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CONNECTION

It was May 2013 and Prince Harry was in Harlem, holding a baseball bat in his hand. He had never played the game before. The New York Yankees first base star, Mark Teixeira, was about to pitch. The world’s media were watching from the sidelines. And a little girl, dressed in body armour and face grille, was standing stoically behind the plate ready to catch. Harry ignored the flashing cameras, he ignored Mark Teixeira, and he put his own nerves to one side. He squatted down beside the little girl and peered through her grille and said, ‘Are you all right in there?’

Harry has many strengths – and his fair share of weaknesses – but his passion for children’s welfare and his empathy with those who have suffered during their childhood is what ultimately defines the man. Perhaps because he too suffered as a child.

Prince Harry is never going to be King. Unless the unthinkable happens, the Queen will be succeeded by his father, the Prince of Wales, who in turn will be succeeded by Prince William, and in another half century or so, Prince George. And it is generally agreed, by those who know Harry, that this is a good thing. If it were the other way round, if he was in line for the top job and not his brother, then we would all be in big trouble. It is always said with an affectionate laugh, because people love Harry, but Diana’s younger son, who turned thirty in September 2014, has always had a wild, unpredictable streak to him, even as a little boy, but a future King can’t afford to be caught playing strip billiards in a Las Vegas hotel bedroom, no matter what the circumstances.

But he’s not going to be King and, as fourth in line, and arguably the most charming and down-to-earth member of the entire family, he can afford a little slack. At least while he is young and single. Indeed, it is his Las Vegas moments as much as anything – his knack of getting into trouble – that appear to endear him to the public. They make him seem a little more like the rest of us.

His detractors say they just prove he’s not very bright. His detractors need to think again. Anyone who thinks Harry is not bright seriously underestimates the man. He may not be academic, but he has emotional intelligence coming out of every pore. He was also one of the best Apache attack helicopter co-pilot gunners in the British Army Air Corps, and that is no mean feat. His ability to think on his feet, to think laterally, and make life-or-death decisions under the most stressful circumstances would leave most academics in the shade.

There was a time, granted, when it did look as though Harry wasn’t too bright. A time when he behaved like a mindless Hooray Henry with too much money, too much privilege and no self-control. A time when one wondered whether his mother’s death and the chaos of his childhood had set him on a dangerous downward spiral. There’s no doubt he was an angry adolescent, who drank a great deal more than was good for him. Even as an adult he does like to party, and there’s no pretending that when Harry goes on a bender he does it in short measures. But the flip side of Harry that has emerged in the last few years is very different. And that flip side could be life changing for thousands of forgotten and disadvantaged people, not just in Britain, but across the world.

He is the Queen’s grandson, a senior member of the most important family in the land; he lives in palaces, plays expensive sports, drinks in exclusive clubs and holidays in exotic locations. He has a private fortune, beautiful girlfriends and wants for nothing. On the face of it, everything about him should repel the tough inner-city kid with a knife in his pocket and no qualms about using it. Yet he has taken a close interest in the escalation of knife crime in Britain’s cities and through the Royal Foundation of The Duke and Duchess of Cambridge and Prince Harry has funded youth projects, and those kids like him. Because they can see that if you strip away Harry’s titles and the privilege, underneath it all he’s someone like them, who had a rotten childhood and a broken home – and a dad who was often absent. Like them, he gets into trouble and he knows how to fight; he understands violence. The difference between them is that Harry had people in his life who were there for him, so his fighting has been in Afghanistan and it’s been internationally condoned. These kids with knives at the ready weren’t so lucky. They had no one to pick up the pieces, so they gravitated towards gangs and the streets and a very different sort of violence. But fundamentally, there’s a connection. And Harry has that connection with all sorts of disparate groups. He wears the right clothes for the occasion and, with a witty remark or a gentle tease, he immediately connects with people of every age, every class, every gender and from every walk of life. Like his mother, he is tactile, he’s relaxed, he’s fun and he’s not afraid to show his humanity. It’s a rare gift.

He hates special treatment, hates the cameras that follow him and hates much of what goes with being a member of the Royal Family. He is fiercely and rightly jealous of his privacy. But he accepts who he is and the responsibility that goes with it. His future is not as easily defined as his brother’s, but after years of observing his parents and grandparents, he is inculcated with a sense of duty and service to others that most of us – let alone most thirty year olds – could not begin to comprehend.

‘When we’re doing public engagements, I often have to check myself and remind myself who he is,’ says Edward Parker, who co-founded Walking With The Wounded (WWTW). ‘I have to start off with “Your Royal Highness” – and it’s what his position deserves and expects – but it’s great when the door closes and the people on the outside can’t see in any more and you can go back to being normal people. And I think that’s what he is; a normal person in an abnormal position.’

Anyone whose heart was broken by the sight of Harry as a little boy, walking so bravely behind his mother’s cortège, alongside his father, grandfather, brother and uncle, will agree with that. And in many ways it’s a miracle that he came through the abnormality and trauma of his childhood with such equilibrium. His relationship with his brother was a vital part of that. They are as close as it is possible for two brothers to be. Though two very different people, with very different approaches to life, they have shared experiences and memories that no one else can imagine; and that is maybe where their extraordinary empathy for others comes from. Harry’s relationship with his father is more complicated. There have been difficulties and frustrations between them over the years but, beneath it all, there has been deep love.

It is William and Harry’s differences, according to the man who worked as their Private Secretary for eight years, that make them such a good team. He likens them to the historical figures, John of Gaunt and Edward, Prince of Wales, known as the Black Prince. ‘A lot of people would grind their teeth at the name of John of Gaunt,’ says Jamie Lowther-Pinkerton, ‘but he was the Black Prince’s younger brother, a man in his own right who took a lot of the weight off, and shared the burden at a strategic level. You’ve got a really trusted sibling who is incredibly complementary to you in character as well as in outlook and belief and ideals and values and that sort of thing, which Prince Harry undoubtedly is with Prince William. He can apply different skills and talents to some of the issues that William as monarch may not have the time for, or which might not be quite appropriate for the top man to do but which the man one down can do.’

What both can do, he believes, is provide moral and community leadership that is badly lacking in Britain today. ‘I always think at times when the political credibility is low, you ask the man in the street what do you think of the leadership of this country and the really intelligent, instinctive Sun reader, of which there are millions out there, common sense coming out of every pore, will say, “What bloody leadership, mate?” And then you say, “What about the Queen?” And he’ll say, “She’s great.” There’s a disconnect because he immediately thinks you’re talking about political leadership and it doesn’t have to be, and that to me is the role. These guys have got it and that’s what can’t be wasted.’

This is the story of how Harry – the spare, the ginger one, the wild child – came so spectacularly good.


MY LITTLE SPENCER

Harry looks more like the Prince of Wales with every day that passes. They have the same-shaped faces, the same mannerisms, the same build and the same eyes, just like Harry’s grandfather, the Duke of Edinburgh. His height and the red hair comes from his mother’s side of the family, which is perhaps why Diana called him, amongst other things, ‘My little Spencer’. He is not, by any stretch of the imagination, the son of James Hewitt, the good-looking, not-too-clever, redheaded Lifeguards officer, who became Diana’s lover in the mid-1980s.

Rumours about Harry’s paternity have persisted ever since their five-year affair became public in 1991, when Harry was seven. That was the year it came to an end; and the facts have been known for almost as long. Yet if I’d had a penny for every time I have been asked – even today – whether Hewitt is Harry’s father, I would be very rich. The fact is, Diana did not know James Hewitt until after Harry was born, and they didn’t begin their affair until 1986, by which time Harry was nearly two years old. And for those who refuse to believe it, it may come as no surprise to know that the News of the World, the Sunday tabloid that closed down in the wake of the phone-hacking scandal, had strands of Harry’s hair DNA-tested in February 2003. If Harry had been shown to be James Hewitt’s son, you can be sure we’d have known.

Harry was born in the private Lindo Wing of St Mary’s, Paddington, at 4.20 p.m. on Saturday 15 September 1984. It was the hospital where his brother, William, had been born two years earlier, and where the Duchess of Cambridge gave birth to William’s son, Prince George, in 2013. Harry weighed a healthy six pounds fourteen ounces. There was huge excitement from the crowds that had waited patiently in the street outside. When Charles appeared, having been by Diana’s side throughout the nine-hour labour, he declared himself delighted. He said the birth had been ‘much quicker than last time’ and that the baby had ‘pale blue eyes and hair of an intermediate colour.’ The next morning he brought William to meet his brother, along with his nanny, Barbara Barnes, and at 2.30 in the afternoon, the crowd was finally rewarded with a first glimpse of mother and baby, although Harry was so well wrapped in a lacy blanket that his face was invisible. Diana held him in her arms, looking a little fragile but as beautiful as ever. She stood on the steps of the hospital alongside Charles for a moment, while the crowds cheered and the cameras flashed, then the family climbed into the waiting cars and they were off.

It is well known that Charles and Diana’s marriage was not a happy one, which was immensely sad for both of them, but it would be quite, quite wrong to assume that there had never been love or happiness in the relationship. At the time of Harry’s birth, it was as good as it had ever been. Diana’s view of her marriage was jaundiced by the end, and the accounts she gave of it to both Andrew Morton, author of Diana: Her True Story, and Martin Bashir for the TV programme, Panorama, were unreliable. But even she admitted that they had been happy in the lead-up to Harry’s birth.

A lot has been written about the marriage and why it failed, but the facts need to be reiterated, not least because it affected Harry deeply, and the man he is today is a product of that broken home, and of all that he heard and felt during his childhood.

The marriage did not fail because of Camilla Parker Bowles, the woman Diana famously called the ‘third person’ in her marriage. It failed principally because it was a tragic mismatch. They were wrong for each other in almost every way possible, but they rushed into marriage before they knew each other well enough to realise that. And they rushed into it because the media were harassing Diana and, at thirty-two, Charles was under huge pressure from both the media and his father to find a wife.

On the face of it, Lady Diana Spencer could not have been a better match for the Prince of Wales. She came from the very top drawer of British society. Her father, the 8th Earl Spencer, had been an Equerry to the Queen and, before that, King George VI. Her maternal grandmother was a friend and Lady-in-Waiting to Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother. She grew up in a house on the Sandringham estate in Norfolk, where the Royal Family go every year for Christmas and New Year. She knew the family, she understood the protocol, she enjoyed a similar lifestyle, and she was young enough to be not yet set in her ways or to have a ‘past’ for the media to trawl through, which had been the downfall of several previous girlfriends.

But Diana had had a difficult start in life. When she was just six years old, her parents divorced and her mother left home, leaving her and her siblings with their father. Frances Althorp, as she then was, had endured an unhappy marriage until she had given Johnny the heir he so badly wanted. They had two girls, Jane and Sarah, then a boy, John, who died after ten days. Diana came next, and finally Charles, who is now the 9th Earl Spencer. Frances left Johnny to be with Peter Shand Kydd, a man with whom she thought she could be happy, with every expectation that the children would follow. But in the custody proceedings, Ruth, Lady Fermoy, gave evidence against her own daughter, so all four of her children stayed with their father. It must have been unbearably painful for her.

It was painful for her children as well. The elder two were already at boarding school. Diana was the one who seemed most affected by her mother’s disappearance. She knew nothing about the goings-on in court; all she surmised was that her mother didn’t love her enough to want to be with her. She had the further insecurity of thinking she had not been wanted. In tape recordings she made for Andrew Morton, for his book Diana: Her True Story, she said, ‘The child who died before me was a son and both [parents] were crazy to have a son and heir and there comes a third daughter. What a bore we’re going to have to try again. I’ve recognised that now. I’ve been aware of it and now I recognise it and that’s fine. I accept it.

‘In my bed I’d have twenty stuffed bed animals and there would be a midget’s space for me, and they would have to be in my bed every night. That was my family. I hated the dark and had an obsession about the dark, always had to have a light outside my door until I was at least ten. I used to hear my brother crying in his bed down at the other end of the house, crying for my mother and he was unhappy too.

‘I remember Mummy crying an awful lot and every Saturday when we went up [to London] for weekends, every Saturday night, standard procedure, she would start crying. “What’s the matter, Mummy?” “Oh, I don’t want you to leave tomorrow,” which for a nine year old was devastating, you know.’

Rightly or wrongly, Diana felt rejected, worthless and unwanted. Those were the feelings that she nursed throughout her childhood and teenage years and, three weeks after her twentieth birthday, on 29 July 1981, took with her into her marriage to Charles.

Their romance had begun in 1980, almost a year after the murder of Charles’s great uncle, Lord Mountbatten of Burma, who was blown up by an IRA bomb on a fishing trip with his family off the coast of Ireland. The Prince had adored the man he called his ‘honorary grandfather’ and was devastated by his sudden and violent death; and when Diana poignantly said how sad and lonely Charles had looked at the old man’s funeral, he was touched.

Charles hadn’t felt especially valued while he was growing up. There had been nannies and long periods of separation from his parents. Friends remember his mother sitting him on her knee at teatime and playing games with him when he was small, but say she didn’t often visit the nursery because she felt intimidated by the nanny – and as an older child there were no overt signs of affection. He treated her, they say, more as a Queen than a mother; and his father was rough with him. Charles was a sensitive and emotional child who grew into a sensitive and emotional adult, and the Duke, perhaps hoping for a son in his own image, made him feel that he was a disappointment. They share many interests and enthusiasms, yet even into middle age Charles was searching for his father’s approval; never feeling he was quite good enough. And praise was thin on the ground from both parents. Yet, in the way that so often happens in families, William and Harry have a much easier relationship with their grandparents than Charles ever had with the Queen and the Duke. Theirs is a very close and warm and supportive relationship.

Charles had first met Diana as a fourteen year old, when he was briefly dating her sister, Sarah. Now she was a bubbly nineteen year old with a dirty laugh, very pretty, good fun and utterly charming. He began to see more of her and invited her to Balmoral with a few of his friends during the traditional family summer holiday there. Everyone was entranced by her; she seemed to be almost too good to be true.

Friends say his excitement at finding her was touching. He was brought up to hide his emotions in public and, until very recently, the mask he presented to the outside world was impenetrable, but in private, Charles has always been deeply emotional. His friends cautioned him to slow down.

But Charles thought he had finally found a soul mate; a girl who seemed to love him, who didn’t seem put off by the limelight, and who seemed perfect in every way. And, as Harry is finding today, there were not many young women prepared to sacrifice their freedom for life in a goldfish bowl, or a lifetime being followed and photographed. And so, knowing nothing of Diana’s complex nature, Charles asked her to marry him.

His childhood experiences had been quite different from Diana’s, but he had the same crippling lack of confidence and self-esteem. Apart from that, they had little else in common. Diana was twelve years younger and loved the bright lights of the city and all that it offered. At nineteen, she was interested in pop concerts, films and shopping. She read women’s magazines and romantic fiction. Charles, old for his years, was a country-lover, never happier than riding his horses, painting the landscape or digging the garden; his bedtime reading was philosophy or history. But Diana wanted so desperately to be loved, and was so skilled at keeping her feelings deep inside her, that no one who saw her in the lead-up to the engagement – not Charles, not friends, not family – had any idea that she was anything other than a happy, funny girl who would fit into his life like a hand into a glove.


THE ROOT OF THE PROBLEM

Once the ring was on her finger, Diana’s life turned upside down. To protect her from the media, she was moved from a friendly, giggly, gossipy all-girl flat in Fulham to a suite of rooms at Buckingham Palace, where she felt very isolated. It must have brought back memories of the painful move from Norfolk to Northamptonshire at the age of thirteen, after her grandfather died and her father inherited the title and the family home, Althorp. This move was every bit as extreme. While everyone did their best to make her feel at home in the Palace, courtiers were no substitute for her chatty young flatmates.

The move, the stress, the attention of the press, the uncertainty, the loneliness, the overwhelming sense of being out of control, were the triggers for the eating disorder that went on to dog her for most of the rest of her life, and destroyed any chance of happiness that she and Charles might have had. She told Andrew Morton in 1991 that the bulimia had begun during the first week of her engagement. She became moody and wilful, angry and suspicious, and Charles couldn’t understand it. One minute she was happy and laughing and the next she was screaming at him. She displayed a temper that he had never seen before; it came from nowhere, along with hysterical tears, and it could be gone as quickly as it came. She turned against people she had appeared to like and said they were out to get her, to undermine her, or spy on her. He didn’t know what had happened. Could it be nerves, or the stress of being in the public eye, or even the prospect of being married to him? He said nothing to anyone, but just hoped that it would right itself once they were married and the pressure was off.

Bulimia is not well understood, but one of its possible causes may be major trauma or upset in early childhood. It most commonly – but not exclusively – affects teenage girls, and sufferers often return to it as a coping mechanism in later years. Bulimia usually involves binge eating followed by self-induced vomiting. Secrecy is key, also denial. It can result in dangerous weight loss and a host of related medical problems. It can even be fatal.

Who knows how Diana had imagined life with the Prince of Wales might be. Kate Middleton had eight years to take a long, hard look at royal life before marrying Prince William, and she was nearly ten years older than Diana had been on her marriage day. Charles was heavily engaged in royal duties. When he wasn’t working, he was playing: fox hunting and shooting in the winter, polo and fishing in the summer; and spending weekends, as often as not, in the country houses of good and established friends. He already had his own country house in Gloucestershire – Highgrove – and, having reached the age of thirty-two on his own, looked after by servants who took care of his every need, he was set in his ways and quite content with life as it was. All that was missing was a family of his own – the warmth and companionship of a wife and the pleasure and excitement of children.

He fondly imagined Diana would fit into his life without the need for any radical change, but he didn’t realise what a determined woman he had taken on.

To those celebrating on the day they married, it seemed like the culmination of a fairy tale, but in reality it was the beginning of one of the saddest stories of modern times; even as they walked down the aisle of St Paul’s Cathedral, they both knew in their heart of hearts they were making a mistake.

Charles found it difficult to cope with Diana’s demands and her mood swings, and his own moods became increasingly unpredictable and volatile; if she was disappointed by her first taste of marriage, so was he. Both their expectations of marriage were unrealistic; neither could gain from the other even a fraction of what they needed.

The arrival of Prince William on 21 June 1982 brought brief respite, but it didn’t last long. Although delighted to be pregnant, Diana had suffered from morning sickness for most of the pregnancy and, according to her ‘was as sick as a parrot the whole way through the labour … Anyway the boy arrived, great excitement. Thrilled, everyone absolutely high as a kite – we had found a date where Charles could get off his polo pony for me to give birth. That was very nice, felt very grateful about that!’ She went home to Kensington Palace the next day, where a nursery nurse was waiting to help take care of William, but she plunged almost immediately into severe postnatal depression.

But to family, friends and the country at large (with the exception of some vociferous republicans), Diana’s baby brought nothing but elation. He was the first direct heir to the throne to be born in a hospital, and he could not have been born at a more auspicious time. Just the day before, Margaret Thatcher, the Prime Minister, had announced that hostilities between Britain and Argentina over the Falkland Islands had finally ceased. Victory restored national pride and brought huge relief to families whose loved ones had been fighting in the South Atlantic, not least the Royal Family. Prince Andrew had served as a Royal Navy helicopter pilot, insistent, despite protests from Cabinet members, who wanted him transferred to a desk job, that he should be allowed to do the job he had trained for. The Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh supported him, just as they did nearly thirty years later when Prince Harry wanted to serve on the front line in Iraq and Afghanistan.

Prince Harry’s birth, two years later, on 15 September 1984, was also a cause for national jubilation, and despite Diana’s rather bitter memory of her husband’s reaction to his birth, those who knew them at the time say Charles was every bit as excited as he was the first time around, and if he was disappointed that Harry was either a boy or red-haired, he showed no sign of it.

Harry was christened Henry Charles Albert David (to be known as Harry) and was given a younger and less daunting selection of godparents than his brother, including more of Diana’s friends. They were her old flatmate, Carolyn Bartholomew, Princess Margaret’s daughter, Lady Sarah Armstrong-Jones, Gerald Ward, a businessman and landowning friend of Charles, the artist, Bryan Organ, who had painted Diana in 1981, Lord Vestey’s second wife, Cece, and Charles’s younger brother, Prince Andrew.

The christening, held four days before Christmas at St George’s Chapel, Windsor, was shown on the Queen’s traditional Christmas television broadcast. It was memorable for William, well into ‘the terrible twos’, misbehaving. He tried to grab the antique christening robe his brother was swathed in (it was already on its last legs having been worn by every royal baby since 1840); he complained that he wasn’t allowed to hold the baby, and chased his cousin, Zara Phillips, round the legs of the Archbishop of Canterbury, which everyone including the Queen and the Queen Mother seemed to find funny. The two Queens had brought up their own children with iron discipline from an early age but, for now, William got away with it. It was not until he was a pageboy at Prince Andrew’s wedding to Sarah Ferguson, two years later, when he fidgeted throughout, rolled his order of service into a trumpet, scratched his head, covered his face with his fingers, poked his tongue out at his cousin Laura Fellowes, and left Westminster Abbey with his sailor hat wildly askew, that the Queen let it be known his behaviour was not acceptable.

Looking at the Princes today, it seems hard to believe that William was the naughty one and Harry a shy little boy who was overshadowed and bossed about by his big brother. But all of that was to change.


OUT WITH THE OLD

Diana stopped seeing her psychiatrist after Harry’s birth. She felt she was better and no longer needed professional help, but although she put on a brave face in public, as she always did, behind closed doors she and the Prince continued to have volcanic exchanges. She seemed convinced that his friends were conspiring against her. She didn’t want anything that was associated with his old life to be around them, not even his old Labrador. And so desperate was he to make her happy, so desperate to make her well, that he did everything she asked. Though it distressed him greatly, everyone she wanted to be rid of went.

Out of a mixture of embarrassment and loyalty to his wife, Charles took the easy way out and said nothing to his friends by way of explanation. They only realised they had been dropped when the phone stopped ringing, the letters stopped coming and the invitations to Highgrove and Balmoral stopped arriving; unsurprisingly they were hurt. As for Harvey, the dog, he was sent off to see out his days with the Prince’s Comptroller at his house in Kent.

Her demands spilled into his working life too. Diana wanted him at home with the children and after Harry’s birth, sent Edward Adeane, the Prince’s Private Secretary, a note to the effect that the Prince would no longer be available for meetings at either end of the day because he would be upstairs in the nursery. Adeane couldn’t believe it. He was an old-school courtier, a barrister and a bachelor, eleven years older than the Prince. He had no understanding of what it was like to change a nappy, bath a baby, or read a little boy a bedtime story. New man he certainly was not, and he was not happy for his boss to become one either. His best times of day with the Prince were first thing in the morning and last thing at night. They were the two moments in a normally very busy day when there was some peace in which to talk and to go through vital briefings for the day ahead. But to appease Diana, Charles cut down on his official engagements and on time spent with his Private Secretary. ‘He loved the nursery life and couldn’t wait to get back and do the bottle and everything,’ Diana told Morton. ‘He was very good, he always came back and fed the baby. I [breast]fed William for three weeks and Harry for eleven weeks.’

The press soon noticed that he was doing less and called him workshy and lazy. He became alarmingly depressed. While his contemporaries were all heading for the peak of their careers, he felt he served no useful purpose. He was facing possibly decades of opening buildings and visiting foreign lands, meeting only those people who had been carefully selected to shake his hand. Everywhere he turned there were people in need. Often the solutions seemed simple but nobody seemed to be addressing them, and he was being told he must not get involved. He knew well enough that the sovereign and heir should remain above politics, and that social deprivation was as political as it gets, but he couldn’t just sit on his hands and do nothing. He knew there was a social revolution going on outside the palace gates and felt compelled to help in some way, but how? This was not a question previous Princes of Wales had asked: there was no blueprint.

In 1972, he had given away, anonymously, his naval allowance of £3,000 a year, to help disadvantaged young people get small business enterprises off the ground. It was the beginning of the Prince’s Trust, which was formally launched in 1976, the year he left the Navy. What started as a few ideas scribbled on the back of an envelope has grown into the UK’s leading youth charity, with a multimillion pound income. It is as mainstream as it is possible to be. It has given a leg-up in life to well over half a million eighteen to thirty year olds, and spawned many other extraordinarily successful initiatives.

It took courage to keep addressing the ills of society when newspaper headlines, his father and his most senior advisors were all telling him he should keep out of it. But in his working life the Prince of Wales has never been short of courage, and he continued to say what he believed, and to stick his head recklessly above the parapet when he felt passionately that something was amiss. In the year of Harry’s birth he took almost the bravest risk of all. Against the backdrop of terrifying race riots, he accepted an invitation from Stephen O’Brien, who ran a catalyst organisation called Business in the Community, to convene a conference at Windsor for business community and black community leaders to meet. It was one of the most significant advances in race relations ever made, but it could have gone terribly wrong.

His son has inherited a lot of his determination.


THE MIDDLE PERIOD

Parenthood had affected Charles dramatically. It had focused his mind on the future and on the world that his children would inherit; made him re-evaluate his philosophy and his life; given him a whole new perspective. Looking at alternative ways of doing things – in medicine, architecture, farming and everything else – was a natural follow-on to his conviction that the established ways were inadequate; that the greatest profit was not always the best motive, that people’s quality of life was important for the peaceful future of mankind; that everyone, no matter what their colour, creed or disadvantage, has a valuable role to play in the grand scheme of things. He entered what he said Carl Jung would have described as ‘the middle period’. The press interpreted it as encroaching lunacy.

These were difficult years for Charles; he was being pulled in too many different directions. There were Diana’s demands and his anxieties about her; there was Adeane wanting him to confine his activities to safe, traditional areas, and there was Michael Colborne, a trusted friend and aide, telling him to forget what previous Princes of Wales had done – and to look about him. There was a whole generation of young people out there who needed his leadership and he should stop feeling sorry for himself and go out and do something about it. Colborne had followed the Prince from the Navy – he had been a Chief Petty Officer – and he was one of the few people who told the Prince of Wales what he needed to hear.

There was no denying Charles did feel sorry for himself. Meanwhile, the media’s obsession with Diana, which had begun before they were even engaged, had continued remorselessly. Day after day, trivial stories made the headlines. If she accompanied him to an engagement, it was her the newspapers wrote about: her clothes, her hairstyle, her weight, her body language, accompanied by endless speculation about what this or that look or gesture might imply. Prince Charles might not have been there for all the notice the press took of him or his speeches. The frustration was unbearable. He was being eclipsed by his wife.

She read the newspapers obsessively: she revelled in her fame and superstardom; she basked in the adulation, but the slightest criticism hurt her to the quick. Charles was not the only one who was worried about the effect it was having on her. He tried inviting the editors to Kensington Palace to meet him and Diana for lunch so they could try to reason with them, but to no avail. Diana sold newspapers.

He began to lose heart, and it was a very unhappy household in those early years after Harry’s birth. Charles was demanding and quick to lose his temper over nothing. His staff tiptoed around him and, one by one, they left. First Colborne then Adeane. Adeane’s successor was Sir John Riddell, an investment banker in his early fifties, who had a young family and a delightful attitude to life. As one of his staff said of him, ‘I cannot count the number of times I have been into John’s office with a disastrous problem to solve, to come out again with the problem still unsolved but feeling that the world was a much nicer place.’ He was one of the Prince’s best appointments; he gave him a new lease of life. His humour did wonders for the office, which was not the happiest of places; and over the next five years the Prince’s public life began to flourish. Having been tortured and uncertain of where he was going or what his role should be, he began to see a way forward.

The irony was that, in the mid-1980s, the Prince and Princess of Wales were an unbeatable double-act. Abroad, they were a sensation, and on every trip – to Australia, America, the Gulf States, Italy, Japan, Canada – the reception was rapturous. At home he was saying all the uncomfortable things that needed to be said and making a serious contribution. She, meanwhile, was sprinkling fairy dust, not just in the most likely and convenient places, but also in more challenging areas, which the world would rather have forgotten – like drug addiction, leprosy, AIDS and homelessness. She was proving quite unparalleled in her ability to charm, communicate and empathise with ordinary people. She was beautiful; she wore glamorous clothes, sparkling jewels; the cameras loved her, the public loved her, and the happy, smiling face that she presented so professionally to the outside world never faltered.

At home it was a different story.

Charles was not the person best suited to deal with Diana, but he had done all he could to make her happy. It was never the case that he didn’t care – he was simply at a loss. As the months and the years rolled by with no let-up in her behaviour, he became hardened and at times downright callous in his attitude towards her. When she became hysterical, there was nothing he could do or say to calm her down; so when she made dramatic gestures, he walked away. When she self-harmed, he walked away. Not because he didn’t care but because he knew he couldn’t help.

As anyone with experience of an eating disorder will know, it is an incredibly destructive illness and can break up even the most secure and normal of families; and this family was not normal. One of the Prince’s former Private Secretaries once said to me, ‘I’ve never succeeded in describing to anybody who wasn’t in the middle of it, the pressures of that life and that relationship, and looking as she looked and being who she was. Almost any human being would have found it absolutely intolerable. Wherever you happened to be, every look, every gaze, every smile, every scowl, every hand you held or touched, under the microscope every time, front-page news in the tabloids day after day, sometimes of your own volition, I know, but everybody after you. It was the most extraordinary pressure. I did the same sort of work for politicians. It was utterly different. There was a clear-ish divide between public and private life and I didn’t need to cross any of these dividing lines.

‘Here the whole thing was a great big ball of wax: the job, the public life, the private life; it was all indistinguishable – not just for them, but for us too. The phone calls would come at any time of the day or night, wherever you were in the world; your involvement with them was twenty-four hours a day and you couldn’t distinguish because they didn’t distinguish. How could they distinguish between what was public and private, what was work and what was play? It was all part of the same thing. There wasn’t much respite and that clearly took its toll on her. It takes its toll on him, too, but he’s been brought up to it and developed his own defence mechanisms, his own thick skin.’


THE NURSERY

Given what an extrovert Harry is today, and how very measured his brother is by comparison, it is hard to believe that for the first two or three years of his life, the roles were reversed and Harry was the quiet one. William was exuberant and cheeky – some would say, completely out of control – like many a first-born, and Harry was entirely overshadowed, sweet and well behaved. Charles said of him that he was ‘extraordinarily good, sleeps marvellously and eats well.’ He was ‘the one with the gentle nature.’ Charles adored him; he adored them both – and with two boys he was well on the way to a full polo team. What could be better?

William was a handful; he had been the centre of attention and indulged by everyone, and his parents were not consistent in their discipline. According to William’s godfather, King Constantine, Charles always treated both boys like young adults. He didn’t force them to do anything but would explain and reason with them; William, who was bright, exhausting and extremely wilful, would have stretched the patience of a saint at times. If he refused to put his gloves on and then started crying because his hands were cold, Charles would tell him to stop whingeing. But at other times he allowed William to run rings around him. Diana would either burst out laughing at William’s antics or angrily smack him on the bottom; however, the nanny, who was the most consistent and effective with the children, was forbidden to raise her voice to them, far less raise a hand. At his nursery school he was so boisterous they called him ‘Basher Wills’ or ‘Billy the Basher’. Diana simply called him ‘Your Royal Naughtiness’. And Harry, who was a slighter build than William, was too small to fight back when his big brother bowled him over or snatched his toys. The Queen’s intervention – after William had disgraced himself at Prince Andrew’s wedding – came not a moment too soon, but that same year William’s behaviour underwent a radical change without any need for harsh discipline.

Nannies played a very significant role in the Wales’ household – and it was lucky for the emotional wellbeing of the boys that they did. There was a self-contained nursery on the top floor of both their London and country homes, and that was where William and Harry ate, slept and lived for much of their childhood years. They did not eat meals with their parents and they did not have the run of the house. Patrick Jephson, who was Diana’s Equerry and then Private Secretary for nearly ten years, wrote in his book Shadows of a Princess: ‘They and their organisation were collectively known as “the nursery”. It was almost a court in its own right. There were bedrooms, playrooms, a kitchen and a dining room snug under the eaves of KP [Kensington Palace]. There were full-time and part-time nannies, policemen, a shared driver and a separate routine of school runs, parties, shopping and trips to the cinema. Every Friday morning almost the whole apparatus would transport itself a hundred miles to the west, to spend the weekend at Highgrove in Gloucestershire. There a duplicate set of rooms awaited, together with all the attractions and diversions of life on a small, picture-postcard country estate.’

The principal nanny that Diana chose to run this operation was Barbara Barnes, a forester’s daughter, who took up her position within weeks of William’s birth, taking over from a specialist in newborn babies. William became very attached to her, as children invariably do to the person who cares for them round the clock. She was in her early forties and came highly recommended. She was just the sort of nanny Diana was after: she didn’t want someone who would take over. She wanted to be involved in the care of her children herself and, although she may not have been able to articulate it in quite this way, she wanted to be the one they loved best of all.

But small children can’t differentiate. The person with whom they tend to bond the closest is the person they see most, and in William and Harry’s early years, that person was Barbara Barnes, or Baba as they called her. It was not surprising. Baba was the one into whose bed William would climb for a cuddle when he got up in the morning. He might sometimes go down the stairs and climb into his mother’s bed for a second cuddle afterwards, but Baba was the first person he turned to for all his wants and needs.

Sadly, with all her insecurities coming to the fore, Diana saw the nanny as a threat. She loved her boys with a complete passion that no one ever doubted; she was warm, expressive and tactile with them; she loved them more than anyone else on earth. She ‘loved them to death’, she would say, but she wanted them to love her better than anyone else too. She wanted 100 per cent of them, in the same way that she had wanted 100 per cent of Charles, to the exclusion of all others.

The relationship between the two women deteriorated – as Diana’s relationships often did – until finally, without a thought for the children’s psychological wellbeing, she peremptorily relieved Barbara Barnes of her post. Had she only been able to take a step back, she would have realised that what she was doing to William and Harry was precisely what had happened to her when she was six years old. She had felt the pain of loss and grief and bewilderment in exactly the same way that William, and to a lesser extent Harry, felt it. Diana’s mother had gone with no explanation that she could understand as a child. Barbara Barnes had gone with no explanation either.

The safe little world that William had lorded over was no longer so safe. Her loss triggered a fundamental change in him. He became less outgoing, less trusting, less inclined to make himself vulnerable. Harry, two years younger, was less visibly affected; and with William no longer stealing all the limelight, there was room for Harry to come slowly out from under his shell.

Two other nannies followed, Ruth Wallace and Jessie Webb, but neither stayed for more than two or three years. Jessie Webb (who came out of retirement to help William and Kate with Prince George) vanished from the household when Harry went to boarding school at the age of seven. She had looked after him for two years when he’d been alone at home, after William had already started boarding, at a time when things were particularly difficult there. She was another one who was frozen out by the Princess. Finally, Olga Powell, who had been deputy to all three nannies, stepped seamlessly into the role. She was fifty-two when she arrived, a widow with no children of her own, and, as Diana’s mother remarked, ‘Was more granny than nanny.’ She built up a very close bond with both boys and was their rock of security in the emotional maelstrom that was to come. Hugely loving but consistently firm, she remained with the boys until their mother’s death in 1997. After her retirement, both boys kept in touch with her, and when she died two years ago, William was at her funeral. Had he not been in Afghanistan, Harry would have been there too.

Charles and Diana had been united in their desire to allow William and Harry to have as normal and informal an upbringing as was possible. And while a fleet of nannies and domestic staff may not be normal to most families, they were normal to most aristocratic households. Charles and Diana had both been brought up with nannies and staff, and neither of them would have considered life without them. They were also essential to have in place if the Prince and Princess were to be able to do their charitable and royal duties. All that was abnormal was the close protection, which both boys have had throughout their lives.

Their Police Protection Officers (PPOs) are members of the Royalty and Diplomatic Protection Department of the Metropolitan Police. In the case of William and Harry, they were specially chosen to get along with growing boys. Most of William and Harry’s PPOs have been with them for years and they have built up a very valuable relationship with them. They’ve been part of the nursery, they’ve eaten their meals with them, had pillow fights with them, watched movies together; they’ve been to their schools, to their friends’ houses, to birthday parties and to restaurants and amusement parks; they’ve been with them on car journeys, planes and trains; they’ve been with them on the royal yacht, Britannia, before she was scrapped; they’ve been to Balmoral, Sandringham and Windsor, and on every holiday they’ve ever taken at home and abroad. Wherever the boys have been, so have their PPOs; sometimes at a discreet distance, at other times providing company, and – just occasionally, when the need has arisen – protection. They are with each other week in and week out and are, inevitably, very close, but like members of the Household, they have never allowed themselves to think they are friends of the Princes. They instinctively know when to provide company and when to keep their distance. It is a professional relationship, yet no one was expected to address either boy as ‘Sir’ or ‘Your Royal Highness’ or give them any special treatment. As Patrick Jephson wrote: ‘I will not forget in a hurry the distinguished, but perhaps overpunctilious cavalry Colonel who bowed low in front of Prince Harry and greeted him with a ringing military “Sir!” The look of bemused delight on the three-year-old Prince’s face almost made him fall off his tricycle.’


KP VERSUS HIGHGROVE

In London the family lived at Kensington Palace, or KP, as it is known to all who live and work there, which is not as grand as the name or the familiar façade in the photographs might suggest. It no doubt once was, in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries when it was the primary London residence of successive sovereigns. It sits at one end of Hyde Park, surrounded on three sides by park and on the fourth by the smart houses in ‘Millionaires’ Row’. The State Apartments on the northeast side where Mary II lived have been beautifully preserved, but by the time the young Wales family was living there, the rest was a warren of courtyards and gardens and smaller apartments housing a remarkable concentration of royalty. Amongst their neighbours were the Queen’s sister, Princess Margaret, Princess Alice, Duchess of Gloucester, the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester, and Prince and Princess Michael of Kent. Members of the Royal Household also lived within the warren, including Robert Fellowes, then Deputy Private Secretary to the Queen, who was married to Diana’s sister, Jane. Their three children are much the same age as William and Harry, but Diana’s relationship with her sister – as with the rest of her family and friends – waxed and waned.

Apartments 8 and 9 were tucked into the heart of the complex, and rather dark and viewless as a result. They had not been lived in for over forty years, so were entirely refurbished for Charles and Diana before they moved in in 1981. The accommodation comprised three reception rooms, a dining room, three bedrooms including a master suite, and a nursery suite on the top floor, which included rooms for the staff. There was also a roof terrace where Diana liked to sunbathe. On her mother’s recommendation, Diana had chosen Dudley Poplak, a South African to help with the interior décor. The result was an elegant but comfortable mixture of antique and modern furniture, and pretty fabrics and wallpapers. Paintings from the Royal Collection hung on the walls, also prints and original cartoons depicting the Prince of Wales. The carpet in the hall and stairway was lime green and pink, with a Prince of Wales feather design woven through it.

The Princess’s sitting room was the sunniest room in the house. Its tall windows looked out over a pretty walled garden where the children played and where she sometimes relaxed on summer evenings. By one of them was the writing desk, from which she wrote her many, many notes and thank-you letters in her big, rounded hand. According to Patrick Jephson, ‘It was cheerful, girlish and very cluttered. It smelt good too. There were always flowers – lilies were a favourite – as well as potpourri and scented candles.’

The Prince, also famous for his long, handwritten letters and ‘black spider memos’, crafted his in his study, a small, dark, masculine room on the first floor, which was cluttered with books, papers, paintings and sketch pads, some of it in piles on the floor.

It was a house for the family first and foremost (a family that needed butlers, valets, chefs, dressers and housekeepers, nannies and chauffeurs), but it was also an office. So all the people needed to keep the royal show on the road came and went, such as Private Secretaries and their assistants, Press Secretaries, Ladies-in-Waiting and Equerries, not to mention the individual PPOs for every member of the family, for whom a police room was provided in the basement. It was a small house for so many people and the walls were badly soundproofed. There was little privacy, and it was no secret within those four walls that Charles and Diana’s marriage was in trouble.

KP was also a place where business was enacted, although visitors to the house in an official capacity might find themselves getting embroiled in family life as well. When Roger Singleton, who was then Director of Barnardo’s, one of Diana’s charities, arrived for lunch one day, William and Harry came bounding down the stairs to greet him. He was carrying a large green plaster frog, a gift from a group of disabled children at a school in Taunton that Diana had visited the previous week. As he was ushered through the front door, the boys instantly began clamouring for the frog. It was too heavy for either of them to carry alone, so William went racing off up the stairs, excitedly yelling to his mother that a frog was coming, while Harry, who refused to be parted from the creature, staggered up the stairs with one small hand resolutely on the frog’s bottom and the other tightly clutching Singleton’s free hand.

Highgrove, which sits in 410 acres not far from the pretty Cotswold town of Tetbury, was also dual purpose – a further indication of how blurred was the distinction in their lives between private and public, work and play. The Duchy of Cornwall had bought the house for the Prince of Wales in August 1980; when he becomes King, the house – along with the Duchy and all that it owns – will go to William, who will automatically become Prince of Wales. With nine bedrooms, six bathrooms, four reception rooms, a nursery and staff accommodation, stables, barns, cottages and outbuildings, it is neither as large nor palatial a country house as one might expect the heir to the throne to be living in, but Charles fell in love with it. It became his sanctuary: the place he could relax and be himself, where he could wind down, take himself off for walks, clear his head, be alone, think. It has remained one of the greatest pleasures in his life, especially the land that surrounds it. To Harry it is simply home and he knows every nook and cranny. He has played in every corner of the garden, ridden over every field, shot in every hedgerow.

In his book about the estate, written many years after he bought the property, the Prince said that one of the most crucial and persuasive factors in buying it was the presence of Paddy Whiteland, whom he inherited from the previous owners. Paddy was groom and general factotum; also peddler of all the local gossip. Paddy, he wrote, was ‘one of the most inimitable Irishmen I have ever come across … A former prisoner of war of the Japanese, he can only be described as one of “Nature’s Gentlemen”. Meeting him for the first time, you invariably came away (a considerable time later!) feeling infinitely better. Once met he is never forgotten. His rugged features and twinkling eyes are one of the most welcoming features of Highgrove and his Irish stories are famous.’

Paddy became a permanent fixture in all of their lives, someone the boys sought out when they arrived from London and whose side they rarely left. He was a grandfatherly figure, who had a way with horses, and he captivated William and Harry with his tales of country lore. They loved him. He died of cancer at the age of eighty-five, in 1997, the year Diana died, and he was much mourned; but he had worked until he could work no longer. The Prince looked after him and paid for his care to the end.

Strangely for such a substantial house, there was no garden at Highgrove when the Duchy bought the property, and although he had no experience of gardening or farming and had only ever planted official trees in holes already dug, Charles knew, ‘I wanted to take care of the place in a very personal way and to leave it, one day, in a far better condition than I found it.’

At Highgrove, Charles has five full-time and four part-time gardeners, but he knows every square metre of the ground intimately and he planted most of the trees and plants himself. He has a cottage garden, a rose garden, a bog garden, a stumpery (a strange collection of tree stumps arranged to extraordinary effect), a sculpture garden, a woodland garden, a thyme walk, a rose walk, an avenue of pleached hornbeams; he has giant Ali Baba pots filled with scented geraniums, and ponds and fountains, an Italian garden and an Islamic garden. And the walled kitchen garden, which is a mixture of flowers, fruits, vegetables and clipped box hedges, is as beautiful as it is functional. The sewage garden is perhaps marginally less beautiful, but certainly functional.

To two small, noisy, energetic and inquisitive little boys, Highgrove and its tapestry of gardens was a giant playground; after the confines of Kensington, they couldn’t wait to get to the freedom it offered on a Friday. They were not automatically allowed the run of the house, but there was plenty of space in the nursery on the second floor, and they went in and out of the kitchen freely, where they had a tropical fish tank, and where they used to chop up carrots and apples for their pets. They also had the run of the garden and the outbuildings. There was more than enough to do outside, games to play, bikes to ride, people to see and places to go. There were haylofts and barns, where they found eggs that the hens had laid, which they would deliver to the kitchen; there were ducks and moorhens on the pond, tawny owls in the barn, sheep and black Aberdeen Angus cows in the fields. There was a heated outdoor swimming pool, which was enclosed in an inflatable plastic bubble in the winter, a climbing frame and a swing on the lawn; and, in the woodland garden, Charles had commissioned the Bath architect, Willie Bertram, to build them an elaborate tree house that sits twenty feet above the ground in a holly tree. It is still there. It has a thatched roof, a green holly leaf for a front door and red windows, and inside are handmade chairs and cupboards. It was wittily known as Holly-rood-house, reflecting the pronunciation of the Queen’s official residence in Edinburgh. Both boys and their friends spent many happy hours in it. Charles also gave each boy a little patch of ground in the walled garden where they could grow whatever they chose.

But their activities weren’t all rustic. Aston Martin had presented the Prince of Wales with a miniature replica of his own car for the young Princes, and this became their pride and joy. They would squabble over who drove. William, being the eldest, invariably won, but the pair of them were a familiar sight on the drives between the various cottages and other buildings on the estate. Later they moved on to go-karts and then trail bikes.

In the early days, when Charles was starting work on the garden, Diana had taken photographs of his progress and produced a wonderful record of the transformation, season by season, which she painstakingly pasted into leather-bound albums. By the time Charles was working on a book about the estate ten years later, and wanted to reproduce the photos, he asked her if he might have them, but the relationship between them was so hostile by then that she never gave them to him and, sadly, that record is lost.


COUNTRY PURSUITS

The Prince of Wales is a country person through and through – he felt suffocated in London – and his master plan had been to use Highgrove in Gloucestershire as the family’s home and Kensington Palace as a city base. He had given Diana a free rein with the interior, and once again she used Dudley Poplak, whose design was contemporary, colourful and comfortable. Highgrove is a neoclassical Georgian house, built at the end of the eighteenth century, and is everything that Kensington Palace is not. There are big rooms with high ceilings, large windows and polished wooden floors with rugs; but, as in London, there were fresh flowers in every room and also large potted plants. All over the surfaces stood silver photo-frames and Herend porcelain, as well as the Wemyss Ware pottery that the Prince liked.

There was a large open fireplace in the sitting room, and a television set, in front of which the Prince and Princess used to eat their supper off a card table in the evenings. The children loved Highgrove as much as their father did, and would no doubt have been very happy living there and going to local nursery schools, as did the Princess Royal’s children, Peter and Zara Phillips, who lived six miles away at Gatcombe Park. But Diana didn’t wholeheartedly enjoy the countryside. She loved swimming, which she could do in the garden, but she didn’t ride horses, having been put off them as a child by a fall; she didn’t like dogs, had no interest in any other country pursuits, and gardening left her cold. London was where she wanted to be, where she could shop, see her friends, go to the gym, go to the cinema, go to smart restaurants and concerts and generally have fun. Despite having lived in the country as a child, it held limited appeal as an adult, and as the years went by she made fewer and fewer visits to Highgrove. Later she professed to ‘hate the place’.

So the master plan never worked as the Prince had hoped. And once the decision had been made to send William to Mrs Jane Mynors’, a nursery school in Notting Hill, the die was cast. They were committed to spending the week in London. Harry followed William to Mrs Mynors’ two years later, and from there to Wetherby, a private day prep school also in Notting Hill, and then to Ludgrove, a boarding prep school in Berkshire, at the age of eight. As time passed, Charles based himself more and more at Highgrove, arriving – as often as not – in a big noisy, red Wessex helicopter. The Wessex landed in the field at the front of the house, where sheep grazed, and when the boys were little, as soon as they heard it approaching they would rush out excitedly to see their father. Once the blades had stopped turning, they would hurtle across the field and jump into his arms, as often as not covering his smart suits with sheep droppings.

William and Harry’s two lives – urban and rural – could not have been more contrasting. With their mother they went to the cinema, shopping, or to the zoo or the London Dungeon; they ate McDonald’s hamburgers, listened to music and watched videos. With their father, they romped around with the dogs, they rode ponies, they went for country walks, they looked after their pets – William had a guinea pig and Harry a grey, lop-eared rabbit, which lived in a hutch in a corner of the stable yard that they cleaned out themselves. At Highgrove they learnt about the natural world and traditional country pursuits. They loved both parents and, therefore, both lives, but they always felt that Highgrove was home. Amongst the pleasures for Harry were the horses. William at first shared some of his mother’s nervousness, although that didn’t last, but Harry immediately took to riding and was competent enough to be off the leading rein by the age of four. They each had a Shetland pony – Smokey and Trigger – and most mornings Marion Cox, a local woman, would take them out for a riding lesson over the fields. Come the summer, the ponies travelled up to Balmoral with them for the holidays. As they grew more confident, they went to the occasional gymkhana and other events organised by the Beaufort Pony Club, where they met and mixed with local children from horsey families. Harry became so impressive
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