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This book is dedicated in loving memory to
Diana, Princess of Wales,
on the tenth anniversary of her death.

These stories have been collected in tribute to her undying character as we continue to mourn and celebrate the life of such an inspiring person. Diana, thank you for the gift of these memories.
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FOREWORD
BY LARRY KING

As an interviewer and a television personality, I have had the opportunity to talk with thousands of interesting and important people from all walks of life, including actors, politicians, royals, musicians, authors, and academics—all of whom have vastly different interpretations of countless issues. However, there have been only a few times in my career that I have experienced the level of community that occurred when Diana, Princess of Wales, died tragically ten years ago. All of these differing opinions and interpretations seemed to fade away, and the entire world grieved as one. At that point, I understood the wonder that was Diana’s spirit, and I continue to see it and discuss it today. The many stories and comments within these pages powerfully show the timelessness of Diana’s compassion, and we will always come back to her as an undying source of inspiration.

August 2007 will mark the tenth anniversary of Diana’s untimely death, and I remember her in my own personal way, as does everybody whose story is included here. Each reader will add his or her own memory to this collection, and thus this book is, inevitably, an incomplete work; it is our collective remembrances of Diana that make up this tribute. Some of the stories here have been told before, yet most of them will be new to readers, and each moment we dwell in them revives our fundamental need for closure, to say goodbye to such a remarkable human being.

There have been many books published in the last ten years about Diana, Princess of Wales. Undoubtedly, there will be many more books published about her in the next ten, twenty, even thirty years. On one level, this is just a continuation of the media intensity she experienced throughout her life, sometimes a harsh reminder of the realities of celebrity life. More important, this attention reflects our general need to remember the lady who moved so many hearts all over the world, and how we continue to draw insight from an individual who made such a tremendous impact during her tragically short lifetime. The fact is that many of us still have strong feelings about Diana, and we need to have these feelings heard. For all of us, this need comes from a deep reservoir of love and friendship that is still as strong today as it was ten years ago.

Yes, there have been many books written about Diana. Most of these books tell specific stories from individual people, and provide many different (often conflicting) views of a remarkable woman with so many sides. However, while these books can help us understand her life, her troubles, her successes, and her interests, they oftentimes show us only one facet of a person who lived such a multifaceted life. Diana was a beautiful princess, a tireless charity worker, a good friend, a loving mother, a striking fashion icon, and, above all, an unbelievably warm spirit to all she encountered. She was, in the most concise terms, the people’s princess. She was a princess for everybody, and she affected all of us in unique and powerful ways.

This book is unique in that it reflects Diana’s many sides—she had many talents and passions, and all of these are touched upon in the interesting stories within these pages. Some of Diana’s closest friends discuss her approachability and tremendous sense of humor—even in the face of criticism and hardship. Her colleagues in charitable causes such as land-mine awareness and AIDS relief remember her unprecedented courage and support. We all remember the images of her holding and talking with victims of AIDS and land mines, and the pictures still serve as encouragement for the entire world to take action. As an innovative and stimulating fashion icon, Diana worked with dozens of the world’s leading names in style, and many of them recount their encounters with the delightful and stunning Princess. Running throughout all of these different memories and observations is an overwhelming sense of the humanity she brought with her to every varied aspect of her life.

Although most of the people who contributed to this book were fortunate enough to meet and work with Diana at some point, many never had this opportunity and thus speak for all of us who mostly admired her from afar. This is testament to the effect she had on the world as a whole. By reaching out to us through her countless appearances on television and in magazines, she established a personal relationship with so many distant supporters. I feel that, if given the opportunity, Diana would have happily sat down with each of us and talked and listened, eager to sympathize with whatever our concerns might have been.

Diana was the people’s princess, and as such she traveled relentlessly. Although a princess and a member of British royalty, she saw herself more as an international character—a woman without borders. The impressive individuals who share the following stories reflect Diana’s far reach. India, Italy, Switzerland, Japan, Australia, and Morocco are just a few of the many countries that are represented here. Diana broke the barriers of nationality and saw everyone for who they were—first and foremost, human beings and extended members of her family.



—LARRY KING
 August 2007



INTRODUCTION
BY INGRID SEWARD

Diana, Princess of Wales, was many things to many people. Headstrong and impulsive. Compassionate and practical. Happy and sad. Beautiful and glamorous and funny. She was certainly not an intellectual, but she was quick-witted with a sense of fun and an infectious giggle.

She developed from a gauche kindergarten teacher to a stylish princess beloved for her fight against adversity. She took her work seriously because it was important to her, but she had the courage never to take herself seriously, despite her insecurity.

I first met Diana when as editor of Majesty magazine I was reporting on one of the Prince and Princess of Wales’s first foreign tours. It was ages ago, in the early eighties, and in those halcyon days of royal reporting, the press were invited to meet the people we were being paid to write about—in this case Charles and Diana. I can remember Diana turning to us and in an arch kind of way saying, “You might think you know everything about me. But I bet you don’t know how many fillings I have.”

Of course, none of us knew everything about Diana in those days, but it was a source of endless fascination finding out. One of the reasons we discovered so much about her was that she was far too openhearted to bottle up her feelings. If a project caught her interest or a suffering person her eye, she wanted to discuss it, right down to the frankest detail.

Above all, she had the gift for friendship. With ordinary people. With extraordinary people and with people who meant something to her. Diana was one of those people who are able to compartmentalize their lives. Sometimes these compartments overlapped, but in her mind they always remained separate, which enabled her to switch among them without allowing them to impinge on one another. She was the same with her friends. She did not care who they were as long as they needed her. She would talk to them about their cares, their hopes, their interests, and their loves. She wanted to know every detail of their lives. She knew what it was like to feel real pain and real unhappiness—that was a big part of her allure. But she liked to keep them separate.

Maybe that is why some of the people—her friends, her acquaintances, and her admirers—whose stories appear on the following pages have such diverse views. I enjoyed talking to many of them myself and helping Larry compile this unique memento of Diana ten years after her tragic death.



—INGRID SEWARD
 August 2007
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DICKIE ARBITER
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Former press secretary to Queen Elizabeth II Dickie Arbiter is a British broadcaster and journalist. He has covered royalty, heads of state, and other international personalities for more than thirty years, and his unique access to so many important figures of recent history makes him one of the most experienced commentators in Britain. He is currently in high demand throughout the world as a lecturer and commentator on radio and television.

         

I met Diana, Princess of Wales, at Buckingham Palace a couple of days before she became the “new royal kid on the block” at her wedding, which took place on Wednesday, July 29, 1981. The event stopped the world for most of the day, as a global television audience of 750 million, more than half a million spectators lining the wedding route from Buckingham Palace, and twenty-five hundred guests in St. Paul’s Cathedral witnessed “shy Di” say “I will” to her Prince Charming and prepared to “ride off into the sunset to live happily ever after.” As one of the commentators on that memorable day, I, too, was carried along by the euphoria of the royal match.

My first impression of Diana on that Monday morning was one of a nervous, apprehensive girl, barely out of her teens, hiding smiling eyes behind her fringe. I wondered how she was going to cope on her big day, whether she could pull off the pomp and ceremony, and how she was going to handle being a newly paid-up member of the Royal Firm. In fact, she did carry the day off, much to her credit, and mercifully she was unaware of what lay ahead of her.

When I joined Buckingham Palace, I’d spent more than twenty years in radio and television, eight of them accredited to the palace as a royal reporter. That naive twenty-year-old girl I met on a sunny July morning was very different from the twenty-six-year-old woman I went to work for six years later.

So when, as poacher turned gamekeeper, I walked through the palace gates, I knew the job wasn’t going to be easy, but I was reasonably prepared for the royal ride ahead. My new job included being part of the team responsible for the Queen, as well as advising and managing media relations for the Prince and Princess of Wales, both as a duo and as individuals whenever they went solo.

Cracks were already beginning to form in the “golden couple’s” marriage, and as every day brought endless media inquiries about who was doing what, where, with whom, and why, it became increasingly difficult to paper over them.

Charles and Diana crisscrossed the United Kingdom and the globe for eleven years and developed a reputation for being the best double act in the business. They made a lot of people happy in the process. However, during their later tours, questions about where they were going and why became less important for the watching media than how they were coping with the “ordeal” of being in each other’s company. The media were always slightly ahead of the game with their questions, but confronting the royals was never going to provide the answers.

During her years on the royal road, Diana did wonderful work. With one simple gesture to HIV patients and leprosy victims, she exploded the “do-not-touch” myth. She drew attention to the plight of the homeless, drug addicts, land-mine victims, and other victims of ill fortune. She was also a very good full-time mother, but, sadly, she became a part-time wife.

I traveled a great deal with her at home and abroad, and we spent many hours in each other’s company. We occasionally swam together early in the morning or late at night, and we had many laughs—she had a great sense of humor. She was intoxicating, and any man she met immediately fell in love with her—including me.

But we also had our differences of opinion. She was very good with people she met in her public life but not always so good with the people who worked for her, some of whom she treated appallingly. She blew hot and cold—you were either in or out; there was no halfway house—and there were periods when we did not speak to each other. She would freeze you out, something she was prone to do to anyone who got too close to her.

Since her sudden, violent, and shocking death in August 1997, many people have crawled out of the woodwork, contributing to newspaper and magazine articles or publishing books, all of them claiming to be friends. In reality, Diana had so few real friends that you could count them on one hand. The rest of these self-proclaimed friends were swept up in Diana’s wake and were, at best, acquaintances, basking in her reflected glory. Some were just straphangers, hoping one day to cash in, as so many have done since that fateful night in Paris ten years ago.

I stopped working for Diana after her separation from the Prince, but since I lived in the environs of Kensington Palace, we were able to keep in touch.

What struck me most about her was that despite the acrimony that engulfed both her and the Prince following their separation in 1992, she never lost her sense of humor. Her infamous television interview is largely remembered for her wry comment, “There were three of us in this marriage, so it was a bit crowded.” Once I came across her rummaging in the trunk of a new car. “Not a German car for an English princess, surely,” I said. Quick as a flash she replied, “Well, at least it’s more reliable than a German husband.”

She was also incredibly generous and loved giving presents, always wanting you to open them in front of her. She always sent a card for my birthday, and when I turned fifty, she hosted a lunch for me at Kensington Palace for twenty of my family and friends.

Diana wasn’t beautiful, but she did have the looks, charisma, and glamour that turned heads. She’d been on the front page of every newspaper and magazine worldwide, and hardly a day went by that a photograph of her wasn’t published somewhere. She wasn’t an intellectual, but she more than made up for that by being very smart and streetwise.

I won’t ever forget the day Diana died or the days that followed. So much history was written in those six days between her death and when she was laid to rest at the Spencer family’s ancestral home at Althorp.

I was alongside the Queen when she joined mourners outside the Buckingham Palace gates to see for herself the vast bank of flowers that had built up over the week. I was concerned about the reception that she and the Duke of Edinburgh might receive, given the vehemently critical press commentary during the week. I needn’t have worried; as the Queen walked through the palace gates, the subdued crowd applauded in sympathy and offered words of comfort.

In this incident, as in so many aspects of Diana’s life, the media headlines told only part of the story. She once claimed she was “hunted and haunted” by the media and even went so far as to describe herself as “a media toy.” At times she was to blame for this, courting them for her own agenda. Having traveled alongside her on her journey from that fairy-tale wedding to her lying at rest in St. James’s Palace’s Chapel Royal, I was determined to play my part in ensuring that the media gave her a farewell that befitted not just her status but her impact as an individual who sought always to contribute positively to public life even while she wrestled with her private troubles.

Since her death, the same media have speculated on the advent of a “new Diana” when Princes William and Harry eventually marry and bring their wives into the Royal Firm. But their mother was a one-off. I don’t want a new Diana; I was happy with the one we had. She did wonderful work for charity and made many ordinary people happy, and for that we should be grateful. I missed her when she died so tragically in a Paris underpass, I still miss her ten years on, and I will probably always miss her.



LORD JEFFREY ARCHER
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Lord Jeffrey Archer is an accomplished British author and former member of Parliament and deputy chairman of the Conservative Party. His novel Kane and Abel reached number one on the New York Times bestseller list and was eventually made into a miniseries. He was a good friend of Diana’s and helped her fund-raise for numerous charities.

         

I first met Princess Diana at a Red Cross function twenty-five years ago, when I was the charity auctioneer and she was the guest of honor. After that, she regularly requested that I carry out the same duties at all her charity functions, which, of course, I was delighted to do. Over the years, what had started as a professional relationship developed into a personal friendship, and we often dined privately in each other’s homes.

In 1993, the prime minister (John Major) asked me to be with her on the day the palace and the government were announcing that she would be retiring from public life. I think my saddest memory of that occasion was taking her home to Kensington Palace after she had received a standing ovation from the thousand people who had listened to her speech at the Hilton Hotel. I later learned from her butler that she had a TV dinner and sat alone in the drawing room before going to bed.

I learned of the Princess’s tragic death when Sir Nicholas Lloyd, the newspaper editor, phoned me at four o’clock in the morning on August 31. I refused to turn on the television or the radio, as I attempted to convince myself that it couldn’t be true.

Her funeral at Westminster Abbey was one of the most poignant events I have ever attended, and I was touched by Earl Spencer’s kindness in seating Mary and me with the family in the private part of the abbey.

Following the hugely successful sale of her dresses in June 1997, at her request I purchased the remaining four hundred catalogs for £27,000, and the Princess promised to sign them for any auction she attended, where, on average, ten years ago, they would make £5,000 each. But sadly, her premature death meant that we didn’t make the million pounds for the Red Cross that she hoped to achieve for the remaining unsigned copies. Ironically, I still have a few left, which I continue to auction, as long as the person sends the check to the British Red Cross.

I’m reminded of her almost daily, because whenever I do an auction, I always realize how much more I would raise if she was sitting there. She was an amazing servant who, in her seventeen years of public life, made a genuine difference in many people’s lives.

I am fortunate to have the most beautiful signed, silver-framed photograph, a magnificent pair of cuff links, and several private letters, should I ever forget the minor role I played in her amazing life.

Diana would have been surprised by the public’s unbelievable response to her death, and even more surprised that ten years later this interest has not waned. But then they don’t make them like that very often, do they.



JACQUES AZAGURY

[image: image]

Moroccan-born couturier Jacques Azagury trained at St. Martin’s School of Art in London. In his final-year show, he was hailed as one of the most promising new designers and launched straight into his first collection. He opened his flagship store in Knightsbridge, London, in 1987.

         

I was introduced to the Princess by Anna Harvey from Vogue in the mid-eighties when she was still experimenting with clothes and far from the fashion icon she later became. As soon as I saw how stunning she was, I urged her to make more of her allure, but she resisted, because she was afraid of drawing criticism from the Royal Family. Her natural instinct was to hide away her beauty, and it took years before she was able to believe she was actually a beautiful woman.

After the pain of her divorce from Prince Charles had subsided, she grew in confidence, and the Diana I saw was no longer the insecure, uncertain woman who would come into the salon with her shoulders stooped and head bowed. She looked her very best—slim but not thin, fit and glowing with joy, standing tall with her head held high.

She prided herself on being normal and didn’t stand on ceremony. She made everyone comfortable when she came into the shop, sometimes unannounced, and if I was with another client, she would say, “Carry on. I’ll wait.” Whenever I visited her at Kensington Palace, she would bound to the door and greet me
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