
DRASTICALLY 
REDEFINING 

PROTOCOL

In which Prince Arthur of Wales meets 
Merlin Emrys of Windmill Hill and all hell 
promptly breaks loose

BY CONNER LUTHOR
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aturday, at 8 
p.m., there’s 
a boy with 
dirty blond 
hair getting a 
dozen stitch-
es along the 
back of his 

head, his mother alternating between 
wailing and barking while her son rolls his 
eyes elaborately at his doctor.
 “You know, you could at least pre-
tend to be sorry for worrying your mum,” 
chides Merlin Emrys, stitching efficiently 
and without looking up.  He’s wearing blue 
hospital scrubs, a long white lab coat over 
it with multicolored pens peeping out the 
breast pocket, wrinkled and weary.
 He woke at five that morning and 
was delivered to St. Bart’s by six, where 
he worked on three accident victims and 
then placated a series of terrified new par-
ents, who no more cared that they were 
shouting at the Prince Consort of Britain 
than they cared to note their child’s body 
temperature was only a degree above nor-
mal. He ate some toast around 1 p.m. af-
ter being shanghaied from the emergency 
room by a phalanx of nurses and at three, 
he ducked into an empty room to make a 
call of congratulations to the Crown Prin-
cess of Japan, on her daughter’s gradua-
tion from middle school.
 At four, he ignored four phone calls 
from his husband, who by five had con-
cluded a series of meetings with heads of 
Britain’s Labor party on education reform 
and was not amused.
 “It’s not a big deal,” the kid insists, 
and Emrys sighs as the mother shouts: 
“Not a big deal?  I thought your brains 
were going to drip out your ears!”
 The curtained triage area, except-
ing the shouting, is unusually quiet, a 
slow night in the emergency room, and if 
anybody seems perturbed by the fact that 
Arthur, the Prince of Wales, is slumming 
on an empty cot reading a back copy of 
the Economist, no one is commenting.  
He showed up at the hospital a little after 
six and planted himself within frowning 
distance of his husband.

 It’s the sort of absolutely unaccept-
able behavior the monarchy began ac-
cepting about a year ago, when the prince 
and Emrys were married summer of 2010 
at St. George’s Chapel and stepped out to 
a crowd 750,000 strong — some of whom 
had flown from as far as Belize and the 
Philippines to witness the event.
 “It’s our anniversary,” Arthur tells Em-
rys, just a shade darker than a pout.  Emrys 
snaps off his latex gloves and misses when 
he launches them toward the waste bin.
 “I wasn’t the one who scheduled 
meetings with members of parliament to 
start with,” Emrys tells him, tart, but Arthur 
produces one of those smiles — crooked, a 
glimmer of teeth, possessing — and Emrys 
flushes, saying, “So we’re even now.”
 Gracious, Arthur allows, “Of course,” 
and puts away the magazine, swinging 
gleaming black shoes back onto the ground 
with twin clicks and smoothing a hand over 
the front of his jacket, the gold of his wed-
ding band clinking against the buttons.

rthur has been the sexual 
awakening and heartbreak 
of young girls (and boys) 
the world over since his first 

public appearance — from childhood to 
adolescence and throughout his explosive 
romance, he’s always been an icon.  
 A wild child who grew into a dutiful 
prince, Arthur transformed into a man that 
has stood as a symbol for the international 
gay, lesbian and bisexual communities ever 
since intimate photographs of himself and 
Emrys were leaked in late 2008.  
 The photos, a half-dozen of them, 
are shaky and poorly lit, boudior photos.  
They are, above all else, private tokens, 
the affection in every image evident.  
There are two photographs of Emrys’ 
hands, resting asleep and half-curled into 
the white sheets of a bed, a picture of his 
lashes, dark across Emrys’ cheek, a pho-
tograph of the long stretch of his back 
along the mattress, half-obfuscated by an 
ocean of linens.  
 If Arthur kept a diary — royal spokes-
men said he doesn’t — the photos would 
have been images tucked alongside a brief, 
bewildered entry: love, surprise, in repose.
 Never one to follow tradition, Ar-
thur failed to deny, obfuscate or gratu-
itously date women in response to his 
outing. Instead, he sent cars to St. Bart’s, 
where a reported two hundred reporters 

and photographers had gathered en masse, 
and fetched Merlin to Clarence House, the 
official residence of the prince.
 “In retrospect, that move was as 
good as a marriage proposal,” said Stephen 
Marsden, a former footman to King Uther.  
“The photographs and their fallout could be 
managed.  Merlin could have disappeared 
like so many other inconvenient royal dalli-
ances.  
 “Instead, Arthur sent for cars.”
 Paparazzi chased the vehicles all the 
way to the front gates at Clarence House, 
and Metropolitan Police had to be called 
to keep ambitious photographers from 
scaling nearby trees for a photograph.  The 
sky in front of the driveway was all but 
obscured by the satellite dishes, sending 
a mad, 24-hour feed of commentary and 
speculation to every corner of the Earth.
 “Arthur knew exactly what he was do-
ing,” Marsden says, smirking.    
 Judging by how Emrys has gone 
from standoffish and stubborn to bidda-
ble by the time the pair leave the hospital, 
Arthur hasn’t lost his touch. 
 They dismiss all but a skeleton crew 
of security — freelance reporters includ-
ed — and vanish in a blur of the winking 
taillights on Arthur’s latest sleek, low-to-
the-ground coupe.  
 Entire rainforests have died over the 
opining their courtship and marriage have 
generated in matters of gay rights, policy, 
religion and the utility of a modern-day 
monarchy, but at the heart of the matter, 
Arthur and Emrys are players most im-
portantly in a love story.  The other ele-
ments are incidental to them.

onestly, I think given the 
option, Arthur would have 
joined up with British spe-
cial forces or MI-5 or some-

thing,” Everett Washburn says, smok-
ing proletariat cigarettes at a Caffé Nero 
near his office in London’s Canary Wharf.  
“The first time we met I could barely be-
lieve this what was the fucking Prince of 
Wales was like.”
 And what was he like?  
 Washburn smirks.  “I’d tell, but his 
bloody wife would claw my eyes out if I 
said one ill word about that tosser.” 
 Before Emrys, Arthur — a reckless 
sportsman and distressingly good sharp-
shooter — endured a cosseted childhood 
and an ugly, public breakup with model 
Sophie St. Laurent.  
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He revised himself into a model royal af-
ter that, passive politically and involved 
socially.  He attended to his many causes 
without complaint.
 Friends at Eton and former professors 
paint a very different image of Arthur than 
his publicity materials.  Arthur may be tire-
less but he’s by no means pleasant.  Com-
petitive to a fault and possibly something 
of a bastard, he had many of friends and 
no confidants, and everyone agreed that 
underneath his tendency to excel at sport 
and maths was a tragic inability to analyze 
poetry or take a joke at his own expense.  
 Arthur grew up too serious.
 Amiable and in his late 20s, Wash-
burn took over his parents’ real estate 
business after graduating from St. An-
drews, where he and the prince met and 
became fast friends.  
 Persistent rumors remain that 
Washburn was Arthur’s first male par-
amour, a suggestion that paints a look of 
agony on his face.
 “Look, let’s just say that even when 
I was flying Arthur from bloody Co-
penhagen back into London for a shag I 
thought that shag was female,” Washburn 
complains.  “It’s shameful the number of 
women who have agreed to fuck me just 
to find out what Arthur might have sam-
pled previously.”
 Emrys thinks it’s hilarious.  

 Arthur, when asked about it, pulls an 
expression of misery that nearly mirrors 
Washburn’s.  It’s different than the look 
St. Laurent’s name triggers, where his ex-
pression grows flat and unflappable, eyes 
steely.  They were once fond of each other 
and then they weren’t, he’s sorry she felt so 
unhappy about their time together, is all 
Arthur has ever said about the affair.
 “Obviously, I disapprove of Arthur’s 
giant homosexual whatever,” Washburn 
says with no bite, “but they’ve already got-
ten leg-shackled so it hardly seems worth 
the effort of fighting with the poor sod 
over his choosing to be a giant pouf.”
 Funnily enough, Washburn gave the 
first speech at the private wedding recep-
tion Arthur and Emrys held after all the 
state events were concluded.  Multiple 
sources — including video footage — note 
that he cried a little, told Arthur and Em-
rys to make one another happy, and then 
demanded Arthur stop stealing his cars.
 “Lies, all of it,” Washburn says, his 
cheeks pinking.  “And film can be doc-
tored.”

n November of 2008, Arthur 
toured St. Bartholomew’s.  He 
was tired and still in the same 
suit he worn arriving back in 

England after spending a week as his fa-
ther’s proxy in Singapore.  He hadn’t slept 
well in days, and children are the least fa-
vorite of Arthur’s causes.  No matter how 
much coaching he’s received, the Prince 
is always a bit awkward around them, too 
deferential, on just the wrong side be-
tween awkward and shyly charming.
 (“Arthur’s just nervous around tiny 
people, he’ll loosen right up after he and 
Merlin have a few sprogs of their own,” 
Washburn dismissed when asked, and 
promptly looked sickened by himself.)
 Two left turns before the pediatric 
oncology ward, Arthur — choosing a mo-
ment of uninterrupted silence over sanity — 
ducked into a linen closet where Emrys, then 
a second year medical intern, had asked his 
best friend to lock him up while the prince 
visited.  He’d had a crush on Arthur for two 
decades and couldn’t be trusted.
 “It was actually quite sad,” says 
Gwen Allen, who chose the closet.
 Allen, a compact, pretty black wom-
an in her late twenties works as a neona-
tal nurse at St. Bart’s and met Emrys in 
university.  They shared study carrels and 
Emrys’ best friend, whom she eventually 

married.  “I think at that time there was a 
suggestion he might commit some sort of 
physical assault or start crying like a teen-
aged girl at a Hannah Montana concert.”
 Emrys, once a chainsmoker, had been 
sucking down cigarettes through the opened 
window when Arthur burst in and slammed 
the door.  
 No one has all the details of what hap-
pened after, Allen complains.  She says she 
tried for years to dig the whole story out of 
Merlin, who responds to querying attention 
about his time with Arthur either by blush-
ing and stuttering or washing pale, frozen 
and shy — a look that’s sure to summon Ar-
thur to his side in no time at all, wearing a 
serenely benevolent look that promises cer-
tain death at the same time.
 The true origins of their relationship 
are the subject of much dispute, mostly 
between Arthur and Emrys.  
 The prince claims Emrys gave him a 
lighter as a purposeful tease, an invitation; 
Emrys accuses Arthur of thinking entire-
ly too highly of himself.  At some point, 
Arthur’s watch, a one-of-a-kind Hermes 
Emrys is now never seen without, became 
involved. Arthur and Emrys are unbear-
able when separated and have a knack for 
evading the media, sometimes falling off of 
the radar for weeks.  They bicker constantly.
 They can’t even agree on who kissed 
who first.
 “It was him,” they say together. 
 They’re sitting in the vast and now-
deserted kitchen at Balmoral, at 65,000 
acre estate in Aberdeenshire in Scotland, 
a summer home for the royals.  There 
are 50 full-time employees, 100 seasonal 
workers, rangers, guards, and four-dozen 
cows that share the estate with Emrys and 
Arthur.  For them, that’s practically seclu-
sion, and Emrys, who has taken criticism 
for his chronic shyness, seems visibly 
lighter, less nervous.  
 “Obviously it was you,” Merlin ar-
gues. It’s cold for a midsummer’s night, 
and Emrys mugs Arthur for his sweat-
shirt almost immediately.  “I don’t know 
anybody else as bloody inconsiderate and 
presumptuous as you are.”
 Arthur rolls his eyes.  “Oh, I’m sorry, 
was I the one with a photo of myself snog-
ging a poster of me attached to the wall of 
my dirty flat when this all started?”
 “Wonderful,” Merlin says.  “And now 
you’ve told that to a reporter.”
 Without cameras around, they’re 
surprisingly easy around one another.  It 
sounds stupid to say, but they’re like any 
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other couple.  
 It’s equilibrium that’s been hard 
won.  In the first months of their court-
ship, pundits, politicians and the public 
debated every aspect of their relationship: 
what would Emrys’ title be, if they mar-
ried?  What of royal succession?  Could 
Arthur keep his position at the Church of 
England?  
 (The answers are: prince consort; 
succession would be determined by legal 
relationship, not bloodlines; no.)
 Emrys and Arthur fought over Em-
rys’ career, their security detail, where they 
would live — what rules to follow, when 
they had broken so many already.
 “They wanted me to stop working,” 
Emrys says, making a face.
 “That’s not fair,” Arthur retorts.
 “They wanted me to go on perma-
nent sabbatical to support Arthur in his 
royal activities, which frankly, I think I’d 
cause more harm than good,” Emrys con-
tinues.  “They wanted me to be a fashion 
plate with a benign smile.”
 Arthur, grinning, says, “Obviously, 
they didn’t know you very well then.”
 “Obviously,” Emrys agrees.  The Sun 
is obsessed with pointing out how Emrys 
dresses like he’s unemployed rather than 
a royal HAB — a husband and boyfriend.  
“They didn’t exactly teach a stream in ad-
vanced fashion and style during medical 
school,” Emrys protests, wounded.
 Emrys remains a working physician 
nine months of the year and travels the 
other three at the prince’s side, drawing 
massive crowds and flagrantly ignoring 
royal traveling protocol.  
 When he and Arthur visited Zim-
babwe last year to smile benevolently at 
victims of cholera and to publicize their 
plight, Emrys rolled up his sleeves and 
railroaded the rest of their entourage into 
remaining with the Doctors Without Bor-
ders contingent. They overstayed their 
planned trip by a week and a half, and 
when the duo dragged back into the U.K., 
they were filthy and exhausted and the 
photographs dominated the news cycle 
for a week: 
 Emrys sunburned, with his hair stick-
ing up every which way, dressed in dusty 
jeans and a linen button-up shirt; Arthur 
in dungarees and black t-shirt, watchful, 
handing Emrys off of the royal family’s jet 
and shouting for the car.
 “It’s really, really hard to hate some-
one who rescues African babies from 
cholera,” says Morgana, Duchess of Kent, 

in between photo shoots for Valentino’s 
fall-winter collection.  Morgana’s day job, 
in between her many charitable activi-
ties and her appearances on behalf of the 
royal family, is that of an internationally 
recognized supermodel. 
 Hauntingly beautiful, the duchess, 
Arthur’s childhood playmate and his on-
again off-again best friend, is as fabulously 
popular among the British people as she 
is notoriously toxic toward the peerage.  
 It’s a position of dubious pride she 
shares with Emrys, who has far to go in 
winning the hearts of the aristocracy into 
which he’s married.  In the years he and 

Arthur have been together, Emrys has 
remained publicly and consistently silent 
on the subject, although the prince quick-
ly and without explanation cut ties with 
several members of the peerage last year.  
 “The snobbery that’s still evident 
among the so-called upper classes would 
shock you — I don’t know how Arthur kept 
from punching all of them, the way they 
treated Merlin sometimes,” Morgana says.
 There’s a rumor he did, once, los-
ing his temper with Edgar, the Viscount 
of Saxonbury, after one too many verbal 

swipes at his spouse.  
 Barringer declined to comment.  
Emrys glowered at Arthur as he said,  
“no comment.”  
 Morgana says she hopes it’s true.  
 “It’s Arthur,” she explains.  “It would 
be unlike him not to protect the people he 
loves.”

mrys has been trying to quit 
smoking since before he and 
Arthur married, blaming ciga-
rettes for the ‘farce that is my 

life,’ he’s said before.  
 Also, Arthur insists he smoke out-
side, which has led to photographs of Em-
rys skulking about in the royal gardens at 
Buckingham, at Clarence House, on the 
rolling hills at Balmoral, standing miser-
ably underneath an umbrella as a summer 
storm wages around him.  
 In the months immediately after 
his and Arthur’s relationship went public, 
any private time he might have previously 
had was subsumed to learning the airs 
and graces of the court.  
 Experts on royal deportment and 
the careful manners of the court swarmed 
him. They taught him the proper way to 
smile. They taught him the Buckingham-
approved manner of waving at a crowd.  
They hired a speech coach, and Emrys 
honed his accent, smoothed away the 
regional imperfections. They taught him 
how to stand, how to behave in an ap-
propriately affectionate way toward his 
prince in public.
 Emrys said once he was forced to 
practice his benevolent smile for hours, 
until he stormed out of the room in frus-
tration and spent the evening icing his 
cheeks in silent misery.  
 “All the books and movies are 
wrong,” Emrys says.
 He’s curled up in a window seat to 
watch the rain cascade green and glim-
mering outside the windows of Balmoral 
and toying with a half-empty package of 
nicotine gum.  
 “I think, intellectually, everyone 
knows they’re wrong, but it isn’t until 
you find yourself hiding in a closet from 
etiquette lessons it really hits you.
 “The implication isn’t, ‘You’re doing 
it wrong, and that’s terrible for you,’” Em-
rys goes on.  “The implication is, ‘You’re 
doing it wrong, and it’ll shame your lover 
or your husband or the entire nation of 
England, and maybe you should give up 
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AN UNLIKELY FAIRYTALE

(1) Prince Arthur and Emrys’ first 
joint interview, 2009. (2) Emrys in a 
private candid. (3) Arthur, in an un-
posed moment of contemplation, AP 
pool, 2010 (4) According to Arthur, 
Emrys threw up before this inter-
view; according to Emrys, Arthur is 
an “incorrigible prat,” 2009.

now so we can find someone more suitable.’”
 So Emrys grit his teeth and learned it all.
 He learned all the right ways to smile, the best way to 
wave to a heaving crowd.  He learned not to show too much 
on his expressive face, or give away any state secrets with his 
bright blue gaze.  He learned to touch Arthur’s elbow with a 
fond familiarity and no more, a cunning smile on his face. 
 (The public displays of affection are Arthur’s purview 
these days. During their last public appearnace, meeting re-
turning veterans, Arthur firmly and rebelliously held Emrys’ 
hand the entire time.)
 Emrys was dressed by the finest international design-
ers and drilled on the right way to sip a 
bisque; once, when he arrived back to 
his apartment — one he shared with the 
prince by silent, unadvertised agreement 
— after a 13 hour shift at the hospital, his 
handlers kept him awake another five to 
practice writing thank you notes.
 “Merlin tried for a long time to 
please everyone, obviously, excepting 
Arthur, because Merlin says he’s consti-
tutionally against giving him his way,” Al-
len says.  She smiles.  “I suppose that’s the 
reason Arthur likes him so well.”
 When I tell Emrys this, he sighs.  
 “At the time, I don’t think Arthur liked 
me at all,” Emrys admits.  “He was the only 
person I could take all of it out on, and believe 
me, I did.”
 Arthur seems to have forgiven him.  
 Emrys is sitting in his private quar-
ters at Balmoral, a suite of chambers with 
gray-green wallpaper lined with fine sil-
very pinstripes, soft upholstery on the 
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cunning chairs and loungers.  
 There’s a writing desk, a half-aban-
doned and collapsing heap of paperwork, 
all bathed in early afternoon light.  Arthur 
said earlier he chose the rooms for Mer-
lin himself and it shows; Emrys has one of 
the best views in the castle — a dreamy, 
romantic swath of the Scottish hills.

 The Prince is notoriously indulgent 
with Emrys, which has inspired more than 
a little cognitive dissonance in a close-knit 
staff that sees Arthur vacillate between 
calling Emrys a moron and bringing him 
a daisy plucked from Hyde Park.  
 (Arthur says that story is apocry-
phal and that he would never be caught 
doing such a revolting thing; Emrys just 
smiles, secretive.)    
 Royal sources agree he’s happier 
now than they’ve ever seen him, and that 
the Arthur they’d despaired of, who could 
rarely be persuaded or negotiated with, 
seems content, if not concquered.
 “It took a long time before I realized 
that this was an absolutely shit time for 

both of us,” Emrys says.  “And that if I quit, 
if I kept letting myself pick fights or letting 
him pick fights with me, then everybody 
trying to get rid of me will have won.
 “And then I’ll never be able to have 
Arthur lock them in the Tower of London 
once he’s king.”
 Surely that’s a joke, except that when 
I ask Arthur about it later as he’s prepar-
ing for a hunting trip, his eyes go flinty.  
 “Obviously, we respected and were 
grateful for their efforts to familiarize 
Merlin with his role with the royal fam-
ily — at the same time, the methods used 
were sometimes dubious.”  
 If royal gossips most frequently call 
Arthur besotted, then ‘overprotective’ 
must also be high on that list.  
 “It is on my list of protocols to ad-
dress once I take a more active role within 
the monarchy,” Arthur says, manhandling 
one of his rifles.
 Since his marriage, Emrys has 
walked a fine line between his role as a 
royal spouse and a doctor and taken criti-
cism on all sides.  
 Members of the the British aristoc-
racy, speaking anonymously, have said 
they’re appalled the king would allow Em-
rys to cling so foolishly to his medical ca-
reer when so many other failings — among 
them his gender — have been forgiven.  
Members of the National Health Service 
say if he were serious about medicine, he 
should have passed on the crown.
 “I have Arthur,” Emrys says, quiet in 
his determination, hands curling into fists 
on his knees.  “That’s all that matters.”
 Arthur actually blushes when I tell 
him, later, his eyes blue and wide with 
genuine surprise.  

ing Uther prefers to stay at 
Buckingham Palace and Ar-
thur — officially — favors 
Clarence House.  
 (Sources close to the 

royal family say Arthur spends most of his 
time in a private flat in London Emrys re-
fers to exclusively as the ‘nut factory.’)  
 The family summers at Balmoral and 
spends Christmases at Sandringham, and 
during in-between weekends Arthur and 
Emrys invade Windmill Hill and Emrys’ 
mother puts the prince to work curling 
ribbons at her flower shop.
 Queen Margrethe prefers Windsor, 
so all 484,000 square feet of the castle have 
to be turned out for her five-day visit.  
 Her state room must be impeccably 

prepared, the menus selected carefully, the 
entertainments arranged with care.  
 Not content to rely on his servants, 
Arthur been dashing around Windsor like 
a madman, inspecting the kitchens and 
walking the grounds, trying to corral the 
dozen dogs that call Windsor home.  
 “Don’t be fooled into feeling bad for 
him,” Emrys warns.  “That just means he’s 
dumping it on me.”
 “That is a total lie,” Arthur assures 
me, hefting a box of English liquor and 
cigarettes Emrys has been eyeing jealous-
ly.  “I can’t trust him with a single thing.”
 “I am getting better at this state visit 
business, you know,” Emrys protests.
 Arthur rolls his eyes.  “What do you 
think he’d do if I left him alone with this 
box of booze and cigarettes?” he asks me.  
“I’d find him in a bloody hall closet shot-
gunning the alcohol and smoking twelve of 
these at once, that’s what.”
 “That’s probably true,” Emrys ad-
mits cheerfully, pecks Arthur — absent, 
affectionate, casual — and goes chasing 
off after a pair of black lab puppies scam-
pering down the carpeted halls.
 It’s from a state visit with Queen Mar-
grethe that Arthur fled to Emrys’ side dur-
ing the earliest days of their relationship, 
and it seems to have set the tone for the 
each step of their lives together afterward.  
 Sources close to Clarence House say 
that Arthur was never an affectionate boy 
nor a particularly tactile man, but it’s rare to 
see him and Emrys sharing space without 
sharing a touch as well: a hand on the small 
of Emrys’ back, their arms pressed close 
together, the toe of a polished shoe pressed 
against the side of Merlin’s sneakers.  
 “No matter what Merlin says,” Ar-
thur tells me later, arranging packages 
of cigarettes strategically around Queen 
Margrethe’s guest quarters, “we owe the 
Queen a great deal — it’s only right I take 
over the arrangements myself.”
 And he does, buzzing around Wind-
sor for another hour.  
 When evening darkens all the win-
dows, Emrys finds him. 
 He snatches Arthur’s clipboard of 
tasks away from him and instructs the 
prince’s valet to either hide or burn it.  He 
throws Arthur’s walkie talkie into the gar-
den and pulls the battery out of the back 
of Arthur’s cell phone.  
 “What are you doing?” Arthur yells.
 Emrys, snatching him by the back of 
his jeans to drag him down a hallway, says:
 “You a favor.”  •
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