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            FOREWORD

            by Randolph Churchill

         

         
            As one of the most significant and most studied individuals in our history, my great-grandfather’s life has been raked over countless times by historians and biographers. It might seem in consequence that there is nothing new to discover. However, when Stefan Buczacki began what was planned to be a study of Chartwell and its garden and discussed the project with my great-aunt, Mary Soames, she urged him to widen his brief. No one had previously studied the many other homes and their gardens that Churchill and his wife Clementine bought and sold over the years, the residences that culminated in their ownership of the great house of Chartwell itself.

            The resulting story is the product of years of painstaking research, of uncovering scarcely known facts and scarcely known houses – including one that Churchill bought almost by mistake. Through his thorough research Stefan portrays the full breadth of Churchill’s homes with insight and detail that helps us understand Churchill, both statesman and family man. We are indebted to Stefan for his scholarship and vivid account.

            It has been a fascinating revelation, even for my own family.

         

      

   


   
      
         

            INTRODUCTION

         

         
            In his highly praised biography Churchill, the late Roy Jenkins wrote that he did not claim to have unearthed many new facts about his subject. He said that with published sources about him on their existing scale, this would be almost impossible and concluded that there are ‘no great hidden reservoirs of behaviour to be tapped’. In as much as Churchill is probably the most biographed man in history whose letters and papers have been raked over by two or three generations of researchers, that is probably true and the interest and significance of most published Churchill study today lies in the interpretation of what are essentially irrefutable facts. But there is a significant aspect of Churchill’s life that has never been examined in detail. Most biographers have overlooked much of the private, domestic existence of this very public man.

            Whilst it is generally known that Winston and Clementine Churchill owned a property called Chartwell and it was their home for forty years, the fact that they also owned, rented or borrowed many other houses is largely unappreciated. When I first set about researching what I expected to be ‘the Chartwell story’ therefore, it soon became evident that I too needed to know what had gone before and who and what had influenced them. Then, in turn, many other questions arose. Why did they move home so often and sometimes own two or three properties at the same time when at others they owned none? Who and what were the driving forces in deciding where they would live? How were the houses paid for? Why and when did Churchill take up farming and equestrian enterprises? And how did the family’s pattern of domestic life relate to Churchill’s political career?

            It also became evident that while much of the information I needed was certainly in the pubic domain at the Churchill archives, it had in large measure remained hidden because the bits that interested me were those that other biographers had ignored. And they were usually the bits that had been left out when the documents and letters were published. 

            I soon reached three decisions therefore. First, I would read all the relevant Churchill papers as original documents; second, where I had unavoidably to rely on secondary information, I would be circumspect in trusting any facts or comments that were neither in the late Sir Martin Gilbert’s official biography nor written by members of the Churchill family; and third, I would endeavour to visit all the Churchills’ homes, official and private, long and short term, owned and rented as well as those of significant friends who influenced them.

            I had two significant pieces of good fortune. I located a small but highly important collection of unpublished papers of the Chartwell architect Philip Tilden and I was allowed access to a critical group of closed papers in the Churchill archives relating to Churchill’s farms.

            I had thought that being a lifelong admirer of Churchill might prove a handicap as I unfolded, layer by layer, a side to the man that was essentially unknown. Would I be disappointed and discover private feet of clay as this greatest of world statesmen dealt with estate agents, managed his mortgage, kept an eye on the grocer’s accounts, chose wallpaper, argued with architects, hired and fired servants, developed his garden and haggled with builders? On the contrary, I discovered an unexpected humanity and whilst through his letters I certainly came to know the Churchill the world knows, a man born to lead, an ever impatient and often intolerant man aware of his own destiny, a driven politician with an ego the size of a tank, I also found a gentler individual with human frailties and a measure of insecurity, an always loving – if not always caring – husband and above all, a man of total integrity. To my surprise, in the house-owning, home-making, garden building Churchill of my study I found a bit of everyman.
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               Rosetta Cottage, Cowes, Isle of Wight where Churchill’s parents first met and the plaque at Rosetta Cottage commemorating the meeting during Cowes week 1873.
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               The hastily prepared room at Blenheim Palace in which Winston Leonard Spencer-Churchill was born on 30 November 1874.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

             CHAPTER 1

            EARLY INFLUENCES

         

         When the sun rose over Blenheim Palace in Oxfordshire on the morning of Monday 30 November 1874, the great house had one more resident than when it had set the previous evening; one who by intention, should not have been there. At half past one in the morning, Jennie, the American born wife of Lord Randolph Churchill, Member of Parliament for the Borough of Woodstock and the second surviving son of the house’s owner, the 7th Duke of Marlborough, had given birth to her first child. He would be christened Winston Leonard Spencer-Churchill and baptised in the Blenheim chapel a month later.
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               Lord Randolph Churchill, Churchill’s father.
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               Jennie, Lady Churchill (Lady Randolph), Churchill’s mother.

            

         

         There had been no expectation that Winston Spencer Churchill – as he chose to be known, in due course dropping both the hyphen and the Leonard – would be born in the ancestral mansion. His parents happened to be staying there between homes and his birth was two months premature; so unexpected in fact that he was born in a temporary bedroom made ready in great haste. Lord and Lady Randolph – as they were generally known – had taken a three month let for £200 on a house at No 1 Curzon Street in London’s Mayfair. This arrangement had ended in July and the intention was that their first child would be born at a new London home nearby, a distinctive early Georgian house at 48, Charles Street into which they were due to move at the start of their tenancy in January.
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               No 48 Charles Street, Churchill’s first childhood home.

            

         

         No 48 Charles Street was a fine town house, one of the most attractive small town houses in London, but it was certainly no Blenheim. Churchill returned to the old palace countless times during his life, and family gatherings there, especially at Christmas, were always precious to him. From an early age, he also came to appreciate the setting of Blenheim, its gardens, grounds and the rolling park landscaped by Lancelot ‘Capability’ Brown. His parents’ various town houses had little if any garden and he would be over forty before he had a proper one of his own. As early as spring 1882, at the age of seven, Churchill wrote several letters from Blenheim to his father telling him he had collected a basket of primroses and some ‘wild hyacinths’ [bluebells] and that there were violets and daisies in the Blenheim gardens. He touchingly told the distant and austere Lord Randolph in April that year how much he preferred walking in the gardens at Blenheim to Green Park or Hyde Park.1 Naturally the young Churchill visited and stayed with friends, some of whose homes had fine gardens and grand estates but it was Blenheim that played a critical and early part in shaping his love of gardens, of flowers and of the natural world.

         Churchill’s ancestor, John the 1st Duke of Marlborough was granted the Manor of Woodstock by Queen Anne on 17 February 1705 as a gift from a grateful country in recognition of his services during the war against the French. The architect John Vanbrugh and his assistant Nicholas Hawksmoor were entrusted with creating an appropriate house, to be called Blenheim after the battle site at Blindheim in Bavaria where Marlborough and his Austrian ally Prince Eugene of Savoy had defeated the French. Marlborough wanted his house, the Palace as it became, to be something like the home that Vanbrugh and Hawksmoor had built for the 3rd Earl of Carlisle at Castle Howard, a house Marlborough greatly admired. The construction at Woodstock began in the summer of 1705 but it proceeded unhappily. Sarah, the Duchess of Marlborough unfortunately fell out of favour with the Queen and then the funding dried up under the incoming Tory government. The builders sued the Duke, who was obliged to dip deeply into his own purse, then the Duchess argued with Vanbrugh who left, taking Hawksmoor with him. How Churchill, in the summer of 1923 must have felt the historical resonances as he tangled with his own architect at Chartwell; although his battles and his budgets were on a rather smaller scale, something for which he must have been immensely grateful. And he did not have an interfering wife. 
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               Charles (Sunny), 9th Duke of Marlborough, Churchill’s cousin

            

         

         The Marlboroughs finally moved into Blenheim in 1719 but the Duke was not to enjoy his home for long. He died in 1722 leaving his widow to continue directing the work on the estate. Who, among Vanbrugh, the Duke himself or Henry Wise, master gardener to the Queen was responsible for the overall plan of the grounds at Blenheim is not known. But self-evidently, the scheme was to be formal, its scale was vast and it was altered several times at the Duchess’s bidding before her own death in 1744. It was not until twenty years later, under the 4th Duke of Marlborough that the grounds at Blenheim acquired essentially the appearance with which Churchill grew up and that is familiar to visitors today. The Duke engaged the designer Lancelot ‘Capability’ Brown to transform the entire park of 2,500 acres into a unified semi-natural landscape. It is widely considered a masterpiece. Entering from Woodstock through Hawksmoor’s Triumphal Arch, Churchill saw as we do, how Brown integrated what Hawksmoor and Vanbrugh had left as individual pieces – the palace itself, the bridge, the scattered plantings and rides – into one magnificent entity. He created the Great Lakes and an artificial river, cascades, carriage drives and discrete and ingenious positioning of groups of trees. Although in time, Churchill himself was to create lakes and plant trees, it is hard to believe even he felt he was truly emulating Brown but being so familiar throughout his life with a landscape of trees, contrived vistas and water, it is hard to believe too that the germ of his ambition was not sown in his childhood; at the garden he so much admired, a garden where ‘…there is no violent contrast, no abrupt dividing line between the wildness and freshness of the garden and the pomp of the architecture’. But no garden ever stands still. Gardening is the four-dimensional art and it changes by the day under the influences both of nature and man. Even as Brown was completing his involvement in the late eighteenth century, William Chambers and others were creating small temples within the Pleasure Grounds close to the house, one of which, the Temple of Diana on a particularly prominent point overlooking the lake was Chambers’ own work and was to feature significantly in Churchill’s personal life. Each owner of Blenheim, each successive Duke, has made his personal mark and the development of the gardens is a story that has itself filled books. Using some of the vast wealth that his American first wife Consuelo Vanderbilt brought to the Blenheim coffers the 9th Duke, Churchill’s cousin, changed much of the area close to the house during his lifetime. He engaged the French designer Achille Duchêne to create new formal gardens and most conspicuously transformed an old shrubbery on the western side into spectacular water gardens in the French style, a project not completed until 1930. For eight years between 1902 and 1910 the three acre Great Court was a mess as Marlborough swept away Brown’s lawns to return it to its original gravelled and cobbled form and the estate was in constant turmoil as in the course of little more than the first two decades of the twentieth century, he planted almost half a million trees. On the eastern side of the Palace, Henry Wise’s flower garden, installed for the 1st Duchess, had fallen into a parlous state by the late nineteenth century and Duchêne redesigned this too. As a young man visiting and staying at Blenheim, Churchill would have seen many of these upheavals, the building sites that ensue when gardens are created or altered, a situation that nonetheless clearly did not put him off his own landscape gardening for it was a scene that was to become all too familiar in the nineteen twenties at Chartwell.

         Number 48 Charles Street, Churchill’s first London home, was then the heart of fashionable Mayfair and was one of the group of streets around Berkeley Square laid out about 1675. Lord Randolph’s home at No 48 is one of the more distinguished houses with two attractive white obelisks in front of its arched doorway. The arrangement of its rooms is typical of houses of the period and, give or take variations in size, it set a pattern that was to be followed throughout Churchill’s life. A rather grand staircase ascended from an elegant entrance hall off which the reception and dining rooms were generally situated, the withdrawing rooms and library were on the first floor, the bedrooms on the second and third and the servants’ quarters at the top. A rear stairs gave the servants access to the rest of the house and to the kitchen and service rooms in the basement.

         Because he died within the memories of many people alive today, it is easy to forget that Churchill was a Victorian; yet he was born shortly after the middle of Queen Victoria’s sixty-three year reign. Victorian values, Victorian standards and Victorian practices were part of his growing up. And because he became a man of the people and spent his political life in the House of Commons not the House of Lords, it is easy to forget too that he was an upper class Victorian. Churchill’s young life was peopled with servants and in due course he employed them himself. Seven or eight domestic staff was the usual quota for town houses of the size of No 48 Charles Street and for a family of the Churchills’ standing. The servants lived on the top one or two floors, gaining access by the back stairs to their work places, tending the family’s rooms or in the basement where the kitchen and stores were situated.
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               Elizabeth Everest (‘Woom’), Churchill’s nanny.

            

         

         Among the first servants Lord and Lady Randolph employed at Charles Street was a woman who was to be central to the early years of Churchill’s life: his nurse Elizabeth Everest to whom he became devoted. She took him on holiday and corresponded with him at school; once, in fine nanny fashion, she called him ‘a naughty little boy’ for not writing to his parents. He was eighteen years old at the time. She taught him about flowers and the countryside and shared with him early attempts at smallholding. Elizabeth Ann Everest was born in Chatham and thought Kent the centre of the world. Its capital she said was Maidstone and all around grew strawberries, cherries, raspberries and plums. ‘Lovely’ said Churchill, ‘I always wanted to live in Kent’. Elizabeth Everest spent her life in service and before Lady Randolph appointed her, she had been working for a vicar in Cumberland but for so pivotal a figure in Churchill’s upbringing, she is imbued with a curious enigma. Churchill and his brother called her ‘Woom’, ‘Woomany’ or sometimes ‘Oom’; ‘Woom’ was how she signed herself when writing to them. Formally, she was Mrs Everest to everyone although the reality is that she was unmarried and there is no real clue to why the fiction was perpetuated although nannies were sometimes called ‘Mrs’ regardless of their marital state. The one person who seems to have disliked her was Churchill’s grandmother, Frances the 7th Duchess of Marlborough (‘Duchess Fanny’) who called her ‘that horrid old Everest’2 although Churchill’s cousin Shane Leslie said this was because Woom did not like cold and draughty Blenheim. She would keep Churchill in London and away from his grandmother because she thought the palace unhealthy. Ironically, in 1891 when the boys were old enough for Lady Randolph to have no further need of her services, Elizabeth Everest went to work for the old Duchess at her London house in Grosvenor Square. She was eventually dismissed (by letter) in October 1893, an episode that caused Churchill much distress.

         Churchill’s childhood days at 48 Charles Street were brief, thanks to an ill-judged intervention by his father in the private affairs of his friend the Prince of Wales. The Prince was away in India during the winter of 1875–6 while his friend and companion the Earl of Aylesford was embroiled in rather complex divorce proceedings in which Lord Randolph’s elder brother the Marquess of Blandford was cited as co-respondent. Lord Randolph threatened to make public a bundle of intimate letters written by the Prince of Wales to Aylesford’s wife some years previously. It was a bad move. The Prince was most extraordinarily cross. There was talk of a duel. Lord and Lady Randolph went to America in the summer of 1876 hoping that things would cool down and Lord Randolph apologised but it was clear he needed to be out of the way for rather longer to stand any chance of restoring his favour at Court. A neat solution was therefore proposed by Lord Beaconsfield (the Conservative Prime Minister, Benjamin Disraeli). The Duke of Marlborough should be appointed Lord Lieutenant (Viceroy) of Ireland and take his son Lord Randolph with him as his unpaid private secretary – unpaid because this would avoid him having to give up his seat in the House of Commons. All that was necessary was to nudge aside the existing Viceroy, the Duke of Abercorn, a move neatly achieved without bloodshed. So it was that in early January 1877 after only two years in his parents’ Mayfair home, young Winston and Mrs Everest and most of the Churchill family were on the boat to Ireland.

         The Vice-regal lodge in Phoenix Park, Dublin, now called Áras an Uachtaráin and the official home of the President of Ireland, is a bit like a scaled-down White House. It was designed in the mid-eighteenth century by an amateur architect named Nathaniel Clements and a short distance away was The Little Lodge, ‘a long, low white building with Green shutters and verandahs’.3 This was the residence of the Private Secretary, Churchill’s father, and it was to be their home for the next three years.
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               No 29 St James’s Place, Churchill’s second childhood home.

            

         

         The most important event of young Winston Churchill’s stay in Ireland was the birth of his one and only sibling to whom he remained close throughout his life. John Strange Spencer-Churchill, always known as Jack, was born in Phoenix Park in Dublin on 4 February 1880 shortly before his parents returned to England in time to take part in the general election in April. His penance done – although it would be some time before he was properly welcomed back into the Prince of Wales’ circle – Lord Randolph retained his seat at Woodstock but Disraeli’s government fell to Gladstone’s Liberals and the Duke of Marlborough’s tenure as Viceroy was at an end. Lord Randolph had sub-let the Charles Street house and was therefore in need of an alternative London home so he moved his family across Piccadilly to the secluded and fashionable Georgian haven that is St James’s Place. He took a lease on No 29, a compact five-storied house where he at least knew his neighbours. Next door at No 30 was Sir Stafford Northcote, sometime Liberal but by then Conservative MP for North Devonshire and until recently Chancellor of the Exchequer in Disraeli’s government. He was the man who had taken over from Disraeli as Conservative leader in the House of Commons on the Prime Minister’s elevation to the peerage as the 1st Earl of Beaconsfield in 1876.
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               No 2 Connaught Place, Churchill’s third childhood home.

            

         

         At St James’s Place a first glimpse is seen of the servants who were sharing young Churchill’s life. In addition to the redoubtable and enigmatic Mrs Everest, there were Amelia Legge, the cook, Sarah Mitchell, the housemaid, Rebecca Secret, the lady’s maid, Charles Howard, butler, Frederick Martin, footman and seventeen year old Jane Clark, the kitchen maid. But by late 1882, after less than three years in St James’s Place, they were on the move again. The family needed more room but this necessitated parting company with their distinguished address and taking a larger house in an area frequented by those whom today would be called the nouveau riche. The area was Tyburnia, centred on the site of the infamous Tyburn gallows on the edge of Hyde Park. Lord Randolph took a lease on No 2 Connaught Place, at the corner with Edgware Road, a tall five-storied stuccoed house built around 1810 with its principal rooms facing south across Hyde Park to benefit from the view and like its neighbours, accessed from a private road at the back. Many burials from public executions had taken place in the area and it is said that a mass grave was found beneath No 2 not long after the Churchills moved in at the end of 1882. In consequence, the house was said to be haunted and perhaps in further consequence, and probably at Lady Randolph’s instigation, electricity was installed in No 2 Connaught Place which thus became one of the first houses in England to be so illuminated. The young man who installed it was called Samuel Mavar – some fifty years later, Clementine Churchill met him while she was returning to England from New York on the RMS Berengaria. He had emigrated to become a successful mining engineer.
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               St George’s School, Ascot, Churchill’s first school (anonymous watercolour, probably late 19th century).
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               Nos 29–30 Brunswick Road, Hove, the site of the Misses Thomsons’ school.

            

         

         The Connaught Place house was notionally Churchill’s home for the next nine years. He had never lived in one place for so long but for much of the time he was an unhappy and absentee resident. At the beginning of November, just before the family left St James’s Place and shortly before his eighth birthday he was sent away to school. The school was St George’s in Wells Lane, Ascot where he spent nearly two hateful years with around thirty-five other unfortunate inmates under the exceedingly grim regime of the Reverend Herbert Sneyd-Kynnersley and his wife Flora. The boys were allowed some freedom – Churchill wrote of going fishing one Saturday – but despite the fact that the school had every modern facility (like 2 Connaught Place, it was also illuminated by electricity, ‘then a wonder’ Churchill later wrote),4 it also had the most fearsome flogging regime he ever encountered and it was with much relief that he was taken away at the end of the summer term of 1884. It is possible he was moved when Mrs Everest spoke to Lady Randolph after seeing the after-effects of his birchings but for whatever reason he was sent to a more benign establishment at Nos 29 and 30 Brunswick Road, Hove, owned by two young unmarried women, Charlotte Thomson and her younger sister Catherine. The school was formed from two early Victorian terraced houses in the typical Hove bow-fronted style close to fashionable Brunswick Square on the south side of the town. The sea was not far away down a steep hill. The school was large enough to accommodate up to twenty-two pupils with a matron, cook and four servants and a tiny rear garden provided the opportunity for the children to partake of fresh air but the Thomsons’ regime clearly extended to taking their young charges into the countryside because it was while in Hove in September 1886 that Churchill first wrote of his pleasure at collecting butterflies. In the following year, he wrote to his mother ‘I am never at a loss to do anything while I am in the country for I shall be occupied with ‘Butterflying’ all day (I was last year)’.5 There was clearly official encouragement too: seventy years later he said ‘When I was a small boy at school we were given nets and encouraged to massacre butterflies. When they were caught they were pinned on a board, and boys competed with boys in the number of species on their board. There were Tortoiseshells and Red Admirals and Peacocks’.6 At Hove too, he was able to play cricket and to ride three times a week and in January 1885, there is a mention of a bowl with two goldfish, the first reference to creatures that were to hold a life-long fascination for him.

         In 1885, the political career of Churchill’s father was reaching a climax. Gladstone’s Liberal administration lost a vote in the House of Commons, Gladstone resigned and the Tory leader Lord Salisbury was invited to form a government. Although Lord Randolph had never held office, he was the supreme orator, the talismanic figure who could influence the electorate and he presumed to tell Lord Salisbury that he would not serve in his government if his former neighbour Sir Stafford Northcote was Leader of the Commons. He got his way, Sir Stafford went to the House of Lords and Lord Randolph became a Privy Councillor and a minister for the first time – Secretary of State for India in Lord Salisbury’s caretaker government. In November, an election was called, Lord Randolph won South Paddington but Gladstone’s Liberals had the largest number of seats while the Irish Nationalists held the balance of power. The situation was unsatisfactory and early the following year, Salisbury resigned and Gladstone was back as Prime Minister. He lasted until June, another election was held in July, the Tories triumphed and Lord Randolph, who was seen as the architect of victory was rewarded by Salisbury in being appointed both Chancellor of the Exchequer and Leader of the House of Commons. His rise had been meteoric. Young Churchill at school in Brighton was now being asked for his father’s autograph. But the glory was short-lived. An ill-judged speech in the autumn of 1886 followed by an inability to push through his budget were to cost Lord Randolph his job. He resigned and Lord Salisbury was never to forgive him. The meteoric rise was followed, like the path of all shooting stars, by a fall to earth.

         In March 1888, Churchill passed the entrance examination to Harrow and with two fellow pupils from Brighton started there the following month in Mr Henry Davidson’s Small House. His time there and the chimera of his achievements in the various subjects are well known. His letters home are full of measles, toothache, shortages of money, school reports both good and indifferent, lack of parental visits, rifle shooting and his prospects for admission to Sandhurst which he eventually achieved, at the third attempt, in August 1893. Although his marks were not good enough to gain him admission to the infantry, as his father had wished, they were good enough for the cavalry and in due course he was gazetted in the 4th Hussars as a second lieutenant in February 1895.
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               No 2 Verona Cottages, Ventnor (now 28 Mitchell Avenue) where Churchill spent boyhood holidays.

            

         

         Churchill’s boyhood summer holidays were generally spent well out of his parents’ sight at the seaside with Mrs Everest. In 1885 for instance, he went to Cromer although Ventnor on the Isle of Wight was a particular favourite. It was the home of Mrs Everest’s’ sister Mary – her husband John Balaam was at one time a warder at Parkhurst Prison and their son Charles was the same age as Churchill. Winston first went to Ventnor at the age of three in March 1878 by when John Balaam was superintendent of the Ventnor Gas and Water Company. He stayed at his home, a house called Flint Cottage perched high on the slope above the gas works from which the smell of gas must have been extremely intrusive. There was a steep path from the house down to the sea and during a walk along the cliffs, young Winston recalled seeing the training ship Eurydice in full sail off-shore. Then a sudden squall caused them all to dash home and on his next walk along the same cliff path, there were three masts protruding from the water, masts that betrayed the last resting place of the ship which had been sunk in that same squall with the loss of over three hundred lives, one of the worst British shipping tragedies. Seeing boats bringing corpses ashore made a lasting impression on Churchill; it was the first time – the first of many throughout the next ninety years – he had personally experienced death at such close quarters.

         
            
[image: ]
               Flint Cottage (arrowed) above the former Ventnor gasworks where Churchill spent boyhood holidays (early 20th century).

            

         

         In 1888 by when John Balaam was semi-retired and working as a rates collector, Winston and Jack made a visit – possibly one of several – to stay with the family at a newly built house, No 2 Verona Cottages in Newport Road high above the town. The boys enjoyed picking raspberries and gooseberries from the Balaams’ garden which had distant views out across Ventnor to the sea.7 The local belief is that in all Churchill made five visits to Ventnor, staying also at a lodging house 2 Hambrough Road and at a house in Alma Road just off the Esplanade although there is no obvious reason why he should have visited the town and not stayed with the Balaams. But if there was one truly important place in addition to Blenheim that helped shape young Churchill’s love of the great outdoors, it was Banstead Manor, set in the lovely rolling countryside to the south of Newmarket.
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               The old house at Banstead Manor (early 20th century), rented by Lord Randolph for holidays.
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               Harry McCalmont, the owner of Banstead Manor.

            

         

         Banstead Manor and the then vast Cheveley Estate on which it stands were owned by Harry McCalmont, the son of a London barrister. By dint of a peculiar family will, he inherited £4 million from an unmarried relative who had made his fortune in banking (the McCalmonts were then the most important financiers in the City after Barings) and he used it to indulge in a prodigious spending spree. He bought an estate in Hertfordshire, a house in St James’s Square and a yacht, as well as the Cheveley Park Estate which at first he leased and then bought from John Manners, the 7th Duke of Rutland. In the summer of 1890, Lord Randolph was becoming increasingly interested in horse racing (he had already won the 1889 Oaks with a jet black filly called L’Abbesse De Jouarre) and in Harry McCalmont he could not have found better inspiration as he was also spending part of his vast wealth on the turf. McCalmont may in turn have benefited from the political influence that accrued from Lord Randolph’s friendship – five years later he himself entered Parliament as Conservative member for East Cambridgeshire. McCalmont owned some remarkably successful horses including one of the greatest of all English thoroughbreds, Isinglass. Another of his horses, St Maclou was to beat Bob Sievier’s Sceptre in the 1902 Lincolnshire. As McCalmont lived in the main house at Cheveley, the agricultural estate of Banstead Manor was available to let and Lord Randolph and his mother, Duchess Fanny took a joint lease on it; and then in January 1891, Lord Randolph took over the entire let himself.8 Churchill and Jack with other family members and friends’ children spent perfect schoolboy holidays there.9 The teenage Churchill built a den, a large mud and wooden hut, constructed with the help of some estate workers. Around it he and Jack, together with their cousins Shane Leslie and Hugh Frewen, a boy named Christopher, the son of John Ranner the gardener from nearby Dover Cottage and other children from the estate built fortifications and a defensive catapult. Stories persist locally of Churchill’s boyish mischief at Banstead and no window was considered safe from his catapult while Tom Bell, the farm bailiff’s son was lured by the future Prime Minister into falling down a trap door in the stable hay loft.10

         It was at Banstead too that Churchill and his brother began small-holding, keeping chickens, ferrets, a guinea pig and rabbits although the modest returns he made from selling the eggs would not, Mrs Everest told him, even pay the labourer’s wages; so setting a financial pattern that was to continue throughout Churchill’s farming life.11 In the bitterly cold Christmas holidays of 1890 they killed rabbits for the pot, had fun in the snow and skated on the pond. At Banstead, there were kittens and puppies to play with and, in the summer, fresh fruit and vegetables from the garden and Mrs Everest’s home-made jam. It was all, Mrs Everest said, ‘so much better for them than London’.12

         But all good things must come to an end. In the summer of 1892, Lord Randolph Churchill was finding his finances unduly constrained and he decided to give up his London house 2 Connaught Place and then in October relinquished Banstead Manor too. The Churchills left their mark at Banstead nonetheless. Lady Randolph had never taken kindly to washing her hair in the hard Suffolk water and so had a large rainwater tank installed in the attic. Unfortunately the house was badly built and with inadequate foundations and shortly after the McCalmont family sold the property in 1927, the rafters finally gave way under the tank’s weight and thanks to Lady Randolph’s concern for her coiffure, the entire house was wrecked leading to its subsequent demolition.13

         Back in 1892, and potentially homeless, Lord Randolph turned for family help as his son was later to do many times himself. His mother Duchess Fanny had been widowed by the death of her husband, Churchill’s grandfather, John the 7th Duke of Marlborough in July 1883 and had a large Georgian house at fifty, Grosvenor Square. The house dated from around 1746 although it had an early Victorian exterior and the two families decided to move in together and this remained what was in effect Churchill’s home until shortly after the death of his father, probably from syphilis, after a long period of illness at the end of January 1895. The house disappeared during the wholesale redevelopment of Grosvenor Square in the early twentieth century.
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               No 35a Great Cumberland Place, Lady Randolph’s London house.

            

         

         Lord Randolph Churchill bequeathed many things to his son – a famous name, a powerful oratory and the fact that politics coursed through his veins. But he also bequeathed something much more tangible. After some bequests to Lady Randolph, his modest residual wealth was left in Trust for the benefit of his two children – a statement dated 1908 indicated the value of shares and other holdings to be worth then just under £42,000 – and Churchill was therefore able to approach the Trustees on a regular basis for many decades to come to obtain loans to finance his house purchases.14 Lady Randolph, the Duke of Marlborough and Viscount Curzon were the original Trustees although Winston himself and Jack were later also appointed. It was an arrangement that was born out of pure pragmatism and there is never a hint of any stigma being attached to him having to go at frequent intervals, more or less cap in hand, to his cousin and younger brother, as the other Trustees.

         The year 1895 was in many ways a turning point in Churchill’s life. He now had a career, but he had lost his father and in the course of the succeeding months, he would also lose his grandmother Jerome and, in July, old Mrs Everest at the age of only sixty-two. For many years after her death, Churchill’s accounts contained regular invoices from Collins, a florist in Manor Park in East London for flowers to be placed on Elizabeth Everest’s grave. In 1895 too, and much to his relief and contentment, Churchill had a new home. In the autumn, his mother moved out of Duchess Fanny’s house and in to one of her own, a tall Georgian property at 35a Great Cumberland Place, on the corner with Upper Berkeley Street and just a few strides from Marble Arch.

         In the autumn too, there are real signs from his letters that Churchill was coming of age – precociously – as an observer of the political scene. He was coming of age in the army also and the 4th Hussars were making preparations for their posting to India the following year. There was leave available and Churchill took advantage of the opportunity to make his first significant overseas journey and see some action. For these were peaceful times and as he himself observed ‘… scarcely a captain, hardly ever a subaltern, could be found throughout Her Majesty’s forces who had seen even the smallest kind of war’.15 Instead of joining his colleagues chasing foxes, therefore, he planned to sail with his army friend Reginald Barnes to New York then on to Cuba where Spanish troops were endeavouring to put down a local guerrilla rebellion. He had more or less official backing from the British Army authorities to obtain military information while he was there and, setting a pattern that was to become familiar over the coming years, persuaded the Daily Graphic to pay him 5 guineas a time for regular reports that he would write on the action. He and Barnes sailed on the Cunarder RMS Etruria from Liverpool on 1 November, arrived in New York on the 9th and then after a thirty-six hour train journey to Florida, sailed from Key West to Havana on a small steamer, the SS Olivette, on the 20th. It was his first experience of a land totally different from his own. ‘…the temperate yet ardent climate, the abundant rainfall, the luxuriant vegetation, the unrivalled fertility of the soil, the beautiful scenery…’ created a deep impression. Accompanying the Spanish troops he came under fire for the first time: ‘I heard enough bullets whistle and hum to satisfy me for some time to come…’ he later wrote.16 But it was only a brief encounter with beautiful scenery and bullets and in under a month, the adventure was over. Churchill and Barnes returned to New York and sailed for home on the Etruria in mid-December. Back in England in January, having brought cigars, coffee and guava jelly to stock his mother’s cellars in Great Cumberland Place, Churchill enjoyed a few months of polo and social life and then, in September, sailed with his regiment to India.
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               RMS Etruria, the Cunard liner that took Churchill from Liverpool to New York and back.
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               SS Olivette, the American steamship on which Churchill sailed from Key West to Cuba.
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             CHAPTER 2

            INDIA AND AFRICA

         

         For anyone with even a passing interest in wild life and natural history, whether as collector, hunter or observer, the first experience of the Tropics, especially the lush, humid Tropics, takes away your breath and challenges your senses. And although Churchill had already felt the warmth of Cuba, there will have been no less of a thrill in his heart, eyes and nostrils when the SS Britannia docked at Bombay on Friday 1 October 1896. The eager anticipation of danger, excitement and adventure for the young subaltern was mixed with at least an outline knowledge of the prodigious natural treasure that was the sub-continent. But despite the British having had a significant presence in India for over two hundred years, its plant and animal life was still not properly chronicled. While today’s traveller to almost any part of the world can find at least a modest local field guide, reference books were sparse and expensive in 1896. Churchill had none.
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               SS Britannia on which Churchill sailed with his regiment to India.

            

         

         Although the rainy season was coming to an end, the aroma of spices and of strange and unfamiliar vegetation still hung heavy in the air as Churchill and his companions passed beyond the city on the train that weaved its way 600 miles south through Poona and Hubli to their new garrison home in Bangalore. The British had been in Bangalore for many years and had maintained a permanent garrison there since 1831. It was one of the most important of the southern military outposts of British India and whilst lacking the high altitude cool of the northern hill stations, it was a reasonably attractive posting. Bangalore is ‘…usually considered an agreeable place to soldier in’ Churchill had written to his grandmother two days before leaving England.1 Then, as now, it offered a fine environment for growing plants and is sometimes called the garden city of India. Roses have always grown well there – and today are raised commercially – and on his arrival, Churchill thought the climate excellent and noted how it encouraged a lush profusion of flora and fauna. ‘The roses of Europe in innumerable large pots attain the highest perfection of fragrance and colour. Flowers, flowering shrubs and creepers blossom in glorious profusion. Snipe (and snakes) abound in the marshes; brilliant butterflies dance in the sunshine, and nautch-girls by the light of the moon’.2 There were English girls also among them and Churchill struck up friendships with two whom he christened The Plum and The Peach.

         When did Churchill first acquire his apparently improbable life-long fascination with butterflies? Perhaps he watched them as a young child in the grounds at Blenheim; perhaps he was even fortunate enough in those halcyon lepidopterous days of the late nineteenth century to have seen the large tortoiseshell in its old Oxfordshire haunts. Or perhaps it was at the age of eleven when he had ‘massacred’ them (plus at least one ‘Dragon-Fly’) at school in Brighton.3 Whether he caught and released any or skewered them all to a board he didn’t reveal but by the time he arrived in Bangalore ten years later, he certainly had had plenty of experience in forming a collection and was well versed in how to kill, set and mount his specimens. There was every incentive. When half a dozen different modestly coloured insects in an English garden on the same day would be a matter of some remark (even in the eighteen-nineties), the bounteous richness of the butterfly life of southern India must have been paradisiacal.

         Bangalore stands at the corner of a 900-metre high plateau with rocky outcrops, wooded hills, valleys and patches of jungle nor far away. Around 150 species of butterfly occur – or used to occur – in the area and it is possible to imagine some of those Churchill would have seen in his garden in the October of 1896.4 When he wrote to Jack, he told him the garden was full of rare and beautiful insects including purple emperors, white admirals and swallowtails – remembering species he knew from home.5 Among the local swallowtails, he must have seen the abundant common mormon and the black and white lime butterfly. Perhaps he mistook this insect for a white admiral which it rather resembles and his ‘purple emperor’ may have been a fine butterfly called the great eggfly which is especially common in Bangalore after the rains.
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               Indian Lime Butterfly, which Churchill may have mistaken for a White Admiral.

            

         

         Clearly entranced, Churchill asked his mother to send him one small collecting box, two large collecting boxes, five assorted setting boards, one net, one box of pins and one killing tin, for which he enclosed ‘a cheque for a fiver’. There were, he told her, so many beautiful and rare butterflies in the garden that he would be able in a few weeks to make a collection without any difficulty. But Lady Randolph appears to have had better things to do; her letters were full of political news and accounts of her social activities and a visit to the local supplier of naturalist’s requisites does not seem to have held much appeal. Undeterred, Churchill improvised some equipment and was soon building up his collection. Then disaster struck. In early December he wrote to Jack reporting that the collection had been destroyed by a rat, a malevolent creature that crawled into the specimen cabinet and ate the lot. The only consolation was that Churchill caught the miscreant and set Winston his terrier to dispatch him. Although Churchill told Jack he had begun again, sadly, nothing more is heard of the collection; polo and soldiering took over both his time and his correspondence. It was claimed that Churchill later said he whiled away the hours watching butterflies in the exercise compound at the State Model Schools in Pretoria where he was imprisoned in 1899 during the Boer War, but no more appears of them in his own writings until he visited East Africa in 1908 and it was to be nearly half a century before the passion for Lepidoptera was renewed actively.6
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               Cavalry bungalows in Bangalore with large pots of roses. The figure seated at the rear of the carriage is believed to be Churchill.

            

         

         The subalterns in Bangalore were accommodated in a clutch of ample single-storied bungalows around the cavalry mess, each in their own walled grounds with gardens although their location within the city can’t now be identified. Churchill shared his ‘palatial’ pink and white bungalow, ‘wreathed in purple bougainvillea’, with two fellow officers Reginald Barnes, who had accompanied him to Cuba and Hugo Baring and they inherited an established rose garden from the previous occupant, replete with a hundred and fifty standards including such nineteenth centuries splendours as ‘Gloire de Dijon’, ‘La France’ (the first ever Hybrid Tea, bred in France in 1854) and ‘Maréchal Neil’ [sic]. Churchill was delighted by it and a passion for gardening had taken an early hold. Writing to his mother on the long train journey to Bangalore after visiting the Calcutta races, he told her how much he was looking forward to getting back to his ponies and roses and then a week later, he asked her to send a few English seeds – wallflowers, stocks, even tulips – the horticultural learning curve hadn’t yet reached the point of discovery that tulips are better grown from bulbs.7 Once again, there is no suggestion that Lady Randolph had either the time or inclination to oblige but six weeks later, the garden had evidently expanded and Churchill was reporting enthusiastically on his achievements, in between the all important absorbing of English history: ‘The garden is getting on well, though water is badly needed. I have 250 rose trees & 70 different sorts so that every morning I can cut about 3 great basins full of the most beautiful flowers which nature produces. I am half way through Macaulay…’8

         When two months later Churchill reviewed his stay in India, he concluded that he had ‘not been unhappy, though occasionally very bored, and I contemplate without repugnance returning to my books, my butterflies & my roses…’9 And a year later he was in even more reflective mood, drawing example from nature in concluding that sanctity of life was entirely a human concept: ‘You may think of a beautiful butterfly – 12 million feathers on his wings, 16,000 lenses in his eye – a mouthful for a bird…’10 He never forgot his formative time in Bangalore and retained not only his passion for roses and butterflies but also a fondness for his old servant Munuswamy and for the last fifteen years of the old man’s life before his death in 1959, Churchill sent him £5 a year.

         Churchill remained at least notionally in India until the spring of 1899, having in the meantime managed to become attached as a war correspondent to Sir Bindon Blood’s expeditionary force to subdue Afghan tribes on the North-west Frontier and then obtained a temporary attachment (thanks to the intervention of Lady Randolph and her friend Lady St Helier) again as a correspondent, to the 21st Lancers under Kitchener in the Sudan where he famously took part in the blood bath of Omdurman, one of the last regimental cavalry charges in British military history. But it was politics not soldiering that were truly taking a hold and starting to shape his destiny so shortly afterwards he resigned his commission. Reflecting a few years later, he felt the army was a poor profession although ‘I got all the fun of it for I was in active service nearly all the time…’11

         Churchill arrived back in London via Cairo in late April and took up his room again at his mother’s’ house in Great Cumberland Place with the advantage, as he recognised, that his expenses would be small. The house then provided the base for his first electoral foray: to fight the two member seat of Oldham for the Conservatives at a by-election following the death of one of the sitting members in June. He came a creditable third with the two Liberal candidates occupying the first two places.

         But by the autumn, two powerful forces were again pulling Churchill away from domestic life: adventure and the prospect of significant earnings. The long-running tension between Britain and the South African Boer Republics finally came to a head in open conflict in October; even though, as Churchill observed ‘Nearly fifty years had passed since Great Britain had been at war with any white people…’12 Almost as the British forces mobilised, the Morning Post hired him as its principal war correspondent at £250 a month plus expenses. The first sailing to South Africa was by the 5,625 ton Union Castle liner Dunottar Castle from Southampton on the 11th; and Churchill was on it.
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               RMS Dunottar Castle, The Union Castle liner on which Churchill sailed on his fateful journey as a war correspondent to South Africa.

            

         

         Churchill’s South African adventures are well chronicled, most memorably and with the most splendid understatement by Churchill himself in his book My Early Life, and his famous capture by the Boers and subsequent escape are as familiar as any Boy’s Own Paper tale. What is less well remembered is that he was in South Africa at the same time as two people who loomed large in his domestic life. Sir Ian Hamilton, whom Churchill first met on a ship in the middle of the Indian Ocean, was there as a brigade commander. He had been born into an army family and was destined to become a committed professional soldier, reaching the rank of Colonel at a younger age than any other serving officer. Hamilton was tall, skeletally thin and intuitively brave – he had two recommendations for the Victoria Cross turned down, the first on the grounds that he was too young and the second to avoid creating a precedent by awarding it to a General who had personally led his men in battle. In due course, he would become a trenchant critic of Churchill’s method of growing potatoes. Churchill’s second companion in South Africa was rather more unexpected. In January 1900, his mother turned up.

         The previous autumn, Lady Randolph had gathered around her a group of like-minded American women in Britain to raise funds for equipping a hospital ship, to be despatched to South Africa ‘for the relief of the sick and wounded soldiers’. She convinced an American shipping millionaire named Nadel Baker to loan an old cattle boat called the Maine which was duly converted. It sailed on Christmas Day, 1899, under British and American flags, with Royal blessing and with Lady Randolph herself on board. Much to her subsequent consternation, her younger son Jack sailed two weeks later, Churchill having obtained a lieutenancy for him in the South African Light Horse. The Maine made stops on her way and was overtaken by Jack who met his mother at Capetown. They then sailed on together to Durban where Churchill himself was waiting for the family reunion. But Lady Randolph’s joy with her sons was to be short. Jack was wounded in the calf during a skirmish and became his mother’s first casualty aboard her floating hospital.

         The Maine lay at Durban for two months tending the wounded and then Lady Randolph and her ship returned to England, arriving at the end of April. Churchill stayed on, experiencing much danger and joining Ian Hamilton’s march through the Orange Free State to the Transvaal and Pretoria before finally leaving Capetown on 7 July in the same Union Castle liner, the Dunottar Castle, that had taken him to South Africa little more than seven months earlier. Churchill arrived back at Southampton on Friday 20 July 1900 although there was to be no maternal greeting. Lady Randolph was by then taken up with the arrangements for her marriage to the new man in her life, Captain George Cornwallis-West, which was to take place the following Saturday at St Paul’s, Knightsbridge. Churchill dutifully attended his mother’s wedding but almost immediately found himself homeless because Lady Randolph Churchill, now as Mrs Cornwallis-West, had decided to let 35a Great Cumberland Place and after her Scottish honeymoon, intended renting Salisbury Hall, at Shenley near St Albans. It is easy to see the attraction of this solid-looking and rather imposing moated brick house. It was based on one built early in the sixteenth century by Henry VIII’s treasurer, Sir John Cuttes on what was already an historic site. Nell Gwynne once lived in a cottage on the estate, a feature that may have had a particular appeal to the adventurous Lady Randolph. It has been said that Salisbury Hall was Lady Randolph’s first home with sufficient land for a garden; and that Churchill helped her to decide which flowers to grow and where to plant them, although this seems improbable.13
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               The Mount Street apartment block containing Churchill’s first flat No 105 (1886).

            

         

         For Churchill’s own immediate housing needs in 1900, his cousin Sunny Marlborough came to the rescue. He had two years remaining on the lease of a flat at 105, Mount Street, Mayfair, just off the east side of Park Lane. Mayfair was rich Marlborough territory but Mount Street was not quite as grand as the streets where his father had owned houses. It was a mixed residential and business street and No 105 was part of an assertive red brick and terracotta block in a style called French Flamboyant designed for the developer William Warner by Ernest George and Peto in 1886, the year before Edwin Lutyens became their pupil. The block overlooks St George’s (Hanover Square) Gardens to the rear and was built in two different halves by two different builders. For the only time in his life, Churchill had commercial neighbours. They occupied the ground floors of his first independent home and were a motley if rather up-market assortment – Henry Tessier, court jeweller, Frances Stocks, court milliner, a wedding present shop, the London and Westminster Coal Company and at the far end, close to St George’s and in the other half of the block, the extensive offices of J. Andrews, the builder who built this eastern section. Churchill wasted little time moving in and was living there by the beginning of September. He had a small amount of work undertaken at the flat by Andrews – mainly plumbing improvements, but as the properties were only fourteen years old, little else was needed. The flats or ‘chambers’ were ‘ranged round an amply lighted court of white glazed brick’ and obtained ‘excellent light at the back as well as the front’.14 They were ‘fine rooms’ and he was much more comfortable than he had been at Cumberland Place Churchill told his Aunt Leonie; and it was to her rather than his mother, who was rather busy being newly wed, that he turned for advice on furnishings. He bought a few things from the fashionable store of Maples but was sure his rooms were capable of some more improvement although that kind of material arrangement irritated him. As long as his table was clear and there was plenty of paper, he said, like many a bachelor before and since, he didn’t worry about the rest. But added that of course he realised he could no longer live for nothing.15

         As a twenty-six-year-old aspiring politician, it was time to pay his way in the world. Although he had lost in his first attempt to enter Parliament, he was now looking for another opportunity; although that in itself would not pay for the flat – Members of Parliament received no salaries until 1911 when they were allowed to receive £400 from the public purse. A General Election was looming in October, and the Oldham Tories wanted him back. He stood, and scraped second place in the two-member constituency after little more than a week’s campaigning; an ostensibly unremarkable moment in the electoral life of the nation but one that presaged almost sixty-five momentous and unparalleled years for Churchill as a parliamentarian. A lecture tour of England in November helped to raise some capital and at the beginning of December, Churchill sailed from Liverpool for New York in the Blue Riband Cunarder Lucania for more lectures in the United States and Canada before the new Parliamentary session in February 1901. By the time the SS Etruria brought him home, he had a fairly healthy bank balance and the means to live reasonably comfortably and entertain at his bachelor apartment.
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               RMS Lucania, the Cunarder on which Churchill travelled to New York on a lecture tour.

            

         

         While Marlborough gave his cousin the remains of the lease, Churchill himself later renewed it and remained at Mount Street until the end of 1905. His five-year tenure of the flat was a formative time both for the young politician and the nation. It was a period in which Queen Victoria died and Lord Salisbury (Robert Cecil) resigned as Prime Minister in favour of his nephew Arthur Balfour; hence, possibly, the saying that it is easy to become Prime Minister when ‘Bob’s your uncle’. In 1901 Churchill made his maiden speech in the House and espoused the Free Trade cause, then became increasingly isolated in the Conservative Party and dramatically crossed the floor in 1904 to sit next to Lloyd George on the Liberal benches – resulting in his removal from membership of the Carlton Club in the following April.

         Churchill also discovered the by-products of a public life. He was attracting volumes of correspondence – invitations to address gatherings of free-traders and others were flooding in – and he needed a secretary. In the short term, he asked his mother to find him a ‘compendious cabinet’ with drawers and holes to file his growing mountain of papers but relief was at hand. After he had engaged some temporary secretarial help, Lady Randolph obliged with her own secretary, a woman named Annette Anning who was born in India and had previously worked for Arthur Balfour the Prime Minister. She was twenty-five when she began her employment with Churchill in November 1902 and was to remain with him until 1909, her handwritten letters distinguished by a neat careful script to which Churchill added his signature. She was the first of a long line of faithful and reliable Churchill secretaries, official and private, who were to serve him for the rest of his life.

         The lease at Mount Street was due to expire and it was now proving itself inadequate for Churchill’s needs. This was hardly unexpected. There is a time in most young professionals’ lives when they start to feel confined by a flat and aspire to a house. So late in 1905 he began to look for a property convenient for Westminster. The search didn’t take him long and by December – even before receiving a survey – he had agreed to purchase for just over £1,000 the lease of a modest, neat, terraced house a short walk away, just off Piccadilly.

         Bolton Street runs north-west from Piccadilly to Curzon Street where Churchill’s parents were living shortly before his birth and only one street away from his own first childhood home in Charles Street. In 1708 it was being described as the end of London to the west, there being no more houses before Knightsbridge. Churchill’s old house, No 12 is on the east side with front rooms that, at least upstairs, would catch the evening sun. It lies a few metres from Piccadilly itself, far enough in 1905 to be cushioned from the bustle and noise of what, since the end of the eighteenth century, had become one of the most fashionable and busy streets in the capital. Although much of the traffic was still horse-drawn and rurally aromatic, motor taxis had arrived a couple of years earlier and the first motor buses too were becoming familiar. It was only a few strides from one of the grandest new buildings in London, the Ritz Hotel, which after only a year’s construction was nearing completion, ready for its opening on 24 May 1906. The hotel was a venue that in the years ahead was to become a favourite for members of the Churchill family, their friends and guests.
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               No 12 Bolton Street, Churchill’s first house.

            

         

         By a curious quirk of historical coincidence, Bolton Street thus because home for the second time to a politician who served both as First Lord of the Admiralty and Prime Minister. The Whig Prime Minister George Grenville, who had briefly been First Lord, moved to Bolton Street after losing the premiership to Lord Rockingham in July 1765 and remained there until his death in 1770. Neither his nor Churchill’s residences are marked by blue plaques, however, and the only plaque in Bolton Street (brown not blue and one of the earliest in London, erected by the Royal Society of Arts in 1885) is on No 11, next door to Churchill’s house and marking it as the one time home of the novelist and diarist Fanny Burney (Madame d’Arblay).

         No 12 Bolton Street is built on four floors with a basement, although no garden. In 1905 it was already well supplied with electricity as well as gas, was fully plumbed and had sufficient bathrooms, lavatories and other rooms for a young man about town to accommodate himself and his servants and to entertain. Despite the changes that a century of owners and tenants have wrought, its basic layout and character remain and, now a suite of offices, it is still an elegant house. A spacious entrance lobby opens into a narrow hallway from where an even narrower staircase leads down to the basement and via a passage to where Churchill had a scullery, pantry, kitchen, small lobby, toilet and wine cellar.

         The ground floor was occupied by the dining room and library with a small drawing room at the front on the first floor, bedrooms for himself and a guest room for Jack on the second and third, with the servants, as was customary, at the top. A survey of the property had been arranged by Lumley & Lumley, Churchill’s solicitors, and this was ready for him on his return to London from Christmas at Blenheim. It had been a difficult few weeks. In November, he had been unwell and receiving attention for being, almost literally, ‘tongue-tied’ – a speech problem caused by a ‘ligament that nobody else has’ and which was to plague him throughout his life. He was treated by a masseuse and also by the distinguished laryngologist Sir Felix Semon and a local speech specialist Harry White who taught him to lip-read. Churchill received widespread sympathy although his cousin and close friend Sunny Marlborough wondered rather uncharitably if the illness was brought on by listening to Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman’s speeches, some bad champagne or ‘the efforts of too frequent visits to the vicinity of Marshall and Snelgrove’.16 Moreover, following a summons to the home of the Prime Minster in Belgrave Square on Saturday 9 December, Churchill had also just received his first ministerial appointment, as Parliamentary Under-Secretary for the Colonies under the biblically bewhiskered Lord Elgin, a ‘rugged old Thane of antique virtue and simplicity’;17 and a man with a frugal charisma. Elgin, grandson of the well known collector of Greek marbles, had been a rather effective Viceroy when Churchill was in India ten years earlier.

         It was therefore already a distracting time to be thinking about moving house. And having left the Conservative Party, Churchill had been encouraged to run as a Liberal in North-West Manchester, a city centre constituency with strong business and Jewish elements; an ideal platform for a free-trader. Parliament was due to be dissolved on 8 January, the new session was to begin on 13 February; and North-West Manchester would be one of the first to vote, on 13 January. (Elections and voting dates in Britain were then staggered). He issued a long election address on 1 January highlighting his defence of the Free Trade cause in the city in advance of his planned visit there three days later with his new private secretary Edward ‘Eddie’ Marsh. 
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               No 16 Arlington Street, home of the Duke and Duchess of Rutland.

            

         

         Eddie Marsh had joined the Colonial Office in 1896, served as an Assistant Private Secretary to Joseph Chamberlain and by 1905 was a First Class Clerk in the West African department. Churchill’s own new appointment as Under-Secretary for the Colonies led to an invitation for Marsh to join him. He and Churchill had first met briefly at a Christmas party the previous year given by Sir John Dickson-Poynder and his wife at their home at Hartham in Wiltshire. They met again at Hartham in the summer and the acquaintance was renewed on the evening of Tuesday 13 December during a small gathering at 16, Arlington Street, St James’s, the London home of the artist Violet Lindsay, Marchioness of Granby (soon to become Duchess of Rutland). Among the other guests was Churchill’s aunt (Lady Randolph’s sister) Mrs Jack Leslie, who knew Eddie Marsh reasonably well and seems to have bent Churchill’s ear on his behalf; although the original suggestion for the approach probably came from Churchill’s long-time friend and sometime love Pamela Lytton. Marsh was sent for the following morning but was uncertain about accepting. After a day thinking over matters and seeking advice from Pamela Lytton’s mother who had also been at the party promoting his cause, he and Churchill dined alone together at 105, Mount Street in the evening. Marsh came away late, reassured that the post was the right one for him – ‘Such an excitement. I must tell you…’ he wrote to Mrs Leslie.18 It was initially for six months but in the event, he was to work with Churchill at no fewer than eight government departments and remain his friend and confident, and later that of Clementine too, until his death in 1953. Marsh was a constant source of support and advice, not only in professional but in domestic matters also and his presence was to loom significantly during the traumas of the early days at Chartwell, then nearly twenty years away.

         Eddie Marsh was no ordinary civil servant and although he never reached a career height of any dizziness, his reputation endures as a man of the arts. He was also the author of one of the wittiest and most entertaining autobiographies ever written. He obtained a double first in Classics at Trinity where the philosophers Bertrand Russell and G. E. Moore were among his close friends. An early interest in the work of English water-colourists including Paul Sandby and John Sell Cotman led to him becoming a significant patron of young British artists (John Currie, Mark Gertler, the Nash brothers and Stanley Spencer among others) and within a few years he had ‘the nucleus of what became one of the most valuable collections of modern art in private hands’…one that ‘covered every inch of wall space in his apartments at 5, Raymond Buildings, Gray’s Inn…’.19 He befriended and supported poets and writers too and his apartment became a ‘virtual second home for Rupert Brooke’. He never married and although his biographer Christopher Hassall is discreetly silent on the matter he was ‘the centre of a large homosexual artistic community’.20 The Churchill correspondence too is all but silent on his private life although Clementine – who came greatly to like him – touched on the subject in later years when describing to Churchill a dinner party she had given and referred judgmentally to ‘…Bohemian couples, poets, artists etc of the ‘Eddie’ school some of whom have neglected the formality of a visit to Church or indeed Registry’.21
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               Edward ‘Eddie’ Marsh, Churchill’s long-time devoted secretary.

            

         

         It was against a hectic professional and personal background therefore that in the afternoon of Monday, New Year’s Day 1906 – no New Year Bank Holiday in England until 1974 – Churchill visited the Bolton Street house with his architects and builders to assess what works needed undertaking and to decide how much of the previous tenant’s furniture he might wish to purchase at valuation. Churchill still had accounts outstanding with J. Andrews, the builder from Mount Street – these remained unpaid in May 1906 – and a different builder, W. Turner Lord & Co, also based in Mount Street was engaged for most of the work in the Bolton Street house. Fortunately, maternal help and guidance were at hand; Lady Randolph Churchill accompanied her son that Monday afternoon and they/she immediately took the decision to effect a number of alterations and redecorate the house from top to bottom. 

         Churchill then returned to political matters, caught the train north with Eddie Marsh on 4 January and after eight days hectic campaigning captured North-West Manchester for the Liberals and played a pivotal part in the sweeping aside of long-held Tory redoubts across the city. He continued to rally support for the party and assist what became a comprehensive national Liberal victory that brought Campbell-Bannerman to Downing Street. Churchill finally returned to London at the end of the month in time for the new parliamentary session.

         Lady Randolph and the builders hadn’t been idle during Churchill’s absence and a comprehensive quotation from Turner Lord was awaiting him on his return. The decoration was to be undertaken in the simple elegant style that was to become a hallmark of all his homes. Ivory white woodwork, papered white ceilings, polished mahogany handrails to the stairs with the beautiful cast iron banisters painted gold bronze, dado rails grained and varnished in the fashion of the time, tile paper in the toilets and pantry. Outside the woodwork was washed down and painted. Druce & Company of Baker Street, well known for their fine mahogany supplied the bedroom furniture. Resources would not however extend to new furnishings all round and so Churchill brought some from Mount Street with the result that the carpets were rather a rainbow mixture – red on the stairs, blue in his bedroom, green and ‘sickly looking’ in Jack’s room.

         The two real extravagances were the dining room at the front on the ground floor and the library. For the dining room, Churchill had a splendid carved wood chimneypiece and overmantel designed with reeded cheeks. A new marble surround was made for the hearth, white plaster cornices were installed, the existing gas fittings were stripped out to be replaced with a better electricity supply, and the gracious white room was furnished with a specially made oval mahogany dining table, opening to nearly 9 feet by 4 feet to seat twelve guests in cane-backed armchairs with leather seats. The whole was finished with silk curtains and valances. Almost certainly, most of this taste was Lady Randolph’s and she took a close and continuing interest in her son’s homes until her death. Her own houses were always light and airy, in marked contrast to the heavy browns that were the late Victorian tradition.

         For many years, a licence was required to employ male servants. It was referred to as ‘keeping’, rather like slaves, and the tax was paid (cost £1 10s 0d in 1906) on the same Inland Revenue licence as dogs, cars, carriages and armorial bearings; female servants attracted no such obligation. Churchill had a licence for two male servants at Bolton Street and there is reference in a hand-written note concerning his room requirements to ‘2 servants (3)’ but only one is known: George Scrivings to whom he became devoted. George’s parents, William and Emma Scrivings came originally from Devonshire – Scrivings with various spellings is a West County name – but had settled in Prittlewell near Southend-on-Sea in Essex where George was born and his father worked as a jobbing gardener. George Scrivings’ first employment was in Essex as an architect’s clerk but he came into contact with the Churchill family when he served as a steward aboard Lady Randolph Churchill’s Boer War hospital ship Maine. By 1901 he was working back in Essex as a shipping clerk although it is possible he worked at Mount Street too as Eddie Marsh said that ever since the Maine adventure he had been Churchill’s ‘stand-by and faithful friend’. At Bolton Street, Churchill also engaged George’s wife as his cook/housekeeper. A housemaid was employed too and the Scrivings had at least two children although Mrs Scrivings’ mother seems to have had charge of them and they do not appear to have lived at Bolton Street. Before long however the Scrivings family was to feature in one of the early tragedies of Churchill’s private life.

         The house was extremely well equipped and Mrs Scrivings can have had little complaint about her working conditions. Everything necessary was obtained, usually from Harrods which since its opening in 1902, had become very much the smart person’s shop. The kitchen equipment included such essentials as an asparagus kettle and even stretched to an early refrigerator for which Churchill paid £4 3s 6d. The housemaid was also spared the washing – a Mrs Thornley collected it and brought it over regularly from her laundry in Earlsfield.

         Following the London Colonial Conference in April 1907, attended by the Dominion Heads of Government, and at some time in the early summer, Churchill decided to make a visit during the forthcoming parliamentary recess to the Mediterranean islands and on through the Suez Canal to East Africa. It is not clear why or how the idea came to him but it was to be part private, part political (although Marsh called it an ‘official tour’) – he was after all, Under-Secretary for the Colonies and his Secretary of State Lord Elgin encouraged it: ‘…it will I am sure be of the greatest advantage that you should have seen the country’.22 He asked Eddie Marsh if he would like to accompany him (‘Will a bloody duck swim?’ was the response23) and initially also invited his cousin Freddie Guest but at the last minute he was unable to come because his wife Amy was imminently due to give birth – to a young son who was to be christened Winston Churchill Guest. Guest’s place was taken by Colonel Gordon Wilson who was married to Churchill’s aunt. He also took his reliable servant George Scrivings although he had been warned of the dangers he faced. Thomas Walden, who for many years was butler to Lord and Lady Randolph Churchill, and was later found war time employment as a porter at the Home Office, told George to keep off the drink which would be fatal in such a hot climate. Walden predicted that he would never return and when Scrivings, with £10 in his pocket, took leave of his family to travel with Churchill to France, it would indeed be the last time they saw him; although something more insidious than the demon drink would be responsible.24

         Before departing, there was however the small matter of money to consider. Churchill could not afford to leave Bolton Street empty during his absence – it was costing him nearly £20 a month in ground rent, rates and fuel, apart from the servants’ wages. The house would have to be let and so when Churchill departed for a month on the Continent to observe French army manoeuvres and then visit Italy and Moravia en route to the East African tour, he left his mother and Jack to find someone. It was to be no easy matter. September is not a good month as many people are still away, Lady Randolph told him.25 She and Jack tried everything. They asked their friends. They in turn asked all their friends. The agents sent people to look. But all to no avail. Then, after six weeks, Jack wrote to Churchill. The letter reached him in Valetta in late September where he and Scrivings rendezvoused with their prospective African travelling companions. He read, first the good news: ‘A tenant has arrived for Bolton Street’. Then the bad: ‘But what do you think? Mr Bob Sievier….’26 Churchill was incensed; and little wonder.

         Robert Standish Sievier was one of the seriously infamous rogues of the day, euphemistically referred to as a ‘character of the turf’ but in reality an inveterate gambler and womaniser who constantly sailed close to the wind. He was a man who was seldom out of the newspapers and was himself the publisher of a scurrilous rag called The Winning Post in which he libelled his racing rivals and published stories that, in the context of their time, were frankly obscene. He always claimed to have been born in a London hansom cab and, like Churchill, as a young man he too had been an adventurer. At the age of sixteen, he sailed to South Africa to enlist in the Frontier Armed and Mounted Police, saw conspicuous action there, was ship-wrecked on the way back, eventually returned to gain work in Ireland and England as a jobbing actor, became a bookmaker, sailed to Australia, married, divorced, returned home, was declared bankrupt, began play-writing, married again, took up the training of horses, separated…the whole roller-coaster saga peppered by frequent brushes with the Law.27
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               Robert Standish ‘Bob’ Sievier who rented 12 Bolton Street.

            

         

         Robert Sievier’s compelling claim to racing immortality is that for a time he owned Sceptre, one of the most famous fillies in the history of the British turf, having paid 10,000 guineas for her at the Eaton Hall sale of the late 1st Duke of Westminster’s yearlings in 1899. Sievier ran his horses hard, as he ran his life, and Sceptre was once entered for five big races in a fortnight. She won four of the five classics for him in 1902 but missed out on the Derby, thanks it was always said to her jockey Herbert Randall making a dog’s dinner of the race and in the following year Sievier sold her to Sir William Bass for £25,000. By 1906, however, in his mid-forties, Sievier’s fortunes were passing through a trough and he was in need of some temporary accommodation.

         Remarkably, Sievier was for some years a close friend of the barrister F. E. Smith (later the 1st Earl of Birkenhead), who was elected as Tory MP for the Walton Division of Liverpool in 1906 and soon afterwards became an associate, close friend and confidant of Churchill himself. By intriguing coincidence, ‘F. E.’ had been with Churchill observing the French Army only a few days before Lady Randolph Churchill’s letter arrived.

         Sievier offered 10 guineas a week rent for the Bolton Street house for twenty-one weeks. Lady Randolph Churchill tried to push him further but he would not budge and she concluded that £250 was worth having. Sievier had his own servants but Lady Randolph wanted Churchill’s housemaid to remain to keep an eye on things while Mrs Scrivings would be found another position. Nonetheless, after Churchill had discussed this with Scrivings in Malta, it was decided his wife should stay on at Bolton Street instead and in recompense, she would have a holiday later. Churchill expressed strong misgivings about dealing with ‘such a ruffian’ as Sievier and wrote to Jack saying he hoped all papers and personal effects had been made secure. Jack reassured him that every paper and photograph had been removed, and pointed out that Churchill himself had had social contacts with financiers no less shady – and with Mrs Scrivings on hand, any irregularities would be swiftly reported.

         The African tour party travelled from Malta to Cyprus then on through the Suez Canal to Aden in the second class light cruiser HMS Venus, made available by the Admiralty. After a stop at Berbera they arrived in Mombasa at the end of October and thence inland by special train which stopped whenever requested. The journey took them to Nairobi and then by steamer across Lake Victoria to Entebbe in Uganda, to Kampala and on to Jinja where they embarked on a memorable trek into the bush. Eddie Marsh loved every minute of it – ‘…we are on ‘safari’…there are ten of us and we have 350 native porters!’ he wrote to Lady Lytton.28
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               HMS Venus, the cruiser made available by the Admiralty for Churchill’s ‘safari’ visit to East Africa.

            

         

         Kenya and Uganda in the early years of the twentieth century offered a compelling wildlife experience. The populations of big game were still vast and Churchill was entranced both by the abundance and richness of the vegetation and the astonishing quantity and diversity of the wild animals which from the carriage windows of their Uganda Railways train appeared as if an entire zoological gardens was disporting itself. He watched wild ostriches walking sedately in two and threes, herds of antelope and gazelles numbering as much as five hundred each and zebras that came close enough to enable him to see their individual stripes. But Churchill was a man of his time and a born hunter. He had stuck pigs in India and chased foxes at home and it was only to be expected that he would kill the big game of Africa too. When their personal train stopped in the bush, Churchill and Wilson would shoot more or less whatever was nearby. A favoured method was to prowl among the undergrowth of a dry river bed looking for shaggy, dark brown water-buck or other large antelope, although the rhinoceros hunt was undertaken in the open where the method of killing was found to be crudely simple. First find your rhinoceros, walk towards it, from any direction other than the windward, and shoot it in the head or the heart. If you hit it anywhere else, just shoot again.

         Churchill was not however just another white man in Africa with a blood lust. In war, he observed, there is the hope of glory but at the end of the rhinoceros hunt, there is only a hide, a horn, a carcass and the vultures. Nonetheless, his bag was considerable and a quantity of skins was shipped back to the leading London taxidermists, Rowland Ward of Piccadilly. By the following March, Wards had mounted rhinoceros, zebra, wildebeest, Grant’s and Thomson’s gazelles and warthog among others. The wildebeest was equal to the largest they had ever measured. It is not apparent however what happened to the trophies and there must be a suspicion that Clementine would not give them room in the marital home because three years later, Churchill was paying handsomely for their warehousing and they were still in Ward’s store in 1914.

         East Africa moreover gave Churchill a perfect opportunity to renew his passion for butterflies. The butterfly fauna of Africa extends to over two and a half thousand species and apart from the low altitude rain forests of West Africa, the forest areas of Uganda offer as rich a variety as can be seen anywhere on the continent. ‘Never’, he wrote, ‘were seen such flying fairies’.29 They flaunted their splendid liveries in inconceivable varieties of colour and pattern. Many reminded him of the peacocks, orange tips and small tortoiseshells he knew from home but many more were quite unfamiliar and entranced him in their appearance and behaviour. He was no doubt as thrilled as any visitor from temperate regions to see such rich and gorgeous insects as the swallowtails, the red and orange acraeas and the great blue-winged assemblages that make up the species of Charaxes. Churchill was fascinated however that such beautiful insects could exhibit such strange and dirty habits, feeding on the ground on patches of putrescent and odorous filth and so engrossed in their activity that he was able to pick them up and examine them gently in his fingers. But he was struck too by their contrariness. Having found it impossible to resist the temptation to form a collection, he had no sooner made himself a net from telegraph wire and mosquito curtain, than the butterflies vanished. Whether this was truly from their perversity or simply the fact that he had left the deeper recesses of the forest, Churchill was unsure. He nonetheless carried with him the notion that the butterflies of Uganda represented an unrealised opportunity and a few years later, told the story when he was visiting Wilfrid Scawen Blunt.30 It appears that Blunt had cases or frames of mounted butterflies on the chimney pieces of his house, Newbuildings Place and like Churchill seems to have had a personal interest in them. His library contained two sumptuous multi-volume nineteenth century illustrated books that Churchill must have admired – Humphreys and Westwood’s Butterflies of Great Britain and Donovan’s Insects of India. The only butterfly book Churchill ever owned was Ford’s King Penguin edition published in 1951 and that would have cost him a few shillings.

         Churchill did however collect giant orange tips and other species which he shipped home and showed with some pride a few years later to his young nephew Johnny when he shared with him his own delightful version of lepidopterous biology. Caterpillars can be either good or bad, went Churchill’s thesis. The bad ones are greedy and never stop eating and are therefore punished in their next world when they become drab meadow browns and common heaths who live miserable lives for a day or two. If the caterpillar however is good and not greedy, it will emerge in due course as a gorgeous painted lady, swallowtail or Camberwell beauty which will live for many days and may even hibernate to appear again the following spring.31

         At Fajao, close to the Murchison Falls on the Victoria Nile in Uganda, George Scrivings sprained an ankle which meant he had either to be on his back or  in a chair for nearly three weeks during the safari, carried by coolies, taking no exercise but eating abundantly. It was Churchill’s view that he thus became fat and flabby and therefore was in no condition to resist ‘the bacteriological poison’ when he was struck down by what was diagnosed as choleric diarrhoea. As he had eaten the same food as the rest of the party, there seemed to Churchill no other explanation. Eddie Marsh told him Scrivings was seriously ill when they arrived at Khartoum by steamer on 23 December. Churchill found him ‘in a condition of prostration with a strange blue colour under his skin’. Although taken to a hospital with English doctors, he deteriorated during the night and died at ten the following morning. After a ‘miserable day’, Churchill buried him in the evening in the local cemetery and, thanks to the band and men of the Dublin Fusiliers who were stationed locally, he was interred with full military honours ‘as he had been a yeoman’. ‘The day after the battle of Omdurman it fell to my lot to bury those soldiers of the 21st Lancers who had died of their wounds… Now after nine years… I had come back to this grim place where so much blood has been shed, and again I found myself standing at an open grave, while the yellow glare of the departed sun still lingered over the desert, and the sound of funeral volleys broke its silence’.32

         The death of George Scrivings came as a huge shock to Churchill and the family. Jack said he would never ‘get so faithful a slave again’.33 Lady Randolph Churchill described him as ‘such a faithful devoted servant & a good fellow’. Although the death merited barely half a page in his published account, Churchill was later to say it ‘cast a gloom over all the memories of this pleasant and even wonderful journey’,34 and he telegraphed the news to his mother who in turn telegraphed it to Jack who was at Blenheim for Christmas. Lady Randolph Churchill also telegraphed Mrs Scrivings and prepared to go from Blenheim to see her in London on Christmas morning, an astonishing gesture for an Edwardian woman of her standing to undertake for her son’s housekeeper; although having received no reply, she was forced to abandon the idea.35 The following day, she did hear from Mrs Scrivings who was in Scotland visiting her mother and then sent a series of telegrams gradually revealing the story of George’s illness but left it to her own mother to break the final fatal news. Churchill meanwhile wrote to Jack with a full account asking him to read as much of it to Mrs Scrivings as he thought fit and saying he would arrange for a monument to be erected over the grave and for it to be photographed for her.36

         Churchill was also anxious she was told not to worry about her future and that as far as his ‘limited means’ allowed, he would endeavour to look after her and her children. He was true to his word and paid her a quarterly allowance and arranged pension provisions. Some five years later, in 1911, Mrs Scrivings wrote to Churchill asking if he would give a lump sum payment in lieu of her allowance and so enable her to set up a small business. Churchill considered the request carefully but declined on the grounds that the funds were insufficient and because ‘women with small sums of money of this kind are very liable to be taken in by designing persons’.37 When Mrs Scrivings then decided to emigrate with her children and live with a married sister in Seattle, Churchill contributed £25 towards the expenses of her journey, in addition to her pension. The annuity was finally exchanged for a lump sum of £105 in 1921. Nor did Churchill neglect Scrivings’ mother. He paid her an quarterly allowance until her death, also in 1921.
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               No 10 Carlton House Terrace, the home of Churchill’s cousin Rosamond Guest.

            

         

         From Khartoum, Churchill travelled up the Nile to Alexandria, leaving there on 9 January and was met by Sunny Marlborough at Naples and eventually arrived back in England on 17 January 1908, Jack having accompanied him on the last part of the journey from Paris. Bob Sievier was still in residence at Bolton Street – he was due to leave on 24 February and despite the efforts both of Jack and of Churchill’s agents Mabbett & Edge, he could not be persuaded to go any earlier. Sievier did say the house was open to Churchill at all times until he finally left, but clearly the notion of cohabitation didn’t appeal and would have done the junior minister’s reputation no good whatsoever. Churchill had in consequence anticipated a month’s stay at the Ritz and asked his mother to make the arrangements. His friend F. E. Smith had offered his house at 70 Eccleston Square but in the event, and setting a trend that was to continue for many years, the family helped. Lady Randolph took maternal charge and accepted an invitation for her son to stay with Churchill’s cousin Rosamond Guest and her husband Matthew, Lord Ridley who had offered him a large sitting room and bedroom and the use of the downstairs dining room of their huge and opulent home at 10 Carlton House Terrace, on the edge of the Duke of York’s steps, as they would be away for a fortnight. ‘The house will be practically yours,’ she told him. He would have servants and a cook and he could dine and lunch at the Ritz; it would be much less expensive than staying there.38

         The coming year was to be eventful on all fronts. The ailing Prime Minister, Henry Campbell-Bannerman resigned on 3 April and died three weeks later to be succeeded by H. H. Asquith and there was a general expectation – not least from Churchill’s quarter – that he would be in the new Cabinet. So it proved and he accepted the Presidency of the Board of Trade in what was to be one of the most distinguished and talented of all British Cabinets.

         By a curious and archaic piece of legislation, in statute until 1926, MPs elevated to become Ministers were obliged to seek re-election by their constituents. Although often a formality, to the extent of the Opposition not even putting up candidates, the Tories of North-West Manchester saw it differently and the floor-crossing Churchill would not be given an easy passage. William Joynson-Hicks, whom Churchill had seen off in 1906, gained his revenge and Churchill lost. Unabashed and undaunted, he headed north and was embraced by the Liberal voters of Dundee where there was to be a by-election in May as a result of the sitting member being elevated to the peerage. Churchill romped home and the general perception was that he had the seat for life. Hardly anyone then noticed Edwin Scrymgeour, the candidate who trailed in a bad fourth on a prohibition ticket. But his time would come. The fact that Dundee was over ten hours by train from London and Churchill never found it a particularly convenient journey would take its toll. People in Dundee today have said to me ‘Churchill never even came here’; an exaggerative untruth but old legends die hard.
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