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Critical acclaim for Diaries: Into Politics


‘Pure joy. All Christmas presents chosen, all “Book of the Year” dilemmas solved – this is the book of the year, the decade, the millennium. Forget all the cavils about whether these diaries are as good as the first volume, or whether they might have been improved by Alan Clark had he lived – we must simply thank our lucky stars that we have them. The only question now is whether Clark is the greatest English diarist of the 20th century or merely one of the top five’ Lynn Barber, Daily Telegraph


‘As I read on, I came to cherish Clark. For, while he was undoubtedly a bounder and an idler, he emerges from this book as a classic minor character who would have been thoroughly at home among the dramatis personae of Restoration comedy, named, perhaps, Mr Sneerwell’ Gerald Kaufman, The Times


‘In the end, Alan Clark and his diaries are engaging and tolerable because we will not, cannot, grant him the thing he most wants from his audience – we cannot take him seriously . . . The diaries of the high-minded and consistent cannot be nearly as amusing’ Andrew Marr, Observer


‘Those of us who knew and loved him immediately recognise an utterly authentic portrait of the man. In his writings, no prisoners are taken, no fear is shown of causing offence. Presumably, given the first-class editing job, they were even ruder beforehand . . . You could not get away with inventing Alan Clark in a work of fiction’ Simon Heffer, Daily Mail


‘A great deal to enjoy . . . The principal target of Alan Clark’s feline dissection – mesmerically untrustworthy, cackhandedly ambitious, by turns unctuously sycophantic and coldheartedly backstabbing – is, of course, Clark himself. How he relishes each description of his own perfidy! . . . when the earnest, self-serving memoirs of countless Prime Ministers are gathering dust, the diaries of Alan Clark will still be read with glee . . . He also has a novelist’s eye for detail . . . like Jane Austen, he is able to perceive the larger significance in apparently humdrum activities’ Craig Brown, Mail on Sunday


‘A vastly entertaining writer. His diaries of his years as a junior minister have granted him a kind of immortality . . . All the familiar ingredients are here – disdain for his constituents and the lower orders generally; alternate cynicism about the House of Commons and ecstasy when he got to hear the sound of his own voice, which he did as a super-jingo during the Falklands War; together with yearnings, often frustrated at this period apparently, for more sex’ Max Hastings, Evening Standard
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‘Sometimes lacking in charity; often trivial, occasionally lewd, cloyingly sentimental, repetitious, whingeing and imperfectly formed. For some readers the entries may seem to be all of these things. But they are real diaries.’


Alan Clark



Diaries, 1993





ILLUSTRATIONS



A section of photographs from the author’s collection appears at the end of this book.





GLOSSARY



FAMILY


Jane


James – AC’s elder son (aka ‘Boy’, ‘Jamie’)


Andrew – AC’s younger son (aka ‘Tip’, ‘Tip-book’, ‘Tup’, ‘Cin’, ‘Lilian’)


Colette – AC’s sister (aka ‘Celly’)


Colin – AC’s brother (aka ‘Col’)


Lord Clark – (aka Bonny papa) – AC’s father, Kenneth Clark


B’Mama (aka Bonny mama) – AC’s mother, Jane Clark


Nolwen, Comtesse de Janzé – AC’s stepmother


STAFF AND ESTATE


Cradduck – gardener at Saltwood


Eddie – groundsman at Saltwood


Lindley – Lord Clark’s butler at the Garden House


Nanny (aka ‘Greenwood’) – nanny to James and Andrew, and living in a grace and favour cottage on the Saltwood estate


Gangster and Grandee – beagles


Tom – Jack Russell terrier


George – a tame jackdaw at Saltwood


Eva – Jane’s Rottweiler


Angus – black labrador



OFFICE



Sue – first secretary at the House of Commons


Veronica – secretary at the House of Commons


Alison – secretary at the House of Commons


SOME CARE AND RELATED MATTERS


(Many of the cars mentioned in this volume are transitory purchases which AC sold on; they are usually identified within the text)


Wee Bob – mechanic to Christopher Selmes’ (qv)


The Mews – composite name for various vintage car dealers’ establishments in Queen’s Gate, London


Coys – dealers in classic cars


600 – Mercedes


550A Spyder – Porsche ex von Frankenberg Mille Miglia


The black SS100 – owned by AC since his undergraduate days


The ‘little white’ – Mercedes 230 SL


K10 – 1979 Chevrolet


OLA – Datsun 240Z, belonging to James


Chapron – the Citroen, the decapotable, belonging to Jane


The Mehari – a little plastic truck with an air-cooled engine and a very light footprint used for clearing glass clippings and prunings from the garden because it does not mark the lawn.


The Locomobile – an old chain-driven racing car of 1908


THEBUS – ‘the bus’ – Transit van


Winter Car – 1967 Chevrolet Impala


Summer Car – 1967 Chevrolet Impala convertible


The Mickey – 2CV


Winifred – Morris 8 (see p. 343)


Bang Bang – R Type Continental (see p. 66)


Osprey and Atco – lawn mowers at Saltwood


HOUSES AND LOCATIONS


SALTWOOD CASTLE


Various rooms: the Great Library; the Tower Office; the Green Room (the Clarks’ informal sitting room in the old staff wing)


Garden House (GH) – a large bungalow, designed by John King in the old kitchen garden in the grounds of Saltwood, for Lord and Lady Clark, when they moved out of the castle in 1971.


Sandling – the railway station for Saltwood


Gossie Bank – a steep climb at the far end of Grange Farm, Saltwood


The Seeds – a large arable field at Grange Farm, Saltwood


The Bailey (inner and outer) – the two courtyards (see also lawns)


Courtneys, sometimes Courtenays (aka the Secret Garden)


SEEND PARK


Broomhayes (aka Cherry Cottage) – near Devizes in Wiltshire; retained by the Clarks when they moved to Saltwood.


RYE


Watchbell Street – including No 11, where the Clarks lived after they married


BRATTON-CLOVELLY


Town Farm – another early home; in west Devon, about three-quarters of an hour’s drive north of Plymouth


ZERMATT


Châlet Caroline – the Clarks’ house in the village, which they built at the end of the 1950s


Trift – an inn at an early stage in the ascent to the Rothornhutte


ALBANY


B5 Lower/Upper – Piccadilly chambers shared at various times by AC and Lord Clark. The Upper, more an attic, had once been servants’ quarters.



HOUSE OF COMMONS



Dean’s Yard – mainly offices for secretaries, by Westminster Abbey


East Cloisters (or simply Cloisters) – where AC had an office from 1977


PLYMOUTH


Alma Road and Headland Park – at different times the headquarters of Sutton Conservative Association


SLANG


(Family sayings and shorthand expressions dotted about the text)


ACHAB – (lit.) ‘anything can happen at backgammon’, a saying originally from ‘the Room’ at Brooks’s where games can swing at a late stage on an unpredictable run of the dice, used often as a consolation in times of depression. Adaptable in other circumstances, substituting ‘politics’ for ‘backgammon’ for instance


Ash eating – self-inflicted penance


Piccolo – a minor but telling triumph.


Thompson – defecation


Sadismoid – virtually the same as sadistically, though less transitive in meaning; the suffic – moid, or moidly is often attached to adjectives


Satisly – arousing satisfaction, inducing complacency


Greywater – diarrhoea


Naylor-Leylandish – named after the aquiline features of Sir Vivian Naylor-Leyland.


BHLH – a description of perfect male dress sense, right for the specific occasion. The initials were those of Basil Liddell-Hart, one of AC’s heroes, who also invariably dressed immaculately.


‘w’ – walk, as in going for a walk


Tinky – diminutive, insignificant





ABBREVIATIONS



NAMES






	AC – 


	Alan Clark







	CH – 


	Charles, Charles Howard







	CS – 


	Christopher (aka ‘Daisy’) Selmes







	IG – 


	Ian Gow







	RJ – 


	Robert Rhodes James and, sometimes, Roy Jenkins







	MT – 


	Margaret Thatcher








ACRONYMS






	BHLH – 


	see Slang (above)







	CGT – 


	Capital Gains Tax







	o/d – 


	overdraft







	CPC – 


	Conservative Political Centre







	EDM – 


	Early Day Motion







	F&GP – 


	Financial and General Purposes Committee (usually of the Plymouth Sutton constituency association)







	MLR – 


	Minimum Lending Rate







	OLA – 


	see Cars (above)







	PQ – 


	Parliamentary Question







	ST J – 


	St James’ Club, at Coventry House, Piccadilly until 1975, when it merged with Brooks’s in St James’s Street







	SE – 


	Stock Exchange







	UBS – 


	Union Bank Suisse







	UCH – 


	University College Hospital, London







	TSW – 


	Television South West







	VGL – 


	very good looking







	WD – 


	‘wet’ dream











INTRODUCTION



TO THIS EDITION


Many begin diaries, few sustain them. Alan Clark, though, was a stayer. At his death, in September 1999, he had been keeping his without a break for forty-four years. Originally written without any thought of publication, in 1993 he plundered them for a volume covering his spell as a junior minister in successive Thatcher governments.1 This contains the most authoritative – and enthralling – contemporaneous account of Margaret Thatcher’s downfall.


Following the huge success of the first volume (praised and likened to ‘Chips’ Channon’s great journals, into which he rarely failed to dip with his early morning tea),2 Alan at first considered a sequel, to be called ‘The Wilderness Years’ – about what happened after he retired from the Commons at the 1992 general election, or ‘Matrix Churchill and all that’, as he said in a letter. By the new year of 1999 his situation had changed. He was, after all, a Member of Parliament again.3 Far better, he argued, to go back to the moment he entered politics, which was also, for another reason, a landmark year. A further volume, which might be called ‘From Wilderness to Opposition’, would come later.


From the late 1960s he had been trying to gain selection as parliamentary candidate for a safe Conservative seat, an ambition finally achieved in 1972. At the same time his father gave him Saltwood Castle overlooking Hythe in Kent with the English Channel beyond. Politics absorbed Alan for the rest of his life; Saltwood would be his principal and adored home. The die was cast.


At the time this volume opens Alan was forty-three and married with two children. The elder son of Kenneth Clark, who had been the youngest Director of the National Gallery, and his wife Jane, he had twin siblings, Colin and Colette. The family were affluent, their wealth stemming from the Clark cotton thread business in Paisley (Kenneth Clark’s great-great-grandfather invented the wooden spool or bobbin). Alan was too young to serve in the Second World War (he celebrated his seventeenth birthday less than four weeks before VE-Day), but he remained proud for the rest of his life that he managed to enlist in the Household Cavalry training regiment before the war was over. His interest in military history (particularly of the twentieth century) had already been awakened.


He was educated at Eton and Oxford, where he spent three happy if hedonistic years at Christ Church reading modern history under Hugh Trevor-Roper. In his address at the memorial service for Alan at St Margaret’s, Westminster, in February 2000, Euan Graham recalled their first meeting in the coffee shop opposite Balliol College in 1948, which led to his being asked by Alan to drive him to Stroud in a Buick Roadster convertible. It transpired that Alan had lost his licence for the ‘relatively trivial offence’ of allowing a girl to drive the car while sitting on his lap, leaving him to work the pedals. To a ripple of knowing laughter from the St Margaret’s congregation, Euan Graham acknowledged that there in a single story two of Alan’s pleasures were combined.


It took many years for Alan to discover his true vocation. Ten months after becoming an MP – in January 1975 – it was still something of a surprise. ‘My real problem is that at the age [he was forty-six] when most people start “slowing up” I suddenly gain a job – having been in retirement from the age of twenty-seven.’ After Oxford he served with the Royal Auxiliary Air Force whilst reading for the Bar and qualifying, with difficulty, as a barrister. Although he did not practise, he served briefly as judge’s marshal on the southeastern assize. He went on to augment some family money by working for a company trading in cars, particularly vintage and classic cars (an interest that he would keep up), and playing the Stock Exchange.


With a brilliant mind, this was hardly enough to keep him occupied. He inherited his father’s interest and knowledge in art, but never seriously thought of following in his footsteps. He had, however, also inherited Kenneth Clark’s facility for, and pleasure in, writing and by the mid-1950s was keeping a journal. In 1960 his first novel Bargains at Special Prices – set in the City of London and with its echoes of early Evelyn Waugh – was published as Number 134 in Hutchinson’s New Authors imprint. The novel’s publication was not without its drama: the first printing of 4,000 copies had to be pulped because of legal threats from a stockbrokers, which claimed that it was the fictitious firm mocked in the novel. Alan had to pay the publisher’s costs, but when the novel finally came out with the name changed a few weeks later it received widespread acclaim. Leonard Russell in the Sunday Times wrote: ‘Mr Clark’s very funny and instructive novel will be gulped down like a glass of champagne by the army of newcomers to stock market speculation,’ V. S. Naipaul in the New Statesman observed that ‘his dialogue is delightful’ and The Observer critic noted that he had ‘a briskly original wit’. This was followed in 1963, but less successfully, by Summer Season. Alan completed one further novel, The Lion Heart, with a Vietnam war setting which originally started life as a work of non-fiction. It was eventually published in 1969.


By this time, writing and his interest in military matters had combined in the first of three superlative campaign histories: The Donkeys: A History of the British Expeditionary Force in 1915, which on its publication in 1961 was to make his reputation as a military historian, but amid torrents of controversy. ‘Eloquent and painful’, wrote George Malcolm Thomson in the Evening Standard. ‘Clark leaves the impression that vanity and stupidity were the main ingredients of the massacres of 1915. He writes searingly and unforgettably.’5 Next came The Fall of Crete, followed in 1965 by Barbarossa: The Russian-German Conflict, 1941–1945. He toyed with a number of further projects, including a history of NATO, a life of Lloyd George and a study of modern Conservatism;6 but he failed to make the delivery dates and his long-time literary agent, Michael Sissons, would arrange the cancellation of contracts and the return of the advances. This literary life still left him unfulfilled. It was not a full-time career.


Whereas his father’s politics were firmly to the left, Alan had an intellectual affinity with the right: by 1972 this meant patriotism, the Monday Club, voicing an enthusiasm (not a reverence) for the views of Enoch Powell,7 but a distaste for many of the political views of Edward Heath, not least firm opposition to what was then known as the ‘Common Market’; he was, though, also a member of the Bow Group. He had started looking for a parliamentary seat in the late 1960s: a litany of constituency names sprinkles his notebooks: Norwood, Swindon, Ashchurch, Weston, Havant, Langstone among many others. Early in 1972 a new name emerges: Plymouth Sutton.


By then Alan had been married for fourteen years. He had met Jane Beuttler when he was twenty-eight and she was fourteen. They wed two years later. Their honeymoon ranged wide: on the train to Switzerland he continually worried that she might not like one of his favourite landscapes; they toured the battlefields of the First World War as he was already researching The Donkeys (to which she contributed the maps, her interwined initials in the corner being the only clue to their origins); and they visited old haunts along the Mediterranean, where they met Alan’s oldest friend, John Pollock, and his patronne, Constance Mappin.8 Back in England they bought a cob farmhouse at Bratton-Clovelly in west Devon, about three-quarters of an hour’s drive to the north of Plymouth. Its position would prove significant politically. Their other early homes included Alan’s bachelor house in Watchbell Street, Rye, not far along the south coast from Saltwood, and several properties at Seend in Wiltshire. Their elder son James was born in 1960, followed by Andrew in 1962.


Alan need not have worried about Jane’s feelings for Switzerland and together they soon built a chalet in Zermatt, the Châlet Caroline (Jane’s first name). In London Alan shared with his father the use of a set at Albany in Piccadilly.


In 1951 Kenneth Clark had moved to Saltwood. He and his wife knew this part of Kent from before the war when they owned a country house close to Philip Sassoon’s Port Lympne, where they were frequent visitors. He bought the castle and its grounds from the estate of Lady Conway of Allington, who had restored it with the help of a distinguished medieval architect, Philip Tilden. A previous owner was the father of W. F. (Bill) Deedes, MP, who had been a Minister in Harold Macmillan’s second government, and during much of the currency of these diaries was editor of the Daily Telegraph and a valued patron for Alan’s journalism. Kenneth Clark had continued Lady Conway’s restoration, adding, in particular, the bookcases to the Great Library, and it was in the adjoining study that he wrote his later books, including Civilisation (the television series of the same name led to him being known informally, but affectionately, as ‘Lord Clark of Civilisation’). Alan recalled in a 1980 diary entry the peak days of his parents’ occupation ‘when it was teeming with staff and beautiful meals arrived on cue.’ In 1971, and approaching seventy, Kenneth Clark decided to hand over the castle to his elder son and move to the Garden House, a bungalow he had built in the Saltwood grounds. He took Lindley, his butler, with him, but he and Lady Clark found it difficult to sever the Saltwood knot, and as Alan also relates in his journals, tensions often ran high.


Following Alan’s death there was much speculation that no further volumes of his diaries could be published, because his handwriting was said to be impossible to read. The publication of this present volume is testament to the unreliability of such speculation. Much depended on how tired, or how stressed Alan was at the time of writing, as well as the quality of paper on which he wrote, whether he used fountain pen, ballpoint, feltnib or pencil and where he did his writing (train journeys, for instance, do not lend themselves to legibility). And once he had started regularly taking the current volume with him to Westminster he deliberately chose what he called ‘a crabbed hand’ just in case it was mislaid (indeed later volumes carry the firm injunction on the front cover – REWARD IF FOUND).


Many fans of the published Diaries have, though, wondered what all the fuss was about, citing the endpapers printed in the hardback edition, which reproduce entries in an elegant and readable hand. As his editor and publisher for the first volume of Diaries in 1993, maybe this is the place to make a confession. Although the content of those endpapers was taken from actual journals of the period, the reproductions were precisely that. Alan made fair copies of a number of entries, and took considerable pleasure in ensuring that each entry appeared to end with an unresolved cliff-hanger at the foot of the page. Of the reviewers, as Alan himself recorded with glee, it was Robert Harris (author of Enigma) who first noticed that these entries were a bonus as they do not appear in the published Diaries themselves.


Early in 1972 Alan neared the end of his current manuscript volume and was concerned to discover that ‘those useful, blue cloth-bound plain-sheeted loose-leaf binders’, which he had been using since the beginning – what we might today call an A5 ringbinder – were, of course, ‘no longer being made.’ Rummaging around in the library at Saltwood he turned up a barely used visitors book, bound in crimson-lake leather with ‘Katoomba’ stamped in gold leaf on the front. Katoomba was the name given by his grandfather to his yachts, and – particularly pleasing to Alan, who enjoyed the symmetry – the few signatures this volume contained started in the year of his father’s birth (1903).


‘It seems appropriate enough [he wrote] for the new set of journals – Katoomba has long been an evocative name for me9 and I have all the models: it is good quality paper and there is plenty of space – heaven knows what the pages will (fore) tell or even if I will live to complete them.’


‘Katoomba’ lasted until 1975, to be followed by a large hardback ‘legal’ notebook left over from his law studies. With lined paper, it was identified by him, thanks to its binding, as ‘the black book’. Through the 1980s he used government-issue hardback A4 notebooks. The paper was appalling – ‘horrible “austerity” book’, he called the first one – and, on the whole, his writing was worse.


Although one page of a 1945 diary survives in which he records – he was seventeen – seeing a show at the Adelphi Theatre, London called The Love Racket with the ‘uproariously funny’ comedian Arthur Askey, the first volume proper begins in 1955. Even in those early days he rarely let more than a couple of weeks go by without making an entry. More usually he would write once a week, a review of the past seven days. By the 1980s – particularly when Parliament was in session – he was often writing daily. Over the decade covered by this second volume I estimate that I have drawn from approximately 500,000 words of the original. The style of his writing evolved, as can be seen in this volume: there is the note (with verb and personal pronoun noticeable by their absence), the simple narrative record, and, finally, the more elaborate set-piece, often with substantial quantities of dialogue, where the sheer pleasure in writing is very apparent. In content the diary was also a confessional and the fact that he kept it going over the best part of five decades demonstrates how important it was to him, no matter the pressures.


During his first election campaign – in February 1974 – he used a W. H. Smith appointments diary – a page a day – which also became the journal for the October 1974 election. In the helter-skelter of campaigning these entries are often little more than brief notes, and on his arrival at Westminster, to judge from the content, he rarely took ‘Katoomba’ to the Commons or to the Dean’s Yard office by Westminster Abbey, where his secretary was lodged. The trusty ‘W. H. Smith’ (being A5 in size and therefore more portable) continued to do occasional double-duty and includes a short account of his maiden speech on 30 April. But his Westminster journal keeping is haphazard. He has, for instance, not left us with his thoughts on the overthrowing of Edward Heath, following the Tories’ defeat at the second 1974 election, and the arrival of Margaret Thatcher as the Conservative leader. However his appreciation of the uncertain future of Heath may be read in his account of a telephone conversation during that election campaign with Bernard (Jack) Weatherill, the Tories’ deputy chief whip. Thatcher as possible leader had been mentioned as early as March.


Occasionally, though, he felt compelled to seize the minute, writing on House of Commons notepaper before slipping or stapling the page into the appropriate spot; sometimes entries were even jotted into his engagement diary and later transcribed. The 1975 Common Market debate is one such. But the 1974–79 Labour government – although it had its moments, particularly towards its close – demonstrated to Alan that, with a social life being regularly reduced to tatters as a result of a tedious number of all-night sittings, being a junior back-bench opposition MP was not much fun. He craved power, power for a Tory government, and advancement for himself.


Throughout this period his writing continued, but more often at weekends, when he would retire to the Great Hall at Saltwood or to the garden, perhaps, at Bratton. We may have less politics than in the later journals, but away from Westminster his days are rich and complicated. He gives us life as he experiences it: he is insatiably attracted to a pretty face, he suffers chronic hypochondria (like his father), can’t resist dealing in cars (or on the Stock Exchange), is close to bankruptcy and experiences gambling disasters at backgammon that show an addictive streak. But when he strays it is always to Jane, to his sons and to Saltwood that he returns.


Much was to change in 1979. The general election in May – Alan again dragged out the ‘W. H. Smith’ as his election journal – saw Alan’s majority double, to 11,000, and the Tories returned to government, with Margaret Thatcher as Prime Minister. Even as a back-bencher, some of Alan’s hopes were fulfilled and the tone of his diaries changed: he realised how much he enjoyed being of the party in government, reporting what he saw, heard and was increasingly part of, as well as musing on his own hopes and ambitions. And by the autumn he had devised a solution for his diary. The manuscript book continued, but he also started dictating Westminster entries to his secretary, which considerably increased the political content. For this volume I have drawn on both.


The original published Diaries began with the death of his father, the general election of 1983 and Alan’s elevation to ministerial rank. Appropriately this current volume concludes the previous year with the political event that secured Margaret Thatcher’s position – the victorious Falklands campaign, which through his military interest and knowledge gave Alan lasting political prominence and presaged his long-desired advancement. At Saltwood, too, life was about to change with the first major sign of his father’s mortality, a stroke that immobilised him in the summer of 1982. But, as Alan planned before his death, this volume begins ten years before: Plymouth beckons politically and Saltwood is the new family home.


Ion Trewin


March 2001


1 Originally titled, quite simply, Diaries, they start in 1983 and close in 1991. In 2001 they were reissued in a new paperback edition as Diaries: In Power.


2 At the time of writing more than 300,000 copies have been sold.


3 For the Kensington and Chelsea constituency, elected at the 1997 general election.


4 The number 13 has considerable significance within the Clark family: not only was AC himself born on 13 April 1928, his elder son James on 13 February 1960, and his grandson Angus on 13 November 1997, but his father’s birthday was on 13 July 1903.


5 Even more than a quarter of a century later, in 1989, when AC was hoping for ministerial preferment from Trade to Defence, as Armed Forces Minister, he knew that the ‘Army brass won’t have me because of The Donkeys’ (24 July 1989).


6 Eventually written and published in 1998 as The Tories: Conservatives and the Nation State 1922–1997, it was also the basis of a television series.


7 Was AC ever a ‘Powellite’? In a letter to David Butler, who was compiling his study of the February 1974 election, AC admits that at the time he was looking for a seat he was ‘much more closely identified with Monday Club/Powellite sympathies’ than he was to become once at Westminster.


8 ‘Jane and I stayed with them at Positano,’ AC recalled (Diaries, 16 February 1985). ‘Christina [a girl friend who had been living in AC’s house when he became engaged to Jane] turned up, and a farcical triangular sub-plot developed with Milo Cripps’s [later the 4th Baron Parmoor] boyfriend ‘Barry’ falling for her, and tears shed all round.’


9 As Kenneth Clark relates in the first volume of his autobiography, Another Part of the Wood, the name came from Australia’s Blue Mountains, which his father had visited in his teens.





EDITOR’S NOTE



Footnotes give the present and past – but rarely future – positions of individuals, usually at their first appearance. Nor is an MP’s political allegiance listed except where this may be unclear from the text.


AC’s occasional inconsistencies in style, dates, capitalisation and even English grammar, have sometimes been left as written. I have followed his own practice and where appropriate silently edited passages.
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Zermatt



	Monday, 7 February 1972








Centre of gravity moving inexorably to Saltwood. Only pause for thought – where the hell do the years go? Cradduck1 (naturally) can’t get possession of his cottage – and there is nowhere else – quelle est la solution? . . . averme? (Gamelin with Churchill May 1940 . . . ‘ou est la masse de manoeuvre?’) Very heavy expenditure looking at interior. Hence dilemma. How far to go? What degree of compromise, or not, between having it as a sort of show-place for summer and occasional smart weekends and living at Broomhayes?2 Or living there with the whole caboosh, cars, trading, dogs, peacocks. And then, even while we are there I think it might be more ‘sensible’ in the Victorian part, keeping the medieval part as a show area. Real thing is, it’s lovely with the boys, but when they are away, then I rather dread the existence solitaire (just) the two of us. If only we could have another baby!






	Zermatt


	Tuesday, 11 April








On the financial front, still trading like crazy, though taking profits too soon I don’t doubt. Periodic waves of ‘panic’ at my gearing cause me to shorten the line. ‘Garaging’ (huh!) a lot of the profits by putting them in cars (Isotta, 540U, Ferrari 375, D-Type), but could well have a car sale in October. The objective must be ELIMINATION OF ALL DEBTS.


Had this concept of a bank (Central Line Investment Management and Banking) charging 1[image: image] per account. Charles3 very keen on the idea. I think this might be something (big) to go for – but very hard work, capital expenditure, office in the City.


‘Daisy’4 on the phone, ill, in Paris. ‘I’m terribly worried that you’re going to waste all that money (from the field) Alan . . .’ So am I.5 I am resorting to the primitive technique, caching it in different hollow trees like a squirrel and his nuts; the other school is concentrate, Rommel, turn it into 5006 this year.


Politics too, that spurious sense of activity (without achievement). Plymouth Sutton – sounds promising and a spy in the camp who told me already more than I ever got out of that shower at Ashchurch. But I’ve seen too much of those constituency fixings to be sanguine about my own prospects.


As for Langstone, incredibly the tables have again turned; poor old Lloyd really looks done for now, having lost all his ‘list’ at the AGM and slightly gone off his rocker, discussing the agent, stopping surgeries etc.7 But will they wear me? The bulk of the Executive – no; imprisoned, I should say, by their own guilt. Pity because I do want to get in.






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 6 May








Still not properly unpacked here, many things not ‘come to hand’ as yet, packing cases in the upper hall etc. Absolutely no decoration at all (to my parents’ puzzlement . . . ‘is Al just going to sell the whole thing to an institution?’ etc), but, in fact, adjusting ‘quite well’ to the change; boys seem reasonably all right at school though dear Cin a bit lonely in break which is giving him light anxiety-asthma.


Plymouth Sutton is a situation of considerable promise. My spy (Graham Butland8) has leaked all the questions so I am dutifully preparing fluent, moving answers. He has given me the names of the others short-listed and will meet me on Saturday morning to disclose how Friday’s interviewees fared and see if there are any questions I want posed! Still Langstone to fall back on, but I am no longer sanguine there.


Went to Bratton on Wednesday of last week prior to going on to Plymouth. How lovely and soft and restful the West Country is! And how evocative of those early distant happy days with Jane and the babies and the blue Oldsmobile. Now we hardly have time to breathe, but I can still get a great draught of peace when I am at Bratton-Clovelly. Whether it would still be the same if I was an MP down there, I don’t know.






	Duke of Cornwall Hotel, Plymouth


	Friday, 12 May








I sit at a table in the bay window of a comfortable room in this old-fashioned hotel. Tomorrow I have a preliminary interview for the ‘safest’ of the three Plymouth seats. This afternoon I have been in reconnaissance.


I first visited Plymouth ten years ago, when I collected Jane and new-born Andrew from the maternity ward at Freedom Fields hospital whither she had been rushed by ambulance from Bratton in the bitter winter of 1962. There are some fine buildings in a hard grey stone, almost granite; especially along the Hoe where Nancy Astor9 had a grand house. Also tracts of rubble-covered wasteland where the planners have not yet built over the bomb damage.


Hard to understand, this, as it is more than thirty years since the great Luftwaffe raids of April 1941 when the whole population would, at nightfall, trek out on the Yelverton road and camp on Dartmoor. My father, who sometimes comes up with strange, but usually accurate, pieces of useless information told me quite some time ago that Plymouth was ‘the most corrupt city in Britain’ – which may explain it.


There are now three parliamentary divisions. I had been advised by the Central Office list of ‘Drake’, a marginal, and applied. A short while afterward I was gratified to receive a telephone call from two complete strangers, who were on the Executive Council of the third seat, entitled ‘Sutton’ by the Boundaries Commission, out of homage to Nancy, but in fact taking in a large swathe of Heseltine’s former Tavistock constituency10 and thus, putatively, very Conservative. ‘Forget Drake’ they said, ‘it’s a marginal. Go for Sutton.’


Apparently, but unsurprisingly, Central Office have their eye on the place and wish to make sure that it ends up in ‘the right hands’. But there are some on the Executive of the new seat who don’t like this idea.


As the preliminary interviews, which started at 4pm, are taking place in this actual building there is much to observe. I have been sitting with a tea tray in front of me since half past three. I am clean-shirted and in a light tweed suit. My features are composed, set you could say, into an expression at the same time fresh and obliging.


A big chap, fifty-ish, balding, spectacles, sat about three tables away. He too appeared to be waiting. Was he the Chairman? Practically anybody could be the chairman at this stage, it seemed. Or at least the Treasurer, or the Vice-chairman. Silently ingratiating, I endeavoured to radiate good will.


Several times I caught him looking at me. Curiously, but cholerically. Finally he lumbered over – ‘Mr Fowler?’


‘No.’ Some sixth sense told me not to identify myself.


Just before four o’clock he shambled off up the main staircase – clearly to attend, in all probability to supervise, the selection process.


Scattered about the room sat other candidates. Two of them greeted each other with braying declarations, plainly false, of affection and respect. Standard Party Conference templates; i.e. not very big, not very masculine. Spectacles, new-looking suits, tightly-knotted ties. For much of the time I looked at the ceiling – but intelligently, like Richthofen’s dog, Moritz.


Only one of these characters was actually seen back down stairs by an escorting bigwig. I recognised Michael Howard, much plugged in the broadsheet press as thrusting, a barrister, a high-flyer certain to enter the new Parliament, etc.11


The bigwig held him in ‘politician’s grip’; one hand holding his, the other on Howard’s elbow. Not necessarily a good sign, more usually an indicator of impending betrayal of some kind.


However – ‘Well done’, I overheard. ‘You’ll be hearing from us very shortly . . .’


That’s that, then. All sewn up. Except, who the hell is ‘Mr Fowler’12?






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 27 May








The Plymouth interview was a great success.


Graham Butland and David Holmes13 brought the crib of the set questions to my germ –, as opposed to smoke-filled room. Euphoria and might even have carried the whole thing on the spot – but (according to Graham) a serious decline set in over the weekend; certainly I took an instant dislike to that little ‘christian’ sub-agent,14 with his long, but grey-streaked hair – and he reciprocated and spread it round. Apparently ‘nigger in the woodpile’ was Betty Easton15 – curious as I should have thought she would be a push-over; I answered her question (about tactics) at greater length than any other. Only explanation I can think of is she now wants Fowler (ex Adley, adopted somewhere else16) and sees me as a threat. Next step is a ‘cocktail party’ for wives, the speech and Q&A session – the very idea makes my stomach turn over. My chances rated low. But anything-can-happen-in backgammon/politics. Throw 4×4, 1×1, 6×6; Fowler gets adopted elsewhere etc. I must press on – that special elation I felt on the Plymouth train after the interview, one is quite charged. Else I am just doomed to sit here, grumblingly reading about those dreadful appeasement collapses of our society (just like 1937–39, with the mass of the party appallingly disreputable in their private complacency) and declining. Lines all over my face. Girls don’t even look twice.






	
Saltwood



	Wednesday, 14 June








Went to Plymouth for the ‘lives’ after some shrewd publicity in The Times17 and a huddled but productive conference in mid-week in Horrabridge with my contacts. The previous days had been consumed by incredible driving sagas (ae?), picking up the Cadillac at Soton, bringing it to Saltwood, down to Broomhayes, to Bratton (stopped twice by police), then over to Plymouth and back.


That evening I was dead flat. The speech a flop, response tepid. We went to bed early, in daylight, and slept ‘more tired than I have been before or since . . .’


But next day, the good news. Voting was 10. 11. 9 for Fowler, Hunt, Clark. Final stage now scheduled for Friday, 30 June at Duke of Cornwall Hotel. For a few hours thought I am going to make it. All the Devon-Bratton-Tuppish-Colwyn Bay pent-up magic must be activated to bring it about. But by now losing confidence. Key element, the speech.






	Saltwood


	Wednesday, 21 June








Poor night following refusal of planning permission on field – tho’ almost with relief I thought . . . ‘now no obligation to try to be an MP’.


Darling ‘Boy’ upstairs with bad chickenpox – ‘outside’ possibility of encephalitis, which has reduced me to a total jelly.


Alan Cleverley rang to say that it was being put about that [Alan was] ‘throwing his money around trying to buy the Constituency . . .’ Bad augury. If God inspires me that evening I can go between them (Fowler & Hunt) that I know.






	Saltwood


	Thursday, 22 June








‘Mounting’ opposition to development of the cricket field, a likelihood of council throwing it out; sale of Woodfall Street18 fallen through; heavily overbought in SE with ‘climate’ moving against me. Obviously heading for a bad trough – hold tight, stay calm and systematic and try to see it through. Nothing really matters if dear Boy is preserved OK.






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 1 July








Yesterday was the most memorable of my life with the exception of James being born on 13 II 60.


Of course it is easy enough now to look back and say that I knew I’d get it – all the Bratton magic, the fore-ordained aspect of it all. I can only say that the moment when Tom Bridges19 gestured to Doc Mac and Howard Davies to console the other two – well! Like a Miss World contestant for a few minutes I couldn’t believe it was actually happening to me, and didn’t what you might call ‘come to’ until the Press were taking pictures and data. Then there was the ‘repeat convivial’ down in the bar. I was on air. Talking to Tom about how ‘fairly’ the election had been done; slit-eyedly warning M (what’s-his-name?); sincerely agreeing with the Macmillans;20 then a final postmortem in the street with David Holmes and Graham Butland. At last up to darling Jane who received one in triumph, a nuit guise from sheer elation.


The next day the early train, and off at Westbury to pick up the Bira.21 It broke down outside Marlborough and I walked for about two miles to a phone box, stumbling in my buckled candidate shoes on the hot (though intermittently cloudy) July day. I didn’t mind at all; my mind just went over and over the wonderful fabulous fact that I had been adopted for a safe seat. Confidence totally restored in myself and in God’s help – if you deserve it. It was the God question that won it for me, that clinched it. Before I had my turn, on arrival in room 24, I had opened the bible for a snap quotation, got the miracle of the loaves and fishes.22


There is a long road ahead, if I am to do everything I wish, I am still a little late – but Oh! I have got two months – the adoption not till September. Get everything tidied and sorted, build up strength, regenerate.






	Saltwood


	Wednesday, 19 July








Last night during the great summer storm that woke us three times I felt a strange, but powerful sense of depression, an impossibility of looking forward, almost as if there was a death imminent (like Jason’s23). This may be a reaction from the intense happiness of the last 2½ weeks (it seems an age) which I can still rekindle in all its intensity by reading that item in The Times of July 324.


At least the new series25 can open with an achievement, a real turning point. I was worried that we were going to run out of paper and book and things still the same – purposeless, frustrating, impossibility of getting interviewed while all the good seats were slowly absorbed by the huge demand. Jane, I know, was if not losing heart then at last questioning (and not always silently) the whole waste of time. And so much better than getting Langstone with a permanent bad taste in the air: qv Peter Rees26 (intoned solemnly at dinner), ‘. . . if you have a marginal seat your enemies are the Socialists. But in a safe seat – your enemies are Conservatives.’






	Saltwood


	Thursday, 3 August








Somewhat depressed – what’s it all in aid of? Just want to be civilised and scholarly and mean in these surroundings, ‘working’ the place for cash, a little lechery, keeping fit, some b’gammon in London, a little trading in the Mews. Key thing to protect the boys (Tip worryingly asthmatic lately, in spite of visit to quiet-spoken homeopathic doctor). In fact now faced with massive prospects of ‘commitment’ building up to crazy level after election.






	Zermatt


	Friday, 25 August








One of those days when just everything is falling in at once. Incredibly hot and sunny – yet no point in it really, it took too much yesterday going to the Schönbuhl Hut. Today sitting about disconsolate. (‘Daisy’ here and plying one with drink in between ludicrous deep blaspheming.) Depressed, shaken by Correlli Barnett’s The Collapse of British Power.27 Lilian so pale and round-shouldered. He must do his exercises daily. ‘Daisy’ successfully jeering at what I am making on the stock market. Jane crying because the children are so rude. I was briefly hysterical in response this morning in the hall, after a bad night in the dressing room; absurd, unbelievable how I am losing money at backgammon against ‘Daisy’. And finally of course, and most ominous, being de-gazumped over the cricket field. A fitting little problem (BUT REMEMBER SUTTON! Although plenty of time for that to go sour before the adoption meeting.)






	Saltwood


	Sunday, 17 September








A note of my adoption meeting at the Duke on Friday (15th):


We had spent the previous two days at Carlyon Bay, delightful, evocative, appropriate. I had done the traditional clamber along the rocks to my old sunbathing place of 1947, and walked down the road to the ‘Riviera Club’ which I so well remember when I used to go up and down in the black SS100 and that woman, greyish, semi-crazy in her big Buick cabriolet. At high tide I rolled up my trousers and walked about that hard, granulated sand. I stood first on the long rock at the western end that one never notices at low tide and watched the waves come streaming in, and felt Carlyon Bay’s momentous evocation. Nearly thirty years ago – but it could have been five – the burgeoning sexual desire, the endless hot days, the happy certainty that the future could only hold excellence and pleasure.


Left the speech-making/learning a little late and had a demi-panic at lunch in the hot enclosed front lawn at Bratton. However recovered, washed my hair and did my stuff in the Duke ball-room. First mike since Havant dinner way back – and I got a hang-up half way through. Lesson, don’t get slack about prepositions. Link passages must be learned by heart.


Speech centred on violence, but all the publicity went to my answers on the Asians afterwards.28 Gloom by many on the platform, Latimer, Easton, Bridges among them, but response from the hall; stayed till the bitter end beer drinking. A good feeling. Afterwards Peter Latimer reproached me for a ‘Monday Club speech’ instead of a political generality.






	
Zermatt



	Tuesday, 3 October








Over here for a couple of days to ruminate. I had been looking forward to this, hoping for some lovely high walks with the rocks dark against navy-blue sky, but my peace of mind somewhat spoiled by the sad death on Saturday evening walk with Col,29 of dear Grandee.30 Evidently he had a stroke (similar to that attack of paralysis which he suffered about three weeks ago in the kitchen) and drowned in the stream in the far valley, the one I am trying to get from Ann, but she is resisting.


I didn’t give it a thought at first when they started a slight hue and cry, he has so often been lost before and the last I had seen of him, quite close to home, with his nose to the ground picking up a scent. But when dinner-time came and he still hadn’t turned up I knew, secretly, the worst. We had walked the full round of the Wakefield Trust that evening, and at the top of the crest I had lifted the fence for the beagles to go underneath. Gangster went straight through, but Grandee stopped and thanked me – he always thanked one, but this was something special, quite soppy, he put both his paws up and almost looked unhappy (as I now realise looking back). Then he went on seemingly jolly as ever. But he had been saying good-bye. I am so glad he did.


Jane looked for him by the lights of the Mehari, while I was watching The Two Ronnies (mediocre), then after a silent supper we went out again and I found him in the stream, very near where I had last seen him with his fine glossy coat quite dry, rigid in the ‘show’ position, but his poor little muzzle choked and jammed with mud and grass. I do hope he didn’t struggle for too long, didn’t feel abandoned. We brought him back, and dug the grave straight away, by the Barbican where he can keep an eye on the comings and goings.


How I hate that moment when the earth goes down on the body (he was shrouded in his red blanket with his steel dish and dinner buried beside him). One must have faith, but haunting me is the endless journey, faster than the speed of light, of the soul into infinity.


Anyhow the death of the beagle reminded me very forcibly (and Heaven knows, it is never very far below the surface) of how very vulnerable we all are; those lovely boys and, just lately, the old-head-of-the-house has been somewhat breathless and suffering from back pain and potential dizziness. Hope not heading for a great bleak autumn and winter of hypochondria like ’63. Yet, looking back, just as today’s ‘appeasement’ of violence etc is nothing as bad as that of the ’30s (vide Correlli Barnett) so one forgets how awful that Bratton hypochondriac effect was, how concerned I was that I was punished. Ah well.31






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 21 October








Back after a very wearing week. Monday Truro (on night train) for driving disqualification. Six months. Bah! Tuesday up again plus Jane for night at the Howards (lose £120 to Charles), early train to Plymouth for WAC32 lunch. Had sudden late thought, tribute to Dame Joan,33 paid it fulsomely and rewarded by excellent quote in Western Morning News. Friday down to Plymouth for Girls School speech in afternoon. They universally hostile and brainwashed into a whole series of ‘progressive’ clichés. The fattish, not unattractive one (Sally) questioned one tenaciously about colour and then the dark one raving on about general Tory principles, continuing with tea and cakes in the common room afterwards. The dark one had done the vote-of-thanks, very prettily, as she stood, and I had warmed to her acknowledging our mutual hostility; but that night in the sleeper back I nearly had a WD playing around with her and getting increasingly ‘hot’. This has made me very keen to see her again. I wonder if she felt it at all?


Then on to Bratton, and a momentary crise because Jane locked the Bentley doors with the keys inside, entailing scrabbling with knives and copper wires; hair wash, change and in to Lewtrenchard (dinner dance). Not a great success, eg I wasn’t introduced properly (if at all), my speech (by Jane’s account) lacked ‘punch’, and I did only one dance to two-step rhythm – it, in fact, being a waltz. Was somewhat depressed – people at Crownhill totally clueless, one of them saying it was ‘a dicey seat’ etc; but particularly by universal hostility at Plymouth High. Are the young really like this?


A girl, a slim dedicated Marxist, asked me why I was like I was, what motivated me. ‘Because I am British,’ I said, ‘because I want to advance and protect the British people.’ ‘So what’s so special about the British?’ she answered, ‘what makes them so different from everybody else?’ Well I could have answered that what makes them different from anyone else, is the capacity they seem to have for producing at every level of society, people like yourself who ask a question like that. But I get a dark foreboding, sometimes; I feel it at Saltwood as people encroach more and more, with higher sense of justification, on the boundaries and fences – ‘it’s not right that something so important/beautiful/interesting/historic should belong to one man . . .’ There are the boys with their patriotic instincts quite natural, also the sense of privilege and assurance – but will they be able to hold it or will they be crushed before they get an innate strength and cunning such as I have? And what does the future hold for me? How far will I go? Will I be assassinated, or die venerated and venerable, or crabbed and embittered? I don’t want to die anyway, at all, and hope it’s a long way off.


Must not neglect the physical by the way. This bloody back of mine always lurking inhibiting me from doing all the exercises I need. Stomach at last weakening, ravaged lines (in some lights) on face. On Thursday last week went for a run along the front in my new track suit, did 3km+ by the 2CV speedo and plunged in the sea – felt marvellous. Now the week has changed course. High winds and drizzle, pool temperature 52°.






	Saltwood


	Thursday, 26 October








Extremely depressed. Compounded by fatigue (down to Seend, then London and backgammon – inc tournament – financially disastrous of course). The autumn, the late autumn nearly always affects me like this – another bright beautiful happy year gone; can another ever be the same, is it the decline from now on? Terrible weakness of arms and shoulders, also less spring going upstairs, must have some way round the back trouble so as to try and build up a little ‘peck’ and shape.


Poor Gangster now terribly slow and creaky and stumbly on the walks. It doesn’t seem so long ago that he had that beautiful galloping movement, so much better than poor dear Grandee’s Beatrix-Potter lollop. It is so depressing, the inevitable, inexorable decline of physical healing and prowess – the most obvious, the most implacable evidence of the slowly approaching grave imminently closer with each turn of the globe.


Also lowered by Ann refusing to sell the valley, blast her. I think of that beautiful romantic hidden valley, and it lowers me that it should be owned by someone who is only holding on for ‘Chunnel’ appreciation.34


Also, inevitably, complications on the sale of the cricket pitch. Now apparent (2 days before completion) that C. Club lease must be surrendered. Club secretary on holiday. Also doubted on whether partial completion desirable, to gain benefit of selling on. Absolutely stretched to the limit with Hoare & Co and expensive cars (Campbell Mercedes etc) coming in on Monday. Gloomy.






	Saltwood


	Friday, 17 November








Just back, very tired and drawn (lines really gone cataclysmically into the face this year, one of those deep seismic coups that alter one’s appearance, like their first onset in 1951) from the candidates’ conference at St Stephen’s Club.


Turned up at the Conference. Status (political majority) of course important – tho’ I believe probably not so much, if at all, once one is in the House. Francis Pym35 gave first lecture. V formidable, somewhat humourless, a particularly exhausted face. A giver of ‘short shrift’. I asked him a question and he barked his answer (it related to inexperience and loyalty, hm!). ‘I don’t know you. I expect I will know you . . .’ Then we had Terence Higgins,36 cheeky, bright little expert on VAT. Drinks in the bar and I chatted up Webster;37 he even offered me a cigar. Hard to tell what he was thinking. I may have given too much away, about the Monday Club, Sutton’s desire for independence etc. After lunch I dozed in an armchair at the back.


In the evening, drinks and dinner, the PM spoke.38 Excellent, fluent, tho’ obviously tired. Occasional flashes of dry wit. A bit political with the questions – particularly that on strikers’ benefits. Afterwards caught the eye of that little piece and she asked ‘what sort of seat’ Sutton was. ‘Winnable’ said Doreen, who was with her – quite put me out and I left the St Stephen’s rather depressed and tired.






	Saltwood


	Sunday, 26 November








Gloomily contemplating collapsing looks and physique; derelict sex-life; continuing state of flux on field hence total standstill on such things as decorating, improving, protecting Saltwood. Purchase of the great 38/250 ex Malcolm Campbell, a most important car, means must rationalise down to eight in the collection, plus a few favourites (such as the XK) plus trading oddments. Can get by with a bit of scratching, sell about 20,000 worth of cars, possibly Woodfall. Still a whole list of the outgoings: the shop for little Mrs Clarke,39 various bills on cars, overdrafts. Only consolation, Zermatt almost eliminated so ‘v’-sign to UBS40 at last; they even have security somewhat diminished by expiring of permits etc. Thinking of death, disease, famine and bankers’ orders.






	
All Souls, Oxford



	[No date] November








John’s41 Scout has brought me tea and digestive biscuits. The room is comfortable, but not warm.


Yesterday I was in confident form. I had been invited to address a Bow Group dinner, black tie, good claret (or so I would assume), F.E. Smith in his early days. My apotheosis. But the Bow Group are just a bunch of arse-lickers really. Creepy little aspirant candidates who tremble at the thought, still less the sound of someone Right Wing. And they have one other thing in common, namely that they all want to enter Parliament. In the past they used to shun me, probably on instruction from Central Office, but now here I am with, having been adopted for Plymouth Sutton, something of an edge. Plus the delight of being based in the Warden’s lodging. Plus with a black Bentley convertible parked in the quad.


Dear John. I remember walking with his affectionate arm draped around me in Brewer Street on a summer evening in 1948, when I was a clever but extremely feckless undergraduate, and his saying that perhaps I really ‘ought’ to have a shot at becoming a Fellow. It was rather lovely, this diffident homosexual advance, and I was complimented, like I used to be at Eton; though not, of course, in the slightest bit ‘aroused’. At the time I didn’t like the sound of All Souls. No girls and no racy company. But quite soon afterwards I regretted having done nothing. I’m sure John could have fixed, or demi-fixed, it for me. Although his advice on preparing for the exam – ‘Re-(sic)-read Ranke’s History of the Popes’ – was a little daunting.


John had always, though, a certain private sense of mischief for which he was notorious and of which his guests expected at least one ritual demo. This time it took me completely by surprise. Freshly bathed and in a black tie I had meandered into the Warden’s drawing room, hoping for a firm gin and tonic before going down to Hall and meeting the (presumably mixed) Bow Groupers. There, standing by the piano looking quite beautifully bouffed and powdered, was Harold Macmillan,42 an old friend of John (John had worked for him against Rab43 when the question of succession had arisen in 1956) and clearly the guest of honour that evening at high table (a grander dinner than the one I was to attend).


‘Ah,’ said John. ‘Here’s Alan Clark. He is proposing to stand for Parliament . . .’


I simpered, deferentially offered my hand.


‘. . . on a platform that advocates denying the franchise to persons of the Jewish persuasion.’


Macmillan neither smiled nor frowned. Very, very briefly he looked at me. Pale hooded eyes. No point, I judged, in saying anything, although it was so monstrous that I got a short fou-rire. ‘I’m talking to the Bow Group,’ I offered weakly.






	Saltwood


	Sunday, 3 December








Now the ‘prophet’s’ visit. Powell44 down for the day to chat, advise and hold forth! He was benevolent, articulate, by no means cagey, but somehow impenetrable. I really don’t know what he thought of me – though clearly ‘raw’, naïve, inexperienced etc were among them. He cautioned me against too high a degree of personal commitment to the Conservatives in Sutton; also against saying things outside the Party line prior to the election . . . ‘as a candidate you have no constitutional position’. Would not say how he hoped to attain power, ‘. . . the Lord will provide.’ Right, he often is, clever he undoubtedly is, but whether he has that sheer finishing touch which Conservatives have to have to get to the top I don’t know.


At least I started his car for him, forcing him (to everyone’s amazement) to give up the driving seat after many ineffectual yuryurrings (vet with chien méchant) and it fired second time.






	
Zermatt



	Thursday, 14 December








Poor James again broke his leg today – allegedly green stick, but low down in the ankle and causing him a lot of pain. His fault – he had been skiing beautifully on the Rothorn and Tuftern, then full of confidence on his new Atomics, but led, far too fast, on the road and fell just before Patrilav. I came round the corner and he was howling. When I noticed, I broke down, and cried, screamed, blamed poor Tip, who, it turned out wasn’t really (much) to blame as James was miles ahead.


Tip and I left Jane with him and skied down, self crying out loud – ‘it seems an age’, telephoned from Sunegga, up again, skied down just as they were loading him on, terribly pale and shaking. Apparently it won’t be so long as the last one, but bang goes the training session, the session that was going to get him really set up and boost his confidence and health. Yesterday he was so languid that I bawled him out in the evening, and today dear little chap he was good as gold, starting by calling up with our tea.


I was in a filthy temper yesterday – no proper lunch, low-grade intercourse with banks, brokers etc. Still, no right to grizzle the way I did, and was still grumpy (until tight) at the Tenne that evening.


Still, all one can say is it could have been worse; I thought it was, much worse and prayed – but hopelessly – to God let it be all right and he did as well as we could expect. Don’t know when you are well off, Clark. Be conservative, orderly, don’t over-reach. Must follow through, get everything set up so that if I go boys will have readymade structure waiting to take-over.


1 Head gardener at Saltwood from 1951–1980.


2 The house at Seend where the Clarks were living before the move to Saltwood.


3 Charles Howard, a motoring friend who also regularly played backgammon with AC.


4 Christopher (aka ‘Daisy’) Selmes, a friend of many years standing, who had made a fortune in the City.


5 AC was selling the cricket field to the south of Saltwood, and houses were planned on part of it, but the builders went bankrupt. The cricket club bought its corner. A quarter of a century later, in 1998, AC was able to buy back the field as a wedding anniversary present for Jane.


6 Throughout his diaries, when referring to financial sums, AC often leaves off the final ‘000’. In this case he means £500,000.


7 AC was being intemperate: Sir Ian Lloyd (Kt 1986) may have had problems with the Portsmouth Langstone constituency association, but it wasn’t long before he was selected by nearby Havant in 1974, which he represented until 1992.


8 A member of the Plymouth Sutton Conservative Association committee.


9 Nancy Astor (wife of the 2nd Viscount Astor) and her husband had a lengthy association with the city. She became the first woman to take her seat in the House of Commons when she was elected MP for the Sutton division in 1919 (a seat her husband had previously held). She retired in 1945.


10 Michael Heseltine, MP for Tavistock since 1966. Rather than fight one of the reorganised seats in west or south-west Devon, he took the opportunity presented by the changes in constituency boundaries to find a seat nearer London. At the February 1974 election he was elected MP for Henley.


11 Michael Howard had unsuccessfully fought Liverpool Edgehill in 1966 and 1970. In fact AC was wrong in his forecast. Howard did not finally enter the Commons until 1983, when he won the Folkestone and Hythe seat, thereby becoming the Clarks’ Member of Parliament, as Saltwood is in the constituency.


12 Norman Fowler, MP for Nottingham South since 1970, but his seat would be disappearing at the next general election as a result of the boundary revisions.


13 Like Butland a leading light in the Sutton Conservative Association.


14 P.J. Latimer, the Sutton association agent.


15 Mrs R.M. Easton, a pillar in Plymouth Conservative circles, who later became the city’s Lord Mayor; married to Rodney Easton.


16 Robert Adley had been MP for Bristol North-East since 1970, but with boundary revisions needed a new seat. The Sutton favourite until selected for Christchurch and Lymington.


17 As early as 1968 The Times Diary column had revealed AC’s political ambitions (the offer of an unnamed seat which failed to materialise); on 2 June 1972, under the heading ‘Sutton hoo-hah’, it disclosed that the Sutton association had upset Tory Central Office by proposing that candidates be invited to show their paces at a dinner or dance. Instead they substituted the ‘lives’, informal get-togethers with their spouses. AC was in a shortlist of five that also included two future Cabinet ministers: Norman Fowler and David Hunt, national chairman of the Young Conservatives. Fowler, thanks in part to being an MP already, was seen as the front-runner, AC as ‘the most obvious alternative’, although, said The Times, ‘he seems to be suffering from his Monday Club tag at a time when he is viewed in the Monday Club as soft on Rhodesia.’


18 London property in SW3, originally owned by Jane Clark, its sale is a running saga through these pages.


19 The Sutton association chairman.


20 Dr John Macmillan [Doc Mac] and his wife Pat, members of the Sutton committee, became the Clarks’ closest constituency friends.


21 Bentley, originally owned by and named after Prince Bira.


22 Norman Fowler was eventually selected for Sutton Coldfield, which he won in the February 1974 general election. David Hunt had a rockier road: chosen not long after as Tory candidate at the neighbouring – and more marginal – Plymouth Drake constituency, he was rejected at his adoption meeting after criticising Enoch Powell at the party conference two weeks before. He did not finally become a Tory MP (for the Wirral) until a by-election in 1976.


23 Jane Clark’s yellow labrador. The day he was run over and killed by a milk lorry she had a premonition that something terrible was going to happen.


24 Announcing AC’s selection.


25 As described in the Introduction, AC had just started using the ‘Katoomba’ volume in which to keep his diary.


26 Peter Rees, QC, MP for Dover since 1970 and a sounding board for AC’s political ambitions.


27 This disturbing study of the decline of British influence between the two world wars by a leading British historian had just been published.


28 ‘The Tory Party should capitalise on the public outcry against the coming influx of Ugandan Asians and ban all further coloured immigration’, was how the Western Morning News reported AC’s remarks next morning.


29 AC’s brother, Colin.


30 Grandee and Gangster, the beagles.


31 AC’s father wrote in his memoirs about his own experiences of hypochondria, which had their origins, he suggests, in what the French call ‘accidie, maladie des moines’: ‘For some years I believed intermittently, but with absolute conviction, that I was dying of paralysis. Like the greatest of my fellow sufferers, Dr Johnson, I went for immensely long walks, in the hope that the fatigue would comfort me . . . but nothing could get the idea out of my head. My own hypochondria was deep rooted enough to reappear two or three times in later life.’ (Another Part of the Wood.)


32 Women’s Advisory Committees of the three Plymouth constituency Conservative associations.


33 Joan Vickers, MP for Devonport since 1955 (DBE, 1964).


34 AC’s suspicion about the Channel Tunnel proved quite untrue. The stone that marks his grave came from the valley.


35 Francis Pym, MP for Cambridgeshire since 1961 and Chief Whip since 1970.


36 Terence Higgins, MP for Worthing since 1964, he had not long been Financial Secretary to Treasury.


37 Sir Richard Webster, Director of Organisation, Conservative Central Office since 1966.


38 Edward Heath, MP for Bexley since 1950, Leader of the Conservative Party since 1965 and Prime Minister since 1970.


39 The Clarks were buying the shop in Saltwood village.


40 Union Bank Suisse, which had loaned money to AC to build the Clarks’ Zermatt chalet.


41 John Sparrow, Warden of All Souls College, Oxford, whom AC had known since his childhood.


42 Harold Macmillan, now aged seventy-eight, had been Chancellor of Oxford University since 1960. He was Prime Minister for six years from 1957 and retired from active politics at the 1964 general election.


43 R.A. [‘Rab’] Butler had twice hoped to become leader of the Conservative Party: in 1956 when Anthony Eden resigned from ill-health in the aftermath of Suez; and in 1963, when Macmillan resigned (ill-health again, but prematurely as it turned out) and Lord Home was chosen. Home renounced his peerage and as Sir Alec Douglas-Home became Prime Minister. Butler was now Master of Trinity College, Cambridge.


44 Enoch Powell, MP for Wolverhampton SW since 1950. AC shared many of his views, particularly on immigration.
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Saltwood



	Monday, 7 February 1972








A month gone by. ‘Daisy’ came for Christmas and it went as well as could be expected, he not so glittering and effervescent as formerly and so less attractive. Kindly gave me a PIII catalogue1 (bought from Charles Howard), but a little too homosexual now, less interesting, more boasting. Christmas itself quite good. Got Jane a gold-bar in her stocking. Then two set-backs. My back briefly popped when bending down to undo my shoes leaving me crazily twisted and immobilised. I caught a short, sharp cold from the silly, titty little masseuse.


We decided to go home early, and the day before our departure James went to have his confirmatory x-ray which revealed that the bone had slipped a bit and should be reset under a general anaesthetic. We returned to the surgery later that night (he had to wait some hours for the food, water to be digested). Naturally he was apprehensive. The hall of Gentinettas’s2 was dimly lit, noone was about. Slowly the personnel gathered, junior actors first, and a nurse gave him an Atropine injection in the behind – unheralded and unwelcome. Then it deteriorated fast: the two specialists wrenched the plaster off, muttering imprecations at their predecessor who had put it on so tightly. James – horrified – gasped and groaned with pain and simulated pain. Madame Gentinetta played her part in the ‘you-must-be-brave’ role as she prepared the gas. When they finally put James under we retired, Jane broke down in the waiting-room and I couldn’t stand it, but took our things back to the chalet where Tip had already retired (he was incubating flu).


The next day we travelled.


Tremendous longueurs in Brig where we had four hours to wait because I had to catch Previdoli before the UBS closed.


Tip was drowsy and flushed. Boy drawn and apprehensive. That waitress came over, she really waits in the 2ieme classe, but she recognised me, still (although, as is the way, she seemed much altered and aged and only her aura identified her). I took a walk, and my footsteps led me, although in the dark, out of the town and up the hill to where, so suddenly, it becomes the Simplon Pass. My mind worked freely back to that first time in the middle fifties – the XK, the brown Dienst (what a sturdy little car that was), the grey, honeymoon Dienst, the Citroen Safari, the blue 220, the silver Porsche, the ‘600’. In the early days that sudden happy realisation, on the return journey, that one was back in the clear air of beloved Switzerland; good-looking, seething with youth in the Buffet at Brig, but, as she said, ‘bourgeois devil’. No need of company to reassure me (all that finally extinguished by the enforced solitary ‘messing’ at Eton).


The rest of the journey was a misery as Tip ran a high temperature and deteriorated at nightmare speed so that one had to give penicillin from the emergency pack. Once arrived, he made an amazing recovery – but what a reversal! Jane got flu, then I got it; or was/is it flu? A highly violent upper respiratory infection, leading to at least one day of feverish coma, but had it to shake-off. Got horribly depressed, achingly so, as I contemplated the scene. Rung up by Graham Butland this evening with news that ‘some disgust’ in the constituency at my non-publicity/attendances. All bound up with life pattern for this year.






	Saltwood


	Wednesday, 14 February








Dreadful blustery day, cold snow showers whip-lashing. Tip back in bed, very peaky and lost weight with those strange evening temperatures – could be a hang-over from his 2nd dose of flu, but both boys (telepathically) questioned one closely about TB last night. Oh dear. James now out of plaster, but much scarred by his experiences – said yesterday at breakfast ‘I am giving up skiing’. I suppose he will recover once he gets the feel of it again, I remember it took me years to get over my fear of soft snow after cracking my ankle at Wengen.


Now here I am at a chaotic desk, having given up my intention of a five-day break in Zermatt, and determined to restore some order in a ‘Mens Sana’ 4 days here. I cannot decide whether to go forward or backward on either cars or property, ie do I buy from Danny the Blower 4[image: image] and the 3 litre on BE tyres or do I retrench, take my money on the Benz and just keep the small collection? Do I press forward and buy the nursery and the Payne site in Prospect Road and offer the whole (ie plus Newmans and Baileys) for 120? Or do I just take the 35 for Newmans and back of Baileys and de-escalate?


Had a fairly beastly exchange with Hoare’s over stumping up for the Benz. Change of attitude on their part, made me feel uncomfortable, has the cricket field money been dissipated quite so quickly?


All these things have generated massive decision-headaches. Also, fairly heavy political activity (not before time). Fortunately had a piccolo success at the Bickleigh Down meeting on the eve of the Western Area Conference. The food, though, was terrible. Feminine company negligible except for the young daughter of that ridiculous ego-woman from Tavistock who boldly hung about – were we establishing a rapport? In the lift she said (2nd day) ‘This can’t hold eight people, surely?’ ‘Bags I stand next to you if it does,’ I said. From that time on our relations improved.


Am prepared to buy the Constituency the East End club, but Graham Butland went slit-eyed. ‘Association wouldn’t want to be tied to a candidate through the Club.’ Of course one major flaw does hang over one – actually losing the seat!






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 31 March








Glorious day (as usual) emphasising deep gloom and malaise. Indigestion night (first for years) and today Andrew – who has been very well until just recently in one of his pale, prowling listlessly, hanging-around-and-trying-to-catch-my-eye conditions which are obviously pre-temperature. This to give ‘full house’ of troubles and complicate – or indeed abort – Spanish trip itself desperately close in the is-it-quite-reliable ‘600’ following an incomplete rushed job at Mercedes, a mad drive to Plymouth and back for Papa’s Romney lecture and canvassing. Am going through disappointing phase at Plymouth, not seen enough, enough publicity etc; people openly saying they will vote Liberal. Finally broken with Valeri/Ali.3






	Benalmadena


	Sunday, 8 April








Arrived last night after wearing drive – hands blistered from holding the big white plastic wheel (of the ‘600’) for hour after hour. Beuttler4 villa very nice, marvellous growth – wisteria etc. Interior improved by decent English furniture. Spain revolting, though individual Spaniards reasonably anxious to please. Architecture, pollution, simply awful.


Journey out was plagued by blocked fuel filters. Changed at Paris, inspected at Bordeaux, packed up in Madrid rush-hour. Total nightmare sequence supervened (memorable land-mark in horror experience) no tools, no language, no garages, 7.30pm and sweating, no map (so no idea where we were etc etc). Pleasant shop-owner, obliging taximan etc brought apparent relief in due time, though further intervening horrors (mechanic trying to butcher the ‘600’, me wondering where Jane and the children had got to – after blithely packing them into taxi and saying ‘Excelsior’, calling on totally strange man’s flat and asking for telephone directory etc.) before at last oasis of Ifa Hotel.


Here money insulation worked. Food, service (Mercedes mechanic came out next day, changed filter etc). Back on the road at 11am and great heat drive. Andrew had been sick the day before but gamely pulled round. James however incredibly stressed and puffy-looking, slit-eyed and soft-spoken. I have worried on so many holidays about him and it ‘turning out all right’, but this time seems even worse, with this morning him just listlessly reading, looking terrible with recurrence of watch allergy spot on his wrist. We shared a room in the Ifa and I thought how much I loved him, just getting pleasure from looking at his little top notch of hair showing above the sheets.


Talking about air-travel (I had postulated different planes for the return journey) he said touchingly but alarmingly, that he rather we all die together; he was near to tears. The next morning I tried to explain that the line must go on, that one day one of us must do something for his country that merited a column as high as Nelson’s.


While writing weather has deteriorated. Now totally overcast and windy. Grey-watered twice, feeling sickish. Lost God-knows-how-much weight, sunken cheeks, match-stick forearms. Query cancer? How are we going to get home?5






	Saltwood


	Wednesday, 16 May








Nothing done, everything growing like crazy, tho’ Cradduck still keeping garden looking fabulous. No drive, car parks, toilets, signs, garages or any decoration at all – visits start on May 28. American party on June 11. Headache.


I am concerned that relations with my parents may be deteriorating.


They were standing on the lower terrace. My mama exceedingly dreamy, of both tone and deportment. She swayed at a lavender bush. Then, turning to Jane, ‘I never told Cradduck to cut that back’.


‘But I employ Cradduck now, Mama.’ I spoke very gently. In fact the shrub had barely been cut back at all.


‘It’s all wrong; all wrong.’ Pulling at my father’s cardigan (it was a very hot afternoon but he was wearing a cardigan) she set off back towards the bridge. He, sensing this was something not to be drawn into, smiled and mumbled.


That was yesterday. This morning we were in Canterbury. When we returned Mrs Yeo6 said that they had both been over and ‘gone upstairs’.


This has happened a great many times since my parents moved out. They lie awake in the Garden House and brood on the various items of ‘contents’ that they left behind. I think, but cannot be sure, that there was even a sort of verbal protocol agreed at the time of the conveyance that they should reserve a right of selection for items for which a ‘need’ became apparent. At the time it would have been graceless, as well as ill-judged, for me to turn this down. Already quite a few things, mainly books, they have retrieved.


Sometimes Lindley7 (who fancies himself as an antiquaiere manqué) is sent over in the car to collect objects, which whenever practicable, he does without referring to us.


Anyway, this morning my father apparently made off with a very nice early XIXc whalebone box about a foot in diameter which carried charming ink-engraved Eskimo drawings of seals and hunters. Jane loved this box, and was very upset. I found myself getting cross. I telephoned to the Garden House. My mother answered.


‘So sorry we missed you this morning.’


#8216;Papa had to come over and find a book.’


‘He appears also to have taken the whalebone box which was in the dressing room.’


‘Papa has always loved that box.’


‘In that case why did he leave it behind when you made over the contents?’


My father took over. ‘Oh God, God, don’t say you are really making a fuss about the box?’


‘No of course I’m not making a fuss. If you want the box, you must have the box. Jane is in tears, that doesn’t matter at all. But . . .’ (I must not be so icy in tone, it’s only one stage off bellowing in rage.) ‘. . . mightn’t it be a good idea if we worked out exactly what is left here which still belongs to you . . .?’


‘I’ll bring it straight back; I’ll bring it back over now, immediately. Take, take, take . . .’


Then Mama came on. ‘How can you do this to Papa? All he wanted was that box . . .’


‘Keep the bloody box. I just would like to know what else he must have . . .’


I went for a walk around the garden. An exquisitely beautiful evening, and all the birds singing goodnight.






	Bratton


	Friday, 1 June








‘Prowling’ about, came across the blue and white push-chair, Jolly’s and almost wept as I recalled ‘More Run’ and the oggley-oggley noise ‘Boy’ made going round past Dick’s hens. What did I feel so sad about? Would I was back then, I suppose, to play it again – yet I have been incredibly lucky, the inability to have more children the only blight.






	Saltwood


	Saturday, 16 June








Randily tired after a glorious hot day – about the fifteenth in succession – spent lounging around the pool, sneaking lecherous looks at Andy, swimming nude, playing backgammon with Charles (won £66) and admiring the incredible beauty of the place with the peacocks and the full foliage of the trees with the roses just about to burst. An exquisite douceur-de-vivre. Also calm at having got out of the way of three parties – US drinks here on Tues, Sutton ‘workers’ on Wed, a R-R Enthusiasts send-off last night.


The Americans were ‘numerous’; they strayed over the walls etc, ‘most gracious of you’ . . . mumbled ‘Doc’ Goodman in his white dinner jacket; some thought I was an Earl; they were uncertain of how to address Jane. The Sutton workers were divine as always, my speech started well, but got a bit guccky.


Shot at some intruders last night. Now over to office for 1½ (if I’m lucky) hours on the telephone.






	Broomhayes


	Sunday, 5 August








Here on the way back from Bratton/Plymouth. Wet weekend and winds; everyone rather pale. First, reasons for being low. Back, after apparently slightly improving, very painful as both ‘low back pain’ and no deviation of tightening down R. side and buttocks which makes it agony in bed by about 5am. Apparently this is an osteo-arthritic symptom and (I suspect) irreversible. My father in his memoirs says that growing old (like growing up) is the progress from one shelf to another, not a gradual ascent or descent, and with this new variant of my back ‘trouble’ I have now descended another shelf. Another reason, worried, in a kind of hopeless way, about the boys – particularly James – being so sort of rotten and anarchic, languidly lacking in initiative and yet very ready to take offence. In fact, noticeably poorer in quality than one or even two years ago. James ‘gets away with things’ (being quick and fly in retort) too easily and that coupled with natural laziness leads him to dodge anything in the slightest bit arduous. Yet without nourishment his intelligence, initiative, eagerness will all wither. He’s such a dear, I do hope it ‘turns out all right’. I don’t quite know what I ought to do.
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