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  PRAISE FOR DYLAN HOWARD AND COLIN McLAREN AND DIANA: CASE SOLVED


  “Dylan Howard is the rare combination of cutting-edge journalist, true crime commentator and relentless investigator. Howard passionately brings comprehensive and groundbreaking analysis to the most compelling mysteries of our time.”


  —Dr. Phil McGraw, host of TV’s #1 daytime talk show, Dr. Phil


  “Princess Diana’s untimely death was one that brought great sadness to the world. I lived through her life, and the reporting on her tragic death leaving behind two young sons, which was absolutely heartbreaking. Reading Diana: Case Solved has been riveting. There is so much in this book that I never knew before about Diana the woman, the mother, and the princess. Each page literally introduced me to something new that I was hearing and reading for the first time. I could not put this book down. A must read for anyone who wants to learn more about the icon Princess Diana was, and is, to so many around the world.”


  —Sean Hannity, radio host, news commentator, and the most-watched television host in cable news


  “Dylan Howard is one of the finest journalists writing today. His depth and breadth of experience are second to none; he follows every intricate angle of a story and exposes the truth. As a former detective, I know firsthand the skills that make an exceptional investigator, and Dylan has them in spades.”


  —Bo Dietl, former NYPD homicide detective with over 1,400 felony arrests


  “A tabloid prodigy.”


  —Jeffrey Toobin, CNN and The New Yorker


  “I first met Diana at Balmoral Castle, Scotland, in August 1980 during my service with Her Majesty The Queen. In 1987, I became Diana’s butler and for the next ten years was considered to be her closest confidant. She famously called me her ‘rock’ and ‘the only man she ever trusted.’ I was delighted to participate in this book and its companion podcast, as I believe that history should be told by those who witnessed it.”


  —Paul Burrell, Diana’s former butler and friend


  “The king of Hollywood scoops.”


  —Adweek


  “When Dylan Howard focuses his attention to investigating a case, you can be sure he will uncover sensational new information that we, as readers, viewers or listeners, will find astonishing. Enlighten yourself with his findings about what really happened to Princess Diana on that fateful night.”


  —Dr. Drew Pinsky


  “The go-to guy for authoritative showbiz news and analysis on cable and over-the air television.”


  —Los Angeles Press Club
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  DEDICATION


  To the tireless investigative reporting team of outstanding men and women who helped with Herculean deeds of journalism and research. James Robertson, Aaron Tinney, Andy Tillett, Patricia Gonzalez, Tom Freestone, Billie Spear, and Doug Montero—you’re all the best in the business.


  Special acknowledgment goes to Ken. E. More, my writing partner, and a man who should be frustrated with this author, but never is (at least, that’s what he leads me to believe).


  Finally, to those, like Colin McLaren, who believe the truth is out there and still worth searching for, and that the role of journalists is akin to that of the detective in shining a light on the darkest of crimes or the worst written pages of history.


  —Dylan Howard


  AUTHORS’ NOTE


  Diana, Princess of Wales.


  She was a beauty, icon, mother to the future King of England, and the world’s most photographed woman, tragically killed in a car crash on the night of August 31, 1997, speeding through Paris, pursued by a pack of paparazzi. Twenty-two years later, the events surrounding the crash are still shrouded in questions and conspiracy theories abound.


  On that fateful Parisian night, at the time, both of these authors were living in the state of Victoria, Australia: Colin, then forty-two, was a police detective sergeant and task force team leader having worked on many of Australia’s worst murders. For three years he went undercover and decimated the Calabrian Mafia in the biggest covert sting in Australian history. His work would take him on to an independent investigation into the assassination of the thirty-fifth president of the United States, John F. Kennedy, and yield startling results.


  Dylan, back in 1997, then a tender fifteen-year-old, having grown up as an aspiring journalist, was transfixed at the constant media coverage of Diana and the British royals. He would go on to work in Hollywood as one of the most feared journalists in town, having brought down the careers of Mel Gibson, Charlie Sheen, Hulk Hogan, and Paula Deen via explosive stories of misdeeds. Dylan’s sense for scandal and the truth saw him rise to become the undisputed most powerful gossip editor in the world—and second-in-command to David J. Pecker, chairman and chief executive officer at publishing powerhouse American Media Inc. As one of the most powerful gossip editors in the world, overseeing a vast network of consumer driven magazines, including Us Weekly, OK!, Star, In Touch, Life & Style, Closer, The National Enquirer and its U.K. edition, Globe, the National Examiner, and RadarOnline.com


  Unbeknownst to each other at the time, these two authors would meet for the first time in 2019—during France’s worst heat wave ever—to collaborate on Diana: Case Closed. We were two Australian exports to the wider world with one common goal in mind: to combine our years of experience reviewing the evidence in the case of Diana’s death and, together, smash wide open the conspiracy of silence behind what really happened inside that Parisian tunnel.


  The result is Diana: Case Solved—a groundbreaking investigation and conclusion into one of the century’s most gripping conspiracies.


  Together, after traveling to Paris a combined five times, we bring to an end a mystery that has long baffled the world. To create this unflinching account, we have assembled a global team of investigators—handpicked, high-profile, and utterly meticulous men and women (including retired crime-scene detectives, forensic pathologists, and royal insiders)—to dissect evidence, alibis, and motives; track down new witnesses; hear Diana’s own voice on secret, long-lost recordings; and interview key players and those who knew the real Diana best.


  At the end of this remarkable project, we arrive at some startling new conclusions into the tragic end of the woman they called “the people’s princess.”


  ***


  From her first introduction to public life as the painfully shy teenage fiancée of the heir to the British throne, Prince Charles, through a desperately unhappy marriage, struggles with bulimia, depression, suicide attempts, and multiple affairs, to finally blossoming into one of the world’s most beautiful and influential women, Diana, Princess of Wales, spent her entire adult life under the media spotlight.


  Some believe it was precisely this unprecedented global obsession with Diana’s every move that resulted in her death, as the Mercedes S280 in which she was a passenger sped through the Paris streets pursued by a pack of paparazzi desperate for a multimillion-dollar snap of her and (supposed) lover Dodi. Then their car spun fatally out of control, slamming into a tunnel alongside the Seine River.


  But many others believe her death was not an accident.


  During the course of our real-time investigation, we have meticulously untangled the strange circumstances and conflicting theories surrounding her death—from the wildest conspiracies concerning an eerie pact between senior royals, security services, and global arms dealers, to the official line that chauffeur Henri Paul was a drunk who was irresponsibly speeding. We interviewed new witnesses who saw the crash and its immediate aftermath…and, crucially, unearth the one man who knows for sure what happened—and who, for twenty-two years, has been ordered to remain silent. He was the keeper of the world’s biggest secret of them all.


  In Diana: Case Solved, we’ll conduct our own crime-scene analysis, applying principles and procedures the French ignored, laying out the evidence the official inquiry missed. We will reveal photographs showing two telling, parallel skid marks at the tunnel entrance adjacent to a merge lane for slower-moving traffic wanting to merge onto the faster Cours Albert roadway. How were they caused? And by whom? And why didn’t the French cops see them?


  We will prove the Mercedes S280 sedan carrying the world’s most famous woman could have only become airborne after hitting a second car and leaving the road surface—and staying airborne for a distance of 85 feet.


  What you are about to read is the eye-opening reality of a secretive, buttoned-up, ultra-elite, and intimidating world of law enforcement—a world with literally its own rules—where protecting the good name of a nation takes precedence over all…even a beloved princess.


  We will also provide the shocking details of how—from the very start—Diana didn’t fit into the Windsors’ way of doing things, how she was mocked, scorned and resented by her in-laws, and how even her own husband came to consider her little more than an irritation.


  We will lay bare the alarming depths to which Diana was driven by her treatment at the hands of senior royals and the stark, repeated betrayals of her husband. And we’ll discover how she learned to fight back.


  Diana: Case Solved will uncover in unprecedented detail just how convenient Diana’s death was to the establishment. We will learn of the secret diaries and recordings she made, logging the Windsors’ most intimate secrets and hidden scandals as a desperate kind of insurance policy.


  We will uncover how the royals were not the only powerful enemies Diana made; her pioneering campaigns against AIDS and land mines drew admiration from the public, but enmity from powerful institutions like the international arms industry, the British and American governments, MI6, and the CIA.


  This is not simply a retelling of recorded history and a rehashing of existing conspiracy theories.


  Through our dogged investigative reporting, plus insight and analysis from experts and insiders, Diana: Case Solved will, for the first time, paint a complete picture of why the most famous woman in the world came to meet her tragic end…and how it really happened.


  Dylan Howard & Colin McLaren


  “This particular phase in my life is the most dangerous. My husband is planning ‘an accident’ in my car, brake failure and serious head injury in order to make the path clear for him to marry.”


  LETTER WRITTEN BY DIANA, LATE 1996


  “Voilà, c’est pour ça je les laisse penser ce qu’ils veulent.”


  (“That’s why I let them think what they want.”)


  LE VAN THANH,


  DRIVER OF THE MYSTERIOUS WHITE FLAT UNO, SUMMER 2019


  CHAPTER ONE


  Had she lived, Princess Diana would have toasted her fifty-eighth birthday on July 1, 2019. If she hadn’t succumbed to the catastrophic internal injuries suffered in her 1997 crash, the world’s most photographed woman would have hosted a glamorous party to celebrate heading toward her big 6–0.


  Flute of champagne in hand and wearing her Hermès 24, Faubourg perfume, she’d have been clad in a gown designed to cover up the pink scar that ribboned down her chest—a raised pink remnant of having her chest cracked open by surgeons so her heart could be massaged back to life.


  She would have laughed with A-list guests, bonded with her sons’ wives, Kate and Meghan, and used the latest iPhone to video her four grandkids playing.


  It’s the kind of alternative reality that the millions who adored and idolized Diana can’t help but dwell on—twenty-two years after she died, literally brokenhearted, on a bloody surgical table at the Pitié-Salpêtrière Hospital. A rip in the left pulmonary vein of Diana’s heart was the fatal injury that ended her short and tormented life, leaving her declared dead by exhausted medics at 4 a.m. on August 31, 1997.


  She survived her black Mercedes S280, registration 688 LTV 75, hurtling into the thirteenth pillar of Paris’s Pont de l’Alma tunnel at a devastating 121 mph. But she suffered two heart attacks and, on the way to the hospital, was in such distress that she yanked out drips pumping drugs eighty times more powerful than morphine into her veins while mumbling indecipherable last words.


  ***


  Many of the millions who wish “England’s rose” was still alive have spent decades haunted by the unsettling mysteries that shroud her life and death.


  For many, there is the feeling that there must be something more to the events of that night. That the official story cannot truly be the whole story, and what happened to Diana has the feeling of something deeper and more harrowing.


  In this unprecedented investigation, and through groundbreaking forensic testimony, we confirm that these feelings are indeed correct—so correct that the findings of Diana: Case Solved will renew calls for a fresh inquiry into the car crash that left three people dead and the entire world reeling.


  More specifically, we expose an almost unbelievable list of interconnected players who, in their own ways, had a hand in Diana’s demise. And we show that the truly remarkable thing about late August 1997 was that Diana survived until that date in the first place. Because if many in the circles of power had had their way, she would have been dead long before that.


  To help establish the real story of August 30 and 31, 1997, I partnered with Colin McLaren, famed for his work on the assassination of John F. Kennedy (disproving Lee Harvey Oswald’s “lone-gunman” involvement) and facing down the underbelly of Australian crime and the Mafia.


  Most recently, I had presented a case in Fatal Voyage: The Mysterious Death of Natalie Wood—a podcast series that broke new ground on one of Hollywood’s most enduring murder mysteries, one involving showbiz icons Robert Wagner and Christopher Walken. All was not as police made you believe. I was humbled that Colin, with his decades of law enforcement experience, found my investigation into how Natalie, the A-list Hollywood actress, vanished from a yacht following a brutal argument on November 29, 1981, so compelling that he wanted to join me on another crusade.


  ***


  When Diana was pronounced dead at 4 a.m. on August 31, 1997, Colin began investigating the case and undertook his own independent investigations, uncovering startling new facts on the streets of Paris where Diana met her fate.


  Luckily for us, we still live in a world where a determined, honest investigator—willing to go to places where others fear to venture and to ask the questions others won’t—has the ability to make the kind of powerful, meaningful discoveries that finally shed light on the mysterious dark places that have captivated the world for years. That is exactly what we did, traveling to Paris and London in June 2019, our last trip to the City of Light, to finalize research on Diana: Case Solved.


  As we go chapter by chapter, you’ll read the dual narratives about what we established and how we found it, particularly in Colin’s own inimitable voice.


  Here, then, is the definitive inside story of Diana’s death, life, and superhuman heartbreaks, told in her own words and by those who knew her most intimately. This book reveals the hidden aspects of Diana’s life, from her first introduction to the world as a painfully shy nineteen-year-old—a character trait that was later overcome during her groundbreaking charity work that positively impacted the lives of some of the world’s most vulnerable people—to the ill-fated royal slide into addiction. In the end, she found herself corrupted and twisted by those who walk the corridors of power.


  What’s more, Diana: Case Solved prints Diana’s shocking final conversations that reveal her most personal thoughts at the end of her life…and what they reveal about the mystery of her fate.


  Diana died convinced “the firm” was plotting to have her murdered.


  Heartbreakingly, she also went to her death knowing her last love, Dodi, was cheating on her with an American model. She died with multiple actors, agencies, and even nations working against her. (Perhaps alone, perhaps not.)


  Come along, then—if you dare—into a world of money, sex, and power, and see how one woman’s elevation into the glamorous universe of royal, celebrity, and unimaginable wealth became a meat grinder that destroyed the young woman who was truly the darling of the world.


  CHAPTER TWO


  Prince Harry appeared to wipe away tears as he and his bride, the American-born Suits actress Meghan Markle, along with the six hundred guests packed into St. George’s Chapel on the grounds of Windsor Castle on May 19, 2018, sang the last bars of “Guide Me, O Thou Great Redeemer.”


  The hymn was his mother’s favorite, and thirty-three-year-old Harry chose to include it as part of the ceremony as a tribute to Diana, twenty-two years after it was sung at her funeral in Westminster Abbey in 1997. It was thought he cried at his wedding to Meghan purely because of the emotions stirred up by hearing the hymn again.


  But we can—now, here—reveal he welled up because he was recalling his mother’s warning to her sons’ future brides to not be “eaten” by the British monarchy and their Mafia-like secret wealth streams and strict stranglehold over their members, according to a palace aide.


  “Harry and William knew their mum died tortured by the treatment she received at the hands of the royal family, and the last thing Harry wants is for Meghan to endure the same thing,” the source said.


  Thirty-six years, nine months, and twenty days before Harry said “I do” to Meghan in an unconventionally nonroyal ceremony that would have made his mum proud, Lady Diana walked up the aisle of the ancient St. Paul’s Cathedral in London and became Princess Diana. It had all the hallmarks of a fairy-tale wedding—but the problems were there almost from the start.


  “Diana had no experience and was thrust into that world as a nineteen-year-old,” remembered Ken Wharfe, the man who served as her Scotland Yard police protection officer.


  Richard Kay was royal correspondent for the Daily Mail newspaper at that time—and gained a unique insight into the royal marriage.


  “Diana, I think, was in love, madly in love with Charles,” he said. He added:


  But for her, the scales fell from her eyes fairly quickly when she realized that he was very much set in his ways and he wasn’t going to change.


  It was an unhappy marriage. They were ill-suited. They barely knew each other when they married. They’d only met on a dozen occasions before they got engaged. In the early days of their relationship, she had to call him, “Sir.” I mean all these things seem utterly laughable, but we’re only talking about twenty-five years or so ago.


  The other thing you got to remember, she had married a man who was twelve years older than herself who had vastly different interests. Diana was an extremely young woman when she got married. She never had the kind of normal relationships that young couples have before they marry.


  I feel there’s sympathy on both sides. It’s hard not to have sympathy for Prince Charles. He’s married this beautiful young woman. He felt under huge pressure to marry her, not just from the public, but also from his own father. He made a terrible mistake. The real courageous thing he should have done was to have called it off. But he couldn’t do that and he didn’t do that and he’s had to live with the consequences ever since.


  Diana had found herself in a gilded cage. Her dashing prince had turned out to be a rather set-in-his-ways older man with whom she shared almost nothing in common. Worse, she was not only living with him, but with a whole palace full of similarly stuck-in-the-mud people, too.


  Recalled Ken Warfe:


  She was unhappy, and a young woman unable to deal with the fact of being a princess, without any help from anybody within Buckingham Palace. There was no manual of how to be a princess, there were no training courses; she was thrust into this situation and literally had to get on with it.


  There must have been moments that must have been horrific for her. People had imagined that Buckingham Palace, Kensington Palace is alive with fire-eaters, jugglers, musicians, but it isn’t.


  It’s a very lonely place…it’s a pretty lonely existence and I’m sure there’s a lot went through Diana’s mind that said, “What am I going to do? What’s happening to me? Where am I going to go? Where will I end up?”


  But one thing you are giving up is actually your freedom, your right to do what you want when you want, but that’s the price you pay—or they pay—for being royal.


  To millions, Diana was living a dream-come-true life—but behind the palace walls, her loneliness was becoming all-consuming. Half the royal family, it seemed, resented her, and the other half actively disliked her.


  In November 1981, it was announced that Diana was pregnant. Less than a year after she married Charles, she bore him a son, Prince William. Two years after that, she gave birth again, to Prince Harry. Charles had done his duty; the succession was assured. Now that Diana had provided the so-called “heir and a spare,” her usefulness was effectively over. What followed were to be the darkest days of Diana’s life.


  Noted Richard Kay, “She did turn to psychics and alternative healers. They in a way sort of filled the void, vacuum, of her empty social life. She didn’t have that many friends and the people who helped her deal with the stresses and strains in her life. It’s kind of sad really, when you think this beautiful young woman who was adored by the world should have no real close friends. It told you a lot about her and it told you a lot about her situation.”


  In despair, Diana turned her unhappiness on herself: she developed eating disorders, starving herself, forcing herself to throw up…and, in one incident, even endangering the life of her then-unborn baby.


  So, what might have been? How would the royal family—and, indeed, the world—have been different if Diana had been able to be physically present and unburdened of the crown at the weddings of her sons? What updated advice might she have given their brides-to-be?


  We will never know the answers to these questions with any precision. We are forced to conjecture. Yet, in a way, the circumstances of Diana’s death speak volumes. Perhaps they speak more loudly than we think.


  To understand what might have happened at Diana’s end, we have to go back to the beginning of the mystery for most people. We have to go back to the news of the horrible accident itself that snuffed out the lives of three people.


  There is no better guide to take us than Detective McLaren, whose experience with the case is unmatched—at least by any investigator who has talked to the press honestly and openly.


  Here, Colin begins by taking us intimately close to his very first encounter with the mystery of the princess and her passing. The horrible emotions Colin felt upon learning of Diana’s death are, for many of us, all too relatable. Yet did Colin’s arch-investigator’s eye see things that the rest of us did not see—or could not bring ourselves to see?


  ***


  DETECTIVE’S NOTEBOOK


  DATELINE: Sunday, August 31, 1997, Melbourne, Australia


  The rain spat on the tin roof of my partially converted warehouse abode as I languished alone in bed. The night before and far too many boutique beers had me feeling foggier than a Scottish moor, and my bedraggled body had aches in places I didn’t think possible. A combination of renovation and celebration had me reeling. Peeping my head over the duvet, I assessed the waiting morning, the last of what had been a bleak winter in Melbourne, Australia. What little daylight crept through the sheet I’d tacked over the window offered nothing to inspire, so I rolled over for another five minutes.


  I was under the weather after a late function the previous night with work colleagues, for I was a detective with the fifteen-thousand-strong Victoria police department. I’d lived a life of detectives and squads, major crimes, kidnappings, drug traffickers, undercover work, violence, and way too many homicides. Last night had been a pat on the back with fifty handshakes and too many investigators recalling crime scenes in between mouthfuls of tapas.


  The trip down memory lane had transported me back to my early days, cutting my teeth on Melbourne’s underworld and embracing the camaraderie, as cops do. I’d had a good career, worked some of the country’s worst crimes, and locked away my fair share of rabble. It was what I knew, what I did—and I’d been good at it, so they said, between beers: investigating and analyzing, unraveling the charcoal mysteries of wrongdoings, working my way up the promotional ladder by hard slog. Finally, I’d been handpicked to head up a national probe into the Mafia and the bombing of the National Crime Authority, a defiant act by the Mafia. By now I stood proud of the number of times I had served as the team leader of task forces, a tally that was greater than that of any detective nationwide.


  I mustered my strength, propped myself up on a mountain of pillows, and surveyed the room. Stacked up, as if waiting my rising, were lengths of timber, plasterboard, trestles, piles of glass bricks, and kilometers of electrical flex conduits. So, I padded to the bathroom, suffered a bracing shower, and donned my overalls. After working up a sweat hammering the last of the main structural items into place, I parked myself on an upturned milk crate and flicked the remote control to my television.


  Much-liked morning television anchorman Jim Waley flashed to the forefront looking earnest and reading an announcement. News footage followed of an underpass and a twisted Mercedes-Benz being hoisted onto a flatbed tow truck. An image of Princess Diana was superimposed. I watched, bemused, as the flatbed tow truck bounced along cobblestone streets.


  I moved closer to the screen, flicked the remote volume up, and listened open-mouthed to the words that accompanied the images. A tragedy of extraordinary proportions, Jim announced, had just transpired in the other hemisphere. I focused on the television images and began to recognize telltale signs of one of the world’s most important diplomatic cities. The flatbed tow truck kept bouncing along, as the Mercedes-Benz it carried disappeared into the French darkness.


  Lady Diana Spencer had been holidaying in Paris, I recalled, trying to make the link. Recent paparazzi snaps of her in a fetching swimsuit had been splashed all over the weekly women’s magazines. Like many others, I admired Diana immensely. And as a man, I thought she was a doll, and a champion of causes close to my own heart. I paced, unsettled, as the studio backdrop reappeared and the announcer continued. Two of her male companions in the twisted and mangled Mercedes wreckage were dead; a third, a mess. Diana, the only female, had been pulled out barely alive and was now fighting desperately for her life.


  Somehow my hangover didn’t seem all that important anymore.


  My brain ticked over, struggling to process what I had seen. I made myself a strong macchiato as I surfed other stations for bulletins but found nothing new. I carried my small bedroom television into the main room to join its larger cousin. With both television sets tuned to different channels, I picked up my bag of nails and attempted to refocus on the tasks at hand. But any further work done was lackadaisical at best; for the most part I couldn’t take my eyes off what the cameras were showing.


  Sometime that afternoon came the news that Princess Diana had lost her fight. It was then that a seed was sown in my mind, as the television spent time showing reflective footage of her tumultuous life. As a parent, I shuddered at the dreadful shock this would deliver to her two young sons. As a detective, I started to wonder, to think.


  I stayed up for the rest of the night watching the telecast, trying to make sense of the now-death of Princess Diana. Images of a nondescript support pillar in a nondescript tunnel on the Place de l’Alma where the Mercedes had come to rest were being televised from every conceivable angle. Television reporters were camped on the asphalt nearby theorizing everything from a multiple-car collision to a possible terrorist attack; even the sounds of shots were debated. This crime scene was busier than a discounted retail sale and I feared that it was rapidly falling into a state of virtual ruination. The French gendarmes were treating it as they would have any other traffic accident—nothing more, nothing less. No sooner had rescue workers removed the dead and injured than street sweepers got busy with their hunched backs and piled up vital clues, only to dispatch them to the municipal dump. Within hours the thoroughfare was back to being a major carriageway with thousands of commuters an hour driving over the surface, driving over evidence. I wondered what was going through the minds of the officers who attended the scene to allow such contamination. Who was in charge? Who made the decision to clear the debris? Broom-swinging workers and emergency service trucks don’t just arrive at 4 a.m. I shook my head, time and again.


  One thing I knew was that a crime scene should be treated like a new baby, with great care, a fine touch, and meticulous concentration. At the Victoria police department’s detective training school, I lectured trainee detectives on how to approach a crime scene, how to take charge, and how to work through the clues. There are tried-and-true procedures to follow, principles to be applied when working a scene; there rarely is a second chance. Any detective worth his salt knows the perils of trying to garner conclusions from a scene that’s been tampered with, stepped on, swept away, lost, or replaced. I’d taken pride in teaching what to do and what not to do at a crime scene, and the French were giving a global show-and-tell of how to fuck it up. Frustrated, I switched off both televisions, carried the smaller back to the bedroom, and turned in. I pulled the bedcovers up over my head to counter the horror I had watched and attempted a few hours’ sleep.


  Next morning I made a conscious decision to absent myself from the miseries of the world. But inherent curiosity won over; I gave in and turned on the box. A silent vigil of mourners stood where only twenty-four hours ago there had been a cacophony of noisy media, cameras, and emergency crews. Gardens of bouquets bloomed around the support pillar, forever to be known as number thirteen, only to be scattered by fast-moving passing cars. Above this exact spot, on the overhead roadway atop the tunnel, a shrine was set up by teary pilgrims who had come from far and near to mourn a dead Lady. On the news, crosscuts to the princess’s home in London showed tearful citizens gently laying small bunches of handpicked roses among large floral wreaths, colorful notes, and cards of sorrow and despair. Night in both cities failed to succumb to darkness, bathed as they were in a glow of candles honoring one of the world’s brightest lights now extinguished. I couldn’t help but be impressed by such compassion, sadness, decency.


  Over subsequent days I kept waiting for the gendarmes to get down to the business of investigating. But as each successive day came and went with the crime scene still unvisited by the investigating magistrate, the chances of finding any conclusive answers continued to diminish exponentially with the number of vehicles that passed through the tunnel. No one seemed to search for answers to this tragedy. The French seemed to just ignore it. And with the major exhibit, the crippled Mercedes, having been jolted a distance of twenty kilometers through the streets of Paris without a thought for what might have dislodged along its path, I speculated on whether anything could still be found intact, if someone qualified and forensically experienced were to go looking.


  I mused on this idea and then picked up the phone and began to dial my travel agent to cost an airfare to Paris. With the best deal available spelt out and my hand reaching for my Visa card, I stopped short and took stock of what I was contemplating. Somehow I had found myself in the process of planning a trip to France. I placed my ticket on hold and put the phone down. I paced the walls of my apartment checking my sanity, wondering if I was a fool or just a frustrated detective in need of one more hit, one more crime scene. I resolved to give it a couple of days and, if nothing improved, if the French detectives didn’t turn out with their measuring tapes, their cameras, and their notebooks, then I would.


  Each morning I would drive to the largest newsdealer in town, McGills Newsagency, and purchase a copy of every international paper they had for sale. I was lucky; they carried a fine range of respectable press, including the London Times, Telegraph, and the New York Times, among others. They were journals I could rely on for the accuracy of their content.


  By midweek I had amassed a small library of newspapers that I had laid out on the floor of my lounge room. Trestles had been dismantled and pushed aside to gain more floor space and plasterboard scraps had become tables. My entire day was devoted to poring over the latest copy, making notes, studying the printed image, and channel surfing the news services. The world’s foremost correspondents kept feeding me tidbits, acting as my briefing paper, keeping me abreast of the latest developments. I had put my head fat in the middle of this riddle and, truth be told, I was enjoying every minute. I ached for more.


  Having gotten a good handle on the collision and deaths, I started to ponder what had actually occurred. At the least, it was a most serious road accident; at worst, a multiple homicide. On every level this inquiry screamed to be approached with the utmost professionalism. With a proliferation of consulates and embassies, one would expect Paris to boast a police force poised to deal promptly and proficiently with a situation resulting in misfortune to a visiting dignitary, government head, or official guest. The world was watching, more intently than for any other televised event in history. This level of global scrutiny should have had a police department rallying, pulling out all stops to showcase their detecting skills. My initial outrage at the inaction of the French constabulary was mellowing into an unsettled reality.


  I scanned my sea of newspapers, fine-tuning my mind’s eye. Stepping, metaphorically speaking, back into the tunnel, I revisited pillar thirteen as it would have appeared that night. I put myself in the shoes of the investigators on site to consider what they confronted. The first in attendance at the crash would have been uniformed officers whose principal duty was to render assistance to the injured and call for ambulances. The magnitude of this particular incident would certainly have directed a second call to police headquarters, requesting the attendance of more cops and investigators. As in any major city in the world, a team of skilled detectives, well-versed in issues of diplomacy and protocol, would have been working late shift. It goes without saying that when these officers reached the entrance to the tunnel they would have sensed a challenge. In those initial few seconds, when you approach something really dire, you take a deep breath. You breathe it in and let it out as you walk forward to take charge.


  A large crowd had already gathered, and the first police at the scene confirmed two persons were dead and two others gravely injured. Dauntingly, one of the injured occupants had been identified as the princess of Wales, and one of her dead companions was Dodi, the only son of Egyptian billionaire Mohamed Al-Fayed, the owner of Harrods of London and the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Paris.


  Flashbulbs dazzled as half a dozen paparazzi frantically snapped shutter triggers while standing over still trapped victims. Verbal and physical confrontations had erupted with onlookers as photographers jostling for vantage positions, greedily satisfying their need for sensation, hampered paramedics attempting to free the injured. Motorcycles and cars parked haphazardly nearby made it clear that the paparazzi had been close by when the collision occurred. And at the center of the melee the tortured wreck of a Mercedes-Benz sat, the damage to the crashed vehicle so extensive that every panel including the roof was misshapen.


  Even seasoned minds would have been racing as they attempted to get a handle on this scene. Distancing themselves from the surrounding mayhem would be the only way for investigators to consider an approach. Although the incident bore all the initial hallmarks of a high-speed accident, professional objectivity needed to kick in, questions needed to be posed.


  What caused this tragedy?


  Were other vehicles involved?


  Was there negligence or other factors?


  Could it have been foul play?


  Could mechanical interference be a contributor, or criminal interference? Could this be murder?”


  The word “murder” triggered a recollection. I snapped out of my fantasy and began hunting through a pile of newspapers that I had stacked in the laundry to await my paintbrushes.


  Toward the bottom of the pile and dated several days before the crash, a feature article wrote that the French police were monitoring threats made by a Turkish terrorist group on Paris. I brought the paper out to join those archived on the floor and paged through my work address book. Following a few well-placed phone calls to a contact in the department of foreign affairs, I was armed with the knowledge that all consulates and diplomats had been on high alert.


  Could this then have been an act of terrorism? Had the Turkish group selected the princess of Wales as their target?


  I couldn’t ignore this proposition, yet the French had seemed to be doing just that. I picked up a well-thumbed newspaper and thumbed again. Anxious to be of help, some witnesses had offered comments of hearing “a noise like a gunshot,” others “an explosion” and “a loud bang.” Alarm bells began ringing in my head.


  These salient points drove it home to me; the tunnel and the Mercedes-Benz should have been treated as a crime scene. Not just another accident scene.


  Surely the anti-terrorism squads should have been called in to inspect the scene and undertake preliminary investigations to confirm or eliminate this type of involvement?


  Too many questions were being left unanswered. Too many possibilities were being swept aside, being allowed to ebb and fade with the passage of time. I was no longer unsettled, I was worried—and I wasn’t alone in my worry for long.


  Hundreds of millions of the world’s perplexed citizens were finding a collective voice in the media. People everywhere were beginning to ask why such scant attention was being paid to the suspicious death of the world’s queen of hearts. As far as I was concerned, the inaction of the cumbersome French magistrate system and its limp attendance at the crime scene was indefensible. Having suffered days of frustration, watching the slapdash investigation, I paid for my airfare, put together a travel bag with tapes, notebooks, pens, and a camera, and headed for the airport. I was booked on an Air France flight, and I only hoped that the French pilots would get their job right. I was back on duty.


  Five days after the accident, I sat high above the clouds wedged between a pair of restless teenage backpackers, reading an in-flight magazine. And on the ground in Paris, for the first time, a team of investigating magistrates had finally closed off the traffic along the approach road to Tunnel Two. Like me, they were about to observe what remained of a scene that troubled the world. Inspecting the section of roadway was an eleven-member team, a mix of detectives, uniforms, and the overseeing magistrate. They strolled through the tunnel, hands in pockets, heads cocked and looking very haute couture as photographers lapped up the opportunity to capture the performance on film. The tour, in which not one notebook, pen, or camera was visible, lasted a mere thirty minutes. Then they were gone and the appetites of the media temporarily sated.


  The conclusions drawn from the inspection, if indeed there were any given the nature of the very public parade, were not broadcast. The French judicial system directly forbids investigative personnel from making statements to the press. I watched the news footage on the small screen in front of me and observed the actions of one of the team who may have been a forensic officer. He singled out a speck or two of debris that had lodged in the walls, fortuitously missing the cleaners’ brooms, and he appeared to take a sample for analysis. Glancing at the reactions of my fellow passengers, hearing their comments and high praise that “the police were on to it and would now sort it all out.” I could only shake my head. While the public relations department of the French system appeared to have scored a win, I wondered how many other detectives across the globe were also smarting at the arrogance of such a flash visit to such an important scene.


  My relief at being finally free of an aircraft that allowed not only cigarette smoking but also the pungent coils of cigar fumes to waft through the cabin was almost palpable. I stepped from the avant-garde, Barbarella-looking Charles de Gaulle airport and hailed a ratty old Renault cab, pleased to drop my luggage into its tiny trunk. Settling into the rear seat, I watched the familiar architecture flash by and took in the fresh aroma of the driver’s Gauloises. I rolled down my window and pondered my days ahead.


  On each of my previous visits showers had greeted me, so a blue sky was a rarity. I was relieved to hear, in my driver’s heavily accented English, that there had been no rain for the past couple of weeks, so like the family hound, I put my head out of the window and sniffed my solace in the moisture-free weather. It was still summer. While I’d be playing catch-up in the area of crime-scene management, the last thing I needed was for any remaining evidence to be washed away by a downpour. So far, so good, I thought.


  My driver pushed on through the streams of early morning motorists toward the eighth arrondissement. We were headed for my favorite part of the old town, the Montmartre. I had a hankering to see the tunnel at the Place de l’Alma as soon as I had checked into my hotel, so when we came to a virtual standstill in the peak hour traffic, I suggested that my driver head back that way first. In classic cabbie manner, his reaction to the change of direction was to hit the horn a few times, force his way into a U-turn, swerve expertly across the flow of traffic, and resume a nonchalant cruising speed, ignoring the wild gesticulations of other motorists. Moments later we came to a halt before what appeared to be a standing wake: hundreds of silent people, heads bowed. It was 9 a.m., and already a crowd of internationals stood staring.


  The cab rumbled to life again and we cruised on past into the tunnel itself, where my driver slowed at pillar thirteen, draped in dead flowers. We stopped, to the annoyance of the commuting French. Literally invisible beneath the wilted wreaths, most of the rendered surface of the pillar was cracked—scars of the previous week.


  On our way again and emerging at the far end of the tunnel, we came to rest on the side of the road. I stepped out and looked back at the overpass to the tunnel and the well-manicured rose garden along the approach. Not the types to lose themselves to overt flashes of grief, Parisians buzzed by, hurrying to work, faces straight ahead. The contrast between international grief and local hustle and bustle was as apparent as black and white, hot and cold. As I walked closer, the foreign faces that glanced up toward me said it all: heartache. The outpouring of respect was unforgettable. I could have been at Lourdes or the Wailing Wall instead of downtown Paris. I bowed my head also and stepped carefully around the floral tributes, then back to my taxi. It was time to find my hotel.


  I don’t think I’ve come to Paris and not stayed at the Hôtel Chopin. At 10 Boulevard Montmartre, it’s tucked away at the very end of a magnificent eighteenth-century arcade on the edge of the ninth arrondissement. Boasting fifty rooms over four levels, it’s only ten minutes’ walk from the Paris Opera and the famed Galeries Lafayette and is surrounded by picturesque boutiques selling chocolates, handmade toys, cinema memorabilia, and ladies’ haute couture. Laying down my Visa card on the reservations counter, I took in the ambience of the foyer. The decor was the very image of the 1920s with its heavy influence of patterned fabrics and rickety furniture. I turned back to Charles, the manager of what would be my home for the next couple of weeks. The cheery fellow, pleased by the lengthy booking, made sure I had one of his largest and brightest two-star rooms, and with a view of a dozen downpipes. I climbed the stairs, dropped my bags, pulled open the heavy brocade drapes and unpacked my world in budget heaven. My room had a comfortable queen-sized bed, a television set with a mess of channels, a direct-dial telephone, and a large desk waiting to be filled. Apart from my trusty traveling shoulder bag, I also carried a mind that wouldn’t rest. As comfy as my room was, I couldn’t wait to head back to the Pont de l’Alma, so I packed a small kit and hightailed it back to the scene.


  As I walked through the streets, I mulled over my approach. Arriving in early September, there were two major disadvantages to be overcome: firstly, the lack of resources; and secondly, the inevitable contamination of the scene. In investigative terms, I was horribly underdressed for the occasion. With insufficient equipment, no backup, no authority, and less command of the French language than a four-year-old child, I’d be running on bluff. I feared that virtually all the evidence would have been swept away and my presence would look more ridiculous than probative. The only pleasure I had was in knowing that I wasn’t far behind the official team. While the French magistrate had only spent moments in the tunnel, I planned to call the scene home for as long as it took. I picked up my stride and listened to the hum of Paris.


  Moments later, I was in the thick of it, back to the watchful stares of the gathered mourners. I stepped gingerly to one side. As I adjusted my backpack and fidgeted for a pen, a familiar yet very unwanted feeling returned, like that sensation in dreams when you find yourself naked in the main street of town. So it is to be a detective at a crime scene, under the spotlight with the whole world watching via a telephoto lens. I paused at the curbside knowing that the moment I stepped onto the roadway and began taking measurements and photographs that all eyes would focus on me. And there were literally hundreds of pairs.


  CHAPTER THREE


  To understand what might have happened at Diana’s end, we have to go back to the beginning. We have to see what she was, who she became…and who was angered by it.


  With the whole world watching, the shy young schoolteacher married her handsome prince on July 29, 1981, but this would not be her happily ever after. The relationship was plagued by secrets and infidelity from the start.


  To understand Diana, we must understand the deep loneliness of Diana’s time at the palace, from her isolation from Charles to the icy royal snobbery served up to her as an outsider. We must also appreciate her bouts of depression, bulimia, and self-harming, and how after she produced the required “heir and a spare” sons, William and Harry, her usefulness was effectively over. As Charles and Camilla Parker Bowles—who was nicknamed “The Rottweiler” by Diana—resumed their affair, Diana also sought comfort in the arms of other men…with sometimes tragic consequences, as in the case of bodyguard-lover Barry Mannakee, who, in 1987, shortly after their affair was discovered, died in a mysterious car crash.


  Outside the palace walls, however, the press provided the attention she so desperately craved and soon Diana’s every move became front-page news. The rogue princess was born—and as the paparazzi grew more insatiable, Charles’s resentment of her popularity increased.


  ***


  The woman they called the “people’s princess” and the “queen of hearts” was lauded with extraordinary affection. But the final year of Diana’s life was far more complicated; behind the headlines and photos, the Princess had cultivated enemies that could have cost her life. Yet, for most of the public, these enemies were invisible and unknown. The legions of admirers knew only Diana, and could not fathom that anyone would or could want to harm such a loving and dedicated woman.


  As Diana’s biographer Tina Brown put it in an exclusive interview, “Diana had charisma…. She had this great accessibility in which she always made everyone she spoke to feel as if she were only connecting with them.”


  Put another way, people took Diana personally. She meant something to them. It went beyond being relatable; there was empathy and sympathy. She was painfully shy and had been thrust into the limelight of the world’s stage. There had been royals before—and would be royals after—but Diana was the first true superstar. What must this burden have been like? Many shuddered to imagine the burden on the poor girl’s shoulders. They felt protective of her.


  And Diana touched millions in this way. Her adoring public hung on every word that she said, every item that she wore, every time she changed her hairstyle. Even her facial expressions in newsreels were powerfully meaningful to many. Explains Tina Brown:


  You could tell what she thought from the flush of her face and her big, huge, luminous blue eyes that welled with emotion when she looked at you, and made you feel completely connected. She had this great accessibility in which she always meant everybody she spoke to feel as if she was connecting only to them. That was who she was. That combination of her stature, her incredibly refined beauty, that wonderful peachy skin that was just flawless. Then, this great accessibility and kindness where she was able to connect with people in this very human way. In a rope line, she would get down on her knees and bend down and talk to the children as if she was their mom, and she would have great personal conversations with people and made them feel very special.


  Indeed, it didn’t take a rocket scientist to understand that Diana’s beauty far surpassed those of other royals. She was literally stunning, sometimes rendering those who met her utterly speechless. Her grin could disarm the powerful and make people forget themselves utterly. On television it was one thing; but in person and up close, it was truly a kind of magic.


  Yet the magic died forever in the early hours of August 31, 1997. Diana’s light was snuffed out forever, and in highly suspicious circumstances.


  ***


  Among many other things, Diana’s death had the effect of freezing her in time. She would never grow wrinkled or old, or suffer any of the indignities that come with age. Her failing and foibles would be, mostly, concealed. She would not make a slip of the tongue or rash statement in anger that might betray a secret. She would stay as she was—as she had been in people’s minds—forever.


  As Ingrid Seward, royal expert and editor of Majesty magazine, said:


  It was like a Greek tragedy, the whole of her life…. Diana was so many different people whirled into one that she was endlessly fascinating. She was one thing to me, and she would’ve been one thing to somebody else, and it depended on her mood of the day. Because her life ended in such a terrible tragedy, she will be like Marilyn Monroe. She will be an icon forever…. Because certain people in certain parts of the world are determined to believe that there was a conspiracy theory, the rumblings will always go on.


  But to tell the story in this book, we are forced to tell the story of another Diana. The one behind closed doors. The one whose life was—to put it indelicately—a complete mess. Diana doubted herself. She was self-conscious about her own body, and feared that those who admired her were insincere. Further, she believed she had alienated herself from the very people she desired to be closest to, including husband Charles, Prince of Wales (the heir apparent to the British throne), whose wandering eye—and hands—would stab Diana in the heart.


  Interviewed exclusively for this book, Diana’s butler of many years, Paul Burrell, expounded on the alienation Diana felt.


  I think the royal family take the view that things happen. The queen knows. She’s never interfered in any of her children’s relationships. Her attitude is they make their beds, they lie on them, and they have to get on with it.


  These things aren’t spoken about. They happen but they happen in private and very quietly.


  I stood beside the queen for a long time. I know how she performs, and I know what her attitude would be. The queen would say to Diana, “It’s your husband. You have to sort out this situation. It’s nothing to do with me.”


  She does not interfere until it upsets the apple cart, until it comes to a situation where it involves the constitution of the monarchy—or the country.
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