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Spare and Sparer











When Prince Harry published this controversial confessional Spare in January 2023, he pushed another ‘spare’ out of the headlines. Prince Andrew has yet to favour us with his misery
 memoirs, but perhaps Harry’s doorstopper provides a useful insight into his uncle who is now even more
 spare than Harry. Harry is fifth in the line of succession, while Andrew is
 eighth. At birth, both started in the third place, so things are not going well
 for them career-wise. 
            

Clearly, Andrew is arrogant enough to have coveted the top job, while in his
 autobiography his nephew seems to make public his brush with ambition. The
 women he met while a bachelor, he said, suffered from ‘throne syndrome’. They would be ‘visibly fitting herself for the crown the moment she shook my hand’. It is only the monarch and his consort who get to sit on the throne and wear a
 crown, so the girlfriends had already factored in various subsequent steps that
 needed to happen first. Princesses only get to wear those royal hats that look
 like dinner plates worn at an angle. It clearly unsettled Harry to be desirable
 for something he would never have. 
            

Andrew never had such problems. He was Prince Philip and the Queen’s favourite. Yet, Harry saw himself as a ‘very unbrilliant boy’ and suffered what he saw as being treated like a ‘nullity’. Andrew on the other hand was always groomed for a role in the palace that didn’t exist. Unlike Harry, whose future was secure due to the millions he would one
 day inherit from his mother, Andrew would inherit very little because Philip
 had very little if anything to pass on to his children. His parents needed the
 Firm to provide for Andrew and, being treated like anything but a nullity, he
 came to believe unshakeably in his own monumental importance to the monarchy in
 Britain. 
            

Harry also compares himself to Hamlet in his memoir: ‘Lonely prince, obsessed with a dead parent, watches remaining parent fall in
 love with dead parents’ usurper’. Hamlet had been robbed of the throne by his uncle who murdered his father and
 married his mother. Hamlet plots, ineptly, to avenge his father’s murder an act which would have, presumably, put him on the throne, if only he
 hadn’t screwed up first. Harry’s uncle Andrew is not motivated enough to go through all these shenanigans. But
 still, like Hamlet, Harry struggles forever with his emotions. 
            

At least, Harry writes, ‘maybe I’m a foundling? Because I am a nervous wreck.’ He has just told a courtier that there is no photograph of him using cocaine in
 order not to spoil the Queen’s fiftieth jubilee with bad headlines. It was a gamble that paid off for Harry.
 Though not for his nerves evidently. 
            

Despite drawing the parallel with Hamlet, Harry was not a natural fan of
 Shakespeare’s play. ‘I slammed the books shut,’ he says. ‘No, thank you.’ It didn’t help that his father couldn’t stop quoting Shakespeare at every turn, if he wasn’t regaling his sons with ancestral facts. Another big turn off. 
            

But the Bard would not leave him alone. At Eton, he was forced to play the
 drunkard Conrade in Much Ado About Nothing—a bit of typecasting, he thought. His father came to watch the production and
 laughed at all the wrong moments. Quizzed afterwards by his perplexed son,
 Charles admitted that Prince Philip did exactly the same when he came to watch
 him perform. Was it a subtle case of royal heckling? His interest in
 Shakespeare, however, is piqued after his great-grandmother, the Queen Mother,
 dies. He regrets not asking her more about her distant ancestors in Glamis,
 home to Macbeth who murdered the king to take the throne. Hmm. 
            

There is no indication that Prince Andrew has ever had more than a passing
 acquaintance with the works of Shakespeare. Although the Queen taught him to
 read herself, neither she nor Prince Philip were particularly interested in the
 inside of the many libraries she owned. However, Andrew was a friend of actor
 Kevin Spacey’s, organising a private, after-hours tour of Buckingham Palace for him and
 Ghislaine Maxwell in 2002. They were photographed sitting on the thrones used
 in the Queen’s 1953 coronation. Shortly after Spacey became artistic director of the Old Vic
 where he played the title role in Shakespeare’s Richard III, a king who seized the throne after murdering his older brother and the two
 princes in the Tower. If Andrew had done that at the time—killing Charles and the then unwed William and Harry—he would now be king. Spacey’s royal role received plaudits on both sides of the Atlantic. It didn’t help him either, as both he and Andrew are today struggling with severe image
 failures. 
            

Harry feigned to have no interest in history, particularly family history. But
 he also said he wished he’d asked his great grandmother, the Queen Mother, more about her husband George
 VI, who was a second son who took the crown after his older brother Edward VIII
 abdicated to marry American divorcee Wallis Simpson. That must have felt a bit
 too close to home. He left it a bit late in any case, she was 101. 
            

One thing Harry does observe in Spare, as he violates the omerta of the royal family that you do not air dirty
 laundry in public, is his response to the memoir by his mother’s butler Paul Burell. Unlike his, the money wasn’t going to charity. ‘It was merely one man’s self-justifying, self-centring version of events’, he writes. Without irony he adds, ‘It made my blood boil’. One can almost hear the vigour with which Charles and William nodded at
 reading this passage. Harry seems to have redefined his job as spare to become
 the Firm’s professional Embarrassment-in-Chief and found far better professional support
 than his uncle to do so. Or maybe he is modest enough to listen to them, or, at
 any rate, let professionals write his autobiography for him for maximum effect.








Number Twos











You don’t have to take too much interest in the history of the Royal Family to know that
 a surprising number of spares have sat on the throne and this may be one reason
 why they are such enduring headache for the reigning monarch. The odds are
 considerable and the court can’t ignore a spare once the heir is an adult. What if through fate’s unknown unknowns, the spare reaches the finish line after all and ends up on
 the throne? Spares hang around visibly enough, just in case—at least until the heir’s own heir and spare are also adults. 
            

The current royal family claims lineage spanning a thousand years beginning with
 William the Conqueror and the Norman invasion. William was succeeded by his son
 William Rufus, who died when shot through the chest with an arrow in the New
 Forest. He was succeeded by his younger brother Henry I who happened to be with
 the hunting party that day. Historian John Gillingham concluded that Henry’s actions ‘seem to be premeditated: wholly disregarding his dead brother, he rode straight
 for Winchester, seized the treasury (always the first act of a usurping king),
 and the next day had himself elected’. It was a good start to the dynasty for his ambitious younger brother. 
            

Any British royal spare can take some heart that the odds in their favour are
 pretty good if the past is a guide to the future. Richard the Lionheart was
 succeeded by his brother, John, who had already sought to usurp the throne
 while Richard was away at the crusades. In 1399, Richard II was dethroned by
 his cousin Henry VI, leading to the War of the Roses, which resulted in the
 fratricidal Richard III taking the throne in 1483. He was usurped to two years
 later by distant cousin Henry VII at the Battle of Bosworth, establishing the
 Tudor dynasty. Henry VIII took the throne after his older brother Arthur had
 died, as well as his brother’s widow. The list goes on. Charles I succeeded in 1649 after his older brother
 had died of typhoid at the age of eighteen. Then, after the minor
 unpleasantness of the Civil War and a short-lived republic, his son Charles II
 was installed as king. He died without any legitimate heirs, so his younger
 brother James took over in 1685. 
            

To be sure, sisters joined in the fun too. So there is even hope for Princess
 Charlotte, the spare in waiting. There was no love lost between Henry’s daughters Mary I and Elizabeth I before Elizabeth succeeded her sister in
 1558. Elizabeth ordered the execution of her cousin Mary, Queen of Scots, who
 also had claims on the throne, which then passed to her son James I of England,
 James VI of Scotland, in 1603. After the Glorious Revolution put Queen Mary and
 King William on the throne, Anne became queen in 1702, following her sister’s death, although her half-brother was her father’s legitimate heir. He was, however, barred from the throne on the grounds that
 he was a Catholic. 
            

It gets even more encouraging for royal spares in more recent history. When
 Queen Anne died, the rules of primogeniture were again ignored. James’s claim to the throne was overridden in favour of a distant cousin, the Elector
 of Hanover, a German who became George I of England and lived mainly on the
 continent. Under the Georgians, another steal by a younger brother followed.
 The dissolute George IV was succeeded by his younger brother William IV, who
 outraged London by returning from Jamaica with a black mistress and had ten
 illegitimate children with actress Mrs Jordan.  
            

Queen Victoria wanted to end the litany of royal scandals and aimed to establish
 her nine royal children as a model family in contrast to her libidinous
 Hannoverian uncles—though it could be argued that her promiscuous son Bertie was the prince of fun
 of his day. Bertie was twice cited in the divorce courts before he acceded as
 Edward VII. His last mistress was Alice Keppel, the great grandmother of
 Camilla Parker Bowles, now Queen Consort.  
            

Edward VII’s spare succeeded as George V due to the convenient demise of the eldest heir,
 Prince Eddy. Eddy was arguably a prince of fun like his father as he was
 implicated in a sex scandal—in his case one involving a male brothel. To some historians, he is even put
 forward posthumously as a possible candidate for Jack the Ripper.  
            

Then, in 1936, we get Edward VIII who fell in love with a scandalous woman (she
 was twice-married) and in order to marry her had to abdicate in favour of his
 younger brother George VI. He not only had a stutter and helped win World War
 Two, but was also Andrew’s grandfather and Harry’s great-grandfather. If he hadn’t become king, all the column inches about the two private lives of the two
 princes would never have happened (a sobering thought). 
            

So the Windsors have form. Sibling rivalry, if not outright fratricide, is in
 their DNA. If the accident of birth had initially robbed them of the top job,
 there was always the possibility that a pandemic, a freak accident or an
 audacious assassination, or a good old scandal, might thrust them onto the
 throne. 
            

The old, old rivalry of the heir and the spare goes on as Harry points out. He
 was never happier than when, at Sandhurst, Crown Prince William had to salute
 him. William went to university first and only joined the Army after his
 younger brother, so, for one short per, Harry outranked him. 
            

But at home, the whole family made no bones about it that he was ‘the shadow, the support, the Plan B’ from as early as he could remember. 
            

‘I was brought into the world in case something happened to Willy,’ he wrote. ‘I was summoned to provide back-up, distraction, diversion and, if necessary, a
 spare part. Kidney, perhaps. Blood transfusion. Speck of bone marrow. This was
 all made explicitly clear to me from the start of life’s journey and regularly reinforced thereafter.’


There was only one thing for it. Go to America and become the ‘king over the water’ like his Stuart forebear in the 18th century. Harry had learnt about the
 ambitions of the Scottish ‘Bonnie Prince Charlie’ from Mr Hughes-Games, his history master at Eton.  
            

Besides, Meghan is said by some to be lining herself up to be the first woman
 president. In the US, he could at least be ‘First Gentleman’. Hollywood actor Ronald Reagan had made it to the White House. There was no
 reason that the Suits star of the Netflix generation could not follow in his
 footsteps helped with a little Windsor fairy dust. If Megan did become
 President, it would mean a temporary restoration of Britain’s rule over the US since his forefather George III lost the American colonies. 
            

Meanwhile Andrew, the older spare, is not doing so well riding shotgun. His
 prospects as Fergie’s Prince charming have long gone up in a cloud of smoke. Now that he’s divorced from her, he cannot even look forward to being number two at Weight
 Watchers or any of her other ventures, from confessional star on Oprah (who
 would want to hear Andrew’s confessions?) to coming up with ideas for royal documentaries or writing
 children’s books. As that bearded sage Karl Marx warned us: ‘History repeats itself, first as tragedy, second as farce.’





















Spare II











While Harry’s discontent with being the spare led to royal fisticuffs with his elder brother—felling a princely necklace and a royal dog bowl in the process—did Andrew feel the same discontent? He certainly had a lifelong rivalry with
 his brother, now Charles III. Andrew was his mother’s favourite, and naturally there was competition for her love from his envious
 older brother. Andrew was handsome as a teenager, Charles just had big ears. We
 know that Andrew’s greeting ritual of his mother was to bow and then give her two pecks on the
 cheek. Charles was apparently never allowed such a personal display of
 affection, Harry tells us. Even at the age of five, the Queen’s firm handshake was all he got after she returned from being away for months on
 end. The only one who ever got close to a hug was Diana 
            

Charles hated their boarding school Gordonstoun and always wanted to go to
 debonair Eton. His parents wanted him to toughen up, however, which meant
 horrendous bullying. Gordonstoun’s ethos was against ‘creative types, sensitive types, bookish types—in other words Pa’, who confided in Harry, ‘I nearly didn’t survive’. Charles’s only friend was his teddy bear, which still went with him everywhere as an
 adult. But Andrew flourished at their school in remote Scotland. While Spartan,
 it was as posh as Marie Antoinette’s play farm where she could pretend to be a peasant. Harry would probably have,
 too. Like Uncle Matthew, he seems to have read one book (Of Mice and Men, short), liked it but didn’t think it necessary to read more. Unlike his father, he confides that his pain
 threshold and disregard for physical safety so high that he becomes scary on a
 pitch. At Eton, however, there weren’t enough bullies for him and his ‘red mist’ to conquer. 
            

Charles’s naval career was undistinguished; Andrew returned from the Falklands a hero.
 As a bachelor, Charles sowed his wild oats tamely among the county set; Andrew,
 however, dated models and actresses and any girl in between. Though he missed
 out, Andrew always fancied Diana, while Charles told Diana he wished she could
 be more like Fergie. 
            

When Charles’s popularity hit rock bottom after the break-up of his marriage and his
 continuing association with Camilla Parker-Bowles, he began to suspect that
 brothers Andrew and Edward were plotting against him. ‘Andrew wanted to be me,’ a disconsolate Charles told his private secretary Mark Bolland. After Diana
 said in an interview on Panorama that she did not think Charles would be king, he convinced himself that Diana
 and Fergie had plans to replace him as heir and announce that, in the event of
 the Queen’s death or abdication, Andrew would be regent until William was eighteen.
 History was studded with regents who went on to become king. Even Britain had
 one in George IV, formerly the thoroughly disreputable Prince Regent. 
            

Charles fought back, trying to remove Andrew’s daughters Beatrice and Eugenie from the royal payroll. But Andrew made efforts
 to keep his daughters close to the Queen to ensure their future as fully
 paid-up members of the family. He also wanted Beatrice and Eugenie to retain
 the rank of working royals and to have round-the-clock security costing £250,000 a year each. They were the only two ‘blood princesses’ of their generation he argued.  
            

Charles then saw to it that Andrew and Edward were later excluded from a formal
 lunch celebrating the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee. Nor were they seen on the balcony of Buckingham Palace
 afterwards. Andrew saw this as a demotion. For him, worse was to come. 
            

Following his subsequent disgrace as a result of featuring in the
 Epstein/Maxwell/Giuffre sex trafficking scandal, there would be no comfortable
 exile in America for Andrew. Wanted by the FBI as a ‘person of interest’ he risked being arrested as soon as he set foot on American soil and the US
 sent a request under the Mutual Legal Assistance Treaty to the Home Secretary
 to have Andrew interviewed by Scotland Yard. Not even Megan Markle as President
 would save him. As a woke Hollywood veteran she would recall the fate of Andrew’s friend invited to his daughter’s 18th birthday, Harvey Weinstein. Andrew never made an endearing impression on
 her. When she had first meet Andrew, she apparently took him to be the Queen’s assistant, or, in Buckingham Palace rather than Tinsel Town lingo, the footman
 assigned to holding her handbag.  
            




















Mummy Boys











Andrew and Harry’s lives have certain parallels. Both were born to palace life: Andrew in
 Buckingham Palace and Harry in Kensington Palace. Clearly, they were going to
 turn out weird. If, from the time you can first walk and talk, doors are opened
 for you and flunkeys are always bowing and scraping and calling you ‘Your Royal Highness’, you are going to get a very skewed view of the world and your own self
 importance. And both were, of course, mummy’s boys.  
            

Harry admits as much. Throughout his Spare, he calls Diana ‘Mummy’. At the time of writing, he was thirty-eight. About time, he should have got
 over it.  
            

Was Andrew any different? He himself no doubt thought he was a bit of a
 swashbuckler when, at the age of twenty, he was stationed at the aircraft
 carrier HMS Hermes. But a senior officer of his observed: ‘He’s a bit of a mummy’s boy. You could never say that about Charles.’


When Charles was born his mother was already undertaking royal duties and tours
 for her ailing father. He was just four when she became Queen and was occupied
 full time with her new role and had little time for him as she left him in
 charge of a fleet of nannies with their own footmen. By the time Andrew came
 along eight years later, she knew the ropes well enough to take time off to
 mollycoddle her new infant. 
            

Andrew was to be indulged. She wrote to her cousin, ‘the baby is adorable. All in all, he’s going to be terribly spoilt by all of us, I’m sure.’ Andrew’s nanny called him ‘Baby Grumpling’ for his temper tantrums, Prince Philip called him ‘The Boss’ as he was wilful and self-possessed. Appearing at a film premiere with a black
 eye, Philip said that ‘The Boss’ had done it. Everyone thought he meant the Queen. 
            

The baby prince was named Andrew after his grandfather, Prince Andrew (of Greece
 and Denmark), who was twice exiled from his native land. He did not set a good
 example to live up to. Estranged from his wife and son, and his daughters who
 all married Nazis, he died in Monte Carlo where he had been living on board his
 mistress’s yacht. 
            

Andrew was rarely punished and played practical jokes on the staff, hiding the
 knives and forks when a footman was laying the table and tying a sentry’s shoelaces together. He took a radio apart to bits, tobogganed down the stairs
 in the Palace on a tea tray, and broke the greenhouse windows with a football.
 He pranked the Queen Mother with a whoopee cushion, sprinkled itching powder in
 his mother’s bed and climbed onto the roof of Buckingham Palace to turn the TV aerial so
 that there was no picture when his mother the Queen sat down to watch one of
 her favourite shows, the Sandown Park horse races. The Queen thought her second
 son was hilarious. 
            

Rather than being taught by private tutors in the Palace as previous generations
 of royals had been, Andrew attended a prep school in an attempt to give him a
 less royal and a somewhat more ordinary childhood. But this had been decided
 well before his birth. His education followed in the footsteps of Prince
 Charles, so everything he did Charles had done first and usually better. At the
 age of eight, he was sent to Heatherdown School in Ascot, not far from Windsor.
 This earned him the sobriquet ‘Action Man Two’, which he resented. 
            

Princess Diana wanted her children to be brought up like commoners, too. Andrew
 had been born in the Belgian Suite of Buckingham Palace, but Harry had first
 seen the light of day in the Lindo Ward of St Mary’s Hospital, Paddington, where William had also been born. Soon after he had to
 be displayed to the waiting crowds and cameramen on the hospital steps.
 Starting with Harry, this became the new tradition. 
            

The Queen wasn’t totally committed to making Andrew a commoner. He was taught driving by former
 Formula One world champion Graham Hill, after being given a mini Aston Martin
 model of the car driven by James Bond in Goldfinger. The Bishop of Norwich took
 him to a football match of Chelsea vs Norwich, he was showed round Scotland
 Yard with an Iranian prince, and security officers taught him how to handle a
 gun. As a youth Andrew was also taught ballroom dancing which ill-prepared him
 for the disco floor at Tramp. He remained bathed in privilege. He and his
 younger brother Edward were taken to Lords to be taught how to play cricket and
 to Wimbledon for tennis coaching, while their boy scouts units were taken to
 them rather than the other way around. His feeling of being above everyone else
 showed early on in lots of little ways. Sharing a dormitory with six others, he
 complained that he was not allowed to watch the TV programmes he watched at
 home. 
            

Was Diana going to do a better job with young Harry? 
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