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royal engagement. “Oh, they're great,” she sighs,
shuffling a brochure for the hotel’s wedding offer:
sherry and canapés at £1.95 a head. “They’re
great for Anglesey! We've been fully booked. We
even had someone from France.”

ince they announced their engagement
last November, William and Kate have

been papped and snapped, mauled and
pawed. They have been recreated in Lego,
knitting and cake, commemorated on mugs,
masks, sick bags and knickers: a wet heave of
heritage bulimia that extends to potties and
fridges and even “Crown Jewels” condoms,
“limited edition souvenir heirlooms” that will
make you “lie back and think of England”.

The dress, the guest list, the wedding list, Kate’s
hair, William’s ring, Harry’s outfit are all hot
topics; whether or not Tara Palmer-Tomkinson
will fix herself a new nose in time for the day is
a key debate.

The hysteria will peak at 11am on Friday, when
they finally marry at Westminster Abbey in front
of the King of Tonga, the Emperor of Japan, the
Sultan of Oman, and 2 billion people they have
never met. The irony is, we don’t really know them
‘\either, For all the pomp and pageantry, the feathers
Iand the gold, at 28, Prince William is still a bit ofa
{riddle. He has his mother’s looks and the Spencer
charm, his father’s obduracy and love of the field.
His smooth dealings with the press are pure HM
The Queen. Yet his friends are entirely different:
affable Hoorays with uncomplicated tastes. Do
we have a rah for king, or what?

Certainly, they would both prefer “a small,

Sloaney wedding at a country church with

300 guests”, says a friend. At home in Anglesey,
where they will live until his tour of duty ends in
2013, they are very low-key, playing Mr and Mrs
King in their seaside nest. They have dinner on
the sofa, walks on the beach, kitchen suppers with
their landlords, Sir George and Lady Tapps Gervis
Meyrick. Jean Meyrick, a Scottish aristocrat
who divides her time between Anglesey and
Hampshire, is almost a “surrogate mother”.

Even their wedding list is “super down-to-
earth”: wooden salad bowls, Le Creuset pots,
knives and forks. .. “That cottage will be
wall-to-wall John Lewis,” says a friend. “I don’t
think William would recognise a Loro Piana
cashmere blanket if it bleated.”

And yet he is in no doubt about his position,
either. Long gone is any youthful shyness or

A family friend remembers meeting him on a
yacht in the Aegean with both his parents: when
it came time for bed, the small prince went round
the table and kissed everyone goodnight, “When
he came over, I said, ‘Oh, don’t worry, you don’t
need to with me, but he said, ‘Oh no, L have to.”
1 thought, wow, that’s how it’s always going to be.”
A former acquaintance was taken aback when
she bumped into him just after he had been
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I DON’T THINK WILLIAM WOULD RECOGNISE

reluctance to be king: after decades of royal
scandals and tabloid speculation, he is now
determined to turn the Firm around.

So far, he has done well. He is surprisingly
normal considering his difficult background, and
has picked a bride that a marketing committee
would be proud of. Ahead of the wedding, polls
show that only 13% want the monarchy
abolished, the lowest figure for 15 years.

Whether this relationship endures marriage,
children, Charles III, and hundreds of
engagements each year, every year, remains to be
seen. But William has long focused on this task.
Even as a little boy he was highly conscientious.
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made a Knight of the Garter at Windsor Castle in
2008. “I hadn’t seen him in eight years,” she says,
“so he could easily have blanked me. But he
nodded and smiled. I was impressed.”

This smooth carapace of manners is, of course,
typical of his class, learnt mostly from nannies
such as Ruth Wallace, “Nanny Roof™, a strict
disciplinarian, “or his father, or Eton”, says an
executive who helped him with the Concert for
Diana in 2007. He was amazed that the 24-year-
old prince wasn’t nervous among “bulldoggish”
businessmen such as BA’s chief executive, Willie
Walsh. “At that age, I'd have been terrified. But
he led the agenda, spoke to everyone and looked















