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To Kate, my beautiful soulmate. You saved me and changed my life, just as you have changed many other lives for the better. I survived the difficult times to come back to you. This book is dedicated to you and my wonderful children: Chamane, Janine, Damon, Theodore, Sebastian and Blake.


For all my brothers and sisters, past and present, who have stood shoulder to shoulder to fight the good fight: thank you. Without you, I would not be here to enjoy my wonderful life or ever to have the opportunity to set down my story in this book.
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‘I am with you and will watch over you wherever you go, and I will bring you back to this land.’


Genesis 28:15







Trevor Rees-Jones



Trevor was the lucky one. Everyone said that and I suppose they were right. Trevor Rees-Jones was the sole survivor of the most notorious car crash in history: a horrific accident in Paris, on 31 August 1997, that claimed the lives of the driver, Henri Paul; our boss’s son, Dodi Fayed; and the most famous woman in the world, Princess Diana. It sent shock waves around the world, causing a huge outpouring of grief for ‘the People’s Princess’, and it changed my life too, completely.


It could have been me in that car instead of my friend, if my name had been on the roster to be their bodyguard that weekend. I might have been killed or horribly injured like poor Trevor. The shock of the accident, the loss of Dodi and the death of a woman I had got to know, like and admire led me to take stock of my situation. For the first time, I started to really question what I wanted to do with the rest of my life. I had worked for Dodi’s father, Mohamed Al-Fayed, for several years, was Diana’s bodyguard in St Tropez just a month earlier and had already signed up to join Diana and Dodi in America, where we had been told they were planning to resettle. Diana had been happy on that holiday but I had seen her in tears too, when she learned of the murder of her friend, Gianni Versace. She confided in me her own fears that she might one day be assassinated.


It was my job to protect Diana, to keep her from harm and shield her from the constant hounding of the paparazzi who would soon be blamed, in part, for her death. The role of elite bodyguard was one I had grown into gradually and was an unlikely position for a northern working-class lad, and former football hooligan no less, to find himself in. I was thirty-five years old and had reached this point slowly and steadily, thanks to expertise picked up in the military police, during undercover work in Northern Ireland at the height of the Troubles and through intensive martial arts training – I eventually became an eighth dan and there aren’t many of us around. Later, I would go on to open the most successful martial arts school of its kind in the UK. This thriving business was eventually wrecked by the economic crash, forcing me to earn a living once more by risking my life, this time in the war zones of Somalia and Libya, where I was nearly killed on a number of occasions.


But if there was a single turning point in my life, when events caused me to divert from one path and choose a very different one, it was that crash in Paris, when the world was forced to come to terms with the loss of a much-loved princess and my own future was thrown into doubt, my plans for America ended.


As I waited to meet my old mate Trevor again, for the first time since the crash, I knew he would still be in a bad way. He wanted to see Dodi’s grave so he could pay his respects and I hoped this meant that he was getting better. He had spent ten days in a coma following the crash, while we anxiously awaited news of his condition, not knowing if he was going to pull through. Every bone in Trevor’s face was broken by the impact. Surgeons had to rebuild it from old photos, using 150 pieces of titanium. They took part of the back of his skull to rebuild his cheekbones. His nose and jaw were so badly damaged that his face was completely flat. You can see that in the X-rays. His surgeon said he had never seen anyone survive such terrible injuries.


So, yes, as the sole survivor of the crash, Trevor Rees-Jones was lucky – but he didn’t look it when I saw him that day. The poor bloke was a mess and the sight that greeted me when he got out of the car was a shocking one. I filled up with tears, which I had to hide because I didn’t want him to know how bad he looked, though I suspect he already realised. He was hunched over and had probably lost three stones in weight. His face was in such a state that you would not have known it was Trevor. The guy could hardly speak and was slurring his words. It didn’t help that he was probably on strong meds for the pain and to help with his recovery.


I can’t remember what I said to him. I probably fell back on the usual dark, squaddie humour that always seemed to help when a situation was truly terrible, though that wouldn’t have lasted long. He was here for a reason and I was there to help my mate get to Dodi’s grave. I knew this was a big moment for him.


I had brought a golf buggy round to the front of the Al-Fayed house. I helped Trevor into it and drove him out to the grave, which was in a beautiful part of the grounds. Straight away, I realised that every bump was going right through him, causing Trevor more pain, so I had to drive very slowly.


When we finally got to the graveside, there were people working on the site, finishing the mausoleum that Mohamed Al-Fayed had built to memorialise his son. I asked them to leave so I could bring Trevor to the graveside. It was obvious he would not be able to get out of the golf buggy without my help, so I bent low, put my hands under him and lifted that big man up and out of there like he was a kid, then I helped him to walk slowly to the grave.


I knew Trevor was a tough bloke who could take it, but he was clearly in a lot of pain and I questioned the wisdom of doing this because it was obviously taking a lot out of a seriously injured man.


‘Trevor,’ I said, ‘are you sure?’


But he insisted on going through with it.


‘I am doing this,’ he said firmly. He was twenty-nine at the time of the accident and had been strong and fit. Now he was in such a bad way that it was like helping an old man. I had to support him the whole time and I was very aware that when we got there, things might become even worse if the grief hit him.


We finally made it and stood together silently at the graveside for a while, both of us thinking our own thoughts. The marble gravestone had the single word ‘Dodi’ carved on it. Sometimes the light would shine down and make it look like ‘Dodi’ was two words not one: ‘Do’ and ‘Di’ appearing to be in different shades. I wasn’t the only member of the security team to have noticed that.


Like everyone else, I was desperate to know the truth about what had happened that night and how Diana and Dodi could possibly have been killed. Trevor was perhaps the only man alive who might know the truth so, in the end, I had to ask him.


‘Mate,’ I said, ‘what was the score in Paris? What happened?’


‘I can’t remember,’ he said. ‘I’m telling you now, I honestly cannot remember and I wish I could.’ He told me his last memory was of leaving the Ritz Hotel before climbing into that car and I believed him.


Then he said simply, ‘I hate it.’


He meant he hated not knowing. It seemed that the only person to witness the final moments of Diana and Dodi up close was just as much in the dark about the events of that night as everybody else.


Conspiracy theorists think Trevor’s amnesia is convenient but I can assure you that it wasn’t convenient for him and they didn’t see the awful damage he suffered in the crash. No one was more desperate to know what happened than he was. Trevor had massive, traumatic injuries to his face and body. Is it any wonder that his mind and memory were affected too?


I had known Trevor for about three years. We joined Mohamed Al-Fayed’s security team just weeks apart in 1995 and got on well from the beginning. He is a really good bloke and a mild guy. If you met Trevor, you would never know he was a former Para, let alone a top bodyguard. It helped that we were very similar. At six foot two, Trevor was even the same height and build as me. On occasion, we would wear each other’s suits; for example, if he came into work and found that he was suddenly off somewhere smart at short notice and needed to wear something more formal he’d borrow mine. Trevor had a happy-go-lucky attitude to life but was very professional when it came to his job, just like me.


Princess Diana’s long-term personal protection officer Ken Wharfe might well have been the best bodyguard in the world but in his autobiography he attacked Trevor for his handling of events that night and basically blamed him for Diana’s death. He was close to the princess, so I understand how upset he must have been and how tempting it is to blame someone but I don’t agree with him. In the close protection industry, everyone always has their own opinion, particularly when they have the benefit of hindsight. They all have different views on how they would have dealt with a situation but in the real world, you’re working in such a fast-moving environment that you don’t always have the luxury of time to sit back and calmly plan your response.


Wharfe said Trevor had not received the necessary training to protect Diana and referred to Al-Fayed’s entire team as ‘bodyguards’, using inverted commas in his book to imply we didn’t deserve that title, as if we were just muscle. He also said we were ‘supposedly SAS trained’. In fact, there were a number of ex SAS and SBS (Special Boat Service) men in our ranks, as well as former Paras, Royal Marines, Special Branch guys, even former MI5 men. Everyone had been expertly trained for the job and we were very good. There were former Royal Military Police (RMP) on our team too, with loads of close protection experience. They had looked after generals in Iraq and ambassadors in hot spots all over the world. They knew what they were doing.


The security team even had an external policing audit carried out by two of the top Secret Service guys from the States. These Americans ran one of the biggest security firms in the world and they embedded with us for three weeks. At the end, they said we were the most professional team they had ever worked with. During Diana’s holiday in St Tropez, the Royal Protection officers who accompanied the princes, William and Harry, had enough faith in us and our knowledge to say, ‘You do what you think is right.’ And they went along with everything, no problem.


Wharfe also blamed Trevor for letting Diana get in a car with a drunk driver, accepting the widely reported view that Henri Paul had been drinking all day. I don’t believe that for one moment because Trevor would not have let a drunk get behind the wheel of the car. There is just no way. The blood tests conducted on Henri Paul that supposedly proved he was drunk were discredited in court eleven years later, during the inquest into Diana’s death.


That night, Trevor wasn’t treating the paparazzi as the enemy, as Wharfe suggested. He was just trying to give Dodi and Diana a good night, while following our employer’s instructions about where to go and when. When Ken Wharfe was looking after the princess, he had the backing of the entire Met Police and all of their resources, which made his life easier. He should perhaps remember that if Diana had been dating a normal bloke, instead of the son of a billionaire, she would not have had any bodyguards with her at all that night. Diana had no close protection of her own following her acrimonious divorce from Prince Charles, a situation that has parallels today with Prince Harry and Meghan Markle’s decision to step back from royal duties, which left them without their personal secur­ity that had been previously funded by the state, leaving them vulnerable.


When you are the close protection officer to the royals, what you say goes. It is different when you are working for a private individual, who has the final say – it’s much harder to refuse them if they want to drive across Paris at midnight. You might not like their decision to go somewhere, you can strongly advise them against it, even resign the next day if you want, but if they have their heart set on doing it, are you really just going to abandon them? Of course not. You are there to protect them and that’s what you must do.


Trevor did not do anything wrong that night. I asked him about Henri Paul and though he cannot remember anything after the moment they left the Ritz Hotel, he did tell me, ‘I do know he had not been drinking. I would never let anyone drive who was drunk.’


‘I know you wouldn’t, mate,’ I told him.


Thankfully, Trevor managed to make a good recovery from his terrible injuries and went on to become a security consultant, protecting foreign workers in war zones including Iraq.


The last thing I would say about Trevor to anyone who doubts him is this. I have met a lot of tough, able and professional guys in my time. But I can count on the fingers of one hand the number of men I would trust with the lives of my wife and family and Trevor is one of those very few men.







The Most Famous Woman in the World



You don’t forget the moment when you meet the most famous woman in the world for the first time. It was July 1997 and Dodi Fayed had been dating Princess Diana for a while. Back then, I was spending more time with the Al-Fayed family than mine. I was told we were going to St Tropez and the big news was that this time the princess was coming too. Wow. Obviously, I was a professional who had to concentrate on the job in hand but at the back of my mind I couldn’t help but be aware that the most famous, most photographed and arguably the most beautiful woman in the world was coming on this trip with us and it was now my responsibility to protect her. No pressure there, then.


I had to block that thought out, though. When someone is that famous, people can easily get the wrong idea. They think they know them because they have seen them on TV or in the newspapers but I never wanted to be too familiar with the client. Also, by this stage I had worked for the Al-Fayed family for four years and was used to looking after Hollywood royalty. Personal appearances at Harrods, as well as Dodi Fayed’s connections in the film industry as a producer, meant that I had met and protected some very big names indeed. I was determined to take the presence of the princess in my stride and keep my mind on my close protection duties.


Al-Fayed owned a home in St Tropez that has been called a villa but that really doesn’t do it justice. This place was absolutely massive, spread over several levels. The Castle St Therese has thirty bedrooms, a swimming pool, a beach house and gym, and all of this in one of the most exclusive and expensive places to live in the world. Today, it is valued at £70m.


We were out there for a week or so before the princess eventually joined us. She arrived on the Jonikal, Al-Fayed’s huge yacht. I first set eyes on Diana as she arrived at the villa on a tender boat. It was one of those little vessels used to shuttle people back and forth from bigger boats. I saw this quite tall and elegant blonde-haired lady coming towards me. She was smartly dressed without being too formal – and beautiful, of course. As the tender boat pulled in, I figured she might need a hand getting out of it, so I ducked down a little and just dropped my shoulder to offer it to her in case she needed to grab it to pull herself up. She didn’t need any help but as she got out of the boat she shook my hand and looked at me.


The first words the most famous woman on the planet said to me were, ‘Wow. More heavies.’ I just smiled.


Now she was in my care. For the next ten days I would be responsible for the safety of the mother of the heir to the throne.


My first impression of Diana was that she was obviously a beautiful woman but, looking back on it, I think that she was a beautiful person on the inside and that is what made her so special to so many people. I have met journalists and paparazzi over the years who have said to me, ‘You were Diana’s bodyguard? She was crazy, wasn’t she?’ I tell them they have no idea about her. Diana was one of the nicest people you could meet. She was lovely, in fact, just a normal person who clearly loved her boys. The poor woman got slagged off for everything she did – even when it was really normal stuff like working out to stay fit, the press gave her grief about that too. It was so unfair.


When we learned that Diana was coming out to join us we conducted our usual risk assessments. It was pretty clear that we were in uncharted waters here. We had been used to the threats against Al-Fayed and his family but Diana’s presence added complexity and a higher level of threat. Her campaign to get rid of landmines worried me most. Even the UK government didn’t agree with her on that. She had been a high-profile campaigner in favour of banning them outright and, in January, had even walked along a cleared path through a live minefield in Angola. That extraordinary footage of the princess was shown all over the world, raising a huge level of awareness around the issue, which eventually led to 164 countries signing the Ottawa Treaty, that prohibited the production and use of anti-personnel mines, not long after her death. The people who made the landmines were obviously worried about her campaign, as they were set to lose a lot of money. While the princess was with us, I talked to her about her campaign and she told me about the HALO Trust and how she was helping them to eradicate landmines all over the world. Since then, I have trained their operatives in how to survive in a hostile environment. I even have a picture of me standing next to one of Diana at the HALO Trust.


Following our risk assessment, we decided to step up our anti-surveillance measures. When you are already very vigilant, you can’t really be more vigilant but we could send out some people looking for the watchers. There must have been about fifteen of us in total on the team and everyone was needed because it was full-on from the off.


When we were guarding Mohamed Al-Fayed, we were aware that people were watching him constantly and were used to this. We would spot MI5 people during our counter-surveillance drills and why not? It didn’t bother us that the security services were watching him. It was just the world we were in. That sort of thing might alarm ordinary people but it didn’t bother us at all because they weren’t sinister. They were professionals just like us. So we were expecting MI5 and MI6 to be with us when Diana was in the group, whether we were in London or Europe.


Diana was the most famous woman in the world and everyone wanted to get near her. For that reason alone, she was always in danger. Leaving her entirely unprotected, as she was following her divorce, seemed insane to me, as she could have been assassinated or kidnapped by anyone who wanted to make a big statement.


Diana’s boys, William and Harry, arrived with two Royal Protection officers, though Diana had no one assigned to look out for her. She only had us because she was dating the son of a billionaire who had a team of bodyguards of his own. I can’t help wondering what would have happened if she had been seeing someone normal, who wasn’t rich. Also, two police officers are not a lot to cover a holiday involving Diana and both of her sons. If she hadn’t been with us, would the authorities really have allowed the heirs to the throne to go on holiday in Europe without top close protection or MI6 constantly watching them to make sure they were safe?


I was busy elsewhere so I didn’t see the princes arrive. The first time I saw them was when they came down to the beach. It immediately struck me that they were two very normal boys. Both were down to earth and friendly, just like their mother, and you could see how much she loved these kids. They weren’t shy, they had obviously been around a lot of people and were good at chatting to someone they didn’t know but they weren’t arrogant either. Straight away they took to us and we to them. We organised activities for them and took them out on the water to teach them how to use the jet skis. I was on the beach team. Normally, there would have been two of us on the beach but with the princess there we doubled up to four. I’d done this for three years by now. You start with a security sweep then you get the ‘toys’ ready for the family, which included the jet skis. During the sweep, you look for suspicious people or IEDs (improvised explosive devices), even if the risk of that is considered slim. You are watching for anything that is outside the norm and if you are not looking closely, you won’t see it. This could be disturbed earth or something that wasn’t there before or isn’t where it should be. If a new litter bin suddenly appears, you’d check that out. You are looking for signs that people have been there. Has the grass been trampled down? Is there some fresh mud on that railing over there? These are the tell-tale signs that someone has been there and done something.


The beach was a private one but in St Tropez no beach is entirely private, as everyone is allowed to walk across the coastal path, though most people wouldn’t choose to do that as the path by Castle St Therese was too far out of the way unless you had a place nearby. There were some high-profile neighbours. George Michael’s villa was nearby and Brigitte Bardot had one there too.


The beach we used was about thirty metres wide with a rocky area behind it and more rocks on either side, so it formed a natural U-shape with a jetty out front. Diana was an early riser so she would be there by about 7.00 a.m., before William and Harry got up. Most days she would come down to the beach and have a chat. I chatted to Diana most mornings. She used to like to sit on the steps by the boat house and I would be there already, so I would get to talk to her for half an hour or so each day before we took her out on the boats and that’s how I got to know her.


The boys would come down to join her on their own. Then the Al-Fayed kids would appear. Karim, at fifteen, was the same age as Prince William and Omar was ten, a couple of years younger than Harry. Camilla was twelve, the same age as the younger prince, and Jasmine was the oldest at sixteen. They would all still play and hang out together.


The first two days at the villa were great because there were no paparazzi. It was brilliant for Diana and the boys, who could just relax and enjoy themselves for once without intrusion from anyone else. The paps did not know we were there and in an ideal world it would have stayed that way. We knew it probably wouldn’t last though and, sure enough, someone must have had a tip-off because the next day we saw them come over the cliff.


There were only two to start with, one photographer and his minder, but they were really aggressive. They wanted to get their exclusive photos of Diana and Dodi and knew how valuable they could be. They were not going to take no for an answer, from us or anyone else.


We tried to turn them around and send them on their way but they wouldn’t budge. Worse, they were intent on getting past us and we weren’t about to let that happen. My mate was next to me, so it was two against two and I could see things were about to escalate, with the photo­grapher’s minder in particular looking like he was going to try and force his way through us.


I told my mate, ‘We are going to get knocked off this rock face if we don’t react. Are you ready?’


He said, ‘Yes.’


Then he hit the minder and dropped him. I took the camera off the photographer and that was that.


The next day, word had got round that Diana was there with Dodi and all of sudden the paparazzi were out in force. It ramped up from that point and they kept hounding us because they were all desperate to get photos of the couple. Diana tried to cooperate with them and did her best to give them what they wanted. She would come out at the start of every day and let them get their shots. She would play ball; they would snap away, getting what they had supposedly come for, then they were supposed to bugger off. That was the deal but they never did. Instead, they stuck around all day because they knew the kind of photos newspapers really wanted. Staged pictures of the family enjoying a holiday were one thing but they would only get the big money for photos others didn’t have. They wanted candid, voyeuristic shots of Diana and Dodi kissing or messing around together.


They liked unusual photos and I ended up in one of them. There is one of her on the boat when she leans in and looks like she is whispering something to me. They got that picture and wrote stories about it like they knew what she had said even though they were some distance from us. It was ridiculous. I can speak from experience when I say that she never did most of the stuff they claimed she did.


I felt for Diana and I don’t know how she coped with it all. The paparazzi would hang around all day and ruin her holiday with their constant intrusion. The news­papers who bought their photographs were cruel too. Diana would allow them to take photos of her at the villa then the papers who bought them would print the pictures with headlines about her ‘lording it up’ on her holidays. Even when she cooperated with them, they wouldn’t give her a break. She just could not win.


We did our best to make things as normal for her and the family as possible under the circumstances. Every morning we would have a team meeting to plan the day ahead. If they wanted to go somewhere, a restaurant perhaps, we would work it all out in advance, including how to get them there while shaking off the paps. We knew every street and all of the routes, so we’d plan detours and create diversions using different vehicles to try to throw them off the scent.


They never stopped trying to follow her, though. They would come after her on motorbikes and use boats and even helicopters to try to get pictures of Diana. It was insane and for us it was a headache because anyone could have been hiding inside the crowd of paparazzi and that made it harder for us to spot a threat.


William and Harry were fifteen and twelve years old then. They wanted to play on the beach so we were down there every day with them, while fifty boats floated just a few yards out, filled with photographers watching them the whole time through zoom lenses. Even the little cruise ships from St Tropez got in on the act and cashed in. They usually carried normal holidaymakers but when they learned that Diana was at the Al-Fayed villa, they laid on extra boats so they could take everyone out to see ‘Lady Di’ as they insisted on calling her, even though she hadn’t been known by that name in the UK since she got married, let alone divorced. You would hear them calling it out from the boats but it usually came out as ‘Laddy Dee! Laddy Dee!’ which sounded even stranger.


Sometimes there were so many boats out there that we couldn’t go out ourselves because it was too crowded and no longer safe. I was the one who had to make that unpopular decision.


The press intrusion was constant and overwhelming for Diana but she usually kept her thoughts to herself unless she was feeling particularly sad or vulnerable. There was one day when I saw her in a different light because she had clearly had a few drinks. I picked her up from the Jonikal in a speedboat and brought her back to the villa, which was about a fifteen-minute ride, and she must have been a bit merry because she started singing to herself. It was just daft songs, like nursery rhymes, and I thought to myself, She’s a bit pissed. She stood right next to me by the wheel and we chatted about all sorts of things: her kids, my kids and her life in England.


The press were the bane of her life everywhere, not just in St Tropez, and she said to me, ‘There is nothing I can do in the UK. The papers there attack me no matter what I do.’ Then she told me, ‘I want to go to the US and live there so I can get away from it all. At least in America they like me and will leave me alone.’


I asked her if the boys would be going there with her. ‘They would never allow me to do that,’ she replied. ‘If I go there, I will probably only be able to see them in their school holidays.’


You could tell Diana was a wonderful mother, so loving and attentive to her two boys, but it looked as if she might have to leave them both behind in the UK to escape from the press, who hounded her relentlessly every single day of her life. It was also to free them from all of the attention they got when she was with them. It seemed to me that the majority of people in Britain loved Diana but the establishment and the press were destroying this woman. I felt so sad and annoyed about it all on her behalf.


Finally, after days of them ruining her holiday, she’d had enough. Diana was even concerned she was causing us extra work, which was surprising but she was that kind of person. She genuinely cared about everyone. That day, I could tell she was fuming. Suddenly she announced to us, ‘Right, I’m going out there now to tell them that I’m off to America for good.’


Christ, this was massive. It would be an almighty bombshell and I was alarmed because if we thought the press pack outside was huge now, just for her holiday, it would probably go up tenfold if she gave them a story as big as this one. The place would be swarming with paps, desperate to get pictures of the princess who was about to leave it all behind to run off to America. I glanced at one of the royal policemen who was there to look after the princes and we exchanged looks that told me he was thinking exactly what I was thinking: Oh shit. It’s about to hit the fan, big-style.


We both watched as she got in the tender, accompanied by one of our lads, and went out to a boat that had been chartered by the Sun newspaper, where she spoke to the journalist she called ‘Fat Fred’. I was expecting uproar but, to our intense relief, none came. When she walked back over, I waited till I could have a word with the lad who’d gone with her and asked him, ‘Did she tell them?’


‘No,’ he said.


‘Thank God for that.’







Hounded



After Princess Diana had been hounded by photographers for days, she told me she had recently been to see the prime minister, Tony Blair, about the press. She had taken her boys with her and asked Blair if he could introduce a privacy bill, to change the law and finally get the paparazzi off their backs. He made it clear to her he was against the bill and that was the end of the matter, as far as he was concerned.


Diana told me she was devastated and had to make a supreme effort not to cry in front of the prime minister. ‘I waited till I was back in the car,’ she said, ‘and I cried then.’


It was bitterly ironic that, not long after she told me this, Blair made his famous speech at her funeral where he described her as ‘the people’s princess’. I watched that and thought, Yeah, she might have been, Tony, but she wasn’t very keen on you.


Blair was not the only high-profile politician to disappoint Diana. She was friends with President Bill Clinton and told me she had discussed the anti-mine summit with him. She was confident Clinton was going to help her to ban them outright but, in the end, when that resolution came, he did not vote in favour of it but abstained instead.


When I look back on it now, it’s amazing to think that Diana was very seriously considering leaving her country for good because of the damaging effect the press was having on her life. Now, more than twenty years later, one of her own sons has taken the same decision she was on the brink of. Harry has effectively abdicated from his royal duties, left his country and resettled his family in America to keep them away from the paparazzi and the tabloid press he still blames for killing his mother. In his bombshell interview with Oprah Winfrey, in March 2021, Harry revealed that his biggest fear for his family was history repeating itself.


Prince Harry was only twelve years old when I knew him in St Tropez but he could see how upset his mother was because of the paparazzi. I thought it would be good for him to get a bit of revenge on them and the young prince jumped at the chance. I had been teaching him how to use a jet ski and reminded Harry that when you rode one, a twenty-foot-high jet of water comes flying out of the back as it powers along. I then pointed to the waiting pack of paps that had congregated on a jetty not far from us. I suggested that if he happened to ride his jet ski over to them and turned at the last moment, he might be able to give them a dousing. He needed no further urging.


Harry was delighted and he set off towards the unsuspecting paps who were making his mother’s life a misery. He reached them, turned at just the right moment, powered the jet ski back towards me and the jet of water shot out of the back, giving the assembled paparazzi standing on the jetty a thoroughly deserved drenching. It was a brilliant moment and he absolutely loved it.


In 2015, eighteen years after Diana’s death, I was working as security advisor for Team Scotland at the Rugby World Cup. I was standing on the red carpet at Twickenham with a former SAS man I’d worked with in Libya. I was asked, ‘Could you move please, sir?’ and in walked another security guy with Prince Harry right behind him. He was wearing a cap and he looked at me as he went by. I didn’t say anything of course. I hadn’t seen Harry since that holiday all those years ago but I noticed him do a little double-take, as if he might just have recognised me but had no idea who I was.


I spent quite a lot of time with the princes. They were really good kids. William was lovely and Harry was a cheeky, mischievous, naughty little boy who was loads of fun. We used to talk to the boys about the military, particularly when we were all on the Jonikal. They were fascinated and would sit on the deck and ask us question after question, which we answered as best we could. Obviously, we wouldn’t tell them anything that they shouldn’t know at that age but our group included former Paras, Marines and Special Forces guys and we were all happy to talk to them in general about the forces. I was impressed by the boys’ knowledge. They had a great understanding of operations and all of the regiments and it was no surprise to me that both of them took to military life when they served in the forces. Harry famously flew Apache helicopters during the Afghan war.


I had rigged up a punch bag in the garage, so one day, after we were done on the water, I told the princes, ‘Come on, I’ll teach you a bit of kickboxing.’ When I showed William and Harry how to do it though, I think they were a little bit in awe from watching me kick that bag so hard and weren’t too keen to try it themselves in front of me. Instead, we agreed they might give it a go later.


Some people are surprised when they hear that I had conversations with Diana or chatted to William and Harry. They think that might be a distraction in my job and question how I could be in a state of alert if I was chatting to the principal, but it doesn’t work like that. There are basic­ally different levels of bodyguard. On the perimeter of an area being protected, you will see guys standing there not talking to anyone. They’ll have earpieces in and they’ve got that steely-eyed killer look about them. The higher up you go and the closer you get to the principal you are protecting, you become almost like a PA as well as a bodyguard and that’s not a bad thing. If you are in need of close protection and the people who want to hurt or kill you take a look at me and think I am your mate not your bodyguard then I have done my job. They’ll see me dressed casually, standing on a beach next to you talking but might not realise that I am always looking out for you. Then, if they try to attack you, make no mistake, I will open up a can of whoop-ass on them.


It felt like being on holiday with my own children and it didn’t interfere with the job because I risk-assess everything to the highest degree with my own kids. I am always asking myself ‘Could anything go wrong here?’ then I have to put things in place to mitigate the risk. I could still be in the moment with my kids or the princes, while alert to any possible danger. It is the art of looking out and looking in at the same time. There is a Japanese word for this, which translates as ‘wide eye’. You watch the people you are protecting while they are doing something but also position yourself at the ideal point to look at them and still see everything beyond them, using your peripheral vision.


Sometimes, especially in Hollywood, the client will want what I would call ‘a high-level stance’ with very visible security. That’s when they hire those enormous, muscle-bound bodyguards to walk alongside them at movie premieres, because it makes them feel better. It gets them more press attention, pampers their egos and probably increases their social media following but there is a downside. Those guys are big but that doesn’t mean they always have the skills to protect you. Image is the least important part of my role and how I look is way less important than the skills I bring with me. If I am shit at my job but I look the part then you are not secure.


In my mind, there are three levels of security. The first is when a client can feel secure but they are not secure. They’ve hired close protection but it isn’t the kind they actually need. They just don’t realise it. Sometimes, a client can feel insecure but they are actually secure, they just don’t realise that they are completely covered against an external threat. Ideally, you want them to feel secure because they are actually secure. That’s when they’ve hired the ultimate professional.


The art of it is to avoid trouble if you can. You don’t want an incident and if you have done your job properly you won’t get one. If you do get trouble and you hit it head-on then people might die. You need a healthy state of paranoia at a level you can control. It’s good to be suspicious but you shouldn’t be seeing trouble where there is none. My life consists of one dynamic risk assessment after another. It’s a never-ending process. Is it safe? Yes … check … move on … then repeat.


For those who still think Diana was mentally unstable somehow, I can tell you that I spent ten days close to her and she was one of the most balanced people I have ever met. I ought to know. I am trained to spot if someone is unbalanced. It’s part of my job. You look for signs that people give off when they are under stress because it means they might be about to do something. If you are going to attack my client, you will probably have spent a long time thinking about it. When you build up to a big thing like that, you will show signs of adrenalin and I look for those signs. You might be sweating, shaking or repeatedly nodding your head. Some people wind their watch up or tap their phone without realising while waiting to act. I am always looking for something that appears different or plain wrong in someone, so I can be ready to move before they do. It’s a skill that comes in handy in any hostile environment, even a pub or bar where someone might be about to hit someone else and most people do not spot these tell-tale signs or they dismiss them, but they are a giveaway if you know what you are looking for.


Diana wasn’t excessively angry or out of control. She was normal and very deliberate. When I spoke to her I usually called her ma’am but if the moment felt less formal she was fine if you called her Diana. We talked about all sorts of things, including health and her diet because she knew I was interested in those subjects. She used to ask me about diet and training because I knew quite a bit and was taking courses on fitness and nutrition. She told me about her training and she kept to the most simple but effective regimes. It was a programme I would have written for any female trying to keep fit and included a bit of cardio on a bike or rower, then some high repetition work with weights. The whole thing could be done in half an hour or forty-five minutes. It was nothing heavy. Diana had quite an athletic build and I could imagine she would have been good in the gym.


She had a personal trainer but didn’t diet to excess and ate healthily and in moderation. That interested me because most people know what they should be eating but they don’t always know how much to eat. Diana was always having to sit down to fancy formal dinners but she would just have a few bites and leave the rest. If people saw her do that, they might think she had bulimia again but she was just trying to stay healthy and not put on too much weight. She was the most scrutinised woman in the world and the newspapers would comment on her shape in photographs, which must have put her under a lot of pressure to stay slim and beautiful.
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