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  For our brother Michael


  
    Some of the authors proceeds from this book have gone to the Michael Matthews Foundation.

  





  Contents


  
    
      Prologue

    

  


  1MEET THE MATTHEWS FAMILY


  2VIVE LA FRANCE


  3HURRICANE LUIS


  4HOME TO THE IGUANA


  5SPENCER  GAMBLING ACCOUNT


  6MICHAEL


  7A SUDDEN CHANGE


  8ATTACKING THE EMBASSY


  9A SHOCKING PUPIL


  10THE ESCAPIST


  11THE AFRICAN SCAM


  12THE BEARDED MAN


  13PERSISTENCE IS KEY


  14FRAT BOY


  15THE TERRORISTS SON


  16WHEN SPENNY MET MAXY


  17ST TROPEZ SUMMER


  18IN THE BEGINNING


  19A REAL LIFE GATSBY


  20SKETCHING


  21THE BACHELOR


  22THE SLAP


  23AND THE AWARD GOES TO . . .


  
    
      Acknowledgements

Picture Acknowledgements

Author biography

List of Illustrations

    

  





  Prologue


  And the BAFTA for best Reality and Constructed Factual TV Show goes to . . .


  There was complete silence in the Royal Opera House as the audience waited for Holly Willoughby to reveal the winner. I had been waiting for this moment ever since being told that Made in
  Chelsea was nominated for the second year running. Although we faced stiff competition from The Young Apprentice, Im A Celebrity and The Audience, deep down I felt
  that we could beat them. After five series, the show was still going from strength to strength.


  When we arrived at the red carpet the amount of press and paparazzi coverage was overwhelming. There were hundreds of flashing lights going off at once and all the faces around me were familiar.
  Everyone had made a real effort. The dresses and heels were splendid, the suits were Bond-like. Id grown up watching many of these people on television and in movies, and now I was walking
  among them; competing even.


  Now, sitting with my friends from the show, our eyes glued to Holly as she opened the envelope, I lost all confidence. The BAFTA would surely elude us once again. It was too good to be true.


  Then, as fate would have it, and to what appeared to be Hollys delight, she announced, . . . Made in Chelsea!


  The feeling was one of overpowering emotion. One of my dearest friends, Jamie Laing, shared a moment with me that would last a lifetime  we fell in love all over again  it was like
  wed achieved everything that we had set out to.


  Once on stage, Francis Boulle and I managed to ad-lib a speech. People were thanked and we drew particular attention to the fact that Made in Chelsea is a time-consuming production that
  employs many people and that it is an honour to be recognized by such a distinguished panel. Winning this statue is like receiving a British Oscar, and is the most critically acclaimed award we
  could receive.


  Who knew you could get a BAFTA for being posh! Francis amusingly ended on.


  Some people were happy for us, some felt robbed, some were indifferent, which I suppose is normal of any awards ceremony. However, what really gave us a sense of overwhelming achievement on this
  night was that history had been made. Made in Chelsea had become the first show of its kind to win a BAFTA judged by the panel.


  The press interviews passed rather seamlessly, and then it was off to the afterparty where we certainly didnt hold back. The BAFTA statues ended up in an ice bucket when not being used as
  cricket bats. Jamie was bowling ice  few people were hurt. The evening as a whole was such a special occasion, and even those whom Id had my differences with on the show became close
  friends, if only for a night.


  Having always wanted to work in film or television, it was certainly the most rewarding moment of my career to date. But at times it does concern me that people believe the bubble that is
  Made in Chelsea is the entirety of my life rather than just a part of it. It is true that I am from what many call a privileged background but, more importantly, I had an incredible
  upbringing in a loving family imbued with a strong work ethic and an equally strong sense of fun. It is true that doors were opened for me offering opportunities that I am aware many others would
  not have had, but that doesnt mean my life has always gone smoothly. Ive experienced heartbreaking loss and made mistakes I regret. Of course, I have also had some amazing adventures,
  including the time when the US Embassy was believed to be under attack by me and sent an armed rapid response unit to apprehend me, and a couple of near-death experiences, first in a rally race,
  later in a powerboat race. Then theres the memorable occasion when I managed to insult Colonel Gaddafis son and was hunted round St Barths by a couple of his more dangerous-looking
  men  there was a beautiful girl involved. Theres usually a girl involved . . .


  I hope this book will show you that there is more to me than meets the eye and that the lovable rogue you may love or loathe means well.





  CHAPTER 1


  Meet the Matthews Family


  As a boy, being naughty was a fun pastime for me and I was very good at it. Luckily, Caunton Manor, where I spent my early years, offered plenty of
  scope to a boy with a lot of imagination and a penchant for mischief.


  Caunton Manor is a gorgeous eighteenth-century country house located just outside the market town of Grantham in Lincolnshire. To a small child the house looked magical, with its stone columns
  and rows of big windows. In one of the outbuildings there was a large dance floor which, at the flick of a switch, would rise to reveal a pool. Thirty acres of land included gardens, woodland and a
  go-karting track. Having acquired the house in 1986, Mum and Dad restored the glasshouses, which were filled with figs, vines and salad greens, and added barns, pony paddocks and a trout pond. We
  kept dogs, chickens, sheep and pigs and would release a few pheasants too. It was the perfect place in which to grow up.


  But before I tell you any childhood stories, let me first introduce the most important people in my life: my mum Jane, dad David  not as it turns out the lead singer from The Dave
  Matthews Band but hereafter in the book (as in life) called The Band by me  my brothers James and Michael, and my sister Nina. My parents are open and honest, and believe that work is
  paramount. To this day I can tell them anything. They encouraged us as children, punished us if really necessary, but rarely preached. They often disapprove of the way I behave as an adult, but
  they support me and do what they can to urge me back in the right direction. They know that even when Ive taken a wrong turn, I do usually mean well.


  The Band has a great work ethic as well as entrepreneurial flair. He was born in 1943 to parents Wallace and Eunice, and  along with his brother Bob, who was one year older  grew
  up in the village of Thurcroft near Rotherham. It was a typically happy Yorkshire childhood and The Band becomes ever so slightly animated when he talks about playing cricket against a dustbin and
  the way people would safely leave their doors unlocked. Of course, as a Yorkshireman he also approves of the local habit of straight talking . . .


  Grandpa Wallace had a harder time growing up. He and his older brother Richard were thrown out of the house together, in wintertime, by their new stepmother when Grandpa was fifteen. He survived
  by travelling round the coalfields of England and Wales doing jobbing work. During his thirties, Grandpa Wallace set up in business in Yorkshire contracting for underground jobs in the coal
  industry. Later he branched out a bit and became involved in other small businesses in the Thurcroft area. One of these interests was Kingsforth Garage, which sold four different types of petrol
  from four different old pumps and did car repairs. On leaving school, this was where The Band would start work as an apprentice car mechanic, attending Sheffield Technical College one day a week
   which he didnt much enjoy, he says. This distaste for academic work was a trait he passed down to at least one of his three sons.


  Grandpa Wallace died before I was born, but Grandma Eunice is fit and well, and at the time of writing is ninety-four and still independent. With strong help from family and friends, she is
  battling on towards receiving a telegram from the Queen when she scores her first century.


  At nineteen, The Band started to sell cars door to door in the backstreets of Rotherham and Sheffield, and became interested in motor racing. He bought an insurance write-off 1959 Mini for
  35, then rebuilt it and club raced successfully on the northern circuits in 1965/6. Then Dad met Kevin MacDonald, a successful local industrialist and fellow motor-racing enthusiast, and
  they became close friends. Kevin and his wife Donna are my godparents. Dad began driving Kevins two very good racing cars in 1971/2, and their Melton Racing Team won British national events,
  with Dad becoming division champion in the British Touring Car Championship in both years.


  The Ford Motor Company began to support the Melton Team and, when their contracted professional driver was killed in France in a Formula Two race in early 1973, The Band was offered a full-time
  professional job driving for Ford UK to test and race their cars. In August that year he was caught up himself in a violent high-speed accident when competing in a support race at the British Grand
  Prix at Silverstone. One driver lost his life and another one, Dave Brodie, was badly injured when his car was launched high into the air and landed back down on fire. Dads car was destroyed
  as it end-over-ended at 130 mph. The doors flew off and the seat came out but the fire extinguisher system kicked into action and the six-point seat belts held, so he was flying around half in and
  half out of the car. His heart stopped due to the centrifugal shock but was restarted easily enough, he says. Apart from that he suffered few serious injuries other than damage to his left eye,
  which continues to this day and ended his motor racing career.


  He reapplied himself to business and, helped by a small team of cheerful, robust and very hard-working Yorkshire folk  some of whom remain friends after all these years  assembled
  Kirkby Central Group, which in 1987 became a public company after reversing itself into Plaxton PLC, the celebrated Scarborough-based luxury motor coach maker. A reverse takeover is when a smaller
  business persuades a larger one to acquire it, then, by agreement, the management from the smaller company moves straight through to lead the enlarged business. A similar acquisition was made into
  Henlys PLC, the national motor dealer and finance business, and the whole group briefly entered the UK stock exchange top 500 companies. Throughout all this activity The Band was chairman
  and chief executive of the whole business. In 1991 he left the group and began specializing in property development, often working alone or with a small group of people and always operating as a
  private company.


  I love my father and I do see a lot of similarities between the two of us. Hes not so sure! We both like people, and we both enjoy change and action and moving forward, but I would
  definitely say hes more hard-working than I am.


  Before he met Mum, Dad was briefly married to someone else who, if pressed very hard, he will describe simply as charming on her day. The one wonderful thing that came out of this
  first marriage is my half-sister Nina, who is, and always has been, absolutely lovely. Shes twenty years older than me, although you wouldnt know it because she looks like Sharon
  Stone at her best  say in Basic Instinct.


  Nina lived with us at Caunton Manor for a while and she pampered me a great deal. She loved to chat and play and there was never any problem about us having different mothers. Nina is just as
  important to me as my brothers are.


  Meanwhile, Mum grew up in Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) and at eighteen was voted Carnival Queen by her fellow undergrads at Rhodes University in South Africa. She rode through the town on a motorized
  float, on her throne, with her two nifty handmaidens hanging on for dear life as the clutch of the float truck was a bit sharp. Im not surprised she was voted into the job, as she is as
  gorgeous now as she was then, with her sun-kissed hair, a petite and beautifully structured face and a slender frame. Now in her sixties, shes often mistaken for someone in her forties and
  Im proud to have her on my arm when we toddle off shopping together.


  But there is far more to Mum than her stunning looks. She was good at most sports, including tennis, and she finished runner-up in the Zimbabwe under-fifteen Mashonaland Championships. Her love
  of sport possibly came from her father, Robert Spencer Parker, who played rugby for Central Rand and occasionally for the national team. Spenny Parker also founded the Stragglers
  Cricket Club in Rhodesia, whose teams were open to all races, i.e. anyone who loved the game. As is often said, theres nothing much wrong with people who love cricket. Grandpa Spenny was a
  talented architect who designed the high court in Salisbury (now Harare) and the library, as well as a number of schools and many interestingly styled domestic houses. Mum tells me that he was a
  wild character who enjoyed a drink and had, er, memorable social skills.


  Spenny would devote many happy hours to drinking in the Salisbury Club and pubs, without needing to put his hand in his pocket  not that he was tight, he just had a useful talent.
  Hed sketch clever cartoons and caricatures of the other drinkers present, handing them round freely to roars of laughter. The drinks would flow, the party would come alive and race away
   and no doubt very often mischief would ensue at the end of the evening.


  I never got to meet Spenny unfortunately  he died suddenly in 1980, having barely suffered a day of illness in his life beforehand  but my parents, who were moved to name me after
  him, say that I am Robert Spencer Parker reincarnated. Drinking, mischief, out every night, social skills, ladies, and a love of art . . . what on earth do they mean? Im sorry not to have
  met Spenny Parker. From what I can tell from the family, wed have been great friends.


  Mum has always found family genes fascinating  and Spenny passed a few of his artistic ones her way. Mums love of painting and sculpture  but not cartoons  gained her
  a place at Rhodes University, where she studied Fine Art and achieved a diploma with distinction in painting. In 1968 she won the Purvis Prize for best painter of the year, which carried with it a
  scholarship to the Rijks Academy in Amsterdam. Waved off from the docks in Cape Town by her loving mother Doras, her stepfather Cy, her beloved sister Pamela and brother Paul, she set sail for
  Europe aboard the Union Castle ocean liner, her destination London. She planned to have a quick look-see at the city before making her way to Amsterdam, but as it turned out, she
  wasnt to leave the UK for many years.


  At twenty-one, she moved to London and into a flat on Redcliffe Road in Chelsea, and had various jobs before landing the post of receptionist at Christian Dior. Not long after that, she met The
  Band, who had first seen a photograph of her on the carnival float when his sister-in-law Lu (an ex-Rhodes graduate too) was flicking through an old university yearbook. Dad, who was living alone
  at the time with his Labrador Groucho, tracked down Mums number and called her. For some reason he decided it would be a good idea to tell her that he had red hair and wore heavy glasses
   unsurprisingly, the joke backfired and Mum refused to see him. He called her one last time and finally got her to agree, in a lukewarm kind of way, to meet with him. They met at Redcliffe
  Road and when she saw Dad, it was love at first sight. And it wasnt just because he had turned up in his Ferrari Daytona. In fact, she says she was so struck by him that she didnt
  even notice the car, even though they walked past it on their way to the famous Old Finchs pub with its sawdust floors round the corner on Fulham Road. But then Mums never been much
  fussed about material things.


  From that moment on, the two of them were inseparable and their families were convinced that theyd be married swiftly. Mum popped back to Rhodesia briefly, and on her return to the UK
  they moved into their first home together  Dads bungalow Lakeside, in Lindrick Dale in Yorkshire. As for marriage, Dad is not the kind of chap to make a fuss and perhaps
  also felt some unease about tying the knot again, so there was no going down on one knee. Turns out when they were to be married, Mum didnt even know . . .


  The story is that they were both a little bit hungover from a party the night before, and Mum remembers being dressed in an old brown sweater and skirt, expecting a quiet day at home. Dad
  claimed to be busy as usual and asked her to come with him to Rotherham town centre so she could park the car while he nipped in and out of his meetings more easily. The next thing Mum knew she was
  parked outside a building and Dad was asking her to jump out quickly and come with him for a couple of minutes. They were at the register office and twenty minutes later out they walked, married!
  Despite the fact that The Bands confidence has rubbed off on me in many ways, Id probably do this differently.


  After the ceremony they went back to Bob and Lus house. They were in on the game and had laid on some celebratory champagne. Mum called her mother in Rhodesia, who was surprised but
  delighted. However, she did say, Do be careful. Those racing drivers do rip it up a bit!


  After just one glass of champagne, The Band went back to work. Not the most romantic of stories, Ill grant you, but Mum says she was happy with the way Dad had surprised her. And
  dont worry, Cinderella did go to the ball when she and The Band enjoyed a spectacular wedding party in Rhodesia with all of the energetic and good-humoured Parker family and their
  entertaining friends, drinking and dancing into the night. Apparently Grandpa Spencer turned up two hours late, on a donkey.


  Mum became pregnant quite soon afterwards and my brother James was born on 21 August 1975. Eighteen months later our brother Mike joined the family. I followed some twelve years after when Mum
  was forty-two, and despite always suspecting that I was a mistake, Mum swears that wasnt the case. The family had recently moved from Lindrick Dale to Caunton Manor, about twenty miles away,
  and Mum and Dad felt the bigger house would benefit from being home to a larger family  and along I came.


  I was born on 6 August 1988 and was so overdue, punctuality never being never my strong point, that when I finally presented myself, I weighed a pretty colossal 9 lb. Mum recalls that I refused
  to cry but a firm spank from the doctor did the trick. Turned out to be the first spank of many!


  Obviously no one remembers too much of their first few years, although I think I recall the way Mum would help send me off to sleep as a baby. Lying in my cot, I wouldnt close my eyes
  unless my little hand could hold onto her finger, which may explain why I do find it so hard to sleep in bed alone these days!


  This hand-holding story might give you the impression I was an insecure child but the opposite was true. When I was three Mum enrolled me at the nearby Wellow House School, a small prep school
  that is slap bang in the middle of twenty acres of parkland and playing fields  all very muddy and English. According to Mum, I was the kind of child who was inquisitive and easy-going, and
  enjoyed being around other children, so the first day ran pretty smoothly. In fact, I already had a friend there, Michael MacDonald, son of my godparents Kevin and Donna.


  School days seemed to consist mostly of drawing and I remember one time the teacher asked us to draw what we wanted to be when we grew up. Many of the kids picked obvious things like doctors or
  astronauts, but even from an early age I was intent on becoming an artist, so thats what I drew  it seems like Spenny and Mums love of art had found its way down to me.


  When not in class, wed be playing outside. There was a pond which seemed vast and mysterious and full of life, and I was particularly fascinated by the huge frogs and the way they would
  jump from lily pad to lily pad. Watching them hop around kept me entertained for hours, and from that young age I developed a love of wildlife and nature that has stayed with me. David Attenborough
  is a particular hero of mine. If I could have dinner with one person, it would probably be him. Pretty much the only things I watch on television nowadays are wildlife documentaries. You
  wont find me in a nightclub during Shark Week.


  Growing up at Caunton was near enough perfect. Although Nina and my brothers were a lot older, they took time to hang out with their little brother. One of my favourite
  pastimes with James and Michael was go-karting. As mentioned, we had a track  The Band had made tarmacked roads around the grounds and linked them, so they worked on race days. We had about
  eight karts in the garages, so friends would come round and proper races would ensue. The smell of petrol can still take me back to those race days at Caunton and the exciting sight of the karts
  with their shiny bodies all lined up and ready to go. A love of cars and racing is in my familys blood . . .


  Obviously I was a bit young to drive, so Mike and James would take turns to sit me on their lap and Id laugh as we raced. They were both really good at it  Mike because he was
  handy at sports and competitive, and James because he was already racing in Formula Renault with Manor Motorsport. Dad was a partner in the company along with John Booth and race engineer Pete
  Sliwinski, both of whom have now gone on to Formula One and GP3. In 1994, James became both British and European Formula Renault Champion and along the way equalled Alain Prosts record of
  ten consecutive race victories  although James will never tell you about this or any of his other achievements, being the most modest, discreet person you will ever meet. Isnt it
  incredible how brothers and sisters can be opposites yet still love each other and get along and even live together as James and I have done for years.


  Now and again we would also shoot rabbits, fish for trout, fly kites or collect conkers, and on clear, blue-skied days we would sit outside the village pub with juice for the kids and beer for
  the adults.


  Although we had a comfortable life, our parents didnt spoil any of us. In particular, The Band believes that you will not value money, nor the things it provides, unless you earn most of
  it yourself and respect the system by only taking out what you put in. Unfortunately that has meant there have never been any large sums of money hitting our bank accounts! We children had to work
  for our pocket money by carrying out chores, like washing-up, sweeping the yards, working in the kitchen garden, cleaning and that kind of thing. Mum and Dad set a good example, being a practical
  pair who mostly ran the house themselves. We usually didnt have staff living in with us, although Monica and Violet, two ladies from the village, would come to help with the housekeeping. We
  did have a lovely chap who looked after the grounds  and still does  called Glenn Green. Wonderfully appropriate name, isnt it? Glenn lived nearby with his wife, Leigh, and
  their two daughters, Courtney and Jasmine, who were a little younger than me.


  The girls and I would play together, which was great, but if youre intent on mischief, you need the company of boys too. My good mates, and partners in crime at the time, were Nicholas
  Heptonstall and Matthew Andrews  friends from school who were living nearby.


  By the age of five we had discovered BB guns, and would head out onto the land to shoot pigeons. Often we surprised ourselves with beginners luck, but that left us in a quandary when it
  came to disposing of the dead pigeons. Just what are you to do with them once youve shot them? One solution was to use the stiffening corpses to scare Matthews older sister Emma.
  Unsurprisingly, she didnt like that sort of thing, which made it particularly interesting to hide a pigeon or two in places where she was bound to find them.


  One day we hid a dead pigeon in a kitchen cabinet containing cutlery, knowing that Emma usually laid the table . . . Then, as if we were in a bad silent movie, we lurked in the kitchen, casually
  looking elsewhere. We laughed out loud when Emma produced the perfect horror-movie scream. Im not sure if shes forgiven us, but I guess this is my opportunity to say sorry to Emma for
  the scares  but it was fun when I was six!


  If I was a mischievous little tyke, I only had my parents to blame as Dad would sometimes tell me, smilingly, to be nice and naughty when I went out to play somewhere. And what is
  a son to do but adhere to his fathers wishes?


  Dont imagine that I always got away scot-free though  far from it. Smaller misdemeanours might result in a raised eyebrow from Dad, or a slightly solemn shake of the head, but on
  very rare occasions really naughty behaviour would merit a spank. We called it a hiding and, needless to say, I didnt like it. But then, who does?


  There was one day, though, when Dad came to me and said, very seriously, Mike has been naughty. Do you think we should give him a hiding?


  Given that it was generally me who suffered these punishments, it seemed only fair that Mike should receive the same for once.


  Yes! I said, puffing my chest out and marching into the laundry room, ready to watch.


  Whack, whack, whack! Dad proceeded to give Mike a hiding, until I could take it no more and burst into tears. But then the two of them fell about laughing, and I gradually realized it was a
  practical joke and they had only been pretending by whacking the wall behind them. Dad and Mike said it was done firstly to joke with me, but also to show how important it was for brothers to pull
  together. I never requested either of my brothers get a hiding again, and we have been very close for all of our lives.


  Some of my happiest childhood memories are from our time at Caunton Manor. Even though I havent been back for many years, Id love to buy it myself one day. It would be the perfect
  home in which to bring up children . . .





  CHAPTER 2


  Vive la France


  It must have come as a relief to Emma  and the pigeons  when Mum and Dad decided to relocate the family to a new base in Paris in
  order to live a different life. At six years old this was to be an adventure and I was happy to up sticks. Caunton Manor was put up for sale, and Mum, Dad and I moved into a rented apartment on the
  le St-Louis in the middle of the river Seine, next to Notre-Dame Cathedral and bang in the centre of one of the most beautiful cities on earth, Paris.


  For some reason, the main thing I remember about our stay is that close by the apartment was a delightful little patisserie which sold the tastiest home-made pastries imaginable. In fact, it was
  probably this establishment that is to blame for the fact I became a good bit chubbier than I should have been. Even today, thinking about that patisserie, my head is full of images of chocolate
  eclairs, tartes aux framboises, and those colourful little macaroons.


  Nearly every day, The Band would go running along the banks of the Seine, and then wed head off on family outings to places like the Louvre and the Tuileries, and the Muse
  dOrsay. Mum bought me a stylish French beret so Id fit right in. The family used to laugh when it was hoisted onto my head, although I cant imagine why . . .


  The elegance of Paris might be responsible for a strange foible I developed at that time  the inability to wear clothes with a pattern or a logo. I remember Mum having to sew a patch of
  cloth over the horse logo on a Ralph Lauren shirt before she could persuade me to put it on. Thankfully, living in Chelsea, the home of the checked shirt, has been a kind of aversion therapy and
  Im almost over it. Though I had a setback recently when I spent the day filming Made in Chelsea within eyeshot of one of Proudlocks choicest patterned wife-beaters . . .


  While I coped with leaving my mates back in the UK, it was more disappointing that Michael and James didnt move with us, but they were doing their own thing. Mike was seventeen or
  eighteen at the time and was finishing sixth form at Uppingham School. James was motor racing in Formula Renault, or F3, and in his spare time was a trainee derivatives trader in London. I missed
  them a great deal but we would speak on the phone and they would come to visit the Paris apartment, and wed go back to London to visit them too. Meanwhile, Nina had met a lovely guy named
  Adam Mackie. They married, set up home in Italy, and today have four brilliant children and are busy living happily ever after!


  My French was non-existent when we arrived in Paris, but I was lucky that the teachers at my new school were supportive and helpful. It was a Montessori, an interesting little place that
  welcomed children from many nationalities. As a Montessori school, it had an unstructured approach. The pupils didnt have a desk or a chair, but would sit around in the classroom busying
  themselves playing with toys, looking at picture books or drawing on walls. I had never been one for paying attention to what was going on in school, so this freestyle approach had a lot of
  appeal.


  One of the things I loved most about Montessori was that every Wednesday afternoon wed be walked through the city as a group. The buildings were fascinating, with the zinc and lead
  cladding on the Mansard roofs so different to anything Id seen in England. We visited the Muse dOrsay, Champs-lyses, Sacr Coeur Basilica, the wonderful
  glass structures of Le Grand Palais and Le Petit Palais, Les Halles, the Ritz, Htel Le Bristol, Htel Place de Crillon, the Jardins des Plantes and le Jardin du Luxembourg . . .


  The little shops lining the Parisian side streets seemed full of treasures. I was a particularly loyal customer of an establishment selling semi-precious stones; the incredible variety of
  colours was mesmerizing. Mum would give me some money to invest in a gem and I would come back with a new crystal every week to add to my growing collection.


  When the folks told me we were going on a family holiday to the Caribbean I was intrigued. With a nose for adventure, I found the prospect of discovering another new place very
  exciting. None of us knew then how important one of the islands would become to our family.


  We were guests of my other godparents and now dear friends, Alex Lees-Buckley and his lovely French wife Franoise and their son Gaston, on the yacht Parsifal. We set sail from
  Antigua to Barbuda and then across to St Barths. The heat and endless days of sunshine were a welcome change from European weather, and I couldnt help wondering aloud why it wasnt as
  glorious as this back home all the time. Mum gave a wry smile at that one. I loved the ocean, loved hearing the waves seemingly kiss us as we floated along and enjoyed the movement of the yacht in
  the water. It was such a great new experience. Alex showed Gaston and me how to fish, and every now and then over the side wed go, into the warm sea. He took us dinghy sailing and we had
  runs on jet skis.


  Alex, who worked as a footman for the Duke of Northampton at Castle Ashby when he was a young man, is now the senior luxury big yacht broker for Camper and Nicholson. He has become a wonderful
  friend and has a special place in my life, and although we are a generation apart we laugh a lot, at exactly the same things. The Lees-Bees couldnt be more welcoming and kind as a
  family.


  Back to the Caribbean, and after a few days the boat dropped its hook in the Bay of St Jean on the north side of St Barthelemy. Mum and Dad decided that we should spend a night or two at the old
  but legendary Eden Rock Hotel on St Barths, an island of about twelve miles square. Eden Rock was the first hotel built on the island during the 1960s. Set on a wild and rocky outcrop of land, it
  had six wooden bedrooms at that time. Its construction was the project of Caribbean aviator and adventurer Rmy de Haenen, who had become mayor of St Barths, which at that time was
  administered by the island of Guadeloupe. I remember him as a thin man with a hawk-like face and bright eyes. Rmy bought the site in 1953, for two hundred dollars, from two old ladies
   one of whom brought back one of his hundred-dollar bills the very next day. She said that Rmy had paid too much and the ladies were uncomfortable! The Band always liked that little
  tale.


  Rmy built the various houses that made up the hotel when we first visited, partly with his own hands and partly with help from friends and the locals. At first, some of the islanders
  thought Rmy was quite mad in his venture, but perhaps he was something of a visionary who foresaw what would later come to pass: the success of high-end, low-volume tourism on this small
  but beautiful island. This was the way, he seemed to think, to establish a deeper level of prosperity for the five thousand people who lived there then.


  Thanks to his intuition, Eden Rock and St Barths started to become the place to go for thoughtful celeb travellers who valued privacy, some of whom became his friends. In fact,
  Rmy viewed his visitors as more than customers, and whether they were famous or not, and wealthy or not, they were treated as friends and with generosity. Guests included Greta Garbo, with
  whom Rmy enjoyed a passionate affair, Howard Hughes, Robert Mitchum, the King of Sweden, as well as the admirable Rothschild and Rockefeller families, who bought land and built homes on St
  Barths which survive, rather stylishly, to this day. So a kind of arty, racy, high-end, sometimes naughty visitor group began to assemble  and, of course, they encouraged their friends to
  join them, forming the unique social mix and ethos which sets St Barths apart from the other Caribbean islands save, possibly, Mustique. So long as nobody was hurt, you could do pretty much
  anything you wanted. And that peaceful freedom continues to exist today.


  When we checked into the hotel it was far from the splendid place it had been in Rmys best years. Yet something of the special spirit and captivating beauty remained, so much so
  that the folks started to wonder . . . Life in St Barths was more colourful than life in Europe and, like Rmy, they could see that the islands unique circumstances made it an
  exciting place in which to invest.


  Fortunately, the hotel had been put up for sale some time before  this was The Bands territory and he promptly swung into gear. Initially, the idea was to acquire Eden Rock and
  keep it as a family holiday home. But then there was a little bar running from the hotel, lots of interesting and attractive visitors, we were all open-minded, and the school down the road looked
  okay . . . And so Mum and Dad thought about the possibilities. The only thing that was clear was that it would take a lot of work to restore the place to its former glory. As it turned out, it
  would take twelve years of constant effort.


  The purchase went through pretty quickly once we were back in Paris, and we planned to move to St Barths on 28 August 1995. I had turned seven about three weeks before we set off. The heavier
  stuff from Caunton and Paris was being sent by container, but Mum still managed to pack an incredible twenty-five big bags to take with us on the plane. Mum is not someone who travels light,
  although this time, to be fair, we were moving home. When we arrived at Charles De Gaulle airport, the check-in staff seemed to take a sharp intake of breath, and shaking their heads in disbelief,
  said, in that lovely French way, Ooh la la la la, as the bags were popped one at a time onto the weighing machine. Several Air France personnel assembled to watch the overweight kilo
  counter spin to levels rarely witnessed before. Eventually, pricing negotiations were concluded and we were on our way across the Atlantic to our new home: Eden Rock, St Barths.


  As soon as we landed, we were gripped by that great feeling you get when you start a new chapter in your life. Mum and Dad were ready for their latest adventure and said they were thrilled that
  I was with them and was going to be part of it. The only downside was that we would miss my brothers who had remained in the City to continue their careers as derivatives traders  sitting at
  adjacent desks  and Nina, who was busy with Adam and her family.


  But drama was just around the corner. We had barely landed when we received news of an approaching hurricane. A phone call from Rmy confirmed it was going to be a big one. Be
  careful, he said, it is dangerous.


  Mum and Dads idea of a hurricane seemed to be along the lines that it was likely to be a bit windy for a while. Even so, The Band decided to begin working on the relatively old wooden
  buildings, assisted by his friend Steve Haines who, with his wife Lesley, had travelled out with us. They bolted shutters and reinforced roofs as much as possible. Local officials told islanders to
  head to the nearby concrete-built school for sanctuary, but Dad figured that the main house was built of stone and hardwood and should be about as strong as the
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