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Omid Scobie



Dedication

To everyone who clicks on, reads, or watches my work—
your support means the world. Thank you!



endgame (noun)
ĕndgām

the final stages of a chess game after most of the pieces have been
removed from the board

also: the final stages of an extended process or course of events
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Prologue

When Queen Elizabeth II was in her nineties, there was an element of
covering the royals that those around me found a little morbid. Wherever I
went, whether it was on a road trip with mates to Wales or a royal visit to
Morocco, I always packed a black suit and tie. To friends and family
outside the royal bubble, the presence of that ominous suit bag was, to say
the least, somewhat gloomy, and a grim reminder that Queen Elizabeth II
was nearing the end of her life.

As a journalist who joined the royal beat in 2011, I knew this was a
vital piece of the reporting tool kit—an appropriate outfit at the ready so I
could spring into action the moment Buckingham Palace shared the news
of the Queen’s death. While I was at home in London, the suit (a practical
polyester blend, because who has time to steam out creases during
breaking news?) mostly lived in the trunk of my car.

On September 8, 2022, however, that car and its contents were twenty-
odd miles away getting serviced when I was summoned to ABC News’
London bureau for what we worried might become the long-feared
announcement. I was in the middle of running errands when rumors started
to flood through via sources and colleagues, so I didn’t have time to race
home to grab a backup suit. Feeling the pressure and lack of time, I
grabbed a simple black sweater from a nearby Marks & Spencer and took
the fastest route, via London Underground, to the Hammersmith studio.

The Queen had been bedbound at Balmoral Castle in Scotland for the
forty-eight hours prior, after conducting what later became her final
engagements on September 6—seeing out the controversial prime minister
Boris Johnson and welcoming in his exceedingly short-lived replacement,
Liz Truss. Palace aides announced the day after the monarch’s royal duties
that she had accepted doctors’ advice to rest. The next morning, after a
further Palace update warned that her doctors were “concerned for Her
Majesty’s health and have recommended she remain under medical



supervision,” an insider messaged me to say, “It’s not looking good.” For a
multitude of reasons, I hoped the warning would turn out to be a false
alarm.

Arriving at ABC News’ offices that Thursday afternoon, I received a
text from someone very close to the family. As I caught my breath in the
elevator of the Disney-owned building, “A Spoonful of Sugar” was
playing quietly in the background, making a surreal moment even more so.
“Please don’t say anything yet but I think it’s happened,” they wrote. I
responded with a follow-up, checking that I understood their message
correctly. No doubt trying to get confirmation of their own, the source—
someone whose word I had come to trust over recent years—didn’t reply.

Fifteen minutes later, as I sat in front of the camera and put on my
earpiece and mic, my calm in the storm, the network’s royal producer Zoe
Magee, called across the newsroom: “We’ve had confirmation.” Messages
started pouring into my phone within seconds. The statement from the
Palace had yet to land, but my heart was already thumping. Though I had
been at briefings that described what would happen the moment “London
Bridge” (the code name for the monarch’s death and the operation that
kicked into action straight afterward) went down, nothing could have truly
prepared anyone for the news. Not even the two-hundred-page research
bible Magee had created in the recent months. The death of Britain’s
longest-reigning monarch, a woman much loved and revered around the
world, had a bigger impact on me in the moment than I expected. The
Queen had been a presence in my life for as long as I could remember, a
fact shared by most Brits. Whether you cared about the royal family or not,
she had evolved into the nation’s grandmother—a comforting presence
during destabilizing times and easily more popular than the monarchy
itself. “New York is going to come to you shortly, Omid!” my producer
prompted.

This is it.

* * *

An astounding amount of royal history happened during the writing of
Endgame. The world was introduced to King Charles III and Queen
Camilla; Prince Andrew was stripped of his titles. Prince Harry released an
explosive memoir and a revealing Netflix series, and, of course, Her
Majesty Queen Elizabeth II passed away. All these events, along with a
litany of startling headlines, greatly impacted this book, including the
structure and shape of the narrative and its cast of characters. What should



have been a banner year for the royal family, one spent celebrating the
Queen and her seventy years of service, was instead a year of more
upheaval and strife. The Queen’s Platinum Jubilee in the first half of 2022
is but a footnote now because her death followed so quickly in September
—a summer of flag-waving celebrations quickly met an autumn of
profound change and depth charge revelations. All this proved trying for a
staid institution not exactly used to, or adept at managing, such rapid-fire
disruptions or change. The royal establishment has now assiduously
installed an elderly new king while fending off unyielding accusations and
misgivings from an exiled prince.

I started this book in the summer of 2022, so the Queen’s passing
happened well into the writing process. This meant going back and
figuring out how to reframe key chapters while looking through the twin
prisms of the late monarch’s death and the ascension of her eldest son.
Where significant parts of Endgame initially theorized about the future of
the Firm, I suddenly found myself watching and reporting on that future as
it happened in real time. Overnight we were in it: the royal family’s new
chapter—a moment I couldn’t have imagined during my first royal
engagement with Prince William and a then Kate Middleton over eleven
years earlier. The months following the Queen’s death gave me the
necessary time to process such a seismic event and an opportunity to peer
into the new era before contextualizing it. And that time provided me with
a chance to speak with those currently at the center of it as well as the
many individuals who had been part of the journey leading up to it. Think
of it this way: I started writing the book in the New Elizabethan age and
finished in the Carolean era—a dynastic sea change happened in a matter
of days. And with it, so did many of my perceptions.

The full reality of Queen Elizabeth II’s death hit me ten days later,
when I joined a small group of journalists to observe the scene of the
former monarch lying in state at Westminster Hall. Members of the public
had queued for up to ten miles and over twenty-four hours to pay their
respects. For those of us in the press working eighteen-hour shifts,
reporting to millions of others around the world, British Parliament’s
“Operation Marquee” team had arranged prebooked one-hour time slots in
Westminster so we could capture this moment in history.

I’d been to the Houses of Parliament before, for other assignments and
events, but with all political activity suspended during the ten-day national
mourning period, the usually buzzing alley through the length of the
Palace of Westminster was eerily silent as we walked toward New Palace
Yard. Deep in conversation with one of the staff members guiding us, I



wasn’t at all prepared for the moment we arrived at the doors of
Westminster Hall. Suddenly, there it was: the Queen’s coffin resting on a
raised ornamental catafalque.

You couldn’t hear much else beyond our footsteps and the rustle of
coats and bags carried by mourners as we entered the hall’s vaulted
silence. A solemn usher, obviously weary from his work, calmly directed
us up a narrow spiral staircase at the back of the room. We climbed a
makeshift riser painted to blend in with the thick magnesian limestone
walls of the eleventh-century room—an inconspicuous observation tower
for the press.

From this position, about fifteen feet off the ground, my eyes were
almost at the same level as the Imperial State Crown resting atop the
coffin. As I’m sure it did for so many of the people who quietly walked in
and out to pay their respects, the juxtaposition of the crown and the coffin
emphasized the finality of it all. Like many journalists covering this story,
I had been operating in a suspended state of disconnect up until that
moment.

Lying next to the pillowed crown were the orb and scepter. I’d seen
them in person before, many times, but being so close to the two symbols
in this setting gave me goosebumps. There was the weight of history and
tradition, yes, but also the aura of mystery and myth. Ordinary things in
and of themselves, really, but an accruement of time, the narratives of
power and divine lineage dictated over centuries, and the human desire for
meaning and order all alchemized, transmuting those things into powerful
ideas. It was a strange, commanding magic that I felt that day in
Westminster. But the woman, the human form of all that regal authority
and mysterious poetry, was lying in a coffin underneath. For so long, she
stood for the Crown, and the Crown for her. Without her presence, these
ornaments and symbols seemed exposed, naked somehow, as if they had
been caught unawares.

King Charles III. Even after all this time, it still doesn’t always look
quite right on the page. The same can be said of Queen Camilla—those
promises of her taking on only the titles Princess Consort, and then Queen
Consort, were just white lies the Palace is now keen for people to forget.
But here we are. Despite their flaws and many mistakes, it’s difficult not to
sympathize with the new king and queen. Filling such enormous shoes is
almost an impossible task, especially considering that when Her Majesty
died, unfortunately so did much of the legend, mystique, and secrecy that
enshrouded the monarchy. It’s safe to say that very few outside a strict
inner circle knew much of anything about Queen Elizabeth II. She



inhabited her stately role completely. Her personal life was her own and
she fiercely guarded it, knowing full well that to share it was to lose it. She
also appreciated and respected the demands of the Crown: service over
personal gain, and duty over individual happiness. In public, her resolute
composure expressed this in spades, no explanations necessary.

With Charles and Camilla, it’s the opposite. The King has lived a full
life out in the public as an outspoken environmental activist, an occasional
meddler in politics, a successful businessman, a flawed father, and a
philandering husband who destroyed the life of Princess Diana—an
ignominious legacy he’s eager to put behind him now that he is on the
throne. He’s known to us warts and all. His litany of personal failings and
missteps is front-page fodder, and much of the British public will never
fully forgive him for his role in Diana’s tragic demise. And Queen
Camilla, a woman who is finally tolerated by the public but is still not
universally accepted, remains to many as “the other woman,” the third
person in Charles and Diana’s marriage and someone who caused much
pain and chaos within the royal family. Now, no veil of arcane secrecy
falls between the new King and Queen and their subjects, providing cover
and inscrutable power. Everyone already knows that King Charles might
have preferred a life as Queen Camilla’s tampon.

Though off to a steady start, the ongoing efforts to boost Charles’s
popularity will never come easy for the institution of the monarchy,
regardless of his new station. As prepared for thronedom as he may have
felt, behind palace walls, and in the minds of the public, the question
remains: Is he up for the job? Immediately after the Queen passed away
and ordinary citizens were still shedding tears, the new King Charles made
headlines after cameras caught him throwing a tantrum over a faulty pen.
A stubborn eccentric who has spent most of his life waiting and planning
for his ascension, even at the cost of his relationships with his own sons,
the former Prince of Wales is not only far less popular than his predecessor
and his successor, he has also been a thorn in the side of the institution.
Despite the fact he’s well-liked by world leaders and global power figures,
during the life of his mother, he was never fully embraced by power
brokers within the system, the Palace operators and partisans with links to
the British establishment, including the government. When he was Prince
of Wales, some senior Buckingham Palace aides had expressed to me and
others that they felt the then next in line didn’t quite have the moxie or
vision for the family’s next chapter. Perhaps they were right. Just weeks
before becoming the new monarch, he was knee-deep in controversy
involving bags of money, cash-for-honors allegations, and a police



investigation into donations accepted by his Prince’s Foundation charity.
Or perhaps he was just never allowed to demonstrate his readiness.

Many in the Firm’s old guard, including the Queen’s most senior courtiers
—those shadowy men, and now women, “in gray,” as Diana famously
called them—distrusted and disliked Charles. Personally, I’ve always
admired Charles’s efforts in the environmental space, but it’s telling that
he is also a man who—over fifty-five years into his life as a working royal
—failed to truly capture the imagination and interest of those outside the
monarchist bubble. His quirks and entitled behavior have, at times,
alienated him from the institutional hidden forces that could change that
popularity overnight, leaving him to take matters into his own hands, often
with disastrous results. His failure to initiate a substantive dialogue with
Prince Harry, despite how clearly his son detailed their fracture in
interviews and public statements, is yet another sign of his inability to
effectively address family matters head-on or navigate constitutional
crises.

To add insult to injury, Charles knows his reign will be a transitional
one, an intervening sovereignty that must happen before his elder son,
William, the Prince of Wales, takes over at a far younger age and attempts
to breathe new life into a desiccated monarchical system. Over the years
I’ve watched as, behind the scenes, senior courtiers and other
establishment figures groom Prince William for the throne. As a long-
serving member of the Queen’s most trusted staff put it to me before the
monarch’s death, Charles may be the next king, but William is “the
future.”

This brewing power struggle between the favored prince and the
unpopular king is Shakespearean—a familial tug-of-war waged both
onstage and off that still has the potential to unravel the monarchical
tapestry. Scheming and backstabbing began long ago. Jealous of Harry’s
popularity with the media and William’s preferred status in the Firm, King
Charles has been known to turn a blind eye while aides leak details about
his sons to the press. Camilla, also guilty of the same practices, caused
further damage to the family during her long-running campaign to
rehabilitate her own image. A tactical masterstroke, a well-timed leak, can
pave the way for a beneficial back-scratching relationship with media
confidantes in exchange for favorable treatment while also cutting down
competition for the spotlight a rung or two. Long before the release of
Spare, it was well known within the tight circle of royal correspondents
that Charles eagerly piggybacked on reports of Prince Harry’s teenage
drug use by allowing the leak of personal details about his own son to



construct a “great dad” narrative that many within the press gladly printed
in return.

They say never mix family with business and, though the brothers had
in the past put on a good show when needed, William and Harry are the
perfect example of why this particular family business often teeters on the
brink. Though they were remarkably close as they grew up, Harry’s
decision to “defect” to America (William’s choice of word, according to a
source, not mine) widened an already growing rift between the pair.
Disappointed in Harry’s life decisions and rooted in his ignited, newfound
dedication to the Crown, William now considers his brother an outsider,
especially since the release of Harry’s memoir, which not only gave
further details surrounding the Sussexes’ decision to step back from their
royal roles but also William’s part in it. The heir doesn’t really “need” the
spare any longer anyway, one source admitted to me shortly after the Duke
of Sussex left Britain in March 2020.

No longer useful as a helpful distraction or collateral damage, William
had been wanting to distance himself from his brother ever since Harry’s
marriage to Meghan—whom the then Duke of Cambridge took a disliking
to from the start. Now firmly established within their own household,
William and Kate have become a committed, driven team, focused on their
roles in the family and in royal history. Harry’s dramas are no longer of
any concern to them. Or so they say.

Some might argue that it’s unnecessary to bring the Duke and Duchess
of Sussex into conversations about the future of the monarchy since they
started their separate life in California three years ago. As royal family
members now living autonomously and completely disconnected from the
institution, they currently play no part in where the Firm goes from here.
But their role in the bigger royal story remains as important as ever. The
issues raised by the couple, including allegations of bullying, misogyny,
racism (or, in Harry’s description, “unconscious bias”), and image
manipulation, alongside the institutional cruelty they experienced, remain
largely ignored and unexamined by the Palace. And any promises made
after their departure, including a focus on diversity within the royal
households, have proved little more than PR-friendly gloss-overs. Not a
great look for an institution whose monarch is sovereign to interracial
Britain and the head of the predominantly non-white Commonwealth.
Discrediting Harry and Meghan through negative press briefings (no
matter how many times Palace sources deny doing so) may have damaged
the Sussexes’ legitimacy to many, but for the members of the public still
horrified by the family’s treatment of its first mixed-race royal, it remains



a thorny issue.
Beyond the family circle’s damaging dramas, the institution of the

monarchy is in increasingly desperate straits, too. Supporting a cratered
Firm after the Queen’s death is a tall order in and of itself. Doubly so when
a growing percentage of the population feels that the monarchy is losing
relevancy, with many now far more comfortable in voicing their views
after Elizabeth II’s passing. Recent years have seen an institution
scrambling to justify its significance to younger generations who believe it
no longer serves a strong enough purpose to justify its growing cost to the
state. To stay relevant, the system, in an almost Trumpian twist, leans on
patriotism—even jingoism—to shore up its purpose. When in doubt,
festoon the palace, unfurl the Union Jacks, and enlist the tabloids.

In the first year of his reign, however, with the memory of the late
Queen still fresh in the minds of many, King Charles III has received a
healthy amount of support. To many, particularly Britain’s royalists, he is
still a son who lost his mother. But, as declining popularity polls already
show, the good favor of the country can last only so long. And the bigger
question remains: How can a former pampered prince who is now an aging
king keep the attention of those who already feel the monarchy is less
necessary than ever—or, worse, are totally indifferent to it? Charles’s
mother left a mandate and a clear path forward—a blueprint for how to
keep things afloat. But is Charles the kind of king to simply follow the
rules? Or will he want to go his own way, as he has repeatedly
demonstrated in the past? It’s an inescapable fact that the Firm’s public
ordeals, knee-jerk reactions, and family discord have created a life raft
mentality that has long made their “never complain, never explain” mantra
impossible to live by. The rot has set in, and it’s eating away at the
monarchy’s undergirding. Without Queen Elizabeth II, who is there to
offer a counterpoint? To stop the rot from spreading? Like Dorian’s
portrait in the attic, the ruinous truth is starting to show.

* * *

I have followed every important step of the royal story since William and
Kate’s engagement captured the hearts and excitement of a global
audience in 2010, but I never expected to one day find myself in the
middle of it. Working as the European bureau chief for Jann Wenner’s Us
Weekly magazine—at the time one of America’s most-read publications—
my entrance into the royal press ranks was bright-eyed, and I cut my teeth
covering the gamut of royal events and news stories: engagements,



weddings, births, and many wet Wednesdays in small rural towns for
community center openings and plaque unveilings. The job gave me the
perfect courtside seat to their world, and it wasn’t long before I started to
travel around the globe on tours and foreign visits with William, Kate, and
Harry—the younger, more exciting stars of the family at the time—while
forming bonds with those around them. Whether it was privately sharing
strategies in the dawn of the social media age, providing a sounding board
during certain media crises, or getting invites to private drinks receptions
with the royals, I was a welcome face to Palace aides from the kinder U.S.
press. Luckily for me, my work separated me from some of the less savory
British media outlets that staff and family members had grown to quietly
despise. The arrival of Meghan in 2016 saw my two news beats
(entertainment and the royals) collide, and less than a year later I made the
decision to focus on the royal family full time. Owing to a unique pool of
sources and a refusal to follow the crowd, I quickly became a trusted
confidante for many in and around the younger family—a true insider.

But that all changed in late 2020 after the publication of my first book,
Finding Freedom, about Harry and Meghan’s whirlwind journey in, and
out of, the House of Windsor. It blew the lid off the Sussex saga, finally
revealing the backroom machinations and family betrayals that eventually
forced the royal couple out of the Firm. But it also put me on the receiving
end of several of the same toxic practices that pushed the couple to their
breaking point. “You ended up in a place a journalist rarely finds
themselves—in the middle of a family war . . . And you were on the wrong
side,” a senior aide to the late Queen opined to me as I began writing this
book. The fear of damaging revelations scared the family and angered
powerful Palace operatives, and it also put a mark on my back. Five
months before its release, a close friend of Prince Harry had warned me
that the institution—and the media allies that support it—might “play
dirty” against those who attempt to expose the truth. They weren’t wrong.

I’m still in the mix, but let’s just say I’m no longer the journalist who
some in the family, or the more royalist-leaning correspondents, are
thrilled to see at engagements. Having moved away from playing the
Palace game of give-and-take to maintain access, I am now a perceived
source of trouble for the institution. Why? Because I know—and share—
too much. For four years, some of the most damaging in Windsor history, I
witnessed the full scope of the deceptions, malice, and defensive posturing
of an unstable family business and an institution in decline. I saw just how
far they would go to save their own skin, the deep corrosion at the heart of
the royal establishment, and I’ve witnessed the human damage done



because of it.
It’s impossible to deny the Queen’s achievements during her seventy-

year reign—something the world was reminded of during the outpouring
of grief and tributes after her death. I was fortunate enough to cover some
of the late monarch’s greatest moments—from making the line of
succession more equitable to her tireless charity efforts—and I’ve seen the
impact that Her Majesty’s unwavering dedication to duty had on a new
generation of working royals. Even at the height of his painful battle with
the institution, I can’t forget how Prince Harry’s closest aide told me that
the Queen’s life of public service continues to inspire and motivate his
every step forward in the Sussexes’ new American life.

But all that hangs in the balance now. I fear that by continuing to
ignore the ongoing constitutional corruption in the Palace’s inner sanctum
and enabling a cabal of courtiers and the British media to call the shots—
as well as quietly supporting those who have brought shame and
humiliation to the Crown—the royal institution is risking untold damage to
the Queen’s legacy. King Charles and Prince William have already
displayed signs that they are allowing selfish agendas, a culture of cover-
ups and PR trickery, and family discord to take over the House of
Windsor. It is an outcome the royal family can avoid, but only if there is
change.

In the past I, like others, have held back on revealing some of the
darker truths at the heart of the institution of the British monarchy because
I didn’t want to lose my insider position or my contacts, or experience
some of the threats made toward me. But as the once-majestic brocade of
the royal family continued to fade and fray behind the scenes and on the
front page, I was increasingly convinced that it was time to write this
book.

Some of what you will read in Endgame may already be known to
those in the self-regulated pack of journalists who, just like the White
House press pool, shadow the family on their various endeavors. But that
doesn’t mean you will hear it from them. Though one can usually get away
with the occasional rock of the boat, you need to waltz the Palace’s dance
if you want to maintain access to those off-record briefings and invites to
private engagements. Me? Let’s just say it’s not the path I continued to
follow.

The information shared over the pages ahead is sourced from over a
decade of personal reporting files as well as conversations and interviews
with the many who have played a part in seminal moments, be they friends
or professional acquaintances of the royals and those working for the


