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  For Benet, Saethryd and Aphra

  who made the journey worthwhile


  Miss Prism: You must put away your diary, Cecily. I really don’t see why you should keep a diary at all.


  Cecily: I keep a diary in order to enter the wonderful secrets of my life. If I didn’t write them down, I should probably forget all about them.


  Miss Prism: Memory, my dear Cecily, is the diary that we all carry about with us.


  Cecily: Yes, but it usually chronicles the things that have never happened, and couldn’t possibly have happened.


  . . . . . . .


  Algernon: Do you really keep a diary? I’d give anything to look at it. May I?


  Cecily: Oh no. You see, it is simply a very young girl’s record of her own thoughts and impressions, and consequently meant for publication. When it appears in volume form I hope you will order a copy.


  . . . . . . .


  Gwendolen: I never travel without my diary. One should always have something sensational to read in the train.


  Oscar Wilde,

  The Importance of Being Earnest


  
Introduction


  My father, Charles Daubeney Brandreth, was born at Hoylake, in Cheshire, in July 1910, eight weeks after the death of Edward VII. He always regretted not being an Edwardian. He was the son of a lawyer and a housewife and, after a public school education in Kent and three years at Oxford University, he became a lawyer himself. In the winter of 1936, in London, he met my mother: Alice Mary Addison. She was born in April 1914 in Rawalpindi in India (as it then was), the daughter of an Indian Army officer and a missionary. She had come to England to read law at London University, but never completed her studies. She married my father in March 1937 and gave birth to three daughters in quick succession: Jennifer, Virginia and Hester, my three sisters.


  During the Second World War, my father served in the Intelligence Corps. After it, as part of the Allied Control Commission, he was stationed in Germany where he served as a senior magistrate. I was born in Germany, on 8 March 1948, in the British Forces Hospital in Wuppertal. This note from my father to my mother was written on the day that I was born:


  Düsseldorf

  8 Mar 48


  My beloved,


  Miss Prince has been making enquiries for me at the hospital and they say I ought not to come up tonight. But I’ll be with you in the morning, or as soon as they’ll let me see you.


  Dearest sweetheart, I am at your side now in spirit helping you bear up in your pain. Neither of us will get much sleep tonight!


  I have just seen that Ki has had a baby girl (Patricia Rosemary), so you’ll be in the fashion with a daughter.


  I care more for you, my darling, than for anyone else and my only prayer is that you are soon safe and well again. God bless you, my dearest ducky.


  Your C


  Gould is waiting to take this note. I am hoping he may bring some small message from you. My only one to you is I LOVE YOU!


  As I type this, my father’s note – written on a small visiting card in his clear, elegant hand – sits propped up against my computer screen. I have it – and the envelope in which it was delivered to my mother – because my father kept all his papers. To the side of my desk sit three of my father’s metal deed boxes, stuffed to overflowing. There are several more in the basement. The ones here in my study are marked (in my father’s hand): ‘Gyles – memorabilia’.


  Every aspect of my life has been recorded. From the moment of my birth onwards, my father kept everything: notes, cards, correspondence, medical records, school reports, photographs, press cuttings, everything. And what he didn’t keep for me, from quite a young age, I kept for myself. It’s all here – in trunks and boxes (more than one hundred quite substantial boxes) and scores of scrapbooks, notebooks and files.


  I have kept souvenirs of my life from the age of six or seven. (My daughter Saethryd has spent the past several months sorting and filing the material for me. She has filled forty-nine cardboard cartons – 47 cm x 37 cm x 30 cm – to date.) From the age of eleven, when I first went away to boarding school, I have kept a daily diary. I have also kept a series of separate journals relating to specific interests or projects – reviews of plays seen, accounts of plays produced, etc. – as well as, occasionally, a more personal record, a second diary that I marked ‘Private’. It seems that I have been writing, every day, since I was nine or ten years of age. I have written hundreds of thousands of words each year for more than half a century. I am a writer. Oddly, that’s not how I think of myself. Probably, that’s not how you think of me. But that’s what I am. That’s what I have done.


  The book you are now holding is culled from my daily diary. It represents roughly a fiftieth of the material – two per cent. (Yes, my unexpurgated diaries would run to fifty volumes of at least this length!) What have I included? What have I left out? Why have I done it?


  I hope I have included enough to give you a flavour of the pattern of my life, and the little world in which I have lived, without overwhelming you with detail. I hope I have chosen extracts that are representative of the whole. The years covered run from 1959 to the dawn of the twenty-first century. Part Five deals with my time as a member of parliament and government whip and includes material first published in my book, Breaking the Code: Westminster Diaries (1999). In the present volume, at my publisher’s suggestion, I have focused on diary entries that touch on events in the outside world as well as my own and I have given more emphasis to some aspects of my life (e.g., my childhood, entertainment, politics, royalty, gossip) than to others (e.g., holidays, my business life, prison reform, charities, notably the National Playing Fields Association). Inevitably, I have cut out whole areas of my existence and tried to keep control of the number of characters featured in the story. Several of my closest friends do not get mentioned in the published diary at all. (They may be relieved.)


  At my wife’s request, I have kept the references to our marriage and to her and to our children to a minimum. I have also – in the interests of space and family harmony – included very little about my three sisters, my younger brother, and their families. I regret this principally in the case of my sister, Hester, whose roller-coaster life story, while including many fewer famous names, was, at a human and dramatic level, rather more remarkable than mine.


  I am an enthusiastic reader of the diaries of others. My five favourite diarists are Samuel Pepys, Virginia Woolf, Noël Coward, Harold Nicolson and Sir Henry ‘Chips’ Channon. In his diary, Channon remarked: ‘What is more dull than a discreet diary? One might as well have a discreet soul.’ I am not sure about the state of my soul, but I hope that my published diary is, in fact, reasonably discreet. I hope I have not betrayed the trust of others. I do not want anything in the pages that follow to hurt anyone. I do not believe it will.


  ‘I wonder why I do it?’ Virginia Woolf asked herself in her diary. What is this compulsion to record one’s own life? Is it simply vanity – an assertion of self? ‘Here I am. Look at me. This is what I’ve done.’ Or is it, in fact, more about self-protection than self-aggrandisement? ‘To become a spectator of one’s own life is to escape the suffering of life,’ observed my hero, Oscar Wilde.


  I keep a diary because, on the whole, I am happier talking to myself than to other people. I think, too, that writing it makes me feel more alive, more aware of what is happening to me, more real. It’s like checking in a mirror to make sure you are still there – and reasonably comfortable with what you see. (Though I may not seem it, I am very insecure.) I do it, too, because I have been fascinated always by famous people (the achieving, the celebrated, even the notorious) and I still find it exhilarating to get a close-up snapshot of a famous name. I like to observe them but, I suppose, I also hope for a touch of glory-by-association. I am wanting some of their magic to rub off on me. James Boswell, Dr Johnson’s great biographer, freely admitted that he kept his journal with immortality in mind. ‘My wife, who does not like journalizing, said it was leaving myself embowelled to posterity,’ he confessed, ‘but I think it is rather leaving myself embalmed. It is certainly preserving myself.’


  Well, here, in one volume, is a slice of the preserved life of Gyles Daubeney Brandreth, born 1948, author, broadcaster, sometime MP, husband, father, diarist. Thank you for having the book in your hands. Thank you for thinking of reading it. Thank you for being interested at all.


  
PART ONE

  Schoolboy


  [image: Image]


  
Prep School Boy

  April 1959 – July 1961


  Tuesday, 28 April 1959


  I have arrived at my new school. It is called Betteshanger School, near Deal, Kent (telephone: Eastry 215). There is a long drive and the school is in a big, old building owned by Lord Northbourne. The uniform is grey shorts with blue shirts for everyday and white shirts for Sunday. Maroon tie. Grey socks and brown sandals. All my clothes are marked with Cash’s name tapes with my name in brown: Gyles Daubeney Brandreth. There are eighty boys and ten teachers at the school. The two headmasters are called Mr Stocks, who is very old, and Mr Burton, who came with us on the school train.* The train left Charing Cross Station at 4.10 p.m. Ma and Pa came to see me off.† Ma cried, but I didn’t, of course. They have chosen Betteshanger because I need to pass my Common Entrance which they don’t do at the Lycée.‡ Also Betteshanger is a prep school where they don’t have beatings. And it is quite near Broadstairs, scene of my last triumph!§


  Wednesday, 29 April 1959


  My bath nights are MWF. MWF = Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays. Next term they will be TTS. TTS = Tuesdays, Thursdays, Saturdays. One of the matrons is called Angela Corfield. Before bed we have to line up and show her our teeth, our hands and the bottoms of our feet. My dormitory is called Brackenbury. The bathroom I use is called Ganges. I am writing this in bed. I am at the bottom of the bed using my torch with the three colours to see with. I have got it on green because when it is on white the light shows through the blanket. The tuck shop is open on Wednesdays and Saturdays. I went and bought Rolos. They don’t have Aeros or Spangles, but can order them if enough people want them.


  Sunday, 3 May 1959


  I forgot Jen’s birthday.* After church, letter-writing. We all sit in the Maths Room at our desks and write home. I sent Ma and Pa my news. The school play is Tom Sawyer but I am not going to be Tom Sawyer after all. It is a musical play and Mr Burton says that my singing is not strong enough because we are going to do the play out of doors, either in the Dutch Garden, down by the church, or on a special stage on the path outside the Maths Room. I don’t mind. (I do mind.) Everything else is quite toodly-pip. On Sundays we get pats of butter at breakfast instead of margarine. My teachers are:


  Mr Harkness – English and music

  Miss Loewen – Art and geography

  Major Douch – Latin and history

  Colonel Thomas – Mathematics

  Mr Gargiulo – French


  Mr Gargiulo is quite strange. Jenkins is going to be Tom Sawyer. He is 13 and taller than me and he is in the choir.


  Sunday, 24 May 1959


  Today is Empire Day, but from this year it is going to be called Commonwealth Day. We had a special service at church. It is now letter-writing. Colonel Thomas is in charge so we have to be very quiet. I have written to Ma and Pa and Auntie Edith and Grandpa. Later I am going to be writing my play. It is called Just His Luck, a play in three acts for thirteen artists. It is set in the offices of the late Lord Arthur Grimsby’s lawyers. As the curtain rises all Lord Grimsby’s relations are seen seated round the room chatting. It is a comedy with a twist in the tail. At lunch yesterday I sat on top table next to Mrs Stocks. Her name is Olive and she always wears olive-coloured hats. No one has EVER seen her when she wasn’t wearing one of her olive hats with a pheasant’s feather in it. She is nice but quite grand. After tea we had a whole school detention given by Mr Gargiulo. Three boys flicked butter pats up at the paintings in the dining room, trying to see who could score a direct hit on the faces, but didn’t own up. We all stood in the gym in our house lines. We had to stand completely still for ten minutes, but every time anybody moved Mr Gargiulo started the ten minutes all over again. We were standing in the gym for a very, very, VERY long time!


  Sunday, 7 June 1959


  I have bought an Airfix model from the tuck shop for half-a-crown. It is a German fighter, a Messerschmitt Me-109. I am going to build it after letter-writing in the sunshine outside the Maths Room window. That’s where we do all the model-making on Sundays. If the sun is bright enough, Jenkins can make balsa wood burn using his magnifying glass. Later we have Tom Sawyer rehearsals. I am in the chorus with Babington-Smith, Barda, Browne, Cumming-Bruce, Demery, Wainwright and Rule. Last night I told Cumming-Bruce my S.*


  Wednesday, 17 June 1959


  Gin’s birthday.† In chapel I am now helping Mr Harkness with the organ. I work the bellows at the side of the organ while he plays. I have shown him my new play which he likes very much. It is called One Step Up. It is in two acts and has a small cast: Sir Felix Thistlethwaite, Gustave (his butler), Slippery Sam (a thief), the Inspector and two policemen. It is a lot funnier than Dixon of Dock Green!‡ I had tea with Mr Harkness in his room. We had lemonade and soft white rolls, with real butter and tinned crab. Delicious!


  Sunday, 21 June 1959


  Tom Sawyer was a Huge Success. Most of the parts were played by boys, but Mr Burton was the Reverend Minister, Mr Gargiulo was Old Catfish, the schoolmaster (very funny), and Miss Corfield was Aunt Polly (S).* The weather was good and the audience clapped loudly. Ma and Pa came and thought that I did the scene when we painted the fence particularly well!


  Sunday, 28 September 1959


  Important News. There is going to be a general election on Thursday 8 October. We are going to have a mock election at school and I am going to be the Liberal candidate.† Mr Harkness is going to help me with the campaign. Our leader is Mr Jo Grimond.‡ Our colour is yellow. Our message is ‘People Count’. We are going to win!


  Friday, 9 October 1959


  We lost the election quite badly!! The Conservatives won, Labour came second, we came third.§ Mr Harold Macmillan (Supermac!) is back as Prime Minister.¶ I think we fought the best campaign, but the people were not listening to us. And tomorrow we have a wet run. This has not been my lucky week!


  Thursday, 31 December 1959


  According to today’s newspaper, Wagon Train is the most popular television programme in the country, followed by Take Your Pick and Sunday Night at the London Palladium. Because we don’t have ITV I haven’t seen them. We are going to get ITV next year. These are my all-time top TV programmes:


  1. Hancock’s Half-Hour


  2. Billy Bunter


  3. Whack-O! with Jimmy Edwards


  4. The Lone Ranger


  5. The Cisco Kid


  6. Circus Boy


  7. What’s My Line?


  8. Crackerjack


  9. Pinky and Perky


  10. Lenny the Lion


  Ma’s favourites: The Billy Cotton Band Show and the Black and White Minstrels. Pa’s favourites: Panorama and Tonight. I think the girls like The Grove Family and Six-Five Special.


  Friday, 1 January 1960

  New Year’s Day. Bank Holiday in Scotland. Annual Motor Licences renewable


  Pa broadcasting on BBC Network 3, Motoring and the Motorist.* Get present for Hester.† For a New Year gift I was given a record, High Society, 331/3 rpm. Yesterday I went to the British Drama League talk on Actors Preparing at Wyndham’s Theatre and then to the Mermaid Theatre for Treasure Island. Happy New Year!


  Sunday, 3 January 1960


  Carol service at St Stephen’s.‡ I had a reading, Genesis chapter 3, verses 8 to 15. It wasn’t easy because the word ‘bruise’ was in the last sentence TWICE and I say ‘bwuise’ when I want to say ‘bruise’. Never mind. T. S. Eliot was there and told me that I read very well!§ I told him that I am going to learn his poem ‘Macavity the Mystery Cat’ by heart. He was pleased. He put his hand on my head. I like him and he likes me.


  Sunday, 10 January 1960


  Go to evensong and benediction at St Stephen’s. Server and boat boy. Good things this week: 1. Went with Hester to the Schoolboys’ Own Exhibition. Very good. 2. Went with Foss (from school) to see The Hostage by Brendan Behan. 3. Went with Foss to see the film of Gigi. Very, very good. 4. Went swimming with Ma at Fulham Baths. She didn’t swim. 5. Went with Pa to the Harrods Sale. Pa bought a suit. We saw Randolph Churchill* in the street. I am collecting famous people – Charles de Gaulle, John Masefield, etc.† Who next?


  Sunday, 17 January 1960


  Was feeling poorly, but served at evensong and benediction. (The smell of the incense made me feel better.) On Friday I ran to Gapps [the local grocery store] and back in three minutes. Pa was on the radio at 7.30 p.m. and 9.00 p.m. Yesterday went to see Dick Whittington at Streatham Hill. V good show. Back to school on Tuesday.


  Thursday, 21 January 1960


  Played my first game of rugger. It was quite fun but rather cold. Read Miranda in the Art Room. It is a play about a man who meets a mermaid on the Thames embankment and falls in love with her. Very good. Had first music practice in Mr Harkness’s room. X.‡


  Saturday, 30 January 1960


  Had first ’cello lesson with Mr Reid. Not very good. He is old and serious. He wears a wig. You can see that it’s a wig because of the very clear parting right down the middle. It looks as if it is going to fall off. Watched men hunting in the grounds in the afternoon. It was quite good fun. They only caught one pheasant while we were there. News. I am now doing Skylarks and Nightingales. Four boys sing a hymn or psalm together on the main landing early in the morning before we get up (Skylarks) and last thing at night before lights out (Nightingales). Mr Harkness conducts. He has a little tuning fork so that we get the first note right. After Nightingales, X.


  Saturday, 13 February 1960


  Visiting Weekend. It is snowing slightly. Ma and Pa arrived, one hour early. We had a lovely time. Went to cinema. Babette Goes to War with Brigitte Bardot. I have finished the first scene of my play, a stage adaptation of Colette’s novel, Gigi, in two acts. It is going quite well. Because it is Visiting Weekend, tomorrow we have an anthem in church.


  Saturday, 20 February 1960


  We had a free morning after break in honour of the Queen’s child!* There was no games (hurrah!) and I have got to the third scene of Gigi. Listened to some records, including ‘What do you want if you don’t want money?’ (Adam Faith), ‘Voice in the Wilderness’ (Cliff Richard) and ‘Rawhide’ (Frankie Laine) and then went to the Art Room to read a book, Shakespeare and his Stage. I am planning a production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream and have drawn a picture of the set. The whole play will be centred round a huge tree like the ilex tree at the bottom of the lower lawn.


  Tuesday, 1 March 1960

  Shrove Tuesday


  Haven’t thought of anything to give up during Lent yet. On Sunday saw a film, The Titfield Thunderbolt. Quite good.


  Saturday, 5 March 1960


  Elvis Presley has gone back to America after two years in Germany in the army. He changed aeroplanes in Scotland! At 5.00 p.m. we had the Institution and Induction of the new rector of St Mary the Virgin, Betteshanger. The service was conducted by The Most Reverend and Right Honourable the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury.† Mr Harkness asked him to sign my Form of Service for me and he signed it ‘Geoffrey Cantuar’. X. (Mr Harkness, not the Archbishop of Canterbury! Tee-hee.)


  Tuesday, 8 March 1960


  Happy Birthday me! I am twelve today. Ma, Pa and Ginny came on Sunday with my presents. They left a chocolate cake for me to have today. Auntie Hope sent me ten shillings. No games, good. Haircut, not good. My hair is now so short my ears really stick out. I look like a monkey. Mr Harkness says he likes the way I look. X.


  Monday, 25 April 1960


  Saturday was St George’s Day and Shakespeare’s birthday, of course. On Sunday I went to St Stephen’s for evensong and benediction and Pa went to a dinner at the Garrick Club in honour of Sir Michael Redgrave.* They ate Suprême de Volaille à la Kiev and drank Château Magdelaine St Emilion 1953 and Pa got Sir Michael to sign his menu for me. Thanks, Pa! Today, after a Wimpy, I went with Foss to see Follow That Girl, the musical by Dorothy Reynolds and Julian Slade who wrote Salad Days. My kind of show!


  Saturday, 30 April 1960


  Summer term. Form V. My desk is in the second row by the window. My dormitory is Northbourne. The school play is going to be As You Like It and Mr Burton says that I am going to be either Jacques, Touchstone or Celia. In English, Mr Harkness is reading My Family and Other Animals by Gerald Durrell to us. He is wearing blue suede shoes. (Dark purple really.)


  Friday, 6 May 1960


  On Major Douch’s TV we watched the wedding of Princess Margaret, the Queen’s sister, to Antony Armstrong-Jones. He is a photographer and has his birthday on the day before mine!† Mr Burton has decided that I am going to play Celia in As You Like It and I have started to learn my lines.


  Wednesday, 18 May 1960


  Guess where I am? In Canterbury Hospital, gazing at a tank full of goldfish! On Monday I woke up with a horrible stomach ache. The doctor came and I was brought here in an ambulance with appendicitis. Yesterday I woke up with a bandage around my stomach feeling rather poorly. Pa came from London to see me and Miss Woodhouse [the school matron] has been to visit me too, bringing grapes. Pa brought me the Beano, the Dandy, the Topper, the Beezer and the Stage. Ma and Pa will take me back to school on Saturday. At least there’ll be no more games for a while!‡


  Sunday, 5 June 1960


  Whit Sunday. V nice service, no anthems, but good hymns. Ten days to the dress rehearsal and Mr Burton has just told me that I should swap my part with Bremner. Bremner is going to play Celia and I am going to play Rosalind! I am going to get a lot of lessons off so that I can learn the part and have extra rehearsals with Bremner, Demery (Touchstone) and Strecker (Orlando).


  Sunday, 12 June 1960


  Stormy weather. Thunder. I hope it clears up because we are doing the play out of doors in the Dutch Garden. I know all my lines and the two costumes I have for Rosalind are very good indeed.


  Saturday, 18 June 1960

  Anniversary of the Battle of Waterloo, 1815


  The Day, 1960. Met Ma and Pa after rehearsal and went out to lunch and came back for the performance at 2.45 p.m. The weather was perfect. It went extremely well.


  Cutting from the Betteshanger Chronicle pasted into the diary:


  Brandreth’s Rosalind was a delightful creation, appealing to the eye whether as young woman or young man, gay yet poised, fluent in speech as in action, managing everybody in the play and cheerfully sensing the possibility of managing the audience too! One knew that here was an enthusiastic natural actor delighting in his first big part. As Celia, Bremner made an excellent foil to Rosalind, easily acceptable as a girl when dressed in that most becoming costume and head-dress. He benefited very much from his rehearsing with Brandreth and their scenes together were among the best in the play.


  There you are!


  Sunday, 19 June 1960


  Had a v good service with anthem, ‘The Heavens Are Telling’. Then went to Broadstairs with parents. Picnic lunch and film in the p.m. School for Scoundrels with Ian Carmichael and Terry-Thomas. Excellent, especially Terry-Thomas.


  Sunday, 3 July 1960


  V good service, with christening during it. Good week with v good music lesson with Mr Reid. Best thing was my stall at yesterday’s fête. I ran it with Webb. My idea was a game called ‘Highwaymen’. We started work at 2.30 p.m. and got a nice lot of money in: £3 4s 5d!!! Bought books for Pa’s birthday on the 11th. Must get him a card.


  Wednesday, 13 July 1960


  Did sports practice. Hurdles and racing starts. My present reached Pa safely. Letter arrived from him today:


  Dearest Gyles,


  Just to thank you for your delightful card and very well chosen books. Nothing could have pleased me more. I gave Uncle Wilfrid lunch at the Garrick today. Among others, we saw the Leader of the Opposition, Mr Hugh Gaitskell. I am just about to meet Mummy for a meal before going to the new Royalty Theatre where Mummy has bought us stalls for the play there. It has been a lovely birthday. I’m afraid that for the next five years or so you’ll always be at school on July 11th – but afterwards wherever you may be you must promise to come to London to have lunch with your old Pa – at the Garrick, of course. God bless you and thank you again for your gifts, card and splendid newsy letter.


  Friday, 5 August 1960


  Roller-coaster week – in every sense! On Bank Holiday Monday went with Ginny to the Battersea Fun Fair. V good. On Tuesday saw Oliver! at the New Theatre. Excellent. V good setting and costumes. V good boys. On Wednesday, intended to see Laurence Olivier film of Hamlet (again!), but no seats so went instead to see film of Pollyanna. Hayley Mills is lovely. I think we can forget Juliet now!* On Thursday disaster. Car stolen during the night. Pa parked it in the street outside our flat as usual. In the morning it was gone. Really ghastly. Went with Pa to the police station. Friday (today) 1.00 p.m. dentist. Two fillings.


  Monday, 8 August 1960


  Had my hair cut. Did Launderette. Went to collect passports at Passport Office at Petty France, St James’s. In the evening went round the streets looking for the car with Pa. No luck.


  Thursday, 11 August 1960


  All’s well. AA have lent us a car! Up at 3.30 a.m. to get to Dover for departure at 10.45 a.m. for Dunkirk, then on to Bruges and Ghent and Düsseldorf.


  Later


  In Bruges wonderful walk in flower market and supper at Le Cornet d’Or – Sole Meunière and then chocolate mousse. The best meal I have ever had!


  Sunday, 14 August 1960


  Staying with the Paices in Düsseldorf.* I have found a copy of Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov in my bedroom and I am reading it. It is about an old man who falls in love with a girl who is 12. I am 12. Interesting. ‘Lolita, light of my life, fire of my loins. My sin, my soul. Lo-lee-ta: the tip of the tongue taking a trip of three steps down the palate to tap, at three, on the teeth. Lo Lee Ta.’!!!


  Wednesday, 17 August 1960


  We are in Bavaria in the village of Oberammergau and we have seen the famous Oberammergau Passion Play. It lasted seven hours. The benches were quite hard, but it did not matter because the play was marvellous and superb. The villagers of Oberammergau have been performing the play since 1634. They started doing it as part of a pact with God to stop the bubonic plague. It worked! Now they perform the play every ten years in a huge open-air theatre, the Passionspiel Theater. Everyone in the village takes part and members of the same family play the same roles, down the generations. The house we are staying in belongs to a family who have cousins who always play the part of Judas Iscariot.


  Saturday, 20 August 1960


  No rain today. Had a super walk with Pa in the afternoon. We descended the Wallbergbahn at Tegernsee with lots of slips and falls resulting in Pa having a twisted ankle. The car has also gone kaput, but it is being repaired so everything will be all right. After here we go to Innsbruck where, on Monday, I will take the six o’clock train to Paris for my holiday.†


  Tuesday, 13 September 1960


  Yesterday I had a bad headache and went to bed with a temperature of 39.4. I sweated badly, soaked the sheets and blankets and ruined Madame’s velvet bed cover. Up and better today and taking my plane back to London as planned. I bought my return ticket here last Tuesday. Everything has been good, especially Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme at the Théâtre Français and Gounod’s Faust at the Opéra. Also good: the Louvre (went twice), the Bois de Boulogne (long walk), Notre-Dame (climbed on the roof with an English girl from Hull – I stood near the flêche, VERY high), the Aquarium, the Musée Grévin waxworks, the Emperor Napoleon’s tomb at Les Invalides. At the Eiffel Tower I climbed on foot up to the second floor – that’s all that could be done. At Prisunic I bought a black watch strap for 200 francs.


  Thursday, 15 September 1960


  Yesterday I had a day in bed recovering from my great illness in Paris. Ma gave me my favourite tea: Marmite and tomato sandwiches with chocolate Nesquik. I also had two Lyons chocolate cupcakes. As usual, I pulled away the silver foil without damaging a single one of the chocolate ridges! (Ma had a lemon cupcake.) Feeling much better today and took Ben to his first day at nursery school with Pa and Jen. Now I have to start packing all my books and toys and junk I have collected down the years into orange boxes. We are on the move! We are leaving our flat at 42 Kensington Mansions, Trebovir Road, London SW5 (FREemantle 5915) and moving to Baker Street. When I come back from school our new address will be 5H Portman Mansions, Chiltern Street, London W1 (WELbeck 1750). We will be on the third floor, with a lift! Here we are on the top floor, with 89 stairs!


  Monday, 19 September 1960


  Finished all my packing and tidying. My room is empty. Everything is in boxes – typewriter, books, records, gramophone, drums, toy theatre, puppet theatre, glove puppets, Pelham puppets, magic things, make-up box, hats, wigs, costumes, papers, scrapbooks, the lot. All done. Goodbye Kensington Mansions! Term tomorrow. 3.41 p.m. from Charing Cross. Tonight we are going as a treat to Ma’s and my favourite film, Pride and Prejudice with Laurence Olivier and Greer Garson. (Favourite Shakespeare film: Richard III. Favourite comedy: The Court Jester with Danny Kaye. ‘The pellet with the poison’s in the vessel with the pestle, the chalice from the palace has the brew that is true!’ Favourite cartoon film: Pinocchio.)


  Friday, 23 September 1960


  Tonight I passed my Royal School of Church Music Blue Badge test. I will get my chorister’s badge with three other boys at mattins on Sunday 2 October. Mr Harkness is very pleased. X. This term I am going to start writing my new book, The Life of William Shakespeare. Preparing for the move to Baker Street, I am reading The Hound of the Baskervilles by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Excellent. First few days of term have been fine, except that there is a boy in my dorm called Bowden who is only six and cries himself to sleep every night. I am trying to cheer him up.


  Saturday, 5 November 1960


  Guy Fawkes Day. Lots of fun after free day spent building the bonfire. In the evening after tea we all got warmly clad and, armed with torches, bangers, Roman candles, etc., we paraded out to the games pitch where we watched the ‘Burn the Bomb’ Guy go on the fire. Then we had the firework display – Vesuvius erupted, the Sputniks flew and it was very jolly. At 8.00 p.m. we had a singsong and then to bed with hot soup. Eight mugfuls for me!! S – LCL.*


  Sunday, 4 December 1960


  Yesterday my copy of Lady C. arrived and was confiscated! In the morning when the post arrives it is all put out on the dresser in the front hall for everyone to collect and Mr Burton must have come along and seen the Penguin Books label on the parcel and thought ‘Aha!’ I had to go to his study/sitting room to see him. Mrs Burton was there. Mr Burton told me that he understood why I wanted the book because of all the fuss in the newspapers, but it is not a suitable book for boys to read! He is not going to tell Mr Stocks or my parents about it because I have done nothing wrong. The Advent calendar from Ma arrived in the same post and was NOT confiscated!


  Today the weather is ghastly. We plodded down to church in pouring rain. After v good service, Mr Harkness and I brought 28 big hymn books back up to school in a howling gale. We both got soaked. (The smudge on the top of the page is a drop of water from my hair!!) Just as we reached the building, Mr Harkness slipped with twenty hymn books and I fell backwards down the steps nearly turning the umbrella I was holding inside out and dropped all my books. CALAMITY!!


  This afternoon the choir is going to Challock to the parish church to sing carols, so Christmas is really at hand. Next Sunday we go to Northbourne church to sing and then during the week to two old ladies’ societies and then on Thursday 15th we have our service here. My favourite carol is ‘In dulci jubilo’, arranged by Pearsall. I have sent Ma and Pa my list of ideas for Christmas presents, including two records: 1. Follow That Girl! 2. Mendelssohn’s Overture to A Midsummer Night’s Dream. I think Pa might be amused to have the record of Peter Sellers and Sophia Loren singing ‘Goodness Gracious Me’. (Not Charlie Drake and ‘Mr Custer’!) I think Ginny would like Cliff Richard or Connie Francis or Johnny Mathis.


  Last night when I went upstairs two boys in my dorm were crying (Bowden and Lewington) so we chatted quite a while, till everybody was laughing, and then they were soon all off to sleep.


  Sunday, 1 January 1961


  Happy New Year!


  Important Events of 1960:


  1. John Fitzgerald Kennedy is elected 35th President of the United States of America – the first Roman Catholic President.


  2. Adolf Eichmann, the German Gestapo Chief, is captured in Argentina. He will be put on trial in Israel.


  3. Sputnik V, the Russian spaceship, orbits the earth seventeen times with two live dogs on board.


  Important Events of 1961:


  1. The farthing is no longer legal tender – as of today. (I am keeping one as a lucky souvenir.)


  2. I am taking my Common Entrance exam.


  3. I am being confirmed – on 19th February by the Bishop of Dover. (Why not by the Archbishop of Canterbury? That’s what we want to know!)


  Friday, 13 January 1961


  Friday the thirteenth – unlucky for some. Back to school after excellent Christmas holiday. Excellent Christmas theatre including:


  1. At Streatham Hill Theatre, ‘Jack Hylton and Emile Littler present The Laughter Pantomime Cinderella’ – with Frankie Howerd as Buttons. Good fun.


  2. Emil and the Detectives at the Mermaid Theatre (Stalls 15/-). Good story. Not a bad show.


  3. At the Princes Theatre, Shaftesbury Avenue, Bridget D’Oyly Carte’s season of Gilbert and Sullivan operas. We saw The Mikado and The Yeoman of the Guard. Excellent, especially John Reed who does the patter songs. (In my stocking I got a book of the lyrics of the Gilbert and Sullivan songs. I am learning some of them by heart. ‘When you’re lying awake with a dismal headache and your sleep is taboo’ed by anxiety . . .’ etc.!)


  4. At the Old Vic (Stalls 8/-) A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Alec McCowen as Oberon, Gwen Watford as Titania, Judi Dench as Hermia, Tom Courtenay as Puck (my part!*), Douglas Campbell as Bottom (not nearly as good as Frankie Howerd†).


  5. Best of all, Romeo and Juliet at the Old Vic, directed by Franco Zeffirelli, with John Stride and Judi Dench as R and J, Alec McCowen as Mercutio (my part, one day!) and Peggy Mount as the Nurse. All excellent. Just wonderful. My best Shakespeare to date.


  I went to the British Drama League talk at the Criterion Theatre on 2 January and Judi Dench told a funny story. One night she came out onto the stage for the balcony scene and said her famous line, ‘Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?’ and a woman in the fifth row of the stalls shouted out, ‘Down there, ducks, underneath yer balcony!’


  Sunday, 19 February 1961


  Today I was confirmed by the Lord Bishop of Dover in St Augustine’s Church, Northbourne, Kent. It was a good service and felt as special as I hoped it would. As he confirmed me, the Bishop rested his hand on my head. It was quite a heavy hand! Afterwards, he gave me A Book of Prayers for Men and Boys which he signed for me: ‘Lewis Dover’. Tonight I shall use it for my evening prayers – page 15:


   


  Forgive, I pray, whatever has been wrong this day.


  Ask yourself: How have I behaved at home? How have I behaved at work? How have I behaved with my friends? How have I behaved alone?


  Grant that there may be nothing in my life to hinder Thy purposes, but teach me to do Thy work and to esteem it a great thing to be Thy faithful servant; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.


  When you have got into bed, say:


  Into thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit,


  and go to sleep.


  Monday, 20 February 1961


  For my confirmation Grandpa and Auntie Edith sent me Great Souls at Prayer. I think it will be my best confirmation present. It has prayers by all sorts of people from St Augustine to Robert Louis Stevenson. So far I think the prayers by Christina Rossetti are best. Mr Burton has given me A Diary of Private Prayer which is really good too. It is like a diary and there is room on every left-hand page for you to write your own special prayers. I shall do so. I have already written something wise in the book: ‘He who prays belongs to two worlds. He who prays not belongs to one.’


  I am keeping my new prayer books with my Bible and torch etc. in my bedside locker along with the four books that I have been given by the old man in the boiler room. He used to work at Betteshanger Colliery and the books are National Coal Board notebooks, Ruled Feint, 400 pages in all. In each book in blue ink he has written out wise and interesting things – e.g. Sentiments of de la Bruyère, Thoughts of Marcus Aurelius Antonius, Juvenal’s Tenth Satire, Geological Tables, poems by Thomas Hood, the History of Canterbury Cathedral, etc. I am learning some of the Maxims of de la Rochefoucauld by heart – e.g. ‘He who lives without folly is not as wise as he imagines.’ ‘We easily excuse in our friends those faults that do not affect us.’ ‘The pleasure of loving is to love and we are much happier in the passion we feel than in that we excite.’ These four books are the boiler man’s most treasured possessions. He has spent YEARS writing them and now he has given them to ME! I will treasure them all my life.*


  Sunday, 26 February 1961


  Last week we had to prepare a speech for Mr Burton on a famous person. As I wanted to be rather different from the other boys I decided to make my speech on Adam and Eve and also to make it rhyme – which I did. It was 4 minutes 45 seconds long. I got a star for it. My star total at the moment is 13. We had a history test on Friday on the Boer War, First World and Second World Wars and I got 25 out of 30. In art I have painted three pictures: 1. A television studio. 2. Inside a country house. 3. For a competition organised by Brooke Bond Tea something that could be called ‘The Arrival’. I have painted a pianist on the concert platform arriving at his grand piano. There is at the moment going round the school chicken pox and two boys, Lewington and Boult, from my dorm have got it. Several others in the school have it and only 17 more will be able to get it as the rest of us (such as poor me!) have had it before. This afternoon we had a film, Where No Vultures Fly. TTS bath night (Ganges) then Nightingales with Mr Harkness. XX. (He always smells of cigarette smoke and Old Spice and I smell of it now. I am writing this at the bottom of my bed with my torch on. I am going to say my prayers now. Goodnight.)


  Saturday, 15 April 1961


  This week’s news. Ma had her 47th birthday on 10 April. The trial of Adolf Eichmann began in Jerusalem on 11 April. The Soviet cosmonaut Yuri Gagarin became the first human being in space on 12 April. He orbited the earth for 1 hour 48 minutes in the spaceship Vostok. History is being made! And history is being made here too because this is the last day of our Easter holiday break at the Norfolk Lodge Hotel, Canford Cliffs, Bournemouth. It cost 8 guineas per person per week, but because I am just 13 I cost only two-thirds: £5 12s 0d. It has been quite fun because I have been working as a waiter at every meal (breakfast, lunch and supper) and tonight ‘Uncle Charles’ [the hotel’s proprietor] gave a ‘Gala Dinner in honour of Master Gyles Brandreth’ to thank me for my efforts. The meal included La Fondue, Potage de Poireau, Dorset Duckling Cooked in Red Wine, Sauce Montmorency, Steamed Rice, Garden Peas, Bean Sprouts, Glace Napolitaine, Crème, plus Cheese Board. (Tea and Coffee served in the lounge 1/-extra.) All the guests signed the menu for me.


  Sunday, 30 April 1961


  This is my last term at Betteshanger! A new system has been devised for the servers and leaders, starting this term. There are only going to be three boys who have any authority in the school and they are Webster, Wallace and myself. We are in charge downstairs, in the corridors, in the changing rooms, etc. We are the only boys who can use the head boy’s stairs, leading straight from the dorms down to outside Mr Stocks’s study, and we are to be given a special tie – maroon with a silver stripe. (They haven’t been bought yet.) A few boys object a little to me being made 2nd head boy as they were much senior last term and I wasn’t even a probationer-server then, but all is well. I am allowed now to go to bed at last bed-bell which is at 8.30 p.m. (In the summer all bells are twenty minutes later than in winter.) My dorm is Brackenbury, where I was my first term, and there are ten boys: Bornoff (naughty), Tuckett ii (naughty), Burns (good), Anderson (naughty), Demery (good), Yeats ii (fair), Read (fair), Donald (fair) and Coackley (naughty) – and me. At first they were dreadful, but now they are behaving much better. The school play is going to be Twelfth Night and I am to be Feste the jester. Mr Harkness is pleased because I shall have two songs (‘O mistress mine, where are you roaming?’ and ‘When that I was and a little tiny boy’) and he will be accompanying me!


  Saturday, 27 May 1961


  President Kennedy has announced that the Americans are going to land a man on the moon before the end of the decade – and I am not doing any art until I have done my CEE [Common Entrance Exam]. I am doing extra Latin instead! I have learnt my lines for Feste and rehearsals are going well, but I have a lot of CEE work to do – history, science, geography, scripture, French, arithmetic, algebra, geometry, etc.! I am using the turquoise ink that Mr Harkness has given me. I like it. And I am practising my signature. I can’t decide between ‘G. D. Brandreth’ and ‘Gyles Brandreth’. (Should my stage name be ‘Gyles Daubeney’?) I had tea with Mr Harkness in his room. I sat on the bed. T.*


  Sunday, 18 June 1961


  Twelfth Night has been and gone and I survived! I thought I wasn’t going to. My voice was half gone. I was croaking badly, but the show must go on – and it did. Everyone seemed pleased and liked my black and white jester’s costume with cap and bells. Common Entrance is tomorrow!!! There has been a bad train accident in France with 24 people killed.


  Friday, 30 June 1961


  Two important things to report. 1. My Common Entrance done and dusted, I am now definitely going to go to Bedales, which is what I hoped. This is good news. 2. Not such good news. Mr Warren [the games master] walked me round the gravel path this afternoon and asked me about Mr Harkness. He asked lots of questions. Lots. I said nothing. I said there was nothing to say. I think he believed me. (TTIHLM. IDM. INTBL.*)


  Saturday, 15 July 1961


  On Thursday we had the choir outing to Folkestone and, as on all my previous choir outings, it rained! We ate our packed lunches in the bus and then groups of boys set off, each with 8/6d in his pocket to find some form of entertainment. A lot went to see a film, Sink the Bismarck, which is showing with When Comedy Was King (with Charlie Chaplin & Co.) which Pa and I saw together and enjoyed. Others saw VIP with James Robertson Justice which is also meant to be extremely good and very funny. I, however, confined myself to looking around the shops and spent nothing! I shall go home with 30/- savings at the end of term.


  Yesterday, le quatorze Juillet, in the dining room on the French table at lunch we had a really gay meal, with, besides our school fish, tomato salad, cheese, fruit and WINE. The wine was Spanish! Vive la France! (On the French table everyone has to speak French.)


  Mr Harkness is leaving at the end of term.


  Monday, 24 July 1961


  My last Sports Day. I ran – as fast as I could. (Not fast enough!) I did the relay – and didn’t drop the baton. It was a sunny day. Ma and Pa came with all the other parents. Mr Burton asked Ma to present the prizes which was an honour. Tonight I am going home. Goodbye Betteshanger. I will not miss Mr Warren, the gym, the changing rooms (they smell!), PT, cricket, etc. but I will miss Mr and Mrs Stocks, Mr and Mrs Burton, Major and Mrs Douch, Colonel Thomas, Miss Loewen, Willy Wardale [who ran the school tuck shop and general stores], the Art Room, the chapel, the boiler room, the ilex tree, the Dutch Garden, the church. Lots in fact. This is the end of an era! ‘Come, come! No time for lamentation now, / Nor much more cause . . . Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new!’†


  
Pastures New

  September 1961 – December 1962


  Thursday, 14 September 1961


  Launderette. Haircut. Finish packing trunk.


  Lovely postcard from Mr Stocks: ‘We shall be absolutely lost without you next term! So much music, and fun, and goodness! But may you enjoy Bedales,* and the lovely downs nearby, very much. Have an aim – really hard work. Hard workers are always happy.’


  Monday, 18 September 1961


  Apart from my stupid twisted foot and cracked ankle bone (almost better now – I can run down three stairs at a time as opposed to my usual five!), a good summer holiday (esp. Paris) with some good shows and films. My top ones (in order):


  1. The Parent Trap. Film at Studio One with Hayley Mills. In the film Hayley plays twins! XX.†


  2. Dr Faustus at the Old Vic with Michael Goodliffe as Mephistopheles – excellent. Michael Goodliffe’s son Nicholas, who was in my class at the Lycée and my best friend (sort of), was there and sat just in front of us. We were in Row R, 8 and 9 (Stalls 7/-).


  3. La Vache et Le Prisonnier. Lovely, moving film with the very funny Fernandel who has an amazing face and is my favourite French film actor. (I love Brigitte Bardot, of course, but that’s a bit different. X.)


  4. L’Avare at the Comédie Française. I also bought the text of the play. Harpagon is my kind of part!


  5. The Merchant of Venice at the Old Vic (Gallery, 4/-). Robert Harris as Shylock, Barbara Leigh-Hunt as Portia.


  6. Bye Bye Birdie, musical at Her Majesty’s with Chita Rivera, Angela Baddeley and Marty Wilde. Fun. (A24, front row of the balcony, my favourite place, 5/-).


  7. The Rehearsal, play by Jean Anouilh at the Globe. V well done. Maggie Smith funny. (Went with Mr Harkness. Last time I’ll see him I think. All over.)


  Now going to Woolworths for assorted bits and pieces. Then going to the Zoo for the afternoon. Then end-of-holiday celebration supper with family at the Deerstalker [restaurant in Baker Street]. Tomorrow the Bedales term starts. I am on the 2.57 p.m. train from Waterloo to Petersfield. A new age dawns!


  Sunday, 24 September 1961


  I am writing this in the dorm at Lithcot, the house where I have my dorm. To get to it you have to walk across the Memorial Field from the main school buildings. I’m sharing with four other boys – Stephen Levinson, Hugh Wills, Andrew Flood, Gino Henry, all okay. Everything is okay here so far, except rugger. Routine as follows:

  



  7.15 Getting-up bell


  7.45 Everyone has to be up


  7.55 Go for walk round the orchard, rain or shine


  8.00 Breakfast


  8.30 Bed-making


  9.00 Morning school – five periods – with break halfway at 11.10. We have break in the Quad. Milk, tea, biscuits, bread. (I am making interesting bread sandwiches: two slices of white with a slice of brown as the filling. Delicious!)


  1.00 Lunch


  1.30 Siesta – my diary time.


  2.15 Change for Games or Outdoor Work


  2.45 Games or Outdoor Work. Ugh!


  4.00 Tea. Aah!


  4.35 Afternoon school – three periods


  7.00 Supper


  7.30 Evening Activities


  8.15 Evening Assembly. This is in the Lupton Hall.* A piece of music, followed by a reading. Then the whole school files out – all 238 of us – with every single pupil shaking hands with every member of staff. All the staff line up by the door and we walk pass them, shaking hands with each one, and saying ‘Goodnight Mr So-and-so, Goodnight Mrs So-and-So’. It is an old Bedales tradition.


  Sunday night (tonight) instead of Assembly we have something called ‘Jaw’. It’s like Assembly, but longer! And there is a proper talk/sermon, the ‘jaw’ bit. Tonight it was about Dag Hammarskjoeld.* He had a one-word prayer, the most powerful prayer in the world: ‘Yes!’


  A lot of Bedalians, including staff, were at the Ban the Bomb demonstration with Canon Collins, Bertrand Russell, Vanessa Redgrave, etc.† Mr Gillingham (who teaches me Maths) is the leader of the Bedales CND brigade. He is also producing The Mikado with the local Gilbert and Sullivan Society! I am going on 2 December.


  Sunday, 8 October 1961


  11.27 a.m. I am writing this in the Library. I am up in the gallery in an oak-beamed alcove. This is my favourite place.


  I have had quite an amusing letter from Mr Harkness. He says: ‘I quite understand how you feel about the rugger. Seldom does the true artist enjoy that sort of thing. Unfortunately, in life we find we can’t always be doing the things we like best, and then we just have to struggle like mad to make some sort of job of it. Otherwise it gets on top of us and makes us even more fed-up.’


  Actually, this week even the rugger hasn’t been too bad, helped by the fact that Mr Bennett (the Lithcot matron’s husband) has got me some new boots. I take size 9 and the old ones were size 6!


  On Wednesday and Saturday afternoon we are allowed to walk into Petersfield. It’s about twenty minutes, all downhill. Last Saturday some of us went to see Peter Ustinov in Romanoff and Juliet. It was great fun – and very cheap. You can sit anywhere in the cinema (children under 14) for one shilling! Yesterday, I went on my own to see HM [Hayley Mills] in Whistle Down the Wind. Wonderful.


  Last night, as on every Saturday, we had ‘entertainments’. They were five art films, extremely interesting, especially the ones on medieval painting and on Reg Butler the sculptor.*


  Ma has sent me some ‘jeans’ which will be useful for ‘Outdoor Work’, not my favourite.


  Thursday, 19 October 1961


  On Tuesday, as the weather wasn’t too good, instead of ‘Outdoor Work’ I went on what is called ‘Wet Run’. It was fairly short and only took about twenty minutes. Adam Reeves (who is in my block, wears Billy Bunter gig-lamps and plays the double bass) showed me round. (He’s even more of a weed than I am!) Yesterday I went to Petersfield and bought some Bournville dark chocolate at Woolworths (Pa’s favourite and mine) and had my hair cut very nicely (and very short) for 2/6d. Then I went and did some bell-ringing in Steep Church where one of the older boys began me on my first lessons – not very difficult. This afternoon two other boys and I tried to cut a branch off a rotting tree in ‘Outdoor Work’. We were at it for nearly two hours and finally left before lessons without it being down!!


  This weekend, on Saturday we will have an Old Bedalian giving a talk on the magazine Which? and on Sunday at 11.00 a.m. Sir Basil Henriques† is giving a talk on his work in the ‘East End’ which should be interesting. No more now as my biro has run out.


  Sunday, 12 November 1961


  Remembrance Sunday. Augustus John‡ has died. Apparently, whenever he met a small child he would pat it on the head in case it was one of his!


  On Wednesday Mr Bellis, the gym master, asked me if I would touch-judge an ‘away’ match against St Edward’s so I could not get down to see the film Parent Trap or buy my paper [the Stage]. The match wasn’t at all bad though a little cold. I made myself look very sporty and cheered madly throughout. We did brilliantly the first half then they caught up and won.


  Yesterday, however, I got to see Hayley Mills as the film was showing all week. The cinema was packed with a long queue outside. I managed to get in for the beginning and stayed to see it half through again.


  For ‘entertainments’ last night we had a man, C. E. Ellis, to talk about his sailing trips around the world showing slides. It was nothing to shout about.


  Friday, 29 December 1961


  Hes[ter] is not very well.* This evening she was on all fours in the front room, barking. Ma didn’t know what to do, so retreated to the kitchen. Pa didn’t know what to do, so I went with him next door to find our neighbour, Dr Schindler [a Freudian psychoanalyst]. Dr Schindler came over and tried to to talk to Hes, but she turned on him and tried to bite his ankle. He ran back to his flat terrified! Hes seemed a lot better after that and was quite normal by supper-time.


  Saturday, 30 December 1961


  My Bedales report came and Ma and Pa let me see it. Bits to note: Height at the end of term 5′ 4 ½′′. Weight, 7 st 6 lb. Average age of form: 13.11. All good really, except for Outdoor Work. Look:


  Outdoor Work is obviously not his métier. Nevertheless there has been a marked lack of effort and concentration. His repartee is amusing and diverting but there is too much of it.(!!!)


  That was David Sykes, the Outdoor Work master. He loves Outdoor Work. He is an Old Bedalian. Outdoor Work is at the heart of the Bedales ‘ethos’. This is Mr Gill’s form report:


  Giles has become a confident member of the school and has achieved good results, by and large, in his academic subjects. He is amusing and sociable. His contemporaries enjoy his eye-rolling melodramatic impressions; so do I. But it would be a pity if he shirked manual jobs on the estate. There is much of practical use to be learnt there and pleasure to be had.


  Note spelling of ‘Giles’!!


  Tuesday, 16 January 1962


  Tomorrow, back to school, 4.22 from Waterloo. Good Christmas holiday. I may be nearly 14, but I still like the crackling noise of my stocking (actually pillow case) at the end of the bed on Christmas Day! (Not a good Christmas for everyone, of course. Adolf Eichmann is going to be hanged. And in Peru thousands of people have died in a landslide.)


  Good Christmas shows. We did not get to see Beyond the Fringe after all, but on Monday we saw The Mousetrap at the Ambassadors’ (the longest-running play of any kind in the history of British theatre, now in its tenth year – X did it!*) and tonight we are going to Old King Cole at the Palladium with Charlie Drake (‘Hello my darlings!’). Wizard of Oz on Ice was fun at Wembley and we had a box at the Royal Festival Hall for The Nutcracker on Boxing Day. (Well done Pa sorting that out!) But best of all was Critics’ Choice at the Vaudeville with Ian Carmichael (very stylish and funny) and super-best Christopher Plummer and Eric Porter in Becket by Jean Anouilh at the Globe. Directed by Peter Hall. Really good.


  I have renewed my membership of the Homosexual Law Reform Society and the Albany Trust and have received a letter from Antony Grey personally.† The magazine is very interesting and worthwhile.


  Sunday, 21 January 1962


  As last term my form is 3C. My form includes Gay Parsons, John Wicksteed, Alison Ball, Chris Irwin, Sian Bennett and a few others. The purpose of the form is to meet occasionally on Sunday afternoons at Mr Gill’s house (form master) and generally chat. The complete block which consists of about 45 is divided into three sets, A, B and C. I am in A for everything, except Maths (B) and Science (C). The Science C set is for all the people who have to catch up with work they have missed. I have dropped the ’cello (despite my beautiful bowing wrist!), but I am striving away at the piano. My dorm is now on Boys’ Flat in the main school where we have lights out at 9.30 p.m. For this term only I and about eight others have to get up at 7.30 a.m. to lay the breakfast tables. We lay two each and miss the morning walk. This morning I ordered the Sunday Times (7d) and it was delivered TO MY BED at 7.00 a.m. by a boy who goes out every Sunday and collects all the newspapers from Petersfield railway station at 5.30 a.m.! We get cooked breakfast (sort of) from Monday to Saturday, but Sunday breakfast is definitely my favourite: soft white rolls, butter, honey and Marmite. (Honey and Marmite together is a delicacy that I much recommend.)


  Sunday, 18 February 1962


  The Sunday Times now comes with a ‘colour supplement’ each week. V good. James Hanratty has been found guilty of the murder of Michael Gregsten on the A6 at Deadman Hill and is to be hanged. Not good. I am against the death penalty. This morning we have a talk about Tristan da Cunha and the evacuation of all the islanders following last year’s volcanic eruption. Should be interesting. This afternoon I am having tea with Rachel* in her sitting room at Steepcote. If I get there first I have to put on the fire! She is entering me for a national verse-speaking competition and we are going to decide what poems I will learn – something by Masefield definitely, and probably ‘To a Snowflake’ by Francis Thompson. For my ‘free choice’ I want to do ‘Lord Lundy’ by Hilaire Belloc. Rachel is a funny old thing, but I am in her good books at the moment and I want it to stay that way because she is important to me. (And I like her really.)


  Sunday, 4 March 1962


  Yesterday we caught the 9.30 train from Petersfield, changed at Haslemere and reached Waterloo at 11.00 a.m. We took the tube to St John’s Wood (Bakerloo Line, no changing) and walked to the George Eliot School on Marlborough Hill where the competition was taking place. Rachel gave us good advice before we got there: ‘Don’t make audible rude comments about other people’s speaking – you never know who you may be sitting next to!’ It went well, but not perfectly. I came second in both my sections and got two certificates. For our choric effort (‘The Pobble who has no toes had once as many as we’ – E. Lear) we came third. We will do better next year!


  I stayed the night at 5H, going back on the 5.27 this evening. I am reading Pa’s copy of Famous Trials: Oscar Wilde. It is gripping stuff:


  Mr Carson: Do you drink champagne yourself?


  Oscar Wilde: Yes. Iced champagne is a favourite drink of mine – strongly against my doctor’s orders.


  Mr Carson: Never mind your doctor’s orders, sir.


  Oscar Wilde: I never do.


  Oscar Wilde’s older son, Cyril, was a pupil at Bedales.† For my fourteenth birthday (Thursday!) I am hoping to receive a special edition of The Complete Works of Oscar Wilde.


  Sunday, 29 April 1962


  Going today with Ma and Pa to Bristol to see Hester in her mental hospital. She is having electric shock treatment and may be in a straitjacket so it could all be a bit grim. Poor Hes!


  Yesterday went to Write Me a Murder at the Lyric. James Villiers & Co. Great fun. Other holiday highlights: The School for Scandal at the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, with Ralph Richardson, Margaret Rutherford, John Neville, Daniel Massey, Anna Massey, directed by John Gielgud. Wonderful, wonderful. It’s such a brilliant play and done con brio. Also at the Haymarket, Joyce Grenfell with her songs and monologues. Funny and good. Ma really loved it. Went with Pa to Rear Window at the Plaza – Hitchcock and v good. Also the film of Julius Caesar with Gielgud, Marlon Brando, James Mason at the Baker Street Classic – really, really good. And not forgetting my puppet show for brother Ben’s fourth birthday party on Saturday 14th – a brilliant success! Of course!


  Family pride. Cousin Beryl’s work will be featured when the new Coventry Cathedral is consecrated next month.* I am not going to St Stephen’s, Gloucester Road, any more. I am going round the corner to St Marylebone Parish Church just opposite Madame Tussaud’s. It is famous as the church where Elizabeth Barrett of Wimpole Street and Robert Browning got married when they ran away together. I have been going to the 8.00 a.m. Communion service on Sundays. I miss St Stephen’s. I liked being the boat boy and carrying the dry incense for the thurifer. I miss the smell of the incense. I miss kneeling on the hard floor in front of the altar and looking up at the altar when everyone else bowed their heads at the ringing of the Angelus. I miss Father Howard. (He showed me my first dead body – in a coffin in the room behind the vestry.) But we’re in Baker Street now. Time for a change.


  Wednesday, 2 May 1962


  The newspapers are full of pictures of Peter Paice!† According to the Daily Mail: ‘A red heron aircraft of the Queen’s Flight, piloted by Prince Philip, took off from Lossiemouth at 1.40 p.m. yesterday. A few minutes later it swooped over Gordonstoun, waggled its wings, then headed for the North Sea and Holland. This was Prince Philip’s parting salute to his son, who yesterday became a Gordonstoun schoolboy.’ Peter Paice is photographed in his shorts and pullover showing Prince Charles around the school. PP is grinning, but poor Prince Charles looks rather sad and serious. And his ears are even bigger than mine! (We will learn more in more detail from PP in due course, but I don’t envy Prince Charles. There’s lots of Outdoor Work and team games at Gordonstoun! And it’s always raining in the Moray Firth. And though officially ragging isn’t allowed, the new boys are always put under the cold shower fully clothed. Not the way we do things at Bedales!)


  Also in today’s Daily Mail, a wonderful conversation between Judy Garland and Noël Coward. Noël on the secret of success: ‘In our profession the thing that counts is survival. Survival. It’s comparatively easy, if you have talent, to be a success. But what is terribly difficult is to hold it, to maintain it over a period of years.’ Judy talks about people who use her as a kind of court jester –


  Noël: Oh, yes, and after you’ve done your number, darling, without any rehearsal and no lighting and no rest, someone says, ‘My, doesn’t he look old.’


  Judy (laughing): Or fat.


  Noël: But, of course, it is no use ever expecting society to understand about showbusiness or entertainers because they never do, do they?


  Friday, 18 May 1962


  I am feeling very pleased as I have been elected to take over from Christopher Irwin to be school council representative for my form, 13 votes to 1 – so, as you can expect, I am (he is) not on the best of terms with him (me)!*


  The dress rehearsal for our Junior Play, Elizabeth Refuses, has gone wonderfully well. The play is only one episode from Pride and Prejudice so Mr Darcy doesn’t appear, otherwise I like to think I would have been playing him!! As it is, I am playing Mr Collins and making him very oily and creepy and everyone seems to think it is very funny. Caroline Bullock as Lady Catherine de Burgh is also excellent.


  Did I say that I have had my first cricket match? My side was fielding so I haven’t had a go at batting yet. Something to look forward to!! (Cricket balls are very, very hard.)


  Tuesday, 29 May 1962


  I am going with Roslyn Payne. She is 17 and in Block VI. And very keen on sport and sailing! We went to the haystack beyond the orchard during activities and stayed so long (XX!) that we almost missed evening Assembly. We ran to the Lupton Hall and walked in at exactly 8.15 p.m. We were the very last two people to walk to our places and I didn’t know it until afterwards but I had straw all over my back. There were lots of sniggers. I thought it was because we came in together and were last, but it was because of the straw!! None of the staff said anything so that’s all right.


  Wednesday, 30 May 1962


  Went with RP up Butser Hill and lay right at the top on our backs on the grass looking up at the sky. It was sunny and the sky was blue and we watched the clouds. XX. STHTO.*


  Tuesday, 12 June 1962


  9.15 a.m. I am in the San! Suffering from German Measles, only quite mildly though, so I shall hope to be up and about in a few days and I am using this as an opportunity to catch up on my diary.


  I have seen the school doctor who I have to say is no Dr Kildare! He is more Dr Gillespie (Ma’s favourite), old and grumpy.† Nobody likes him very much. The girls say that he takes his time putting his stethoscope across their chests and is quite creepy!


  We have had a heat-wave during the last week and I’m getting quite a tan (!!) and since the swimming pool was opened on Wednesday I have been in twice. The pool is three times the size of the one at Betteshanger and has twice as many boards, and also seems warmer (joke!).


  On Saturday I went to an extremely interesting and good talk on the newly opened Chichester Festival Theatre (not far from here) and have a lot of fascinating literature and am hoping to be able to go and see some productions this term.


  My little radio is invaluable and in constant use and I have now acquired an earplug so can listen to the News and Today with Jack de Manio* in the a.m. without disturbing others.


  I have just finished reading How Green Was My Valley by Richard Llewellyn (which I loved) on the advice of Mr Stocks. I will write to tell him.


  RP [Roslyn Payne] – RIP.


  Wednesday, 25 July 1962


  I am on the 5.55 p.m. train from Chichester to London. I have just been to see Uncle Vanya by Anton Chekhov at the Chichester Festival Theatre. This is the finest play I have ever seen. It is funny and powerful and very moving. The in-the-round production by Laurence Olivier is wonderful. The set by Sean Kenny is modern, but you feel completely that you are in Russia. The acting is the best acting I have ever seen. It is full of stars. Dame Sybil Thorndike is the old nurse and her real husband, Lewis Casson, is the old man, Waffles. The girls are Joan Plowright and Joan Greenwood who are both excellent and very moving. (I love Joan Greenwood’s husky voice!) Laurence Olivier, of course, is my hero and he is brilliant as Astrov, the doctor. He is amazing, let’s face it. But let’s face it also: Michael Redgrave as Uncle Vanya is even more amazing! He was completely and utterly real, heartbreaking and wonderful. This is the best acting in the world and I was there! Exciting.


  Thursday, 16 August 1962


  I am in Paris and staying with Madame Caumont. It is not a family this year, but a house that takes students. I am the youngest by quite a bit. They are mostly 16–20, but there is one older man (26?) who thinks he is the bees’ knees and is making a play for all the girls. There are lots of girls! There is also a very pale, pasty English boy, 17, who shares my room and all he talks about is saving up enough money to go to a prostitute in Montmartre! I shall be going to Montmartre also – to the Sacré Cœur!


  Friday, 17 August 1962


  The French papers are full of Algeria and Marilyn Monroe.† I went to Café Mephisto and bought an airmail edition of The Times. Laurence Olivier is to be the director of the new National Theatre when it opens. Renate Lepp XX. She is German! (Mein Deutsch ist schrecklich, aber . . .)


  Saturday, 25 August 1962


  Renate has gone. She gave me a lovely little wooden box as a present. François, the ‘older man’, has been asked to leave. I am glad. I don’t know why he was here in the first place. We are all doing French lessons. He is French! I didn’t like him and he didn’t like me. (Though I can see that he was quite amusing and clever.) I think he also really did behave quite badly towards some of the girls. I am taking Monika to the station this morning. She is going home. St Lazare. I will get my own ticket at the same time.


  Sunday, 26 August 1962


  Picnic! Brigitte. X.


  Wednesday, 29 August 1962


  Hugh says he went to a prostitute near the Moulin Rouge last night. I don’t believe him. He had no details to offer, just tried to look pleased with himself. I shall not be sorry not to be sharing a room with him any more. Home next. St Lazare 9.55. Dieppe 13.05. Victoria 18.29.


  Monday, 24 September 1962


  B Dorm this term, the biggest and, in some ways, the best dorm on flat, with a very pleasant, ‘arranged’ group (i.e. we asked to be together) including my particular copains, Robert Booth and Julian Langinger (both Block VI). Robert has wonderful black boots that cover his ankles and he ‘treats’ them with a bone before polishing them to keep them supple. He is très elegant! Also in the dorm, Syphilis Erlich,* John Wicksteed, Chris Tomlinson (all in Block IV with me) and two new boys (from Block III). Anthony Gillingham (Maths, CND and G & S) is my form master. When not marching, he is producing Princess Ida with the local amateurs this term. I have been elected form representative for school council again. Also I’m in charge of ‘Clocks’ which consists of checking all the electric school clocks.


  All the subject sets are much smaller (no more than five people) and my main teachers are as follows:


  French: George Smith (fat, jolly, nice, good, smells of tobacco)


  Latin: Cyril King (old – very old, he has been teaching at Bedales since 1923; also very dotty and eccentric and nice. When he wants you to start work he says, ‘Carry on with your labours!’ At first I thought he was saying, ‘Carry on with your neighbours!’ – which led to some confusion. He is the brother of Cecil King, the head of the Daily Mirror, and is married to Mrs King, who is another Old Bedalian.)**


  Maths: Anthony Gillingham (He has six children, five daughters and a son. I think he and Mrs Gillingham must be vegetarians! Mrs G is like a faded rag doll, but very nice, an OB herself and part of the Great Bedales Heritage. Her father was a Bedalian in 1896, taught here, etc. etc. She is also v CND.)


  English: George Bird (new this term and v interesting. He is very tall and thin and walks with huge strides, leaning forwards with a stoop. They say he used to be a spy. He looks like one of the spies in Mad magazine and he speaks Russian.)


  German: George Bird (as above)


  History: Tim Slack (new this term and v v interesting. He is the new headmaster. He is 34 and comes with the blessing of Kurt Hahn . . . I think we know what that means.*)


  PS: Today I played my first rugger game of the season and scored the only two tries of the game!


  Sunday, 7 October 1962


  This year the Senior School Play is to be T. S. Eliot’s Murder in the Cathedral (male cast of eight; the chorus will be all girls). I have auditioned for the part of Herald (32 lines) and if I get it, which I have a feeling I will, I will be the youngest person ever to get a speaking part in the S.S. Play.


  Currently I am preparing sketches for the ‘Merry Evening’ entertainment planned for 20 October. I have three lined up: two black-out sketches and ‘Three little boys from school are we’, music from The Mikado with new words by GDB. I am also to play the triangle in a musical quiz devised by Anthony Gillingham! Last night for ‘entertainment’ Mr Slack gave a talk on Burma, dressed in their national costume. Not very informative, but amusing and spirited.


  Yesterday I went into Petersfield to get my watch mended and Liz Overton (Block VI) gave me a lovely pencil drawing she has done of me. It’s a head and shoulders portrait and she has made a little frame for it. She has given me beautiful long eyelashes. Perhaps I have beautiful long eyelashes?!


  Wednesday, 24 October 1962


  News:


  1. I have got the part of the Herald in Murder in the Cathedral; only 32 lines but an unprecedented achievement in the history of Bedales school plays. Becket will be played by Ben Powell (18), First Knight Robert Booth (18), First Priest Julian Langinger (18).


  2. The end of the world is nigh! President Kennedy says that Russia has missiles sites on Cuba and has imposed an arms blockade. There could be a nuclear war! Everyone here is taking it VERY seriously, especially Mr Gillingham and all the CND crowd. (At Bedales that’s virtually everybody!) I say that it is because we have nuclear weapons that we are safe, but no one is listening to me! All over school people are working out where to hide in the event that the Bomb gets dropped – in cupboards, under the oak dining-room tables, etc. I think the stone dressing rooms under the Lupton Hall will be the safest place, but I am not very worried. We have a nuclear deterrent. It will deter!


  3. Went to Pefe.* Haircut. Woolworths. Watch.


  4. Sent epistle to Jackie.†


  Sunday, 28 October 1962


  1. The ‘Cuban Missile Crisis’ is over! Mr Krushchev has announced that the Russian missiles based in Cuba will be dismantled. President Kennedy has promised that America will not invade Cuba and is lifting the blockade. CND are planning demonstrations. Bedalians will be on the march! (Not all of us, of course.)


  2. Excellent play-reading yesterday. An Inspector Calls by J. B. Priestley.


  3. Jackie XX.


  4. Have just finished Pacifique by Jean Mortet (French novel) and Where Angels Fear to Tread by E. M. Forster. Both excellent.


  Sunday, 11 November 1962


  On Wednesday E. Martin Browne* came down. He has produced all T. S. Eliot’s plays, including the first production of Murder at Canterbury, and is the expert. He gave a long and interesting talk to the cast, and Rachel has, I feel, taken a lot of tips from him.


  I am taking tips from Mr Bird (English). I have shown him some of the poetry I have been writing. He thinks it is ‘too personal’ for publication! He has written me a long note. He says, interestingly:


  When the muse stirs in us, it almost always to begin with, produces thoughts on what touches us closely. The developing poetic talent soon transmutes the fruit of personal experience into an utterance of general appeal and significance. I think the novelist does much the same. Passage to India, for example, might well have been just another travel book – but it’s far from that. War and Peace could have been Mrs Dale’s Diary of the Napoleonic invasion of Russia, but it’s far, far more and almost timeless in its general appeal (cf. the classical tragedies). Anna Karenina could have been a sordid, personal tale of adultery, a kind of Room at the Top, but Tolstoy transmutes its value and raises it far above this.


  All this is v heavy and it’s not meant to be discouraging or disparaging. When I look back at my own stuff, I still can’t raise it from the narrowly personal – that’s because I’m not a poet. There are signs that you may soon do so, esp. in the non-strictly personal poems, ‘I Am’ and ‘Why?’


  I think this is good criticism. He has gone through each poem very carefully and doesn’t pull his punches. This is what he says about the opening of ‘Last Night’:


  Same problem of weak and colourless words coming in strong places or places unsuitable to the rhythm. Here’s an example of the sort of juggling that can sometimes straighten the trouble out eventually:


  Version (a) ‘Last night as awake I lay,


  Thinking . . .’ Too artificial, almost comic


  Version (b) ‘Last night as I lay sleepless . . .’ Too like ‘Lost Chord’. Is ‘Last night’ perhaps the trouble?


  Version (c) ‘Wakeful at night I thought of you


  And heard a voice, like yours,


  Ring out . . .’ Not bad, not bad at all! Let’s keep it for a moment.


  But does her voice ring out like a Knightsbridge hostess?


  It’s a good principle to aim at being one hundred per cent concrete and vivid all the time, making every word contribute towards this effect, though fifty per cent success is all that’s necessary or possible. ‘But you didn’t give me any love’ isn’t vivid or concrete – ‘didn’t’ and ‘any’ being particularly windy, gutless words. ‘But me you gave no love at all’, I suggest not as an alternative but as an example of an attempt to exclude the windy and the weak.


  I like his suggestions and shall attempt to act accordingly.


  Sunday, 30 December 1962


  Best things of the year 1962 – top ten.


  1. Wonderful report! Best ever. ‘Excellent’, ‘impressive’, ‘full of intelligence’. Lo and behold, Outdoor Activities: ‘At long last he has forsaken the role of jester during the afternoons. For the first time I really feel he has made some measurable contributions.’!! But there is a WARNING from Mr Gillingham which I note: ‘He is a very cheerful and friendly boy, perhaps rather pleased with himself, but becoming more seriously concerned with and involved in the community around him. He has a delightful vitality and bonhomie which I hope will develop under reasonable control.’


  2. Monk (with v good wig) and Herald (with v good 32 lines!) in Murder in the Cathedral.


  3. Jackie. Eight weeks yesterday!


  4. Mr Bird.


  5. My typewriter.


  6. My room. I have rearranged everything. It is looking v good, esp. the bookshelves. All books now arranged alphabetically by type.


  7. Theatre. Uncle Vanya with Michael Redgrave and Laurence Olivier.


  8. TV. That Was The Week That Was. New and v interesting and v controversial. Esp. gd, B. Levin arguing about everything with everybody!*


  9. Music. Everybody else has bought ‘Stranger on the Shore’, ‘Telstar’ and ‘Return to Sender’ (Elvis). I haven’t! My top records are My Fair Lady, Edith Piaf and Noël Coward in Las Vegas!


  10. Quotations of the Year. (I am collecting quotations in a new book.) Top two: i) ‘We’re eyeball to eyeball and the other fellow just blinked.’ Dean Rusk, American Secretary of State on the Cuban Missile Crisis. ii) ‘Greater love hath no man that this, that he lay down his friends for his life.’ Jeremy Thorpe MP on Mr Macmillan’s Night of the Long Knives.†


  
Sex and Politics

  January – December 1963


  Wednesday, 2 January 1963


  2.30 p.m., Aldwych Theatre, Upper Circle A6. King Lear with Paul Scofield as Lear and Alec McCowen as the Fool, directed by Peter Brook. Magnificent. Strong and swift and angry and then desperate and pitiful.


  Saturday, 5 January 1963


  To Launderette with Ben. (We took the basket-on-wheels with the sheets etc. and two pillow cases full of shirts etc.) To Harrods Sale with Pa, followed by tea and iced buns at ABC, Gloucester Road. (Ma in King’s Road at Josephine’s getting hair done.) Hester home for her birthday meal last night. All’s well. Christmas thank-you letters – must do. Taking decorations down tomorrow – Twelfth Night. Jackie, 10 weeks.


  Monday, 14 January 1963


  JPR [Jackie] came to London yesterday and we ended it, after 78 days . . . we are going to be ‘friends’. A sad and difficult afternoon, to be followed today by a silly and fun afternoon. I am taking Ben [now nearly five] to see Noddy on stage! We love Big Ears! Back to school tomorrow. Waterloo, 4.20 p.m.


  Saturday, 19 January 1963


  I shouldn’t really be writing the diary as I have a 500-word article on King Lear to write, type and find photos for before this afternoon. The reason being that a ‘wall magazine’ (a weekly magazine by members of the school to be pinned up on a large board in the Quad) has been started by Mr Henschell – senior history – and I have been chosen editor of Drama, Television, Films, Religion and small Obituaries! This week I am writing on Lear and That Was The Week . . . Next week Olivier and ‘television today’, and so on. I have been able, because of this lark, to get off all snow-clearing – so seven free afternoons a week!


  The Entertainment this evening is a play-reading – a dozen people sit (or stand) on stage and read a play to the rest of the school. We are doing Dylan Thomas’s Under Milk Wood. I am Second Narrator.


  Other news. 1) President de Gaulle (‘Français, Françaises . . .’) has told the world that he does not want Great Britain to join the Common Market and he does not like our decision to take Polaris missiles from the Americans. 2) Hugh Gaitskell has died. (Sister Ginny will be v sad about this. She has been nursing him at the Middlesex and says that he is/was a wonderful man.)*


  Friday, 1 February 1963


  I am in the San. I have the flu. I am not well, but I have not been idle. I have been writing articles, essays, letters! I wrote to Jackie and she came to see me last night. She wasn’t allowed into the San, but she stood at the window and waved at me and blew kisses. I got a nice letter from her this morning. She says, ‘I hope I will be able to pull my socks up and stop being such a bloody fool and let myself fall in love with you again soon.’!! She has added a funny PS:


  Must write something horrid about matron just in the hope that she reads it.


  Oh, sorry, I forgot you’re mad about her. What’s the new nurse like?


  Sunday, 10 February 1963


  Last night, jiving.


  This afternoon, tea with Mr Gillingham.


  In between, I’m a recovered and a busy boy: since leaving the San, two articles, two poems, letter to Mr Stocks, letter to Ma and Pa, school council meeting, play-reading (Lord I Was Afraid by Nigel Balchin), more Pelleas and Melisande rehearsals (our producer, Judith Earnshaw, 17, who adapted the play from Maeterlinck, is supposed to be the cleverest English student Bedales has ever known, but Peter Brook she ain’t!) and extra work for Religious Knowledge! I am practically learning St Matthew, St Mark and all the Apostles off by heart!! AND – yes, here is the news – Jackie says she loves me. XX MT.† (Since you ask, on the mats in the storeroom in the gym!)


  Saturday, 23 February 1963


  Sex is in the air – and sex at Bedales is in the newspapers!! Mr Slack (headmaster) has written to all parents (and prospective parents!) about the article that appeared in Sixth Form Opinion under the headline ‘Is chastity outmoded?’ It seems that some Bedalians – notably my friend, Judith Earnshaw, the producer of the ill-starred Pelleas and Melisande – think it is! The SFO article has been picked up by The Times, Herald, Sketch, Mirror, etc. and Mr Slack is ‘extremely sorry for the distress which parents will have suffered’.


  I am extremely sorry for the distress suffered by the cast of P and M! Judith Earnshaw is practically in a state of collapse and the fuss Mr Slack has made has only made matters worse. Reporters and photographers are now continually prowling round the school grounds, mostly trying to get hold of Judith, who has been forbidden all visitors and has her post checked before she sees it. Mr Slack tried to get hold of a Daily Express cameraman’s camera after he had taken a photograph of him in a furious temper!


  Friday, 8 March 1963


  My 15th birthday. Phoned home. All’s well. P & M dress rehearsal went okay. GE X.*


  Wednesday, 13 March 1963


  Pasted into the diary, a note from Jackie:


  Do you really hate me so much that you have to ignore me completely and glare at me as if all this is my fault and that I’m to blame for you being such a spineless two-faced bastard. Anyway, I love you. You’ve crushed my heart into little pieces, do you have to take so long scattering the bits? Since you haven’t said anything I presume from your silence that the whole thing is at an end, though I can’t bear leaving it in mid-air like this. Please confirm, in words not in writing. Please.


  It’s over. I have told her.


  Also pasted into the diary, a review of Pelleas and Melisande from the school ‘wall magazine’:


  This was an unfortunate play to choose for juniors, or indeed for any children, as only mature professionals could convey Maeterlinck’s symbolism to its proper degree. The best performance in this extremely difficult play came from Gyles Brandreth, who fortunately played down his usually melodramatic style, and the only lapse in an otherwise outstanding performance was when for one moment he became Gyles and not Goloud, so losing his sincerity.


  Saturday, 16 March 1963


  Long letter from Jackie. Harsh and bitter. ‘You cannot fall in love until you can learn to love someone more than yourself.’ She is very angry with me, which I understand. She is nice about Gail! ‘I genuinely hope that she will make you happy. I’m sure she will.’ She wants me to go to supper at Foxcot [the girls’ house where her mother was matron] and ends, ‘Good luck with the speech comp. I’m sure you will do brilliantly without my ring.’ Well, as it happens . . . I did come first.


  Sunday, 17 March 1963


  Went to supper at Foxcot. Jackie XXX. All on again.


  Began rehearsals for Our Town by Thornton Wilder. I’m playing Mr Webb. My first part with an American accent. Should be fun.


  Sunday, 24 March 1963


  I love Jackie. Jackie loves me. I love Gail. Life is complicated! And I am not alone . . . A member of the Cabinet, Mr John Profumo MP, Secretary of State for War, has told the House of Commons that he has NOT been having a love affair with a model called Christine Keeler! Three Labour MPs (George Wigg, Richard Crossman and Barbara Castle) have suggested that Mr Profumo has been in a ‘relationship’ with the model (aged 21) who at the same time was in a relationship with the Russian naval attaché, one Captain Ivanov! Mr Profumo made a ‘personal statement’ to Parliament on Friday denying all the allegations: ‘There was no impropriety whatever in my acquaintance with Miss Keeler and I have made the statement because of what was said yesterday in the House by three honourable members whose remarks were protected by privilege.’*


  According to Mr Profumo, he and his wife (the actress Valerie Hobson) met Christine Keeler at Lord Astor’s home, Cliveden in Berkshire, in July 1961. They were guests of Dr Stephen Ward, a London osteopath, who has a country cottage on the Cliveden estate. Also there were Miss Keeler and Eugene Ivanov of the Russian embassy. The allegation is that Christine Keeler could have passed on state secrets (nuclear secrets) that she had learnt from Mr Profumo (British War Minister) to Captain Ivanov (Soviet spy) . . . Mr Profumo denies EVERYTHING, but our Mr Bird (who was also a spy, remember) tells me that George Wigg MP has his nose (and his very large ears) very close to the ground and, whatever Mr Profumo says, something FISHY has been going on! Mr Henschell says I can write about it for Roundabout [the school wall magazine].


  Wednesday, 27 March 1963


  End of term. 8.22 a.m. train from Petersfield. Waterloo 10.50 a.m. Will the line survive Dr Beeching?* The chairman of British Railways wants to close 2,128 stations, including Ballater, the station the Queen uses when she goes to Balmoral. Is nothing sacred?


  Last night, school film: The Mouse That Roared with Peter Sellers playing three different parts. Quite funny. Afterwards, Jackie XX but no T. ‘I wish I could explain why I don’t want to, but I can’t because I don’t even know myself. I promise you that next term, if you still love me, everything will be all right.’


  Tuesday, 2 April 1963


  Selfridges. Get gramophone mended. Buy shoes. Lunch with Pa at Fanum House in Leicester Square. Miss Webb† is making more mistakes than ever! Pa showed me the carbon copy of one of her letters and there were seventeen corrections!! 2.30 p.m. Interview with Mr Maxwell Park about the summer job at Thomas Cook headquarters in Berkeley Square. It is right by Gail’s father’s camera shop, Engert Photography. Writing to Gail tonight. She is very beautiful.


  Sunday, 7 April 1963


  I am at Foxcot for the weekend, staying with Jackie and her mother. Sue‡ is on holiday in Cornwall. Ups and downs, but all good really. Last night we went by train to Portsmouth and saw two wonderful films, Room at the Top and A Taste of Honey. (Both certificate X, but we got into the cinema without any questions being asked.) I say the films were wonderful, but that’s the wrong word. They were very well made, but they were sad and painful. There is lots of sex in Room at the Top (and, of course, I liked Donald Wolfit as the north country father), but I preferred A Taste of Honey and found it more real and more moving. Rita Tushingham and Murray Melvin really excellent.


  Wednesday, 10 April 1963


  Ma’s 49th birthday. As a special treat, we went to the first night of An Evening with Maurice Chevalier at the Saville Theatre. He is 75 and superb! He gave us all the favourites – ‘Thank Heaven for Little Girls’, ‘Louise’, ‘I’m Glad I’m Not Young Any More’, etc. – and was a true star from start to finish. A night to remember.


  Sunday, 14 April 1963


  Easter Day. Went to St Stephen’s, Gloucester Road, a.m., then letters in afternoon. Jackie has sent three letters this week. All lovely. She doesn’t believe in God, but she says she is going to church today: ‘I will pray not to anyone or anything, but for you and for us.’ I have written to her and to Jane [her mother] and now I’m going to write to Gail. It’s her birthday on Friday.


  All good here. Pa is excited because Raymond Baxter is coming to the flat this week to film an interview with him for Panorama. It is all about the arrival in the UK of the American phenomenon of parking meters and because Pa is the nation’s Number One motoring lawyer they are going to be talking to him.


  I shall be following the Aldermaston March on the TV news in the hope of catching sight of Mr Gillingham other Bedalian CND supporters.*


  Saturday, 11 May 1963


  What a day! ITV have been here at school for the past two days filming for a programme on British education. The programme is every Wednesday at 6.45 p.m., called Here and Now. We are, of course, representing coeducation.


  This morning, during lessons, there was an hour-long ‘sit-down’ in protest against a new regulation concerning the types of sandals that might be worn by boys. The boys want to wear any kind of sandal, but Mr Slack says we must wear sandals with heels and closed toes and we must always wear socks. During the protest, there was lots of chanting: ‘Down with Slack!’, ‘Closed Sandals Mean Sweaty Feet!’ and so on. The sit-down took place in the Quad and the head boy and I were the only two boys in the entire school who did not take part. The ITV people lapped it up and I was asked why I didn’t take part!! It’s doubtful whether they’ll use it as Mr Slack had a word with them.


  Roundabout goes well. I have joined the editorial committee, writing for the Conservative Party. I’m going to have some difficulty this week!! Things are not going well for Mr Macmillan and people are calling Mr Wilson ‘the British President Kennedy’. (Kennedy and Wilson are having their first meeting at the White House.) Others news: Sir Winston Churchill is retiring. He is 88 and has been an MP for sixty years.


  Other news here: In Sports we have a House Competition where you score points for your House by getting standards. I got my first yesterday: 220 yards in 28 seconds. And Jackie will be 16 on Tuesday. I am giving her a love letter, a poem and some red roses.


  Saturday, 18 May 1963


  That was the (most hectic) week that was – and it’s not over yet! On Monday I was drawn into the French Junior Play – due to be performed tonight – to look after props. But true to my spirit I have now taken charge of the whole evening and turned it into a ‘Soirée Française’! I’ve organised a band – I’ll conduct! – to play the Marseillaise. I’m introducing the programme and singing a song!


  Also: Our Town rehearsals continue and I’m doing the props for that and typing out the programmes. I now have five standards: hurdles, 100 yds, 220 yds, 440 yds and 880 yds. I’m trying for the Mile on Monday. The ITV programme won’t be on for some weeks – they’re coming to do some more filming tomorrow. The music staff want me to give up the piano now – hurrah! It fits in with both their timetable and mine. On Wednesday went to tea with Mr Henschell (senior history, in charge of Roundabout) and we had an interesting discussion, contrasting the current situation in Birmingham, Alabama, with the 1958 Notting Hill race riots in London.*


  Saturday, 25 May 1963


  Tomorrow The Admirable Crichton (I am doing props and programmes); tonight Our Town (props, programmes, playing Mr Webb with wonderful make-up and costume); yesterday the South Hampshire Area Sports (I was roped in for some unknown reason to do the 220 yds and the relay);** tomorrow Jackie and I mark our eight-month anniversary. Boum! Quand notre cœur fait Boum, / Tout avec lui dit Boum, / Et c’est l’amour qui s’éveille!*


  Saturday, 8 June 1963


  Sports Day today, Parents’ Day today, Our Town today in the Lupton Hall, but let’s face it – what everyone is really interested in is THE PROFUMO CASE.


  Mr Profumo resigned from the Government and from Parliament this week [on 5 June]. He confessed that he had lied to the Prime Minister and the House of Commons on 22 March. He had been having an affair with Christine Keeler, but he insisted there was no breach of security. Mr Macmillan is on holiday in Scotland and has written to Mr Profumo: ‘This is a great tragedy for you, your family and your friends.’ The Government is in chaos and the newspapers are going wild!


  Friday, 28 June 1963


  Celebrations last night: GDB and JPR = 9 months. Celebrations today: GDB has a letter published in The Spectator – my first appearance in print in the national press. It is a letter about the Profumo case:


  Sir – In beginning your leading article last week, ‘It is not and never has been a moral crisis,’ you automatically separate morals and politics into two very distinct water-tight compartments. Yet surely to every political problem there is also a moral aspect. Spying, racial discrimination and the Bomb, all have their moral as well as political sides; as does the Profumo affair . . . &c. &c. for three paragraphs.


  Anyway, the point is: it’s there (followed by a letter from Bertrand Russell OM!) and I’m very pleased.


  Wednesday, 3 July 1963


  Interesting letter from Pa about my Spectator letter:


  You can now tell your friends that you have broken into print in the journal made famous by your ancestor on the maternal side – i.e. Jos. Addison who ‘made’ the original Spectator by his essays. Will certainly be sending a copy to the Accrington Addisons.*


  Also I hope that Jack Profumo will not connect you with me – because I forgot to tell you that I’m handling his speeding case at Brentwood tomorrow. You know I looked after Valerie, his wife, recently and then last week his secretary rang me for advice re his summons. On Friday last Profumo himself rang me and we talked for half an hour. I’d better not recite to you all he said. I had drafted a plea of Guilty – pleading ‘stress’ (it happened 24 hours after his resignation) but he insisted he would keep to his present line of not asking for sympathy in any direction. So we have cooked up something pretty non-committal. Anyway you may possibly read all about it tomorrow if the press finds room for it among the revelations of Mandy & Co.


  It seems that Mandy Rice-Davies, 18 and also a ‘model’, is Christine Keeler’s flatmate and was having an affair with the osteopath, Stephen Ward. Ward seems to have brought down the pack of cards by writing to the Prime Minister (and to Mr Wilson!) to tell them ‘the truth’ about Mr Profumo and Christine Keeler and Captain Ivanov. Now Dr Ward is being charged with ‘living off immoral earnings’.


  Other news – is there ‘other news’? Yes! I am deep in revision and President Kennedy has been to West Berlin and declared: ‘All free men, wherever they may live, are citizens of Berlin. Ich bin ein Berliner!’


  Sunday, 21 July 1963


  The exam results are all in and I have the highest average in the block (68 per cent) and have ‘been to Mr Slack’ for good exam results. Maths was the worst, though the top mark was only 61 per cent and my result, though not good (40 per cent) hasn’t caused Mr Gillingham much anxiety. He says that if I carry on like this I am bound to end up at the Treasury! I was first in English, second in History and French (Jessica French came first – how apt! I did a careless dictée), and, amazingly, third in Latin – on a very stiff paper, or so it seemed to me.


  A week ago today the annual Dramatic Society meeting took place. I was proposed as a new member and got in, nem con. The meeting was adjourned till yesterday. So last night I attended for the first time and we discussed next term’s School Play. Gradually it was narrowed down to a Shakespeare, then a Shakespeare comedy, then to Twelfth Night and A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Mr Gardiner – senior English – and I were the only ones for the Dream – my objection to TN being that it only has three speaking girls’ parts. But a vote was taken (Rachel, who will be producing, abstained) and Twelfth Night it is! I shall try for Aguecheek and Feste – and pray not to be landed with something feeble like Valentine or Curio! I expect, if I get anything, it will be Feste again. Such is life!


  Trouble (of a sort) in store for me on Tuesday. At School Council, each of the Committee reports will be read out. I am in charge of the Breakages Committee – deals with loss, damage etc. to school property. And so as to relieve the monotony of these reports I have composed mine in verse! It’s a fairly pleasant rhyming piece, which contains all the facts, yet somehow one of the staff members on the Committee – George Smith, French – objects, because he feels it’s a waste of words. I have the backing of the rest of the Committee – three pupils, one other staff – and so am going through with it. But George Smith is a member of the School Council and is, I am told, going to make a big fuss and dismiss me from the Committee for ‘deliberate disobedience’. Should be fun!


  Trouble (of a different sort) with Jackie. She has sent me a very moving and lovely seven-page later. It is full of beautiful things and I will treasure it always. She is full of love, but also very hurt and upset and angry – and she says: ‘I suppose you are too young to be anchored to one person, a basic difference between us.’ Yes. I have written her a long reply. I am also having tea in a minute with Pobs in the Block II hut.* (Should be fun!)


  Later


  It was!! It was amazing. Pobs is lovely. And very funny!


  Monday, 29 July 1963


  Today in Moscow, the Third Man, Kim Philby, became a Soviet citizen,† while today, in London, Gyles Brandreth became gainfully employed for the first time – upstairs in the railway reservations department at Thos. Cook & Son, Berkeley Street, Piccadilly. It is just a holiday job, of course, but I am to receive a weekly salary of £5 plus a London Allowance of 11/6d per week. My hours are 9.00 to 12.30 and 1.30 to 5.30. They are very friendly and the first day went well.


  Thursday, 1 August 1963


  Work is going well. I can get it all done by lunch-time! They let me off early yesterday so I went to the Academy Cinema in Oxford Street to see Olivier’s Hamlet – again. I’m off early again today, but tonight will not be so rewarding. I am going for extra coaching to a Maths tutor (John Batty – good name) in Highgate, N6.


  News. Stephen Ward, the osteopath in the Profumo case, has attempted to commit suicide. He is in hospital unconscious. The jury have found him guilty of living off immoral earnings, but sentencing has now been postponed.* The trial has been gripping stuff and the newspapers are having a field day. Ward admits to being ‘a connoisseur of love-making’, but denies that he was in it for the money. He says that the Establishment wants to destroy him because of his part in the Profumo affair. He did live with Christine Keeler, but didn’t have an affair with her, he says. As well as Mr Profumo, it turns out that Christine Keeler was also having an affair with Peter Rachman, the slum landlord. When Christine Keeler moved out of Ward’s flat, Mandy Rice-Davies moved in! Mandy R.-D. did have an affair with Ward – and with Mr Rachman, but not with Mr Profumo! During the trial when she was in the witness box and the prosecuting counsel told her that Lord Astor denied having an affair with her or even having met her, she answered, ‘Well, he would, wouldn’t he?’ (Another one for my Dictionary of Quotations!)


  And all this took place here in Marylebone, at addresses only a short walking distance from where I am writing this now!


  Friday, 9 August 1963


  Theatre. Last Saturday I went with Jackie to Chichester and we saw Saint Joan by Bernard Shaw with Joan Plowright as Joan and Robert Stephens as the Dauphin. It was magnificent – a wonderful production of a powerful play. Last night, I went to the first night of The Ides of March at the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, starring Sir John Gielgud. It was a disaster. We were up in the gallery (only 3/6d) and people near us BOOED! Yes, the greatest classical actor of his generation is playing Julius Caesar and the audience booed! In fact, Gielgud spoke very well. The problem was the way the play was put together – it’s been adapted from a novel by Thornton Wilder and it’s very wordy and not very interesting. It’s all about the last days of Caesar, but they are wearing modern dress, with little togas on top. Ridiculous. But at least I can say: I was there!


  News. There has been an amazing train robbery. The Glasgow to London mail train was ambushed and thieves have stolen more than £1 million in used banknotes. (This reminds me that I must get on with my stories about Cyril Playfair, the gentleman confidence trickster. So much to do – including extra Maths and extra German!)


  Chinese supper out tonight. Sweet and sour pork and special fried rice. Yum yum.


  Sunday, 15 September 1963


  I spent this morning with Francis Arnold (and his mother). We drank vodka and orange juice (lots of it), so will what I am writing now make sense?


  I like Ham.* Some people think he’s obnoxious, but then we can’t all be liked by everybody all the time. (There are some people at school who call me ‘Supercilious Simpson’! When it’s abbreviated to ‘Super’ I don’t mind.) Ham’s parents are divorced. His father is a children’s author living in the US – Arnold Arnold. His mother is a world-famous photographer based in London – Eve Arnold. She is a small woman, looks just like Ham, with grey hair done up in a bun. She is very American, but nice. She told us stories about Marilyn Monroe, whom she knew well and photographed many times, and we discussed Martin Luther King and the march on Washington. She said that she believes that his speech will be regarded as one of the greatest speeches ever made – alongside Abraham Lincoln’s Gettysburg address and Winston Churchill’s wartime speeches.†


  I was going to write my review of the summer holiday plays, but I haven’t really got time now. In brief, the best were Saint Joan at Chichester with Joan Plowright and Oh What A Lovely War at Wyndham’s produced by Joan Littlewood and quite perfect. It’s about the Great War and very moving. One of the best things I have ever seen. Also good: Man and Boy by Terence Rattigan at the Queen’s Theatre with Charles Boyer. I went on the first night (Upper Circle, 10/-) and it was good to ‘collect’ Monsieur Boyer who is a huge star and has much style and charm and authority. (That’s what we want – style, charm and authority!) Also good: Six Characters in Search of an Author (Pirandello) at the new May Fair Theatre and Where Angels Fear to Tread (E. M. Forster) at the St Martin’s. At my favourite theatre (because it’s the traditional home of Peter Pan, my favourite play not by Shakespeare) I saw the National Youth Theatre production of Hamlet which I much enjoyed, though the critics didn’t. (‘Young Ones Right Out of Their Depth’, Milton Shulman, Evening Standard.)*


  Last week I went back to Thos. Cook to see them all. They were pleased to see me, but all the reorganisation I had done was undone! I had improved all the systems in the department so that the whole week’s work could be done in half the time – or less! They have changed everything back to the way it was before I arrived!!


  I have written to Pobs.†


  I am now going to clean the typewriter and put in a new ribbon. I like having the red and black ribbon, because the red is useful sometimes, but the problem is that if I type very fast (and even with one finger I do!) the bottom of the black letters appear in red! I am going to use an all-black ribbon in future.


  Back to school on Tuesday. Block V. An important term awaits . . .


  Wednesday, 2 October 1963


  Wednesday is my best day this term because all I have on Wednesday morning is Latin in Period 5, so I can spend the rest of the morning here in the Library catching up on everything – work, letters, diary, reading. I read The Times every day, and The Spectator, New Statesman and New Society every week. I look at the cartoons in Punch. (They don’t get Theatre World for the Library: I buy that for myself in Petersfield.) I am following the Party Conferences with interest. It can’t be denied: Harold Wilson (also Pisces!)‡ is doing rather well. He is promising a new Britain ‘forged in the white heat of the scientific revolution’. Forged is the word!


  Sunday, 6 October 1963


  The nation is gripped by Beatlemania – ‘She loves you – yeah, yeah, yeah’ etc. GDB is gripped by Twelfth Night fever. Today I learnt, as I had expected and hoped, that I had got Malvolio. The agony of waiting now over, the agony of waiting to get down to work on the play begins.


  Monday, 7 October 1963


  This morning I received the greatest shock of my career. Rachel’s note commenting on my audition shocked me out of my complacency and made me realise how far I have to go. She said that I was ‘not right or ready for Malvolio’ at present. (I know that Peter Harris, Block VI, would have got the part if he hadn’t been ill.) She complained that I played from the outside in and now it must be from the INSIDE OUT! No guying or funny business, ‘but a real person, important (to himself), dignified, self-righteous, but not Gyles Brandreth’. She says that I have got into the trick of raising my right shoulder, which I must lose; that often I tend to make everything significant and lose the importance of simplicity; that I should start using my natural voice and stop putting on ‘funny ones’. I can see that she is right, but I am lost as to how to begin. She spoke of her criticism being a compliment to my being good enough to take it; she also said that she admires my stage sense, enthusiasm and good humour, and my help with everyone at the auditions; so at least we’re fighting the same battle, yet I am so afraid we may lose.


  Tuesday, 8 October 1963


  I have been so unhappy and worried over the prospect of playing Malvolio that I went to see Rachel at her place this afternoon. I am more than glad I did. She retracted nothing (though she was sorry if I had had a miserable day!) and added little, but gave me back some confidence. We talked about Malvolio, and my style, and she said that she was glad I was a little lost and that it would come in time, but it must come from within: Malvolio, a real person. She stressed that I should not play about with my voice and gave me a book (Old Vic Prefaces by Hugh Hunt) to look at. I am much relieved and shall bide by her ruling now: sincere, and naturally comic, no artificial guying, Malvolio from within. We start rehearsals tomorrow afternoon. I shall keep a daily record of progress.*


  Thursday, 10 October 1963


  The Prime Minister has resigned! The Conservative Party is in a state of confusion! High drama! Much excitement! (And I have Latin, German, Maths this morning, followed by Gym!)


  Edith Piaf has died, aged 47.


  Sunday, 13 October 1963


  News of the week. Harold Macmillan is in hospital in London and announced his resignation from his bed of pain. The Conservative Party is in conference in Blackpool and running riot! Everybody wants to be the next leader! Rab Butler is the Deputy Prime Minister and the obvious choice,* but he made a poor speech at the conference and people seem to think that his moment has passed. (Seize your moment – that’s the lesson!) Except Lord Hailsham (whom I rather fancy) seized his moment, but did it a bit too obviously! He announced from the conference platform that he is going to renounce his peerage and seek a by-election.† He has been photographed kissing babies, eating candyfloss and distributing badges marked Q for Quintin – not the behaviour we expect from a Tory statesman. Lord Home (pronounced Hume), the Foreign Secretary, is emerging as the unexpected favourite.‡ He may have a lisp and a face like a skull (think of an albino version of the Green Meekon in Dan Dare in the Eagle!), but he is a gentleman to his fingertips and I reckon could turn out to be our man.


  Saturday, 19 October 1963


  The 14th Earl of Home has kissed hands with Her Majesty on his appointment as Prime Minister. The Queen chose him on the advice of Mr Macmillan, having taken ‘soundings’ from Sir Winston Churchill and others. Unlike the Labour Party, the Conservative Party does not elect its leader. He ‘emerges’ after consultation within the party. This may change. Some MPs are not at all happy with the present system and two of them (Iain Macleod and Enoch Powell) are refusing to serve in Lord Home’s administration as a consequence.


  The Twelfth Night rehearsals are gathering pace. We went through the ‘Sir Topas’ scene for first time today. Pas mal . . . I find Feste a little slow, but I expect he’ll liven up in time. The serious characters are all a bit stodgy at the moment. I have yet to see Aguecheek and Fabian in action.


  Friday, 25 October 1963


  Friday night ‘civics’ in the Old Music School. We had a talk from Kurt Hahn, the founder of Gordonstoun. I am going to write it up for Roundabout. He looks a bit odd and gnome-like and he is not a great orator, but he was v interesting nonetheless. He talked about the danger we are in as a society. He believes that young people are being affected by a five-fold decay:


  the decay of fitness

  the decay of initiative and enterprise

  the decay of care and skill

  the decay of self-discipline

  the decay of compassion


  He said that the curriculum at Gordonstoun – and at Bedales – is designed to combat this decay. He paid a special tribute to The Chief.*


  I asked several questions and told him I knew Peter Paice! He asked me if I knew Prince Charles!!


  Sunday, 27 October 1963


  JPR [Jackie]. Anniversary. One year. (With some ups and downs!)


  Yesterday I read A Man for All Seasons, the play by Robert Bolt, and a perfect gem of a book by Denys Blakelock, Advice to a Player, a small collection of good advice in the form of letters to a ‘Walter Plinge’. I mention this mainly because of his references to playing ‘inside out’ and the final paragraph which ends: ‘You wouldn’t like, in the middle of your best scene, to hear a voice call out, “But we don’t believe you, dear boy!”’ This is my task – pray God I succeed. Never must I be able to fear the voice from the back of the Lupton Hall calling out: ‘But we don’t believe you, dear boy.’


  Sunday, 3 November 1963


  Half-term weekend. Yesterday morning I went with Ginny to Selfridges to buy wall-paper for Ma and Pa’s room. In the afternoon I went to the Aldwych to see the controversial play by Rolf Hochhuth, The Representative. It’s about Pope Pius XII and the Second World War and the degree to which he did or didn’t collaborate with the Nazis. The play is not sympathetic to His Holiness! It was well done (wonderful set), but a bit heavy-going and sometimes difficult to follow. Today we are papering the bedroom. We are going to do it all by 7.00 p.m. and then have a Chinese supper out as our reward! Tomorrow the Beatles are appearing at the Royal Command Performance and I’m going back to school.


  Sunday, 10 November 1963


  I am writing this in D Dorm at the end of a very long weekend. It started on Friday night with a civics talk in the OMS [Old Music School] – Joan Quennell MP.* She is an OB [Old Bedalian] but doesn’t seem like one. She is very awkward and stiff, in tweed suit and hat, and not an inspiring speaker. As just about the school’s only active Conservative I did my best to support her and asked helpful questions, but it was not a great success. However, Jackie on Saturday was wonderful. XXXX. Also rehearsals v good – see separate diary. And I’m just in from watching the Royal Command Variety Performance on the goggle box in [the housemaster] John Slater’s room. It was quite a party. We had chocolate milk and my favourite biscuits (the ones where each biscuit features a different sport) and the show was really good – Max Bygraves, Buddy Greco, Marlene Dietrich, Tommy Steele, Pinky and Perky (my favourites!), Steptoe & Son (very funny) and, of course, The Beatles! It has to be said they were very good and Paul McCartney and John Lennon were both very funny introducing the songs. Before they did ‘Twist and Shout’, John Lennon said, ‘For this song I’m going to need your help. Will the people in the cheaper seats, please clap your hands. Everyone else, just rattle your jewellery.’ The audience went wild.


  Friday, 22 November 1963


  Jane [Jackie’s mother] has sent me a letter asking me to be supportive to Jackie this week while she is doing her O Level retakes. She was expected to pass them last time and it seems that I may be the reason she didn’t! Jane doesn’t like to interfere, and she knows I am preoccupied with the play, but she would be grateful if I could be kind to Jackie between now and next Friday. She doesn’t want Jackie to know she has written to me. It is a very nice letter and must have been difficult to write and I will certainly do my best to be a loving and supportive friend this week. I’m doing O Level French on Thursday. Roundabout article this afternoon. Civics talk on Chad this evening.


  Later


  President Kennedy assassinated.


  Saturday, 23 November 1963


  The whole world is in a state of shock.


  We were in the Old Music School listening to the talk on Chad when the news came though. Everyone was completely stunned. A lot of people cried. This morning a lot of the girls are wearing black arm-bands that they must have made overnight. We had a special Assembly and stood in silence. Except for a couple of girls who keep blubbing loudly in the Quad, everything everywhere is very quiet. Nobody knows what to say, except how terrible it is. Lessons as usual (Singing, French, Maths, Gym).


  Later


  I have just come back to the dorm from John Slater’s room where we were allowed to stay up late to watch a special edition of That Was The Week That Was. It was very moving – none of the usual jokes, just a tribute to the President. Dame Sybil Thorndike did a lovely reading and Millicent Martin sang a quite amazing song about the assassination.* We were all in tears.


  Sunday, 24 November 1963


  ‘The Whole World Mourns Murdered President’ is the headline right across the front page of my Sunday Times. I have never seen a headline going right across the page before. Under it is the first picture of the moment of the assassination, with President Kennedy bringing his arm up towards his face and two bodyguards behind him turning round to see where the shots are coming from. Under the picture is a second big headline, ‘Duke of Edinburgh and the Premier going to US to join in last tributes’:


  As plain men and women of all races across the world mourned the death of President Kennedy, Heads of State and Government everywhere yesterday prepared for the journey to Washington. In London it was announced that the Duke of Edinburgh will represent the Queen at the memorial service for the President in Washington tomorrow.


  With the Duke will be the Prime Minister, Sir Alec Douglas-Home, Lady Douglas-Home and Mr Harold Wilson, Leader of the Opposition. They are leaving London this afternoon.


  More than 1,000 miles from Washington in Dallas, Texas, a white-faced young man, by turn frightened and wildly defiant, was being charged with the murders of President Kennedy and a policeman who tried to detain him. The man, Lee Harvey Oswald, aged 24, declared his innocence through a ten-hour interrogation. But the District Commissioner said: ‘I think we can prove he committed both murders.’


  There is a picture of Lee Harvey Oswald facing a crowd of newsmen in Dallas after being charged. He looks very calm and very ordinary. ‘Case against Oswald is a cinch’ says the headline on page two, alongside pictures of Mr Krushchev signing the book of condolence at the US Embassy in Moscow and General Eisenhower, the last US President, talking with the new President, Lyndon Johnson, in Washington. Nine pages of the paper are given over to the assassination. There is a powerful leading article under the heading ‘In the line of Heroes’. It ends:


  A great comfort and inspiration is gone, but a great inspiration is still there all the same. The combination of judgement and courage was unique – the United States will no more find another Kennedy than Britain will find another Churchill or another Chatham. Yet it was a wonderful life, wonderfully lived; and the example of courage is never wasted.


  I must speak to Mr Henschell about how we are going to cover all this in Roundabout.


  Meanwhile, life goes on. I see that Prince Christian of Hanover, aged 44, brother of Queen Frederika of Greece, was married in Salzburg yesterday to Mireille Dutry, aged 17! And, according to the Court Circular, the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh spent yesterday quietly at Luton Hoo, home of Sir Harold and Lady Zia Wernher, and Princess Margaret and Lord Snowdon were guests on a pheasant shoot at Hever Castle. The shoot was led by Lord Astor’s son, Mr Gavin Astor.


  Flying in to London Airport today: Mr Christopher Soames, Minister of Agriculture (from Rome). Flying in to London Airport tomorrow: Sir Charles Maclean, the Chief Scout (from New York); Mr Julian Amery, Minister of Aviation (from Paris). And flying off to Twelfth Night rehearsals, right now: Mr Gyles Brandreth, 15, Malvolio (from Dorm D).


  Wednesday, 27 November 1963


  French O Level today, 9.00–10.30 and 2.15–4.15. Pas mal! On verra . . . Twelfth Night – rehearsal at 4.45 p.m. and news of costumes: black tunic, balloon pants and tights, white collar and cuffs; then nightdress and cap; then yellow and black tunic and pants, and yellow stockings, of course, plus cross-gartering. It’s going to be good. Make-up (by Mr Crocker, physics): smooth, hook nose. (I am supposed to be 49.) Wig: straight back and jet black. I like the look!


  Went to see Mr Gillingham’s Iolanthe in Pefe last night. Excellent, but audience subdued because of the assassination. Pictures in all the papers of little John Kennedy, who was three on the day of the funeral, saluting his father’s coffin. Jack Rubinstein (Jack Ruby) has been charged with the murder of Lee Harvey Oswald. His lawyer says he should be given the Congressional Medal of Honour!


  Wednesday, 11 December 1963


  First night of Twelfth Night.


  ‘An actor cannot be merely someone, somewhere, at some time or other. He must be I, here, today.’ Constantin Stanislavsky.


  Sunday, 15 December 1963


  What a wonderful week! What a wonderful last night! What now? What next?


  Before we move on, we are allowed a moment to feel happy about the way it went. The audiences were wonderful. They couldn’t have been warmer or more generous – and Rachel kept me in check throughout! Ma and Pa came on Friday night and sat just behind Michael Hordern. Apparently he harrumphed loudly every time I came on, but he has played the part himself!* Joanna [Hordern] was excellent as Olivia and Felicity [Sherwood] was lovely as Viola. (She is v beautiful.) I am doing my best to look nonchalant about my success!


  Jackie. 58 weeks.


  Monday, 23 December 1963


  This morning I went Christmas shopping and took brother Ben. This evening I am going to the Automobile Association Christmas Party with Pa at the Regent Palace Hotel. There will be Twiglets – my favourite. At the moment, I am sitting at my desk in my room at 5H, looking at a copy of the Hampshire Telegraph dated Thursday, December 19, 1963. The review is sensational – ‘Gyles Brandreth – a superb performance . . . the changes in mood and tone . . . his understanding of the character was remarkable’ etc., but the best bit is the headline. It is huge and stretches right across the top of the page:


  MALVOLIO STOLE THE SHOW


  This is not a headline designed to make me popular at school. Indeed, I fully appreciate that I am probably the only person in the world who will enjoy it – and I do. I shall now paste it into my scrapbook and never mention it again. (But I know it’s there.)


  Merry Christmas!


  
Lessons Learnt

  January – December 1964


  Wednesday, 1 January 1964


  A lovely start to the new year: a lovely school report for last term. It is all good stuff – especially History and English and even PE and Outdoor Work! Rachel ends hers with this: ‘Full marks for his modesty off stage and for a lovely performance on stage.’!! Ruth Whiting (form teacher) says: ‘Gyles appears to be a person of boundless energy and enthusiasm . . . I am sure that the effort he is making to show greater self-control is much appreciated by his contemporaries.’!!! John Slater (housemaster): ‘He fills his life with a multitude of activities, and the standard and enthusiasm which he brings to each is impressive. I hope there is no danger of his overcrowding his time – but I think he is aware of this problem.’ He is. And is it a problem? As Mr Stocks tells us, ‘Busy people are happy people. Hard work is the secret of a happy life.’ I am seeing Mr Stocks tonight at the Betteshanger Old Boys’ Reunion at the Royal Overseas League Club – cocktails, 6.00–8.00 p.m., 7/6d! Tomorrow I am going to the Aldwych to see Donald Sinden and the Royal Shakespeare Company in The Comedy of Errors, 10/6d. They say it’s a very funny production.*


  Sunday, 5 January 1964


  No That Was The Week That Was on the gogglebox last night. The BBC have cancelled the series planned for the New Year because there is likely to be a general election in the coming months and the BBC must not be seen to be poking fun at politicians in the run-up to the election. And no What’s My Line? on the box tonight. That’s over for ever, apparently. The end of an era. I have watched it from the beginning.† Eamonn Andrews is an excellent host, but my favourites on the programme are: Gilbert Harding (we all love his bad temper), David Nixon (charming), Cyril Fletcher (funny) and Lady Isobel Barnett (a doctor and a lady with style and true class). Pa’s favourite, of course, is Katie Boyle – because she is so beautiful and because he has represented her in court. We only watch the Eurovision Song Contest so Pa can say, ‘There’s my friend Katie!’ We do not watch it for the songs. Nul points.*


  Let’s face it, ours is not a musical household. I have given up the piano. I have given up the ’cello. I hardly ever use my drum set now. (I still play the triangle rather well.) We don’t listen to music on the wireless. I don’t listen to it on my crystal set. Ma listens to Music While You Work when she is doing the ironing – and at Christmas she listens to her Bing Crosby LP over and over and OVER again – except that this year it was the Perry Como Christmas album and ‘Dominique’, the Singing Nun! We have not bought any of the Beatles’ records, but it doesn’t matter because everybody else has! The Beatles are selling a million records a week. I am still listening to Salad Days and on Saturday night we had a box at the Savoy for The Pirates of Penzance (G & S) and Cox and Box (music by Sir Arthur Sullivan, words by Maddison Morton and F. C. Burnand).


  Our new TV favourite is Steptoe and Son by Galton and Simpson who wrote my all-time favourite, Hancock’s Half-Hour. I do quite a good impersonation of Harold (Harry H. Corbett) and, when he takes his teeth out, Pa is excellent as Dad (Wilfrid Brambell).


  Wednesday, 8 January 1964


  Jackie has come to London for a few days. She is staying at her sister’s flat and has tempted me over for lunch there with promises of chocolate mousse! Her last letter was quite grumpy. She does not like me typing my letters to her. She says typewritten letters are ‘impersonal’ – ‘I’d far rather you wrote in your own handwriting even if it does irritate you.’ She said she was feeling depressed, thinking back to last April when we were properly in love, but added that she’d love to see me ‘and would like to go to anything you’d like to go to – it’s up to you (like everything else) . . .’ Well, I took her to Gentle Jack, the new play by Robert Bolt at the Queen’s Theatre, Shaftesbury Avenue (Upper Circle, C17 & 18, 12/6d). It’s an odd play, mixing fantasy and reality, but worth seeing for the stars: Dame Edith Evans, who has such a presence and that amazing swooping voice, and Kenneth Williams,* who plays a kind of strange woodland sprite in the play. He isn’t as funny as the audience hoped he would be, but he is very compelling – you keep watching him, wondering what’s going to happen next – and I think Jackie enjoyed it. It was a good thing to go to because it gave us lots to talk about. Her real love is music. She was given a new gramophone for Christmas and six new records. Her mother can’t really afford it. Jackie knows that. (I hope to be rich one day – not just so that I can have a chauffeur-driven car (I don’t mind the Piccadilly Line!) but because it’s clear that ‘money worries’ get people down. Jackie’s mother is always thinking about money.)


  As I write this it is midnight and I am at my desk in my room and Pa is sitting next door at the kitchen table, smoking his Olivier cigarettes, with a cup of tea going cold, and all around him all the bills set out in piles across the table. He is trying to work out which bills to pay first – starting with the school fees! Whenever the girls are on the telephone (all the time!) he stands right by them, tapping his watch, because he is thinking about the cost of every call. His favourite pictures are the two drawings in the hallway outside my room of the Victorian gentleman in his nightcap sitting in his counting house, spectacles on nose, quill pen in hand. In one picture he looks so happy; in the other he is utterly downcast: ‘Balance on the right side – happiness’, ‘Balance on the wrong side – misery’.


  Friday, 10 January 1964


  Tonight I took Gail to Poor Bitos at the Duke of York’s, St Martin’s Lane (Stalls, 10/6d). It is Jean Anouilh’s play about the French Revolution with Donald Pleasence being utterly superb as Robespierre. It was a good evening but I know that G doesn’t really love me. She says she does to be kind. I think she thinks I’m funny and a bit different from other males so she doesn’t want to let go, but she doesn’t LOVE me! And perhaps I love her for the wrong reasons. I love her golden hair, beautiful and long (she can sit on it!), I love her nose, I love her freckles, I love her eyelashes. (I think she’s Alice in Wonderland and she thinks I’m the Mad Hatter.)


  Saturday, 18 January 1964


  Plenty to report:


  1) My French result has arrived. This is what it says: ‘Brandreth, G. Ordinary Level. French. Grade 1.’ I couldn’t have done any better! Three girls and myself got ‘ones’; the rest varied from ‘2’ to ‘6’, with about two failures. The only disadvantage of having got a ‘one’ is that I bet someone ten shillings I wouldn’t, thinking I hadn’t done terribly well.


  2) I have been made editor of Roundabout, alongside Chris Irwin (my opposite number in the Socialist camp. He has curly hair and ideas that aren’t quite straight either!) This is an unexpected but welcome development. We have just had our first meeting and we haven’t just been talking. We have cleared the whole office and planned the design and contents of our first issue. We are considering making a complete break with the old and renaming the magazine ‘The Phoenix’.


  3) I am taking the Conservative message to the people – with new posters and articles on my Conservative Party board in the Quad. This week I am going to have to write an attack on Iain Macleod.* He has written a three-page article in The Spectator on the Conservative leadership ‘crisis’ and the way in which Sir Alec was chosen instead of Rab Butler. He denounces what he calls the ‘magic circle’ that chooses the leader and makes it clear he thinks the wrong man got the job. I shall deal with him!


  4) Heard the excellent production of Richard II (with Gielgud, Richardson and Goodliffe) on the Third Programme last night – preceded by Motoring and the Motorist beforehand with Pa on the air (on road safety) and in good form. (Everyone else on the programme has to come with a prepared script to read out. It’s a strict BBC rule, but Pa is allowed to speak off the cuff, from notes!)


  Much more to report, but no time. Rushing as ever. I have two articles AND A PLAY TO WRITE! (The play is going to be rather good, I think! ‘A Study in Sherlock: a forgotten fragment from the memoirs of John H. Watson MD’.)


  Saturday, 1 February 1964


  Work report. Work goes well and is quite tolerable, especially English Lit where I’m doing Chaucer. (I have Mr Gardiner for English now and he reads Chaucer out loud as if he had been born in 1343! On the page, Chaucer is difficult. Out loud, he is totally comprehensible.) English Lang also good. I’m doing (as a special privilege) Congreve, touching on other late-Restoration comedy (incl. Garrick’s adaptations of Shakespeare – of which the Library has an original copy, 1766). French is fine – I’m studying the plays of Anouilh. Maths and German are all right. Latin is frightful – my worst and the worst.


  Speech Comp report. I am doing a bit of Milton, a W. H. Auden (‘Look, Stranger’) and possibly Lewis Carroll, ‘The Walrus and the Carpenter’. For my Shakespeare solo, Rachel wants me to do a bit of Malvolio, but I have in mind part of Richard Gloucester’s long soliloquy from Henry VI Part 3 or, following a strange dream I had a few nights ago, a bit of Hamlet – ‘O, that this too too solid flesh . . .’ or ‘Speak the speech, I pray you . . .’ We shall see.


  Political report. We Tories (sorry – Conservatives!) are fighting the good fight, taking every opportunity to swipe at the Socs – especially following the admirable speech of our great leader at Swansea last Monday. The speech, needless to say, is at present prominently displayed, with a large photo of Sir Alec, on our board!


  Saturday, 8 February 1964


  This is difficult to write about, but I will. On Thursday evening ST and I kissed. We were together until midnight. We were together again yesterday and all today. I know it is wrong because she is a member of staff (and she has a fiancé!) and we can get into a lot of trouble. I know it is stupid, but it’s also wonderful and I don’t want to stop and nor does she. She thinks I’m amazing and I think she is rather special too! It’s madness, of course, but how old was Romeo? (I know. Juliet wasn’t a member of staff!!!) Help.


  Later


  We talked and talked. And talked! She likes to hear me talking. She let me look at her. We touched. She let me touch her. It is wonderful – exciting and beautiful. She feels guilty about her fiancé. They are getting married in the summer.


  Sunday, 9 February 1964


  Disaster. This is very, very bad. How it got out I really do not know. Did I say something? I know inside my head I was boasting about it, but I did not say anything out loud. I honestly – honestly – don’t think I did. Were we seen? Perhaps we were. Anyway, it is dreadful, ghastly, terrible. Truly terrible. I do not know what is going to happen now. After lunch I was told to go and report to John Slater [housemaster]. I went up to his room. He was very friendly, asked me to sit down, and said, ‘A little bird tells me something that’s not quite right’!!!! Anyway, he said what he’d heard and asked me if it was true. I said straightaway that it was. I told him everything. Everything. He told me to go the Library and do some work. That’s where I am now, writing this. I have got to go back to see him again at 5.45 p.m. He was very friendly. He said several novels had been written on this theme! He said if everyone was sensible everything would be all right, but I am quite frightened, to be honest.


  Monday, 10 February 1964


  It’s all over. At 4.15 p.m. this afternoon I went to see TWS [Tim Slack, the headmaster]. I was very nervous. I was shaking. I have been thinking about nothing else. I have done no work today. Since seeing JS [John Slater] last night I have talked to no one. Anyway, I got to the headmaster’s study at exactly 4.15. I pressed the bell, waited for the green light that says ‘Enter’ and went in. He was very friendly. He made me sit down in an armchair. His secretary brought me a cup of tea and biscuits! He pulled his chair around from behind his desk and sat leaning towards me with his elbows on his knees. He asked me what happened. He asked me to tell him everything. When did it start? Who started it? How far did we ‘go’? Had I written to her? Had she written to me? I was in there for an hour, exactly.


  When I had finished, he told me not to worry. He told me that I had done nothing wrong, but that it was wrong because I was only 15 and she is a member of staff. He said that he had spoken to her and that she is very sorry. He said that since it hadn’t ‘gone too far’ the best thing now is to forget all about it. I must not see her privately or ever speak to her again, or write to her. She is leaving at the end of term anyway to get married. He said it is much worse for her than for me. He said he didn’t think he would have to tell my parents and he was sure I had learnt a lesson. By the end of it all, we were laughing! He is very nice. He is wonderful actually. He made it very easy and I am very grateful. He isn’t going to tell Hopalong* either. He says that I must not talk about it to anyone. And I won’t. IT’S ALL OVER.


  Just back in the dorm from having cocoa with John Slater. He told me about a play called Young Woodley. He says I should read it. It was banned when it was written in the 1920s. He thinks that I would enjoy playing the hero.* I have to say that he (JS) and TWS have been wonderful. I am very, very relieved. I want to write to ST, but I am not going to. It will be difficult when I see her at handshaking and across the Quad, etc., but that’s life. I have learnt my lesson – I hope!!


  Saturday, 15 February 1964


  V interesting ‘Civics’ last night on prisons and prison reform.


  Today I have started something new to join the rest of my activities. I am taking a course in how to instruct children to take the National Bicycling Proficiency Tests. It means learning all the patter, the mechanics of a bike, details of the tests and suchlike. It gets me off a run and an Outdoor Work and enhances my reputation, so it seems worthwhile. Also it will help the children! I will begin teaching next term, starting with all the Block IIs and Block IIIs who have bikes.


  School readings tonight. I am doing a bit from Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme with Mark Kidel (Orsino in Twelfth Night) and, needless to say, play ‘Monsieur’ – supercilious, self-important and all the rest.


  This afternoon more casting for the Junior Play I am producing, A Study in Sherlock. Whoever I choose has to be approved by Rachel. Tomorrow I am starting a week of getting up at 6.30 a.m. to do an hour of Vergil revision before breakfast. Mocks begin on Thursday.


  Saturday, 7 March 1964


  Home for the weekend, by kind permission of TWS, headmaster and new best friend. (I may be the only boy in the school who likes him. He is very unpopular. Apparently, new heads always are. Anyway, I like him. Of course, I have my reasons!!)


  Yesterday, School Cross-Country Run. Not a lot of fun, but I survived! And didn’t come in last (quite). Today, on the train to London for the National Speech Comp, Rachel told me that she approves of my casting for A Study in Sherlock. This is Good News. I am very excited with my Sherlock Holmes. He is key to the whole thing, of course, and I feel that I have found a star in the making. He is 13 and quite small, but he can do it. He is called Simon Cadell, was at Dunhurst [the Bedales Junior School] and comes from a theatrical family.*


  Tomorrow I shall be 16 years of age. Tonight I am going to Fielding’s Music Hall at the Prince Charles Theatre in Leicester Square to see the great Sir Donald Wolfit perform ‘The Death of Bill Sikes’.


  Did I mention the Speech Comp? I didn’t? Well . . . I came first.


  Tuesday, 31 March 1964


  Woodpeckers Guest House,

  in the middle of NOWHERE

  (actually, somewhere near Canterbury)


  If God had meant us to live in the countryside, he would have given us gumboots. The country is hell! It is cold! It is wet! It is muddy! There is NOTHING TO DO. We arrived here on Friday – Good Friday, except there was nothing good about it. We were supposed to stay here for three weeks, while Pa goes to the Royal London Homeopathic Hospital in Great Ormond Street to have his varicose veins removed, but I have persuaded Ma to let me go home today. I need to work and I need to be in London.


  Thursday, 16 April 1964


  Ma and Pa and brother Ben are still at Woodpeckers. Pa recovering well from his op. Last night I went to the Regent Palace Hotel in Piccadilly for dinner with Ginny and Mr Bagram, an Indian gentleman of riper years who was very nice but who I do not think Gin thinks suitable as a beau, let alone as a husband! Pa will be disappointed. (He wants his daughters to be married! He needs to get them off his hands! They are 25, 24 and 22 and getting long in the tooth! ‘Who will rid me of these costly daughters?’ This is Pa speaking, not me. ‘In India they’d all be brides by now!’)


  And speaking of young brides, I went to the 1954 film of Romeo and Juliet at the Baker Street Classic last night. Okay, but not a classic. Unlike Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? by Edward Albee (with Uta Hagen and Arthur Hill) – so powerful.


  I am taking Jackie to Hedda Gabler at the St Martin’s on Monday. She wrote me a letter out of the blue. She said: ‘I just want to make sure that you might speak to me again and that we can still talk naturally and always will be able to. After all, it’s only three months and I’m not all that good at forgetting things! Anyway now that we’ve done our best and worst and parted etc. I didn’t think there would be any harm in writing. You’ll probably write back and tell me to go jump in a lake and forget everything – the which I will accept with grace, but I hope you don’t.’ I didn’t. I am looking forward to seeing her.


  Thursday, 23 April 1964


  Letter just in from Jackie: ‘It was lovely to see you on Monday. Thank you for a super evening. You know when you kissed me goodnight it was for the first time in three and a half months – 14 weeks 1 day! I shall probably have to wait even longer for the next one. And still I love you just as much now as I did then – stupid isn’t it?’


  Today is the 400th anniversary of the birth of William Shakespeare. (Of course, we can’t be sure of that. We know he died on 23 April 1616. We know he was baptised on 26 April 1564. We can surmise that he was born on 23 April, St George’s Day.) We began our Shakespeare celebrations yesterday at the Mermaid Theatre, Puddledock, not a mile from where Shakespeare’s own theatre would have been. We went to the first night of Macbeth. I rather enjoyed it, but the critics did not – e.g. this morning’s Daily Mail:


  It will be many years before we recover from the celebrations attendant on the 400th anniversary of Shakespeare’s birthday. I suspect productions like Macbeth at the Mermaid might well put back the appreciation of the Bard some 400 years.


  I, however, will be giving the production a reasonably good review.* The harshest notices are being reserved for Josephine Wilson (Mrs Miles)* who plays Lady Macbeth and is somewhat plummy-voiced and non-stop screechy! But, as we know, in private life the poor woman has quite a lot to put up with. (Peter Harris told me that his sister – who works at the Mermaid – told him that Bernard Miles often sleeps with young actresses in his dressing room. Apparently, he can be ‘at it’ with a girl when the stage manager calls him for his next entrance. He just gets up, pulls up his britches and walks straight out onto the stage!)


  We also splashed out on supper in the Mermaid Restaurant. I have kept the menu for my archive. I had Chef’s Pâté (2/6d), Omelette Fines Herbes (8/6d) and Fresh Sliced Pineapple (4/-) – Pa had it with Kirsch (2/6d extra). There was no chocolate mousse!


  I took Jackie to Wimpy’s. We like Wimpy’s. In her letter she says: ‘I hope you enjoy Othello – but of course that’s a foregone conclusion with his lordship in the title role!’ She is right. He is my hero.


  Saturday, 25 April 1964


  Olivier is my hero. I have made a scrapbook that covers his whole career – every performance. But whatever he has done before cannot equal this. Last night I saw Olivier’s Othello – the greatest performance of our age. Whatever Kean and Irving were to their time, Olivier is to ours. It was so daring, so brilliant, so beautiful, so true. It was utterly extraordinary. He looked the part, he walked the part, he was the man. This was Othello. There was power and glory and laughter – and then heart-breaking tragedy. This was bravura acting to catch your soul. Astonishing. And yes, ladies and gentlemen, I was there.


  (And now, you may like to know, I am going to spend the day creating a pastiche mural on our lavatory wall and painting the back of the lavatory door! Back to school on Tuesday.)


  Monday, 18 May 1964


  News update:


  • Letter from home. Ma is one degree under; Jen is lower than a snake’s belly; Hes is having treatment; Gin is going to America; Ben is making a nuisance of himself. (Happily, all’s well here!)


  • Mods and Rockers are running amok on the beach at Margate. There is ‘gang’ fighting all along the south coast. Fortunately, so far Broadstairs has been spared!


  • Mr Gillingham has lent me one of his pipes for Sherlock Holmes to use in the play. I have been obliged to make three alterations in the cast – including my Watson. Annoying, but there we are. On we go!


  • This week’s Roundabout is very insipid. David Kremer (fellow Tory) is editing, but it’s washed out and uninspired.


  • I am writing this badly because I’ve just returned from some beastly running practice since I’m entering the South-East Hants Sports next Tuesday, doing the 220. Am most un enthusiastic. Never mind, it puts me in the authorities’ good books.


  • A splendid portrait of Will [Shakespeare] now hangs above my bed in G Dorm, next to my own personal bedside light and elegant home-made bookshelf – two old drawers nailed together!


  • O Levels loom. The horrors of Vergil and multiple factors!! German Oral on Friday.


  Saturday, 30 May 1964


  In the Lupton Hall at 7.40 p.m., the world premiere of A Study in Sherlock, dramatised and produced by GDB. It was a considerable success, I am proud and relieved to report, and will be repeated on Parents’ Day. My Holmes [Simon Cadell] is quite excellent and will one day be the doyen of Bedales Drama.


  Mr Nehru has died. Ma will be sad.*


  Wednesday, 8 July 1964


  O Levels over – excellent. (The O Levels weren’t excellent – Latin was a nightmare. Excellent that they are over.)


  Workshop: coffee table completed – excellent. (Well, Grinling Gibbons it ain’t, but all my own work it is, and the mortise and tenon joinery is not bad, though I say so as shouldn’t.)


  At the Donkey Cart in Pefe (with tea and a toasted teacake!) I finished reading Confessions of Felix Krull – more than excellent. It’s my story!*


  Saturday, 18 July 1964


  1. I have been made a Dorm Boss. 2. I have been made a Librarian. 3. I have been asked to join the Chronicle [the school magazine]. All good.


  I saw Rachel about next term’s school play. (She wants to do The Physicists by Friedrich Dürrenmatt and needs my support.) I had coffee in Pefe with Helen Levinson. (I like her.) I had supper at Foxcot with Jackie. (I love her.)


  Senator Barry Goldwater of Arizona has been chosen by the Republican Party to stand against LBJ in the US presidential election. He can’t win.† He can’t possibly win. Why on earth did they choose him?


  Thursday, 13 August 1964


  We are in Dinard. Pa is going home tonight and I am staying here with Ma and Ben for ANOTHER TWELVE DAYS. I am staying very reluctantly and only after ghastly scenes. I want to be in London where I have WORK TO DO and PEOPLE TO SEE. I have been in France since 29 July and I am now more than ready to go home. Besides I have just endured TEN DAYS IN HELL. I have been to ten countries in ten days. It might sound like fun. It was anything but!


  What happened was this: Ma, Pa and Ben stayed in Dinard, enjoying the sun and sand, while I was sent off in the family Ford Consul to spend ten days travelling around Europe with, as my driver and sole companion, my 18-year-old cousin from Canada. He is a very nice chap and all that, I’m sure, but HE AND I HAVE NOTHING IN COMMON – and he eats with his mouth open, making the most revolting noises. As we travelled I wanted to visit theatres and cathedrals and buy books. He wanted to find ‘Hitler’s bunker’ (‘Hitler’s bunker’!!! In every one of the ten countries we visited!!!) and the ONLY THING he wanted to buy was picture postcards of big-busted beauties in bikinis sitting on beach balls! These cards he duly sent to his assorted girlfriends back in Canada.


  The whole thing was a nightmare. On the first day we drove to Nantes and picked up a Dutch hitch-hiker called Jan who persuaded us to drive to the coast to a bar in Pornic where he said we would find Jean-Paul Sartre because he is always there. He wasn’t! The three of us slept sitting up in the car in a side street!! The next day we drove to Tours where – thank the Lord! – I found Jackie (as planned) and stayed (secretly) in her room. After that, for the next ten nights, we spent every night SLEEPING IN THE CAR. I slept on the back seat, but the seat wasn’t long enough – so I had to sleep with my feet sticking out of the window. There is now a permanent ridge on the back of my ankles. Cousin Johnnie spent the nights in a sleeping bag beside the car looking at disgusting magazines and doing unspeakable things. He is obsessed. (In Marseilles he drove us round and round the red light district honking the horn trying to make the prostitutes come out of their flats to wave at him!!!)


  The ten countries: 1. France. 2. Spain (we fled the country almost as soon as we arrived, thinking we were being pursued by the police – Cousin Johnnie STOLE a painting from a street market in Llansa, ran down the road with it, jumped into the car and off we went!) 3. Monaco. 4. Italy. 5. Switzerland. 6. Austria. 7. Germany. 8. Holland. 9. Belgium. 10. Luxembourg. The driving never stopped – but our conversation did. I came to HATE HIM SO MUCH that after a while I couldn’t bear to sit next to him in the car. I sat directly behind him instead. We played a word-game for hours on end and I cheated – using a dictionary behind his back – so that I won every time. It drove him mad – but he was driving me mad! Literally.


  I didn’t spend any of my spending money. I saved it all, so that on Monday, in Paris, at Magasin Réunis, I was able to buy all the books I wanted: Baudelaire, Molière, Sartre, Cocteau – in each case, the complete works. That’s something. And in the interests of total accuracy, there was one good day. On Saturday 1 August, near Aix-en-Provence, I visited Paul Desorgues [a former French teacher from Bedales] on his family farm and, after lunch, tasted the sweetest, juiciest, most perfect peach you can imagine. It was the taste of a lifetime. And in the evening in Avignon I went to see Nicomède at the Palais des Papes. (Johnnie went looking for Hitler’s Bunker!)


  Tuesday, 25 August 1964


  I am going home. Hallelujah! I am on the SS St Patrick from St Malo, reaching Weymouth at 4.30 a.m. Pa has sent me £2 so that I can buy him some cigarettes. He knows what he wants: ‘25/worth – 200 FILTER tips. They have DU MAURIER in the upper bar only. Du M for preference, otherwise STUYVESANT.’ What happened to Olivier? (I can keep the change!)


  Tuesday, 8 September 1964


  O Level results: fail Latin and German. Not good. Retakes in November. Bristol Old Vic production of Love’s Labour’s Lost at the Old Vic. Very good. Near perfection. It may now be my favourite play.


  Friday, 25 September 1964


  The new term has started with a bang! A starting pistol in fact . . . The general election has been called. Nominations open on Monday. Polling day is set for Thursday 15 October. I am to be the Conservative candidate in the mock election at school. Chris Irwin for the Socialists. Liberal still to be confirmed. (I shall probably ignore the Liberal altogether!) It is going to be good – and a close-run thing. However, we can win!


  I am going to see Mrs Gunning tomorrow [the local Conservative Party activist] to discuss what I can do for her in Steep village – put up posters, deliver leaflets, etc. I have all the campaign material I require. I shall start working on my speeches now! We are to have hustings in the Quad, debates organised by John [Slater, the housemaster], etc. DCK [David Kremer] will be my campaign manager. ‘Prosperity for a Purpose – and a Power for Peace’ – these are our themes. Onward!


  Sunday, 11 October 1964


  So far so good, but it isn’t in the bag. According to today’s Observer, ‘Labour nose ahead on the last lap’, ‘Tories in mood of weariness’. Not so on the Brandreth campaign! We fight on and we fight to win! I think my Quad speeches have gone okay. There’s been some heckling, but that’s been fun. And Master Irwin’s speeches have not been good – too full of boring detail and complicated arguments that nobody understands. I have been putting up posters everywhere – and changing them regularly to keep them fresh. I have also been writing new messages for the policy board every day – even managing to include some of the ‘Wit and Wisdom of Sir Alec’!!! (‘The 14th Mr Wilson’ is still my favourite.)*


  Other news: ‘The Queen set foot in French Canada today, under the strongest guard ever thought necessary anywhere for a British sovereign in this century. She was greeted with freezing indifference by the citizens of Quebec.’ And here, yours truly has been cast to play Newton in The Physicists – the part played on stage by Michael Hordern and on TV by Michael Goodliffe. Chris Irwin is Einstein; Peter Harris, Möbius.


  Tuesday, 13 October 1964


  I’m just in from supporting our candidate, Joan Quennell, at her public meeting in Steep Village Hall. It went quite well, but I don’t think we can pretend that Miss Quennell MP is ever going to set the Thames alight. Her only claim to fame is that she is responsible for an amendment to the Rating and Valuation Act, 1962, affecting agricultural buildings cooperatively owned!!


  We will win in the Petersfield constituency because this is rural Hampshire – but nationally I’m not so sure. ‘Thirteen Tory wasted years’ is a line that can be rebutted quite easily (in my opinion!) but ‘Time for a change’ is a more difficult nut to crack. On we go. I have my final batch of leaflets ready.


  Thursday, 15 October 1964


  We lost. The Bedales poll closed after supper and the results were announced at 8.40 p.m.:


  Labour 115

  Conservatives 98

  Liberals 72


  I had only prepared a victory speech – so I gave it anyway!


  Saturday, 17 October 1964


  I am writing this in the first year sixth common room. I have made myself some toast (slightly burnt, as I like it), with butter and Marmite, and a mug of tea, and I am sitting on the (disgusting) sofa underneath the window studying the general election results in The Times. With just two seats still undeclared this is the picture:


  Labour 317

  Conservatives and Associates 302

  Liberals 8

  Non-Party (The Speaker) 1


  At 48, Harold Wilson is the youngest Prime Minister of the century.


  He is in by a whisker, but he is promising ‘strong government’ regardless of his tiny majority and has announced one hundred days of ‘dynamic action’. He has begun to form his Cabinet. Mr George Brown,* the ‘character’ of the election campaign, gets a new post as Secretary of State and Minister for Economic Affairs. He will also act as Deputy Prime Minister. It has to be said, it’s all looking good for Labour and we are looking pretty sad. Already there’s ‘The Question of Sir A. Home’s Future’ . . . According to The Times: ‘The Conservative Party, historically, does not spare the feelings of leaders who have served their turn.’


  Yes, time to move on. By seven o’clock last night I had removed ALL our posters and every other trace of the campaign. I’m now going to concentrate on the play and the Chronicle. I have joined the Chronicle committee and I have plans to change it COMPLETELY! It’s not just in Moscow that change is afoot.†


  I should add that the paper is full of news besides the election. ‘Krushchev Associates Dismissed’. ‘Chinese Explode Their First Atomic Bomb’. ‘Americans Continue to Dominate Tokyo Olympics’. President de Gaulle is back in Paris after his four-week state visit to ten Latin American countries, the British Museum has a lantern lecture on English watercolours today, and Mr Cole Porter has died.


  Barny‡ has arrived with photographs he has taken of the campaign trail. I must go.


  Sunday, 25 October 1964


  I have had to cancel tea with Mr and Mrs Cox. They are the old couple that I am now visiting each week at Merries, their bungalow in the village. They are very nice people: he is timid and serves the tea; she is large, strong-willed and does most of the talking. (They are very much Mr and Mrs Jack Spratt.) I like them and they like me. I am supposed to do a bit of gardening for them first (Voluntary Work/Outdoor Work) but really we just have tea and he sits quietly while Mrs Cox tells me about the struggles of women in Victorian England! (I am also now regularly having tea and playing Scrabble with The Chief [Mr Badley, the school’s founder], so that my first-hand knowledge of all things Victorian is considerable. The Chief, incidentally, wins every Scrabble game we play. He uses words that are obsolete, claiming that he is allowed to use them because they were current when he learnt them nearly one hundred years ago! His favourite word is ‘jo’ – a Scottish term for ‘a sweetheart’. My favourite word is ‘yex’ = a hiccough.)


  I’ve cancelled the Coxes because I am having lunch at Foxcot for Jane Reid’s birthday. (Jackie, 2 years anniversary on Tuesday.) And then I have Physicists rehearsals. At half-term I shall be making my first visit to Nathan’s, theatrical costumiers of Covent Garden, to see Miss Dolly and have my Isaac Newton wig fitted. I am also meeting up with Biddles the printers to discuss the printing of the Chronicle. I am now Business Manager and plan to change everything – look, layout, the lot. For a start, we are going to take advertising and if Biddles aren’t biddable we shall look elsewhere!


  Must dash. Toodle-pip.


  Tuesday, 3 November 1964


  I had lunch with Pa at the AA. I’m now on the train back to school reading about the Queen’s Speech in the Evening Standard. ‘Immediate moves to raise retirement pensions; sick, unemployment and widows’ benefits; to abolish prescription charges and to restore rent controls are promised.’ Also nationalisation of steel and other ‘strong Socialist medicines for industry’. And the supersonic Anglo-French airliner Concord is to be scrapped. I shall get back to school in time to watch the US Election Day programme ‘by satellite’ with Richard Dimbleby & Co. on John [Slater]’s TV, but too late to catch Compact or Here’s Harry. (NB: I never watch Compact or Emergency – Ward 10, but I do like Harry Worth.)


  Sunday, 29 November 1964


  I have a letter published in this week’s Spectator – good. I have written countless letters to potential Chronicle advertisers – good. I have learnt my lines – good. I am up to speed with Latin revision – bene. (And important.) I have had a long walk and talk with Jackie. Not good!


  Tuesday, 15 December 1964


  The term has ended wonderfully well. The play was a great success. I survived an attack of cramp mid-performance! TWS [the headmaster] has asked me to be in charge of the celebrations for The Chief’s 100th birthday – quite a compliment, given the Chief is 100 and I am 16! I had lunch at Foxcot on Sunday and Jackie and I are going to be friends. I had tea with The Chief yesterday. Today it’s Gonda’s tea after Library checking.* Last night was the school dance. I am with Pobs again!!! (Thank you, Pobs.)


  Thursday, 31 December 1964


  The post has brought a letter from Jackie (typed!) and my school report.


  Jackie:


  Here’s to next year – let’s hope it will be a happy one. Not that ’64 has not been happy. On the contrary – granted, it has contained some of the worst moments and hours of my life but I think it has been the happiest year that I can remember; and most thanks to you, happiness and unhappiness alike. This year all my dreams of the beginning of the year came true (proof in my diary); it is just a pity they had to be shattered again at the end. But as you say – such is life.


  And the school report. First, John Slater, housemaster:


  Gyles has accepted the responsibility of being a dorm-boss with unruffled good sense. He has already shown himself aware, in a kind and perceptive manner, of other people’s problems. He also has authority without being authoritarian.


  Now, Rachel Cary Field, speech and drama:


  I admire enormously his energy, enthusiasm, savoir faire and diligence. His heroism when suffering cramp was magnificent. What I think he finds difficult is getting away from himself in a part. He needs to observe others more. He has much technical skill but is a little afraid, I believe, of the heart underneath . . .


  Next, form mistress, Ruth Stewart:


  Gyles’s zest for life and its various experiences is immensely refreshing and this does not prevent him from being genuinely interested in other people although I think he can be too carried away by the volition of his own activity to really understand what other people’s doubts and difficulties are . . . I find this difficult to say and a little puzzling as he could not be a more friendly, cooperative member of the form.


  Finally, T. W. Slack, headmaster:


  A very active and successful term in many directions as usual. But the reports on his approach to his part in the play and from his form teacher are most perceptive. I think he is still being carried away by his own cleverness to an extent where he does not consider enough its effect on others who may be more deeply sensitive.
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