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20th May



Clarence House – the day after the Coronation


‘I won’t lie,’ I say, ‘the Koh-i-Noor situation was a disappointment. If a gel’s got to flatten her hair with a thumping great crown, then it might as well have a thumping great diamond in the middle. I hoped until I was actually in the carriage that it might get a reprieve.’


‘Reprieve from what?’ says my darling sister Annabel. ‘Being nicked?’ and I say actually, Annabel, it wasn’t stolen and history is rarely that simple, but she rolls her eyes. She’s come over for a Coronation debrief and given me a big leather Smythson diary. It’s dark green and has ‘Game Set and Match’ stamped on the front in gold, above two tennis racquets. I look at her doubtfully.


‘I don’t play tennis and I haven’t written a diary since I was a teenager,’ I tell her.


‘I know,’ she says pleasantly, ‘but “game, set and match” seems rather appropriate, don’t you think? They had another with “Dreams and Thoughts” on it, but that sounds a bit racy. And writing down your royal life might help keep you normal for real life, so when you talk to me, you can focus on the important things.’


‘Such as?’ I say.


‘Horses,’ she replies. ‘Dogs. Soft furnishings. How much Chablis there is left in the bottle,’ and she upends it into her glass. ‘Cheers!’


21st May


Midday


‘Why is it always so bally freezing in here?’ Annabel asks as the wind whips round the Chinese Chippendale.


‘Charles,’ I say. ‘He goes round opening the windows and turning the thermostat down. If I complain, he stands up, hooks his thumb in his suit pocket and gives it the full King about climate change.’ Annabel peers round the room, checks over her shoulder, roots behind the cushions and waggles her toes speculatively under the pouffe.


‘He isn’t here,’ she says. So we close all the windows, except the one where the urn footman has taken up position outside, ready for when I have a precautionary ciggie.


‘Precautionary?’ asks Annabel, raising an eyebrow.


‘I’m making sure the nicotine levels are optimal,’ I tell her, ‘before I give up,’ and she rolls her eyes again and switches on Bargain Hunt.



4 o’clock



We’re reminiscing about my Coronation dress, which had Bluebell and Beth embroidered on the hem. Darling Bruce, the designer, got very confused and thought they were cats. ‘Cats!’ I say to Annabel. ‘Of course they’re not bally cats! What would the dogs think if I had cats embroidered on my Coronation dress?’ and we look at Bluebell and Beth and she says well quite, and I exhale smoke over the herbaceous border below the window. Bluebell is shredding the Racing Post and Beth is eyeing the footman’s ankle speculatively. ‘OFF!’ I tell her and she backs away and humps the Chippendale instead.


‘The trouble with your dogs,’ says Annabel thoughtfully, ‘is that they savage things first and ask questions later,’ and I start to protest then realise she’s right. Instead we turn to the Coronation bling and how thrilled the Crown Jeweller was when I told him I’d wear everything he could find and he must check behind the sofas at The Tower just in case. I only ever find shredded copies of the Racing Post, I told him, but who knows what might turn up.


‘I said to him, “I’ll wear it all, bling me up, Scotty!” and he said “But I’m called John”,’ and Annabel hoots with laughter as I drop my ciggie into the urn outside, and give the footman the thumbs up.



22nd May



Clarence House – 7 a.m.


I’m giving my hair a final flourish of the Elnett at my dressing table when Annabel calls to check on my plans for the day. ‘I am at my toilette,’ I tell her in my grandest voice, and she snorts and asks if it’s catching. Charles is hanging upside down from the picture rail, because he says it’s good for his spine, or his head, or possibly both. His new private secretary starts today and he’s keen to start the day well, beginning with his spine. Or his head.


‘Remind me what the new chap’s called?’ I ask, and he says Clive.


‘Wiltshire man,’ I ask, ‘or Gloucestershire?’ and Charles says does it matter? Does it have to be one or the other?


‘Of course it bally matters,’ I say, pausing the Elnett in mid-air over the wings soaring up the side of my face. ‘What if he’s from Somerset? Savages, the lot of them.’ Charles, who’s stopped pretending he’s a bat and is at last upright, and much easier to talk to, says that he thinks Clive might be from Devon or possibly Cornwall and I look thoughtfully at him.


‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ I say.


8.30 a.m.


‘Sir Clive Alderton for your morning meeting,’ announces the footman. I scrutinise him over the top of my reading glasses.


‘M4 or M5?’ I ask and Sir Clive looks at me gravely.


‘M4,’ he replies.


‘Good man,’ I tell him, and leave them to it.


That evening


‘How did it go with Clive?’ I ask Charles. He stands up and puts his thumb in his pocket and opens his mouth to speak and I look at him in disbelief. ‘The King thing?’ I say. ‘Is that strictly necessary? All I asked is how you got on with your new chap.’ Just then, the clock strikes six, and Clive walks in with his coat on and Bluebell trotting behind him, closer to his ankle than I’d like.


‘OFF!’ I bellow and Clive jumps and Bluebell shoots under the pouffe. ‘How about a stiffie before you go,’ I say, ‘to celebrate the end of your first day?’ Clive looks from me to Charles and back again and I motion to the footman to pour us all a G&T and lean back against an embroidered cushion which reads ‘When Life gives You Lemons, Add Vodka’.


25th May


Lt Col. Jonathan Thompson walks in, bows and asks if we need to be disciplined. Or at least I hope think he does. He definitely walks in, but the rest is hazy because he’s so bally handsome. He’s Charles’s equerry, which is frankly a waste, and the press are calling him the Hot Equerry. As Annabel said, gazing into the middle distance, it’s very hard to concentrate with a good-looking young chap in a jaunty kilt about the place.


‘Unless he’s playing bagpipes under your bedroom window at dawn’ I tell her, ‘when all a gel wants is a Marlboro Light not bally “Flower of Scotland”.’ And besides, I tell her, scanning the instructions on a box of nicotine patches, ‘Clarence House is nowhere near Scotland.’


‘What would you prefer?’ says Annabel. ‘ “Flower of Zone One”?’


27th May


‘ “Post-Coronation meeting to discuss family personnel categories going forward under the new sovereign”,’ I read aloud from my schedule. ‘Couldn’t we summarise it as “friend or foe”?’ I ask Clive, but he says the Human Resources department wrote it and they thought ‘working’ and ‘non-working’ royals was an outmoded and unfair way of describing people.


‘It implies that non-working royals don’t work,’ he explained.


‘But they don’t,’ I say, and he says quite so.


‘Although,’ I add, ‘Beatrice and Eugenie work very hard at something, or at least Fergie says they do, so it must be true,’ and he says quite so, ma’am.


‘Will you please stop saying that?’ I ask and he stares at the cornice which I’ve started to notice he does when he’s trying not to laugh, but Charles says that can’t possibly be right because Clive never laughs. ‘He isn’t employed to laugh,’ he said. ‘Quite the opposite.’ Anyway, Clive says that HR keep talking about making the CEO more accountable, but the last time that happened in 1649 it ended with the CEO having his head chopped off. He thinks the more distractions they’re offered the better for everyone, but especially those of us with ambitions for our bodies to remain attached to our heads.


‘You’re bally wordy today,’ I say and he says it must be the Weetabix, he had three, and I wonder again if he’s making a joke.


‘These categories,’ I say to Charles on the way back from an engagement, ‘good idea. Never thought of dealing with family like that.’


‘Family? Fight like rats in a sack, the lot of them,’ he mutters, shaking his head and I tell him he really shouldn’t talk about much-loved family members like that.


‘I don’t talk about much-loved family members at all,’ he says. ‘That was my darling Mama. And it caused no end of trouble in California when we forgot.’


28th May


‘So what sort of categories are we thinking?’ I ask Charles in the morning. ‘Useful/Useless? Blonde/ Brunette? Royal Lodge/Travelodge?’


He says he doesn’t think I’m taking this entirely seriously and I say perish the thought and Clive arrives wearing a hard hat with a folder marked ‘The Wider Family: The Way Forward’.


‘Very slick,’ I say. ‘Which am I? Family or foe? And talk me through the hat?’


Clive says it’s a precaution, in case the wider family turns up.


‘So in future we think in terms of Senior Royals, Everyone Else and Others,’ he explains and Charles nods approvingly.


‘Which am I?’ I ask and Clive says somewhere between working and non-working depending on whether it’s racing season. Senior royals are Charles, William and Kate, Everyone Else is Anne, Edward and Sophie and Others are basically the Yorks (‘Always been problematic, the Yorks,’ said the regius professor of history at Oxford when he came for dinner. ‘Even in the fifteenth century they were giving us hell.’)


‘Anyone else?’ I ask brightly.


‘Harry and Meghan,’ he adds, dropping his voice to a whisper as we always do when it comes to the Sussexes. Walls have ears, he once said, ‘or more likely hidden cameras and microphones marked NETFLIX,’ I muttered to Charles.


‘How does Andrew feel about his family being an Other?’ I ask, and Clive says we haven’t told him yet. ‘Maybe run it up the flagpole at Royal Lodge and find out,’ I chuckle and Charles says that isn’t funny and will I please start taking this seriously and I head to the window for a gasper then remember I’ve got four nicotine patches on my arm.


‘It’s book club for me tonight,’ I tell Charles later, ‘and we’re choosing a new one. I think I might suggest an old classic: My Family and Other Animals.’



29th May



Chelsea Flower Show


Coronations are all very well, says Charles, but you can’t beat a cloud-pruned hornbeam.


‘Or a flowering fruit tree,’ he adds, looking wistful, ‘and that reminds me, the shrubbery at Highgrove really should be weeded by—’ and here he looks around him vaguely.


‘A gardener?’ I suggest, and he says yes, that’s just what he was thinking, a gardener, or someone else who isn’t King would be marvellous, if we can find such a person, and I say I’ll ask Clive to see to it. I don’t give a fig about cloud-pruned hornbeams or any of the other things he talks to Alan Titchmarsh about, but the Chelsea Flower Show’s a fixture for The Firm. If you have to look delighted for a living, then you might as well do it for a flowering fruit tree as a new bypass. Alan once asked me what was in my garden at Ray Mill and I said ‘Flowers’. He said yes, but what varieties? and I said ‘Trees’.


‘Give me a horse-box over a box hedge any day,’ I told him, ‘you know where you are with a horse.’ But one must do one’s duty so I put on my game face and off we go to Chelsea. ‘Should we knight Alan Titchmarsh?’ I wonder aloud in the car on the way there. ‘Good idea,’ says Charles. ‘What for?’


‘Being lovely?’ I say. ‘And services to herbaceous borders, especially yours. Oh look, darling, a horse!’



30th May



‘Has anyone seen Anne recently?’ says Charles and we both look expectantly at Clive, who says he thinks it’s been a while and flicks through to the last known reference to her in the Court Circular.


‘Ah yes,’ he says. ‘Goodness me, it was 30th March 2022 to be exact. “The Princess Royal today attended a conference on farming in Oxford followed by a reception for retired sailors of indeterminate but undoubted distinction at St James’s Palace. At the request of the Foreign Office, she then proceeded directly on state visits to France, Germany, Spain, Portugal, Albania, Bulgaria, Romania, Sri Lanka, India, China, Japan, Malaysia, a diversity of –stans including Kyrgyzstan and finishing in South Korea. For reasons of cost-efficiency, she will return in the back of a military cargo plane, arriving at RAF Brize Norton at 0900 hours on June 18th 2024. Her Royal Highness will then proceed to the opening of a new scout hut in Cirencester.” ’


‘Was it really 2022?’ says Charles. ‘How time flies …’


‘Unless you’re in the back of a cargo plane,’ I say. ‘It probably drags a bit then,’ and Charles says god bless Anne, whatever would we do without her?


‘More,’ I mutter.


‘South Korea, you say?’ Charles asks Clive, and Clive nods. ‘Remarkable. Quite remarkable. Let’s have her over for dinner when she’s finished at the scout hut.’


‘Out of interest, are we off anywhere else this year to fly the flag?’ I ask Clive, who says that yes, we’re due to be spending forty-eight hours in Italy next year.


‘Splendid,’ says Charles.


I raise an eyebrow. ‘So Anne spends two years in the back of a cargo plane and we go to Amalfi for dinner?’


‘Not quite, ma’am,’ says Clive, ‘there will be diplomatic receptions and factory visits and many and varied opportunities to look delighted in circumstances of extreme dullness,’ so I put my feet up and reach for the coffee-table book about the Crown Jewels and start sticking Post-it notes marked ‘Amalfi’ in the chapter on sapphires.


‘Lovely lemons in Amalfi,’ says Charles to no one in particular.


‘Would now also be a good time to discuss Your Majesties’ trip to New Zealand, Australia and Samoa in the autumn?’ asks Clive, and Bluebell starts to growl softly.


‘I’ll take that as a no,’ he says, bowing and leaving the room.










1st June



Buckingham Palace


It’s our first garden party as King and Queen.


‘Remember when Meghan came to a garden party?’ I say and Charles says really? Are you sure? They got married in May and garden parties don’t start ’til June and surely they’d gone by then?


‘Surprisingly not,’ I say, ‘it took longer than that. Annabel thinks it’s because Netflix told them they had six hours of primetime to fill and they couldn’t do that in a week, but she’s a shocking cynic. Anyway, believe it or not, Meghan definitely came to one garden party. After ten minutes, she told Harry she was bored and wanted to leave.’


‘And?’ says Charles. ‘What happened next?’


‘Guess,’ I say and he thinks about it for a moment.


‘Harry said I’m afraid we can’t,’ he tries, ‘and told her it’s our duty to stay, this is what royal life is like.’


I roll my eyes. ‘Not quite.’



2nd June



Clarence House


Andrew’s here. Again.


‘I’m available for garden parties,’ he says, ‘and I look rather splendid in a morning suit. I’ll come to the next one.’


Charles and I look at each other, and Clive looks at the cornice.


‘What a marvellous idea,’ says Charles. ‘No.’


3rd June


Clive is here to brief us about our upcoming state visit to France. We were supposed to be going months ago, but they were rioting so we postponed. Clive said the optics were bad.


‘Rioting youths and petrol bombs are a bit Northern Ireland for us,’ he said.


‘Whatever’s the matter with the French anyway?’ I asked. ‘Why are they rioting? They have Provence, how hard can it be?’


Clive says possibly not all of them are in Provence, and I give him a hard stare.


‘Out of interest,’ I ask, ‘what do we tell them when we postpone a trip like this? That we’ll swing by some other time?’ and Clive says yes, something like that, but he expects the Foreign Office might phrase it slightly differently.



4th June



I tell Clive that Charles has been driving me mad practising his French speech in the bathroom mirror. ‘He might need some direction,’ I explain, and Clive looks puzzled and says why?


‘Well,’ I say, ‘he starts by bellowing “CITOYENS!”,’ and Clive turns pale. ‘Citizens?’ he says. ‘Are you sure? But … he isn’t. And they aren’t. Or at least they’re not HIS citizens. And if it starts like that, how does it end? With “Vive La Revolution”?’


‘Not quite,’ I say briskly, ‘but you might want to cast your eye over the bit where he gets to Robespierre,’ and Clive holds a clammy hand over his eyes and hurries out and I can hear him shouting for back-up all the way down the corridor. I lean out of the window and the footman hurries over with the urn. Today he’s wearing a tray round his neck like a 1950s’ cigarette girl. ‘Marlboro Light, ma’am?’ he says pleasantly. ‘Or is it more of a B&H day?’


5th June


‘The damnedest thing happened today,’ says Charles, and I look up from the property porn in Country Life. There’s a lovely Georgian rectory near the coast that would be perfect for Bluebell and Beth.


‘Oh?’ I say mildly.


‘Yes,’ he says. ‘Clive arrived in my office with the foreign secretary, the regius professor of modern history at Oxford, Cambridge’s leading expert on eighteenth-century France and a 1794 engraving of the guillotine in the Place de la Revolution.’


‘Oh?’ I say mildly. ‘And why was that?’


‘They thought I might need some help with my speech to the Assemblée Nationale,’ says Charles, looking puzzled, ‘and a reminder of some key points about the French Revolution.’


‘Oh,’ I say mildly. ‘Such as what?’


‘How it ended,’ he says.


6th June


I’ve ordered 572 cans of Elnett for the French trip in a few weeks, and now we’re planning my Look for the state banquet. The jewel man’s here from The Tower, and my dresser, and I’m looking critically at myself in a full-length mirror. I’m wearing the diamond diadem with a tiara on top, diamond chandelier earrings, matching diamond bracelets stacked up both arms, a diamond necklace the size of the small Indian state it was possibly stolen from and what I like to think is the pièce de résistance: a diamond stomacher last worn by Queen Mary. ‘Which fool decided stomachers were unfashionable?’ I say approvingly to my reflection, and call Annabel. ‘I’m festooned in diamonds from head to foot,’ I tell her happily, ‘not counting the cheeky diamante anklet I bought on Etsy, which Charles simply adores.’


‘Too much bling?’ I ask the jewel man. ‘Or just right?’ and the dresser looks at the jewel guy and the jewel guy looks at the floor.


‘Just right, then,’ I say happily.


7th June


I pop into the staff quarters to check on morale. The footman is pouring Clive’s deputy, Chris, a stiff drink.


‘Oh dear,’ I say, ‘has Bluebell misbehaved again with your ankle? I’m awfully sorry.’


But for once, Bluebell’s in the clear. Poor Chris was about to start briefing the press about the higher purpose of the French trip when he noticed that someone had tampered with his notes. The footman passes me the briefing and I start to read.


‘The state visit will celebrate Britain’s relationship with France,’ it begins, which seems fairly uncontroversial, but then someone’s inserted different words. ‘Although in point of fact, we don’t have one, because we ripped it up with Brexit and it will take generations to repair, and for what? The trip will mark our shared histories,’ I read on, ‘including bloody revolutions which both ended with a dead king – Good vibes! – our shared culture of unreadable seventeenth-century playwrights, and our many shared values, except collaboration, which is more of a French thing.’


Across the bottom of the paper the culprit has scrawled ‘Vive La Revolution! Vive La République!’


‘But this is terrible,’ I say to Chris. ‘I know,’ he says. ‘Imagine if I’d accidentally read it out to the press. World wars have started over less.’


‘Not that,’ I say impatiently, ‘there’s a republican in the building! Call the police!’


8th June


I walk past Charles’s office, and Clive’s in there on his own looking furtive so I pause. I watch as he discreetly palms a book on Robespierre off Charles’s desk and lobs it smoothly underarm to a footman, who puts it in the log basket. I smile and give him the thumbs up, and walk on.


9th June


I’m flicking through the book about the Crown Jewels, marking the pages that catch my eye with bright pink Post-it notes.


‘If I’ve learned one thing in my life,’ I say to Charles, ‘it’s that you can never tell when a state banquet might come along. Preparation,’ I say, pointing at the book, ‘is key.’


‘I don’t see the connection,’ he says, ‘between state banquets and the Crown Jewels. I thought state banquets were when the government orders us to have dinner with ghastly waxworks who’ve been running small African countries for generations?’


‘Or people who had a bally great oil well spout up under their tent,’ I say and we chuckle and Clive, who’s just walked in, looks horrified and says that really won’t look very good in the fly-on-the-wall and we freeze.


‘Fly-on-the-wall?’ I say, recovering my composure first.


‘Relax,’ says Clive, ‘there isn’t one. But someone’s probably bugging you, even if it’s only Andrew, so it might be a good idea to be a little—’


‘Self-censoring?’ I interject.


‘Silent until spoken to?’ says Charles witheringly.


‘Circumspect,’ says Clive firmly.


‘Anyway,’ I say, tapping the book, ‘these jewels. Have I got the run of them? Or am I getting all excited only to find we nicked them from somewhere and the jewel man’s having a hernia?’


Clive looks pained. ‘When you describe these exquisite examples of craftsmanship as “nicked”,’ he says carefully, ‘I think that you mean “gifted to us by grateful nations whom we happened to visit, heavily armed, remaining sometimes for many hundreds of years”.’


‘Yes, yes,’ I say airily, ‘I expect that’s exactly what I mean if you say so, but let’s get down to the nitty-gritty: when can I wear the diamond diadem and will you take half the rocks out before I do, like you did with my crown? Also, that tiara Beatrice wore when she got married. I’ve got my eye on that. Although frankly how on earth that was allowed to happen is beyond me,’ and Clive starts to say something about Covid and blood princesses and I give him a quelling look and he stops.


‘And,’ I say, turning to page 274 of the book and holding it up to show him, ‘this tiara with the slabs of aquamarine? Yum yum.’


10th June


Planning meeting for the state banquet at Versailles. I’ll be wearing a full-length coat dress with a zip up the front and lots of elegant embroidery by darling Bruce, who did my dress for the Coronation and can’t tell the difference between dogs and cats.


‘There are bad vibes at Versailles for people like us,’ I told him. ‘Even Anne was spooked, and that was thirty years ago. Although thinking about it, in a straight fight between her and Robespierre, no weapons, I’d put my money on her. What do you think?’ and Bruce looks non-committal and I make a mental note to see if Paddy Power offers odds on it. Bruce says could we stick to the task in hand? ‘Quite so,’ I say. ‘Let’s keep the look light and pretty and could you possibly embroider darling Blu—’ and Bruce looks at me and says, ‘No. No dogs or cats or names of grandchildren like at the Coronation. No embroidered flowers of France or Wiltshire or whatever it was you were going to suggest. Plain and elegant,’ and I concede defeat gracefully.


For a moment we sit together in amicable silence, me watching Below Deck Med, Bruce sketching ideas. ‘How about Ray Mill?’ I say brightly during the ad break. ‘In red, white and blue, round the hem?’



11th June



Paris – state visit, Day 1


So we arrive and do the big exchange of diplomatic gifts.


‘What are we giving them?’ Charles asked Clive on the way over.


‘The Crown Jewels,’ I joked, ‘they haven’t got any of their own,’ but nobody laughed.


‘Ma’am,’ said Clive, who seems to have lost his joie de vivre, ‘could we not make any jokes about the Crown Jewels while we’re here? Or the Revolution?’ And I say yes, quite so, and besides, the Crown Jewels are no laughing matter. ‘They can keep their grubby hands off until I’ve got mine on those bally aquamarines,’ I say.


‘Do I need to repeat myself?’ says Charles, ignoring me and looking tetchy and Clive and I both say, ‘Why? What did you say?’ and he looks even crosser.


‘I asked,’ he says with exaggerated patience, ‘what we’re giving the French?’


‘You chose exceptionally well, sir,’ says Clive, and Charles, who had nothing whatever to do with it, looks mollified. ‘We’re giving them a large photo of Your Majesties in a solid silver frame and a copy of Voltaire’s Lettres sur les Anglais.’


‘Did they ask for that?’ I ask. ‘A framed picture of us?’ Charles looks at me, astonished.


‘Darling,’ he says, ‘Clive isn’t Father Christmas. The French diplomatic service doesn’t write a letter saying “Please can you bring us a new book and a photograph” and post it up the chimney. Our ambassador and their ambassador decide what will be most appropriate.’


I look at Clive and wonder what he might look like in a Father Christmas hat. ‘Is there anything wrong, ma’am?’ he says, looking uncomfortable and I say no, not at all, Happy Christmas! then I realise I said that bit out loud.


12th June


We’re staying at the British Embassy, which is a pity. I’m more of a George V sort of girl. However, on the plus side, the embassy is on the Rue St Honoré, ‘And by happy chance,’ I tell Charles, ‘that’s where Chanel is. I don’t suppose I could pop in there before we start work and have a quick mooch?’ Charles says no, he doesn’t suppose that I can, and I sigh. Anyway, he’s gone off to look at some Froggy windfarm. ‘Does it run on Camembert?’ I joke to Clive and he says no, ma’am, it runs on wind, and I sigh again and think this is going to be a long trip. But now I’m with Brigitte Macron and the work begins. We’re about to go out and talk about our exciting new Franco–British literary prize, which I think must be for things which are written with alternate words in French and English.


‘Tell me,’ I say to Brigitte, ‘do you have Elnett in France? Or something even better? One reads all these things in Grazia about French pharmacies. And your hair!’ and here I give her a conspiratorial wink of midlife solidarity. ‘That isn’t just thickening shampoo and back-combing, is it? It’s extensions. Am I right or am I right?’ and Brigitte turns to the translator for help and he shrugs and out we go.


‘I’m a strong advocate for literacy,’ I tell the press and guests, ‘especially if it’s in English. Can’t speak a bally word of your lingo. No head for languages at all. Never mind, anything worth reading is in English anyway,’ and the room falls silent.


‘Molière?’ says a French journalist tentatively.


‘Who?’ I say. ‘Does he make thickening shampoo?’


13th June


I call Brigitte after breakfast. ‘Bridge,’ I say, ‘I can call you Bridge, can’t I?’ and she makes a sort of strangulated sound which I assume is ‘Yes’ in French. ‘I’m just calling to check that our clothes won’t clash,’ I say. ‘I’m going to be in a bright red coat dress with a zip up the front, comme d’habi-normal as you say in France, with a white blouse and a blue hat. Red, white and blue! See what I’m doing there? How about you? What colour are you wearing?’ and Brigitte makes a sort of snorting noise and I say ‘Bless you.’


‘You come dressed as British Airways,’ she says. ‘Interesting. Our flag also is bleu, blanc, rouge, ’owever I will be in white Louis Vuitton ’ead to toe. Très chic. My bag is Chanel. My jewellery is haute.’


‘Splendid,’ I say, ‘see you at the town hall for the ribbon cutting!’ and she makes a non-committal noise which I take to be excitement in French. Filthy language. How they ever learn to speak it is beyond me.


‘Bonjour!’ says Charles brightly, wandering in. ‘Comment allez-vous?’ and I look sharply at him and tell him to wash his mouth out with soapy water.


That evening, at the Palace of Versailles


It’s the state banquet and Mick Jagger’s here.


‘Why was he invited?’ I ask Bridge and she shrugs.


‘Because you’re ’oping for a singalong after dinner?’ she suggests, and I tell her that’s a bally good idea. When I meet Mick later I ask him if he can start with ‘Honky Tonk Women’ and he looks confused and says he hasn’t brought his microphone. ‘Or “You Can’t Always Get What You Want”?’ I say, pointing at the ruby tiara on my head where the aquamarines should be, except the Crown Jeweller said they might have been nicked from the French so better not. Mick looks at Clive.


‘I know,’ I tell him, ‘ “Livin’ on a Prayer”, it’s my favourite,’ and Clive looks mortified, apologises and hustles me away. ‘Did I say something wrong?’ I ask. ‘What about “Rio”? Do you think he knows that one?’



14th June



Versailles is surprisingly impressive if you like that sort of thing. It’s all a bit gold and Froggy for me and god knows how much Windolene they get through in the Hall of Mirrors. ‘I hope they don’t buy supermarket-own brands,’ I said to Annabel on the phone. ‘It streaks like mad. Also,’ I add, ‘the banquet. One word. Garlic,’ and Annabel says oh dear, and did anyone have a string of onions round their neck and a beret? and I say, no, I don’t think so, and she says then how do you know for sure you were in France? You could have been in Germany. Or Devon.


‘The garlic would never have happened on your mother’s watch,’ I tell Charles reproachfully. ‘It was always in her rider: no garlic.’ Charles looks cross.


‘Her Late Majesty my darling Mama did not have riders,’ he says. ‘She was not some Bon Jovi tribute act. She had certain wishes which were discreetly respected.’


‘Of course,’ I say, waving a hand airily, ‘but either way, call Clive and tell him to put extra toothpaste on your brush, and did we bring the industrial-strength Listerine? The one that takes the roof off your mouth?’



15th June



Last day of the state visit


Staying at the embassy is all very well, I say to Charles, but where’s the bally urn footman when you need him? and Charles mutters something non-committal and goes looking for a picture rail to hang off. I tried a sneaky one out the window, but all the fire alarms went off.


‘Could you train someone up?’ I asked the ambassador. ‘With the urns?’ He looked confused and over at Clive for guidance, who pretended not to notice. I said oh don’t worry about it, I expect I can have one later in the loo on the Eurostar, and we headed out to the car. Emmy and Bridge turn up to wave us off at the Gare du Nord. ‘Bally dump,’ I mutter to Charles without moving my lips as we get out of the car in front of the station. ‘Chère Brigitte,’ says Charles smoothly, leaning in for a double kiss. Bridge told me earlier on the phone that she’d be wearing an ice-blue Dior couture skirt suit, Chanel slingbacks ‘and my jewellery will be—’ she started to say, and I said ‘Wait! Don’t tell me! Haute?’ and she said Mais oui!


‘I’m practically bilingual,’ I told Clive. ‘How’s that for an entente cordiale?’ The Dior skirt suit’s alright in the flesh, a bit straight up and down for my liking, but then so’s her hair. ‘I’m more of a fit-and-flare girl,’ I told her, gesturing to my wings under their protective wall of Elnett, and my new flared coat dress with a zip up the front. Bridge smiles politely and asks if we’ve enjoyed ourselves. ‘It’s been marvellous,’ I say. ‘Viva France! Viva the repub—’ and Clive pokes me sharply in the ribs. ‘Lovely trip,’ I tell her, ‘but I can’t wait to get home. You know how it is when you go abroad, the toast’s always a bit odd, croissants are overrated, brioche is filthy stuff and you can’t get a decent cup of tea,’ and the man from the Foreign Office sways and I ask if he’s OK.


‘I’d like the party to move quite quickly towards the platform,’ he says with the gentlest and most diplomatic of shoves. ‘We wouldn’t want to miss the train, now, would we?’


18th June


Clarence House


We’re back in London having a post-trip briefing with the team. Clive and Chris are here and a tiny little man who looks vaguely familiar.


‘Who are you?’ I ask him. ‘The prime minister,’ he says. ‘Rishi Sunak.’


‘Ah, excellent,’ I say, ‘I’ve been wanting to meet you but Charles hogs you to himself every week. Does he bore on about Poundbury? Anyway,’ I say, giving him a firm tap on the shoulder, ‘you need to be doing much more about animal rescue,’ and he blinks and takes a step back. ‘It’s quite shocking how many animals need loving new forever homes, but you have all these bally people,’ and I wave wildly in the direction of Notting Hill, ‘paying thousands of pounds for “designer dogs” which match their bally sofas and it’s absolutely bally DISGRACEFUL,’ and I pause to take a breath and realise the room has fallen silent and everyone’s looking strangely at me.


‘Urn, ma’am?’ says the footman. ‘Yes,’ I say, shooting the prime minister a dirty look. ‘I think it might be a B&H day.’


21st June


We’re having the first meeting to discuss Charles’s Christmas speech. ‘I am not,’ says Charles firmly, ‘describing people we can’t abide as “much-loved members of the family”.’


‘You shouldn’t talk about Andrew like that, and say you can’t abide him,’ I say. ‘He’s ghastly, of course, but he is also your brother.’


‘I didn’t mean Andrew,’ he says, ‘or at least not him specifically. And it’s not just him. I was thinking of almost everyone apart from you,’ and I aim for an abashed expression and fail. Tried it before in front of the mirror, actually, but can’t pull it off. Abashed doesn’t suit me. Anyway, Clive says it’s very important to give the impression of being a loving and united family with the best interests of the nation at heart and Charles mutters something about rats in a sack and I snort and Clive looks disapproving and starts on at us again.
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