T1.

cri 2014. A CONCERT at Wembley Arena, Walkin
AR ical panic attack. I made my way to the center, clenched
the B h. There were fourteen th : i
¢ out the speect. ] Ousand young faces before
ﬁﬁ;’:‘lﬂad for We Day. Maybe I'd have been less nervous if Id congen,.
1'[1:'1

d more 07 them, but I was having a proper Me Day, ﬂ'hinlcing about the
tri : h under this roof,

jme I'd given a SPEEE

last frme

Tenth anniversary of Mummy’s death.

[;ﬂmn nervous then too. But not like this.

 hurried off. Wiping the shine from my face, and staggering up to my seat
m;;:-_ caw me and blanched. You OK?

Yeah, yeah.

But she knew.

We watched the other speakers. That is, she watched, 1 tried to catch my
breath.

The next moming our photo was in all the papers and splashed online,
Someone tipped off the royal correspondents to where we were sitting, and at

long last we were outed. After nearly two years of secretly dating, we were re-
vealed to be a couple.

& onstage | suffere

Odd, we said, that it should be such big news. We'd been photographed
before, skiing in Verbier. But these photos landed differently, maybe because
this was the first time she’d joined me at a royal engagement.

As a result, we became less clandestine, and that felt like a plus. Several
days later we went to Twickenham, watched England play Wales, got papped,
1“_'5 didn't even bother to talk about it. Soon after, we left on a skiing holiday
vith FriEIIds, to Kazakhstan, got papped again, and didn’t even know. We were
xii:?“*& Sfiiing‘was so sacred for us, so symbalic, especially after our pre-

tha ng holiday, in Switzerla nd, when she'd miraculously opened mclup.
ataw&ﬁ?“;:'hte one night, after a long day on the slopes, and a fun time
r - We'd gone back to my cousin’s chalet, where we were staying, and

““““hﬂshing her face, brushing h hilal itting on the edge
“Fﬂ‘ﬂhath » brushing her teeth, while I was sitting

e askeqd - We were talking about nothing special, as | recall, but suddenly
g t my mother,

Unj 2
ﬂJ?{“E' A gitlfriend

He asking about my mother. But it was also the way she
"tone was jusy

the right blend of curiosity and compassion. The way
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che reacted to my answer was just right too. Surprised, POnCemed, v “
I“d::::;:' other factors were at play as well. The alchemy “fPh:mim e

d Swiss hospitality. The fresh air and a‘ir:ln::h::-_l. Maybe it wgs the :Irht;,;llt
an wide the windows, or the culmination of seventper, yas llrt
B : it was maturity. Whatever the Teason or ; ﬂhlll
chd E"'Ef' Maybe i i s WMEIMHW
reasons, | answered her, straight-out, f' started to cry,

| mmembﬂ[ thllﬂkil'lE: {:I'hr I'm f-"".'r’mg

And saying to her: This is the first time I've . _ |

Cressida leaned towards me: What do you mean . . _ firg time?

This is the first time I've been able to cry about my mum Sifice the buria

Wiping my eyes, | thanked her. She was the first person to h:lp Me acrgg
that barrier, to help me unleash the tears. It was cathartic, it “"'Eiﬂﬂtedm,
bond, and added an element rare in past relationships: immense gratitug |
was indebted to Cress, and that was the reason why, when we got home foy
Kazakhstan, I felt so miserable, because at some point during that ¢ Ty
realized that we weren't a match.

I just knew. Cress, I think, knew as well. There was
deep and abiding loyalty—but not love everlasting, Sh
about not wanting to take on the stresses of being a royal, and I was never o
I wanted to ask her to do so, and this unalterable fact, though it had been

lurking in the background for some time, became undeniable on thas K-
zakh slopes.

MLissive al:|:|:1:l;i|'_-.|11
€ was alm!ﬁ cleg

Suddenly it was clear. This can’t work.
How odd, 1 thought. Every time we go skiing . . . a revelation,
The day after we got home from Kazakhstan 1 phoned a mate, who was

also close with Cress. I told him about my feelings and asked for advice. Will-

out hesitation the mate said that if it was done it must be done quickly. So
drove straight over to see Cress,

She was staying with 5 friend. H
dows looki ng onto the street,
on the bed and told her my thinking,

She nodded. None of it seemed to surprise her. These things had bee?®
her mind as we].

I've leamed s muyey from

She nodded. She

Damn, | theught,

She helped e cry. And now I'm leaving her

er bedroom was on the ground Hm:“’lﬂ'
| heard cars and people going by as 1 sat gigerh

you, Cress, s
looked at the floor., tears running down her chee

in tears.
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i Cur, was getting married.

- exactly in the mood for a wedding, But it s Guy. All
; g,;,ad Hloke. Longtime mate of Willy and me. [ loved him. -"Lnd};weé
:: Hr,'d been dmgged thr-uugh the muck by the Press, more than opee in

3
- rﬂm“ﬂi ding was in America, in the Deep South,

xam'"‘l there set off a torrent of talk about . . . what else?

:ﬁght: After all this time? Really? Is my bare arse that memorable?

5o be it, I told myself. Let them bang on about Vegas, I'm going to focus
on Guy's BiE Day.

O the way to Guy's stag party a group of us stopped off in Miami, We ate
s abalous meal, visited a few clubs, danced until well past midnight. Toasted

. Next day we all flew to Tennessee. | remember, despite the crowded
«chedule, finding time to tour Graceland, erstwhile home of Elvis
presey. (Actually, he originally bought it for his mother.)

Everyone kept saying: Well, well, so this is where the King lived.

Whe?

The King. Elvis Presley.

Oh. The King. Right.

Peaple variously called the house a castle, a mansion, a palace, but it re-
minded me of the badger sett. Dark, claustrophobic. I walked around saying:
The King lived here, you say? Really?

Istood in one tiny room with loud furniture and shag carpet and thought:
The King’s interior designer must've been on acid,

In hanor of Elvis, every member of the bridal party wore blue suede
&'_‘ﬂ At the reception there was much kicking up of those shoes, young
Bitsh men and women dancing drunkenly and singing gleefully without
bichot thythm, It was riotous, ridiculous, and Guy looked happier than Id
bt seen him,

He'd always been cast as our sidekick, but not now. He and his bride were

-“If.sﬂfmig show, the center of attention, and my old mate was rightly sa-

g it :t_madf me so happy to see him so happy, though now and then, as

incg 5 baited off, as lovers drifted into comers or swayed mmngs " ﬁ
nd Adele 1 wander over to the bar and think: When's it going to

Y Mgy :
_ : e a
F-rht One P‘Eﬁ'ﬂ'ﬂ whn might “I'ﬂ]]t it I'I'LﬂEl. t-l'_'l hE 1T [TI.Ed. Iﬂ |:IE'I.E
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family, and it's never going to happen. More than a litde Petulan, | i
It's just not fir of the universe. Oighy

73.

UT THE UNIVERSE Was just getting “'3““‘5‘:! up. Soon after I £t bagy

was acquitted at trial.

June 2014 |
The evidence had been strong, everybody said.

Not strong enough, the jury said. They believed what Rehabber Kook
testified on the witness stand, even though she'd strained credulity, vy, et
abused credulity. She'd treated credulity as she'd once treated 3 ¢ edhead

al.

tcclli?f:?; her husband. He'd been caught on video throwing black bin ji,
ers full of computers and thumb drives and other personal belongings, inchg.
ing his porn collection, into a garage dustbin, just hours before the police
searched their place. But he swore it was all a silly coincidence, so0a. . ng
evidence-tampering here, sayeth the justice system. Carry on. As you were. |
never believed what I read, but now [ truly couldn’t believe what [ was read
ing. They were letting this woman walk? And there was no furor fmT the
general public? Did people not realize that this was about more than privacy,
more than public safety—more than the Royal Family? Indeed, the phooe
hacking case first broke wide open because of poor Milly Dmf.-lcr, a eensge
who'd been abducted and murdered. Rehabber Kooks's minions broke inke
Milly’s phone after she’d been declared missing— they'd violated het parr;:
at the moment of their worst pain and given them false hope tflmt f-’“"m
girl might be alive, because her messages were listened to. Little did ihEP" .5
know that it was Team Rehabber listening. If these journalists were ‘I"ﬂi‘_::“ﬁ
enough to go after the Dowlers in their darkest hour, and get away wilh
anyone safe?

Did people not care?

They didn't. They did not care. o

My faith in the Ew}rhn!c system took a serious hit when that wmil:ﬂ_
scot-free. | needed a reset, a faith refresher. So I went wher Lalwa)

The Okavango.



odafew restorative days with Teej ang Mike, SPage | 2l

TDSP;d
shen | retumed to Brtain, [barticaded myselfingg iy

Hq'll
74,
1. :
lﬂ'”E T_:: uc;EUTPaanj:h at all. Maybe a dinner Party now and then, Mg
the

Sometimes 1'd duck in and out of a club.
Bt wasn'tworth it. When [ went out, it was always the same scen

saps there, Paps everywhere, Groundhog Day. .

- dubious pleasure of a night out was never worth the pain,

gut then ['d think: How am I going to meet someone if I don't go out?

So 1 try it again- |

gnd: Groundhog Day.

(e night, leaving a club, I saw two men come racing around a comer,
They were headed straight for me and one had a hand on his hip,

gomeone yelled: Gun!

| thought: Well, everyone, we had a good run.

Billy the Rock leaped forward, hand on his gun, and nearly shot the two
men.

But it was just Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dumber. They didn't have
qus, and | don't know what one of them was reaching for on his hip. But
Billy held him and screamed into his face: How many times do we have to tell
wu? You're going to get someone fucking killed.

They didn't care. They did not care.

Paps

75.

T"E Towks oF Lonpon. With Willy and Kate. August 2014 t
The reason for our visit was an art installation. Across the dry mod

"¢ preadtens of thousands of bright red ceramic POPPI Ultimately, te

was for 888,246 of these poppies to be spread there, on¢ for Ei!:ﬂ'll Com-

“Omuealth soldier who'd died in the Great War. The hundredth Lo
YA’ start was being marked all over Europe:
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Apart from its extraordinary beauty, thfr art installation wy, , dif
of visualizing war’s carnage— indeed, of visualizing deah, self | F,:]Erh“
All those lives. All those families. s

It didn’t help that this visit to the Tower was also three Weeks

: fig
anniversary of Mummy's death, or that I always connected he the ‘*Iiht
War, because her birthday, July 1, the start of the Battle of e Soiim Gy i
war's bloodiest day, the bloodiest day in the history of the British h,:::h the

In Flandersfelds the poppies blow ... :

All these things were converging in my heart and mind Outside thy 1

i
2s someone stepped forward, handed me a poppy and told me y, iﬂm_“
(The artists behind the installation wanted every poppy to be placeg e i
ing person; thousands of volunteers had pitched in thus far.) Willy ang K:.
were also handed poppies and told to place them on any spot of ”"Eilﬂho:
i

ng:ﬁﬂer we'd finished, all three of us stood back, lost in our private thotghi

 believe it was just then that the constable of the Tower appeareq, . H:tud
us, told us about the poppy, how it had come fo be the British symba] of oy
It was the only thing that bloomed on those blood-soaked battlefields, said g
constable, who was none other than . . . General Dannatt,

The man who'd sent me back to war.

Truly, everything was converging,

He asked if we'd like a quick tour of the Tower.

Course, we said.

We walked up and down the Tower's steep stairs, peered into its dark cor
ners, and soon found ourselves before a case of thick glass.

Inside were dazzling jewels, including . . . the Crown.

Holy shit. The Crown.

The one that had been placed upon Granny’s head at her 1953 coronation.

For a moment I thought it was also the same crown that sat on Gan-Gan’
coffin as it went through the streets. It looked the same, but someone painted
out several key differences.

Ah, yes. So this was Granny's crown, and hers alone, and now | remer
bered her Ie].ling me how unheliewbly hfﬂy-}- it had been the first fme thet
set it upon her head. o

It looked heavy. It also looked magical, The more we stared, the !“'Ehb:t.
got —was that possible? And the _glgw wias Hemingl}" internal. The jev .
their part, but the crown seemed to possess some inner energy SOUICE: ?:ﬂiﬁ
thing beyond the sum of its parts, its jeweled band, its golden Reurs-de®

.y
h;hh
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- arches and gleaming cross. And of course 5
in

rriﬁ‘@help but feel that a ghost, encountered late at night
fﬂmﬁdﬂnl - similar glow. [ moved my eyes slowly,

tﬂﬁ ot unlike the poppies, but all I could think in thay Moment was
piece nl': |r,-hal' -+ should remain locked up in this Tower,
g

hott ther p.ri_'iﬂl'l.E"I'.
e waste, | said to Willy and Kate, to which, | recall, they said nioth

% ihey were looking at that band of ermine, remembering my wed.
418 n;matks-
}ﬁﬂﬁ- nﬂt-

TMine bage Yo

t“!ide “-.IE Tﬂ"ll-'-tr
appreciatively, from, 'ch;

nscendent ang EvOCative

76.

cEW WEEKS LATER, after more than a year of talking and planning,
thinking and worTying, seven thousand fans packed into the Queen Eliz-
sheth Olympic Park for the opening ceremony. The Invictus Games were
bom.
It had been decided that the International Warrior Games was a tongue
wister, a mouthful. A clever Royal Marine had then come up with this far
better alternative.
As soon as he suggested it we all said: Of course! After the William Emest
Henley poem!
Every Brit knew that poem. Many had the first line by heart.
Out of the night that covers me . . |

And what schoolboy or schoolgirl didn't encounter at least once those so-
Norous final lines?

Lam the captain of my soul,

!'-'%inutﬁ before my speech at the opening ceremony, [ stood in the wmﬂg:;
Mg Notecards i my hands, which were visibly shaking. BEf.mE 2
" looked ike a gallows. | read my cards over and over, wh e
r:lj a flypast. sireaming smoke ool ored red, white anid blue. Then ldrt
]

bl ichelle
I'I'h"'li:hls,:" 'Tlﬂ:r'hﬂ as well as anyone ever has, and then Mi
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Obama, via satellite, said some eloquent words about the meaning of
games. Finally, she introduced me. v

Long walk. Through a red-carpeted labyrinth. My cheeks looked | ed
carpeted as well. My smile was frozen, the hight-or-flight respanse ip full EI':
fect. 1 scolded myself under my breath for being this way. These game, Were
celebrating men and women who'd lost limbs, pushed their bodjes 0 the
limit and beyond, and here [ was freaking out about a little speech,

But it wasn't my fault. Anxiety, by this point, was controlling my body, my
life. And this speech, which I believed meant so much to so many, couldn't
help but exacerbate my condition.

Plus, the producer told me as [ walked onstage that we were running be.
hind on time. Ah, great, something else to think about, Thanks,

As [ reached the lectern, which I'd personally and carefully positioned |
berated myself, because it afforded a perfect view of all the competitors. AJ)
thase trusting, wholesome, expectant faces—counting on me. [ forced myself
to look away, to look at nothing. Hurrying, hyper-conscious of the clock, |
bleated out: For some of those taking part this will be a stepping-stone to elite
sport. But for others it will mark the end of a chapter in their recovery and the
beginning of a new one.

I went and found my seat, down front, beside Pa, who put a hand on my
shoulder. Well done, darling boy. He was being kind. He knew I'd rushed the
speech. For onee | was glad not to hear the raw truth from him.

Just on the numbers, Invictus was a hit. Two million people watched on
TV, thousands filled the arenas for each event. Among the highlights, for me,
was the wheelchair rugby final, Britain versus America, thousands of fans
cheering Britain on to victory in the Copper Box.

Wherever [ went that week, peaple came up to me, shook my hand, told
me their stories. Children, parents, grandparents, always with tears in their
eyes, told me that these games had restored something they'd feared forever
lost: the true spirit of a son, a daughter, a brother, a sister, a mum, a dad. One
woman tapped me on the shoulder and told me I'd resurrected her husband’s
smile.

Oh, that smile, she said. I hadn't seen it since he got injured.

I knew Invictus would do some good in the world, I always knew,
caught off guard by this wave of appreciation and gratitude. And joy.

Then came the emails, Thousands, each more moving than the last.

I've had @ broken back for five years, but after watching these brave men and

women ['ve got off the sofa today and I'm ready to begin again.

bt [ was



heet suffering depression since retuming from i BPARE | 54,
. of humarn courage and resilience has made me ggp n
the closing ceremony, moments after | intrody

! s Fighters, 3 man and woman approacheq,
the . them- The daughter was wearing a pink L
5. She looked up at me: Thank you

ced Dave Grohl ang

H'IE"Ir Fﬂ“ n
: B da“ﬁ"'hr he-
oodie ang Ofange ear de.

ot
) for Mmaking My dﬂd&y Dadd

fende
dﬁ}r;'d won a gold medal.
blem, she said. She couldn't see the Foq Fighters

Just one pro
g well, we can't have that!

{lifted her onto my shoulders and together the four of us watched G
aﬁd C-E]Ehﬁ-tf-'d hfil'l'-g alive. ’ !
it was my thirtieth birthday.

i

worTLY AFTER THE GAMES | informed the Palace that I'd be leaving the
Sﬁ;m],r. Elf and I worked on the public announcement; it was hard to get
the wording just right, to explain it to the pul:llic, maybe because | was having
rouble explaining it to myself. In hindsight I see that it was a hard decision to
explain because it wasn't a decision at all. It was just time.

But time for what, exactly, besides leaving the Army? From now on I'd be
smething I'd never been: a full-time royal.

How would 1 even do that?

And was that what [ wanted to be?

Inalifetime of existential crises, this was a bugger. Who are you when you
“n no longer be the thing you've always been, the thing you've trained
1o be?

Th’"“ one day | thought I glimpsed the answer. o
midtd;m a crisp Tuesday, near the Tower of London. l was stand;'vg:ﬂd_-

¢ of the street and suddenly here he came, yomping dW i g
*ng Ben, the soldier with whom I'd flown back from ﬂfgi“““jm“ 1nl
. ;m!ditr I'd visited and cheered as he climbed 2 wall witlh his n:‘-:a tI:E’:
“U‘[ :]]l;eg Six vears after that Higl"ll', as meisi!:d, he was puining 3. i e
¢ London marathon, which would've been mirac ulous on its OWH-
W pypes | 1 decioned himself, in the
g hig gn marathon, along a route he'd designe

Ing
ofa Poppy laid over the city of London.
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g thirty-one miles, he'd done the full circuit to rajse Mone, .

A staggerin
awareness—and heart rates.

I'm in shock, he said on finding me there.
You're in shock? | said. That makes two nf;.:s. -
Seeing him out there, still being a soldier, despite no longe, .

soldier—that was the answer to the riddle with which I'd been m“ﬂiing;:

long.
Question: How doy

been or wanted to be?

Answer: You don't. _
Even when you stop being a soldier, you don't have to stop being a soldje,

ou stop being a soldier, when a soldier is all yoyy, e

Ever.

78.

N AFGHANISTAN WAR SERVICE at St. Paul’s Cathedral, and then 1 recep-
Aﬁon at the Guildhall hosted by the City of London Corporation, and
then the launch of Walking With The Wounded's Walk Of Britain, and then
a visit to England’s rugby team, and then watching them practice for a match
against France, and then following them to Twickenham and cheering them
on, and then a memorial for the Olympian Richard Meade, the most success-
ful equestrian in British history, and then a trip with Pa to Turkey to attend
ceremonies marking the hundredth anniversary of Gallipoli, and then a meet-
ing with descendants of the men who fﬂught in that epic battle, and then back
to London to hand out medals to runners at the London Marathon.

That was the start of my 2015.

Just the highlights.
The papers were awash with stories about Willy being lazy, and the press

had taken to calling him “Work-shy Wills,” which was obscene, grossly unfai,
because he was busy having children and raising a family. (Kate was pregnant
again.) Also, he was still beholden to Pa, who controlled the purse strings. He
did as much as Pa wanted him to do, and sometimes that wasn't much, be
cause Pa and Camilla didn't want Willy and Kate getting loads of Fublitﬂ}'— Pa
and Camilla didn't like Wi]l}-‘ and Kate d:l‘awing attention away from them &
their causes. They'd openly scolded Willy about it many times.

Case in point: Pa's press officer berated Willy's team when Kate w2 sched
uled to visit a tennis club on the same day Pa was doing an engagement pld



to cancel the visit, Pa’
I!'lﬂ! it".l-'ﬂ jatﬂlt hold a tennis r o PEEIP'ESS officer
doesn is racquet in any of the

the = winning, fetching photo would undg, :
Jﬁf‘ﬁ"m And that, in the end, fﬂuldn':h;dtt;:;:dh and Camillg
willy told me that both he and Kate falt Nyl md.
ateds by the press and b}’_Fa and Camilla, so | felt some ced to
panne’ for all three of us in 2015. But selfishly, I also digpyy carry the
. for me- To be called lazy? I shuddered, | never want:?: the press

Wamed: Jus
P}Iﬂ!'mg

“nﬂ].ll[l:'. ptl"'_'..i:\..

mi
:]arﬂ ;ﬂ;;chr:d to my n&m:':. The press had called me stupid fo mn u::e that
e, and naughty and racist, but if they dared to call me Jazy lm::fdm:r
: 1A n't

e¢ | wouldn't go down to Fleet Street and :

glﬁ;:l;:thind their desks. start pulling people out

{ didn't ynderstand until months later that there were even more re
iy the press was gunning for Willy. First, he'd got them all worked T'DE;
easing to play their game, denying them unfettered access to his family. Elc'd
ofused several times to trot Kate out like a prized racehorse, and that was
onsidered a bridge too far.

Then he'd had the temerity to go out and give a vaguely anti-Brexit speech,
Jhich really galled them. Brexit was their bread and butter. How dare he sug-

gest it was bullshit.

79,

lwm 10 AUSTRALIA FOR a round of military exercises and while there |
et word: Willy and Kate had welcomed their second child. Charlotte. |
wasan uncle again, and very happy about it.

But, predictably, during one interview that day or the next 2 journalis
Questioned me about it as though I'd received a terminal diagnosis.

No, mate. Thrilled to bits.

But you're further down the line of succession.

Couldnt be happier for Willy and Kate.

The journalist pressed: Fifth in line—hm. No longer even

e,
Mith:ught: First of all, it's a good thing to be i::lrﬂltr flmm the ﬂ]:l.te;] t;:
"ano. Second, what kind of monster would think of himself and his

|

the Spare of the
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I'd once heard a courtier say that when you were fifth or g G
were “only a plane crash away.” I couldn’t imagine living g g ing yo.

The journalist persisted. Didn’t the birth make me questiqgy, i
Choices? ¥
Ism't it time you settled down?

Well, uh—

People are starting to compare you to Bridget Jones.

[ thought: Are they really? Bridget Jones, ay?

The journalist waited.

I¥1 happen, | assured him, or her, [ can't recall the face, only the
terous line of questioning. When, kind sir, do you plan to wive? It wi]] happen
when it happens, | said, the way you'd assure a naggy auntie.

The faceless journalist stared with abject . .. pity.

Will it, though?

Olces)

80.

PEDFLE OFTEN SPECULATED THAT [ was clinging to my bachelor life be-
cause it was so glamorous. Many evenings I'd think: If only they could see

T TICY.

Then I'd go back to folding my underwear and watching “The One with
Monica and Chandler’s Wedding.”

Besides my own laundry (often laid out to dry on my radiators) | did my
own chores, my own cooking, my own food shopping. There was a supermar
ket by the Palace and | went there, casually, at least once a week.

Of course I'd plan each trip as carefully as a patrol around Musa Qala. Id
arrive at different times, randomly, to throw off the press. 'l wear a f]j:guiﬂ:
low baseball cap, loose coat. I'd run along the aisles at warp speed, grabhing
the salmon fillets | liked, the brand of yogurt | liked. (I'd memorized 2 map
of the store.) Plus a few Granny Smith apples and bananas. And, of course
some Crisps.

Then I'd sprint ko the checkout.

Just as I'd honed my preflight checks in the Apache, I now h
cery shopping time down to ten minutes. But one night 1 got 1o
began to run up and down the aisles and everything . . - had moved.

I hurried over to an employee: What's happened”

aned my g
the shop and



me? SPaRe |
S

14
i‘t;:rt is everything?
where 8=
Why has €VE
Hﬂnﬁff}‘?
To keep Pgapf& here longer. So they'll buy more e
[ was gnhsmm:kﬂ:d. You can do that? E!"' Leii? z

Abit panicltg,-, [ resumed running up and down fhe 5; i
4 bes | could, keeping an eye on the clock, then ms;l’-’: flling my trolley
Thatwas always the trickiest part, because there was ng h; _!ﬂ the checkoyt
2l depend-cd on others. More, the checkout P sm:'i“s the checkout:
s racks, which held every British tabloid and magazine an’:iﬂ::t]be;jde the
,nd magazine covers were photos of my family. O T;i,'r mu; fgurc front
More than once I watched customers read about me, D"""Er]'lEa“i ﬂm:t
hating me. n 2015 I overheard them frequently discussing whether or m‘::’“
wermarry. Whether or not I was happy. Whether or not I might be ri| :
dhways tempted to tap them on the shoulder . . . Ello, .
One night, in disguise, watching some people discuss me and my life
[ became aware of raised voices at the front of the queue. An older

rything moved?

choices,
married couple, abusing the cashier. It was unpleasant at first, then intoler-
ahle.

| stepped forward, showed my face, cleared my throat: Excuse me. Not sure

what's going on here, but I don't think you should be speaking to her like that.

The cashier was on the verge of tears. The couple abusing her turned and
d, however. Just offended to

recognized me. They weren't in the least surprise
be called out on their abuse.

When they left, when it came my tu
s she bagged my avocados. | wouldn't hear of it. I tol
oaped up my things and ran, like the Green Hornet.

3]":'F*F"l!'lg for clothes was so much less mmp]!imtfi

'ﬂ‘l“' rule | didn't think about clothing. | didnt funda
1[::“? and | couldn’t understand why anybody would. i
i ial media for my mismatched outfits, my ratty shoes Y0 it 50

%0 of me and wonder why my trousers were so long T ¢
(They didn't dream that I'd dried them on the radiator.)

N
“Uvety princely, they'd say.

m to pay, the cashier tried to thank me
d her to hang in there.

mentally believe m

[ often got mocke
sters would flag
crunt-
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I'd think.
u artrd  He gave me an absolutely gorgeous pajy of blacy

ighed as much as bowling balls, I wore g, em ung t]:ngllﬂ
d when 1 was mocked for wearing ]'IU]":]I' Shﬂf:tl :

Right you &
My father tri€
Works of art. We
developed holes, 0

them fixed. ial clothi
from Pa an official clothing allowange, by

| received , ; t
_ngf;ﬂ!:“'m" | wear. Suits and ties, ceremonial outfis For my ﬂ“t'*n

stnchly i .

casual clothes I'dgoto T.K. Maxx, the discount store. I was F'a"f"’”'ar]y fo

oftheir once-+year sle, when theyd be flush with items from i, ] ey
items that had just gone out of season or were slightly damageq 1F you fip
it just right, got there on the first da}: of the sale, you could Shag the o, )
clothesthat ohers were paying top prices for down the high sre ;™
hundred quid you could look like a fashion plate,

Here, too, | had a system. Get to the shop fifteen minutes pefy,, i
time. Grab a red bucket. Hurry to the top floor. Begin Systematically w&irng
up one rack and down another. s

If I found something promising I'd hold it up to my chest o legs, stan ding
in front of a mirror. [ never dawdled over color or style and certainly neye
went anywhere near a changing room. If it looked nice, comtortable, inty i,
bucket it went. If [ was on the fence about it, I'd ask Billy the Rock. He de
lighted in moonlighting as my stylist,

At closing time we'd run out with two giant shopping bags, feeling triu.
phant. Now the papers wouldn't call me a slob. At least for a little while.

Far better, [ wouldn't have to think about clothes again for another six
months,

Ehaﬂkgﬂ

81.

OTHER THAN THE occasional shopping, [ stopped going out in 2015.
Stopped entirely,

. No more oceasional dinners with mates. No more house parties. No clubs
i ﬂﬂ"]‘lfﬂg
i E:e;;i: i;:l En' ﬂll'ﬂllg]'lt home from work, eat over the sink, then cateh
Pa' chef w::uIch rends on low in the background.
pies, Iwas gratefy) “ometimes stock my freezer with chicken pies, coltég*
il not to haye bo venture to the supermarket iiuiteﬂim“‘:h e



rh::-“E'»" the pies sometimes put me in mind of e SPARE | 4.
, mainly becatse they were so unspicy. I misseq !h;l:;]fh“ and their goy
- [ missed the war. stirkhas, misseq the
After dinmer I'd smoke a joint, trying to make e
nto the garden of my neighbor, The Duke of Kent,
Then I'd tum in early.
golitary life. Sl'r:ll'lgt: life. I felt lonely, but lﬂncly Ty |
s just beginning to discover a few healthy remedies to 0 Pa“izn E:nmk]:._ |
jtsurer of them, until I felt on more solid ground, I was Ieaning.u ;l.mh] \
s ane

fe
decidedly unhealthy remedy.

Avodance.

[ was an agoraphobe.
Which was nearly impossible given my public role.

After one speech, which couldn't be avoided or canceled, and durin
hich I'd nearly fainted, Willy came up to me backstage. Laughing, B

Harold! Look at you! You're drenched.

[ couldn't fathom his reaction. Him of all people. He'd been present for my
very first panic attack. With Kate. We were driving out to a polo match in
Cloucestershire, in their Range Rover. | was in the back and Willy peered at
me in the rearview. He saw me sweating, red-faced. You all right, Harold? No,
[ wasry't, It was a trip of several hours and every few miles | wanted to ask him

 aver so I could jump out and try to catch my breath.
g bad, He'd told me that day or soon

the smoke didn't waf

to pul
He knew something was up, somethin

afier that I needed help. And now he was teasing me? | eouldn't imagine how

he could be so insensitive.
But [ was at fault too. Both of us should've known better, should've recog-

nized my crumbling emotional and mental states for what they were, because
we'd just started to discuss the launching of a public campaign to raise aware-

ness around mental health.

82.

y Mission Haospital, to cnntmﬂtmmtc
My mother once paid the

who was HIV-positive, and
|eprosy, that it wasin t

I"’"ENT 10 EasT LoNDON, to Mildma
ils 150th anniversary and recent renovations.
Place a famous visit. She held the hand of a man
H'”“b}’ﬂhangad the world, She proved that HIV wasn't
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2 curse. She proved that the disease didn’t disqualify people -

nity. She reminded the world that respect and compassion areat Ove or dig.

the least we owe each other. gifts the?'re

[ learned that her famous visit had actually been one of Many, A

worker pulled me aside, told me that Mummy would slip iy, Elnrd P‘*’hldma]F

hospital all the time. No fanfare, no photos. She’'d just drop in m?]iﬂf ;hf
; .

people feel better, then run home.
Another woman told me she’'d been a patient during one of t},
e POD-ins,

Born HIV-positive, this woman remembered sitting on MUml‘ny’s |
was only two at the time, but she remembered. 3p- She

I cuddled her. Your mum. I did.
My face flushed. I felt such envy.

Did you?
I did, I did, and oh, it was so nice. She gave a great cuddle!

Yes, I remember.

But I didn’t.
No matter how I tried, I barely remembered a thing.
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