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    INTRODUCTION


    No. As Clive James wrote in the New Yorker, No was the first anguished and disbelieving word uttered by millions that cataclysmic Sunday morning when they heard that Diana, Princess of Wales had died in Paris, shortly after midnight, in a mangled Mercedes driven by a drunken driver. As her brother Earl Spencer declared at her funeral, she was the most hunted woman on earth. The only reason she was in Paris was to escape the paparazzi that had ruined her holiday in Sardinia - and they were the reason she dined in the security of the Ritz. She left by a back door but they still pursued her - and then took photographs at her death.


    Only six hours earlier, she had called her friend Richard Kay, royal reporter of the Daily Mail. She was in love, she was going to see her two beloved sons on Sunday and she was as happy as he had ever known her, Kay reported. All was well with her world for the first time in years. She was thinking of completing her obligations to her charities and her campaign against anti-personnel landmines and then withdrawing from public life. Princess Diana was happy again, that was why that word No was uttered with such heartfelt disbelief.


    As the opening chapter of Requiem demonstrates, the grief of the people was palpable (and not only in Britain). They flocked to Buckingham Palace and especially to Kensington Palace where they left flowers at the gates of her London home - and then more flowers and, as the week of grieving wore on, still more flowers until the night air outside the palaces was filled with an intense perfume. They lit candles in the wind and queued silently to sign the books of condolence.


    The public was bewildered by the apparent lack of response of the Queen and the Royal Family. The Queen returned to London from Balmoral a day earlier than she had originally planned and joined the crowds outside Buckingham Palace. On the day of the funeral she bowed to the Princess’s hearse and as she left the palace ordered the flag be lowered to half-mast. The service in Westminster Abbey was relayed to the crowds on large screens in Hyde Park and by sound to other locations. The crowds applauded Earl Spencer’s powerful and moving tribute to his sister that led, unprecedentedly, to the mourners clapping Earl Spencer in Westminster Abbey as well.


    Writers paid their tributes with words instead of flowers, words that attained a nobility and eloquence rare in modern journalism. Even the most cynical were affected, as were a generation of young, feminist columnists who saw in the Princess an icon of a scorned woman who triumphed over the Establishment. Again and again, whether by friends and acquaintances, editors, journalists or historians, the same qualities were described - her beauty, simplicity, goodness and weakness; her impeccable manners; above all her compassion for the sick and suffering. All writers have willingly agreed to be included in this Requiem, which represents an unparalleled tribute to the significance of the Princess’s life and work and the example she set of how to be a modern royal.


    Journalism had many enemies even before the death of Princess Diana and newspapers were instantly put in the dock by Earl Spencer who said with evident emotion that every newspaper proprietor and every editor who had paid for ‘intrusive and exploitative’ paparazzi pictures of her had ‘blood on their hands’. Yet although she had often been treated badly by newspapers, journalism, as this anthology amply demonstrates, served the Princess well in her death. No other event in history has been covered in so many millions of words nor with such affection and sensitivity. There was genuine shock and grief in newsrooms that Sunday and a determination on the part of every editor, reporter and writer to give their best to the evaluation of the significance of her life and her death. The sheer quality of the journalism written that day and throughout the following week -whether eloquent, angry, lyrical or critical - shines through every page of this anthology and shows what British journalism is capable of, when it really tries. The Princess’s death brought dignity to front pages that only days before had been splashing paparazzi picture of ‘Di and Dodi’, the son of Mohamed Al Fayed who died with her in Paris and who had brought happiness to the last weeks of her life.


    Journalism is often described as the first draft of history or as history on the hoof. When historians come next century to dwell on the significance of Princess Diana - her impact on the British Royal Family, the fate of the Prince of Wales, the careers of her sons, the end of the British stiff upper lip and the acknowledgement that grief need not be hidden, her compassion for the sick and the suffering, the significance of all those flowers and all those candles in the wind - they will find that all the themes that will continue to dominate the debate about the Princess and her impact on the monarchy, especially after her death, are encapsulated in the journalism, written at speed and to deadlines, published in this Requiem.


    Brian MacArthur

  


  THE PEOPLE’S PRINCESS


  Louise was suffering from muscle cancer, and together the family had decided to try to raise money for a new Day Hospice in our home town of Blackpool. When my wife Judy heard that Diana was coming to the town she wrote and asked if she’d meet Louise and she agreed.


  Diana was brilliant. She just looked at Louise and said: ‘I so admire you. How angry are you?’ It was exactly the right question. That’s when I realized how much she really understood the disease and how sufferers feel. We chatted for nearly an hour, then Judy took pictures of Louise and the Princess together. ‘The only thing I’d ask,’ she told us. ‘is that you don’t take them to Boots.’ Before she left we knew we would be opening the new Louise Woolnock Day Hospice the following summer and I said wouldn’t it be lovely if she could perform the official opening. She said she couldn’t promise. But somehow I knew that she would come.


  It was the following spring - 1991 - when we heard Diana was definitely coming. Louise didn’t know it but she had just days to live. She was in indescribable pain, she was blind, she’d lost her beautiful hair, she couldn’t walk and she could hardly speak.


  Even so, the morning that Diana arrived for the official opening Louise developed a new light in her eyes. It was last time I saw Louise laugh. Diana walked straight up to her, gave her an enormous hug and said: ‘Hello old friend.’ They sat together, holding hands, talking, bursting into girlish giggles.


  Exactly a week later - on 4 August 1992 - Louise died. She was only 21. I still believe she hung on for that final meeting, made herself stay alive. Their friendship meant that much.


  Now I look at the photographs of them together and can hardly believe that they’re both gone.


  I can see them now, together again, having a little chat.


  Philip Woolcock, Express


  



  I was born with Turner Syndrome, which means that I would not have grown to more than 4ft 6ins naturally. It was in 1991 that I first met Diana. You may think that she was just doing her duty at the ceremony - but she was doing much, much more than that. Diana talked to me at length that day, about my problems and hopes for the future. She was genuinely interested and told me and my mum Carol to keep in touch.


  Little did I realize that the moment I met her would be the start of a friendship that only ended with her death. I started to write to her and all the replies I got were handwritten and signed by Diana herself.


  They meant so much and helped me get through psychological problems caused by my condition. She would not write much about herself, being much more interested in me. She gave such wonderful advice that helped me through. She would will me and my family to stay strong and believe that things would get better.


  In October 1994, I told her I needed an operation in France that would help me grow to a normal height, and needed to raise £40,000. She wrote back immediately lending support. Amazingly, Diana also enclosed a personal donation towards the surgery. I cannot say how much the cheque was for, but it helped the appeal enormously.


  I had the op the next April and all the time Diana was in touch by letter. She wrote that she would always be there for me. When my mum had a nervous breakdown in the difficult months of after-care, Diana wrote to her. The Princess was an inspiration. She didn’t need to help me and very few people knew we were still in touch. She did it out of the goodness of her heart. She was a great friend in every sense of the word. She helped out with money and, more than that, the fact that she kept in touch.


  Her concern for me was totally genuine. She just loved helping people in trouble, especially children. I think it was because she had had such a troubled childhood herself. That is why she understood.


  I cannot believe she died. I last had a letter from her five weeks ago. She was pleased that everything was going well for me. I’m now 5ft tall and have just passed nine GCSEs. I’m starting A-levels now and hope to become a doctor - then, like Diana, I can help and care for people. I would have loved to have the chance to tell her how things are turning out.


  Emma May, Express


  



  It was her gestures I will always remember. She had a gift for communication that went beyond words.


  We met several times at the Terence Higgins Trust, the Aids charity where I worked. But that was just in a formal setting with lots of people there. The time that’s really special to me was a Sunday evening earlier this year when she turned up to join a group of us at Westminster Abbey. The group was organized by the Dean of Westminster and was just a dozen of us gathering every week for chat. The Princess got to hear of it and phoned to ask if she could come along.


  When she arrived we were all bowled over by her charm and warmth. I stood up to let her sit down and she said: ‘Don’t be so silly’ and sat to share the seat with me. I could never imagine a member of the Royal Family sharing my seat. Later, a few of us took a walk around Westminster Abbey. But when we got to the Coronation Chair we all knew she was not destined to sit on it and the atmosphere became rather tense.


  So I said: ‘I think you are better off out of that family.’ She laughed out loud and said: ‘You are absolutely right.’


  Of course, the most important thing she did for Aids sufferers was holding their hands. It was the most powerful thing - a human gesture which the world could understand. I was terribly grateful. With that gesture she changed the image of people with Aids from something scary to people you could touch and live with.


  I have been terribly depressed, I am sick and have lost one of my closest friends. Her attention made me feel better.


  People said she visited people like us out of a need to be loved. I think she felt like an outcast, as we Aids sufferers are. I felt she was a lonely woman. She had a withdrawn quality that lonely people have.


  We felt she cared, and through her, other people came to care.


  Tony Whitehead, Express


  



  'I know I can give love for a minute, for half-an-hour, for a day, for a month, and I want to do that.’


  Diana, 1995


  A WEEK OF FLOWERS AND CANDLES


  1 September


  THE ‘PEOPLE’S PRINCESS’ RETURNS TO BRITAIN


  A sombre Prince of Wales flew home from Paris with the body of his former wife Diana, Princess of Wales, last night to prepare for official mourning and a possible state funeral.


  He was greeted at RAF Northolt by Tony Blair, who had earlier spoken of his utter devastation at the death of the ‘People’s Princess’ after a car crash that also killed her companion Dodi Fayed and their French chauffeur.


  At 7pm, the doors of the BAe 146 aircraft were opened and the coffin, draped in the Royal Standard surmounted by a single wreath of white lilies, was brought out and borne across the tarmac by eight RAF pallbearers, the silence broken only by the slow tread of boots.


  There was no ceremony, no words spoken. Prince, Prime Minister, the Princess’s two sisters, the Lord Chamberlain the Earl of Airlie, the Defence Secretary George Robertson and Lord Bramall, the Lord Lieutenant of London, stood in line with heads bowed as a brisk breeze chilled the dying light of the day.


  Twelve minutes later, the coffin had been placed in the back of a hearse and driven away to a private mortuary. After a few words of thanks, the Prince returned to the aircraft for the flight back to Aberdeen and his sons at Balmoral. The Princess’s body was moved to the Chapel Royal at St James’s Palace just after midnight.


  By then, Mr Fayed had been buried at Brookwood cemetery, Woking. His coffin, draped in black cloth with gold lettering, was flown back to Britain on his family’s jet and taken to Regent’s Park Mosque where 600 mourners had gathered for a simple funeral lasting just under ten minutes.


  The coffin was then taken to Brookwood for a longer private family burial service. The ceremony took place just before 10pm, thus complying with Muslim beliefs which require that burial should take place within 24 hours of death. Mr Fayed’s father, the Harrods owner Mohamed Al Fayed, had been offered two plots and spent a few minutes making his choice while the six-car funeral cortège waited at the cemetery entrance.


  Thousands of mourners gathered at Buckingham and Kensington Palaces and outside the Paris hospital where the 36-year-old Princess died, as political leaders from across the globe paid tribute to one of the world’s best-known and most admired women. Radio and television stations scrapped their schedules and substituted continuous news programmes, and even radio stations that normally pump out rock and pop switched to more sombre music as details of the accident unfolded. Sporting fixtures were cancelled.


  On the political front, a temporary truce has been declared and campaigning suspended in the Scottish and Welsh devolution polls. The Scottish referendum due on 11 September may be delayed if it is felt to be too close to the funeral - a move that might necessitate a recall of Parliament, since the dates were fixed by legislation.


  President Clinton, President Mandela and Mother Teresa of Calcutta all spoke of their personal sadness at the Princess’s death. The Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr George Carey, said the world had lost a ‘vibrant, lovely young person,’ and Mr Blair seemed to choke with emotion outside the church in his Sedgefield constituency as he said: 'I feel like everyone else in this country today. I am utterly devastated.’ Baroness Thatcher said: ‘A beacon of light has been extinguished.’


  There was bitterness, however, from the Princess’s brother, Earl Spencer, and Mr Fayed’s father, who minced no words in blaming the media and paparazzi for the deaths. The couple whose romance had dominated the tabloid press for much of the summer had apparently been trying to escape a pack of paparazzi on motorcycles when their car crashed, and Lord Spencer said from his home in Cape Town that every editor and proprietor who had paid for intrusive and exploitative photographs of the Princess, encouraging ruthless and greedy individuals to risk everything in pursuit of her, had blood on their hands.


  A lawyer acting for Mr Fayed said that he would bring a civil suit as soon as a judicial inquiry into the deaths had opened. He did not say at whom it would be aimed, but he strongly critized photographers hounding the couple and a spokesman for the Harrods owner said: ‘There is no doubt in Mr Al Fayed’s mind that this tragedy would not have occurred but for the press photographers who have dogged Mr Fayed and the Princess for weeks.’ Mr Al Fayed issued a statement saying: ‘This is an appalling and needless tragedy. The world has lost a Princess who is simply irreplaceable.’


  The French authorities also had no hesitation in linking the accident to the photographers chasing the couple. Seven freelance photographers - six French and one of Macedonian origin - were questioned all day by police and may face criminal charges. But as the British Government faced renewed calls for privacy legislation to protect people in public life from unwarranted intrusion, it was pointed out that the tough French laws had failed to prevent the tragedy and Mr Blair ‘s preference for self-regulation is likely to prevail.


  The fatal crash happened as the Princess and Mr Fayed were driven from the Ritz, where they had dined together. Their Mercedes 600 reportedly travelling at up to 120mph, hurtled into a concrete pillar in a tunnel on the Right Bank Expressway near the River Seine shortly after midnight. Mr Fayed and the driver died instantly.


  The Princess, who had massive internal injuries, was trapped in the wreckage for about an hour and a half before being taken to the Pitié Salpétrière hospital where surgeons tried for two hours to save her. The only survivor was Trevor Rhys-Jones, a bodyguard employed by Mr Al Fayed, and he was said to be in a critical condition. Witnesses complained that it took the emergency services 15 minutes to arrive and that the one police officer on the scene had made no effort to rescue the occupants of the car.


  The driver was the deputy head of security at the Paris Ritz, who was known to staff as Monsieur Paul. He was not a regular driver of the powerful Mercedes and had no known training in the specialized highspeed tactics used by chauffeurs who double as security guards.


  The Prince of Wales, on holiday at Balmoral with the Queen and other members of the Royal Family, was woken by a telephone call informing him of the accident. When a further call confirmed that the Princess had died, he woke Prince William and Prince Harry and broke the news to them. Mr Blair, who had been told of the accident by the British Embassy in Paris, was among the first to telephone Balmoral to offer condolences.


  Buckingham Palace issued a statement saying: ‘The Queen and the Prince of Wales are deeply shocked and distressed by this terrible news.’


  In spite of the appalling news, the Royal Family went to morning service as usual at Crathie Kirk outside the gates of Balmoral. Princes William and Harry, outwardly calm, filed into the small granite church along with their father, the Queen and Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother.


  At lunchtime the Prince of Wales drove himself to Aberdeen airport to board a BAe 146 aircraft of the Royal Squadron to Paris, accompanied by the Princess’s sisters, Lady Jane Fellowes and Lady Sarah McCorquodale. The aircraft landed at Villacoublay, a military airfield 30 minutes southwest of Paris, and the party was driven at high speed in a convoy of ten vehicles with police outriders to the hospital, where President Chirac was waiting with two of his ministers to greet the Prince.


  The men shook hands, then the Prince swallowed hard as they went inside. He and the Princess’s sisters were in the hospital for just under half an hour, spending a few minutes alone with the coffin in a first-floor room of the casualty unit before meeting four surgeons and four nurses who had tried to save her. Aides insisted that the body had already been formally identified by an embassy official and their decision to view the body was a personal choice. The Princess’s face was reported to have been unmarked by the accident.


  The arrival of the Prince’s party was watched by nurses, ancillary staff and patients who stood along the narrow avenue beneath two lines of plane trees, while others leant over staircase railings and looked out of fourth-floor windows.


  A small number of British and French journalists had earlier been led discreetly through back streets to a rear entrance where they were vetted and admitted by soldiers as nervous officials, sensitive to strong public feelings about journalists in the wake of the Princess’s death, ushered the party in quickly. Even so, the journalists were greeted with howls of anger and shouts of ‘assassins’from the crowd.


  But the mood quickly calmed as the medical staff appeared, led by the anaesthetist Bruno Riou, and Alain Pavie, the thoracic and cardiac surgeon who both worked on the Princess in attempts to save her life. Pierre Coriat, head of the hospital anaesthetist unit, and Professor Jean Pierre Benazet, the emergency orthopaedic trauma surgeon, were also there.


  At 5.06pm, the coffin was slowly carried from the hospital by four pallbearers, followed by two men carrying bouquets of lilies and gladioli. The Prince emerged from the building after the coffin had been placed in the steel blue Rivage hearse on which the blinds had been drawn.


  Silence descended on the crowd as he strode out, looking neither to right nor left, towards his Jaguar. The cavalcade then moved off - the hearse sixth in the convoy and the Prince immediately behind - in a hail of sirens and flashing lights. When it had gone, officials bundled a black-draped coffin trolley and personal effects into a dark car and followed the convoy.


  In spite of the anti-press sentiments in Paris, the royal convoy was followed from the hospital to the airport by two motorcycle film crews, with one cameraman standing on the pillion seat to film the cavalcade.


  Few present remained unmoved by the sight of the Princess’s last journey home. One Elysée official, who had been up since the early hours making arrangements with members of the Prince and Mr Fayed’s households, shook his head and muttered ‘Quel jour, quelle horreur.'


  The Times


  



  ‘BOUQUETS WERE ARRIVING EVERY MINUTE’


  On a warm summer afternoon, the pavement cafés of central London were as cheery as ever. At Buckingham Palace the Changing of the Guard continued as usual, though the crowd just happened to be larger and to some extent more sombre.


  They stood in wonderment as the Royal Regiment of Wales marched out of the palace gates at midday, just as usual, followed by their regimental goat. People seemed to think they were watching a display of magnificent British phlegm in adversity, though it was probably a display of bureaucratic inflexibility, with no one willing to change the pageantry even in the face of tragedy.


  Some people, mostly elderly, were in tears. But more were eating ice creams. Many of the tourists did not even know what had happened.


  In contrast, the mood at Kensington Palace was more grief-stricken, and occasionally bitter. Shortly after lunchtime, the number of bouquets there must have approached 1,000 and more were arriving every minute. Some were lined up on the wall near the road under a sign saying ‘Connoisseur Casino’. Many more were tucked into the gilded wrought-iron gates of the palace.


  They came from all manner of people: Private Heath of the Princess of Wales Royal Regiment; the Marsh Family of Chalfont St Giles; Holly, Mike and Jackie of Carmarthen; Glenda Jordan of Covington, Kentucky, the people of Pakistan, and Lee and Kev.


  Dotted among the flowers were candles, teddy bears, a necklace tied around the railings, and a bottle of 1995 burgundy. Many people were weeping and a black woman lay down under a tulip tree and screamed out: ‘Never! Never! Never!’


  As photographers tried to take affecting pictures of two five-year-olds playing with one of the teddies, an ugly scene developed.


  A young woman wearing designer black shouted at the photographers: ‘Stop it! Stop it! Have some respect!’


  Other photographers were jostled, as presumed accomplices in Diana’s death, and advised by the police to beat a temporary retreat. Even some tourists, taking their own pictures, were abused.


  One of the bouquets at Buckingham Palace carried an anonymous poem. It was not the sentimental sort usually favoured on these occasions:


  I killed her. I hounded her

  to the death. I followed her

  every movement.

  I gave her no peace, for I

  bought the papers. I read the

  stories and

  I looked at the photographs.

  They did this for me.

  How can I live with that?


  Matthew Engel, Guardian


  



  EARL SPENCER’S STATEMENT


  It was with profound shock that I heard of my sister’s serious injury and subsequent death in Paris early this morning.


  All those who came into contact with her, particularly over the past 17 years, will share my family’s grief.


  She was unique, she understood the most precious needs of human beings, particularly those that suffered, and her vibrancy and sparkle, combined with a very real sense of duty, are now gone for ever. It’s heartbreaking to lose such a human being.


  This is not a time for recriminations, but for sadness. However, I would say that I always believed the press would kill her in the end.


  But not even I could imagine that they would take a direct hand in her death, as seems to be the case.


  It will appear that every proprietor and editor of every publication that has paid for intrusive and exploitative photographs of her, encouraging greedy and ruthless individuals to risk everything in pursuit of Diana’s image, has blood on his hands today.


  And my heart goes out to the familes of the others killed in this incident. Above all, my thoughts are with William and Harry and with my mother and two sisters, who are showing tremendous bravery in the face of senseless tragedy.


  I would ask you please at this time to respect the fact that Diana was part of a family. We, too, need space to pay our final respects to our own flesh and blood. For that, we will need privacy.


  Cape Town, 31 August


  



  THE WORLD MOURNS


  TONY BLAIR: I feel like everyone else in this country today. I am utterly devastated. Our thoughts and prayers are with Princess Diana’s family, particularly her two sons. Our heart goes out to them.


  How many times do you remember her and in how many different ways with the sick, the dying, the children and the needy? When with just a look or a gesture that said so much - more than words - of her compassion and her humanity.


  We are today a nation in a state of shock, in mourning, in grief that is so deeply painful for us.


  She was a wonderful and a warm human being, although her own life was often sadly touched by tragedy. She touched the lives of so many others in Britain and throughout the world with joy and with comfort.


  We know how difficult things were for her from time to time. I am sure we can only guess that.


  But people everywhere, not just here in Britain, kept faith with Princess Diana.


  They liked her, they loved her, they regarded her as one of the people.


  She was the People’s Princess and that is how she will stay, how she will remain in our hearts and our memories for ever.


  PRESIDENT MANDELA: I vividly recall our meeting last year and her burning desire to assist HIV positive children. Princess Diana had indeed become an ambassador for victims of landmines, war orphans, the sick and needy throughout the world. She was undoubtedly one of the best ambassadors of Great Britain.


  PRESIDENT CLINTON: Hillary and I knew Princess Diana, and we were very fond of her. We are profoundly saddened by this tragic event. Our thoughts and prayers go to her family, friends and children.


  I will always be glad that I knew the Princess. I admired her work for children, Aids victims and getting rid of the scourge of landmines.


  PRESIDENT YELTSIN: Diana was loved by the people of Russia. Many exceptional projects that touched the lives of ordinary people have been put into practice in Russia with her direct participation.


  MOTHER TERESA: (Princess Diana gave money to the Missionaries of Charity) I am very sorry to hear about the sudden death of Princess Diana. All the sisters and I are praying for her and all the members of her family to know God’s speed and peace and comfort in this moment.


  She was very much concerned about the poor and her attitude towards the poor was good. That is why she came close to me. She came to Calcutta. She was taken to Sishu Bhavan [an orphanage] where we have children for adoption. We are fighting abortion with adoption. She was anxious to do something for the poor.


  We never talked about her divorce. Most of the time we talked about how to love God and ask God to help us to love the poor. She was a very good wife and good mother of beautiful children.


  She helped me to help the poor and that’s the most beautiful thing.


  ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY, DR GEORGE CAREY: I was shattered to hear that this vibrant person had lost her life. It is a terrible tragedy for everybody.


  She seized the imagination of young and old alike. This beautiful woman was also a very vulnerable human being and out of that vulnerability and weakness, if you like, came lots of strength, her passion and her commitment to people.


  I think there’s a sense in which we are all grieving, because she expressed something that we all valued and loved. I knew her as someone who loved life. She was deeply committed to people, to issues, to causes. I found her a very interesting person who was very committed to people. We are reminded that death is only inches away from each one of us. Perhaps it will help us all to focus on the really important things in life, human love and relationships, and faith in God.


  She had faith in God, although she wasn’t the kind of person who wore religion on her sleeves. There was a deep faith there. People should pray especially for Princes William and Harry who will now grow up without a dearly-loved mother. The world has lost a vibrant, lovely young person.


  The word passion seems to sum her up, commitment, to issues, to causes. She was a deeply religious person in the sense that she cared about people. She didn’t associate with institutional Christianity. There was faith in her whole personality.


  LORD RUNCIE, THE FORMER ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY, WHO CONDUCTED THE ROYAL MARRIAGE: Diana had a great sense of eagerness to be up to the challenge of being Princess of Wales. She had a real, tender desire to be what everybody expected her to be. I treasure some of the heartfelt and sincere letters she wrote at that time. She was very tender. She needed assistance.


  MOHAMED AL FAYED: This is an appalling and quite needless tragedy. The world has lost a Princess who is simply irreplaceable.


  A STATEMENT ON BEHALF OF MR AL FAYED: Mr Al Fayed has lost his beloved eldest son. Mr and Mrs Al Fayed are devastated by their loss and share the sorrow of the Princess’s family.


  Mr Al Fayed was a great admirer of the Princess’s father, the late Lord Spencer, and Lord Spencer was a tremendous friend and loyal supporter of the Al Fayeds through thick and thin. Mr Al Fayed regarded him as a brother.


  Dodi had known the Princess for more than ten years and they became close when the two families had a happy holiday together in July.


  Dodi was a kind, gentle and decent person who cheered the lives of those who knew him. He had a tremendous regard for Princess Diana and he cherished her friendship as did all the Al Fayed family.


  The thoughts of the Al Fayed family go out to the sons of Princess Diana, to the Prince of Wales, to the Royal Family and the Princess’s family. The Al Fayed family will remember for ever the enjoyable holiday they had with the Princess and her two sons in St Tropez so recently.


  



  THE BEAUTY WHO COULDN’T TAME THE BEAST


  Ctreated as an icon by press photographs, she lived in the fizzing glare of flashguns, and now she lies dead, a victim of the insatiable lens. Behind the lens stands an industry, an apparatus of buying and selling, proprietors, profits, and, somewhere down that feeding chain, the silent millions of readers who added so handsomely to sales figures whenever Di stories appeared, and who flocked to the news-stands to see the latest blurry colour picture. Earl Spencer, her brother, was bitter about it all; she was murdered by the media, he said.


  Was she? Certainly it seemed at times that the relentless pursuit of her image had driven her almost demented. Living as the harried subject of professional voyeurism is a form of modern mental torture which no one who hasn’t experienced it, at least a little, can fully understand. Yet at other times Diana clearly revelled in her role as the woman that half the world wanted to watch, hear and follow. She was not mere victim. She could be a shrewd, even brilliant, exploiter of the media, both for herself and her charity causes; and it diminishes her to suggest otherwise.


  All that said, her death ought to start a much-needed debate (which has to be international rather than just national) about the structure and appetites of this global industry of images and words which the public both adores and loathes. The media are omnipresent, and treated with the same mixture of enjoyment and dislike as other great powers. It was, of course, the reviled media to which people turned yesterday, unquestioningly, avid for the news.


  Because of the circumstances of Diana’s death, it will register as a calendar event, shocking in its suddenness. The strength of people’s feelings about her are not to be doubted or slighted. ‘Although I am not a royalist…’ How many times, yesterday, people prefaced their response with this formula, distinguishing the place she held in national life from their views about the monarchy.


  To many people, it is as if a light has gone out. This flawed woman shone - Tony Blair found the right word - reflecting back to us the intensity of our interest in her looks, her clothes, her loves, her charity, her modernity, her representativeness. This upper-class English girl, so narrowly formed and so unrepresentative in upbringing, became our common creation, our national possession. Her death will be sincerely mourned.


  Yet if we weigh the institutional significance of the Princess’s death, the balance is curiously empty. Of course her departure matters for the House of Windsor. But the monarchy is not about to dissolve or to be abolished. Instead, it is the fourth estate that this death touches most closely - the news-producers, agents of the iconography of the modern world; and not just us, but you, the consumers of news, co-participants in this frenzied dance of public, stars and audience-maximizing media.


  The manner of her death raises a specific question about the harrying of superstars for their pictures. Few have ever been in Diana’s league; the treatment of Hollywood stars may be bad, but they are in the image-selling business. ‘Paparazzi’ - today’s buzz-word - must not become too easy a herd of scapegoats. The photographers’ relentless pursuit of the Princess occurred because there is a wide and rich international market for their work. It is hard to see how that could ever be regulated. In theory, agreement between properietors might stick, but it is hard to see the American supermarket tabloids or Oggi ceasing to find good-looking royalty interesting.


  Something practical might be done to make Britain a pursuit-free zone, either by making it easier for victims to obtain injunctions or by privacy legislation. This newspaper has supported for some time the principle of a law guaranteeing privacy, noting the absurd disjunction between the scope of official privacy (i.e., for government information and officials) and a free-for-all for the rest of the world, mitigated by harsh and anachronistic libel laws. Nothing in Diana’s death alters the already strong case for action on this front.


  By the same measure, much in her life illustrates the reciprocal nature of media relationships: press and broadcasters need willing and co-operative subjects. The Royal Family decided a generation ago that it would manage the media. Until the late Seventies, it did so relatively successfully. Its nervous and half-embarrassed handling of the eruption of the heir to the throne’s wife into superstardom was at best amateur. But there is no denying that the House of Windsor (mistakenly) chose to set out on the path that Diana subsequently followed deep into the jungle.


  Of course, the media are not innocent carriers. Proprietors have agendas, editors have views of the world to propagate, reporters too often choose the lowest common denominator. But with the exception (to some extent) of the BBC, the media are commercial - we live and die by numbers. The public is well able to demonstrate its tastes in its purchases. The market for newspapers may be oddly skewed in terms of ideology, but it remains an open market; the British public does have other reputable media to choose if they are dismayed with mass-circulation newspapers.


  Perhaps Diana was simply a one-off, someone whose extraordinary life since marrying Charles forbids generalizations. She grew from gauche nanny to hardened and emotional superstar in a spectacular way which lured some media people, like some ordinary Di-watchers, into a kind of insanity. She lived, and now has died, in the midst of a love affair with the public, during which her powers of seduction grew ever greater - and were put to good causes. But she was sucked up by forces which, tide-like, came to overwhelm her. Like some heroine of old, she thought she could tame the beasts - and was wrong. Some accidents have a force that feels like Fate. The smash in a Paris tunnel was one. Di, in whose life this paper was not greatly interested, enters a kind of pantheon, the Princess-martyr, murdered by the media. A cult will follow. Things weren’t quite like that. She was more complicated - and so is the media. But there is enough truth in the story for many - journalists and readers too - to hang their heads. The pursuit was a kind of madness. It was cruel, too.


  Independent


  



  BRIDGET JONES’S DIARY


  Sunday 31 August


  9st 2, cigarettes 0, alcohol units 0.


  Instants I (v. sad)


  10am Why am I so fat with no boyfriend all on own on Sunday morning.


  What is wrong with self? Am just no good. Am going to go down and get paper then have fag.


  10.03am Is unbelievable. Like dream or sick newspaper April Fool. Is unbelievable. Diana Dies is just not kind of thing she would do.


  10.10am Am going to put on telly and they will say it has been a mistake and she is back then we will see her coming out of the Harbour Club with all the photographers asking her what it was like.


  11.30am Cannot believe it. Is so scary when is obvious no one in authority knows what to do.


  12.00am At least Tony Blair who seemed to say what everyone was thinking instead of repeating ‘grief and shock’ over and over again in manner of parrot.


  13.00am Just feel so guilty that she was our national treasure and people were niggardly about her and she did not like being here. Is like great big hand coming down from heaven saying ‘if you are going to squabble over her nobody is going to have her’.


  13.30pm Keep having to look at newspaper headline again to make self believe it.


  14.00 Really she was the patron saint of Singleton women because she started off like the archetypal fairytale doing what we all thought we were supposed to do i.e. marry a handsome Prince and she was honest enough to say that life is not like that. Also it made you feel that if someone so beautiful and gorgeous could be treated like shit by stupid men and feel unloved and lonely then it wasn’t because you were rubbish if it happened to you. Also she kept re-inventing herself and sorting out her problems. She was always just trying so hard like modern women.


  1pm Hmm. Wonder what people would say about me if I died?


  1.01pm Nothing.


  2.45 Have just had horrible realization. Was watching television with the sound down and tabloid front page came up which looked as though it might have had actual pictures of aftermath of the crash in. Realized was horrible part of me which actually wanted to see the pictures. Clearly would not buy said newspaper even if could but ugh ugh. What does this mean about me? Oh God. Am terrible.


  3pm Just keep staring into space. Simply hadn’t realized how much Diana was part of consciousness. Is like Jude or Shazzer being there and full of life and giggly jokes and lip gloss then suddenly being something so grown-up and horror-filled and alien as dead.


  5.45 Just rang up Magda who has been to the garden centre and bought a tree and planted it for Princess Diana. Maybe could plant something in window box e.g. um basil? Could get from Cullens.


  6pm Hmm. Basil does not seem right somehow.


  7pm Not sure what think about everyone going to Buckingham Palace with floral tributes. Have people always done this? Is it something naff people do to try and get on the television like camping all night outside sales or good, real thing? Hm … Feel want to go though.


  7.15pm Think going with flowers might be a bit creepy … but thing is really did like her. Was like having someone in heart of authority who was same as you. Also all huffer puffers criticized her re: landmines etc but if you ask me was bloody intelligent use of mad publicity. Better than doing nothing except huffing at home.


  8.45pm What is point of living in capital city if cannot join in great expressions of feeling? Does not seem very English thing to do but maybe everything has changed with the changing weather and Europe and Tony Blair and it is all right to express yourself. Maybe she has changed English stuffiness.


  9pm You see she was brilliant on the landmines programme. Just as good as Dimblebys Pilgers etc.


  9.15 OK am definitely going to go to Kensington Palace … Have not got any flowers, though. Will get some from petrol station.


  9.30 Petrol station has sold out. Only things like chocolate orange and custard left. Nice but inappropriate.


  9.35 Bet she would like them, though.


  9.45 Have chosen copy of Vogue, Milk Tray, I Instants and packet of Silk Cut. Not perfect but everyone will have bought flowers and know she liked Vogue.


  11pm V. glad went. Felt a bit shy walking through Kensington in case people knew where was going and that was on own, but then when think about it Princess Diana was often on own.


  Inside park was v. dark and gentle with everyone just walking quietly in one direction. Was no histrionics like on News. The bottom of the wall was covered with flowers and candles in the darkness and people relighting the candles that had gone out and reading messages.


  Hope that she knows now after all the times she worried about not being good enough, look what everybody felt about her. Really all this should say a message to women who are worried about how they look and being rubbish and expecting so much of themselves just not to worry so much. Felt a bit embarrassed about the Vogue and chocolate and Instants so hid under flowers and looked at the messages which made you think that you do not have to be a spokesman for anything to be able to express things. The best one was copied from the Bible, I think, and it said in wobbly old lady’s writing.


  ‘When I was in trouble you cared about me, when I was in danger you tried to stop it, when I was sick you visited me, when people ran away you took my hand. Whatever you did for the poorest and smallest people I felt as if you did it for me.’


  Independent


  



  2 September


  THE BRITISH BEGAN TO QUEUE


  Uncertain what to do next, the British followed their instincts and began to queue. At eight o’clock in the morning it was possible to walk straight in to the anteroom at St James’s Palace to send formal condolences on the death of Diana, Princess of Wales.


  By lunchtime the official waiting time was two hours. By mid-afternoon it was three and a half hours, and the line stretched down the Mall, almost to Trafalgar Square. By 9pm the wait was seven hours, and many prepared to wait all night. Foreign tourists did not seem enthused by this prospect and turned away. The British, however, reacted differently.


  The waiting crowd seemed as near as it is possible to get to a cross-section of the country: young and old; men and women; rich and poor; black and white. Many of them were carrying flowers. Only the time-pressed and the hyper-sophisticated were missing.


  It did not seem as though they were responding to something terrible. It was as if we were queuing for Wimbledon or Cup Final tickets or the sales or the No. 38 bus on a particularly bad day. Or Lenin’s tomb, come to that. There was a lot of humour, and banter with the police. Underneath, though, there was sense of determination: a feeling that one had to do something, and that this was an appropriate response.


  Sensible people had brought bags of pastries; the very prudent had portable stools. One half-expected them to bring out camping stoves and start cooking lunch. As the line turned into Marlborough Road for the home stretch, the mood became a little more reverent, but only a little.


  The atmosphere was not conducive to silent contemplation. Builders were drilling close by. Fire engines raced past. Planes passed overhead. The traffic in Pall Mall roared on regardless.


  Eventually, we were ushered through the metal detectors, past various flunkeys who looked as if they had been hired from Harrods, in over-the-top red tail coats with brass buttons, and invited to join one final queue, leading into a long, cream-painted chamber with red drapes and subdued lighting.


  ‘It’s like going to the bank,’ said the woman in front of me. And so it was. We were obviously half-expected, because the sign saying ‘The Book of Condolence Queue’ was not new, and had presumably lain in store since Churchill died. But the object of the exercise was a touch confused.


  We were not fulfilling the old tradition of filing past the coffin. In this particular case, that would have seemed like a further act of voyeurism.


  We were not paying our respects at the house. The Royal Family has not lived here since the reign of William IV. And these days most people are not quite sure what St James’s Palace is for. Furthermore, this bit at the back, though handsome enough, looks rather unroyal, more like a gymnasium block at one of the finer public schools. To cap it all, there was not even a condolence book, merely five separate ringbinders, containing black-edged blank paper, placed on tables with purple cloths.


  This clearly shocked everyone. They had expected something like a church visitors’ book or a hotel register. There was no guidance about what to say, or how much. 'I thought you just signed your name,’ said the woman in front. ‘No,’ said her friend, ‘you’ve got to do a little message.’


  It was not even clear who exactly we were condoling. William and Harry, of course. But who else? The Queen? Charles? Ourselves? These problems were what made the queue so slow. Many people took a long while, and composed mini-essays. Heaven knows who will ever read them. Then there was another problem. There was nowhere to put the flowers.


  The habit of placing floral tributes as a response to public grief seems to have developed since the Hillsborough disaster of 1989. Every road crash, every murder, now attracts its share. It is a beautiful custom, perhaps one that could only develop in a society which has come as close as any in history to making early death a rarity.


  But, in memory of this most rootless of human beings, there was no obvious place for the flowers to go. So a whole stack of ad hoc sites developed, including the kindergarten where she worked and the gym where she worked out. From the condolence line, the obvious alternative was down the road to Buckingham Palace. Here there was another queue, so people could either place their flowers, or simply view the thousands now on display. These were leavened with the odd curiosity: a flag of St George, a picture of Diana from the cover of Vanity Fair, a Queen’s Park Rangers scarf.


  Many more went to Harrods. Outside the Tube station, the window blinds were drawn. This was not a mark of respect: they were simply redoing the displays. The first one that was actually visible was devoted to the products of Gianni Versace.


  The store was open as usual. But one of the main doors was shut and there was a real condolence book outside, supervised by a real Harrods doorman.


  The scent rose from the tributes as though the pavement were the perfume counter. Behind them was the store’s doormat, bearing the unfortunate store slogan: ‘Enter a different world.’


  Most chose to go to Kensington Palace. Here the carpet of flowers had grown to phenomenal proportions. They have been moved from under the sign saying ‘Connoisseur Casino’, but they stretch along the line of trees -on the grass, in the boughs, on the seats - leading to the gates of the palace itself.


  And there they now cover the area of a good-sized state room. One can only guess how many in all, but it cannot be less than five thousand bunches. A nearby florist, asked how business was, replied: ‘Not bad.’ I think he was embarrassed.


  The flowers placed on Sunday are now lost behind the weight of new arrivals. And every bus that came by disgorged dozens of passengers clutching more.


  The park noticeboard has become an informal condolence book, the most moving of all. The messages are scrawled on florists’ wrapping paper and scraps of notebooks and Post-it stickers. ‘Dear Diana,’ said one, ‘your house is in heaven. Love, Laura, aged six.’


  By the gates the crowd remained huge. Yet inside the gates all is silent. The royal palaces are the only buildings in London without flags at half-mast. Indeed, they are flying no flags at all. It is as though royalty is respecting Diana’s memory by proving everything she claimed about their tight-lipped protocol taking precedence over humanity. The statue of William III looked on, but the family provided no other representative.


  Perhaps a British revolution would be like this. There have been moments of anger, and of intense public grief. There is a report of half a rush-hour Tube carriage on the Central Line bursting into tears after a woman reading a newspaper broke down. But mostly the moments of intense mourning have been discreet.


  Britain has not been indifferent, far from it. But it has been as calm as ever.


  This has not been like the response to Dunblane. Those kids could have been our kids. But Diana was never a creature of our real lives. It is not likely that we would have been killed by a drunken chauffeur while being chased by a pack of photographers.


  Her death, like her life, was the stuff of dream or nightmare, but not of everyday reality.


  Part of nearly everyone is intensely sad. And thousands of people, more than anyone could ever have imagined, have found ways of marking that sadness. But one senses the grief is finite.


  Amid all the attention only one place seemed immune. Few people went to the front of St James’s Palace. There were only a couple of policemen on duty, and very few lingered behind the barriers.


  Next to the octagonal turrets, built by Henry VIII, is the chapel. All that it was possible to see behind the leaded glass of the big window was a solitary lamp. Inside, though hardly anyone seemed to know it, was Diana’s body.


  Outside there was a lone guardsman. He stood in his sentry box, staring stiffly ahead, occasionally clicking his heels and shifting his bayonet from one hand to the other. Then, in response to some some signal deep within the mysteries of British military protocol, he would set off past the window, still staring straight ahead, hardly blinking.


  And around him the Pall Mall traffic roared on regardless.


  Matthew Engel, Guardian


  3 September


  LIKE PILGRIMS IN SEARCH OF A SHRINE, THEY QUEUED FOR SEVEN HOURS TO PAY THEIR RESPECTS


  The queue to sign the books of condolence for Diana, Princess of Wales, ran down the Mall from St James’s Palace a good half-mile to the Duke of York Steps. Here, it doubled back on itself like a snake, elongated by new mourners joining its tail.


  A notice stated: ‘Queuing time seven hours.’ No one seemed deterred. Above them, at the top of the Duke of York Steps, the bronze statue of King George VI looked down with an expression of perplexity at this multitude come to pay their respects to the divorced wife of his grandson.


  Who were they? Anyone and everyone - probably a better cross-section of the British people than you could find at any comparable event. Women outnumbered men, some holding babies, others pushing prams. Among the children, too, there were more girls than boys - all remarkably cheerful and superhumanly patient as they waited their turn to sign the books.


  Some clutched bunches of flowers, others had already laid them on the banks of floral tributes outside both St James’s and Buckingham Palace. Many of the bouquets had pictures of the Princess; most had poignant messages expressing love and gratitude to the ‘Queen of our hearts’. They were the expressions of real grief by the unsophisticated for someone they had loved with an intensity that they had only now come to understand.


  How do we account for this invasion of royal London by so many ordinary, grieving people? The most experienced commentators were at a loss for an answer. The vans and satellite dishes of the television stations skulked behind the trees in St James’s Street and Green Park. Journalists shadowed by their cameramen walked up and down the queue, looking for explanation for this astonishing eruption of emotion.


  Gone was the businesslike briskness that reporters often show when on the job. The cynicism so common in the profession is shamed by the sincerity of these people’s feelings.


  There were prayers among the messages of condolence -”‘May the merciful Lord give you rest in his arms’ - and a sense that here was a crowd of pilgrims in search of a shrine. The kind of comparisons that sprang into my mind were Eva Peron, St Thérèse of Lisieux or even the Virgin Mary.


  Diana had been revered as someone ideal and remote until the ugliness and brutality of the accident in Paris brought home to the mourners both the mortality and the reality of the Princess of Wales. Now was their chance to step away from the pages of the newspapers and the screens of their television and demonstrate to themselves that their feelings were real.


  Was there an element of remorse in this expression of grief? A sense of guilt that so many had treated her life as a source of entertainment? Here, in the long wait to sign the books of condolence, was a chance to atone. Was there also a desire to express a sense of solidarity with someone whose vulnerability had led her to suffer so much in her public role?


  The very grandeur of the Mall, and the formal architecture of Buckingham Palace, St James’s Palace and Marlborough House, was in marked contrast to the fragility of the bouquets that lay against the walls and gates. Part of Diana’s attraction was the human face she gave to a Royal Family that frequently seemed remote.


  She was not born a star: before her engagement to the Prince of Wales, the destiny that awaited her would have been similar to that of any other upper-class girl working in a nursery school while looking for a husband.


  But even then, she had certain qualities that persisted through all that she endured. Chief among these were a modesty and simplicity that endeared her to the mass of the people.


  It is easy to forget how intimidated and browbeaten people can feel by those who control their lives, such as lawyers, politicians, doctors, civil servants. It was often those who saw Diana as one of their own.


  However elevated her social status, she never adopted an aura of disdain. She did not pretend to be clever or sophisticated; and, though circumstances may have obliged her to develop a certain cunning, she never lost her simplicity, modesty or natural charm.


  She recognized the effect she had on the public and that in itself affected the evolution of her character. As with other charismatic figures, the success of her bond with the many made up for the failure of her relationships with the few.


  The facts of her unhappy marriage are well known. It was also true that she had a turnover in personal friends. Until the advent of Dodi Fayed, her relations with men appear to have been inconsequential.


  The only constant and uncritical love came from those whom she reache through her public life - not just the direct beneficiaries of the charities sh< patronized, but the masses who followed her life in their daily papers sharing her happiness and her suffering as if she was a daughter or a sister o just a cousin far from home.


  Her sex was all important. It was no coincidence that most of those queuing for so many hours to sign the books of condolence at St James’ Palace were women. Again, just as we forget how intimidating life ha: become for the less-educated, so we overlook the predicament of women.


  In theory they have made progress in the past 50 years: in practice their condition is often confusing. Although she was a princess, Diana’s dilemmas embodied those of many ordinary women.


  When she married she epitomized the blushing bride: soft, modest and retiring, ready to love, honour and obey. Then came the kind of disillusior so common to modern marriage. The husband was weak. The bond was loveless. The roof was blown off her psychological refuge: like so many women in Britain today, the Princess had to fight for her own survival and learn to live on her own.


  It was therefore her own suffering, quite as much as what she did for those who suffered, that endeared her to the men and women who waited so patiently yesterday outside St James’s Palace. Other members of the Royal Family, after all, such as Princess Anne or the Duchess of Kent, are wellknown for their acts of compassion.


  The Catholic Bishops of England and Wales denounced landmines long before Princess Diana. But none of them had that mix of beauty, simplicity, goodness, weakness, pathos and glamour that was so appealing in Diana, Princess of Wales.


  Nearby came the sound of bagpipes as the band struck up for the Changing of the Guard. Like a magnet, the sound drew away the bemused tourists from the genuine mourners. Groups of curious Germans followed the kilted soldiers as they marched down the Mall.


  From all the major buildings visible on the skyline of London, the Union Jack flew at half-mast with one incongruous exception. From the flagstaff on Buckingham Palace itself, no flag flew at all.


  Piers Paul Read, Daily Mail


  ‘THEY ARE FURTHER ISOLATING THEMSELVES’


  No one is bothering to ask each other what they are doing at the weekend. No one needs to. If we are not going to line the route of Diana’s funeral we will be watching it on TV. A unique funeral for a unique person maybe, but already there are mutterings that it will not be unique enough. What kind of public ritual, you might ask, could possibly satisfy everyone? What has been striking about the so-called ‘ordinary’ members of the public who have displayed their overwhelming sense of loss is that so many of them are those who otherwise feel under-represented in society. Those who loved Diana truly were that prized political entity, a rainbow coalition of diverse groups - old and young, black and white, gay and straight.


  Reporters in America have been remarking on the numbers of black and Hispanic mourners there are. Diana, it seems, spoke to everyone who has at one time or another felt marginalized. Diana the drama-queen was obviously a big gay icon, and not simply because of her work with people with Aids. She spoke somehow to life’s losers while cavorting with its winners. How on earth can a state occasion, which of course this is, whether acknowledged or not, possibly represent such a diversity?


  More to the point, how can the Royal Family, an institution that represents the antithesis of democracy, organize the funeral of a young woman whom people felt in their hearts to be instinctively full of democratic impulses, who consistently broke down the barriers between ‘us’ and ‘them’?


  The signs are already there that the other Royals have not, unfortunately, learnt a thing from this tragedy. Their apologists have informed us that the Royals just do things differently from normal people. Normal people think they just do things badly. The question the Firm asked of Diana when she was alive, ‘Why can’t she be more like us?’ was always the wrong one. It should, of course, have been: ‘Why can’t we be more like her?’


  We are now experiencing the peculiar spectacle of a Labour government gently nudging the Royal Family into the 20th century, urging it to take notice of the people’s wishes. The image of royalty since the death is that they are closeted away somewhere in their cold castle, unable or uninterested in judging the public mood. One can’t help wondering whose advice they are taking, for it is the wrong advice. So concerned are they with keeping up appearances, they seem to have forgotten just who those appearances are for. If the public is no longer impressed by stiff upper lips, by pushing grief-stricken boys into suits and sending them off to a church service where their mother is not even mentioned; if the future king cannot even put his arm around his young sons, then what and whom is it all for? The horrible truth is that they are further isolating themselves. Charles is keeping up appearances for his parents, just as he has always done. Is he still, after everything that has happened, too weak to stand up to them?


  Diana was the Princess of a young country. Both she and ‘Call me Tony’ Blair signalled a new informality, the end of the age of deference. Blair may do it through language and lifestyle; Diana did it physically, grabbing and hugging and touching. She literally held people to her. The establishment refuses to recognize that it is possible to be informal and still maintain dignity. Yet Nelson Mandela has done it, and Clinton has done it. Blair has done it and in many ways in their mourning for Diana, the great British public has done it.


  Both Blair and Diana share a fairly middle-brow rather than high cultural taste. Diana liked Elton John and Wayne Sleep, Phil Collins and Prokofiev. If that is what she liked, then this is what she should have. That is, the funeral has both to capture the person she was as well as symbolize her huge importance. In order to do this, surely some of the protocol has to be cut through. It is already rumoured that Clinton wanted to come, but was stopped because such an honour is reserved for heads of state. The idea of putting her coffin on a gun carriage also jars. A militaristic operation seems entirely inappropriate for a woman who campaigned against landmines.


  The Royal Family cannot reclaim her as one of them in death when in life they stripped her of her title. Public feeling is already running high at this hypocrisy. The Palace looks increasingly ill-equipped to deal with the desires of the people. In opening only five books in which people could give their condolences, they severely underestimated the demand. People were having to queue for up to eight hours and it was only after Richard Branson’s plea on Newsnight that more books were fetched. Similarly, there are many who say that the route of the funeral procession is nowhere near long enough to accommodate all those who will wish to turn out to see it.


  The terrible shock of Diana’s death might, one would have thought, have finally catapulted the rest of the Royals into the 1990s. Yet there is little evidence of this. Instead they are desperately clinging on to old habits and old protocols in a manner that, whatever their intention, appears entirely dismissive of the public mood. Having lost its most popular member, the Firm has made the kamikaze decision to distance itself further.


  There has been much talk about what a fitting memorial to Diana might be. There have been suggestions ranging from scrapping the Millennium Dome, to putting her in it, to naming hospitals, to making fires and fountains throughout the land. A fitting memorial would be a funeral that truly included the dispossessed rather than merely the great and the good. We are promised that every effort is being made to do this. Yet whatever public rituals achieve, Diana’s legacy, one hopes, is also personal.


  One desperately wishes that her sons will be brought up in a more open and affectionate way than their bewildered father. There are few indications that this is even possible. To say emotional literacy is not the forte of the Windsors is a gross understatement. Modernity of the most everyday kind appears beyond their reach.


  Constitutional experts inform us that all is well, that the reputation of the monarchy waxes and wanes, and that that is to be expected. To that, I simply say that the life and the death of Diana were not what we expected at all; that that was then and this is now. Right now the tremendous closeness that people felt to Diana only serves to underline the enormous gulf between ‘them’ and ‘us’. Whatever country the monarchy thinks it is ruling, it is becoming clear it is not the one that most of us actually live in.


  Suzanne Moore, Independent


  POLITICS GOES ON HOLD UNTIL AFTER SERVICE


  A moratorium on politics was declared until after Princess Diana’s funeral. Campaigning in the Scottish devolution referendum was included.


  The cancellation of almost all activity by the main parties coincided with the announcement of a wide range of gestures of respect, ranging from the closure of shops, banks and building societies on Saturday morning to two-minute silences in various parts of the country.


  The Prime Minister, Tony Blair, cancelled meetings with the Confederation of British Industry and with the TUC general secretary, John Monks, in the afternoon. He will be working at Downing Street for the rest of the week.


  The Conservative leader, William Hague, said: ‘I am suspending all our activities until after the funeral of the Princess. In this period, politicians of all parties should come together and reflect the national mood of unity and contemplation.’


  Labour in Scotland, which is spearheading the pro-devolution compaign, confirmed that the referendum will go ahead on 11 September as planned but that campaigning will be halted until Sunday. Although publicly the pro-devolution campaigners were reconciled to the suspension, privately there was dismay at the loss of a week just as momentum had appeared to be building behind their campaign.


  Scottish political leaders will meet today to reschedule debates and press conferences. The final push, supposed to begin this week with appearances from the Chancellor, Gordon Brown, and the Foreign Secretary, Robin Cook, will now be concentrated into five days.


  Mr Blair had planned to arrive in Scotland for campaigning on Friday, with a break at Balmoral over the weekend. Instead, he will campaign only on the Monday.


  Tam Dalyell, the Labour anti-devolution campaigner, called on the Scottish Secretary, Donald Dewar, to suspend the referendum until spring but this was rejected.


  There was pressure for a national two-minute silence on Saturday. But Downing Street said this had not been discussed as part of the preparations for the funeral and indicated such silences should be left to individual initiative.


  Railtrack said a two-minute silence would be observed at stations at I lam on Saturday, coinciding with the start of the funeral service.


  Supermarkets such as Tesco and Sainsbury’s will remain closed until 2pm on Saturday, as will other shops and building societies.


  Mohamed Al Fayed has ordered that Harrods also be closed on Saturday as a mark of respect.


  The Civil Aviation Authority said it was waiting for guidance from Downing Street about air traffic movements over London during the funeral. The British Airports Authority said it generally supported the idea of a period of silence at airports.


  The National Trust has decided to close all its houses, shops and restaurants on Saturday until 3pm. Concerts and other pre-booked events at Trust properties will go ahead, preceded by a minute’s silence.


  Barclays became the first of the clearing banks to announce a decision, saying 400 branches that normally opened in the morning would stay closed.


  Later, the Building Societies Association said most societies had decided not to open that day.


  The NatWest Cricket Trophy final between Essex and Warwickshire scheduled for Saturday has been postponed until Sunday.


  Saturday night’s National Lottery draw will be postponed until Sunday morning and will take place in private, with the winning numbers published through the media afterwards.


  Guardian


  IF ONLY THE ROYALS COULD WEEP WITH THE PEOPLE


  Britain is becoming less British. The displays of grief and anger about the death of Diana have been not only mass, but impassioned, florid as well as floral, public not private. There has been crying, shouting - open displays of emotion, not private reflection. This is not how the nation popularly supposed itself to behave; we are meant to be a people of gritted teeth, suppressed feelings and stiff upper lips. The great mounds of flowers - and why, by the way, do we leave them wrapped in Cellophane, not properly open? - the clipped-out photographs from magazines, the piled teddy bears, the poems and pen messages, and the snaking, loudly conversing crowds outside the palaces … all this seems somehow foreign to the received images of the British in public sorrow. Traditionally we think of the grave, silent faces at the Cenotaph, of military processions and of the dignified but repressed and duty-lined expressions at establishment funerals or memorial services. Compared with that buttoned-up nation, the current torrents of grief over the dead Princess seem American, or even somehow Neapolitan.


  The change in public behaviour is neatly caught by the reported difference of opinion between Buckingham Palace and Tony Blair’s circle at Downing Street over the right way to lay Diana to rest. All the instincts of the Windsor family seem to have been traditional, with the emphasis sombre, dignified and vaguely military. They come from a class, as well as a family, sternly schooled in public reticence; from a culture in which it is a weakness to break down in front of strangers. The Prime Minister has consciously decided, it seems, to speak for another and younger strain in British public behaviour, which rather approves of tearfulness and finds mounds of flowers and notes moving and appropriate, rather than maudlin or common. The difference is seen in the debate about how much leeway should be given for vast crowds of ordinary people to feel involved in the funeral; who should be invited to the Abbey; and whether soldiers should be prominent in the event, or people from charities patronized by Diana. It is likely that the discussions have not been as sharp or as divided as malice reports; nevertheless, some difference of tone and instinct seems to have emerged.


  If so, it is a poignant and important distinction, which says much about the task of royalty at the end of this century. It is easy to see a repressive, Victorian hauteur in the Windsors; reliance on sombre pageantry which contrasts not only with Diana’s thoroughly contemporary tastes, but also with the instincts of the millions of her mourners. They have learnt to let it all hang out. They are not ashamed of tears and have built flimsy, touching shrines which would have meant vastly more to her than ceremonial guards or intoning archbishops. They would not have sent their bereaved sons to ordinary Sunday church services. Their emotional expectations are a world away from the self-deprecating and contorted dignity of the Prince of Wales or the amazing, iron self-discipline of his mother, who seems almost like an ancient Roman matriarch, stern-faced and unfaltering as the family tragedies pile up around her.


  The people are not, it seems, like that any more. That was why, after all, so many loved Diana: the same confessional tone and readiness to admit fault which embarrassed the Windsors and their friends so intensely was what made her, to millions, ‘one of us’. She drew little smiley faces in biro on children’s plaster casts, and enjoyed the corny jokes, horoscope readings and ready, hug-generous behaviour of her most substantial group of mourners. The less hung-up sections of British society, including ethnic minority Di-worshippers, gays and teenagers, have been prominent in the response. But so have millions of the stolid centre of Middle Britain.


  To those brought up in the old ways of the British upper-middle classes (and the simple ‘uppers’ too), much of this is, in truth, a little cringe-making. But the word ‘old’ in the previous sentence is at least as important as the class element. Diana, after all, was hardly a proletarian infant. She goes to rest in an impeccably aristocratic family chapel. What distinguished her from Charles was not class but age: she was a child of the post-Sixties global culture. He, on the other hand, is in many ways - and given his education this is no exaggeration - still the child of Edwardian values. There is absolutely no doubt which of them the vast majority of the British people identify with. And there is absolutely no doubt that this presents the monarchy with a genuine dilemma. If the Princes grow up more like their father than their mother, the people, who have changed so much already, will not recognize them as belonging to the same country.


  We applaud the louder, more emotional and sentimental sorrow, the Neapolitan style of the mourning streets. The inclusive and democratic nature of the response would have been everything she hoped for as ‘Queen of hearts’. It feels curiously positive and properly cathartic, as a sombre state funeral or a muted private grieving, would not have done. Modern Britain knows that, unBritish or not, it is good to cry. The heaped flowers, even with their Cellophane, are intensely moving. So are the crowds, This is clearly becoming a populist event, far beyond the reach of official control or the carefully graded rituals of monarchy. It is growing, not shrivelling. It is only a little hyperbolic to describe the mourning of Diana as a kind of emotional revolution of the streets - St James’s Palace being stormed in an utterly polite but insistent way by those determined to queue through the night to express their grief. This is an unthreatening revolution, except to the Household Gods of the stiff-upper-lips. We do not mock them. The traditions of repression and self-control are linked to those of duty and sacrifice, and are therefore admirable too; perhaps as a country we have lost a certain national dignity that became us.


  Be that as it may, we have moved on, and returned in spirit to the more raucous and sentimental nation we were before Victoria’s reign. That is part of the meaning of what has happened in the past few days. We hope the Windsors and their advisers are watching the mood on the streets and learning from it. What would really do the monarchy good, and show that they had grasped the lesson of Diana’s popularity, would be for the Queen and the Prince of Wales to break down, cry and hug one another on the steps of the Abbey this Saturday. That such an event is unthinkable shows how great is the gap between the people mourning ‘their’ Princess, and the Royal Family to which she never, quite, belonged.


  Independent


  FRENCH HEARTS WERE FULL


  The security guards leaning against the gates of Pauline Bonaparte’s onetime palace on the Rue du Faubourg St Honoré have seen most things before. Presidents, prime ministers, film stars and generals regularly sweep in and out of the British ambassador’s residence under their watchful eyes -but yesterday’s was a diplomatic reception with a difference.


  Sure, there were celebrities - the former Polish president Lech Walesa, the British fashion designer Stella McCartney, the ex-minister Jack Lang -but they were rare. This was a rite for ordinary people: tourists, shoppers, office workers who would never have dreamt of crossing the residence’s marble floors before now. They may have queued meekly like refugees awaiting hand-outs, but their hearts and hands were full.


  None of the 1,000-strong crowd of visitors brandished stiff white invitations, few were smartly dressed, and if they felt annoyed about being kept waiting in the pouring rain, they cloaked their feelings in a deeply un-French silence. Their patience eventually won them the loan of black civil service umbrellas - under which they huddled without protest.


  By 5.30 in the afternoon, the mourners were threatening to use up the embassy’s entire stock of books of remembrance - heavy black objects the size of huge photograph albums last used after the death in 1986 of the Duchess of Windsor.


  That, a senior diplomat observed, was a very different kind of occasion with a different class, and age, of mourner.


  Yesterday morning, at nine o clock, only one black book was set out for signing. By lunchtime there were three and by the evening there were five. Cue for frantic telephone calls to London for more stationery. ‘We didn’t realize at first how long people were going to take to write down their thoughts,’ said a rueful official. ‘Or how many thoughts they would have.’


  The mistake was an easy one to make: most French formalities are very formal indeed. But this was not a time for simply scrawling a signature and mes condoléances. Poems, personal outpourings of love and grief, whole screeds of epic or impassioned rant were carefully transcribed from ragged scraps of paper with the embassy’s fountain pens.


  ‘We started timing them when we saw what was going on. Each person was taking between three and five minutes, and one took 11. If we hadn’t opened new books, we would never have been able to cope,’ said the official.


  More to the point, perhaps, the mourners’ grief would have changed to bitterness. Few had much love for the British establishment to begin with -perceiving it as the force which tried to crush their idol’s spirit and tried too late to make amends with complicated ceremonial.


  Take Martine Strugen, a 48-year-old office manager who spent an hour standing in line with a sumptuous bunch of white chrysanthemums on which she’d spent all the money she usually keeps for buying lunch. 'I had to come because Diana meant so much to me. I’m no royalist but she invented a new way of being royal, a new way of being English. She broke with the image I always had of England, all that stiffness and those corgis and ceremony. She fought that awful system to the end though they tried to keep her down.’


  Like so many of the women waiting, Martine spoke with enthusiasm about the Princess’s new-found love for Dodi Fayed - ‘she looked so happy’ - but her pleasure changed to embarrassment when asked how she knew so many details of the liaisons. ‘The magazines. I read it in Voici and Paris Match - not that I buy them myself, you understand … I see them when I have my hair done.’ Given the anti-paparazzi sentiments raging in France this morning, her admission was brave - and sotto voce.


  The real anguish, however, did not concern black books. It was simpler than that and started, inevitably, with the words ‘What if …’ What if she’d been staying at the British Embassy instead of dining at the Ritz? What if she’d used an official driver instead of the hotel’s man? ‘It was too late,’ said the official. ‘By the time we realized she was even in Paris, it was too late. It was over.’


  Susannah Herbert, Paris Notebook, Daily Telegraph


  LAMENT OF AMERICA’S DI GENERATION


  When, in a few weeks perhaps, Britain starts to emerge from the self-absorption of mourning, it may begin to realize that the Joss of Diana, Princess of Wales, has implications that go far beyond its own shores. Abroad, Britain will be diminished by her death to an extent that Britons themselves can hardly imagine.


  I have just returned from 3100 Massachusetts Avenue in leafy north-west Washington: the address of the British Embassy. The broad avenue, lined with diplomatic missions, snakes up a gradual hill from the city centre. You can be there any day of the week and there will be no one in sight, and only an occasional (diplomatic) vehicle sweeping past.


  For the past 48 hours it has been the scene of a never-ending procession of slow-moving cars and pedestrians. Families, couples, groups of friends and individuals are making their personal pilgrimage to say farewell to Diana. Many carry flowers, some a small toy, others a card or a message.


  There is a queue half a mile long to sign the book of condolences, but many ignore the formalities. They have their own ritual. A pause, head bowed, in front of an expanse of flowers and messages that resembles an ever-growing shrine; the tribute laid, another pause, a photograph taken for the family album.


  This scene is being repeated across the United States, wherever Britain has a representation; in New York, Chicago, Houston and elsewhere. And as striking as the numbers of people arriving is the sort of people they are; not America’s aristocracy-groupies, nor the celebrity-seeking ‘grannies’. Nor are they predominantly expatriates, though there is a good sprinkling of them, too.


  The only way to describe them is as ‘ordinary’ people. Many are the young and young-middle-aged - the ‘Diana’ generation. Couples have brought young children, groups of teenagers and students have come, not to sneer or to gawp, but to pay their respects.


  There are gay and lesbian couples, demonstratively holding hands; visitors in wheelchairs or on crutches, and most extraordinary of all, in this very white part of Washington, is the proportion of blacks and Hispanics for whom upper Massachusetts Avenue is alien territory. There is anger as well as sadness in the air; one man made a bonfire at a Los Angeles newsstand of editions of the Globe, a tabloid newspaper, in protest at the use of ‘stalkarazzi’ pictures.


  In the United States, people have tried to explain the intensity of public emotion by saying that Diana, with her mixed-up life, concern for her children, eating disorders, public divorce, and her resort to the confessional, was a figure Americans were able to relate to.


  There have been similar public outpourings elsewhere in the world, and the complexion of the crowd appears similar.


  Outside the Paris hospital where Diana died, there were more black people than you would see in most Paris crowds. Whatever the truth of Diana’s life and her personal misjudgements, ordinary people abroad felt she was on their side. Formal condolences from state leaders give barely a hint of the affection and regard in which the Princess was held.


  This creates for Britain abroad a problem similar to the one that now faces the Royal Family at home. The monarchy has lost at a tragic stroke all that was young, beautiful, sympathetic, accessible and even relevant about British royalty.


  That is also what Britain has lost in the world. For millions of people who knew or cared little for international diplomacy, Diana was the lively, modern and humane face of Britain.


  She was a global ambassador on a scale that is only now apparent.


  Her death may not impair Britain’s formal diplomatic effort, but it will surely diminish Britain’s international image and global reach. Even a young, presidential-style leader such as Tony Blair will have a hard task to keep Britain in the same league.


  Mary Dejevsky, Independent


  4 September


  “WHERE IS THE QUEEN?’


  Where is the Queen when the country needs her?


  She is 550 miles from London, the focal point of the nation’s grief.


  Her castle at Balmoral is about as far away as it’s possible to get from the sea of flowers building up outside the royal palaces.


  The Queen won’t be in the capital until Saturday morning. She will leave the funeral that afternoon to fly back to Scotland to resume her holiday.


  . The rules say that no flag can be flown at Buckingham Palace unless she is in residence.


  The Queen could break the rules for Diana.


  But she has overruled her most senior aides, who believe a flag SHOULD be flying at half-mast above the Palace - the true symbol of our Monarchy. That empty flagpole at the end of The Mall stands as a stark insult to Diana’s memory.


  Who gives a damn about the stuffy rules of protocol?


  The people want the Monarchy to join publicly in their mourning for Diana.


  Why hasn’t the Queen broadcast a personal statement of sympathy to the nation? A minute of her time would mean so much.


  Every hour the Palace remains empty adds to the public anger at what they perceive to be a snub to the People’s Princess.


  Let Charles and William and Harry weep together in the lonely Scottish Highlands. We can understand that.


  But the Queen’s place is with the people. She should fly back to London immediately and stand on the Palace balcony, as she did on Di’s wedding day.


  Then she will see and feel the overwhelming outpouring of emotion. She will taste the tears in the air. She will know what her people want.


  And she can belatedly run up a flag at half-mast.


  Sun, front page


  STATEMENT ISSUED BUT NO TRIBUTE TO DIANA


  Tony Blair was forced to shore up the Royal Family yesterday in the face of growing criticism of their failure to make any public expression of grief over the death of Diana, Princess of Wales.


  Mr Blair stressed they had much to cope with, not only the complex organization of the funeral but also with comforting the two Princes.


  With its image in danger, Buckingham Palace finally moved to counter the divide between the Royal Family and the grieving public. It agreed a longer route for the funeral procession and more condolence books.


  Crucially, it provided the first personal note since Sunday - although there was still no direct expression of grief from Prince Charles or the Queen and, most telling, no tribute to Diana herself.


  Sandy Henney, press secretary to the Prince of Wales, said: ‘All the Royal Family, especially the Prince of Wales, Prince William and Prince Harry, are taking strength from the overwhelming support of the public, who are sharing their tremendous sense of loss and grief.


  ‘They are deeply touched and enormously grateful.’


  Last night the family’s sense of loss was emphasized by Ronald Allison, the Queen’s former press secretary, who told Channel 4 News: ‘They are genuinely grief stricken. They are genuinely devastated by this - the whole of the family and particularly, of course, the Prince of Wales. I am absolutely certain the funeral on Saturday will demonstrate the family’s … real anguish and the depth of their feelings.’


  The Palace also let it be known that the Princes may walk behind the funeral cortège, ignoring advice from officials that it might prove too much of an ordeal, given the estimated two million mourners lining the route.


  The Princes will return from Balmoral on Friday with Prince Charles. William, aged 15, who is understood to be receiving counselling from the Bishop of London, is reportedly determined to walk behind the gun carriage carrying his mother’s coffin.


  The comments from Downing Street and Buckingham Palace came after a day in which members of the public, not least those queuing to sign the books of condolence, expressed increasing hostility at the response of the Royal Family so far. Much was directed at the failure to fly a flag at half-mast in Buckingham Palace; officials said there is no flag because the Queen is not in residence.


  Responding to the mounting criticism about the Royal Family remaining unseen and unheard in Scotland, Ms Henney said: ‘At a time when you remember a member of the family, I think you want to be at home with the family. And that’s where the Royal Family are at the moment, in Balmoral.’


  As preparations for the funeral were being finalized, Downing Street insisted it will be a people’s event and not one for the ‘great and the good’. The number of politicians will be kept to a minimum, and the emphasis will be on inviting those who worked with the Princess in charities.


  Mr Blair, who spoke with Prince Charles on the telephone for 15 minutes last night, said he wanted ‘to make sure we involve as many people as possible so we can express our own sense not just of national loss, of personal loss.’


  The Prime Minister, whose emotional comments on Sunday are held up in contrast with the silence from Prince Charles and the Queen, said: 'I know those are very strongly the feelings of the Royal Family as well, who are trying to cope in a tremendously difficult situation.


  ‘They are trying to make all the practical arrangements which are very complex, obviously, for the funeral, at the same time as comforting the two boys.’


  A Downing Street spokesman denied there was tension between the Government and the Palace over the funeral arrangements and said it was ‘unfair’ of people to characterize the Royal Family as austere.


  Guardian


  ‘ON HER WAY TO A VISION OF GOD’


  Death, where is your victory?


  Death, where is your sting?


  Saint Paul was in defiant mood when he wrote those words in his letter to the Corinthians.


  No, death, you cannot defeat us. One day you will visit each one of us, we know. Not one of us can escape from you. We recoil from you, for we see in you an enemy, the ruthless destroyer of life, the foe who shows no mercy. But no, death, victory will not be yours, for we believe that Christ rose from the dead in order to open up for us a gateway to another place where union with God locks us for ever into that endless ‘now’ of ecstatic love. We were made for that. No, death is not the end but a new beginning.


  Diana, you are now on your way to the vision of God, to a happiness this world cannot give, where true peace is to be found. Tell us: did you, early on Sunday morning, suddenly find yourself in the presence of God, realizing then, as we all must, that none of us is worthy to be in that Presence, face to face, until ready to be so?


  Our Catholic faith tells us that our prayers can help the dead to be prepared for union with God. We shall pray that the last part of the journey for you, Diana, will be swift and easy.


  I know that you will not mind my saying that you were like the rest of us, frail, imperfect, flawed, but we loved you still. It is thus also with God Himself. He loves us very much. He now embraces you in death. He will most surely judge you mercifully. The maimed, the sick, the young, the old, were of much concern to you. You will have discovered that in serving these, you were in fact serving Him, even if you had not realized it at the time. We have the Lord’s authority for that.


  When Lord did we see you hungry and feed you,


  or thirsty and give you to drink,


  saw you a stranger …


  homeless, injured, sick, marginalized …


  As often as you did this to the least of these,


  my brothers and sisters,


  the Lord said,


  you did it to me,


  records St Matthew.


  There will be many greeting you now with gratitude and joy, those who have gone before you and whom you helped so generously. For us it is different. We remain behind to weep and to mourn. It is right that we should do so. A sense of loss and bereavement has been strong, the initial shock with us still. We had to do something, lay flowers at different places, queue for several hours to sign our names, the scale of this quite surprising and impressive. We expressed something deep within us through such actions. They were an unconscious prayer to God, almost, as well as a lovely tribute to you, Diana.


  But for those of us who remain there is more. We are being called by this sad death to reflect on many things. The sudden awfulness of her death has been a brutal awakening to our own mortality, to a fragility of all our human joys and sorrows. We are being called to acknowledge that it is not here in this world that our ultimate happiness is to be found. Maybe the events of this last week have already awakened within us, or may yet do so, that religious instinct which leads us to seek the true meaning and purpose of our lives. Maybe God is knocking at our doors at this time seeking to be admitted into our minds and hearts.


  As a nation we must discover what it is to be charitable. We must all become more sensitive to the needs of each other, more tolerant of each other’s faults, less cynical about motives, less anxious to cut others down to size, more understanding of their actions, and of their difficulties as well. We should also reflect on the way we treat those prominent in public life, how much privacy we give them, what respect we accord them. There is much for us to consider. When these days of sorrow and mourning are over, life will become normal again, and so it should. But the lessons must not be forgotten.


  Farewell, then, Diana.


  The agonies of the heart and anguish of the mind were often your


  companions in life.


  They were your teachers, too, for from them you learnt understanding,


  compassion and kindness.


  These are your finest legacy to us.


  Thank you for all the good you did.


  Thank you for the joy you gave to many.


  Thank you for being like the rest of us, flawed but loveable, and above all


  loved by God.


  Cardinal Basil Hume, at a Requiem Mass in Westminster Cathedral


  5 September


  QUEEN TO DELIVER ADDRESS ON TV


  The Royal Family threw tradition away yesterday when it was announced that the Queen would give an unprecedented television address to the nation about the family’s grief at the death of Diana, Princess of Wales.


  Stung by criticism that the monarchy had appeared aloof following the Princess’s death, the announcement was one of a series made by Buckingham Palace which revealed a fundamental break with the defence that protocol dictated how the Royal Family should act.


  Bowing to public pressure for a more appropriate response, the Palace said that along with the address, which will be shown shortly before 6pm, it had also been agreed that for the first time the Union flag will be flown at half-mast over the palace on the day of the funeral.


  The moves are a break with tradition and have been described by royal commentators as ‘cataclysmic’.


  The Palace also announced at a unique on-the-record press conference that the Queen, accompanied by the Duke of Edinburgh, the Queen Mother and Princess Margaret, will now fly to London early this afternoon from Balmoral in Scotland, rather than arriving tomorrow morning by train as first planned.


  More controversially, it was also revealed that no member of the Royal Family will read a lesson at tomorrow’s funeral.


  Last night they attended a hastily convened special service at Crathie Kirk on Royal Deeside, the family’s first public appearance since Sunday.


  Lieutenant Colonel Malcolm Ross, comptroller of the Lord Chamberlain’s office which has been co-ordinating palace input into the funeral arrangements, said a decision had been taken to break with convention because of the nature of the ‘unique day for a unique person’.


  There was a welcome for the astonishing changes from many quarters.


  ‘You have to admire her courage in circumstnaces that are very painful and difficult,’ said Lord Blake, the constitutional historian.


  Lord St John of Fawsley, the constitutional expert, called on the public not to be curmudgeonly and to respond positively.


  Yesterday’s unprecedented church service at Crathie was another break with the original timetable. The Queen, the Duke of Edinburgh, Prince Charles and the young Princes emerged from Balmoral and joined Prince Charles and Peter Phillips, son of the Princess Royal, after the Queen requested the service yesterday morning.


  The family spent several minutes at the gates of Balmoral looking at the flowers and reading condolence cards. Prince Harry gripped his father’s hands as he closely read many of the tributes.


  Outside Balmoral, Prince Charles’ press secretary, Sandy Henney, denied that the family’s appearance was to answer criticism. ‘This is a family going to church for prayer in view of what’s happened. It was something that seemed appropriate.’


  Earlier the first signs that the Royal Family had been moved by concerns that they were not responding adequately to the national mood came when Geoffrey Crawford, the Queen’s press secretary, made a public statement.


  ‘The Royal Family have been hurt by suggestions that they are indifferent to the country’s sorrow at the tragic death of the Princess of Wales,’ Mr Crawford said in a move described by royal commentators as highly unusual.


  ‘The Princess was a much loved national figure, but she was also a mother whose sons miss her deeply. Prince William and Prince Harry themselves want to be with their father and grandparents at this time in the quiet haven of Balmoral.


  ‘As their grandmother, the Queen is helping the Princes to come to terms with their loss as they prepare themselves for the public ordeal of mourning their mother with the nation on Saturday.’


  The Palace said the decision to make the television address was not connected to a number of front-page headlines yesterday which accused the Queen of sticking too closely to protocol.


  As well as the fact that the Queen had not spoken since a two-line statement was released on Sunday, criticism also focused on Buckingham Palace, where the flagpole has been bare all week. Members of the public who had queued for hours to sign the books of condolence asked why a flag was not flying at half-mast.


  The Palace succumbed to the pressure yesterday and said that when the Queen leaves for the funeral by car tomorrow morning the Royal Standard, flown at full mast whenever the Queen is in residence, will be lowered and the Union flag flown at half-mast instead, where it will remain until midnight.


  The Duke of York and Prince Edward were yesterday the first members of the family to sign the book of condolence at St James’s Palace. The Palace said that the books would be closed at 6pm tonight until 2pm on Saturday, when they will be left available for signing 24 hours a day for a further week.


  A Downing Street spokesman said the new arrangements were a further sign that the Royal Family was responding positively and imaginatively to the extraordinary outpouring of grief.


  Guardian


  THE QUEEN’S SPEECH


  Since last Sunday’s dreadful news, we have seen throughout Britain and around the world an overwhelming expression of sadness at Diana’s death. We have all been trying in our different ways to cope. It is not easy to express a sense of loss, since the initial shock is often succeeded by a mixture of other feelings - disbelief, incomprehension, anger and concern for those who remain.


  We have all felt those emotions in these last few days. So what I say to you now, as your Queen and as a grandmother, I say from my heart.


  First, I want to pay tribute to Diana myself. She was an exceptional and gifted human being. In good times and bad, she never lost her capacity to smile and laugh, nor to inspire others with her warmth and kindness.


  I admired and respected her - for her energy and commitment to others, and especially for her devotion to her two boys.


  This week at Balmoral we have all been trying to help William and Harry come to terms with the devastating loss that they and the rest of us have suffered.


  No one who knew Diana will ever forget her. Millions of others who never met her, but felt they knew her, will remember her.


  I for one believe that there are lessons to be drawn from her life and from the extraordinary and moving reaction to her death.


  I share in your determination to cherish her memory.


  This is also an opportunity for me, on behalf of my family and especially Prince Charles and William and Harry, to thank all of you who have brought flowers, sent messages and paid your respects in so many ways to a remarkable person.


  These acts of kindness have been a huge source of help and comfort.


  Our thoughts are also with Diana’s family and the families of those who died with her. I know that they too have drawn strength from what has happened since last weekend, as they seek to heal their sorrow and then to face the future without a loved one.


  I hope that tomorrow we can all, wherever we are, join in expressing our grief at Diana’s loss and gratitude for her all-too-short life.


  It is a chance to show to the whole world the British nation united in grief and respect.


  May those who died rest in peace and may we, each and every one of us, thank God for someone who made many, many people happy.
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