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			Introduction

			Many would have preferred this book not to have been written, including Andrew Mountbatten-Windsor and Sarah Ferguson themselves. I originally approached the Yorks with a view to letting them help shape the narrative by encouraging their friends and associates to talk to me but they decided not to cooperate. At the same time, they told their contacts not to talk to me and threatening legal letters were sent to my publishers even before publication saying the duchess was monitoring my social media.

			For years a curated narrative about the couple has been created, policed by armies of lawyers and PR people and shaped by a symbiotic relationship with the press. The couple’s staff have been forced to sign non-disclosure agreements and the exemptions in the Freedom of Information Act and the convention that parliamentary questions are not asked about members of the Royal Family have further shielded them from any proper scrutiny.

			The Foreign Office told ambassadors not to talk to me and for four years the Information Rights department of the Foreign Office and Freedom of Information section of the Department for Business and Trade deployed every exemption they could to prevent release of documents relating to Andrew’s time as special representative for trade and investment, even though he was a taxpayer-funded civil servant.

			Some three thousand people were approached researching this book. Fewer than a tenth replied. It is understandable that from loyalty or deference to the Crown many should do so and so I am grateful to those who did talk to me, many of whom had never spoken before. Those almost three hundred people included childhood friends, schoolmates, work colleagues, former staff (in spite of the NDAs), diplomats, charity workers, business associates, journalists who investigated the Yorks but were not allowed to publish their findings, friends and people who had encountered them in daily life.

			My information came from a long list of interviews – some on the record but many not – identified using social media, electoral rolls, LinkedIn and Who’s Who, as well as over sixty years of media coverage, comments to newspapers and closed royal and navy forums. I was also able, having gone to court, to secure closed files from the National Archives as well as consult private diaries and letters.

			The result is Entitled: The Rise and Fall of the House of York, of how a popular couple fell from grace because of the flaws in their own characters and how they were allowed to leverage their privileged position as royals for personal gain with the connivance of the institution itself.

			It is a tale of childhood trauma, infidelity, lust, betrayal, corruption, greed, extravagance, arrogance, entitlement, Establishment cover-up and hubris. Both a black comedy and a tragedy, it shows how a man born into a prominent family with responsibilities as well as privileges, found himself unable to fulfil the basic requirements of an ancient role. And how the jolly young woman who married him succumbed to every possible temptation on offer. It is a story as old as time but played out in our time.

			The charismatic and handsome Prince Andrew who returned from the Falklands in 1982 a war hero is now, in his mid-sixties, a prisoner in his own house, a scorned figure relieved of royal duties who spends his days watching television. The book looks at how he exploited his public position as a taxpayer-funded special representative for trade and investment to develop his own business activities and those of his ex-wife and two daughters and it reveals fresh information about his connections – and those of Sarah Ferguson – with the paedophile and financier Jeffrey Epstein, which began earlier, lasted longer and were more extensive than has hitherto been realised. The book also covers his dealings with Donald Trump, Bill Clinton and Mark Thatcher.

			Sarah Ferguson’s story is equally complex, marked by ambition, financial recklessness, a tumultuous relationship with the media and constant reinvention. She was initially seen as a breath of fresh air, but her exploitation of her royal status has seen her join her ex-husband as a hugely diminished figure.

			Ferguson, from whom he was divorced in 1996 (though she still used her title), still lived with him until 2026. For many years he supported her financially and stood by her publicly. Now those roles have been reversed. The ex-wife has made and lost several fortunes, has been a huge force for good with her charitable endeavours but has also been accused of using them for social networking and to make money for herself. The two have been called ‘the royal odd couple’, as people have struggled to understand how a partnership that lasted only six years before separation should have endured to this day.

			This is not just a book about a royal marriage but about the monarchy itself – its current role and its future as it navigates changing expectations and accountability. It shows the relationship with the press, of how rival courts have briefed against each other to secure more favourable media coverage for their members and the ‘horse deals’ done to protect the ‘principals’.

			Through the prism of a royal couple, who have both defined and defied the monarchy, Entitled: The Rise and Fall of the House of York has, in the words of one commentator, ‘a headline on every page’.
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			Prologue

			23 July 1986

			The father of the groom and mother of the bride – lovers twenty years earlier – sat in the third carriage waving to the crowds. Prince Philip and Susan Barrantes, whose former husband was Prince Charles’s polo manager, had been part of the same social circle for years. Now they were together publicly celebrating the marriage of Prince Andrew to Sarah Ferguson.

			That morning Andrew had been made Duke of York, the traditional title for the monarch’s second son and last held by the Queen’s father, and also granted the Scottish and Irish titles Earl of Inverness and Baron Killyleagh. Ferguson, too, had a new coat of arms, with its prophetic motto Ex Adversis Felicitas Crescit – Out of Adversity, Happiness Grows.

			The red-haired bride looked striking in a wedding dress designed by the couturier Lindka Cierach in ivory duchess satin with heavy beadwork incorporating the Ferguson coat of arms – a honey bee on a thistle – and symbols such as hearts for romance, and anchors and waves representing the groom’s naval background, though Cierach had vetoed the bride’s desire for decorative teddy bears and helicopters. The seventeen-foot train bore the letters A and S intertwined in silver beads.

			Teddy bears were also to be a motif of the wedding gifts, which included a teddy teapot and mugs, pictures of Beatrix Potter animals, ashtrays decorated with butterflies and bugs, matching tankards initialled ‘A’ and ‘S’, and a dustbin with ‘A’ and ‘S’ and their picture on the front. Ferguson gave her new husband a thirty-inch solid silver helicopter that opened up to reveal valuable miniatures, one of which was a silver teddy bear.

			The bride entered Westminster Abbey to a fanfare from the Royal Marines and Edward Elgar’s ‘Imperial March’. Behind her as pages and bridesmaids came Peter and Zara Phillips, the children of Princess Anne; Prince William, then aged just four; Sarah’s half-brother, Andrew; and a nephew, the boys in seventeenth-century midshipman dress uniforms or sailor suits, the girls in peach dresses.

			At the altar waited the Archbishop of Canterbury, Robert Runcie, and Andrew, the most handsome of the Queen’s children with his toothy smile, in the uniform of a naval lieutenant with his ‘supporter’, as the Royal Family call the best man, his younger brother, Edward, beside him.

			The traditional service followed the liturgy of the 1662 Book of Common Prayer and Ferguson promised in her vows to ‘obey’ her husband. The hymns included favourites such as ‘Come Down, O Love Divine’, ‘Lead Us, Heavenly Father, Lead Us’ and Handel’s ‘Music for the Royal Fireworks’, and Felicity Lott sang Mozart’s ‘Laudate Dominum’ while the new couple signed the register.

			Almost two thousand guests had filled the Abbey, among them Nancy Reagan, the racing driver Jackie Stewart, the comedian Billy Connolly and his actress wife Pamela Stephenson, Elton John and his wife Renate, Michael and Shakira Caine, Barry Humphries, the American comedienne Joan Rivers and the actor Anthony Andrews, as well as foreign royals, aristocrats and the great and good. But there were none of Andrew’s shipmates from HMS Brazen, who were in the Middle East.

			Security, which had cost £2 million, was tight: armed detectives dressed as coachmen had ridden on the backs of the carriages, and five miles of Westminster’s sewers had been checked. Costs had included £220,000 on flowers, £168,000 on the reception, £20,000 on photographs and a whopping £10,000 on the cake.

			When the new couple returned to Buckingham Palace for the balcony appearance, the crowds – estimated to be 250,000 people – could be seen stretching in every direction. A number itself dwarfed by the television audience of five hundred million for the marriage of the monarch’s handsome second son, one of the major royal events of the period. ‘We want a kiss, we want a kiss,’ the crowd chanted. The couple cupped their hands to their ears as if they could not hear and then obliged. The multitude roared.

			Next came the wedding lunch of salmon, cold lobster, lamb, strawberries and cream, and the five-tiered 240-pound cake, which Andrew had to cut with his ceremonial sword. Sarah, however, did not have happy memories of the meal, an early indication that royal protocol was not for her.

			It was lavish and proper and dull, that lunch. At one point we raised a glass, yet no one made a toast, for that was not traditional! I felt suddenly washed by regret. All the pomp had been fine, but I wanted to be a regular bride – I wanted Andrew’s best man to get up and make a funny speech, and for someone else to say what a jolly good person I was or how badly I’d ridden my ponies.

			Just after 4 p.m. the newlyweds left from the Palace forecourt – their horse-drawn landau boasting a large teddy bear and sign saying ‘Phone Home’ – for Chelsea’s Royal Hospital less than two miles away, a helicopter to Heathrow, a flight to the Azores and their honeymoon on board the royal yacht Britannia.

			The young girl had her prince. The fairy tale had come true.

		

		
			I

			Early Life

			Baby Grumpling

			Prince Andrew was born on 19 February 1960 at Buckingham Palace, the first issue to a reigning monarch since Queen Victoria gave birth to Princess Beatrice in 1857. Christened Andrew (after his paternal grandfather Prince Andrew of Greece and Denmark) Albert (after his maternal grandfather) Christian Edward (after his two great-great-grandfathers Christian IX of Denmark and Edward VII), he was the first royal to take the surname Mountbatten-Windsor in defiance of a promise by which the Queen had agreed that her descendants would take the name Windsor.

			Two months later he was baptised in the Music Room at Buckingham Palace by the Archbishop of Canterbury, Geoffrey Fisher, in front of his godparents: the Duke of Gloucester, Princess Alexandra, Lord Elphinstone, the Earl of Euston and Georgina, Lady Kennard. He had been placed under the care of a nanny, Mabel Anderson, known as Mamba, who was helped by an under-nanny, June Waller. Waller wrote to a friend:

			The christening went off very well. Andrew was good and didn’t cry except for two little squeaks. He christened me before we went. I had him on his pot, not thinking, of course. He misaimed and I went to the royal christening with a damp skirt!! I’m not used to little boys yet! P.S. – Andrew weighed 11lb 3oz last Monday. He alters every day and smiles beautifully.

			Soon after, the Queen presciently wrote to her cousin Lady Mary Cambridge: ‘The baby is adorable. All in all, he’s going to be terribly spoilt by all of us, I’m sure.’

			Andrew, born twelve years after his elder brother Charles and a decade after his sister Anne, became the first child of the Queen’s ‘second’ family, which was to be influential in shaping his character. By then the Queen found it much easier to combine her royal duties with being a mother, with the result that Andrew was indulged in a way that his elder siblings, away at boarding school, were not, and treated, until the birth of his younger brother Edward in March 1964, like an only child.

			The new addition to the Royal Family was not seen in public for the first sixteen months of his life, occasioning a rumour that there might be something wrong with him, but the Queen was resolved to shield her son from public glare. From the start, he was not an easy child and was named ‘Baby Grumpling’ because of his temper tantrums, mischief and obstinacy. ‘He was a very energetic child indeed, one might say a boisterous child,’ remembered valet Stephen Barry. ‘He was into everything. Always trying to follow us downstairs where he wasn’t allowed, tugging at the footmen’s tailcoats, climbing to reach anything that had been put out of his reach. He had a very strong personality and he was extremely good-looking even then.’

			Having been a rather formal and distant mother to her two older children, the Queen doted on her new son and spent as much time as she could with him, supposedly teaching him the alphabet, how to count and tell the time, and bathing him. On Mabel Anderson’s day off she would babysit her two youngest children in the nursery, watching television with them or reading to them.

			But the psychologist Oliver James questioned this narrative, arguing that Andrew’s parents, with their royal duties, had only limited time for their third born: ‘Andrew, hoiked backwards and forwards from the nursery, clearly ended up suffering from what psychologists call anxious attachment, the constant fear that loved ones will be snatched away.’ The consequence of all this coming and going might well be an ‘avoidant’ pattern of attachment – a withdrawal from emotional closeness.

			Deprived of boundaries and rarely disciplined, Andrew quickly grew into the classic spoiled brat. Aware of his high rank from an early age, arrogant and overbearing, he would order staff about and according to one member of staff be ‘a bloody nuisance’.

			Even the Queen described him as ‘a bit of a handful’ and ‘not always a little ray of sunshine about the house’. He was fond of practical jokes, hiding knives and forks when a footman was laying the table, tying the shoelaces of sentries, teasing his grandmother (and reputedly an Anglican bishop at Balmoral as well) with a whoopee cushion, putting itching powder in his mother’s bed, turning the aerial at Buckingham Palace so she could not watch the racing at Sandown and putting washing-up liquid in the Palace pool.

			A valuable silver tray was used as a toboggan for sliding down Palace stairs and he would pedal furiously up and down the long red-carpeted corridors on his tricycle. For his sixth birthday he received a miniature Aston Martin, an exact scaled-down version of the one in Goldfinger with the numberplate JB007, complete with toy machine guns and smoke system built at a cost of £4,000. No one felt able to discipline him. He quickly learned that he could do what he wanted.

			Almost from the beginning, he felt a strong sense of entitlement, one not wholly shared by his siblings, with fawning staff, lavish homes, chauffeured cars, and showed himself to be wilful, exuberant, gregarious, undisciplined and aggressive, and possessed of a limited attention span. Evelyn Muir-Bell, who worked at Windsor between 1973 and 1995, remembered him as the ‘most troublesome’ royal.

			‘A Tiresome Little Shit’

			Tom Jackson attended a ‘gym’ with the young prince, then about six, in Pavilion Road in Chelsea, run by a Mr Sturges. Afterwards, the children would go on to play in Cadogan Gardens. ‘Prince Andrew was a tiresome little shit, who once informed me when “playing” that he was a “Prince”,’ said Jackson. ‘I immediately informed him that I was actually a “King”, which seemed to shut him up.’

			Initially Andrew was taught at home by a governess, Katherine Peebles, known as Mispy, who had done likewise for Princess Alexandra and Prince Michael twenty years earlier. Andrew was not a studious child; he was easily bored and difficult to control, in contrast to his bookish younger brother who was quiet and well-behaved. His dance teacher remembered him distracting the other pupils because he was not interested in her class.

			Princess Diana, born a year and a half after Andrew and who knew him from early childhood, later wrote: ‘He was very, very noisy and loud … It occurred to me that there was something troubling him. He wasn’t for me. Andrew was very happy to sit in front of the television all day watching cartoons and videos because he’s not a doer.’

			Nothing was too good for the young prince. He had tennis coaching from the former British champion Dan Maskell, cricket lessons from Len Muncer, the head coach at Lord’s, and racing driver Graham Hill taught him to drive on the royal estate’s private roads. Part of the challenge lay in channelling his natural high spirits and energies, so there was plenty of physical exercise playing football and cricket on the Burton Court fields opposite the Royal Hospital. He became a member of the 1st Marylebone Wolf Cub pack which, on the grounds of security, met weekly at Buckingham Palace.

			Where Charles was sensitive and thoughtful, Andrew was macho, confident and extroverted, the sort of son Philip had always wanted. His father taught him to swim and later to shoot and sail, and played football with him. At this stage, the relationship between the two elder brothers was close. It was for Andrew and Edward that Charles wrote his book The Old Man of Lochnagar and valet Stephen Barry noted how Charles liked to play with his younger brothers when they were small and ‘they adored him’.

			In September 1968, in order to install some discipline in him, aged eight, Andrew was sent to Heatherdown, a prep school of eighty pupils with strong royal and aristocratic connections. This was probably at the suggestion of the Queen’s racing manager and close friend, the 7th Earl of Carnarvon, whose two sons were already at the school.

			Prince Edward would follow his older brother there in 1972, as would David Cameron, who started in 1974. Among former pupils were the actor David Niven and the King of Bhutan. It was here that Andrew made a lifelong best friend, Charles Butter, nephew of his godmother Lady Kennard.

			Set in thirty acres, near Ascot, Heatherdown was a feeder for Eton, at one time a destination considered for Prince Andrew. The Queen and Prince Philip often appeared at school events in a Rolls-Royce and knew many of the parents socially. A contemporary, Viscount Goschen, remembered it as ‘a charming little school’ with a miniature steam railway the boys could ride, and spending a lot of time building dens in the woods. On sports days, Goschen recalled ‘beetroot-faced colonels’ taking part in the fathers’ race, and the three separate lavatories provided: ‘one for ladies, one for gentlemen and one for chauffeurs’.

			While Andrew was at Heatherdown the Royal Family documentary (1969) aired on British television, revealing him to be a lively, cheerful boy, with a touch of the daredevil, but he also began to display the contrary behaviour that would bedevil his life. One moment he would be diligent and polite, the next aggressive and rude. Like his father, he had a short temper, a rather Germanic sense of humour and did not bear fools gladly.

			Though the boys were known by their surnames at school, Andrew was always called by his Christian name. During his time at Heatherdown an IRA plot to kidnap him and his second cousin, the Earl of St Andrews, was uncovered, which circumscribed some of his activities. A contemporary, Frank Egerton, remembered boys speculating about whether Andrew’s detective, with him at all times, carried a gun. ‘He fitted in but one was always aware he was a member of the Royal Family. There was this reserve, one never knew the real Andrew and I don’t remember him having close friends,’ said Egerton. ‘He was impetuous and would often say something without thinking which would get him into trouble.’

			Another Heatherdown pupil from that time recollected Andrew as being quite big for his age, and very bumptious, someone who threw his weight around: ‘He was cocky and had a high opinion of himself. He wasn’t the brightest button and never made it to the top class.’

			One episode stands out for several contemporaries. At some point a box of exotic stamps went missing. After a search they were found in Prince Andrew’s desk. According to one of his classmates, ‘He had crossed out the name of the owner and put his own name on it. When discovered, he simply shrugged it off.’

			Andrew was a founding member of the school’s scouting group, learned judo and made the first teams for cricket and rugby, but otherwise his time at Heatherdown was not distinguished. Most of his fellow students were headed for English public schools such as Eton and Harrow, but Philip made the family decisions, and he had decided that Andrew would follow him and older brother Charles to Gordonstoun, not least because its remoteness made security easier and it was less than two hours’ drive from Balmoral. And so, in the autumn of 1973, Andrew left his friends behind and headed to the very north of Scotland to start the next stage of his education.

			The Fergusons

			Sarah Margaret Ferguson was born four months before Andrew, on 15 October 1959. Her family, which descended from King Charles II, had strong aristocratic and military connections. Her paternal grandmother was the granddaughter of the 6th Duke of Buccleuch and every generation of her father’s family since the nineteenth century had been commissioned into the Life Guards.

			Her father, Ronald Ferguson, born in 1931, had been educated at Eton, which he had left early after failing Trials twice, and joined the Life Guards as a trooper in 1949 before going to Sandhurst. Sarah’s mother, born Susan Wright in 1937, was the granddaughter of the 8th Viscount Powerscourt and daughter of a director of a successful engineering company in Lincolnshire. The couple married in January 1956, the year after Susan came out as a debutante, at the fashionable St Margaret’s church in the shadow of Westminster Abbey, with a reception at Claridge’s for six hundred. They began married life at Lowood House in Ascot, a ten-bedroomed Edwardian mansion set in fourteen acres of garden with a gate lodge, staff cottage, apple orchard and tennis court, employing a cook, gardener, stable boy and after the birth of their first child, Jane Louisa, in August 1957, a nanny.

			While still in the army, Ronald started playing polo in 1954 and by 1966 was representing England. He soon found himself in the same team as Prince Philip and acting as honorary unpaid polo manager for Prince Charles, accompanying him on foreign polo tours. The Queen and Philip often came to dinner at Lowood House, previously lived in by King Zog of Albania’s sisters, and in return the Fergusons were invited to shoot at Sandringham or join the Queen’s house party at Royal Ascot.

			Like his father before him, Ferguson rose to command the Sovereign’s Escort, reputedly being told on one occasion by the Queen to fall back when riding beside her: ‘It’s me they have come to see, not you.’

			Ronald served with the Life Guards in Germany, Cyprus, Egypt and Yemen, and at times would be away for almost a year. Soon Susan, exasperated by her husband’s philandering, which she believed had begun in 1961 and included one of her bridesmaids, was having an affair with his polo teammate – Prince Philip.

			By the end of the 1960s, on the death of his father, Ron had left the army and moved the family to Hampshire and the eight-bedroomed Dummer Down Farm, once owned by George IV. Here he ran a mixed arable farm set in 876 acres with stabling for six horses, combining farming with polo and work as consultant for a PR firm, and later running an indoor cricket school.

			In 1969 a third child, to have been called Sophie, died shortly after birth when Susan developed pre-eclampsia, with the result that she suffered from postnatal depression. The young Sarah blamed herself:

			I remember always believing that that must have been my fault. We had been on holiday in Switzerland and I had gone to the shops and stayed out longer than I should have. Mum had come looking for me, and was so angry when she found me, she slapped me across the bottom. As she did so, she fell on the ice – and then she lost the baby. Not straight away, but in my mind, it was all because I had stayed out late.

			Always competitive and inheriting her parents’ equestrian skills, Sarah was soon entering competitions around the country, including the All England Schools Championship in 1968, on her horse Spider. She was also a natural skier, having started at the age of four. Her mother remembered her courage on the slopes: ‘Sarah was very brave … it was the same with her riding. She would ride anything and had no fear.’

			By the time she was ten, Sarah’s bedroom wall was festooned with rosettes from gymkhanas and county shows. Susan, who taught riding to her children’s friends, thought her one of the most natural riders she had ever seen: ‘When she was little I could put her on anything and say: “Right, go and jump that” and she could. Sarah could make, or somehow will, the horse to do whatever she wanted.’

			In 1969 the younger Ferguson started as a weekly boarder at Daneshill, a place of ‘metal beds and horsehair mattresses’ twenty minutes from Dummer, coming home at weekends. There she acquired her nickname Fergie and made various lifelong friends including Clare Steel, later Wentworth-Stanley, and Charlotte ‘Lulu’ Blacker.

			The summer of 1972 was to mark, in many ways, the end of Sarah’s childhood and to shape the rest of her life. The Fergusons took a villa in Corfu, inviting a polo-playing friend of Ron’s, Hector Barrantes, whose wife and unborn child had been killed in a car accident the previous February. The handsome Argentinian beguiled Susan, who was unhappy in her marriage and frustrated at Ron’s womanising – he was then having an affair with the twenty-three-year-old daughter of a colonel. Susan and Hector fell in love and shortly afterwards she told her husband she was separating from him.

			Susan leaving the family home had a profound effect on Sarah, who blamed herself for the divorce, took to comfort eating and put on weight. Henceforth, she would later claim, she suffered from insecurity, a feeling of worthlessness, a need to please others, and found it hard to establish stable relationships. She also had mixed feelings about her mother abandoning the family to move to London and then Argentina ostensibly because she did not want to disrupt the children’s education.

			Looking back on the dramatic events of this coup de foudre, Sarah remembered:

			It was an obsession. She couldn’t stop herself. I was angry. I wanted to tell her I loved her and missed her desperately, but I couldn’t because I didn’t want her to worry about me. She’d just found her love and I didn’t want to hurt her because she was so happy, and I’d seen her unhappy, so I just ate my emotions. I ate my feelings – which is why I had weight problems from the age of 12.

			The bond between father and daughter, similar in so many ways, was to be complicated, with Sarah continually in search of a secure, father figure. Ron found it hard to cope as a single father, both practically and emotionally. Within a few years, Sarah would acquire a stepmother, Susan Deptford, the twenty-seven-year-old daughter of a Norfolk farmer. But at a formative stage in her life, she had gone from being a girl to a young woman without the support of a mother or a sister, as Jane, aged sixteen, had moved to Australia and married. As she put it: ‘I was 14 and it felt like both the females in my life had abandoned me.’

			The situation was not helped by Sarah leaving Daneshill in 1972 to join her sister Jane, then already a weekly boarder, at Hurst Lodge in Ascot. ‘I didn’t like boarding school,’ she later remembered. ‘I missed my mum. And I needed to be with my ponies. They were consistent and safe, the ponies understood me.’

			She coped by becoming the class joker, ensuring she was the centre of attention, but she was floundering. A summer report read: ‘Although enthusiastic and anxious to please … Sarah has not yet learned to channel her energies in the right direction. Both work and behaviour are erratic, and she needs to exercise greater control over both.’

			Nonetheless she excelled at tennis and swimming and captained the netball team, and was jointly made head girl with Fenella Horn. A contemporary, Lisa Mulidore, remembered: ‘Everyone looked up to Fergie. She was a great source of strength and fun … we all liked her.’

			But she was not academic, and in the summer of 1976, she left Hurst Lodge with two O levels – an A in spoken English and a C in Art, but Ds in English language, English literature and biology (which counted as fails), and she also failed French and geography. She decided on a nine-month course in shorthand, typing and bookkeeping, but first wanted to see a bit of the world, not least visit her mother in Argentina.

			This ‘gap year’ proved an important period: she lost weight, learned some Spanish, reconnected with her mother and met her first boyfriend.

			The Sniggerer

			Prince Andrew arrived at Gordonstoun in the autumn of 1973, one of eighty new boys in a school of just over four hundred which, since the previous year, also included sixty sixth-form girls. Situated in the north-east of Scotland, it had been founded by Kurt Hahn in 1933 on the principle that education should prepare one for life, not just university. The spartan school emphasised service, self-reliance and self-discipline, with all pupils engaging in a form of community service, which included its own coastguard – in which Andrew served – and fire service.

			His father had been one of Gordonstoun’s first pupils, rising to be Guardian (head boy) and Captain of Cricket, and its philosophy had inspired Philip’s founding of the Duke of Edinburgh Award scheme. Charles had left just six years earlier, having also been Guardian. Much was expected of Andrew.

			The school then was divided, with a third of its students Scottish, a third English and a third international pupils, and a strict hierarchy stretching from the Royal Family through the aristocracy, landed gentry and military families to the international jet set, nouveau riche and the rest. Among Andrew’s fellow pupils were the sons of the actors Sean Connery and Peter Finch; several members of the Mountbatten family; Hobart Earle, the Venezuelan-born future conductor; and members of the Niarchos family.

			Contemporaries remembered how impressed Andrew appeared to be with extreme wealth. One recollected that the Queen had said he should be treated like everyone else but in reality he couldn’t be and didn’t want to be. His name was always read out first in roll call, then everyone else alphabetically, but at one point Andrew decided he had no need to attend, in the belief that the rules did not apply to him. ‘He was always a stickler for protocol … he was a pompous git, very aware of his own self-importance and took advantage of his position.’

			Another felt he ‘didn’t know whether he wanted to be a prince or one of the lads’. ‘I’m afraid he had a bit of “I am the Prince” about him when he first arrived,’ said one friend, ‘but he soon had it knocked out of him. You just cannot get away with that here. The ribbings he got were unmerciful.’ These included being roughed up so that he had to spend time in the school sanatorium and being tied up in the back of a bus on the way to a cricket match against a neighbouring school at Fort Augustus.

			He was quickly nicknamed ‘The Sniggerer’ or ‘The Great I Am’, with one contemporary describing him as ‘a man with a big bottom who laughed at his own jokes’, and another that ‘By the time he’s finished a joke he’s laughing so much you can’t understand the punchline.’

			According to Lulu Houseman, also a student at Gordonstoun, Andrew didn’t shine at anything, and just wanted to have a good time. There was even a story going around the school that he failed some of his O levels ‘because he spent all his time reading trashy magazines and comics’. The prince had been put in the top stream but he gradually went down.

			One teacher remembered him being a bit of a ‘Jack the Lad, very social … not daft but he did the bare minimum of work, preferring socialising to learning’. Wherever he went, he was accompanied by two detectives – Steve Burgess, an Oxford graduate, and Keith Topliss – who were always catching people smoking. Bored by his duties, Topliss often joined Andrew and one of his friends firing at cans on the clifftop. According to one school acquaintance, Andrew was neither sporty, naughty nor bright but instead moved from group to group: ‘He never quite fitted in anywhere and people didn’t feel comfortable with him.’

			One of Andrew’s closest friends at the school, Tim Radford, arrived the term after him and they shared a two-man study bedroom for a year and a three-man another year: ‘He was … loud … liked to laugh and he was just one of us,’ recalled Radford. ‘He was discovering who he was but he did lack judgement. He was an enthusiast, very competitive and always had an eye for the girls. He’s a decent guy, just a normal bloke though a bit lazy and … at one stage had a talking to by Prince Philip.’

			Peter Neilson was also in the same house and stayed several weekends at Balmoral, Windsor and Sandringham – he liked the Queen, who he found a dab hand at crosswords and open to argument. Though fond of Andrew, Neilson felt he was not always a good judge of character, especially when people were sucking up to him: ‘not streetwise because of his upbringing and too trusting’.

			Another roommate, Andrew Day, an Australian exchange student, recalled the prince testing people on the middle names of the Royal Family for fun. Day’s first impression of his fellow pupil was not encouraging: ‘He rubbed me up the wrong way from day one. When I first arrived at school drenched in snow with a backpack, Andrew opened the door. He looked me up and down and scoffed: “You can’t come in here. You haven’t got any slippers on.”’

			Though never as enthusiastic an actor as his two brothers, while at Gordonstoun Andrew appeared in a minor role in a farce, Simple Spymen, watched by the Queen and Prince Philip. He would later admit he liked acting because he could become someone else.

			In the summer of 1976 he took his O levels but only passed two, so had to repeat fifth form.*

			Halfway through his time at Gordonstoun, he had shown himself to be an unremarkable student, more interested in sport and having a good time than his studies or the future, but away from school plans had already been made. It was now that his royal duties began.

			‘The One with the Robert Redford Looks’

			In July that year it had been decided that Andrew should undertake his first foreign tour, attending the Montreal Olympics, where Princess Anne was representing Great Britain in the three-day eventing. Though he was only sixteen, with his easy manner and handsome appearance – his older brother Charles, only half-jokingly, described Andrew as ‘the one with the Robert Redford looks’ – the trip was a great success. One Canadian newspaper described him as ‘six feet of sex appeal’, boosting his already strong confidence. The young prince had even then begun to assume the role of useful poster boy for the monarchy.

			Six months later, travelling as Andrew Cambridge, he started a two-term exchange visit at Lakefield College, a Canadian school of 240 pupils, modelled on Gordonstoun lines, with a strong ethos of community service and outdoor activity – the boys camped one night a week. According to protocol, the pupils were told to call him Andrew, the staff ‘Prince Andrew’, the governors ‘Sir’ and the chairman of the governors ‘His Royal Highness’, but to the boys he soon became Andy or ‘Randy Andy’.

			Lakefield, founded in 1879, was one of Canada’s oldest private schools and occupied 315 acres on the shore of Katchewanooka Lake. Just as Prince Charles had spent time at school in Australia, the six-month exchange was intended to cement the monarchy’s connection with the country against rising republicanism – in this case from French Canadians.

			It was also an opportunity for Andrew to reinvent himself. He threw himself into school activities, from ice hockey and skiing to appearing in several plays, including as Mr Brownlow in Oliver!. He also conducted a teenage romance with Sandi Jones, whom he had first met at the Montreal Olympics, and began spending nearly every weekend with her. She recalled: ‘In a way he quite resented being a prince. He hated the fact that he was marked out for attention, that he could never be on his own … the fact that his royal bodyguard always followed him around got on top of him.’

			For Jones it was an important relationship. Interviewed shortly before Andrew’s wedding, which she attended, she said the two of them had been in love: ‘Were we lovers? Use your imagination. We were very, very close. As close as any couple can ever be. I still love him. I’d marry him tomorrow if he asked me.’

			The Canadian Olympic figure skater Lynn Nightingale sat next to the prince at a dinner at Rideau Hall, the governor-general’s residence. ‘He was absolutely charming, quick to laugh and smile,’ she recalled. ‘He seemed very ordinary, relaxed and warm, a perfect gentleman.’

			Andrew spent the spring vacation skiing with the Canadian prime minister Pierre Trudeau and his children Sacha, Justin and Michel, then sightseeing in Toronto for a few days and finally staying at the farm of his roommate, Peter Lorriman, in Ontario, helping tap the syrup from the property’s maple trees.

			He ended his time in Canada by joining a Lakefield party, consisting of the headmaster, another master and four other boys, for a ten-day three-hundred-mile trip by canoe down the Coppermine River to the Arctic Ocean, camping and catching fish. The experience would stay with him and see Andrew retain close links with the school.†

			First Steps

			Meanwhile Sarah was one of two hundred girls learning typing, shorthand, bookkeeping and cooking at Queen’s Secretarial College in South Kensington. One of her closest friends at the time, Charlotte Eden, the daughter of a former Tory MP, remembered them sitting at the back of the class and giggling. But they knew it was ‘important to get some sort of training’.

			At the end of the nine-month course, Fergie graduated joint bottom with Eden, having a shorthand of ninety words a minute and a typing speed of thirty-nine. Her report read: ‘Bright, bouncy redhead. She’s a bit slapdash. But she has initiative and personality which she will use to her advantage when she gets older. Accepts responsibility happily.’

			That summer of 1977 Ferguson stayed with her schoolfriend Clare Steel in Nantucket before visiting Australia for a month with her father to see Jane and her husband Alex Makim. The Makims ran an eight-thousand-acre farm of cattle, sheep and cereals, Wilga Warrina at North Star, on the border of Queensland and New South Wales. They lived in an L-shaped wooden house with leaking tin roof surrounded by flat, scrubby bush where summer temperatures regularly hit a hundred degrees. Sarah loved it.

			On her return, she started temping at Flatmates Unlimited, a flat-sharing agency on the Old Brompton Road, whose boss Wendy Keith found her ‘bubbly, helpful, good with people’. Through her father, she quickly secured a job at Durden-Smith Communications in Knightsbridge, a PR firm led by Neil Durden-Smith, whose clients included BMW, Trusthouse Forte, Guinness, Mappin & Webb. Here she incurred the wrath of Peter Conrad, who was also responsible for organising the annual Berkeley Square Ball, ‘by spending a great deal of time on the phone dealing with her social life, fixing up dinners and nights out,’ he remembered, but she was also reliable and thrived on responsibility.

			Durden-Smith was equally complimentary. ‘If I had a knotty problem or a difficult client I would always bring Sarah in,’ he said. ‘She had that priceless asset of being able to get on with all sorts of people.

			‘I saw in her something which a more qualified girl didn’t have and I think it was sheer personality … when we had parties for clients she was always the person who whizzed round all the different rooms introducing people to other people, it didn’t matter whether they were seventy or twenty-seven, she was just a natural at it.’

			Gordonstoun Again

			In the autumn of 1977 Andrew went back to Gordonstoun, where he was joined by Prince Edward. Georgina Houseman thought he returned ‘more thoughtful, much more considerate and responsible’.

			One slightly younger female contemporary has very different memories, describing him as ‘a very slimy so-and-so, arrogant, pleased with himself, a bully’. She remembers, as a thirteen-year-old, camping one November in the grounds of Balmoral and Andrew, then eighteen, ‘ripping off the flysheets and throwing them into the river for fun’.

			She adds: ‘He thinks he’s funny, handsome and clever and he isn’t … Nobody cared for him though some sixth-form girls hung around him … He swaggered around but all the cool boys of his age thought he was a wally and tosser.’

			It’s a view shared by another Gordonstoun contemporary who survived the pervasive bullying at the school by running a protection racket supplying porn magazines, cigarettes and alcohol, which he kept in the crypt at St Michael’s Kirk. Andrew, he said, felt entitled and took himself very seriously. The young prince had ‘his groupies’ and lots of girls around him, but it wasn’t clear how many people, if any, he really trusted. Andrew would throw his weight around and literally often say ‘You do know who I am?’ Fellow students detected a degree of narcissism: ‘He was so full of himself. People were wary of him.’

			The prince had earned his nickname ‘Randy Andy’ thanks to his ever-changing circle of female conquests. His harem would include a champion swimmer, Sue Barnard; Clio Nathaniels, who came from the Bahamas and mysteriously left the school early; and Kirsty Richmond, whose mother was a school nurse, who stayed at Sandringham over New Year and was included in a Balmoral house party one summer.

			Perhaps the most important relationship in his final year at Gordonstoun was a long-distance one with an American from a well-known family who was studying her A levels in London. They wrote to each other often and spoke on the phone and she remembered his sense of mischief. Yet he could be guarded: ‘He always had this concerned look when out. Then he always drank ginger ale.’

			He introduced her to Diana at the Palace and let her swim there, borrowing Princess Anne’s costume. He was good at including Diana who was often lonely and bored in the very early days before her wedding. The American sensed that he was naive and mistrusted people in case they took advantage of him. Security was very important to him: ‘He was kind, generous and trusting of me and it was a great responsibility to be discreet.’

			Andrew took her to Heatherdown but revealed mixed feelings about Gordonstoun. The relationship came to an end when she started art school in September 1980. The prince was keen to continue but she had moved on.

			While Charles’s career had been planned out for him, Andrew, as the second son, was much freer to follow his own interests – much to the envy of his older brother. Clare College, Cambridge had been mooted as a possible next stage but Andrew was neither sufficiently intelligent nor intellectually curious enough to make this a serious option. His interests lay elsewhere.

			At Gordonstoun he joined and was eventually put in charge of the Air Training Corps, learning to glide at fifteen and earning his wings three years later after a parachute course at RAF Brize Norton. He had decided to join the navy in order to fly. Over three days in December 1978, he undertook a series of interviews and tests at the Officer and Aircrew Selection Centre at RAF Biggin Hill and with the Admiralty Interview Board to assess his suitability for a navy career. The following spring holiday he attended the Royal Naval College for pilot training.

			That summer, after passing three A levels in history, English and economic and political studies, he was told he had been accepted into the navy. He had not been Guardian at Gordonstoun – that honour went to a woman for the first time, Georgina Houseman – much to Andrew’s annoyance, but he had been Head of House and chosen to crew the school’s sixty-three-foot yacht Ocean Spirit. He had also played cricket for the first eleven for three years, captaining it in his final year, and for the hockey first team and the squash and tennis teams. Many of his expectations had been fulfilled.

			Andrew remained in touch with the school and later in life was a director of Gordonstoun Schools between 1992 and 1999. A former housemaster recalled him returning one day to visit his old boarding house. The teacher was intrigued because he had heard little about Andrew’s time at Gordonstoun, which was hardly ever mentioned, whereas there were many stories about Prince Charles’s days at the school: ‘All I had heard about Andrew was that he was a bully.’

			He took the prince to his old room on the top floor. ‘The smell is the same. The smell … I’ll always remember the smell’ was all Andrew said. The housemaster and the duke stood together in Andrew’s old room, but there was no reminiscing from the duke, or even an acknowledgement of his companion: ‘He dismissed me as of no account and I was not expecting this,’ recalled the housemaster. ‘I said a few things which he chose to ignore. I wondered why he came at all … There was not a single pleasantry or word of thanks. It was as if he remembered no person or incident, but just a smell.’

			Dartmouth

			In September 1979 Andrew, who had signed up for a twelve-year commission as a Seaman Officer sub-specialising as a pilot, started at Dartmouth Naval College in Devon for seven months of general training, following in his father and older brother’s footsteps. This would be followed by ten months of elementary flying tuition with the aim of being qualified to fly helicopters after two years and fixed-wing aircraft after two and a half years.

			He had still not managed to win the affection or respect of his colleagues. The wife of one of the instructors recalled: ‘Prince Charles is still remembered with tremendous affection, but Andrew isn’t popular with either the staff or his fellow cadets. His brother was a great practical joker, but Andrew walks away from anything like that. He never lets you forget who he is.’

			Ian Hendry was six weeks ahead of Andrew at Dartmouth and they became friends, helped by shared car journeys back to London and that Hendry treated him as a fellow professional. Andrew later became godfather to one of Hendry’s children, never missing a birthday and always giving thoughtful gifts. Hendry found him a bit remote and thought he compensated for shyness by being over-ebullient: ‘He was born in the wrong age and would have been happier as an Edwardian gentleman. He puts on his royal hat to protect himself, that’s his veneer.’

			Hendry cast him as a slightly lonely figure who didn’t really know how to make friends: ‘He was confused how to behave as he moved between the naval and royal world. Barriers were put up as a coping mechanism and he became bombastic.’

			Another cadet who served with the prince and twice got lifts to London in his police escort got to know Andrew slowly because he was such a loner, but also found him a strange mix and someone who did not appear to feel relaxed about his position as prince. Andrew was not naturally good at making friends. He would relax then stiffen up: ‘He wasn’t a person with whom one could get close.’

			At the beginning of 1980, still only nineteen and having recently been made a Commander of the Royal Victorian Order, Andrew joined the aircraft carrier HMS Hermes to gain some seagoing experience. In March, as the final part of his Dartmouth training, he was attached to the Royal Marine training wing and took a shortened version of their All Arms Commando Course. It involved a thirty-mile route march, twelve-mile hike with full pack, nine-mile speed march sleeping rough and six-mile endurance course ending at a rifle range where he had to fire ten rounds within a certain grouping for which he would earn the coveted Green Beret.

			A training officer claimed: ‘We’ve put him through hell and he’s come through smiling’, with commandant Colonel Leslie Hudson saying, ‘There’s no doubt that with a little more training the Prince would be an extremely good commando officer. He has all the right qualities.’

			Many Marines, however, objected to Andrew receiving the Green Beret without doing the full course, but it was felt useful to have a friend at court should the Marines need one. At the beginning of April, together with three hundred other officer cadets, Andrew passed out in front of his mother.

			But his instruction continued with a month’s aircrew survival training at the Royal Naval Safety Equipment School, near Gosport, learning first aid, aviation medicine and the use of survival equipment. This included a ten-day stint in the New Forest, with only a parachute for shelter, replicating the experience of being shot down behind enemy lines. He learned how to kill, skin and cook a rabbit, live off the wild, and escape, evasion and survival drills. A fellow midshipman recalled: ‘Andrew was spared nothing. He had to do everything we did and he proved himself to be quite tough. It was as though he had something to prove – that he could do anything just as well as the next man.’

			From there it was on to a five-month course of fixed-wing flying training within the Royal Navy Elementary Flying Training Squadron, based at RAF Leeming in Yorkshire, a management course for junior officers at HMS Excellent in Portsmouth, then one on firefighting, nuclear, biological and chemical defence.

			In November he moved to the Royal Naval Air Station, at Culdrose in Cornwall, learning to fly the Gazelle helicopter, causing one of his co-workers to complain that he was a bit toffee-nosed and didn’t behave like everyone else: ‘He wants his own way and when he is around, you have to bow and scrape. Even when he drives round the base in his car, you have to salute that. I mean, fancy saluting a flipping car.’

			Euan McNair served with the prince around that time and got to know him playing squash. McNair remembered him as being unworldly and sheltered, someone who ‘didn’t know much’, and who seemed to get on better with his police protection officer than his naval colleagues.

			He wasn’t used to dealing with normal people, didn’t drink, and didn’t trust people because he had been let down in the past. ‘Everyone treated him with benign indifference – neither shunned nor sucked up to,’ said McNair. They used his name to get into nightclubs but for Andrew it was a solitary life.

			One of the problems was that Andrew found it difficult to make the switch from royal to naval officer. He often put his ‘Prince’s hat on’, especially when he wanted to get his own way. ‘He didn’t shine during training in fixed-wing Bulldog and didn’t get on with his instructor,’ said Ian Hendry, but at Culdrose he came into his own as a helicopter pilot under an instructor who gave him confidence. This was reflected in his personal relations.

			But Andrew, helped uniquely by having his own personal instructor, showed that when he made an effort he could be among the best. On his passing-out parade in April 1981 he was awarded the prize for the course’s best pilot, by his father.

			On 19 February that year the prince had celebrated his twenty-first birthday by being made a Counsellor of State – something he accepted as his birthright. This was followed in June by a party, shared with Prince Philip’s sixtieth, for six hundred guests at Windsor Castle, transformed with the aid of potted palm trees into a tropical paradise. Guests included Lady Diana Spencer, Margaret Thatcher and several of Andrew’s former girlfriends, including Carolyn Seaward, Gemma Curry and her cousin Kim Deas, and actress and model Trisha Money. Also there was the daughter of Charles’s polo manager, Sarah Ferguson.

			Andrew’s love life had begun to attract the attention of the media, though the extent of the romances was never entirely clear; it did no harm for the career ambitions of a model or actress to be associated with the Queen’s son. Andrew had met the nineteen-year-old Carolyn Seaward, then Miss UK and a former runner-up in the Miss Universe contest – and in 1983 to appear in the Bond film Octopussy – while he was at Dartmouth. He had invited her to dinner at Buckingham Palace where, she later revealed, all they did was listen to music and explore the roof, though there were reports of her leaving the Palace early one morning.

			Curry’s father, an RAF wing commander, had given Andrew flying lessons, and she had accompanied him to events at RAF Leeming and to Princess Margaret’s fiftieth birthday at the Ritz in November 1980. The prince had then taken up with her cousin, Kim Deas, a model then living with her boyfriend in St John’s Wood, who spoke highly of him: ‘People think that because he’s so good-looking he’s not a nice person. But he’s extremely sensitive and kind. He certainly doesn’t live up to his nickname of Randy Andy at all. He’s simply a good friend.’

			Less than a week later Charles announced his engagement to Lady Diana Spencer and in July 1981 they were married in St Paul’s Cathedral, with Andrew, as well as Edward, one of Charles’s two supporters. Sitting in the front rows with some of Diana’s flatmates was Sarah Ferguson.

			Settling Down

			In the autumn of 1980, Durden-Smith Communications had been sold so Sarah Ferguson and Charlotte Eden travelled to South America, where Hector Barrantes had bought a thousand-acre plot of land, El Pucara, and come to be regarded as one of the best breeders of polo ponies in Argentina. The two young women stayed until Christmas before exploring South and North America by bus. At Squaw Valley in California they cleaned dormitories at a youth hostel and in the evening waited tables at an apple strudel shop.

			On her return Sarah rented a two-bedroomed apartment in Prince of Wales Drive overlooking Battersea Park, belonging to bloodstock dealer Angus Gold. She supported herself with a series of part-time jobs: at a video company arranging shoots and dealing with clients until it went bust; with Durden-Smith, now running a company called Sports Sponsorship International; with her friend Julia Dodd-Noble, who had set up Noble Housecompany which provided office services; with an estate agent; and finally for art dealer William Drummond, who recalled, ‘She was a super saleswoman with that knack of remembering clients and their tastes and spotting what might please them.’

			She was in a relationship with Kim Smith-Bingham, two years older than her, having met him when he was working as a ranch hand on her mother’s ranch after leaving Eton. ‘He brought me into a new social set, and I loved him very much,’ she remembered. ‘But he was also full of teasing, which I would feign to chuckle off, though I’d be injured to the quick.’

			She was later to admit that at this time she was not an easy person with whom to have a relationship: ‘I was trying too hard. I understood no limits, no boundary between the me and the you. I would inundate people with my neediness – suffocate them, really. No reasonable man could stand it, and so he would run away, or go chase after someone with more self-respect. I set myself up for rejection and got permanently hurt and stunted.’

			When Smith-Bingham, one of the top fifty downhillers in Britain, moved to Verbier to run a ski-wear shop she followed him. It was there she was to meet one of the most influential men in her life.

			Among Smith-Bingham’s circle in Verbier was Paddy McNally, a former racing driver and journalist on the magazine Autosport and later racing manager to Niki Lauda. His wife, Anne, from whom he had separated, had died of cancer in 1980 and he was bringing up their teenage sons, Sean and Rollo, alone.

			McNally owned an eight-bedroomed chalet, Les Gais Lutins, more commonly known as ‘the Castle’, with a London property developer David Elias. Along with a local nightspot, the Farm Club, it was the scene of legendary parties frequented by a fast crowd who included the art dealer Nigel ‘the Rat’ Pollitzer; the businessman John Bentley, who was dating Sarah’s childhood friend Lulu Blacker; and the Marquess of Blandford.

			Balding and bespectacled, McNally was not an obvious boyfriend – she called him ‘the Toad’ – but he was fun, generous, charming, wise and rich. She admitted, ‘Paddy was my father figure, twenty-two years older than me’, adding, ‘He taught me so much about life … Whenever I wanted advice, I turned to him because he was so worldly wise. He seemed to have seen and done everything.’

			It was, however, a volatile relationship and McNally, who had a roving eye, did not always treat her well, teasing her about her weight, openly sleeping with other women and constantly undermining her confidence. On one occasion, she dumped a bucket of iced water over his head after he flirted with an especially attractive visitor. A guest at the chalet remembers Paddy bringing a girl back one night and offering Ferguson the option of the spare room or a threesome.

			Sarah put up with it because, as one girlfriend said, ‘Quite frankly she was besotted with him and there was nothing one could say or do to make her see reason.’ ‘She adored Paddy but
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