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To Georgia, without whose guidance and love I would never have written this book










Author’s Note


 


 


I hate upsetting people and I realise that some of the stories in this memoir inevitably reflect the attitudes of the time in which they took place and include language and views that are now rightly considered to be outdated and offensive. This material has been retained to convey the atmosphere of the time, and its inclusion does not mean that I condone it.










Introduction


Welcome to the Machine


My father once mentioned to my sister Anne, an eminent historian, that she should follow the lead of Lady Gwendolen Cecil, who laboured over a four-volume biography of her father, the third Marquess of Salisbury. He expanded on the idea, suggesting that the subject of Anne’s efforts should not be her father, but rather her brother – me. He then added, with typically understated wit, ‘I fear it might be rather a slim volume.’


Of course, my lifetime achievements will never match those of Salisbury, who enjoyed three stints as Prime Minister at the height of Britain’s Victorian splendour. Nonetheless, while inhabiting the slowly dying world of aristocratic privilege, I have also sought out friendships with people not normally associated with that milieu.


I am the 12th Duke of Beaufort. An unlikely heir, my father was the first cousin twice removed of the 10th Duke, inheriting the title and estate only because the 10th Duke was childless. Unlikely also because, while my ancestors seemed to be mainly preoccupied with country sports, my interests lie with the worlds of music and popular culture, resulting in a life lived somewhat in contrast to previous generations. At times it has also been a life lived in contrast to the formal setting of Badminton House, where I now live. The late Queen and the Royal Family have been regular guests at Badminton, but rock royalty such as Mick Jagger and Eric Clapton have also stayed here.


This autobiographical project has circled in my mind for some time, but I have been prevented from setting pen to paper by the general laziness that has intermittently dominated my life. I’ve always kept a diary, and when Covid lockdowns hit, I found myself, like everyone, at home, no longer gallivanting around parties and other social occasions. I paced about and, with nothing else to do, ended up poring over my diaries, reliving much of my life. The idea of a book surfaced again at a time when there were no reasons to prevent writing it.


As I embark on this memoir, I am sitting at my desk at Badminton overlooking the deer park, where not much has changed since Canaletto painted it on his European Tour in 1748. The view is occasionally disrupted by events such as the Badminton Horse Trials, attended by 150,000 people every year, or by the film crews and wedding parties we increasingly rely on to help keep the wolf from the door.










Chapter 1


Champion Ice-Cream Eater


[image: A young boy in a sailor suit stands holding a curtain of netting.]


Wearing the sailor suit that I always wore to London tea parties.










 


 


 


 


Memory is a strange beast. At least once a week I recall a boy by the name of Henry Shaw. I have not seen him since my private-school days; indeed I don’t even know if he is still alive. But he once demonstrated to me a priceless skill: if you hold your arms up in the air when standing under a shower, the water encases your entire body, mimicking the feeling of lounging in a hot bath. Every time I now conduct a similar operation the name of Henry Shaw resurfaces in my mind. On the other hand, many events and people of considerably more significance have vanished into the mists.


Alongside my own unreliable memory, there is the memory of my family, dating back centuries. My nanny was the first person to inform me of my future duke potential. At this stage it was still uncertain whether or not my father would inherit the title of Duke of Beaufort, but that didn’t stop me from quickly deciding to mark this territory with my younger sister, rather boastfully demanding that she undertake some additional task for me on the grounds of my newly discovered seniority; I was subsequently severely reprimanded for this unattractive behaviour by my father.


The family is descended from John of Gaunt, son of Edward III and father of Henry IV. Gaunt was also a direct ancestor of Henry VII’s mother Margaret Beaufort. Margaret’s brother was the Duke of Somerset, whose illegitimate nephew, Charles, married a Welsh heiress called Baroness Herbert, the owner of large estates in Wales that included Raglan Castle. This union resulted in their family prospering through the Tudor era, and they were eventually given the Earldom of Worcester in 1514.


The 4th Earl of Worcester bought the manor of Badminton for his younger son, but by 1655 this branch of the family had petered out, so it reverted to the main family, and in particular to Lord Herbert, the eldest son. He was a figure of almost Machiavellian cunning: the family’s Welsh lands had by now been confiscated by Oliver Cromwell due to their support for Charles I during the Civil War, but Herbert won himself back into favour by converting to Protestantism, and then grew progressively more friendly with Cromwell himself. Along the way he was wise enough to marry a rich widow and, after the Restoration of Charles II and flipping sides again, he was rewarded with the return of the bulk of the Welsh lands.


Herbert found himself one of the richest men in the land. Unfortunately, Raglan Castle had been destroyed during the Civil War, so the decision was made for the family to move to Badminton, where, shortly after their arrival, construction of Badminton House commenced. Herbert succeeded to his father’s title in 1667 and then, ever closer to the King, was created Duke of Beaufort in 1682. It is thought he may have been the architect for the house as it is not attributed to anyone else, and he had a keen interest in architecture. He was even clever enough to recognise William of Orange as monarch in 1688 after the Glorious Revolution, despite having fought against him during the invasion.


The Beaufort family have been at Badminton ever since. Compared, for example, to the aforementioned Salisburys, the Dukes of Beaufort have wielded limited power on the national stage during this period of 350 years, but the estate in general has been sensibly managed and, mainly as a result of the aesthetic bent of the 3rd Duke, there are some fine works of art in its ownership.


When I was born in 1952, my parents lived in Eaton Terrace in Belgravia, so the first few years of life were in London. My father was an officer in the Coldstream Guards when he met my mother, Caroline, at a dinner party. It was an unusually hot night, and my mother said my father did nothing but complain about the heat, whereas she found the man sat on her other side (the ostensibly less glamorous David Rasch, who later married my father’s sister Anne) totally charming. However, by the end of the night, somehow there was an undeniable chemistry between them. Something clicked, and soon they became a couple.


My mother Caroline Thynne was the only daughter of Henry Thynne and Daphne Fielding. Daphne was part of the Bright Young Things in the 1920s, friends with the likes of Evelyn Waugh, while Henry was set to inherit Longleat. When they announced their intention to marry, some moves were made by the respective families to end the engagement – too much madness on both sides was the fear. In defiance they insisted on getting married, but few would deny the eccentricity of the subsequent progeny, in particular Alexander, the late 7th Marquess of Bath, who became well known in the 1990s for painting large nude murals in Longleat and having a harem of women he described as ‘wifelets’.


Daphne and Henry married in St Martin-in-the-Fields in 1927, subsequently becoming the sixth Marquess and Marchioness of Bath. They had five children, including my mother, who grew up at Longleat as her parents pioneered the stately home industry. The marriage ended in divorce in 1953 and Daphne began a new chapter of her life, becoming a popular society author, writing numerous biographies.


My father David Somerset was the second son of Bobby Somerset and Betty Malcolm. While his father (my grandfather) was the first cousin once removed of the 10th Duke of Beaufort, it was expected that the Duke would produce an heir of his own, so throughout my father’s childhood he, and his elder brother Johnny, grew up without any idea of what the future held. When the Second World War began, my father was eleven and Johnny was fourteen. Both went to Eton, after which Johnny joined the Coldstream Guards, but he was killed in action when he was just twenty, in April 1945. The following year, when my father was eighteen, he too joined the Coldstream Guards. By now, with the 10th Duke nearly fifty and without an heir, it became clear that the line was set to go sideways to my grandfather, Bobby Somerset, and then, with Johnny having died, to my father.


My mother’s family, the Baths, were a rich family, but they adhered to a total belief in male primogeniture, whereby the eldest son inherits everything and girls and younger sons virtually nothing. This was made worse for my mother and her siblings: they were bound by a clause in their trust as a precaution against extravagance, and so were not allowed to sell any of their stock, all of which comprised very low-yielding government bonds. My father was able to extract Caroline from this arrangement when they got married, and her money gradually grew into a respectable portfolio, but her brothers had to endure this situation for the rest of their lives. It was probably more important than my mother realised to make a good match, but she was uncomfortable with the courting rituals of debutante parties and later recalled having spent a lot of time as a wallflower, despite her unusual beauty.


When my father left the army in 1949 he ventured into business, becoming a partner of Marlborough Fine Art thanks to being blessed with a piece of luck; the artist Paul Maze, a friend of my grandfather, knew two Jewish art dealers, Frank Lloyd and Harry Fischer, who had escaped Nazi Germany and set up Marlborough Fine Art in England. They were looking for a partner who could make a small capital injection into their business and open doors to the great country houses, which at the time were shedding many masterpieces from their collections as the high-tax regime of the Attlee Labour government began to bite. Aged twenty, my father had a naturally aesthetic bent but a limited knowledge of art, so during his early assignments my mother had to whisper into his ear to remind him precisely which painting in the room he had come to see. Her knowledge was extensive despite her education having been regarded as of secondary importance compared to preparing her for a suitable marriage. Like many intelligent girls of her background, she read widely to educate herself, and became something of an expert in history and literature. I remember her telling me that, even though she was not religious, she had set herself the task of reading the Bible from cover to cover because she felt it was something she ought to have read.


Fortunately for my father, my mother’s knowledge of art helped him in the early days of his new venture, and it did not take him long to develop a serious level of expertise. The partnership with Lloyd and Fischer went from strength to strength, helped along by my father’s connections with people such as Gianni Agnelli of the Fiat dynasty. They had met in the south of France on my parents’ honeymoon and at that stage of his life Agnelli was more the playboy than the successful industrialist he subsequently became, but he was able to introduce my father to some of the richest people in the world, many of them big players in the art market. Agnelli and my father – both possessed of a certain mysterious restlessness – struck up a lifelong friendship, partly sustained by a shared love of beautiful women. My father used to speak to Agnelli almost every day at six in the morning, much to the annoyance of my mother, who was not an early bird. Their friendship mainly evolved in glamorous Mediterranean locations, seldom accompanied by wives. I, in fact, met Agnelli only about ten times in my life.


I arrived less than two years after my parents wed. By the time of my birth, they were fully aware that my father stood in line to inherit Badminton, so when I was christened not only was the Duke one of the godparents, but so also was Queen Mary, widow of King George V, and aunt to the 10th Duke’s wife. To this day I wear her present of gold cufflinks, engraved with my initials. She had been evacuated to Badminton during the war and was, at her request, made a godmother. Born in 1867, she was eighty-five at the time and died a year later.


There was still an element of austerity in the air, with rationing only completely ending in 1954, and a vaguely grey feeling hanging over the 1950s. Despite this, my parents and their friends did their best to recreate a bygone era, perhaps clinging on to everything they knew in the wake of so much change and uncertainty. Firmly keeping to tradition, an upper-class wife was not expected to work, but would hand over a huge degree of responsibility for her children to a nanny.


Nanny Nelson looked after me and my younger sister Anne, who even at this early age had been christened Monster by the family because, when she was very young, she had rather unruly hair that kept falling over her face. My father’s mother, in consequence, started calling her Gorilla, and this later evolved into Monster.


Nanny Nelson remained in post until I was seven. We adored her, but with hindsight our daily routine of seeing our mother for only an hour at the most after breakfast, and then after tea, seems quite strange, not least because my Mother spent much of her time downstairs playing patience and compiling rather obscure lists. When later she showed us these lists, her full eccentricity was revealed. One was headed ‘People Who Might Be Murderers’, and included Greek shipping tycoon Stavros Niarchos, whose wife died mysteriously, and Claus von Bülow, who was tried for but eventually acquitted of murdering his wife in a notorious trial in the 1980s. She also listed people she knew who had been murdered, but this group tended to comprise obscure characters such as Mrs Muriel Mckay, who was mistakenly kidnapped in 1969 in the belief that she was Rupert Murdoch’s wife; poor Muriel used to exchange greetings with my mother when they were seated next to each other at the hairdresser. The kidnappers were the first to be convicted of murder without a body, as Muriel was never found. On a more mundane note, the lists included the heading ‘Things to Do’, in which the first entry was ‘Go for a walk’, the second, ‘Watch television’, although I doubt she consulted these entries every time she was at a loose end.


But even had she wanted to be more present as a mother it would have been difficult: the slightest intrusion on to Nanny’s territory resulted in an immediate threat to leave, a misery our mother was reluctant to impose. At the time this was the norm and therefore accepted, but I’m sure my mother would have preferred not to have her life and her relationship with her children dictated by the nanny. For nannies, though, their job was their entire life. In the 1960s, a nanny’s leisure time was limited to one afternoon off a week. It was therefore not surprising that most of them never married, as they rarely had the opportunity to meet men. This, perhaps, made them all the more proprietorial of their charges and it must have been a recurring sadness when the children eventually grew out of the nursery and the nanny had to move on.


In some ways Monster and I lived a sort of double life, divided between the cosy existence of time in the nursery and being extracted – sometimes unwillingly – to join our parents for weekends away. Once, for my fifth birthday, I had two parties on consecutive days, one for the children looked after by Nanny’s friends and one for children whose parents were friends of my mother. I went to a lot of children’s parties and adored being generally boisterous.


Hyde Park was our principal playtime location. For this excursion we were dressed up in ridiculously smart clothes, which inevitably got dirty very quickly, especially for a rather unathletic boy like myself, who fell over a lot when playing any game. I developed a way of dealing with this, often falling over on purpose just for the sake of laughs. I remember being chided quite angrily by my mother when I took yet another fall. ‘Do stop doing the falling-over joke,’ she complained wearily. I did eventually graduate to more mature areas of humour, although sometimes I look back with a wistful envy at such easy routes to making people laugh.


Often, we were marched to Miss Ballantine’s dancing class, in a studio just off Sloane Street. I don’t actually remember being taught any dancing, so I assume it was just an excuse to play games such as musical bumps, at which, due to my falling-over specialisation, I proved particularly proficient.


I am not sure whether it was these unnecessary demonstrations of clumsiness, or something else, but Nanny Nelson became totally determined that I was a delicate boy who would benefit from a visit to the most famous paediatrician of the time. My mother was reluctant to agree, but, after considerable difficulty, got the appointment. She then suffered the indignity of some very strong words from the doctor, berating her for wasting his valuable time by bringing a perfectly healthy boy to the clinic.


I showed limited signs of any great ambition even at this age. I recently unearthed a press cutting in which my mother and two of her friends were accosted by a journalist in the park and the three children were asked what they wanted to do when they grew up. The others produced the fairly standard answers of soldier and train driver, but I selected the more unusual choice of ‘champion ice-cream eater’.


As I got a little older, the contrasts between life with Nanny, and life with my parents, became starker, illustrated on our annual holidays with my father’s parents, Bobby and Betty, who, from the 1950s onwards, were based in Majorca. Bobby was an adventurer, spending much of his time indulging in his principal hobby of sailing, racing his most famous yacht, the Jolie Brise, all over the world. He would have been aware – theoretically – that he was heir to the Duke of Beaufort if the 10th Duke failed to have children, but they were roughly the same age and I suspect it rarely crossed his mind.


The holidays were fun; the vibe, compared to being looked after by Nanny Nelson at home, entirely more relaxed. While we loved Nanny, time with our parents revealed areas of activity where they had more to offer. Nanny maintained a strict line on vulgarity, with various punishments threatened if we overstepped the mark. Not so our parents, particularly my father, who could not resist this easy route into our affections. On occasion it was difficult to gauge how far we could go. Once, at home in London, I was surprised at the lack of audience success when he came up to the nursery after a hard day at the office and I stood up in the bath and demonstrated my pissing skills.


I brushed off Nanny’s chiding after this offence and have retained a love of vulgarity to this day, albeit displaying it in subtler and less explicit ways. In this respect there were exciting new territories to conquer on holiday with Nanny left behind: I discovered the joy in hearing my parents swear. It was obviously something mildly taboo, but for reasons I couldn’t pinpoint. Monster and I did little else on that holiday other than experiment with various exciting expletives. In turn, this forced our parents to adopt a rather strange scale of (pre-decimalisation) fines: ‘Hell’ 2 pennies, ‘Damn’ 5 pennies, ‘Bugger’ 8 pennies (perhaps cheap at the price in today’s climate), ‘Bloody’ 10 pennies and finally ‘Fuck’, a full shilling.


My grandfather, Bobby, had a certain boyish charm about him and was adored by my father, who referred to him as ‘The Oracle’, because of his practical but rather vague wisdom. Once, Betty made an urgent request that, when guests were aboard his yacht, he should go on deck if he was about to fart. This made total sense to Bobby, so he climbed the steps and poked out his head before releasing the offending smell; the only problem being that he was now aiming directly into their faces.


When Bobby’s mother died, she romantically requested in her will that her ashes be taken out to sea and blown wherever the four winds should take them. His vagueness once again came to the fore and he climbed into a rowing boat in a rather dirty harbour, went out about fifty yards and tipped them over the edge, before proudly returning to land, believing he had fulfilled her wishes. While we only saw Bobby and Betty once a year on holiday, Bobby had made efforts with me, showing me his various skills, teaching me how to use a penknife and how to fire a catapult.


It came as a huge shock when Bobby tragically drowned in 1965 while sailing in a storm off Rhodes. He, along with his crew, had been on deck when they hit the rocks; the crew and one guest were able to jump clear, but Bobby went down to try to save the women sleeping below, alas in vain. When his body was recovered his arms were clamped across his chest, and my grandmother liked to believe he had found his beloved dog Jessica and was trying to carry her to safety.


My father was telephoned at home with the news. My mother later told me it was all rather uncomfortable as he sobbed uncontrollably in front of the servants. Bobby was only sixty-seven when he drowned, but my father always reflected that he wouldn’t have enjoyed the limitations that growing old would have placed on his boyish enthusiasms.


It was the second time in my father’s life that he had prematurely lost a close member of his family, following his older brother, Johnny’s, death in the war. He later told me that, during his brief flirtation with adulthood, Johnny had become incredibly extravagant, throwing lavish dinner parties, and, while my grandparents were concerned at the time, it gave them some small comfort to know that he had at least enjoyed these moments of hedonism.


When Bobby died, my father was in his late thirties, so, unexpectedly early, he became the heir apparent to the dukedom.










Chapter 2


Master


[image: Queen Elizabeth and Princess Margaret ride next to Master in front of a large building. They are wearing headscarves and Master wears a flat cap. Princess Margaret is in the middle on a white horse. Master and the Queen are on darker horses.]


Master riding with the Queen and Princess Margaret at Badminton.










 


 


 


 


Badminton has 116 rooms. A guest once decided to measure the distance from their bedroom to the billiard room, and declared it was about an eighth of a mile. The walls are covered in paintings, most of which are family portraits, from Tudor ancestors to a Graham Sutherland painting of my maternal grandfather and a large photographic portrait of my father.


Although the house looks vast from the outside, the west wing is almost entirely given over to public events. But I am fortunate to live in some of the nicest rooms, where my parents created a cosy environment amid the seventeenth-century Grinling Gibbons carvings, the ornate Thomas Willement wallpaper and the Great Staircase, designed by Sir Jeffry Wyatville for the 6th Duke. A huge mirror hangs at the bottom of these stairs, a potential health and safety nightmare for guests who cannot help admiring themselves as they come downstairs in their evening clothes.


The North Hall, which faces on to the park, was where the game of Badminton was invented in 1863. Its chequered floor marks out the proportions of a badminton court. On the walls hang large paintings by John Wootton, one of the great equestrian artists of the early eighteenth century, who began life as a page and was sent by the 3rd Duke to Rome, where he perfected his artistic skills. Wootton’s paintings in the North Hall mainly depict hunting scenes, for which he was best known, but the most striking is the one above the fireplace. It shows Grey Barb, a horse imported by the 3rd Duke and supposedly one of the five Arabs that all thoroughbreds are descended from. This may not be quite right, however, as I was once told that, unfortunately, Grey Barb was infertile.


During my childhood, Badminton was dominated by one individual: the 10th Duke of Beaufort, who lived there for sixty years. An imposing man, he was known by his nickname, Master, due to his absolute devotion to fox-hunting, which for years he carried out six days a week, being dubbed ‘the greatest fox-hunter of the twentieth century’. As Duke of Beaufort, he was Master of the Beaufort Hunt, but he was also Master of the Horse, by royal appointment. He came from a long line of huntsman and his father was completely obsessed likewise. On the day Master was born (christened Henry) there was a meet at Badminton and a huntsman suggested marking the occasion with ‘three cheers’. His father, the 9th Duke, said no on account of not wanting to upset the hounds.


At Eton great things were predicted for Master as he exhibited both academic and sporting prowess. Having just missed the First World War, he did a short stint in the army and then decided to devote his life to a traditional aristocratic country existence. He loved being outside and rode around the grounds every morning without fail. At the retirement dinner of Charlie, the head forester, his exact contemporary, Master made a speech. He described how when they were children he would stand at the end of the wood while Charlie clawed his way through the brambles, rousting up the birds to fly over him to shoot, and concluded the speech by saying, ‘And by God we had fun, didn’t we Charlie?’


Within his chosen framework Master was extremely successful: very much a pillar of the community and generally highly respected, as well as being a good friend of the Queen. They shared an equal love of horses, always together at various annual horse events. The link was closer still through his wife, who was a member of the Royal Family. Born Princess Mary of Teck, she was the daughter of Prince Adolphus of Teck, whose older sister was Queen Mary. In 1917, on account of the First World War, German titles within the Royal Family were replaced with new British ones, so her father became Marquess of Cambridge, and she was known as Lady Mary Cambridge until she married Master. Like him, she loved riding, cutting an elegant figure riding side-saddle through the park.


When I was five, it was proposed that Monster and I should move to Badminton to live in a nursery wing of the house. This decision was made when Master had bonded with, and developed sufficient faith in, my father to create the Somerset Trust, a vehicle by which the Badminton estate could be passed on to the next duke on his death. This was more difficult than might be believed, as there were clauses in his mother’s will that were advantageous to her relations and had to be bypassed with certain financial inducements.


Master’s life was almost exclusively country based, while my father inhabited a racier and more sophisticated world; nevertheless, a bond slowly grew between them, and my father had a great respect for Master. I think this was always a controlling feature in the back of my father’s mind, stopping him doing anything too reckless.


We were accompanied by Nanny Nelson at Badminton. My father still had to work in London, so my parents came down only at weekends and stayed in London during the week. This was quite a change: no longer an endless stream of other children to play with. Luckily, Nanny had a real liking for the countryside and slotted easily into the new life. Monster and I relied on her to compensate for our relative lack of playmates, as she was quite creative, and from this period I acquired some lifelong interests.


She loved watching National Hunt racing on television, something my parents did not enjoy, and I quickly became encyclopaedic on the subject. This led me to develop a rather strange hobby whereby I adapted a set of about thirty colouring pencils into horses, each with a different name, and flicked them into something resembling a gallop. I accompanied it with manic commentary, which was diverting enough that my parents insisted their relatively talentless son exhibit his skill to assembled crowds. I also liked to construct a show-jumping course by putting two bamboo sticks into the ground, with a further one placed horizontally across them, using clothes pegs as a support. I would prance about in the manner of a horse and jump the fences, with any fence knocked down penalising me four faults. I became so obsessed with this activity that my father told me later he had briefly worried I actually thought I was a horse.


Master and Mary had lived alone in Badminton since 1924, apart from when Queen Mary was evacuated to live there during the war, so it must have been strange for them to have to share the house. It was very sad for Mary that she could not have children, as they would have been central to everything that happened, or was planned for, at Badminton. Her main compensation for this was to always have about ten dogs, which she took on rampaging walks every day, often asking me to accompany her.


Mary treated me as an informal grandson, and with my parents usually in London she suggested I come down to dinner every evening in my dressing gown. This was not exactly the treat it was intended to be. Master and Mary always sat in the huge formal dining room, which was dark and often very cold. As conversation at dinner inevitably revolved around dogs or hunting, the alternative – television in the nursery – was considerably more attractive. The food was disgusting, and menus were ruled by the calendar: in the shooting season we constantly ate very dry pheasant, or, when the deer were being culled, repulsive slabs of venison weighed heavy on the plates. Master was totally uninterested in food and, although he had the facility of a wine cellar, he did not appear to drink anything other than the small jug of orange squash by his place at every meal.


Sitting uncomfortably eating unappetising dinners with Master and Mary was possibly a better alternative than if Master’s father, the 9th Duke, had been there. In his old age the 9th Duke used to be strapped into his chair by the fire in the great hall at Badminton every day after dinner. He would then immediately fall asleep, leaving the assembled servants with the unenviable task of waking him up when it was time to go to his bed, whereupon he would thrash out at the nearest person as hard as he could with a stick. Bobby Somerset went to stay there as a boy and described him as ‘the nearest thing to an animal I’ve ever met’.


My father told me of one breakfast when everyone was quietly absorbed leafing through the papers, except for Master, who always used this time to read his post. Suddenly peace was shattered as Master roared down the table, ‘Does anyone know what masturbation means?’ There followed sheepish silence and suppressed giggles. Mary squawked back from the other end, ‘I think it’s something to do with the hound puppies, Master.’ Everyone remained bewildered how this rather strange conversation had begun, and it turned out that Master had been written to by some man asking him to lend the weight of his position to the creation of a National Day of Masturbation.


Master’s chosen lifestyle did rather shield him from the outside world. After the war the Beaufort Hunt was looking for a new joint master and an application came through from India, admittedly in slightly illegible handwriting, from a certain Major Gundry, who was serving in the army there. Delighted by this interest, Master urgently contacted the hunt committee with the news that Mahatma Gandhi had applied for the job, in no way surprised that the great visionary was considering such a drastic career change.


By spending time with Mary, I discovered some interesting aspects of her character, one of which was that she harboured a pathological hatred of Germans. In some ways this was quite surprising as, by dint of being a niece of Queen Mary, she was half-German herself. Despite this, on the rare occasions when any German came to the house, she was quite unashamed to display her xenophobia in the form of a rather eccentric rudeness.


She was equally inflexible on the political front and horrified when my parents introduced her to a friend, the very soft-left Labour MP Woodrow Wyatt (who later became a trusted confidant of Margaret Thatcher). The mere fact of his being affiliated to that political party made him persona non grata at Badminton.


On another occasion during an election campaign, she was riding home from hunting and saw that a junior maid from the house had had the audacity to display a Labour sticker in the window of her cottage. Mary leapt off her horse, rang the doorbell and furiously insisted she tear it down immediately. This dictatorial behaviour did not cause any lasting disaffection and the maid rose to become the housekeeper in later years.


Master had similar run-ins around the grounds, perhaps because he had been brought up in an era when, at least within the square miles around the Badminton estate, he could believe in some sort of ‘divine right of dukes’. One day my father was out riding with him, and they reached a gate that was jammed on its hinges, and neither of them could open it without dismounting. Master noticed a man carrying out some maintenance work up a telegraph pole in the road beyond the troublesome gate, and respectfully asked if he would oblige. The man either did not hear this request or did not see why he should accede to it. This prompted a total change of mood in Master, and he bellowed at full volume, ‘Open the bloody gate, damn you!’ The shocked man shimmied down the telegraph pole like a fireman summoned to an urgent call and carried out the requisite task, after which Master reluctantly thanked him and carried on with the ride, seeing nothing unusual in the exchange.


In the relatively small world of hunting Master was something of a celebrity, people being fascinated by even the most mundane aspects of his life. My father was once out shooting and one of the guests came up to him after the first drive with the rather surprising question: ‘What does Master have for breakfast?’ My father furnished the unsurprising reply of ‘Eggs, bacon and sausage,’ and assumed the conversation was over. However, after the next drive the man approached again and continued probing: ‘So, he likes a sausage, does he?’ It was all my father could do not to prolong the discussion for the rest of the day.


In the winter Master spent much of his time in pursuit of the fox, but in summer he liked nothing more than spending hours watching the young fox cubs through his binoculars as they frolicked around. On one occasion a huge dog appeared and scared the cubs away, in his mind a very serious offence indeed. He became even more angry when he discovered that the dog belonged to the architectural historian and writer James Lees-Milne, and his wife Alvilde, who at my father’s suggestion had recently become tenants of one of the houses in the village. Master had been a bit doubtful about this as Lees-Milne, although one of the great diarists of the age, was not exactly the rugged sort of man who normally constituted his circle of friends, and he now felt his suspicions had been confirmed. Still furious, he stormed round to the Lees-Milne house, shotgun in the crook of his arm, and, despite receiving some sort of apology for the dog’s solecism, he couldn’t resist a parting shot, ‘You don’t hunt, you don’t shoot, what do you do?’


Master showed a similar lack of understanding when he went to stay with his friend the Duke of Northumberland, whose son and heir Harry Percy was suffering from serious mental health issues. Master could see that things were not quite right with the boy but couldn’t quite put his finger on why. On his return to Badminton he commented, ‘Poor Hughie Northumberland has terrible problems with his boy. He’s given up hunting.’


More than a decade after he died, Master would have been appalled when the Labour government promised to abolish fox-hunting. While I have never loved it like Master, I have maintained a strong support for the sport as an integral part of country life that no metropolitan elite have the right to interfere with. I used to take my own children out in the car on a cold winter’s afternoon, waiting by a wood in the hope of catching a glimpse of the hunt. When they crested the brow of a hill, the hounds in full cry, I would always feel the scene was a thing of beauty and that we must do everything in our power to fight any ban, so I joined the Countryside Rally. In 1998, a year later, I attended the Countryside March, where in excess of four hundred thousand country people descended on London to protest against the proposed ban, and there was a wonderful feeling of camaraderie on both occasions. Tony Blair admitted in his autobiography that, had he known the feelings the ban would engender, he would never have embarked on it.


The most enjoyable occasion was the demonstration outside parliament about five years later. By then the ban was about to become law and there were some angry people about. These were not so much hunting toffs, who are sometimes wrongly portrayed as the only people involved in fox-hunting, but more ‘deep country’ people who really resented the threat to their way of life, and there was palpable aggression in the air against the lines of policemen and the government photographers working alongside them taking pictures for their records.


I became emboldened among these chanting groups and was right at the front when scuffles began breaking out. Swept along in the fleeing crowd as the police responded, I couldn’t resist feeling mildly proud the next day when the journalist Charles Moore observed in his description of these scenes how ‘the towering figure of the Marquess of Worcester’ was at the centre of the foray.


The demonstration was the lead on the evening news, not least because Otis Ferry – the son of the musician Bryan Ferry – and other pro-hunt activists had managed to invade the chamber of the House of Commons, a security breach that had not been achieved for nearly four hundred years. As a result of this, when the countryside community went down to Brighton a few weeks later to demonstrate outside the Labour Party Conference, the police presence was so strong that it was impossible to make an impact of any kind. Instead, a group of us gave up and enjoyed a large lunch at one of Brighton’s excellent fish restaurants.
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