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    Introduction
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    Royal princes are born, not elected. There is nothing democratic about their titles or position. These come from birth rather than ability.

    That can be a weighty burden in an age when scepticism has replaced awe, the hereditary principle is being discarded in so many areas of public life, and the role of the Royal Family is under scrutiny as never before.

    It is not a situation with which William and Harry are comfortable. William, in particular, has shown a noticeable reluctance to rise above the parapet of privilege and put himself on public show. He is embarrassed by royalty’s display and prefers the peace of his cottage up an unmade road at Tam-na-Ghar on the Balmoral estate to the pomp of the castle. He dislikes being recognised; when a Japanese tourist asked him for his autograph after a polo match at Cirencester, he replied, 1 don’t give autographs.’

    And when the Prince of Wales suggested that he accompany him to Hong Kong for the handover in 1997, which marked the symbolic end of the Empire his forebears had once reigned over, he declined his father’s invitation, explaining, 1 just don’t feel ready’

    The time is fast approaching, however, when William and his brother will have to shoulder the responsibilities that go with their position. That is the duty they were born to. As their grandfather Prince Philip, in one of his more curmudgeonly moods, explained, ‘Everyone has to have a sense of duty - a duty to society, to their family. If you haven’t got a sense of duty you get the sort of community we have now.’

    Like William, Prince Philip resents the extraordinary attention the Royal Family attracts and the way it is now focused, not on their good works or their constitutional tasks, but on their emotional and marital difficulties. In times past its members could take shelter behind the shield of deference, their failings and misdemeanours hidden from public view. The Duke of Windsor, as Prince of Wales, had a series of affairs with the wives of other men and his brother, the Duke of Kent, was a drug-taking homosexual, but only a very few people knew what was going on and they kept their silence. No longer. Who the Royal Family are is now as important as what they are - and perhaps even more so. The dry obsequiousness of the Court Circle has been overtaken by the lurid gossip of the front pages and hardly a day passes without some startling new ‘revelation’ that further erodes the mystique that has been royalty’s traditional shroud.

    It is not a change they relish but there is little point in complaining. As William’s cousin, Prince Michael of Kent, once told me, ‘Life isn’t fair. Whoever said it would be? You have to accept the good with the bad. Obviously there are penalties. But there are also advantages. If you have privilege you have no option but to accept some kind of obligation. You can’t have all the perks without pulling your weight.’

    Prince Philip set out the guidelines that William and Harry must take into consideration. If you are really going to have a monarchy you have got to have a family - and the family has got to be in the public eye.’

    How they cope with that imperative will give resonance to their lives and define the future of the British monarchy, with important consequences for those who live under its reign. It will be no easy task, as their parents readily acknowledged. I have discussed the matter at some length with the Prince of Wales and, shortly before her untimely and tragic death, with Diana, and those informal conversations, over cups of tea (with him) and coffee (with her), have given me an enlightening insight into their concerns. Both were very conscious of the pitfalls that lie ahead as the Royal Family faces up to the difficult task of adapting itself to the demands of a world which is very different from the one they were brought up in. But both were confident that the princes would rise to the challenge.

    Diana told me, I’m sure they will deal with the problems. They will have to. William, being the intellectual one, finds it harder, but he is very aware of people and their feelings, which will be to his advantage. Harry is very artistic and sporty. He doesn’t mind anything, which will help him, too.’

    A good part of the difficulties they will face, it must be said, were of her own making. Before she burst on to the scene and into the public consciousness, the Royal Family was a dowdy and ageing anachronism whose major function was to serve up a little national colour with their births, weddings, funerals and occasional jubilees, old-fashioned signposts in the headlong rush into an uncertain future. Through the force of her personality and her beauty she made the institution she had married into the subject of worldwide and often intrusive interest. She frequently complained about the interest she aroused, yet was not averse to going out of her way to court it when it happened to suit her purposes. William saw what that did to his mother and, as she was honest enough to admit, his sometimes ambivalent attitude towards his position is a reaction to the stresses Diana endured.

    One of the things Diana kept emphasising to me when we met that summer before her death was how she hoped that as time passed they would be able to do things together as a family once more. It was to have been her way of making amends. But death robbed her ofthat opportunity and it is their father who has had to steer them towards maturity.

    The ghost of Diana was never far away, however. They could see it in their own faces and hear it in their voices.

    William bears an uncanny physical resemblance to his mother. It is not something he appreciates. He likes to think he looks like himself. Harry, for his part, has the same breathy quality in his voice that Diana had. But he also likes to see himself as his own man. It would be worrying if he didn’t.

    William has a habit of swallowing the ends of his words and trailing off the end of his sentences. He uses words like ‘OK’ and ‘really’ a lot and is fond of exaggerated superlatives such as terrific, marvellous, amazing and brilliant. If he doesn’t like something it is ‘absolutely hideous’ or ‘foul’ - 1950s expressions that sound out of synch with his modern, laidback dress sense.

    When it comes to clothes it is Harry who takes more after their mother and shows the greater flair. He gels his hair and whether he’s wearing hip hop fashion, polo gear or country tweeds he always adds an individual touch: cowboy boots, maybe a bandana, an Inca hat with a T-shirt and chinos. And he is always careful that the faded Highgrove club polo shirt he is convinced brings him good luck is worn hanging out of his trousers.

    The cool image comes with an often wicked sense of humour. His remarks are loaded with sarcasm, especially about members of the opposite sex, who he treats with the feigned indifference of youth. Hiding behind the mask of arrogance and pretending to be confident, he sat next to the supermodel Claudia Schiffer at a Highgrove party in 2001. Having failed to get much of a spark out of the blonde beauty, he later claimed that he found her surprisingly dull.

    “Harry is a spirit unto himself,’ said his ski organiser Clair Southwell. ‘He’s very open and affectionate.’ He takes exception to being portrayed as a royal tear-away.

    But what he also doesn’t like is being told what to do. The only person who seemed able to exert any day-to-day authority was his unofficial nanny Tiggy Legge-Bourke. He attended her wedding to divorce Charles Pettifer in 1999 and is godfather to their first child, Fred, born in August 2001 (William is godfather to their second child, Tom, born in September 2002).

    Still he continues to heed her advice. Everyone else, including his father, is likely to be ignored, especially if the opinion has not been asked for. Celebrity sometimes does that to people. As Jodi Kidd, the supermodel sister of Harry’s polo playing companion Jack, observed, It does change you. You suddenly think you’re important. No one says no to you, so you think you can get away with anything,’

    His father is hoping that this is a phase his youngest son will grow out of. He is grateful that his eldest never grew into it.

    William’s humour is more straightforward. He is enough of an Etonian to delight in using non-U words like lounge’ and ‘toilet’. And he is an excellent mimic, not only of television s Ali G but also of his father, whose mannerisms he has turned into a comedy act - a liberty no previous generation of princes would ever have been allowed.

    Dianas healer, Simone Simmons, who Diana was close to in the last years of her life, recalled, ‘One day he rang me pretending to be his father and I had no idea. Eventually he had to tell me, “It’s me Simone. It’s me, William.” ‘

    William teases his father in other ways, too. When he returned from his gap year he threatened to make Charles eat a bowl of the burnt porridge he had had in Chile. Tm going to feed it to my father until he is sick so he can see what we went through,’ he said.

    Harrys approach and difference in character is reflected in the princes’ attitude towards the institution in which they will soon be playing an ever more central part. When William, momentarily overwhelmed by the thought of the responsibilities he was born to shoulder, declared that he did not want to be king, Harry piped up, If you don’t want to be king, I will be!’

    Diana laughed at the memory ‘He loves castles and soldiers,’ she said.

    There is more to the modern business of royalty than ancient pageantry and a collection of castellated homes, however. Trying to find a direction in which to move, the Royal Family has already caused conflict between the Queen’s staff and those who advise the Prince of Wales, and these inter-Palace disagreements have yet to be resolved. It may fall to Prince William to sort out the muddle.

    Charles said, Tm not unresponsive to change.’ He has already set the course for a more open and responsive monarchy, closer to the kind that Diana envisaged than the one the Queen presides over. In that he enjoys the support of William. But Charles remains a traditionalist at heart. William is more his mother’s son, keen to push the changes along at a faster pace and, as his father observed, will doubtless do things his own way when his time comes, as is his regal prerogative. One of his best friends said, ‘He’s got a quiet self-confidence. He knows himself. He’s fun, but he knows when to stop.’

    He has already established his own style. It is a lot more casual than anything his forebears or even his father would have dared to adopt. He wears jeans, not kilts. He has also been allowed to choose his own friends and girlfriends without first having them vetted by the Palace, and is a lot more confident than his father was at the same age. Charles once told me how gauche he was in his early twenties, and recalled the embarrassing occasion when he took a girl to a restaurant. They were the only people there and had all the waiters hovering around them. To cover his embarrassment he ordered a particularly expensive bottle of wine - and then promptly knocked it over.

    William is also a lot more sophisticated. In the summer of 2002 he joined a mixed group of friends on a river trip where everyone, William included, ended up naked in the water. Harry is equally laid back when it comes to his royal image and thinks nothing of cavorting in a carefree and open way with the young women he meets at polo and in the pubs of Gloucestershire.

    Diana, the naive kindergarten teacher who married the heir to the British throne, anticipated how her sons would have girls flocking around them. So possessive in other ways, she insisted that she would not be a clinging mother and left them her jewellery in her will to give to their future wives. William already has the gold Cartier watch given to Diana by Charles, and Harry has her sapphire and diamond engagement ring.

    They are just the tip of their inheritance. Diana left the bulk of her £17 million divorce settlement in trust for her sons and there will be more monies forthcoming from the royal estates. As heir in line, William will inevitably collect the greater share. He will one day be the outright owner of Balmoral and Sandringham and he, not Harry, will be the custodian of Buckingham Palace and Windsor Castle. That discrepancy in their prospects has sometimes caused difficulties between them, and there have been occasions when Harry has appeared to be jealous of his brother.

    ‘Diana called him her little baby. He always preferred being alone with her. He didn’t want to share his mummy and used to sit on her lap and snuggle his head into her shoulder,’ Simone remembered. ‘I told Harry, “When William is here, Mummy divides her time, but you need more of her.” He always found the excuse of illness to come home so he could be with her.’

    ‘I’m not the important one,’ Harry often said. A view that was enforced when he saw his great-grandmother, who only ever focussed her attention on William. That does not mean that he can disappear into anonymity, as his encounter with drugs rammed home to him. After William returned from his gap year, Harry said, ‘I get on much better with him now. He’s changed a lot.’

    The new openness the Royal Family is striving for has brought every aspect of their lives into sharp focus. But that, as they know, goes with the job they were born to. Prince Philip was once asked if he missed not being able to walk unnoticed in a public park. He replied, It’s like saying, don’t you miss going to the moon. I mean, I just haven’t the opportunity of going to the moon. You can’t go through life desperately wanting to be somebody else, wanting to do something else all the time.’

    Being who they are has given William and Harry a lot to contend with. Their childhood was a maelstrom of conflicting emotions that included argument, separation, divorce and death, which turned their lives into an international soap opera. The stability so vital to children’s development was denied them, and that would produce problems which even in adulthood they are still trying to resolve.

    Yet remarkably they have managed to make it through without cracking up or breaking down. How they did so is the story of this book.

  


  ONE

  In the Beginning
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  To suggest, as some critics have done, that the Prince of Wales regarded Lady Diana Spencer as a convenient brood mare and married her only to ensure the continuation of the Windsor bloodline wilfully discounts the empathy that drew them together.

  Diana herself told me, It is very hurtful to our children when people say we didn’t love each other. We did - very much so,’ And a few weeks before she died Diana told me, 1 know he loved me when we got married. If one day anyone sees our letters they will know that we did love each other.’

  Charles had been immediately smitten by the gamine, coltish nineteen-year-old who caught his romantic eye at a barbeque at a country house near Petworth in Sussex in July 1980. They sat on a hay bale under the summer stars and talked about the recent funeral of his great-uncle, Earl Mountbatten of Burma. She told him, Its wrong you’re lonely,’ and he made to kiss her.

  It was the fateful first move in a relationship that was destined to run a gauntlet of emotions from enchantment to farce and finally to tragedy. Along the way they produced two healthy sons - living testimony to the ardour that was certainly there between them in the beginning.

  Children do not necessarily make for a happy marriage, however. They can provide the glue that binds a union together. But they can also expose the divisions and divergences in a relationship and, without ever knowing how or why William and Harry were fated to feature prominently in their parents’ discord.

  That was not what Charles had intended. He had gone into his marriage with clear ideas of where his wife’s responsibilities would lie. He explained, ‘One of the most important roles any woman can ever perform is to be a mother. How children grow up, what attitudes they have, is absolutely vital, both from the social point of view and for the future, and all this stems so much from the role the mother performs.’

  Diana was that mother, and this made her the custodian of the Royal Family - of its past, its traditions and its expectations. She had it within her power to shape the monarchy through her sons, as the Queen Mother had done when the opportunity had fallen her way on the abdication of her brother-in-law, Edward VIII. All she had to do was play within the rules.

  It was a singular honour and, as the daughter of one of Britain’s grandest aristocratic houses, Diana well knew what was expected of her. She knew that dynastic marriages inevitably involved children and there is no more important dynasty in Britain’s social hierarchy than the royal one, and she was looking forward to becoming the mother of a future monarch. The fact that she was besotted by Charles was the added bonus.

  What she had not taken into account (and what she would refuse to accept) was that her husband might not be quite the Prince Charming who had glowed so glamorously in her teenage imagination. He was twelve years older, old-fashioned and set in his ways. He was also pampered to the point of absurdity. At the age of two he had been given his own valet, called Ian Williams, and one of the first things Diana noticed was that when they travelled he had twenty-two pieces of luggage, while she made do with four or five.

  Charles was also labouring under a misconception. He thought he had found someone young enough to be moulded to fit the position of royal wife and mother. His cousin and Gordonstoun school friend, Lord Romsey, was not convinced. He told Charles that Diana had fallen in love with an image rather than an individual. He could have added that the girl the prince described as ‘jolly and bouncy might very well grow up to develop a mind and a will of her own.

  Charles had angrily dismissed Romsey s warning out of hand, and at first it looked as though his intuition was right. Diana made every effort to fit into the royal routine, relishing her invitations to Balmoral and making great play of how much she adored the Scottish countryside. Prince Edward’s footman Mark Simpson, who would later work with Diana, recalled, ‘She would go around telling everybody how much she loved Balmoral and that it was such a magical place and how she loved it beyond imagination.’

  It was the autumn of 1980 and Charles was at Balmoral for the grouse shooting. Simpson said, ‘Most of the ladies did not get up until after the guns had gone out, but Diana was always up at the crack of dawn. If you looked out of your window at a quarter to eight you could see her walking in the garden. She made a great point of being there to see them off

  The prince has a deep spiritual attachment to Balmoral which he is thrilled to share with anyone who shares his interest. ‘Diana knew full well what she was doing by saying she thought it was such a magical place,’ a member of the Household said.

  Charles was now thirty years old and at the age when he had said it was time to settle down and get married. By making that remark, he had imposed a time scale on himself and the pressure was mounting on him to find a suitable bride.

  The Queen had been keen for him to marry the Duke of Wellington’s daughter, Lady Jane Wellesley, but she baulked at joining what she perceived as the royal circus. ‘Do you honestly believe I want to be Queen?’ she dismissively asked one reporter. ‘I don’t want another title. I’ve got one already, thank you.’

  Romsey’s sister Amanda Knatchbull was another candidate who had met with the Queen’s approval. Prince Philip observed that, as the granddaughter of Earl Mountbatten of Burma, she was ‘family’ and therefore knew how the Royal Family worked. But without the forceful encouragement of Mountbatten, who was assassinated by the IRA in 1979, that romance had lost its impetus.

  That left a vacancy in Charles’s life which Diana neatly filled. ‘You should be with someone to look after you,’ she told him during that encounter on the hay bale.

  The often indecisive Charles was at first reluctant to commit himself and, according to popular legend, the Queen Mother and her lady-in-waiting, Lady Fermoy, played a large part in helping him to make up his mind. Ruth Fermoy denied that. She was Diana's grandmother, but, well aware of her shortcomings, would later insist that she was against the marriage. She explained that she did not know Charles particularly well and said, If I’d said to him, “You’re making a great mistake,” he probably wouldn’t have paid the slightest attention.’

  Diana herself discounted the two old ladies’ involvement. She told me, ‘The Queen Mother and Lady Fermoy were not instrumental in arranging my marriage. It’s a myth it was the Queen Mother. She didn’t do anything. It was Charles and I.’

  The one person who did have a hand was Prince Philip. He warned his son against further procrastination and told him to either ask for Diana’s hand or else terminate their relationship before she became ‘damaged goods’ with a stain on her good name.

  Charles decided on the first course of action. He made his proposal at Windsor Castle in the large nursery sitting room where a photograph in a leather frame of the Queen and Philip stood on the mantelpiece, and pictures of Queen Victorias grandchildren hung from the walls. The footman served them cold poached salmon followed by fresh fruit salad. There was no celebratory champagne. Instead Diana and Charles drank lemon refresher, a favourite royal concoction of Malvern water with lemon squash mixed with Epsom salts now marketed by the Duchy of Cornwall.

  In Diana’s account, Charles said, ‘Will you marry me?’ She replied, ‘Yeah, OK,’ and laughed. He told her, ‘You do realise that one day you will be Queen?’ She said, ‘Yes, I love you so much.’ He said, ‘Whatever love means’ - a phrase he would repeat, to his eternal regret, during the official engagement interview.

  Diana slept the night alone in the bottom room of the Queens Tower. She left the following morning before breakfast and drove herself home to London in her Mini Metro. It was hardly the most romantic of beginnings, but Charles was insisting on doing everything by an out-of-date book.

  The engagement was made public at the end of February. The night before the announcement, Diana's father, Lord Spencer, and her stepmother, Raine, went to Buckingham Palace for drinks with Diana and Charles. Raine swept into Charles’s apartment, larger than life with her big hair and wearing a large fur coat. Again there was no champagne and after only half an hour Charles rang the staff bell to call a footman to usher them out. Raine was reluctant to leave but Charles quickly rose to help her on with her coat. When he complimented her on the fur she said, ‘Oh yes, a little present from me to me,’ to which Charles replied, ‘How very generous you are!’

  The next morning, surrounded by his staff, Charles and Diana stood beside the radio in his office to listen to the official announcement. ‘It wasn’t very natural,’ footman Mark Simpson recalled. ‘All those girls in their blue skirts were bobbing away and saying, “Oh, sir, congratulations.” From that moment on Diana didn’t seem to be as thrilled as she had been.’

  The public, however, were captivated. The Royal Family is a symbol of continuity, and in the fresh face of Diana they saw the promise of a new beginning.

  It was certainly that for Diana. Before the announcement Diana had gone to Clarence House to spend a couple of nights with the Queen Mother. It was not a happy experience for the ingenue who now carried the hopes for the future on her young shoulders. Diana later told me, ‘The Queen Mother was meant to help me, to teach me, but she didn’t do anything at all. She’s not as nice as she appears - she’s tough.’

  The public knew nothing of this. Nor were they aware of the strain Diana was under. As Romsey had predicted, she found the reality of royal life very different from what she had imagined when she moved into the second-floor suite at Buckingham Palace, which had once been occupied by Charles’s old nanny, Mabel Anderson.

  She arrived with just a few bags and a couple of suitcases. Simpson, who was tall, good-looking and gentle and only a couple of years older than Diana, was assigned to look after her. ‘She was horribly nervous,’ he recalled. ‘We started to have great long chats and that was when she told me about the engagement photos and how hideous she thought she looked. She said she was so fat and she had to lose weight.

  ‘She would never eat a proper lunch. Instead she would make me sit with her in the nursery kitchen. She sat on the spin dryer and I sat on the kitchen sink and she used to gorge herself with these huge glass bowls filled with Frosties covered with Windsor cream, which is like double double cream, and topped with lots of sugar and chopped bananas and strawberries.

  ‘Then she would go to the bathroom and I could hear the door being bolted and locked. I didn’t know then what bulimia was but I knew she was being sick.’

  Her days soon settled down into a stultifying routine that left her confused and fractious. They began at 8.30 a.m. with a cup of coffee and a bath scented with Floris’s Rose Geranium bath oil. If anyone asked her why she wasn’t eating breakfast she replied that she was on a crash diet for her wedding.

  Her mornings were spent either bouncing around in the Palace’s music room with a dance teacher, trying to lose weight, or out shopping with her mother, Frances Shand Kydd, who had taken charge of the arrangements for the wedding dress which was being made for her by Elizabeth and David Emanuel.

  Diana frequently went swimming in the Palace pool. ‘She would go down past all the offices wearing just a towelling robe and all the office staff had their eyes popping out,’ said Simpson.

  She had been informed that she could invite at least six people to lunch and dinner every night, and the royal chefs were looking forward to showing off for the young lady they confidently believed would one day be mistress of the Palace. But she rarely entertained, and it was only on the urging of the staff that she eventually agreed to invite to lunch Carolyn Pride (later Bartholomew), Ann Bolton and Virginia Pitman, the girls she had lived with at her flat in Earls Court.

  1 was given another footman to help me because they thought I had too much to do, which obviously I didn’t,’ Simpson recalled. ‘I told her she had to do more entertaining because if she didn’t, I would lose my extra help, so she said, “OK, I’ll think of some people to ask.”‘

  The luncheon was a success. After they had finished eating the girls all practised curtseying to the princess-to-be. ‘Lower, lower, lower,’ Diana commanded. Pitman, larger than others, overbalanced and almost fell flat on her face, much to the amusement of everyone else.

  After that, her flatmates would be invited at the rate of one of them a week. The Duchess of Westminster was another occasional guest, as was the future Duchess of York. Most of the time, though, Diana continued to lunch by herself, with only her footmen for company. And instead of availing herself of the cordon bleu dishes on offer from the royal kitchens, her diet usually consisted of Kellogg’s Frosties eaten out of bowls engraved with the EIIR cipher. Simpson ended up requisitioning so many packets of the cereal that the Royal Pantry store keepers became suspicious and accused him of selling them out of the back door of the Palace. Diana had to go downstairs to vouch that they really were all for her.

  It was clearly a trying period for Diana, who became increasingly morose. She talked warmly of her younger brother, Charles Spencer, and her father, who she said was much more intelligent than people imagined. It was the people she disliked that came to preoccupy her, however, and the list was a long one. According to Simpson, it included her prospective sister-in-law, Princess Anne, and her stepmother, Raine Spencer, who she called ‘conniving’; the Queen’s lady-in-waiting Lady Susan Hussey, whose well-intentioned advice she resented; and her sister, Lady Sarah McCorquodale, because she had gone out with Charles first ‘and he had found her very attractive’.

  Despite all the help Mrs Shand Kydd was giving her, Diana unkindly called her mother a ‘self-promoter’. She also complained that her future mother-in-law was not paying her enough attention, ignoring the fact that, as Sovereign, the Queen had the daily chore of reading and signing her State papers, as well as a full schedule of engagements and receptions to attend, most of which had been fixed months in advance. In private, Diana jokily referred to the Queen as ‘Brenda, Prince Philip as ‘Keith’, and Princess Margaret as ‘Yvonne’, the nicknames given them by the satirical magazine Private Eye.

  ‘I had night after night talking to her,’ Simpson said. ‘I would go up at 11 p.m. to my room exhausted from listening to her. It was terribly mentally draining -1 was not the right person to deal with it as I was a product of the Palace. I knew that the Royal Family have huge schedules, which makes ordinary family life almost impossible unless they are at Balmoral. It is how it always worked. I found this quite normal.’

  But Diana wasn’t listening to the explanations Simpson or anyone else had to offer. The young woman who had captured a prince was losing her mental equilibrium. Up until then she had seemed a perfectly normal young woman - vivacious, outgoing and full of laughter. Within a few short weeks she had become depressed, insecure and lonely.

  Carolyn Bartholomew blamed the change in her friend on the transition from a cosy flat in Earl’s Court to the impersonal vastness of Buckingham Palace. ‘Then the tears started,’ she said. ‘I was worried about her. She wasn’t happy. She was suddenly plunged into all this pressure and it was a nightmare for her.’ Diana would later admit, ‘I missed my girls so much. I wanted to go back there and sit and giggle like we used to and borrow clothes and chat about silly things, just being in my safe shell again.’

  Simpson, who saw her every day, blamed Diana. He said, ‘Her misery of being so lonely was brought on by herself. She cut herself off

  Diana blamed the Royal Family. ‘As time went on it was all about how unfeeling the Royal Family were, how they had no emotion,’ said Simpson.

  And the person she blamed most of all was Prince Charles. She complained bitterly, ‘He isn’t paying me enough attention.’

  Like his mother, the prince was committed to a schedule of meetings and engagements that took him away from the Palace, sometimes for days at a time. He failed to appreciate that the one person who was in greatest need of his presence was the young woman he was about to make a princess.

  An engagement is a time when couples are supposed to get to know each other properly, and Diana was in urgent need of physical reassurance and affection. It was not an unreasonable desire. She was barely out of her teens, naive and without any practical sexual experience but, as later events would verify, she was a passionate woman who enjoyed the attentions of men.

  With an age advantage of twelve years, Charles should have been qualified to deal with his fiancee in a compassionate and caring way He had had a number of girlfriends, including the fiery-tempered Anna Wallace, and Sabrina Guinness who had once worked as a nanny for actor Ryan O’Neal and whose friends included Mick Jagger and Jack Nicholson. His experiences had not included actually living with a woman, however. And despite his reputation, he was never the lothario of legend. As he admitted, ‘I don’t know how the idea got about that I’m amazingly successful with women -my constant battle is to escape.’

  There had been occasions when he had been infatuated, but logic had always taken precedence. He explained, If I am deciding on whom I want to live with for fifty years, well, that’s the last decision on which I would want my head to be ruled by my heart.’

  It is a remark that might have been penned by the novelist Jane Austen in the early 1800s. By the emotional standards of the late twentieth century it sounded calculating and a mite prissy. A little more ardour would not have gone amiss, but that seemed to be beyond the prince’s emotional range. Brought up in a matriarchal culture where he had to bow to both his mother and his grandmother, he had an idealised and rather naive view of how members of the opposite sex expected or, in Diana’s case, wished to be regarded. His was very much a hands-off approach and, to her dismay, Diana discovered that by accepting his proposal of marriage she had inadvertently made herself inviolate.

  She tried to force the issue. In the early hours of 2 June 1981, London was hit by a severe thunderstorm. Woken by a crack of lightning, Diana ran out of her bedroom overlooking Constitution Hill and down the long passage to Charles’s apartment which looked out over the Mall. She climbed into bed with him. Charles was wearing old-fashioned pyjamas tied with a white cord. It was the first night the couple had spent together. She left his room at 6 a.m., when she was spotted by a housemaid, which sent an inevitable ripple of gossip coursing through the staff corridors.

  All was not as the maid had deduced, however. Diana told her staff that the prince had done nothing more than cuddle her and give her a chaste kiss before rolling over and going to back to sleep again. She spoke with regret. It was clearly less than she had been hoping for.

  Diana was always astonishingly frank with her dressers and footmen and treated them more like intimate friends than members of staff. One night Simpson had accompanied the prince to the opera in order to serve him drinks and supper during the interval. Diana had been invited but had chosen not to go. When Simpson returned to the Palace, Diana summoned him to her bedroom and questioned him about the evening.

  ‘She was ready for bed and in her nightie,’ Simpson recalled. ‘She complained that Charles never came to say goodnight to her.’

  This was the one night, however, that he did. When he walked in he found the footman sitting on his fiancee’s bed, innocently looking at some paintings that had arrived as wedding presents. ‘I was horrified,’ Simpson said. 1 went bright red and ran.’

  The next morning Diana mischievously told Simpson that Charles ‘had been very surprised to see you in my bedroom’. She added, ‘But it’s good for him.’

  Simpson suspected that Diana had made Charles promise to look in on her before he retired to his own room - and that she had therefore deliberately created a situation for her own ends. If that was indeed the case, it did not produce the desired result. In the court of Prince Charles, it seemed, courtly love involved no courtship at all.

  Charles saw nothing wrong with this. But by behaving in what he considered to be an honourable fashion, he had created a terrible doubt in Diana's mind.

  Shortly after their engagement Charles told Diana about his relationship with Camilla Parker Bowles. He insisted that now he was to be married there was no other and never would be another woman in his life. A more worldly man would have known that the past is best kept secret. By admitting that until very recently someone else had been such a central feature of his life, he had only succeeded in planting suspicion.

  Diana's thinking was simple. She believed that if Charles was not enjoying her favours, he must be enjoying someone else’s.

  Her distrust was inflamed when, two weeks before the wedding, she opened a parcel that was sitting on the desk of Michael Colborne, secretary of the prince s office. It contained a gold chain bracelet with a blue enamel disc with the letters G and F stamped on it. The initials stood either for Girl Friday, which is what Charles called Mrs Parker Bowles, or Gladys and Fred, the nicknames Diana facetiously ascribed to them.

  It was as nothing compared to the superb pendant of diamonds and emeralds in the shape of the Prince of Wales feathers he had given Diana when she first came to the Palace but, as far as she was concerned, that was beside the point. She was outraged that Charles should give Camilla anything. She believed the bangle provided incontrovertible proof that he was still seeing his mistress. She bearded her fiance that night and cross-examined him about his relationship with the rival she later called the Rottweiler. When the prince insisted that he was going to personally present the bracelet to Camilla as a ‘thank you’ for all she had done for him over the years, she burst into tears. Diana later told her sisters about the incident and stated that she was not going to go through with the wedding.

  This was the second time in just a few weeks that she had threatened to walk out on her engagement. A few days after the night of the thunderstorm Diana had attended the lavish ball the Queen had given to mark Prince Andrews twenty-first birthday. More than a thousand guests had congregated at Windsor Castle. Elton John had provided the entertainment and Diana had danced until dawn, when she had suddenly left and driven north to Althorp to tell her father that she intended to cancel her betrothal. Lord Spencer had talked her round. ‘Darling Daddy, he always knew what to do for the best,’ Diana told me.

  Now it was her sisters’ turn to calm her down. They made light of the bracelet incident and told her that she couldn’t walk out on Charles with just a few days to go before the ceremony at St Pauls Cathedral. ‘The tea towels have already been printed,’ they teased hen

  Diana was easily persuaded. She may have been unhappy but she was not going to surrender the greatest catch any young woman could aspire to. Not at this stage, anyway

  Two days before the ceremony she attended the pre-wedding ball at Buckingham Palace. The following morning she went to see the Queen, who presented her with Queen Mary’s love knot tiara and an emerald necklace. When she returned to her rooms she showed them to Simpson and told him how Weet’ the Queen had been. Then, Simpson recalled, she gleefully chanted, 'I've got Brendas rocks!’

  The next day the wedding duly went ahead amid all the pomp the British Crown can muster on such occasions. And the world applauded.

  The honeymoon, however, turned out to be no more successful than the engagement had been. The couple spent their first two nights together at Broadlands, Lord Mountbatten’s old home at Broadlands in Hampshire. Diana recorded, It was just grim. I had tremendous hope in me which was slashed by day two. Went to Broadlands. Second night out come the van der Post novels he hadn’t read.’ She admitted to one of her staff that the first time she slept with Charles, 1 giggled.’

  On that second night Diana went upstairs to her room and wrote to Simpson. In her letter she said, I just wanted to thank for all your kindness and patience you’ve shown towards me since I moved into BP. My stay was made so much easier by your company, as it got terribly lonely and we had so many laughs and for that I can’t thank you enough. Do hope you were able to enjoy Wednesday and that you noticed my dress?

  ‘Am off to Britannia tomorrow. The bad news is that I haven’t eaten any cereal — sob. How am I going to cope without my bowls of cereal…’

  Charles seemed astonishingly unaware of his wife’s problems. Aboard the Royal Yacht he sat ‘hermit-like’, as he himself put it, on the veranda deck, writing thank you letters or ‘sunk with pure joy into one of Laurens van der Posts books’.

  Diana was a normal, healthy woman who had expected a great deal more from her honeymoon. She wanted her husband to pay her more attention than he did his books. She felt physically rejected. She said, ‘I was so tired - for all the wrong reasons totally’

  That only served to aggravate her other emotional problems. She would later recall, ‘The bulimia was appalling. I remember crying my eyes out.’

  Matters did not improve when the couple moved to Balmoral for the next leg of what was supposed to be their nuptial celebrations.

  Simpson was at the castle when they arrived and watched them get out of their car at the castle gates. They were then transported up the long drive lined with two hundred cheering staff and estate workers and their families in an old pony trap garlanded with honeysuckle and heather and pulled by four gillies. ‘This was her first real royal moment within the family when she found that people were dropping to the floor and saying, “Good morning, Your Royal Highness,” etc., and curtseying and bowing and I think she found it all a bit much.’

  The trouble was that the staff were curtseying and bowing to a lot of other people, too. It was August and the Royal Family was there in force; instead of being on an intimate honeymoon, Diana found that she was on a family holiday. As well as the Queen and Prince Philip, the Queen Mother was there, as were Princess Margaret and Princess Anne and her children, Peter and Zara Phillips. Rather than being the centre of attention, Diana discovered that she was just one royal among many — and a newcomer at that. She was bitterly disappointed and became ever more depressed.

  ‘She started to miss out on the traditional picnics and evening barbeques, which were held in a log cabin with fires and candlelight,’ Simpson recalled. ‘She said she wasn’t feeling well as an excuse.’

  When the rest of the family headed off into the hills at 7 p.m. she would stay behind in the nursery dining room to pick at the sausages and beans she had ordered from the kitchens. This did not make her popular with chefs, as one of the reasons for the barbeques, which the Royal Family cooked themselves, was to give the staff a night off. She did not seem to appreciate that even a plate of nursery food still required a chef to prepare it and a footman to serve it and then clear it away afterwards.

  Princess Margaret was sympathetic to her plight and counselled the Queen to let her do what she likes’. The Queen, ever anxious to avoid any kind of showdown, gratefully accepted her sister’s advice. Charles was not prepared to be so sanguine. Too many nights ended with her tearful accusation that he was still in touch with Camilla. Mountbatten s daughter, Patricia, who succeeded her father to the title, observed, ‘ Diana had got it into her head that Camilla was still important in his life and absolutely nothing he could say or do would disabuse her of the idea that somewhere she was lurking in the background, which was an absolute tragedy because it was totally untrue.’

  The days were equally fraught. Shortly after the couple arrived at Balmoral, a photocall was arranged. It was to be held on the banks of the River Dee. On the morning in question Diana threw a tantrum and said she was not going to take part. Charles pleaded with her but she remained adamant. Charles, always prone to sudden rages, was on the verge of losing his temper when Diana changed her mind. When they arrived at the river to face the photographers she was beaming and relaxed, while her husband, still smarting over the heated exchanged, looked tense and uncomfortable.

  Caught in a situation beyond his experience, Charles summoned Laurens van der Post in whose wisdom he trusted, and asked his old friend to have a word with Diana. When that failed to achieve anything (van der Post simply could not fathom her) a doctor was summoned. ‘He’s my psychiatrist,’ Diana declared.

  The doctor was picked up from his hotel in nearby Ballater and driven to the castle shortly before 11 o’clock each day. He would be taken up from the Tower Door to the Waleses’ large, tartan-decorated sitting room that was almost unchanged since the days of Queen Victoria. Here he would spend half an hour talking to the couple together, followed by another half an hour alone with Diana.

  Afterwards Diana would drive the silver Ford Escort that had been put at her disposal to the local shop where she would buy bags of sweets. With Simpson at her side, she would then drive up to the waterfalls at Garowort, to sit on a rock, cast stones into the cascading water, eat her sweets and talk the morning away.

  She told Simpson how she longed to start a family of her own and how she hoped her first child would be a boy. Drawing no doubt on the memory of the problems that had ensued in her own family when her mother failed to produce a boy, she said, ‘I know how important sons are to men.’

  Later, after she had been taken to visit specialists in London, she would complain about having been prescribed Valium and an assortment of other drugs intended to control her depression and mood swings.

  ‘The shrink told her that she needed some young female company,’ Simpson recalled. ‘A few days later her flatmate Carolyn Pride [later Bartholomew] arrived.’

  Her mood lightened. She went stalking and shot a stag and went for long walks through the grounds of Balmoral with Charles at her side. She hadn’t a clue what her husband was talking about when he started going on about Jung and the collective subconscious (he was a university graduate, she was a high school drop-out), but at least she listened. For a while she became again the sociable and appealing young woman she had been before she had allowed herself to be drawn into the royal vortex.

  It was not to last. When the sun shines on the backdrop of mountains and glens Balmoral presents a glorious sight. On her first visit there Diana had called it ‘magical’. But Scotland in autumn is not the best place to be searching for the sunny side of love: when it is shrouded in mist and rain it appears formidable and forbidding, and when the weather took a turn for the worse Diana’s spirits mirrored the change. She began to find the formality stifling. The bowing and scraping which had once so amused her started to grate. She complained that she was never alone with her husband. She was irritated at having to change her clothing as many as five times a day, and the endless meals she could not eat became a trial. When coffee was served after dinner one evening, she grumbled, ‘Why can’t we ever have it on the terrace?’

  The answer was that this was her mother-in-law’s house and this was the way things were done. It is a problem many new wives have to come to terms with. Diana did not. She was overawed and frightened. She complained, ‘They thought I could adapt to being Princess of Wales overnight.’

  At the end of their third week at Balmoral the newlyweds moved out of the castle and into Craigowan, a granite lodge set in its own garden about a mile from the castle. Built for Queen Victoria’s private secretaries, it has become a honeymoon house for successive generations of the Royal Family The Duke and Duchess of Kent spent part of their honeymoon there, as did Princess Anne and her second husband, Tim Laurence, and later Prince Edward and Sophie. Double-fronted, it has six bedrooms and staff quarters at the back. The decor is tartan carpets and pine furniture. But if that was not entirely to Diana’s taste, she was nonetheless delighted to be out from under her mother-in-law’s roof.

  ‘She was happier at Craigowan as she was out of the royal system and could run the house,’ observed Charles’s valet Stephen Barry, who attended the couple. They were there for four weeks and just before they left in October Charles and Diana treated their half-dozen staff to a special barbeque. The food and equipment were transported in a trailer specially designed by Prince Philip and driven to a log cabin ten miles up the glen. Charles did the cooking and Diana dispensed lethal cocktails.

  This was one barbeque she was happy to attend, for she had just found out that she was pregnant with William. The honeymoon had finally lived up to its reputation.

  She told Mark Simpson, At last I’ve done something useful.’


  TWO

  An Heir is Born
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  Diana was delighted to learn that she was expecting a baby. Isn’t it lovely,’ she happily declared, adding, ‘I want lots of babies.’

  Charles was more circumspect. He wanted children, too. He said he was ‘delighted, overwhelmed, over the moon’. But he also admitted, ‘I found it rather a shock to my system.’

  What he had not anticipated was that paternity would come so soon after their marriage. He felt that it would be a lot wiser if Diana first became accustomed to her royal role before taking on the extra responsibility of motherhood.

  There was a practical consideration behind his thinking. Charles was planning a tour of Australia and New Zealand for the spring of 1982. The arrangements were at an advanced stage. These now had to be cancelled. There was no alternative. There was no way that Diana was going to be strong enough to go on a prolonged trip around the Antipodes.

  This was a new experience for the prince. For the first time in his adult life he had to put someone else’s interest ahead of his own. Even duty, that standing directive in royal life that dominated everything they did, had been outflanked by Diana’s pregnancy.

  As it turned out, delay might indeed have been the better option. In less than a year Diana had gone from being an anonymous nursery school assistant to a princess whose face adorned the front covers of newspapers and magazines around the world. She was overwhelmed. She was now an international star. However, beneath the glossy veneer of the Hollywood-style make-up and designer clothes chosen for her by Vogue magazines Anna Harvey she was still the same inexperienced ingenue only just out of her teens. The thought of being royal ‘terrified’ her - a word she used several times.

  The transition had been the cause, in part at least, for the bulimia which was making her marriage so difficult. To that was added the problem of severe morning sickness.

  Diana was highly embarrassed by her situation. She kept having to leave the table in the middle of dinners to run to the lavatory, and her official functions were often curtailed because of her illness.

  Her royal relations advised her to cut down on her engagements and go to bed. She refused. She had been a princess for only a few months but already she had been infused by what she called ‘my royal duty’. She said, 1 didn’t know which way to turn.’

  Yet despite being so unwell, she still felt a great sense of personal achievement. Only two months into her pregnancy and long before the baby had started to show, she proudly started wearing maternity clothes. She took delight in choosing the decorations for the nurseries at Highgrove and Kensington Palace. And she talked enthusiastically about how she was going to bring up her child and how she was determined that he (she intuitively guessed it was going to be a boy) would have as normal a life as possible.

  But all that lay in the future. In the meantime she somehow had to find her feet and establish her own position, and that was proving a daunting task. She found Charles’s attitude ever more irritating and barely six weeks into her pregnancy wrote to a friend, 1 don’t like complaining, but it’s not great at the moment. Hubby is going around on a cloud saying how marvellous & clever he is - spend a lot of time reminding him that I’m the one carrying it! - but it doesn’t seem to make any difference -sigh!’

  She was clearly finding it difficult to adjust, both to her condition and, more pertinently, to her royal situation. Anyone who marries into the Royal Family has to discard their own traditions and even their own family and fall into the royal way of doing things. That is especially true at Christmas when everyone gathers at the Queens command. The Yuletide of 1981 was spent at Windsor Castle. It was Diana's first experience of those forced festivities and she would dread them ever afterwards.
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