press took a huge emotional toll on Harry.


He was only a young boy, but things were about to get a whole lot worse.















Chapter Two



GOODBYE, MUMMY




When she was alive we completely took for granted her unrivaled love of life, laughter, fun, and folly. She was our guardian, friend, and protector. She was quite simply the best mother in the world.


—Prince Harry, August 2007




One of Harry’s favorite memories is, as a “soldier-mad” eight-year-old, going with Diana to the Light Dragoons in Germany. His mother was colonel in chief of the regiment and allowed him to scramble up a 10-ton Scimitar reconnaissance tank in a specially commissioned uniform and a radio-helmet. In addition to encouraging his hobbies and interests, Diana was gently opening his eyes to what lay beyond the confines of his privileged life. On a visit to the Passage, a homeless shelter near Vauxhall Bridge in London, a year later, Harry was able to see firsthand how her compassion and far-reaching work touched people. Diana had always encouraged William and Harry to talk to people, whatever their status, and at nine years old Harry was completely at ease with the “residents,” playing cards, chatting, and helping hand out provisions. As several commentators remarked at the time, Harry was extremely polite and had his mother’s ability to engage with whomever he met. Patrick Jephson recalls Diana telling him: “My boys are at an age when parents are supposed to tell them not to talk to strangers, and I have to tell my children to talk to strangers all the time. It’s going to be what they have to do for the rest of their lives.” He recalls that “her basic rule with them was: You’re Royal. Get used to it and that involves a lot of burdens and things you don’t want to do. Because of your position, you must be extra nice to people.”


It was important to both Diana and Charles that their children should have a routine, despite their own fractured lives. On alternate Friday afternoons, Diana would pick up Harry and William from Ludgrove and bring them back to Kensington Palace in time for high tea. On the weekend, she would take them to her gym, the Harbour Club in Chelsea, where William and Harry would take tennis lessons or swim laps in the indoor pool. From the age of about nine, Harry had become fiercely competitive with William, and they would spend the afternoons racing their BMX bikes across the gardens of Kensington Palace or playing computer games or, from time to time, dashing around Harry’s favorite go-kart track in Berkshire. Because she lived in London, Diana was able to take her sons to the theater to see Harry’s favorite show, Oliver! But however busy they were, Diana found it hard to compete with the fun the boys had at Highgrove. They were “energetic young boys and teenagers,” recalls Jephson, and “their father was able to offer them far more in the way of country pursuits and guns and Land Rovers and dogs and country pubs and all of that than their mother was. Their mother, bless her, was left with their apartment in Kensington Palace, a McDonald’s in Kensington High Street, and the Regal cinema and the odd Alton Towers and that kind of thing.”


At Highgrove, William and Harry continued to pursue outdoor sports, and as he spent more time outside with his father, Harry cultivated a deep interest in botany, growing and picking and eventually eating the vegetables they planted and tended together. As Darren McGrady remembers: “The boys loved being in the countryside, especially Balmoral with their Granny. They were always out shooting, hunting, and fishing. They’d go out at night with their torches and come back with a couple of rabbits which I’d chop up and serve to the corgis.” Charles, a passionate reader, also liked to add to his son’s education, reading Kipling and other classics with them and sharing his favorite films, somewhat more edifying than the more popular movies they watched with their mother. Kenneth Branagh’s version of Henry V was one of their favorites, even if, as Charles said ruefully, it was for “the gory bits.”


But ultimately nothing could totally masquerade the undercurrent of tension between the Waleses. The situation went into free fall on June 29, 1994, when, in a BBC documentary, Prince Charles admitted that he had committed adultery. Aside from the newspaper headlines the next day that screamed “Not Fit to Reign,” the barrage of accusations, revelations, and scandals on both sides that this unleashed seemed, for that long summer, never-ending. Over the next few months, the press reported on Diana’s “nuisance” phone calls to her lover Oliver Hoare, married and the father of three; and the distress of Julia Carling following Diana’s alleged affair with her husband, the England rugby captain Will Carling. As if all that wasn’t enough, in October, Anna Pasternak’s Princess in Love, a lurid account of James Hewitt’s affair with Diana, was published. When Jonathan Dimbleby’s biography of the Prince of Wales came out the next month, William and Harry were horrified that their father was quoted as saying he had never loved their mother and only married her because Prince Philip ordered him to do so.


A year later, in November 1995, another bombshell hit. Unknown to the “men in gray” at Buckingham Palace, Diana had recorded an interview with the journalist Martin Bashir for the BBC’s Panorama program. If the content of Andrew Morton’s book had been shocking, this interview was dynamite. The world watched transfixed as Diana looked up with her large, kohl-rimmed eyes and answered Martin Bashir’s questions about her love affairs, her marriage, her eating disorders, harming herself, the coldness of her in-laws, and the shunning and undermining of her by “her husband’s department.” She spoke of her love for James Hewitt and claimed her husband was not fit to be king and then she delivered the killer blow. Referring to Charles’s relationship with Camilla Parker Bowles, she said that there “were three of us in this marriage, so it was a bit crowded.”


Camilla Parker Bowles was once again the focus of the headlines, but by bringing up Hewitt the press worked itself into a frenzy, speculating again that he was in fact Harry’s father. But they hadn’t done the math. Diana had started seeing him two years after Harry was born, so this speculation was merely that. It was hardly edifying and caused yet more bitterness and heartache and, no doubt, deep anguish for Harry.


The combination of the Panorama interview, the public jibes thrown between Charles and Diana, the relentlessly negative headlines, and a desire to protect her grandchildren caused the Queen to write to Diana and Charles asking them to divorce. And though it “was the saddest day of her life,” Diana made a statement to the press agreeing to this request, stating she would be giving up her title of Her Royal Highness and would be known from then on as Diana, Princess of Wales. This upset the Queen, as nothing had been formally agreed when Diana made this statement, and there followed months of protracted and acrimonious negotiations, culminating in a divorce finally being granted on August 28, 1996.


For eleven-year-old Harry, life remained pretty much unaltered as his parents had been living separate lives for so long, and much of his time was spent in the sheltered environment of Ludgrove. But the high-profile, messy complications and constant headlines must have heaped more insecurity and upset on what, in any child’s book, was a complex and deeply unsettling situation. Although he was protected insofar as he could be, there is no doubt that in these precious, most formative years, Harry suffered.


It was a cold afternoon in November 1996 when Diana’s friend Simone Simmons came to visit Kensington Palace. As they sat down to watch Bond movies together, Harry lay on his mother’s lap napping while the two women chatted. Diana had been interested in astrology and spiritualism for some time and Simone, then a healer at the Hale Clinic in London’s Regent’s Park, had become a close friend, teaching her some healing techniques that Diana had practiced on both William and Harry. Simone was known to Harry as the “special lady,” and he had become intrigued that some people, according to his mother, were gifted.


It was during this afternoon session Simone told Diana something she felt the princess needed to hear. She leaned in toward her friend and shared a premonition she had had. “What do you mean, an accident?” whispered Diana. “Who is in the car, Simone?” “I don’t know,” replied her friend. “I see four people in a car and a terrible crash. I don’t know who they are.”


[image: image]


It was late spring 1997 when Mohamed Al-Fayed, the Egyptian-born billionaire owner of London’s iconic store Harrods, invited Diana and the boys to vacation in the Mediterranean on his £15 million yacht, the Jonikal. Diana had jumped at the chance, knowing the boys would love being at sea in the company of the younger Al-Fayed children, Jasmine, Camilla, and Omar, with whom they had had several playdates over the years. Out at sea, away from the paparazzi—Al-Fayed had promised a crack team of security guards who would see off any invading photographer—Diana told William and Harry that they would be able to scuba dive, jet ski, and swim to their heart’s content.


It was four days into the summer vacation that Dodi Al-Fayed, Mohamed’s eldest son, arrived on the yacht. Diana had recently broken off her romance with Hasnat Khan, the heart surgeon with whom she had fallen in love in the summer of 1996, and Mohamed was increasingly convinced that she and Dodi were compatible. His arrival attracted the paparazzi, however, and while the two of them hit it off, the zoom lenses clicked and clacked, sending back photos of the Princess entwined with Dodi, whom the press had dubbed the “paunchy playboy.”


The holiday wasn’t quite the success for William and Harry that Diana had hoped for. William was unhappy that the paparazzi had found out where they were, while Harry had clashed with Al-Fayed’s youngest son, Omar, and the boys couldn’t wait to join their father at Balmoral, where they were to celebrate the Queen Mother’s ninety-seventh birthday and then join Britannia for her last-ever cruise of the Scottish Western Isles. Diana headed off to the Greek islands for a cruise with her close friend Rosa Monckton, returning briefly to London on August 20, 1997, before flying to Nice to be reunited with Dodi for another cruise on the Jonikal. There was frantic speculation in the press that she was pregnant and that she and Dodi had become engaged. In order to spend one night away from the glare of the cameras, Dodi arranged a romantic evening in Paris, one more night together before Diana returned to London to spend time with William and Harry before they went back to school. Diana called William and Harry at Balmoral to tell him she couldn’t wait to see them the following day.


But this was the night that Simone’s prediction was to come true, a perfectly ordinary night in which Harry had gone to bed, eager to wake up the next morning to see his mother. Around 11 p.m., as Charles was getting ready for bed, the shocking news that his ex-wife had been involved in a car crash in the Pont de l’Alma tunnel was breaking. The car in which she, Dodi, their driver, Henri Paul, and their bodyguard, Trevor Rees-Jones, had been traveling had hit a pillar as they had tried to get away from paparazzi on motorbikes who were chasing them at high speed. Dodi was dead and Diana was in critical condition, and it was not known how the other two were. Charles went to wake his parents, pausing for several moments outside William and Harry’s bedrooms, not knowing whether or not to wake them. The Queen advised him not to, but instead to let them sleep. There was no confirmation from Paris as to how badly injured their mother was, with some reports saying she had walked away unscathed.


It was shortly after 3 a.m. on Sunday, August 31, that the family was informed by the British Embassy in Paris that Diana was dead. Thankfully, William and Harry were not woken by their father’s sobbing and continued sleeping as he walked across the moors alone, summoning up the words he would use to break it to his children that their mother had died and they were never going to see her again. Despite everything, Charles knew how much Diana had loved and protected their sons, and life without her was going to make their lives bleak and empty.


William was immediately aware that something was wrong when he awoke to find his father sitting at the end of his bed. It was a Sunday morning, there was no school to get ready for, and it felt early. Too early to be woken. As he stretched himself awake, he saw that his father’s eyes were red and he knew, in that instant, that something terrible had happened. His father took his hand, looked at him, and delivered the news that would change his life forever. William’s immediate thought was for his younger brother, and he asked Charles if they could go together to tell Harry. The cries of distress and disbelief from both young princes could be heard throughout the corridors of Balmoral. The shock was enough to shift something inside them that would remain forever out of place.


The Queen was determined to take her grandchildren to church so they could draw something from the solace of faith. Tiggy had flown to Balmoral in the early hours of the morning and Harry, comforted by her presence, did not leave her side from the moment he saw her. As the crowds gathered outside Balmoral, outside Windsor Castle, outside Kensington Palace, outside Buckingham Palace, outside in public spaces up and down the country, a carpet of flowers was laid across the land as a tribute to Diana, “the People’s Princess” as Prime Minister Tony Blair was to call her in the days to come.


No doubt Harry was shielded from the public outcry at the perceived callousness of the Royal Family’s reaction to his mother’s death. Certainly Charles had all televisions removed from his sons’ range as what was the beginning of “rolling news”—unrelenting footage of the crash, the car, the tunnel—hit the screens. And emotionally, here was a young, twelve-year-old-boy, a boy who, despite the constraints of birth and protocol, had been extraordinarily close to his mother, who was having to cope with the shock of her sudden and brutal death. Fortunately, Tiggy was of immense comfort to him and was there for both William and Harry, helping them through this desperate time. It was when the Queen bowed to public pressure to return to London, five days after her former daughter-in-law’s death, that Harry, William, and Charles, in a break from Royal protocol, flew together from Balmoral to Kensington Palace, where they carried out a walkabout in front of the black and gold gates, the same gates through which Harry had escaped from Ken Wharfe all those happy, carefree years before. Harry, who knew he had to stay strong and not break down in front of the weeping crowds, held on to his father’s hand as he knelt to read the handwritten tributes to his beloved mother. The sight of the two princes, so brave and stoic while their hearts were breaking, turned the public’s outrage at the Queen’s outward lack of emotion to one of pity and love for Diana’s beautiful, motherless boys.


Who will ever forget the sight of Harry at his mother’s funeral or his parting gift to her, an envelope with the word “Mummy,” handwritten and underlined, perched on the wreath of white roses on his mother’s coffin.


Thank goodness for Tiggy. While Diana had deeply resented her presence and had once referred to her “as a young woman hired to replace her in the princes’ lives,” Tiggy continued to provide William and Harry with much-needed affection and stability. The Queen’s cousin, Lady Elizabeth Anson, recalls: “Tiggy was fantastic with them, and she was an incredibly inspired choice. She comes from an outstanding home and a really wonderful family and the boys were always welcome at her house in Norfolk. They loved being with Tiggy’s entire family. There were a lot of weekends when the boys were at loose ends after Diana had died. They got bored of being at Highgrove, and it had a lot of memories of mummy.” Indeed Tiggy was, a few weeks later, with the boys when they went to collect their treasured possessions and mementos of their mother from Kensington Palace. This was a difficult moment for Harry, who walked from room to room holding the hand of Paul Burrell, Diana’s former butler. Between them William and Harry chose several of their mother’s cuddly toy animals, her precious collection of Herend porcelain animal figurines, several framed photographs, and some of her favorite paintings. They also asked if the carpets from their bedrooms could be moved to their new rooms in York House, their new residence at St. James’s Palace.


The October half term after Diana’s death coincided with Charles’s planned visit to South Africa. William had to remain at Eton, but Harry had a week off from Ludgrove. He had been held back a year and his friends had all moved on, including his closest friend, Henry van Straubenzee, so the return was doubly difficult. Seeing an official visit to South Africa as an opportunity to lift his younger son’s spirits, Charles decided to take Harry with him, along with Tiggy and Harry’s school friend, Charlie Henderson. It was an action-packed trip in which the boys met President Nelson Mandela and the Spice Girls, went on their first safari, visited tribal elders, and most exciting of all for Harry, learned about the Anglo-Zulu War of 1879 through a vivid and unforgettable account from their guide David Rattray, who spoke Zulu fluently and brought the whole battle alive. This trip was the first of many inspirational visits to the African continent for Harry, and he can date his falling in love with the countries and people to this poignant time.


Back home, William and Harry hosted a fiftieth birthday party for their father, and they initially planned a guest list that included Charles’s godchildren and their parents. As Tom Parker Bowles was one of his godchildren, it was decided that the boys should meet Camilla. While they knew of her existence, they still hadn’t met her in person. William went first and Harry followed a few weeks later, over tea at Highgrove with both Tom and Camilla’s daughter, Laura. Harry was far more relaxed about meeting his father’s mistress than William, and while it is fair to say the boys did not fall into her arms, their relationship began on a mature and cordial footing.


A year after Diana’s death, it was Harry who persuaded a reluctant William that they should attend a remembrance service for their mother. William was still furious with the press for the way in which they had treated—and to a large extent still were treating—Diana. Harry felt they should go in order to support their father and to this William agreed, provided they could issue a statement calling for an end to the mourning. The Palace’s press spokesperson, Sandy Henney, read the statement out on their behalf, on September 2, 1998, the day Harry joined his older brother at Eton. “They have asked me to say,” read Sandy, “that they believe their mother would want people now to move on—because she would have known that constant reminders of her death can create nothing but pain to those she left behind. They therefore hope very much that their mother and her memory will now finally be allowed to rest in peace.”


Being at Eton was not as easy a ride for Harry as it was for William, and he has since revealed: “I didn’t enjoy school at all. I wanted to be the bad boy.” He found the academic work a struggle, and together with his own unacknowledged and buried internal struggle against grief, the undercurrent of anger he was harboring toward the negative and scandalous stories about his mother that still filled the papers, and the fact that William was hugely popular and academically more able, Harry maybe wasn’t in the best possible place to throw himself into the competitive male environment of Britain’s top public school.


He excelled in sports but found he was a target on the rugby pitch. “People would see me on the rugby field as an opportunity to smash me up,” he revealed years after leaving Eton, “and actually there were people in my own school during inter-house rugby competitions that would put in bigger tackles because it was me.” It seemed that Harry was having to defend himself from both internal and external blows, and in the absence of Diana’s reassuring physical and emotional comfort, this must have been a lonely time for the young prince. His teenage years were undoubtedly a struggle for him, and when he was sixteen, he became entangled in his first scandal.


When a flood of allegations were made that Harry and his friends—children of the Gloucestershire gentry known as the Glosse Posse—were causing mayhem in the Rattlebone Inn, a pub close to Highgrove, it hit the headlines. When he was caught smoking cannabis on the grounds of Highgrove and holding wild parties at “Club H,” the black-walled basement room Charles had allowed his sons to convert into their own party den, the News of the World published a litany of his underage drinking and inappropriate behavior, claiming that it was in the public’s interest to know that the third in line to the throne was out of control. Dubbed “Hedonist Harry” and the “Bad Boy of Buckingham Palace,” the child whose grief and bravery had indelibly touched the nation was transformed, for many, into a troublesome, unattractive, and entitled teenager, dressed in polo gear and wreathed in cigarette smoke.


It was at this time that, for the first time in his life, Harry began to resent his supposed “golden-boy” older brother. After all, it was William who’d introduced him to the Glosse Posse and their friend Guy Pelly; it was William who had taken him to the Rattlebone Inn and bought him drinks. And yet, nothing seemed to stick to William, the heir to the throne; all the blame and disappointment lay at the feet of Harry. There were direct comparisons to be made too: on entering the sixth form, unlike William, Harry failed to get elected into Pop, Eton’s elite group of prefects, nor had he been chosen as the keeper of the Oppidian Wall, the organizer’s role in his favorite sport, the Eton Wall game. Harry did excel in army cadet training but again, unlike William, had not been awarded the Sword of Honour for his efforts.


Charles was understandably upset and worried by the decline in Harry’s behavior and his poor academic performance at school. It wasn’t that he expected Harry to get A’s, and he didn’t want to stomp on his social life. Like any parent, he just wanted to see that his son was putting his best effort into his studies, applying himself and not messing up by taking drugs and drinking copiously. Charles decided to take a calmer yet more hard-hitting approach, sending Harry to a rehabilitation center in Featherstone Lodge, South London, where he was made to sit in on therapy sessions for hard-core heroin addicts. He was banned from going to the Rattlebone Inn and from seeing his friend Guy Pelly, who was (wrongly) blamed for introducing Harry to cannabis.


There followed a tough time for Harry during which he had to examine his motivations, who he was at his core, and how he wanted those around him—and by implication, the general public—to perceive him. As his eighteenth birthday approached, he appeared chastened and reformed, eschewing a party for solo visits to some of his mother’s favorite charities. He attended a young offender’s football program at West Ham United, entertained patients on the children’s cancer ward at Great Ormond Street Hospital, and saw firsthand the visionary program run by the now-shuttered charity Kids Company for underprivileged children. He also requested a day off from school to stand alongside his father as the nearly three thousand victims of the September 11 attacks were remembered at a memorial service at St. Paul’s Cathedral. After the service Harry offered condolences to some of the six hundred relatives of the victims, identifying with their grief and trauma.


Having been encouraged by his mother in his earlier years to engage with the public, to listen and be interested, Harry was a natural at this. He emerged from these visits with grace and curiosity and a genuine desire to bring comfort to those in need. According to Patrick Jephson, “Harry’s interpretation of his mother’s work appears to have helped him evolve through various challenging moments, to the point where he appears like Diana. He’s found that he gets fulfillment from using his profile to benefit those who are otherwise at the bottom of the heap.” It seemed that he was indeed yearning to be treated like the adult he was becoming. As the younger and more laid-back of the two princes, Harry had had no reason to think he couldn’t trust those near to him, but the experience of being exposed by the press had shocked him. To know that not everyone had his best interest at heart made him both more guarded but also more aware of who he was and how he acted. The trauma of his mother’s death, being cast in William’s shadow, his lingering grief, the good work he was beginning to do in Diana’s memory—all contributed to a renaissance for the prince, and once again the public gaze refocused to see him as a mature and responsible young man.


An official photograph by Mario Testino commissioned for his eighteenth birthday showed Harry as a boy on the brink of manhood, dressed in a collar and tie, his hair slightly tousled. Testino had photographed Diana in 1997 for Vanity Fair, just five months before her death, so this commission was imbued with meaning. “He came across as a perfectly normal teenager,” said the photographer.


In an interview with the Press Association at the time, Harry talked about Diana with fierce admiration, crediting her work and his father’s ongoing patronage of over three hundred charities, involving six hundred engagements per year, as his inspiration. “She got close to people,” he said, “and went for the sort of charities and organizations that everybody was scared to go near, such as landmines in the Third World. She got involved in things that nobody had done before, such as AIDS. She had more guts than anybody else. I want to carry on the things she didn’t quite finish. I have always wanted to but was too young.”


Returning to school for the final year, Harry was given a chance to further reform himself. Although he had done badly in his AS levels, failing two out of three of them, and had dropped History of Art in order to better focus on Art and Geography, he was appointed the joint games captain of his house, entitling him to wear “stick-ups,” a white bow tie and wing collar.


In 2002, Harry was named the most datable “stud” by Tatler magazine for his “naughty but nice appeal.” Editor Geordie Grieg said, “Harry has suddenly emerged as the young royal who has come of age. By a huge majority he was voted the most desirable kid on the block…. He’s a young man who people are going to watch and girls have got their eye on.” And sure enough, in May 2003, Harry began dating his first serious girlfriend, Laura Gerard Leigh. She was said to be “head-over-heels in love” with him, and Harry appeared equally smitten. The relationship was not to last, but both enjoyed their brief time together. More tragically, later that year Harry was faced with real heartbreak when his close friend, Henry van Straubenzee, died in a car crash. During his gap year, Henry had gone back to teach at Ludgrove for a term, and after a goodbye party he and a friend went back to borrow a CD player from another friend. Because they were driving on a private road—and both boys were over the limit—neither bothered to put on a seatbelt, and when the car crashed into a tree, Henry was killed instantly.


It was a huge shock to and an enormous loss for Harry. Henry was so full of life, someone who embraced all the opportunities he made for himself and was on the brink of going to Uganda to volunteer before attending university on an army scholarship. The two boys had talked of possibly being at Sandhurst together, of being in the army at the same time, but in one terrible moment, all their dreams had been wiped out. Death being no stranger to Harry, Henry’s was still a bewilderingly, inexplicable loss to comprehend and process, and it is to Harry’s credit that he was able to return to school and prepare for his A levels.
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