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I put it to William, particularly, that if you find someone you love in life, you must hang on to that love and look after it. . . . You must protect it.

—Diana
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Preface

Theirs was destined from the very start to be one of the most celebrated unions of the twenty-first century. He was the dashing, charismatic young prince who would someday be crowned king of England. She was the stunningly beautiful commoner from working-class stock who won his heart when they were both barely out of their teens. Together, Prince William and Kate Middleton somehow managed to defy all odds to forge and sustain an enduring love amidst the scandals, power struggles, tragedies, and general dysfunction that are the hallmarks of Britain’s Royal Family.

Along the way, they became the most written-about, gossiped-about, admired, and envied young couple of their generation. Just as a global audience of more than 800 million people tuned in to watch live coverage of the Wedding of the Century in 1981—the marriage of Prince Charles to Lady Diana Spencer—the marriage of their elder son to his college sweetheart would captivate the world.

With good reason. Not only is William heir to the British throne, but he is also heir to the compelling and complicated legacy of Diana, arguably the most celebrated woman of the modern age. Three times as many people—an estimated 2.5 billion—watched Diana’s 1997 funeral as watched her wedding, and the image of William and his brother, Prince Harry, walking behind her horse-drawn casket through the streets of London was burned indelibly into the minds of a generation.

Their grief was ours as well, for we felt we knew Diana’s boys—William in particular. His birth was breathlessly heralded on front pages and magazine covers around the world, and we watched “Wills” grow from naughty enfant terrible to gangling adolescent to dynamic adult—all while his parents’ stormy marriage and then Diana’s death in a Paris car crash sent shock waves through Buckingham Palace and around the world. The bittersweet truth was that we got to see William grow to become the impressive young man his mother never knew.

Yet for most of their decade-long romance, William and Kate managed to conduct their love affair largely away from the unremitting media glare. It certainly helped that Fleet Street, still acutely aware that William believed the press had literally chased his mother to her death, was inclined for a time to keep a some-what more respectful distance from the prince. As a result, even as the wedding approached, the true nature of William’s royal relationship remained a tantalizing mystery.

They are both impossibly attractive, disarmingly charming, young, athletic, elegant, exciting. More than any other couple in memory, William and Kate stand astride the yawning chasm that separates centuries of tradition from the ever-shifting realities of the electronic age.

Glamour, power, sex, wealth, betrayal, scandal, tragedy, adventure, history, heartache, duty, and of course tradition—not to mention the dreams and aspirations of a generation—are all embodied in the handsome future king and his stunning commoner queen.

It remains to be seen whether they will follow Diana’s lead and connect with their subjects in a way no Windsors ever had before. For now, what William and Kate have given us is more than enough: part glittering fairy tale, part searing family drama, part political potboiler, part heart-stopping cliff-hanger—and, in all ways, an affair to remember.
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There is only one Princess of Wales in people’s minds. And only when Prince William gets married will it be time for another one.

—Diana’s friend Vivienne Parry, on the marriage of Prince Charles and Camilla
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She steps into the sultry August night air, clutching her Longchamp bag to her side with one hand while trying to shield her eyes with the other. The flashes seem to be coming from every direction this time, and in the white-hot glare she feels as if she is about to lose her balance. Guided by the firm hand of her driver, or perhaps just a concerned friend, she somehow angles her way through the maelstrom of photographers until she reaches the waiting car. In one smooth motion, she lowers her head, ducks in, and slides across the backseat.

Before the door slams shut behind her—and before anyone inside has had the chance to buckle up their shoulder belts—the driver floors the accelerator, pressing his passengers back into their seats. They speed down one narrow side street, turn abruptly, then hurtle down another, but these maneuvers are not enough for them to elude her pursuers; she can see their headlights in the side-view mirrors, vanishing as they round a corner, only to reappear a split second later.

Suddenly, the car swerves and stops at a traffic light. A dozen paparazzi in cars and on motorcycles surround her now, waiting for the light to change. She turns and looks directly into the eyes of a photographer who sits astride a 600 cc Honda motorbike. Instinctively, she smiles out the window at him. He guns his engine, and even though his helmet only allows her to see his eyes, she knows he is smiling back.

It’s not as if they are strangers. Over the last several years, she has become adept at disarming reporters with an easy, winsome charm. More important, she has learned how to manipulate them—how, as others had so skillfully done before, to use the press to further her own agenda.

But then at times like this, in the pursuit of a story and that million-dollar photograph, the sometimes-friendly press becomes the enemy. And everything spins wildly out of control.

Without warning, she is thrust back again as her driver jumps the light, making a hard right onto the main avenue paralleling the river. Glass-domed boats filled with tourists pass one another, and occasionally their spotlights fall on the architectural treasures for which the city is famous. She sees none of this. Instead, she stares straight ahead, at the back of her driver’s brilliantine-slathered head, and prays that he knows what he’s doing.

No more traffic lights are ahead, and the car zigzags through traffic even as it picks up speed. Tearing along at seventy miles an hour—the speed limit here is thirty miles an hour—it pulls far ahead of the pack. But two of the paparazzi riding on motorcycles manage to keep up, and the driver of the limousine presses down even harder on the gas pedal.

Now she can see the illuminated gardens on the opposite bank and just up ahead the giant carousel bathed in pink and purple lights—all a blur as the car rockets down the boulevard. “Slow down!” she finally cries, terror etched on her classically beautiful face. “Please, slow down. Oh, PLEASE!”
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For years after his mother was killed in history’s most famous car crash, he relived her horrific death in dreams. With time those dreams faded, only to be replaced by new nightmares that he described in varying degrees of harrowing detail to his closest friends, to his brother, Harry, to his father, and even to trusted members of his staff. In these terrifying visions, the river is not the Seine but the Thames, the city not Paris but London, and the victim not Diana but the love of his life: Kate Middleton.

The cause of the accident in which thirty-six-year-old Diana and her then lover Dodi Fayed died on August 31, 1997, was, in the end, as mundane as it was obvious. Operation Paget—Scotland Yard’s official, three-year-long investigation into Diana’s death—ultimately concluded that the blood alcohol of her car’s driver was over three times the legal limit, and that Diana was the victim of a drunk-driving accident.

Her sons felt otherwise. They blamed the press for literally chasing their mother to her death—“the hounds of hell,” William called them then—and polls at the time showed that most Britons agreed. Unwilling to risk the wrath of the public—or a crackdown by the government’s powerful Press Complaints Commission—Fleet Street agreed to keep its distance from Diana’s boys until they turned eighteen and had graduated from Eton, the elite prep school. Later, when William enrolled at St. Andrews University in Scotland and Harry pursued his dream of becoming a career army officer at Sandhurst Academy, the press grudgingly agreed to extend this hands-off policy, allowing the princes breathing room as they grew into manhood.

Thanks to this unusual arrangement with Britain’s notoriously insatiable press, William and Kate were free to meet, fall in love, and—under the guise of simply being college roommates—live together for three full years. By the time they received their degrees from St. Andrews in June 2005—his in geography and hers in art history—the couple had never even been photographed together.

Overnight, the gloves came off—and with them, William’s fragile peace of mind. At first, he took some solace in knowing that, whenever they were together as a couple, his security detail could hold the press at bay. But when they weren’t together, Kate was an easy target: wherever she went—whether it was going out with friends, heading for the gym, or simply wheeling a cart into a supermarket, Kate was trailed by at least a half dozen reporters. They sprang from doorways and popped up from bushes, startling her while she tried to start her Audi or as she walked up to the front door of her apartment opposite a bus stop in Chelsea.

When a German magazine ran photos of William leaving Kate’s flat in the early-morning hours—along with a red arrow pointing to their “Love Nest”—the young prince was, in the words of one courtier, “livid.” He demanded action and got it in the form of a threatening letter from the royal law firm of Harbottle & Lewis. It was only the first in a string of stern warnings and blistering reprimands aimed at forcing Fleet Street to back down.

It may all have had as much to do with William’s obsessive need for control. “I don’t go around and expect everyone to listen to me the whole time,” he once said. “But I like to be in control of my life. . . . If I don’t have any say in it, then I end up losing complete control and I don’t like the idea of that. I could actually lose my identity. . . . If you don’t stick to your guns, then you lose control.”

When it quickly became apparent that the press was one thing he could not control, William pulled Kate under the umbrella of royal protection. Yet even hulking bodyguards with Glock 9 mm automatic pistols bulging beneath their jackets could not assuage the palpable fear he had that something frightening could—would—happen.

During the summer of 2010, plans were secretly under way in London for William’s wedding to the only woman he had ever loved. For months, the Queen’s advisers at Buckingham Palace had been hammering out the details with senior staff members at Clarence House, part of St. James’s Palace and the official residence William shared with Harry, their father Prince Charles and their stepmother, Camilla. “I think,” Camilla cracked to one of her neighbors at Highgrove, the Prince of Wales’s country estate in Gloucestershire, “it must be very like negotiating a nuclear arms treaty.”

The critical question was timing. The year 2012 was to be an extraordinarily busy one for the Royal Family. London was not only hosting the Summer Olympics that year, but the country would be celebrating the Queen’s sixtieth year on the throne—her Diamond Jubilee.

Prince Charles, who married Diana when she was twenty and he was thirty-two, saw nothing wrong with postponing William’s marriage until his thirty-first birthday in 2013. But that would mean stretching their courtship out to a full thirteen years, and that was something William was not prepared to ask Kate—already branded “Waity Katie” by the press—to do. “It’s humiliating,” William said when the idea was floated at a Clarence House planning session. “She’s been very patient, but there are limits.”

The sooner the better, as far as the Queen was concerned. Despite the fact that Kate was a commoner from decidedly middle-class roots, Her Majesty—“Granny” to William—had long ago embraced Miss Middleton as a suitable mate for her favorite grandson. The public was unaware that, in fact, the Queen had privately rooted for Kate to win back William after their highly publicized split in 2007.

The Queen had always taken a special interest in William. Given the increasing likelihood that Charles would ascend to the throne in his sixties, she realized early on that the future of the monarchy rested squarely on the shoulders of her grandson. So when he was five, she began a ritual that would last until he enrolled in college. Every week, he would join Granny for tea, invariably at Windsor Castle or Buckingham Palace. During these bonding sessions Her Majesty would chat with the boy about school and sports, the movies he liked and the music he listened to—all the while trying to deftly slip in a history lesson now and again. To illustrate a point, she might pull out a letter from Henry VIII or perhaps a note from Disraeli to Queen Victoria—originals, of course.

William cherished these moments with Granny—tutorials in kingship that she had never bothered to give her own son. In recent years, William had also come to increasingly rely on Prince Philip for advice and counsel. When the Palace began openly talking about plans to celebrate Philip’s ninetieth birthday on June 10, 2011, it was left to Kate to state the obvious. “I can’t think of a better birthday present,” she told one of her closest friends since girlhood, “than to see your grandson get married. Not,” she added with wink, “that I want to rush things . . .”

The sentiment was not lost on the groom. Even as he began arduous training as a search-and-rescue helicopter pilot at a remote air base off the coast of North Wales, William—fully cognizant that his most personal of matters was still very much an affair of state—consulted daily with St. James’s Palace over when, where, and how his engagement would be announced.

Far more important, William pondered the moment when he would actually, finally ask Kate for her hand in marriage. In the days after Diana’s death, when it came time to choose mementos, Harry had picked his mother’s much photographed sapphire-and-diamond engagement ring, while William chose her favorite Cartier Tank watch. In 2009, William asked his brother if he’d be willing to trade. “It means a great deal to me,” William told an old Eton classmate, “and I don’t think Harry is getting married any time soon.”

When thinking about the pomp and circumstance ahead, all the daunting logistics and screaming headlines and frenzied crowds, England’s future king has never been able to erase the mental images of Kate being chased to her doom through London traffic. “Pure terror” is the way he described the nightmares. “I wake up shaking.” Nor can he forget how his mother described what it was like being hounded by the press. “It’s worse,” Diana once said, “than sexual abuse.”

This gnawing sense of dread, the prince told one of his royal protection officers, became even more intense than before. Whenever William thought back to the terrible fate that befell his mother, he faced the undeniable fact that any wife of his would spend the rest of her life being hunted the way Diana was.

Now just one question reverberated in his head: “Do I really have the right to marry Kate at all?”
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You must believe me when I tell you that I have found it impossible to carry the heavy burden of . . . my duties as King as I would wish to do without the help and support of the woman I love.

—William’s great-great-uncle
Edward VIII, in his emotional
1936 abdication speech

I do not want a husband who honors me as a queen, if he does not love me as a woman.

—Queen Elizabeth I
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September 6, 1997

A sun-drenched Saturday in England

“Oh, God,” said Carole Middleton, choking back tears as the caisson drawn by six horses of the King’s Troop Royal Artillery pulled to a stop before Kensington Palace. In a spectacular outpouring of emotion, oceans of flowers lapped at the gates of all the royal palaces, monuments, and important government buildings. But none was so moving as the simple arrangement of white lilies and white roses atop the flag-draped coffin. The BBC camera zoomed in, and letters on the card—painstakingly printed by the young Prince Harry—became legible on the television screen. The card read, simply, MUMMY.

“How terribly, terribly sad,” Carole muttered, shaking her head. “Those poor boys.” Kate, sitting next to her on the Middletons’ chintz-upholstered living room sofa, could not remember the last time she saw her mother so upset. Like millions of other students throughout the United Kingdom, Kate—who at fifteen was the same age as Prince William—had delayed her return to boarding school so she could mourn with her family the shocking death of Diana, Princess of Wales.

The outpouring of grief was as global as it was unprecedented. Sixteen years earlier, an estimated 750 million people watched the fairy-tale wedding of “Shy Di” to Prince Charles—including millions of bleary-eyed Americans who set their alarms at 5:00 a.m. to catch the happy event as it happened. Now, many of those same people were among the worldwide audience of 2.5 billion—by far that largest audience for any live event in television history—who joined in mourning the loss of a princess.

Nowhere, of course, was the pain—or the outrage—more keenly felt than in England. Although she had captured the world’s imagination with her glittering sense of style, her personal warmth, and a playful sort of charisma, Diana had long been a thorn in the side of Britain’s establishment. Unwilling to bend to the will of the Royal Family and accept her husband’s infidelity, she embarked on her own series of love affairs that scandalized the nation and led to her bitter divorce from Charles in 1996.

The shock of her death—so violent, so unexpected, and so senseless—reminded the public that Diana, who connected with the average person in a way no other royal ever had, was still “the People’s Princess.” It was a lesson the Windsors were learning the hard way. The Queen’s initial reluctance to return from her customary summer holiday in Scotland, to fly the Union Jack at half-staff in honor of Diana, or even to speak publicly of the tragedy, all betrayed the Royal Family’s disregard for what Diana meant to the British people.

The Queen’s intransigence led to the most serious threat to the monarchy since Edward VIII’s abdication to marry the American divorcée Wallis Simpson. While headlines in the Sun blared WHERE IS OUR QUEEN? WHERE IS HER FLAG? and the Mirror pleaded SPEAK TO US MA’AM—YOUR PEOPLE ARE SUFFERING, angry crowds gathered outside Buckingham Palace demanding action. Even the staunchly pro-monarchy Daily Express implored the Queen SHOW US YOU CARE.

Heeding Prime Minister Tony Blair’s pleas to act, the Queen finally returned to London, lowered the flag over Buckingham Palace to half-staff, and delivered a televised address aimed at winning back her subjects. “What I say to you now as your Queen and as a grandmother,” she began, “I say from my heart. First, I want to pay tribute to Diana, myself. She was an exceptional and gifted human being. . . . I admired and respected her for her energy and commitment to others, especially for her devotion to her two boys.”

Watching the Queen’s speech from the Middletons’ country estate in the tiny Berkshire parish of Bucklebury, Kate and her parents were unmoved—as were so many other British families. “We were all pretty fed up with the way the Royal Family was acting,” Kate’s grandmother Dorothy Goldsmith later recalled to a friend. Kate was no exception. “She didn’t sound terribly sincere to me,” she said at the time. “It’s too little, too late.”

Even those close to the Queen were surprised by her inability to grasp the magnitude of the tragedy. Within an hour of learning that Diana had died, she asked the British counsel general in Paris, Keith Moss, to find any royal jewels that Diana may have had among her things and return them to England immediately. “The Queen wants to know,” Moss had told Beatrice Humbert, one of the nurses at the Paris hospital where Diana was taken, “where are the jewels?”

There were no royal jewels, and since she was no longer married, not even a wedding ring. But Her Majesty did not stop there. Since Diana had been stripped of her title after the divorce, the Queen turned down Charles’s initial request for a royal jet to be dispatched to Paris to return the body to London. The Queen relented, but it would be far more difficult to convince her that Diana, who was no longer technically entitled to any special consideration, deserved a state funeral.

Bowing to the colossal weight of Diana’s worldwide popularity, the Queen made a desperate eleventh-hour attempt to salvage what she could of the public’s long-standing affection for the Crown. The ploy defused what was fast becoming a constitutional crisis, but the Middletons remained unmoved. “The Queen really doesn’t get it, does she? None of them seem to get it,” Kate told one of her classmates at Marlborough College, the elite $35,000-a-year coed boarding school she attended eighty miles west of London in Wiltshire. “The Royal Family is a pretty heartless bunch. But I feel so sorry for Prince William and Prince Harry.”

Diana’s boys were, in fact, the glue that seemed to be holding not only the monarchy but the entire nation together. The streets of central London teemed with more than 1.5 million people who had come to honor Diana’s memory, but along the cortege route from Kensington Palace to Westminster Abbey, there was only the sound of muffled hoofbeats.

Flanking Diana’s younger brother Earl Spencer, William, Harry, Prince Philip, and Prince Charles walked behind the caisson as it made its way through the eerily silent streets. Unbeknownst to Spencer, who objected to subjecting the boys to such an emotionally arduous ordeal, William and Harry had not asked to take part in the melancholy procession. Palace officials, with the Queen’s blessing, had essentially ordered the boys to make the excruciating mile-long walk behind their mother’s coffin, then “tricked” their uncle into believing that they had asked to participate. This was going “too far,” said Spencer, whose eulogy for Diana at Westminster Abbey would constitute nothing less than a blistering attack on the Royal Family.

For most people lining the streets of London that day, the mere sight of Diana’s boys walking slowly in the late-summer sun, their arms rigid at their sides, was almost unbearable. Most touching of all was solemn-faced twelve-year-old Harry, who seemed small and vulnerable as he tried to keep up with the long strides of the towering Windsor menfolk.

Sorrow was perhaps most evident on the face of William, who at fifteen seemed more man than boy. Walking with head down and hands clenched, his eyes glued to the ground directly in front of him, William looked up only for a moment outside Westminster Abbey—to shoot a withering look at photographers.

“He looks,” Kate said as she watched the drama unfold on television, “so much like his mother.” Blond and blue-eyed like Diana, William would soon grow to a full six foot three inches, which will eventually make him the tallest English monarch ever. (Henry VIII was six foot two.) Then there was the unmistakable downward tilt of the head followed by the upward glance that was at once guileless and seductive.

William was more than just a princely version of his celebrated mother, however. He brought a sense of dignity, calm, and courage to the equation at a time when the monarchy’s popularity was at its nadir. As they had for years, polls were showing that a majority of the British people wanted William—not his father, Prince Charles—to succeed Elizabeth as king. Unfortunately for the Prince of Wales, that sentiment continued well into the twenty-first century.

By the time he marched behind the gun carriage bearing Princess Diana’s body, William had already proven himself to be more temperamentally suited to cope with the strain than any other royal. Years before he faced the shock and anguish of his mother’s death, William had dealt with his parents’ calamitous marriage—and those lessons in forbearance began in the womb.

Diana was three months pregnant with William when, in a jealous fit over her husband’s long-term affair with the married Camilla Parker Bowles, she hurled herself down the main staircase at Sandringham, the Queen’s privately owned, twenty-thousand-acre estate a hundred miles north of London in Norfolk. The Queen herself came running and found Diana sprawled on the marble floor at the foot of the stairs. Her mother-in-law sent for Diana’s physician, but it was left to the Queen’s sister, Princess Margaret, to help Diana to her feet. The Queen, Diana later said, was “physically shaking, absolutely horrified. . . . She was so frightened.”

William’s delivery was not easy. Diana was in labor for sixteen hours, but at 9:03 p.m. on June 21, she finally gave birth to a seven-pound, one-and-a-half-ounce boy. William Arthur Philip Louis Windsor was ushered into the world to the accompaniment of thundering cannons, cathedral bells, and—in keeping with centuries-old English custom—a town crier stationed outside Buckingham Palace ringing a bell as he announced the birth of the future king.

Charles and Diana were both besotted with their son, and for a brief time it seemed as if they might be able to repair their damaged relationship. Since neither had experienced anything resembling a happy childhood—Charles later described his mother as “repressed” and his father as a sadistic bully; Diana’s parents despised each other—Charles and Diana doted shamelessly on their newborn. “We were all thrilled,” Diana recalled of those first few weeks after bringing William home from London’s St. Mary’s Hospital. “Everyone was absolutely high as a kite.”

Not for long. A passing comment by Charles when he put his arm around her waist during their engagement (“Oh, a bit chubby here, aren’t we?”) turned Diana into a full-fledged bulimic overnight. Now the princess, who stopped breast-feeding William at just three weeks so that she could resume losing weight, was back to making herself vomit daily.

Coupled with a case of full-blown postpartum depression, Diana’s binge-and-purge cycle “threw off my hormones completely,” she later said. “I was a total wreck.” The mood swings reached epic proportions—“There would be crying, sobbing, wailing for two or three hours” at a time, recalled her friend Lord Palumbo—further fueling despair over her husband’s infidelity. Moreover, Diana rightly believed that the powers that be at Buckingham Palace—the faceless “Men in Gray,” she called them—were convinced she was mentally unbalanced and a danger to the monarchy. “Crazy as they come—damaged goods,” Diana told her close friend Lady Elsa Bowker at the time. “That’s me.”

For Diana, who routinely upstaged her husband and the rest of the royals with her dazzling style and undeniable human touch, this meant being subjected to a battery of psychiatric examinations leading to heavy medication, including large doses of Valium. If anything, palace attempts at taming the vexsome princess only made things worse. “She was not about to just shut up and go along,” Palumbo said. “Not Diana.”

Upset by the way she was shunned by her in-laws at William’s christening, Diana washed down a handful of pills with a half bottle of Scotch. After she was rushed by ambulance to the hospital and had her stomach pumped—an event that was incredibly, magically kept out of the press—a remorseful Diana vowed that she would never again jeopardize William’s future by attempting to take her life.

Self-abuse was another matter. Before William reached the age of seven, Diana had at different times used a razor to slash her wrists, cut herself by intentionally running headlong into a glass display cabinet, inflicted deep gashes on her arm with a lemon peeler, and plunged a pocketknife into her own chest.

Diana felt she was being “scrutinized, analyzed, criticized” round the clock. The result, she told Lady Bowker, was “tears, panic”—the feeling that she was “sinking into this black hole.”

Just four months after William’s birth, Diana struck back at her husband by embarking on a scandalous extramarital affair of her own. Diana later insisted that she had not met Captain James Hewitt, the dashing cavalry officer who became her sons’ riding instructor, until 1986. But in a startling 2005 interview conducted under hypnosis, Hewitt confessed that they had in fact met at a polo match in June of 1981, six weeks before she married Charles. They kissed a few days later, but did not actually consummate the relationship until four months after William was born.

Although the affair with Hewitt—which he later described in the tell-all book Princess in Love—lasted almost nine years, it did little to assuage Diana’s anger. She continued to eavesdrop on Charles’s furtive phone conversations with Camilla, and the atmosphere inside Kensington Palace grew increasingly toxic. “There was so much anger, so much screaming and door-slamming,” royal housekeeper Wendy Berry said. “At times, it was sheer bedlam.”

Diana worried about the effect all this was having on her impressionable toddler. William, she later conceded, “must have felt the tension even then.”

If he did, he showed no sign of it at the time. Happy and outgoing, William was just nine months old when he accompanied his parents on a six-week tour of Australia and New Zealand. During a packed press conference in Auckland, New Zealand, television cameras captured the moment when William—already dubbed Wombat by Diana—stood on his own two feet for the first time. “You could see that Charles and Diana were just as surprised and delighted as the rest of us,” said a reporter who was there. “They seemed to be just about as happy a little family as you could possibly imagine. Of course, at the time none of us had any idea about all that other stuff that was going on.”

The tour was such a huge success that, less than a month later, Charles and Diana were dragooned into a two-week tour of Canada—this time sans William. Sadly, William was left behind at Kensington Palace to celebrate his first birthday with his nanny, Barbara Barnes. “William won’t care,” Charles reassured his wife. “He’s too young to know the difference.” But Diana suffered “guilt—tons of it” at the thought of not being there to watch William try to blow out his first birthday candle.

By the time they flew back from Canada, Wombat was already showing signs of becoming, in Diana’s words, “a holy terror—dashing about, bumping into tables and lamps, breaking everything in sight.” Before long, the prince exhibited a knack for trying to flush various personal items—his mother’s toothbrush, his father’s shoes—down the toilet, sliding down banisters, climbing up bookcases, and venturing out onto window ledges. While visiting his grandparents at Balmoral Castle in the Scottish highlands, William tripped an alarm that resulted in bodyguards racing to the royal quarters, weapons drawn.

Their son’s antics provided some comic relief at home, but not enough to mask the mounting tension between Charles and Diana. Publicly, they maintained a sufficiently convincing facade, but at Kensington Palace they were living separate lives under the same roof. “The only words they exchanged,” Lady Bowker said, “were angry ones.”

It was then, Diana said coyly, that she found herself pregnant again “as if by a miracle.” Tellingly, Hewitt was the first person she shared the news with outside the Royal Family. Her tone, Hewitt said, was both “anxious” and “matter-of-fact.” He later confessed that he got the sense that Diana was “stopping short of saying more.”

Once again, all England welcomed the arrival of the new prince, six-pound, fourteen-ounce Henry Charles Albert David, on September 15, 1984. But Charles was anything but pleased; he had wanted a girl, and for some reason Harry’s coloring disturbed him. Later, at Harry’s christening in Windsor Castle, Charles grumbled about the infant’s “rusty” hair—a comment that clearly annoyed Diana’s mother, Frances Shand Kydd. “You should just be thankful,” she snapped, “that you had a child that was normal.”

Charles’s initial reaction to Harry’s birth could only be explained by the fact that Diana and her husband had been at war with each other for more than a year. Opportunities for intimacy were, she conceded to Lady Bowker, “limited.” At the time, Bowker said, “I took her to mean nonexistent.”

Over the years, as Harry’s physical resemblance to James Hewitt became more and more pronounced and the timeline of their affair changed dramatically, there would be rampant speculation about Harry’s paternity. But for now, “the Heir and the Spare,” as the tabloids promptly dubbed William and Harry, rounded out what appeared to be the perfect nuclear family.

Charles in time came to be as affectionate and caring a father to Harry as he was to William. But immediately after Harry’s birth, the behind-the-scenes battles between Mummy and Papa resumed with a new ferocity. Coupled with the sudden appearance on the scene of a sibling rival, the pressures on William began taking their toll. No longer was he simply a mischievous scamp running circles around the archbishop of Canterbury and barking like a dog; William was now karate-chopping his mother, kicking the servants, and throwing cringe-making tantrums in public. Worst of all, by the age of four he was all too aware of where he stood in the royal pecking order. “You’ll be sorry!” he would tell his exasperated nanny whenever she scolded him for breaking a Staffordshire figure or careering down the wide corridors of Kensington Palace screaming at the top of his lungs. “No one tells me what to do! When I’m king, I will have you punished!”

The Queen, Prince Philip, and Charles were not amused. Although Diana joked about Wombat’s talent for wreaking mayhem—she called him “my mini-tornado” and “the Basher”—she was mortified by his bratty antics and the headlines (THE BASHER STRIKES AGAIN! WILLIAM THE TERRIBLE GOES BERSERK!) they inevitably provoked.

Diana had already gone to Buckingham Palace and begged “Mama”—the name the Queen had decided was most appropriate for her grown children and their spouses to use—for help in repairing her marriage. Even after Diana collapsed in the royal study and, in Mama’s words, “cried nonstop,” the Queen insisted she was powerless to get rid of Camilla. Now, in addition to appearing emotionally unstable, Diana worried that she would be portrayed as an unfit mother.

“William was obviously hurting,” Berry said. “If your parents are going at it tooth and nail, you’re going to act out in some way. William was angry and hurt, and that’s how he coped with it.” Lady Bowker agreed, “Children sometimes lash out when they are confused about things.”

Convinced that William needed to interact with other children, Diana bucked centuries of tradition and rejected the notion that he should be educated by a governess inside the walls of Buckingham Palace. Instead, she enrolled him in Mrs. Mynor’s Nursery School, in a terraced Victorian house in London’s multiracial Notting Hill district.

As would be the case for the remainder of his life, William was accompanied each day by an armed security detail. While one bodyguard waited outside in the hallway, another sat in the back of the classroom, trying to be inconspicuous in a classroom full of preschoolers.

William’s behavior at Mrs. Mynor’s continued to raise eyebrows, even among his bodyguards. Quickly proving the tabloid headlines to be accurate, William routinely picked fights with other children and refused to take part in any activity that didn’t interest him. He clenched his teeth and put up fists to any teacher courageous enough to try to discipline him. “He was always threatening to have us sent to the Tower,” said one. “Either that or just executed by one of his bodyguards. Charming.”

Nanny Barnes, who actually spent more time with William and Harry than either of their overscheduled parents did, would have none of it. She brushed aside all criticism of the princes, preferring to characterize them as simply “high-spirited” and “full of fun.” When Prince Philip suggested that perhaps a new nanny would be able to tame William, Diana, who was also wary of anyone becoming too close to her boys, took his advice.

The new nanny—this time armed with the authority to spank the Basher—had little effect. William upheld his reputation as Britain’s flesh-and-blood answer to Dennis the Menace with more tantrums, schoolyard tussles, and threats to have bodily harm done to the teaching staff. As king, William began telling anyone who would listen, he would have the power to have his knights “do anything I want them to—like killing you.” In the fall of 1987 William departed for Wetherby, a prekindergarten school at Notting Hill Gate that was even closer to Kensington Palace. Mrs. Mynor and her teaching staff breathed a collective sigh of relief—until they were told that Harry would be replacing his older brother at the nursery school.

At Wetherby, Wills continued to run roughshod over children and adults alike. If he didn’t like what was being served for lunch—and frequently he didn’t—the prince screamed and threw his plate on the floor. If he raised his hand and wasn’t called on first, he stormed out of the classroom. “I wanted to put him over my knee and spank the hell out of him,” one of his protection officers said. “We all did. And I think that’s probably what he was asking for someone to do—care enough to set some limits, you know? He was wild, uncontrollable.”

The one person who did have the power to spank the boys, the new nanny, Ruth Wallace, did not hesitate to use it. Particularly unacceptable to “Nanny Roof” was William’s high-handed manner with the staff. The prince, perhaps taking his cue from his notoriously curt father, showed outright contempt for many of the men and women who had served the Royal Family for years, even decades. She asked him to think about how it felt when someone hurt his feelings, then asked him to think about what others felt when he treated them badly. It was then, Diana said, “that a bulb went off in his head. Oh, other people have feelings, too!”

Wetherby’s teachers never touched William, but they did what they could to turn the prince’s behavior around. They punished William with verbal reprimands, time-outs, and—worst of all—banishment from his favorite games.

Just as often, they found themselves struggling to contain their laughter. After he turned six, William decided it was time to settle down. When five-year-old Eleanor Newton burst into tears, they asked what it was the prince had said to make the little girl so upset. “If you don’t marry me,” he had told her, “I’ll put you in jail.”

Nevertheless, by Christmas 1987 there was a noticeable change in William. Suddenly he was a mannerly young gentleman, saying please and thank you, extending his hand to introduce himself, and even rushing to open doors for others. “I think it was the whole idea of just being kind that appealed to him the most,” Nanny Roof once explained. “Having good manners, being well behaved, is a way of being kind to others.” Wallace’s ace in the hole was William’s own mother. “She was an excellent example, really. She went out of her way to be kind to average people, those who were less fortunate.” According to Elsa Bowker, Diana had always “wanted the Royal Family to be human. There was no kindness there, and she was a kind person.”

Diana was also irrepressibly mischievous, and William inherited that quality, too. He ambushed his mother, Prince Charles, and even the Queen with his squirt gun, pinched the backsides of titled ladies and chambermaids alike just to get a laugh (a practice that ended when the mother of a schoolmate found it anything but funny), and dropped water balloons from palace balconies.

At Highgrove, he careened around the grounds on his bicycle or a skateboard, climbed so high up in trees that he had to be rescued by the local fire department, and totaled his miniature Jaguar XJS cabriolet—a birthday present from the manufacturer.

While his city-loving mother disliked the countryside in general and horses in particular, Wills—a Windsor to the core—seemed, Charles observed, as if he had been “born in the saddle.” By the time he was six, he was not only was able to ride his pony, Trigger, bareback—he could do it standing up.

The Queen, who began riding at about the same age and would continue riding well into her eighties, was willing to look the other way when her grandson risked his neck on horseback. So was the Prince of Wales, who, ignoring Diana’s objections, often took both boys to watch him compete in polo matches.

Indeed, Charles’s connection to the boys seemed strongest when he was roughhousing with them on the floor—Papa played the title role in their wrestling game called Big Bad Wolf—or indoctrinating them in the rural pursuits that had defined the Royal Family for centuries. Shooting parties at Sandringham, fishing at Balmoral, foxhunting in the hills and valleys surrounding Highgrove—over the years these are some of the most important memories Charles created with his sons.

As much as she hated “killing things,” Diana did nothing to stand in the way of William partaking in his royal heritage. After all, as a member of one of England’s oldest and most noble families, the former Lady Diana Spencer was “blooded” at thirteen when she shot her first stag at the fourteen-thousand-acre family estate, Althorp.

It was one of the few areas in which Diana was willing to cede ground to her husband. She taught William and Harry to swim at Buckingham Palace’s indoor pool (“William is more like a fish,” Diana boasted) and made certain they sampled the everyday joys of modern childhood. She took them to McDonald’s and her favorite, Kentucky Fried Chicken, as well as to local multiplexes, go-cart tracks, amusement parks, and street fairs.

These outings were also part of Diana’s calculated, ongoing effort to expose her children to the lives of average people. Later, when they were better equipped to handle it, she would also take them to children’s hospitals, homeless shelters, residences for the severely retarded, AIDS clinics, and drug rehabilitation centers. Unlike Charles and the other royals, William and Harry would, Diana promised, start their lives having “some idea of what’s really going on out there.”

They would also, she reasoned, be better equipped to deal with Buckingham Palace’s “Men in Gray,” who were already attempting to control every facet of their lives. The princes, Diana promised, “will be properly prepared. I am making sure of this. I don’t want them suffering the way I did.”

For the time being, William and Harry reveled in the company of each parent—as long as the other wasn’t around. When they all found themselves under the same roof at Kensington Palace or Highgrove, Diana invariably locked herself in her room.

On those inevitable occasions when Charles and Diana did come face-to-face, a shouting match invariably ensued. Highgrove housekeeper Wendy Berry remembered that slamming doors and epithets screamed at the tops of royal lungs were “standard fare.”

During one particularly memorable confrontation, Charles’s valet, Ken Stronach, stood gape-mouthed on a second-floor landing as Diana pursued her husband from one room to another, berating him for his affair with Camilla. Finally, the Prince of Wales turned and yelled, “How dare you talk to me like that? Do you know who I am?”

“You,” Diana shot back, “are a fucking animal!”

She stormed off, and Charles, red-faced with rage, hurled his riding boot across the room.

Such moments of high drama left Stronach and the rest of the household staff reeling—none more so than Jessie Webb, the plainspoken Cockney brought in to replace Ruth Wallace as nanny in July of 1990. “Those boys are going to need a lot of help,” she said, “if they’re not going to end up as barking mad as their dad and mum.”

Things only got worse when, in September 1990, William left home for Ludgrove, an elite boarding school located thirty-five miles west of London in the Berkshire town of Wokingham. Diana made no effort to conceal that she missed her son “desperately” and was furious that Charles seemed to take it all in stride.

The public at large remained blissfully unaware of the take-no-prisoners warfare being waged between the Prince and Princess of Wales. That would begin to change in June 1991 when one of William’s Ludgrove classmates was absentmindedly swinging a golf club over his head and accidentally struck the prince hard above the left eye.

Knocked cold and with blood gushing from the head wound, William was rushed to Royal Berkshire Hospital, then transferred to the Great Ormond Street Hospital in London to be examined by specialists. Worried about bone fragments, infection, and the possibility that William might have sustained brain damage, doctors wanted to operate immediately.

The surgery lasted seventy-five minutes, and Diana remained camped out until her son regained consciousness hours later. However, Charles, who had rushed to London from Highgrove when he was told of the accident, saw no reason to stick around. Instead, he followed Camilla’s advice and proceeded with plans to attend a performance of the opera Tosca at Covent Garden.

Diana had always believed Charles, like the rest of his family, lacked “a real soul. . . . They are cold, heartless robots. . . . There wasn’t,” she added, “a drop of humanity in that family before I arrived. . . . Not a single drop.” Now she had the proof, and Fleet Street was happy to run with it. WHAT KIND OF DAD ARE YOU? shouted one Sun headline. “What sort of father,” Jean Rook wrote in the Daily Express, “leaves the hospital before knowing the outcome for a night at the opera?”

Diana’s allies quickly rallied to her side. In stark contrast to her husband’s offhand response, said her friend James Gilbey, the princess had reacted to her son’s injury with “horror and disbelief.” Charles’s actions, on the other hand, were “inexplicable.”

In truth, Highgrove housekeeper Wendy Berry said Charles was “white with shock” when the call came that William had been injured. While much was made of Diana’s bolting from her luncheon engagement in London and speeding to the hospital behind the wheel of her racing green Jaguar, no one reported at the time that Charles had also raced to the hospital in his blue Aston Martin sports car. Nor was it reported that, right up until William was wheeled into the operating room, both Charles and Diana had walked alongside their son’s gurney, reassuring him that things would turn out fine.

No matter. Although she well knew that Charles had a close and loving relationship with his sons, Diana reveled in yet another public-relations victory over her husband. In their ongoing war to prove who was the better parent, she was clearly winning.

Crushed, Charles retreated to Highgrove and the one person who understood him—Camilla. Mrs. Parker Bowles—known to the Prince of Wales’s staff as “Mrs. P.B.” (and to Diana as “the Rottweiler”)—was a fixture at Highgrove whenever Diana wasn’t in residence. Camilla was given a guest room, but after Charles had turned off the security system’s motion detectors, she would slip into his bedroom for the night. It was the job of the prince’s valet, Ken Stronach, to mess up the bed in the guest room (“but just one side”) to make it appear as if she had been sleeping there.

Diana—Camilla called her Barbie—and the boys were never informed of Mrs. P.B.’s presence at Highgrove. All telltale signs—any cigarette butts the chain-smoking Camilla might have left in ashtrays, lipstick-stained glassware, the framed photo of Camilla sitting on a bench at Balmoral Castle—were all whisked away the moment Camilla departed. Much the same routine was followed at Middlewick House, the Parker Bowles family estate just fifteen minutes up the road from Highgrove—only this time Camilla’s servants were told to do whatever it took to hide any traces of Charles’s frequent overnight visits to Camilla’s room. Since he always arrived after dusk and departed before dawn, Camilla’s staff referred to Charles as “the Prince of Darkness.”

According to Berry, Stronach, and others, Camilla was a calming influence. Diana, Camilla told Charles, was “a magician” when it came to manipulating the media. “She is unstable, darling. It’s very sad really that she has to play these games. Pathetic.”

Just two days later, William was released from Great Ormond Street Hospital. Even though it took another seven weeks for him to fully recover, William was as much concerned with his mother’s well-being as she was with his. “You look so tired, Mummy,” he said as they cuddled together in the backseat of their chauffeured Bentley. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

William was already his mercurial mother’s chief protector, comforter, and soul mate. When Diana sank into one of her increasingly frequent black moods, Wills would bring a box of her favorite chocolates or announce that he had made a reservation at her favorite London restaurant, San Lorenzo. “They had,” observed model Cindy Crawford, who had become a friend to both the princess and William, “an unspoken language.”

Only a few months before his accident, during one of his parents’ customary high-decibel quarrels at Highgrove, Diana ran upstairs and locked herself in a bathroom. As she looked down, she realized William was slipping some tissues under the door. “Mummy?” he whispered. “I hate to see you sad.”

William also hated to see the effect all this bedlam was having on his little brother. “William and Harry had always leaned on each other when their parents fought,” a former maid at High-grove recalled. “William was always telling Harry that mummies and daddies fought all the time, and that it didn’t mean they didn’t love each other.”

By the time Diana and Charles grudgingly agreed to mark their tenth anniversary cruising the Mediterranean aboard Greek billionaire John Latsis’s cruise-ship-size yacht, Alexander—a trip that was trumpeted by the Prince of Wales’s handlers inside St. James’s Palace as their “second honeymoon”—the marriage was irretrievably broken.

At times, said Elsa Bowker, it seemed “as if William had the weight of the world on his little shoulders. He became more quiet—far too quiet for a nine-year-old. For the first time, you could see suspicion in his eyes when he looked at people.” More than anyone else, it was Diana who worried about the boy she called her “deep thinker” and “a very old soul.” She told her friend Carolyn Bartholomew that she saw a great deal of herself in William. According to another friend, Richard Greene, Diana “felt that William was a male version of her. . . . She liked to say, ‘We are like two peas in a pod. He feels everything too much. William is a very sensitive soul. He needs to be protected.’”

Sadly, Diana’s actions in the coming months would only add to William’s already crushing emotional burden. “Desperate” to make her case directly to the British people, she dictated her innermost thoughts and frustrations into a tape recorder, then had the tapes smuggled to journalist Andrew Morton through a mutual friend, Dr. James Colthurst.
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