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‘Duff Cooper, an exceptionally fluent writer . . . could have made a fortune from publishing his own [diaries] . . . Who but he could offer an insider’s view, not only of the Munich crisis, the general strike and life among the Free French in Algeria, but of Edward VIII in the feverish days before his abdication? . . . the diaries confirm him to have been a politician of exceptional ability’


Miranda Seymour, Sunday Times


‘His proximity to power, such as his involvement in the abdication crisis as a close friend of Edward VIII’s and his resignation as a cabinet minister in protest at Neville Chamberlain’s appeasement policy, gives his diaries a certain energy, as does the busy whirl of upper class socialising and philandering that seemed to take up so much of his time’


Financial Times


‘There is plenty in this well-balanced, honest and admirably edited selection to prove that Duff Cooper was also a brave and far-seeing statesman, a man of taste, intellectual curiosity and literary skills, and an amused yet fully engaged chronicler of the world of great events in which he moved . . . John Julius Norwich provides a short though admirably well-judged introduction and footnotes identifying all the characters . . . evident are [Duff Cooper’s] courage, his exuberance, his sense of humour, his lack of pomposity, his warmth, his loyalty. This is a dazzling self-portrait of a man who lived life to the full, relished it enormously, and gave much joy to others in so doing’


Philip Ziegler, Spectator


‘A portrait of an equable, intelligent man, by profession a diplomat and politician, in private, a dedicated hedonist, a reckless gambler and bon viveur, with a profound love of literature and an insatiable appetite for beautiful women . . . good diaries, candid and courageous’


Selina Hastings, Sunday Telegraph


‘Reveals Viscount Norwich’s life as politician, diplomat and socialite. Publication of these highly revealing diaries has long been resisted by Norwich’s family – part of the diaries was nearly burnt as they were considered so shocking’


Good Book Guide


‘This enthralling volume, scrupulously edited, is a welcome act of filial homage that brings to life a world that now seems as remote as Restoration England . . . Duff Cooper’s Diaries paint a vivid, fascinating and often distasteful portrait of an age . . . Duff Cooper was a good scholar, had ambitions to be a poet and wrote a fine biography of Talleyrand. Posthumously, with this absorbing portrait of a lost world, he has perhaps completed the book he was born to write’


Robert McCrum, Observer


‘We must salute the industry and courage of John Julius Norwich and his wife in preparing this highly readable book from what must have been mountainous material. The notes and link passages are exemplary. The pages on the Abdication are riveting’


A. N. Wilson, Country Life


‘Duff Cooper’s first-hand accounts of Edward VIII’s abdication, the Munich crisis and the VE celebrations in Paris as observed from the British embassy are inevitably fascinating’


Peregrine Worsthorne, New Statesman


‘I thought the Duff Cooper diaries were interesting and terrific’


Taki, Spectator


‘His diaries are a scream, with a cast including Wallis Simpson, Evelyn Waugh and Laurence Olivier. Gorge yourself on his son’s finely tuned edition’


Sebastian Shakespeare, Tatler


‘The great merit – at times the rich delight – of these diaries is as the record of an exuberant, sensual, selfish and ambitious homme du monde living comfortably during uncomfortable times. Cooper was not an introspective or reflective diarist, but his jottings make a brutally honest self-portrait and throw many bright sidelights on his epoch’


Richard Davenport-Hines, TLS


‘Two posthumous works that nevertheless deserve to be celebrated for their candour and compulsive readability are The Duff Cooper Diaries and James Lees-Milne’s The Milk of Paradise . . . Both were prey to vanity, but they display themselves unsparingly in their diaries and either would make perfect dropping-off reading after a good Christmas dinner’


The Times


‘A juicy account of British political life in the first half of the century’


Evening Standard magazine


‘These diaries are a revelation . . . riveting . . . beautifully edited, with notes which provide just the right amount of information, and John Julius Norwich has written a perfectly judged introduction. As a candid record of an extraordinary marriage, this book is gripping’


Jane Ridley, Literary Review











John Julius Norwich is a writer and broadcaster, whose many books of history concentrate particularly on Venice and the Mediterranean. The son of Duff Cooper, 1st Viscount Norwich, and his wife, Lady Diana Cooper, he lives in London.
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INTRODUCTION


My father, Duff Cooper, has now been dead for half a century: a period of time not long enough for his diary to be a historical treasure like those of Samuel Pepys or John Evelyn, nor short enough for it to be required reading for students of current affairs. Why then, it may be asked, is it being published now? Why, indeed, should it be published at all?


The answer to the first question is simple. My father did not leave his diary to me. Those seventeen handwritten volumes, as he was well aware, contained a remarkably frank record of his life – and in particular of his extremely mouvementé sex life. Understandably enough, he did not want them to pass directly into my hands, or indeed those of my mother (which would have amounted to much the same thing). A more suitable recipient, he felt, would be his nephew and publisher, Rupert Hart-Davis. This choice very nearly led to disaster: Rupert, profoundly shocked by what he had read, decided to destroy them. Fortunately he told me of his intention, and I was able to persuade him to do no such thing; he finally agreed – though with some reluctance – to hand them over to me. For the next few years they remained in our attic, during which time they were seen only by my parents’ respective biographers, John Charmley and Philip Ziegler. Some years later my daughter Artemis and my son-in-law Antony Beevor drew on the years 1944–9 for their book Paris After the Liberation; then in 2002, when the release by the Public Record Office of further papers concerning the abdication of King Edward VIII reawakened interest in that period, the relevant section of the diary was published in the Sunday Telegraph. With these exceptions, no one to my knowledge has seen the diary since my father’s death, apart from my wife Mollie and myself. It is barely two years ago that Mollie completed the enormous task of putting the whole thing on to a computer. Only then did I myself read it for the first time from end to end.


The answer to the second question is a good deal more important. Essentially, it is that my father was a first-rate witness of – and often a first-hand participant in – just about every significant political development that occurred between 1914 and his death forty years later. But there is more to it than that. As a man-about-town, married to one of the most famously beautiful and remarkable women of her day, a lover of parties and good company and, finally, the author of a brilliant biography of Talleyrand – which in fifty years has never once been out of print – he was also ideally placed to report on the social and literary life of England during the first half of the twentieth century. Winston Churchill and General de Gaulle, Edward VIII and Mrs Simpson, Neville Chamberlain and Lloyd George, Hilaire Belloc and Evelyn Waugh – these are only a few of the names that people his pages.


And then, of course, there is my father himself. To those few who were immune to his intelligence and his charm he was a drinker, a gambler and a shameless pursuer of beautiful women; nor, as the diary makes clear, were they entirely wrong. He was in no sense an alcoholic; indeed, I only once saw him seriously drunk – after a nightmare evening at the Soviet Embassy in Paris, an incident recorded as fully as he was able to remember (which was not very fully) in the pages that follow. Nevertheless, as he readily admitted in his autobiography Old Men Forget, he consistently drank more than most people would have said was good for him. He certainly gambled recklessly in his youth – in one evening in 1914 he lost almost four times his annual salary – but the habit fortunately left him in later life. He might still play from time to time at the tables of Deauville or Monte Carlo; there was also plenty of bridge and backgammon for lowish stakes and the occasional bet on a horse. But after his marriage his playing was never remotely compulsive; and although he left virtually no money at his death, this was due more to his natural extravagance than anything else. Where women were concerned, on the other hand, he would certainly have entered a plea of guilty; but I shall return to that later.


He was born on 22 February 1890 and died on 1 January 1954. His father, Sir Alfred Cooper, was a distinguished surgeon originally from Norwich (hence the title): the recognized leader in his special field – which was, it must be recorded, venereal disease and piles. His mother was the great-granddaughter of King William IV, who had no less than nine illegitimate offspring by Mrs Dorothy Jordan, the leading comédienne of her day. One of their countless grandchildren married – curiously enough, at the British Embassy in Paris – James, the 5th Earl Fife. The youngest of the Fifes’ four children, Lady Agnes, was in her youth more than a little flighty: at the age of twenty-eight, with two elopements and a divorce behind her, she had been disowned by her family, was practically penniless and – despite the fact that her brother had married the eldest daughter of the future King Edward VII – no longer received in polite society. In the hopes of becoming a nurse, she took a menial job in one of the major London teaching hospitals, and it was there in 1882 that she caught the eye of Dr Cooper. The two of them – together they were said to know more than anyone else about the private parts of the English aristocracy – married, and eventually, after four daughters, produced a son – my father.


After his education at Eton and Oxford – where, according to John Charmley, ‘he trailed clouds of dissipation’ – he joined the Foreign Office, and consequently in 1914 found himself in what was known as a ‘reserved profession’, which kept him, much to his disgust, in London for the first three years of the war. Only in 1917, when the holocaust of young officers – including nearly all his closest friends – had left the Army seriously depleted, was he released for service. Thus it was not till early in 1918 that he went to France. He made up for lost time by promptly winning the DSO (Distinguished Service Order), an award considered second only to the Victoria Cross.


In June 1919, despite the furious opposition of her parents, he married Lady Diana Manners now, at the age of twenty-seven, a celebrity. She was, first of all, startlingly beautiful; secondly, she was a member of the aristocracy – in those days still an advantage, rather than the millstone that it so often proves today – who had been brought up in one of England’s most spectacular country houses, Belvoir Castle, as the youngest daughter of the 8th Duke of Rutland. (Her adoring public would have been horrified to know that she was in fact the result of a long and passionate love affair between the Duchess and the Hon. Harry Cust, poet, man of letters and editor of the Pall Mall Gazette.) Ever since her presentation at Court in 1911 she had been the darling of the society and gossip columns; when she married my father – a penniless commoner of whom no one had ever heard – at St Margaret’s Westminster on 2 June 1919, a body of mounted police had to be summoned to control the crowds outside.


Ever since my father’s return from France he had been increasingly bored by the Foreign Office. He longed for a political career; but money was short, and he knew that in throwing up his job he would be taking a serious financial risk. Fortunately my mother had recently played the leading role in two silent films, and had thus caught the eye of Europe’s greatest theatrical producer, the Austrian Max Reinhardt. He promptly cast her as the Madonna in The Miracle, his adaptation of a medieval mystery play, which opened in New York in 1924 and thereafter toured first America, then Eastern Europe and finally England.


While she acted, he campaigned. In 1924 he was elected Conservative Member for Oldham and remained in Parliament for the next twenty years, serving as Secretary of State for War and First Lord of the Admiralty. He resigned from the latter post in 1938 in protest against the Munich agreement with Hitler, but returned to the Cabinet in 1940 when Winston Churchill succeeded Neville Chamberlain as Prime Minister and made him his Minister of Information. In 1941 he spent six months in Singapore, and in January 1944 went to Algiers as Churchill’s representative to the French Committee for National Liberation and its leader General Charles de Gaulle. This led automatically to the Embassy in Paris, where he was Ambassador from September 1944 to December 1947.


Reading his diary, I have learned much about my father and feel that I understand him now a good deal better than I did before. He was not only a statesman and – at the end of his career – a diplomat. He was a scholar, a wit and a poet, with a genuine passion for literature; he could – and did – recite poetry by the hour, and since he was as happy in French as he was in English there were few great novels in either language that he had not read. He never underestimated the importance of pleasure, and much of the diary – some might say too much – is concerned with this side of his life: the food he ate, the wine he drank and, not least – since he was a romantic through and through – the women he loved.


It is this last aspect, not surprisingly, that has caused me the greatest concern. My father was obviously every bit as attractive to women as they were to him, and his love affairs were legion. (Many of his successes may have been due to his habit of bombarding his quarries with sonnets, for which he had a quite extraordinary facility.) Most – I hesitate to say all – of these affairs are described in detail in the diary, a fact which leaves little doubt in my mind that, unlike many diarists, he never intended it for any eyes but his own. I would have written ‘no doubt’, but for a few lines written on 30 September 1948:


‘Why do people keep diaries? asked Rupert, and I found it difficult to answer. ‘Is it because you look forward to re-reading them?’ I don’t think so. I don’t enjoy re-reading mine. ‘Are you thinking of posterity reading them?’ I don’t think I am, but I may be. I don’t want Diana to read my diary and she is closer to me than any human being – nor should I particularly like John Julius to. There is much that I shouldn’t mention if I wanted them to read it. Perhaps the answer is that people who love life as much as I do want to keep some record of it – because it is all they can keep.


The last thing I wish to do is to betray him, or indeed my mother, though her own behaviour was immaculate in comparison. Astonishingly, too, she hardly ever minded. (Gloria Rubio was an exception, though even she later became a friend.) Louise de Vilmorin – as the diary makes abundantly clear – she loved almost as much as my father did himself; I even remember, when the affair was at its height, going on a hilarious week’s trip à trois through south-west France with Louise and my mother (as always at the wheel), while my father remained in Paris. As for Susan Mary Alsop, the two corresponded regularly; when my mother went to Washington it was with Susan Mary that she stayed. Once, shortly before she died, I asked her how she had managed to be so devoid of jealousy. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘they were all the flowers. I knew I was the tree.’


To have published the diary in its present form much before the beginning of the twenty-first century would none the less have been out of the question. Today, however, my father has been dead for over fifty years, my mother for nearly twenty; and the other ladies concerned have also been long in their graves. Moreover all the major affairs and a good many of the minor ones have already been chronicled by John Charmley and Philip Ziegler, and if this diary is to be worth reading at all it must provide a portrait of the many-faceted man that my father was: I have no wish to create a plaster saint. This is not to say that we have not made any cuts – had we not done so, the book would have been many times its present length – but the vast majority of these have been on the grounds of interest rather than prudery.


There is a distinct possibility, on the other hand, that my father may during the later years of the Second World War and after have wielded the blue pencil himself. The handwritten volumes are untouched, but for the years 1944 and 1945 and the first five months of 1947 we possess only typescripts. Were these sections originally dictated? We have no means of telling, but there is an unmistakable change of tone.


In the task of editing, we have not had political historians primarily in mind. They will, I believe, find plenty of grist for their particular mills, but for me at least the social mores reflected in the diary are every bit as fascinating. My father writes, for example, of the atmosphere of London during the First World War, the life of young officers in the trenches, the country house weekends, the servants (he had a personal valet till the day he died), the reading aloud, the importance of the theatre (he would go at least once a week, occasionally even to two plays on the same evening). The abdication and the Munich crisis are covered in detail, most of the Second World War, alas, rather less so – often because he was simply too busy – but he picks up the threads again in a brilliant account of the 1945 Foreign Ministers’ Conference and the years at the Paris Embassy.


One thought only continues to trouble me: will average readers, when they put this book down, actually like my father? I am not sure that they will; I can only hope they will remember that good diaries are almost by definition introspective. Though some of the following entries strike me as very funny indeed, soul-searching is seldom a fertile field for humour or charm – and few of us go around telling our friends our innermost secrets. (If they did, would we like them as much?) What diaries never tell us is how the writer struck those around him, or how much fun he was. Speaking personally, I believe that no one could ever have had a better father, or one who could have left me with happier memories: the reading aloud, the poetry, the plays we saw, the enthusiasm for everything (except music), the long walks through Paris and Venice, the shared love of history, the lightly-worn erudition and above all the unfailing capacity for enjoyment and the sheer love of life itself – never, never was there a dull moment. His friends of both sexes were legion because, as Bob Boothby said at his memorial service, ‘he was absolute for friendship’. He was also absolute for generosity and warmth of heart. He always had time. He was greatly loved.


In the Prologue to his biography, John Charmley described my father as ‘a statesman who composed sonnets over the gaming-tables; a wit whose patriotism impelled him to sacrifice all for honour; a bon viveur and London club-man whose integrity and courage made him beloved by his many friends’. All these aspects are reflected in the diary. The figure that emerges is more intelligent than intellectual, and a good deal more sybarite than saint. But he makes no attempt to conceal his failings and, above all, he never takes himself too seriously. He loved every moment of his life, and his sense of humour never let him down.


John Julius Norwich













PART ONE


1915–1919


The First World War, Courtship and Marriage













Duff had gone up to New College, Oxford, in 1908 and in 1913 passed the Foreign Office examination. In that same year he had first met Lady Diana Manners. With the outbreak of war in 1914, most of his friends immediately enlisted; members of the Foreign Office, however, were not permitted to do so. Duff therefore remained in London, as did his great friend Alan Parsons who was excused military service on medical grounds and was also working in Whitehall. The diary begins in 1915 when Duff was twenty-five. At that time he was living with his mother, Lady Agnes Cooper, in a flat at 9 Berkeley House, Hay Hill, but after a brief interval in the Stafford Hotel he moved into rooms at 88 St James’s Street on 11 October.


1915


April 14, 1915. Norton Priory


On Sunday evening I was at Stanway [home of the Charteris family in Gloucestershire] and Cynthia1 and I settled that we would both start diaries and see who went on the longest.


On Tuesday morning I bought this book and one more beautiful for Cynthia.


April 15, 1915


After dinner I had to do some difficult negotiation work between Sibbie2 and Richard as regards their future and ended up having an awkward quarter of an hour with Mother on the subject of the bottle. All due to Evelyn Fitzgerald3 who talked nonsense to Steffie4 which she unkindly and unwisely reported to Mother.


Friday April 16, 1915


I dined at the Carlton. A large party, including Diana, Lady Cunard5, Hugo6, Thomas Beecham7 and Bonham Carter.8 After dinner they all went to a play but I went to the Ambassadors to pick up M.T.9 and go and have another dinner with her at the Savoy. At 12 o’clock we both went to a small supper party at the Cavendish consisting of Diana, Nancy,10 Iris,11 Hugo, Hallam12 and ourselves. It was great fun and everyone was very drunk at the end especially me. As Diana was going off with Hallam and I with Marjorie, Diana said to me in the hall that although we both had our stage favourites we really loved each other best, and kissed me divinely, which nobody noticed though they were all standing by.


Saturday April 17, 1915


The last day of my week’s holiday. I went in the morning to see Letty13 and Mary14 off to Egypt. I gave them both a large box of strawberries. Diana was at the station. I drove back from Liverpool Street with Diana and spent the rest of the morning with her. We picked up Nancy and Iris and went and had oysters and plovers’ eggs and chablis at Wilton’s and later, with the addition of Hugo we lunched at the Cavendish. Diana went down to Belvoir in the afternoon. I went out with M.T. and we finished up at Fitzroy Street where we lay almost platonically in one another’s arms torn between desire and fatigue – at least I was, but fear and fatigue had the upper hand with her. Tomorrow I return to the Foreign Office.


Monday April 19, 1915


On Sunday morning I went back to the Foreign Office, arriving there at 8.30 a.m. How I hated getting up. I began cold baths this morning. Everything seems to be getting on better with Foreign Affairs since I was there last. All the difficulties which Russia was making about Italian cooperation [with the Allies] which nearly caused negotiations to be broken off have been got over, and the only thing now is that Russia insists on Italy fixing a date which Italy is very unwilling to do.


I lunched with Marjorie at the Carlton, went back to the Foreign Office for an hour and then went and fetched her from the House of Lords. We dined at the Carlton and then went to Fitzroy Street. Marjorie wanted more to drink when we got there so I came home and took her back a bottle of champagne. We couldn’t open it and at last in desperation I tried to knock its head off against the wall. The result was that the whole bottle broke to fragments, and every drop was spilt on the floor and I cut my hand. The room was covered with blood and wine. I loved Marjorie more than ever, she goes to Southsea for a week tomorrow to act her silly play.


Monday morning at the Foreign Office we had the longest telegram I ever saw, 1100 groups. It took three hours to decypher, type etc. It was from Petrograd – all about various rather quibbling alterations which Russia wants to make in the terms of the agreement with Italy.


I lunched with Miss Lowenthal who now calls herself Miss Lynn15 and who was very angry at my calling her by the other. She is under four feet high, known to be a German Jewess and suspected of being a Sapphist. Iris and Diana were at lunch. It was a beautiful, warm spring day and I ordered three new suits. Dined with Edwin Montagu16 – Katharine and Raymond17 and Diana and Bonham Carter were there. We went to see Constance Stewart-Richardson18 perform at the Empire and afterwards went on to His Majesty’s and saw the last act of the first night of the revival of Oliver Twist.


Tuesday April 20, 1915


The difficulties Russia is making about the date of Italy’s joining seem serious. We sent off two telegrams to Petrograd about it today, one private one from the King to the Czar begging him to give way.


I had tea with Ruby,19 just back from France. Hazel20 was there. I drove Hazel home. She asked me whether I loved her best which was awkward. I asked her whether she loved me best and she said she did, which was more awkward still. It is an extraordinary thing, but nobody begins to be really fond of me until just the moment when I cease being quite so fond of them.


The Russians have given way about Italy though very unwillingly. Sazonov21 says he considers our not holding Italy down to a definite and early date a diplomatic defeat for us. He also says that people in Russia are beginning to criticize unfavourably the way in which the war is being carried on in the west, and to compare the inaction of the French with Russia’s desperate advance in the Carpathians. Some people think that Sazonov was right and that if we had been firmer with the Italians they would have given way. However the great thing was to get them in and there now seems no danger of failing in that. Bulgaria too seems suddenly coming round. We heard also today that Turkey is short of ammunition and the Dardanelles will not be able to withstand two more attacks similar to the one they have already had. They want to get ammunition through Roumania, which, especially when Roumania hears of Italy’s action, she is sure to prevent.


Dined with the Laverys. Winston Churchill22 and Mrs Winston were there, Lady Randolph,23 Nellie Hozier24 and Edwin Montagu. Winston was very tired but cheered up under the influence of wine. His mother bored him terribly and would ask him a thousand questions. He had to sit to Lavery after dinner and Hazel, Nellie and I went to the Chelsea Palace. We had to drive Nellie home in a hansom as we couldn’t get a taxi and then I drove Hazel from the Admiralty to her home. She was looking so beautiful and was so sweet and loving.


April 24, 1915


After dinner I went to the Cavendish [Hotel] where I had a row with Diana. She hit me so hard on the face that she made my mouth bleed and I eventually gave her the gentlest tap on the cheek on which she left the room and the hotel. I ran after her and apologized humbly but she wouldn’t speak to me and I left Raymond trying to persuade her to return. I was rather glad of the excuse to get home early to bed.




Monday April 26, 1915


Saw in the paper this morning that Rupert Brooke25 had died of sunstroke at Lemnos. Terribly sad. I knew him very little, but he was a very good poet and a very beautiful man. I wrote some verses and sent them to Eddie Marsh26 who was devoted to him.


Hushed is the music of the sweetest voice
That filled the shambles of our world with song,
Still is the heart that beat so brave and strong,
The heart that bids us mourn not but rejoice,
Because we know that his high soul, at peace,
Went singing down the dark and silent way,
And that there lives forever from today
A piece of England in the Isles of Greece.


Today the Treaty with Italy27 was signed. The next thing seems to be to get Bulgaria in, which I believe would not be difficult if it were not for the King.


April 28, 1915


Went to see Diana in the afternoon. She has quite forgiven me and likes me better than ever. She has had all the letters I ever wrote her typewritten and carries them about with her like a book. They look beautiful in print.


April 30, 1915


My day off from the Foreign Office. Had the old Priest28 to lunch with me at the Junior Carlton. He told me that someone, whom he wouldn’t name, said to him the other day what a pity it was I got drunk every night. It really is monstrous that everyone should say this about me. The end of April and I make as usual a resolution to drink less and read more during the coming month.


May 4, 1915


Went to the first night of The Right to Kill. Went to the Rutlands’ box. We all went to the room behind the Trees’ box in the middle. Lloyd George29 was there and Rufus Isaacs.30 The former I had never seen before – a common, ugly, uninteresting looking little man.


May 7, 1915


The Lusitania sunk [a British cargo and passenger ship, on which many American lives were lost]. People seem very worried about it, as though it were a defeat for us, whereas of course it makes not the faintest difference to the war and only helps to stir up America against Germany. People differ as to whether the cooperation of America would be a help or a hindrance to us. We should of course get no more ammunition from her and her army and navy would be of little value. Hazel tells me that Winston said it would be a bad thing for us were America to make war on Germany but I don’t agree with him. It certainly has looked lately as though Germany wanted to provoke America instead of trying to conciliate her as at first.


Dined with Edwin. Diana was there, she goes to France tomorrow to see about her hospital.31 Raymond and Katharine, Bongy, Venetia Stanley,32 Nancy, Ruby and Alan33 were also there. Alan has been made one of McKenna’s34 private secretaries. How I wish I had something interesting to do instead of everlasting office boy work.


May 8, 1915


Edward35 has been seriously wounded. Katharine and Sir John and Lady Horner went to France today to see him. I do pray he may recover.


May 12, 1915


The feeling in America is so strong that they may be forced to go to war. If they do they will simply be playing into Germany’s hands and we are most anxious to prevent it. It is a pity that the mass of the people both here and in America don’t seem to realize this, but our press is very restrained and sensible for once. Here is another instance of the truth that it is not statesmen and diplomats who are responsible for wars but the people themselves, a truth that socialists and democrats refuse to recognize. The disadvantage to us if America joins in will be immediate and military, but I cannot help feeling that in the long run neutral nations and even the more thoughtful of the Germans could not fail to be impressed by the spectacle of all the most civilized nations in the world joined in alliance against one enemy.


May 13, 1915


America’s note to Germany today looks as though war is inevitable. Germany probably will refuse compensation for the people drowned on the Lusitania and certainly will not promise not to do it again, so that America can hardly with dignity avoid war. President Wilson is anxious to avoid it and does not believe that the people really want it, but fears they may be dragged in. It seems absurd that a country like America should be forced to go to war against its will.


I dined with Mrs Astor,36 a party of twenty. I sat between Ruby and Lady G. Churchill.37 The latter told me that the other day at the Admiralty Lady Essex38 said to Winston that she heard it was alright about Italy and Winston asked who had told her so. She said that I had, and apparently after she had gone Winston was furious about people letting out secrets. It is really very unlucky as all I did say to Lady E. when she asked me ‘How about Italy?’ was that I didn’t think she need worry about that. I had it out with her after dinner and we both exonerated ourselves. She told me that Colonel House39 told her at dinner that he thought America would go to war and that Germany was calculating on her not being able to go on supplying England with ammunition, but that here Germany was once more out in her calculations as America would still continue to supply us with ammunition and not less than before. Germany could not hurt America unless she brought her fleet out and that she dared not do. I hope he is right. He ought to know.


May 14, 1915


Early this morning we learned that the Italian Government resigned last night. At first we were depressed at the Foreign Office, thinking it meant that Italy was going to shuffle out after all. But then people began to say that this was only a strategical move on the part of the Government designed to dish Giolitti40 and strengthen their own hands. This view seems to be the true one. Just before I left the Foreign Office at 4 this afternoon a telegram came in from Rome saying that the Government would probably be recalled, and that the Milan Corriere della Sera would announce this evening that Italy had denounced the Triple Alliance and had signed an agreement with the Triple Entente. It said also that Rome was practically in a state of siege and that the German Embassy was protected by a large force including cavalry.


May 15, 1915


I lunched at Arlington Street [London home of Diana’s parents, the Duke and Duchess of Rutland]. The Duchess and Diana returned last night from Boulogne and John Granby41 had suddenly appeared on two days leave from the front. He was terribly pessimistic about the war, especially our part of it. Said the 10th had been wiped out. The Duke was so childishly happy at having John back, he was quite pathetic.


That same evening George Moore42 came in after dinner and sat and talked to Raymond and me. He is interesting about the war because one can take it that he is voicing French’s43 opinion. As regards the present differences of opinion between French and Kitchener44, he said he didn’t believe the theory that Kitchener was starving French for men and ammunition now because he wished to finish the war with his own New Army45 later on led by himself. He said that Kitchener knew his own inability to command an army in the field which I should doubt. He also talked a lot of rot about America, saying that if they once went to war they would never quit until they had hung the Kaiser.


In May, Asquith formed a war coalition government with the Conservatives. Churchill left the Admiralty and became Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster.


May 22, 1915


Went down to Sutton to stay with Mrs Lindsay.46 Venetia and Edwin who had come down for the day dined with us and went back to London after dinner. They are supposed to be engaged and she must become a Jewess which she has always looked.




May 23, 1915


Heavenly weather and everything looking too beautiful ‘to one who has been long in city pent’. Mrs Asquith47 came over to tea and raged about the Daily Mail and The Times. It is settled that Arthur Balfour48 goes to the Admiralty. Raymond [Asquith] says that all the other ministers refuse to have F. E. Smith49 in the Cabinet.


May 31, 1915 (London)


Buchanan50 telegraphed today that he hadn’t dared approach Sazonov officially on the subject of giving way to Roumania’s demands. Sazonov is more confident than ever. We are now making overtures to Bulgaria. We haven’t had their answer yet but when Des Graz51 approached the Serbian Prime Minister as to whether Serbia would be prepared to make any cession of territory to Bulgaria the Prime Minister replied that it was out of the question and that he would resign rather than consent to it. There is no limit to the hatred of the Serbs for the Bulgars, who they say committed every atrocity in the recent raid on Serbia, burning the wounded alive. The Bulgars are brutes, but they ought to have most of Macedonia because they certainly got less than they deserved out of the Balkan War, though it was their own fault and the population of eastern Macedonia is chiefly Bulgar. If only all those damned little states could be persuaded to pull together.


The end of May. Have kept my resolution well about not drinking much and have read a good deal but not enough.


June 2, 1915


I had tea with Cynthia. Her diary is already more than half full. I can’t think what she writes in it. Her life can’t be as interesting as mine though mine’s dull enough. She was looking very pretty and taking things very seriously, Beb [Asquith] being at the war etc. She said she wouldn’t like to see war abolished from the world which made me argue. I can’t understand how any sane civilized person can think such things. She had seen Winston lately whom she described as very depressed but very dignified. He told her that if he had to appoint a First Sea Lord again he would appoint Fisher,52 which was rather a good thing to say. Fisher apparently is half mad with rage and age. If he didn’t agree about the Dardanelles expedition he should have resigned when it was undertaken, rather than wait till it had failed.


June 8, 1915. Norton Priory


This morning I had a letter from Eddie53 saying he was coming home tomorrow on three days leave. I am glad. So tomorrow I must go up to London and help him to have fun. I can think of nothing else which could have induced me to leave this delicious rest I am having.


June 11, 1915


In the evening I had a men’s dinner party here which made all the women furious but we adored it. Only Eddie, Rothesay,54 Michael,55 Hugo and myself. It was the greatest fun and was followed by a glorious party at the Cavendish which was really the best of its kind. I climbed up the wall to the roof at one juncture, putting my foot through the window and cutting my ankle. Those who were left wanted to have breakfast at a cab shelter at about 5 but Cis56 had to be got rid of first. However he sat on the bonnet of Irene’s57 motor and refused to be dislodged and Eddie eventually drove the motor, a two seater with 6 people on it down to Richmond where Cis was in camp. I didn’t follow them but went to bed having dropped Marjorie, in tears incidentally, at the H. of L.


July 3, 1915


In the morning a telegram came from Diana saying that she and Edwin, Raymond and Katharine were going to Brighton for the weekend and asking me to meet them there. We dined at the Metropole [Hotel] and drank a lot. We then went and sat in their sitting room at the Grand and drank a lot more. We then, except Edwin, set out to bathe. It was about two o’clock. Going down some steps on to the beach Diana and I who were walking arm in arm took a severe fall and she sprained her ankle. She suffered agonies and had to be carried up to bed. The next morning her foot was very bad and she couldn’t move.




July 9, 1915


I went to see Diana at Arlington Street. She has broken two bones in her leg and Arthbuthnot Lane58 is going to operate on her tomorrow in a nursing home. While I was there the motor ambulance came to take her to the home. Beautifully dressed, she was moved on to a stretcher and slowly carried downstairs, followed by a cortège consisting of the Duchess, Marjorie,59 Irene, Nancy, myself and a few others. She looked too lovely. The Duchess, Nancy and I drove with her in the ambulance and when we arrived at the home there were Viola60 and Iris waiting on the doorstep with bundles of flowers and baskets of fruit.


July 16, 1915


Serious news at the Foreign Office today from America. They say there is tremendous agitation being roused there in favour of stricter neutrality, i.e. forbidding the export of ammunition. Their feeling is that all the belligerents ‘se moquent d’eux’ [are laughing at them]. Cotton will become a tremendous difficulty and many of the great cotton men are Germans. It is even suggested that it might be worth our while to propitiate the U.S.A. by buying all their exports of food ourselves, but as Germany would be ready to pay famine prices this seems hardly practicable.


July 20, 1915


Went to see Diana. She was very intrigued by a letter she had had from the Prime Minister61 [Asquith]. He had been to see her the other day and they had discussed at length Venetia’s marriage. Diana is quite certain that Venetia was his mistress which rather surprises me. This letter, which was rather obscurely expressed, seemed practically to be an offer to Diana to fill the vacated situation. She was in great difficulty as to how she was to answer it, partly from being uncertain as to its meaning, partly from the nature of the proposal it seemed to contain. She was anxious not to lose him but did not aspire to the position of his Egeria [i.e. counsellor], which she felt sure would entail physical duties that she couldn’t or wouldn’t fulfil. I advised her to concoct an answer which should be as obscure as his proposal and leave him puzzled – the old lecher.


On Monday [July 26] I did an odd thing. Nancy wanted me to dine with all of them at Kettner’s, but I felt suddenly I couldn’t face it. I was tired and wanted a good, peaceful dinner so I went and dined alone with a book at the Junior Carlton. I had an excellent dinner and drank Pol Roger 1904. I did enjoy myself. Afterwards I went to the Alhambra where I got tired of being alone and gave way – alas – to the need of companionship.


On Thursday [July 29] I dined at 62 Cadogan Square [home of Lord Wemyss]. We played poker after dinner and I lost £12 – oh dear oh damn. Eileen62 was in her nurse’s uniform and looked rather well. She is a strange woman. She kissed me passionately going home in the taxi almost as a matter of course. She only just misses being wonderful, but she misses it alright. She was the first unmarried woman, bar of course prostitutes, I ever kissed.


July 31, 1915


Dined with Raymond and Katharine. Katharine told me a long story about the Grand Duke Serge [of Russia]. He was at the head of the Russian ammunition department and it appears all the money that was supposed to be spent on ammunition was going to his mistress. He has been disgraced and sent to Siberia. She had it from Bluetooth Baker63 who is likely to know, and I had noticed that we no longer got telegrams from Petrograd conveying messages from the Grand Duke to Kitchener.


August 3, 1915


Lunched at the Ritz with Edward [Horner]. It was good to see Edward leading almost a normal life again. In the afternoon I went to see Diana. The Duchess met me in the hall with the terrible news that Billy64 had been killed. She always tells me bad news, that woman. How horrible this is. When I think of Oxford now I see nothing but ghosts.


Friday 27 August, 1915


Dined at Manchester Street alone with Diana. One of the most delicious evenings of my life. I was beautifully dressed – silk shirt and big black tie. A very hot night. Diana in a night gown only. I brought a bottle of champagne, we broke the cork, but with the help of the nurse eventually opened it. We sat side by side on the sofa and ate a cold grouse off one plate with one knife and one fork and I also ate some Camembert cheese.


After dinner Diana was divine. We went further than ever we have gone – but with such art and such distinction. She is the only person who is worth making love to, who understands the game and how to play it. She is the only woman with whom excessive intimacy never breeds the faintest shadow of contempt or disgust, and this is, I think, not only because we never proceed to extremes. There is a great deal to be said for the love-making that sends one away hungry, exasperating though it is. With most women, the further one goes the more one is disillusioned, but with her exactly the opposite happens. Illusion grows with knowledge. She assures me she has never abandoned herself to anyone else in this fashion. I am inclined to believe it. How I adored her.


Saturday 28 August, 1915


Lunched at Pagani’s with Raymond, Alan, Ruby and Diana. Raymond told them all at lunch what we had heard at the Foreign Office as dead secret on Thursday, namely that the Grand Duke Nicholas has had his command taken from him and that he was to be succeeded by the Czar. I dined alone with Mother, Raymond dined with Diana. I felt angry and jealous though I know that not much will happen between them.


September 1, 1915


I dined with Osbert65 on guard at St James’s. I sat between him and Raymond. I thought of the days when I used to dine there with John.66 It is an ugly business now compared to what it was, the officers being all dressed in khaki with their hideous puttees and thick service boots instead of the lovely uniforms they used to wear. The food and wine though were as good as ever.


September 3, 1915


When I first woke up my cold felt so bad that I thought I would stay in bed all day, but by about nine o’clock I felt bored so I got up and went to the Foreign Office.


Oh dear. I have just heard the terrible news that Charles67 is dead. Blow upon blow. Poor old Rib [Lord Ribblesdale], he talked so much and so proudly of Charles the other day and he was then already dead, for it seems he died of blood poisoning a week ago.


September 6, 1915


A terrible awakening. The two front teeth which had been fixed onto one root came out. They were only put in a year ago. Luckily I had the false ones on a plate which I wore while the others were being made with me. But the shape of my mouth or something must have changed for this now fits damnably ill, is most uncomfortable and none too secure. Lunched at Arlington Street and in the afternoon went with Diana to cinematograph. How I adore being with her. She is the only companion.


On Saturday 19th September, 1915 I caught the 4 o’clock train to Belvoir. There I found only Diana, Marjorie, Violet Keppel68 and the Duchess, and John, Mr Bouch,69 Harry and Charlie Lindsay. We played marmora after dinner each night and I won over £50 – a great relief. In the afternoon we played tennis and in the evening before dinner Diana read to me Guy and Pauline [by Compton Mackenzie]. I began to think that night that I wasn’t really in love with Diana at all and that she cared still less for me but the next morning as I was leaving the house at 8 o’clock she came down in her dressing gown to say goodbye and kiss, which was for her an excessive proof of solicitude and I left more puzzled than ever as to what she felt and what I felt myself.


September 23, 1915


Dined with Marjorie Trefusis at the Ritz. She was looking plain, I thought, and she isn’t much fun. Odd that I should have liked her so once and that she, as she still assures me, should have loved me. I wish it had been someone else.


September 24, 1915


Sent off a telegram to Athens saying that France and England were prepared to send as many troops as Greece wanted to Salonica. All the War Dept. surprised and rather shocked at the drastic nature of this telegram.


September 28, 1915


Lunched at Arlington Street. Gerald Thorpe was there and spoke of our enormous casualties – 30,000 men, 1,400 officers he said. Dined with Nancy, Marjorie and Hugo. After dinner we all went back to the House of Lords, from which Marjorie’s parents were away. My only breach of chastity in September.


September 29, 1915


Diana came back from Scotland in the morning. We went together to a cinematograph in the afternoon and I took her to Liverpool Street whence she took a train to Newmarket. She was charming. While we were waiting for the train at Liverpool Street we drank port and ate sausage rolls in the refreshment room. I don’t know whether I’m in love with her or not, I fancy not, but I have far more fun with her than anyone.




September 30, 1915


Dined with Venetia – Edwin not there. Table consisted of Venetia, Winston, Nellie, self, Lady Goonie, Bongy, Mrs Winston, Eddie Marsh. Winston terribly depressed and depressing. After the women had gone he had a tremendous argument with Bongy about conscription – he very much for it, Bongy against. Winston abused Kitchener a good deal. Said he had enlisted men and forgotten to order them rifles. Said in a few weeks time 11,000 sergeants in the army were entitled to their discharge, that they mean to demand it and that he didn’t see how we would disallow it unless we had conscription. Bongy’s main argument against it was financial. All very interesting.


October 1, 1915


Heard this morning at the F.O. that Tommie Robartes70 was killed. His brother didn’t come in on that account and rang up and told us. I sent a note round to Mother so she might tell Steffie who was coming up from the country. Came home and found poor little Steffie half mad with misery. She was really in love with him. It was she says the only happiness she had known since Arthur died and it is snatched away. I am so sorry for her. I heard a rumour that Eric71 is badly wounded. I hope untrue and still more do I hope that Osbert, Bim72 and Yvo73 are alright, the last especially. It seems a lot to hope as they are all in the Grenadiers who I hear have suffered as usual. We had a terrible night with Steffie. She and Sibbie are both staying here. Steffie had asked Sibbie to buy her a lot of morphia74 and Sibbie had told the chemist to give her something that looked and tasted like it but was innocuous. Steffie of course discovered this the moment she tasted it. Terrible row ensued. I was woken up. It was 1.30. Sibbie insisted on going out to try and get some real morphia from a doctor. After she had gone I heard Steffie moving about and went into her room. I found her with a fur coat on over her nightgown and a pair of shoes, on the point of going out. Tried to dissuade her without success. So thought it best to follow her, which I did having put an overcoat and a pair of trousers on. She insisted on going to Berkeley House where our flat is being altered for her. Her real reason for going was to look for some chloroform she had left there. This we eventually found and came home to bed.




October 7, 1915


On Thursday I dined with the Montagus, Edward, Iris, Alan, Diana and after dinner Raymond and Katharine. Dinner great fun. Rather boring after dinner as we did not play cards but sat and talked. Everyone rather drunk, I only very slightly. Raymond, Katharine, Diana and I started walking home together across the park. It was very beautiful, we all loved each other so much. We dropped R & K at 10 Downing Street and then Diana and I sat down, or rather lay, on the steps that lead from Downing St. down into the Horse Guards Parade. There we remained under the shadow of the damned old Foreign Office under the very window where I work by day, locked in each other’s arms for quite a time. It was odd and romantic and delightful. Then we walked very slowly and with many delicious pauses. We embraced under the lamp in the middle of the Parade, and under the dark trees of the Mall, and in St James’s St. and finally we sat again on the steps of Lord Zetland’s house in Arlington Street and exchanged the most wonderful kisses of all. A memorable night.


October 19, 1915


Dined with the Montagus – at least with Venetia, Edwin was at the House. The dinner was to celebrate Raymond’s last night as he was to go to the war tomorrow. Poor Katharine, how sorry I feel for her. She was wonderful at dinner. I sat between her and Diana. Raymond was at his best, very cheerful and brilliantly witty. It would really be the end of everything if he were killed.


October 21, 1915


Dined at Queen Anne’s Gate. Cheerful dinner. Afterwards we played bridge. I saw a letter from Cynthia to Venetia lying open on a table and starting to read it learnt suddenly that Yvo had been killed. The news apparently arrived on the 19th and most of them knew at Raymond’s last dinner party. Nobody had told me because everyone thought I knew. It was a terrible shock. He was so young and so delightful. How I pity them all, especially Mary who adored him and Lord Wemyss whose favourite child he was. I slept badly and woke early and felt miserable.


October 23, 1915


Went down to Mells by the 3.30. There I found only Sir J. and Lady Horner, Lady Jekyll75 and Lord Haldane.76 Dear Katharine very sweet and sad and beautiful. It poured the whole of Sunday. Talked to Haldane in the morning. He was interesting and told me all about his mission to Berlin, about the agreement with Germany on the African question which was on the point of being signed when war broke out and about his last interview with Bethmann-Hollweg77 when the latter said that it might be that all their efforts to ensure peace between the two countries would fail, but if that were so it would not be their fault but fate – ‘Es wird Schicksal sein’. He thinks that the Emperor was with the peace party until 1913 and then the war party won him over. He says that all our failure in this war has been due to two things, the lack of public education and the lack of a General Staff. When he went to the War Office himself the first thing he did was to create a General Staff – it consisted of about 80 people which was ample for the small army then existing. He also doubled Staff College. But all this was undone by Seely78 and partly by Asquith, who put Wolfe Murray79 at the head of it because he was a suitable man to deal with the Ulster business though he had no qualifications at all. Kitchener finding a bad General Staff in existence, decided to do without one and do the whole work himself, which was madness. He thought that fighting against the German General Staff was the same thing as fighting against the Khalifa or the Mahdi. Haldane spoke with considerable bitterness about Kitchener and with the greatest contempt about Winston; he is intolerant of the people, whom he describes as uneducated.


November 2, 1915


Dined at Queen Anne’s Gate. We played bridge afterwards. I was very drunk and after dropping Diana and Katharine at A. Street I for some insane reason tried to break into the house. I walked up to Piccadilly and there just by the Ritz climbed over the railings into the Park. I then climbed over some more railings into the garden of somebody’s house, not, I think, No. 16 and then as far as I remember I realized the folly of what I was doing and got back again into the park, walked down and climbed over some more railings close to my own rooms. I can’t think how I managed to get over them all in a top hat and an overcoat. The latter was considerably torn, so were my trousers. Very lucky not to have come across a policeman.


November 11, 1915


This morning came the terrible news of George Vernon’s80 death. We had heard some days ago that he was seriously ill with dysentery at Malta but lately the news had been better. I suppose there are other people who have lost as many friends as I have but it seems hardly possible. Diana telephoned the news to me in the morning and asked me to lunch with her as she was too unhappy to face a lunch party they had asked to Arlington Street. So we went to the Hanover Restaurant and drank mulled claret which helped us to call up our last reserves of courage and gaiety to face this new blow. I went to see her again in the evening and tried to cheer her.


November 12, 1915


Diana was dining at Downing Street. She called for me at St James’s St. on her way so that I could drive with her and drop her there. I think I really am in love with her and do believe that she is rather fond of me. I dined at Welbeck St. with Viola [and] Alan. Diana came in for a few minutes later with Violet and Cis Asquith and Eddie Marsh. We learnt that Winston had resigned and that Eddie is going to be Private Secretary to the Prime Minister. [Churchill had been excluded from a small War Cabinet set up by the Prime Minister. In his disappointment he returned to the Front.]


Saturday November 13, 1915


The beginning of my week’s holiday. I went round to see Diana after leaving the Foreign Office and found her crying. She is much more unhappy about George than I thought, poor darling. It is the worst blow she has had in the war.


November 15, 1915 [Belvoir]


I thought Diana was going by the early train so I got up to go by it too and when ready to start discovered that she had arranged to go later with me and only the Duchess was going early so I wished I had stayed longer in bed. But it was a very beautiful morning, white frost and blue sky and I went for a long walk by myself and much enjoyed it. Came up to London with Diana. We could not get a carriage to ourselves which was cruel, but I enjoyed the journey. Diana very interesting. She told me how as the price of his baronetcy Joseph Beecham [father of Thomas Beecham] was made to pay £10,000. £4,000 were taken by Lady Cunard, Diana got £500 and the rest went to Edward who paid with it all his own debts, and Katharine’s and his Mother’s. I had never heard a word of this before. It is of course the profoundest secret.


November 21, 1915


Got up late. Went round to see Diana. Poor child, she had been crying all night. She had received a letter from the doctor who was with George when he died – such a kind well-written letter and in it enclosed a message from George himself, a farewell to Diana dictated to the doctor at the very last. At the bottom of it George had written in his own hand with the doctor said ‘an almost superhuman effort’. He had made the capital ‘G’ and then wanting, I fancy, to write something more meaningful than his mere name in the last moment of life he had written quite distinctly the one word ‘love’. It was too sad. I sobbed and she cried again.


November 27, 1915


Lunch with Sibbie at the Carlton Grill. She says that Steffie is becoming a regular morphineuse. I caught the 4 o’clock to Belvoir. Diana had a breakdown of tears just before dinner and had been doped with sal volatile and brandy to get her to the table. She is strange and wonderful in the way she takes her sorrow, treating it like an illness which must be got over as soon as possible, doing all she can to be cheerful, laughing and talking till the tears come like a sudden seizure and she has to give way. She tells me that when she cannot stop crying she reminds herself that in a comparatively few days she will have ceased to wish to. I think this is a new way of treating grief and perhaps the best. After dinner the Duke, Venetia, Edwin and I played bridge. The Duke in excellent form, loving Venetia and quite liking Edwin, which was a great relief as he had never met them before and was prejudiced against them. I went to bed rather drunk and slept till half past five when I awoke and crept into Diana’s room, and lay with her for all too brief but quite divine a time.


December 12, 1915


Dined at Cavendish Square [with Nancy Cunard]. Everybody got rather drunk but I very, and unfortunately Lady Cunard came back after dinner. We all went on to a party arranged at the last moment in Mrs Marten’s house. The latchkey broke in the door so I tried to climb in at the window which created a good deal of excitement and alarm.


December 13, 1915


Oh the agony of getting up at 7.15 every morning when one goes to bed so late. I felt a complete wreck this morning. Horrified to hear that Lady Cunard had noticed my drunkenness last night and spoken about it to Nancy. Had a Turkish bath at the Automobile [now the Royal Automobile Club] which I have just joined. Revived by this I went to Venetia’s to see Diana. I found them both cooking in the kitchen. Diana looking divinely beautiful very smartly dressed with a little helmet hat and a waving plume, and a white apron over her dress. She very much concerned at my news of last night and by her advice I wrote an abject letter of apology and remorse to Lady Cunard.


December 14, 1915


My letter to Lady Cunard a great success. She came round to the F.O. this afternoon and more than forgave me. In fact I have never been on such good terms with her before.




December 21, 1915


Edward and Diana came to see me – We three dined with Viola at Welbeck Street. Diana brought dinner from the Ritz. Good dinner but not much of it, nor enough wine and the room cold. After dinner I quarrelled with Diana. She said I had been rude to Viola and so was rude to me. I left the house and came home to bed.


December 22, 1915


This morning a beautiful letter of apology from Diana. She writes ‘Duff my darling – I am so haunted and wretched about what I seemed to you and what I seem to myself – as to what you seem to me, if you remember that is so much that to see you imperfect for a space or even faintly impolite makes me see red – it’s natural enough as to feel critical of you is as maddening and absorbing as to feel critical of myself and more and worse since your metal is finer than mine and such minute blemishes stare. But Duff forgive me for I know exactly what I do – so am in more need than men – D.’


December 23, 1915


Dined at Kettner’s with Diana, Edward, Viola and Alan. We had finished dinner at about half past ten and there were three glasses of brandy on the table when I suddenly noticed Diana snatch one away as though to hide it and looking up I saw an inspector and an ordinary policeman bearing down on us. They asked us what was in the glasses and we told them. They then took the names and addresses of us three men as we explained that the three glasses belonged to us.


December 24, 1915


Alan rang me up in the morning to say that he had communicated with Sir Edward Henry’s [Assistant Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police] private secretary and made sure that there would be no sort of trouble about last night’s incident.


December 30, 1915


Went to see Diana in the afternoon – she was going to dine with George Moore and General French. I dined at Queen Anne’s Gate – Edwin, Venetia, Mrs Asquith and Masterman-Smith.81 Edwin and Masterman-Smith had an interesting very confidential conversation after dinner which I was almost surprised they let me listen to. Edwin had been working all day at keeping the Government together, in which he said he now had a little more hope of succeeding. Apparently Edward Grey82 has been threatening resignation. Edwin said that he had written to Edward Grey in terms that he wouldn’t use to his footman and had spoken to him hardly less strongly, which Grey had taken very well and thanked him for his frankness. Masterman-Smith said that Arthur Balfour’s point of view was that whatever a man’s personal feelings might be, it was his duty now not to resign. It appears that Runciman83 and McKenna stand or fall together. Edwin said that his great argument with them was that they could not resign for a reason that they could not name, for the real reason of their resignation is not any question of principle or even the fact of compulsion but simply on the number of men who are to be taken, i.e. the size of the army. Apparently in the summer Kitchener committed us to the French to produce seventy divisions. Masterman-Smith said that Balfour asked why McKenna did not resign then as he knew then what Kitchener had pledged us to. Edwin said that at the Cabinet tomorrow the Prime Minister will suggest that the General Staff and the Treasury shall consult together as to what the size of the army shall be and Edwin is sure that if the Cabinet agree to this the General Staff and the Treasury will come to an agreement. But the danger of course is that the Cabinet will not consent to this. They will say that a question of such importance is clearly a question for the Cabinet to decide, not for an interdepartmental committee. Curzon84 is especially to be feared as they say that Curzon wants to smash the Government. One thing is certain – Simon85 is gone – gone beyond recall. Incidentally they mentioned that Gallipoli is to be evacuated.


By the end of 1915 it was clear that compulsory conscription could not be avoided. Four Liberal ministers, Simon, McKenna, Runciman and Grey, submitted their resignations. In the event, only Simon resigned. The bill introducing conscription was passed in May 1916.


I make only one resolve for the coming year, i.e. to get rid of my reputation for drunkenness. In future I will keep a list at the end of this book in which I will put down every evening whether I could possibly have been thought drunk or no, for the rumour is becoming a nuisance.




[image: image]


1 Lady Cynthia Asquith, née Charteris (1887–1960). Married 1910 Herbert ‘Beb’ Asquith (1881–1947), son of H. H. Asquith by his first wife. Her diaries for 1914–18 were published in 1968.


2 Sybil Hart-Davis (1886–1927), Duff’s third sister, married Richard Hart-Davis (d. 1964), a stockbroker, in 1904.


3 The Hon. Evelyn Fitzgerald (1874–1946). In 1923 he married Helen Drury, Lady Beaverbrook’s sister-in-law.


4 Stephanie (1885–1918), Duff’s eldest sister, married first, Arthur Levita (d. 1910) and second, in 1916, Tolly Wingfield. In 1915 she was living at Norton Priory, West Sussex.


5 Maud, later Emerald, Cunard (née Burke) (1872–1948), American wife of Sir Bache Cunard (1851–1925), and one of the great political and society hostesses of the time.


6 Hugo Rumbold (1884–1932), stage designer.


7 Sir Thomas Beecham (1879–1961), conductor. He mounted Covent Garden opera seasons 1910–20.


8 Sir Maurice ‘Bongie’ Bonham Carter (1880–1960), PPS to Asquith 1910–16, married Lady Violet Asquith (1887–1969), Asquith’s daughter, in 1915.


9 Marjorie Trefusis (d. 1937), actress. Daughter of Sir Henry Graham, Clerk of Parliaments, hence her residence in the House of Lords. Married Capt. the Hon. Walter Alexander Trefusis in 1911, divorced 1919 and married Capt. John Craigie.


10 Nancy Cunard (1896–1965), daughter of Lady Cunard, briefly married Sydney Fairbairn in 1916. A poet and an intellectual and political activist, she lived an expatriate life in Paris from 1925.


11 Iris Tree (1897–1968), daughter of Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree (1852–1917), the actor-manager and founder of RADA, sister of Viola Parsons. Actress and poet.


12 Basil Hallam (1889–1916). A music-hall performer, he joined the Balloon Corps and was killed in 1916.


13 Violet ‘Letty’ Manners (1888–1971), Diana’s sister, married first Hugo ‘Ego’ Charteris, Lord Elcho (1884–1916) in 1911 and second Guy Benson (1888–1975) in 1921.


14 Lady Mary Charteris (1895–1960), Ego’s sister, married first Tom Strickland in December 1915 and second Maj. John (Jock) Lyon in 1943.


15 Olga Lynn, ‘Oggie’, (1882–1961), a professional singer and singing teacher.


16 Edwin Montagu (1879–1924), married Venetia Stanley (d. 1948) in 1915. A Liberal politician, he was Financial Secretary to the Treasury and briefly Minister of Munitions 1914–16, and Secretary of State for India 1917–22, when he was compelled to resign from office.


17 Katharine Asquith, née Horner (1885–1976), sister of Edward Horner, she married Raymond Asquith in 1907. Raymond Asquith (1878–1916), a barrister, was Asquith’s son by his first wife and a close friend of Diana Manners.


18 Lady Constance Stewart-Richardson, née Mackenzie (1882–1932), a dancer, was married to Sir Edward Stewart-Richardson Bt. (d. 1914).


19 Ruby Peto (d. 1951), daughter of Lt. Col. Walter James Lindsay and cousin of Diana’s mother, Violet Rutland. In 1909 she married Ralph Harding Peto. They were divorced in 1923.


20 Hazel Lavery (1887–1935), American wife of Sir John Lavery (1856–1941), the Irish portrait painter.


21 Sergei Sazonov (1816–1927), Russian Foreign Minister under Tsar Nicholas II 1910–16, when he was forced to resign. Sent to London as a diplomat, where he remained after the Revolution of 1917.


22 Sir Winston Churchill (1874–1965) married Clementine Hozier (1885–1977) in 1908. First Lord of the Admiralty under Asquith 1911–15; Minister of Munitions under Lloyd George 1917–18; Secretary of War and Air 1918–21; Colonial Secretary 1921–2; Chancellor of the Exchequer under Baldwin 1924–9; First Lord of the Admiralty 1939–40; Prime Minister 1940–5 and 1951–5.


23 Lady Randolph Churchill (1854–1921), born Jennie Jerome, an American, was the mother of Winston Churchill.


24 Nellie Hozier (1888–1925), sister of Winston Churchill’s wife, Clementine. She married Col. Bertram Romilly in 1915.


25 Rupert Brooke (1887–1915). After a brilliant career at Cambridge he settled at the Old Vicarage, Grantchester. His first volume of poems was published in 1911. In 1914 he joined the Royal Naval Division and died of blood-poisoning in the Dardanelles in 1915. 1914 and Other Poems was published posthumously.


26 Sir Edward Marsh (1872–1953), civil servant, scholar and patron of the arts and a close friend of Rupert Brooke. Churchill’s Private Secretary almost continuously 1905–28.


27 The Treaty of London, by which Italy came into World War I, allied to Britain, France and Russia.


28 The Rev. H. B. Allen, curate at Stanway for many years and close friend of the Charteris family.


29 David Lloyd George, 1st Earl Lloyd George (1863–1945). Minister of Munitions 1915; Secretary of State for War 1916; Prime Minister Dec. 1916–Oct. 1922.


30 Rufus Isaacs, 1st Marquess of Reading (1860–1935). Attorney-General 1910–13; Lord Chief Justice 1913–21; Viceroy of India, 1921–6.


31 Diana Manners worked as a VAD (voluntary nurse) at Guy’s Hospital in 1914–15. She and her mother then planned to open a hospital near Boulogne. The plan fell through and eventually their home in Arlington Street, St James’s, was turned into a hospital for officers where Diana assisted the trained nurses.


32 Venetia Stanley (1887–1948), a lifelong friend of Diana, married Edwin Montagu in 1915. Before her engagement she had been a close confidante of the Prime Minister, H. H. Asquith.


33 Alan Parsons (1887–1933) began his career in the Civil Service and was Private Secretary to Edwin Montagu when the latter was Secretary of State for India. From 1925–9 he was dramatic critic and gossip columnist for the Daily Sketch, and he worked on the Daily Mail 1929–33. He was married to Viola Tree, Iris Tree’s sister and Diana’s oldest friend.


34 The Rt. Hon. Reginald McKenna (1863–1943), Chancellor of the Exchequer 1915–May 1916 Chairman of Midland Bank, 1919–43.


35 Edward Horner (1818–1917), son of Sir John and Lady Horner and brother of Katharine Asquith. Close friend of Duff at Oxford.


36 Ava Astor, divorced wife of John Jacob Astor. In 1919 she became the second wife of the 4th Baron Ribblesdale.


37 Lady Gwendoline Churchill, ‘Goonie’, née Bertie (1885–1941), married Major John ‘Jack’ Churchill, DSO, in 1908.


38 Adela Grant (d. 1922). An American, she married the 7th Earl of Essex in 1893.


39 Edward Mandell House (1858–1938), colonel in name only. An American politician, he was President Woodrow Wilson’s closest confidant 1914–18. He was in London Jan.–June 1915 and again Jan.–Mar. 1916.


40 Giovanni Giolitti (1842–1928), Italian Prime Minister 1911–14. Opposed Italian participation in WWI.


41 The Marquess of Granby, later 9th Duke of Rutland (1886–1940), Diana’s brother, married Kathleen Tennant (Kakoo) (d. 1989) in 1916.


42 George Gordon Moore, American railway millionaire, was famous for his lavish parties and a great admirer of Diana. He was a great friend and confidant of Field Marshal Sir John French.


43 Field Marshal Sir John French (1852–1925). GOCIC British Expeditionary Force in France.


44 Field Marshal Lord Kitchener, 1st Earl Kitchener (1850–1916). Secretary of State for War.


45 Kitchener’s New Army consisted of volunteer recruits who enlisted after the outbreak of war.


46 Norah Bourke (d. 1949) married Henry Lindsay (1866–1939), Diana’s uncle, in 1895.


47 Margaret (Margot) Tennant (1864–1945) married H. H. Asquith as his second wife in 1894.


48 Arthur Balfour, 1st Earl Balfour (1848–1930). Conservative Prime Minister 1902–5; First Lord of the Admiralty under Asquith 1915–16; Foreign Secretary under Lloyd George 1916–19; Lord President of the Council 1919–22.


49 Frederick Edwin (F. E.) Smith K. C., 1st Lord Birkenhead (1872–1930). Attorney-General 1915–18; Lord Chancellor 1919–22; Secretary of State for India 1924–8.


50 Sir George Buchanan (1854–1924), British Ambassador to Russia 1914–18.


51 Sir Charles des Graz (1860–1940), British Minister in Serbia.


52 Adm. John Fisher, 1st Baron (1841–1920). Admiral of the Fleet, resigned over the Dardanelles issue in 1915.


53 Capt. Eddie Grant, married Bettine Stuart-Wortley in 1917 and Laura Waugh’s sister, Bridget Herbert, in 1935.


54 Maj. Rothesay Stuart-Wortley (1892–1926).


55 Michael Herbert (1893–1932), younger son of Sir Michael Herbert, former Ambassador in Washington and his American wife, Lelia Wilson.


56 The Hon. Cyril ‘Cis’ Asquith (1890–1954), fourth son of H. H. Asquith by his first wife. Barrister and High Court judge, later Baron Asquith of Bishopstone.


57 Irene Lawley (1889–1976), only child of 3rd Baron Wenlock; she married Colin Forbes Adam in 1920.


58 Sir William Arbuthnot Lane (1856–1943), senior surgeon at Guy’s Hospital.


59 Diana’s sister Marjorie (1883–1946) married Charles, 6th Marquess of Anglesey (1885–1947), in 1912. They lived at Plas Newydd on the Isle of Anglesey, Wales.


60 Viola Tree (1884–1938), actress and singer, was the daughter of Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree and married to Alan Parsons.


61 Herbert Henry Asquith, 1st Earl of Oxford and Asquith (1852–1928). Liberal Prime Minister 1908–15; Prime Minister of wartime Coalition Government 1915–16; leader of the Liberal Party until 1924. Married first Helen Melland (d. 1891) and had five children, and second Margot Tennant, with whom he had two children.


62 Lady Eileen Wellesley (1887–1952), daughter of the 4th Duke of Wellington, married Capt. Cuthbert Orde in 1916.


63 The Rt. Hon. Harold Baker (1877–1960), known as ‘Bluetooth’ or ‘Blueie’, Liberal MP for Accrington.


64 The Hon. William ‘Billy’ Grenfell (1890–1915), second son of Lord Desborough.


65 Sir Osbert Sitwell (1892–1969), writer. Brother of Edith and Sacheverell Sitwell.


66 Hon. John Manners (1892–1914), Duff’s best friend at Oxford and, as the elder son of the 3rd Lord Manners, a distant cousin of Diana, was killed in 1914.


67 The Hon. Charles Lister (1887–1915), son of Lord Ribblesdale. Friend of Duff at Oxford, he was a committed socialist. He died of wounds at Gallipoli.


68 Violet Keppel (1894–1972), later Trefusis, daughter of Alice Keppel (1868–1947), the mistress of King Edward VII from 1898 until his death.


69 Thomas Bouch (1882–1963), joint Master of Foxhounds of the Belvoir Hunt. An admirer of Diana.


70 Capt. the Hon. Thomas Agar-Robartes (1880–1915) of the Coldstream Guards died of wounds received at the Battle of Loos. Eldest son of the 6th Viscount Clifton, he had been MP for St Austell and Mid-Cornwall since 1908.


71 Eric Ednam (1894–1969), succeeded as 3rd Earl of Dudley in 1932. He married first, in 1919, Lady Rosemary Leveson Gower (d. 1930), second, in 1943, Frances Laura Long (née Charteris), divorced 1954, and third Grace Radziwill, former wife of Prince Stanislas Radziwill.


72 Edward (Bim or Bimbo) Tennant (1897–1916), son of 1st Baron Glenconner and first cousin of Kakoo Granby, was killed in the Battle of the Somme.


73 The Hon. Yvo Charteris (1896–1915), fourth son of the 11th Earl of Wemyss, brother of Ego and Cynthia Charteris and Mary Strickland, was killed at the Battle of Loos.


74 In those days morphine could be bought without prescription from the chemist.


75 Agnes Jekyll (1851–1937), later Dame Agnes Jekyll, the noted cookery writer, was married to Sir Herbert Jekyll (1846–1932), a military engineer and civil servant and brother to Gertrude Jekyll, the garden designer.


76 Lord Haldane (1856–1928), former Minister of War and Liberal Lord Chancellor. Dropped as Chancellor in May 1915 after the press accused him of pro-German sympathies.


77 Theobald von Bethmann-Hollweg (1856–1921), German Chancellor 1909–17.


78 John Seely, later 1st Baron Mottistone (1868–1947). Secretary of State for War.


79 Gen. Sir James Wolfe Murray (1853–1919), Chief of Imperial General Staff.


80 George, 8th Baron Vernon (1888–1915). A great admirer of Diana’s.


81 Sir James Masterman-Smith (1878–1938), served in the office of First Lord of the Admiralty 1911–17.


82 Sir Edward Grey, later Viscount Grey of Fallodon (1862–1933). Foreign Secretary 1905–16.


83 Walter Runciman, 1st Viscount Runciman of Doxford (1870–1949). President of the Board of Trade 1914–16.


84 George Nathaniel Curzon (1859–1925), later Marquess Curzon of Kedleston. Viceroy of India 1898–1905; Lord Privy Seal 1915–16; Foreign Secretary 1919–24.


85 Sir John Simon (1873–1954), 1st Viscount Simon. Home Secretary May 1915, resigned Jan. 1916; Foreign Secretary in MacDonald’s National Government 1931–5; Home Secretary under Baldwin 1935–7; Chancellor of the Exchequer under Chamberlain 1937–40; Lord Chancellor 1940–5.











1916


January 1, 1916


New Year’s Eve was a wild night. We had two tables at the Carlton and three boxes at the Gaiety. Dinner rather fun with crackers and plenty of wine. After the theatre I went round to Queen Anne’s Gate where we drank in the New Year in punch with the Montagus, the Raymonds, Sidney1 and Sybil and the Prime Minister who was looking happy, the political crisis having been successfully warded off this morning.


January 9, 1916


Diana in bed all day – she and Katharine took morphia last night. I hope she won’t become a morphineuse. It would spoil her looks. Dined at Downing Street. The news had just arrived of the successful evacuation of Helles [a port on the Gallipoli peninsula] which all the military authorities had said was impossible. This made everyone cheerful. After dinner the Prime [Minister] and Edwin had an almost whispered conversation about Viceroys which I tried but failed to overhear.


January 16, 1916


This morning I was suddenly informed that I had to go to the Contraband Department. I received the news with mixed feelings. I was glad of a change and glad to do rather more important workthan the farce of the Parliamentary Department and I shall be glad not to have to get up early in the morning in future, but I shall miss terribly my delicious afternoons with Diana. One never gets away from the Contraband Dept till about 8 o’clock. This is a cruel blow.


February 12, 1916


Lunched at Arlington Street with Alan and Diana. Alan tells me that McKenna’s behaviour is very mysterious just now. That he writes long letters with his own hand to Northcliffe2 and often disappears for an hour without saying where he is going to. Alan thinks he is preparing a great attack on Lloyd George. I wondered whether in view of his dealings with Northcliffe it might not be that they were all in a conspiracy to get rid of the P.M.




February 18, 1916


At 4 Diana came to the Foreign Office to pick me up and we went together to the Pavilion Cinema. I loved her more than ever. I dined with Katharine at the Hanover. She was looking very pretty. Went to Hawtrey’s3 play and thence to a musical party at Lady Cunard’s where Diana persuaded K. to go home and spent the night with her in order to take morphia together. An odd world I live in.


February 19, 1916


Diana in bed and very ill as the result of her experiments. I went there in the evening and sat and read to her, loving her very much in her abandonment to sleep and headache.


February 22, 1916


My 26th birthday. Lunched with Mother at the Carlton Grill. Had a delightful afternoon with Diana at the Pavilion Cinema. I really do believe now that she loves me. It appears that Patrick4 is bothering her to death by his importunities, imploring her all the time to marry him.


February 23, 1916


Lunched with Diana at Scott’s. We are both taking steps to get thin and lunch every day off nothing but beef steak without any vegetables or any drink except a cup of coffee afterwards. I do love her. She came for me to the F.O. at 4 o’clock and we went to the cinema. Diana made me swear to rejoin her at Arlington St. in half an hour as she was having interviews with both Patrick and Michael, who is just back from France, and wanted me to cut the tail off one and the head off the other. The way she deceives those boys is astounding!


February 25, 1916


We dined at the Ritz with the Aga Khan.5 I enjoyed dinner. Diana was looking more beautiful than I have ever seen her, or indeed any woman look. Everybody thought so. Afterwards we went to the Empire. There is a new revue there and they bring into it an imitation of Diana which I think damned impudence and I was rather glad we arrived too late for it. Afterwards we went to a party. At the end of the evening Diana who had been promising all the time that she was going to drive home with me and had kept me there on those grounds when I wanted to go to bed, said she had got to drive with Michael because he insisted and said he was going back to the war. I thereupon made a scene and said I would never forgive her. She said it was vile of me to take it in that way and not to trust her but since I insisted she wouldn’t go with him. Eventually she and I drove home with Viola and Alan, dropping her first, she furious with me and not saying good-night. I realized how much I loved her by the remorse I felt and the next morning I sent round a letter apologizing. At one o’clock she came to the F.O. and I drove with her in the motor. She said she hadn’t meant to come, that she hadn’t really forgiven me and still thought I had behaved abominably. She was hard and unloving and left me to go to a lunch party and I then sent her a present and a note that I thought would touch her.


March 3, 1916


[I] went to a matinée at the Gaiety organized by Lady Essex. The point of it was a little play at the end written for the occasion by Knoblock6 – a scene at a dressmaker’s shop with real mannequins and real ladies. Diana and Cynthia both had speaking parts and both did them pretty badly, but looked very beautiful – Nancy, Hazel [Lavery], Mrs Lindsay and several others were also on the stage. Hazel I didn’t think looked as well as the others – perhaps she was badly painted. It was rather a painful performance as it hadn’t been properly rehearsed. Viola was quite funny and Lady Tree did her best.


March 6, 1916


A holiday. At about half past eleven Diana came for me. We sat and talked for a little and then went to St Paul’s Cathedral, which I had never been inside before. From there we went on the top of a bus to Westminster Abbey where we saw the waxen effigies which I had never seen. Diana also showed me lots of things in the Abbey I hadn’t noticed before. It was one of the most delightful mornings I have ever spent. The pleasure of doing that sort of thing with Diana is indescribable.


March 11, 1916


I stayed at the F.O. till 3 o’clock and then went straight to Paddington, where I met Diana and Patrick and we all travelled down to Mells together. Patrick is very much in love with Diana and has no idea that I am, let alone that she is in love with me which indeed nobody suspects. On arriving at Mells Patrick got a telephone message from the War Office to say that he had been appointed a liaison officer with the Mediterranean force and was to sail on Wednesday. Only Katharine was at Mells. The whole house was in confusion as they were putting hot water pipes into it. Diana and Katharine shared a large bedroom – Patrick and I each had one, and there was one other room in which we sat and ate, otherwise all the carpets were up and the furniture covered with sheets. The first evening was very delightful. After dinner we read aloud from the Bible. Then K. and Diana went to bed, and we went to their room and all had an injection of morphia. I had a very light dose, only [image: Image] of a grain. Diana injected it. We lay on the bed and said poetry in turn until about 3 o’clock.


March 12, 1916


I woke up late feeling extraordinarily well. Patrick on the other hand felt very ill. He had more morphia than I.


March 26, 1916. Sunday [Walmer Castle]


A lovely morning. After lunch we motored over to Dover to see the P.M. off to France. Lloyd George, Grey and Kitchener met him there. They looked an odd lot. The P.M. wearing a very light brown leather overcoat, the collar turned up, his long white hair sticking out behind and his red face, was rather a striking, cheerful figure. Grey looked ominous with white face and black spectacles, LG looked untidy and common and ordinary. Kitchener looked like an officer who has got mixed up with a lot of strolling players and is trying to pretend he doesn’t know them. We saw the boat off and then motored back to tea.


March 31, 1916


We had arranged for Diana to come and dine alone with me in my rooms. I got some cold beef, lobster, plovers’ eggs and strawberries. At half past eight she telephoned to say that the Duchess had heard from French that the Zeppelins were coming and had made her promise not to go out as she wanted to know where she was in order to telephone to her. A cruel disappointment. I immediately had all the dinner and two bottles of champagne packed into a basket which I took to Arlington St. There we dined in Diana’s room, she wearing only her yellow dressing gown. It was all very beautiful and remembrance worthy.


Sunday April 2, 1916


The loveliest day there has ever been. Bright dazzling sunshine, not one cloud. It was marvellous coming suddenly after a month of vile weather. Diana came for me at 1 o’clock and we walked together very slowly across the Park to Queen Anne’s Gate. There we had rather a bad lunch with Edwin and Venetia. After lunch Diana had to go back to Arlington Street. I walked alone across the Park and down Piccadilly feeling half drunk with Burgundy and the beauty of the day. I thought what an infinite capacity I had for enjoyment.




April 14, 1916


A year today since I began my diary. I went to a party at the Grafton Galleries. Marjorie Trefusis was there looking very pretty. She asked me whether I ever thought of a year ago and if it made me sad. I said it did but it doesn’t. For now I love Diana more than ever I loved her and Diana is worth a thousand of her and Diana, wonderfully, loves me.


April 24, 1916


Glad to be back in the Parliamentary Dept. During the morning they brought over a telegram which Birrell7 had received from Ireland and which he hadn’t been able to decypher because his secretary was away and no one else knew where the cypher was! We decyphered it and it sounded rather exciting. It said that the man arrested at Tralee had made a full confession. That he had landed with Casement,8 that the rising was to have begun that day and that there was to have been an attack that day on Dublin Castle.


April 28, 1916


Weather still beautiful. Lunched with Alan at Bellomo’s. He tells me Edwin says the Govt. must resign – that Nathan9 had always warned them of the state of Ireland but that Birrell had refused to listen. There was a tremendous attack on Lloyd George last Sunday in the Daily News by the editor, Gardner. Alan tells me that the day before it appeared Gardner had a long interview with McKenna.


Sunday April 30, 1916 [The Wharf, Sutton]


A beautiful warm day. Sat in the garden in the morning while Mrs Asquith read us selections from her diary – the characters of Rosebery and Arthur Balfour very well done I thought. Gilbert Murray10 came to lunch. He wanted to talk to the P.M. about conscientious objectors which he did after lunch. In the afternoon I managed to slip off with Diana in a canoe. We went up Paradise Marshes and then got out and lay in the long grass, she bending above me and kissing my eyes while I said the Ode to Psyche. After tea I was dragged indoors to play bridge with Mrs Asquith. Apparently it is settled that Birrell is to go, though McKenna was for keeping him. [Birrell resigned on 1 May.] McKenna is also against hanging Casement. I like McKenna, he is so genial and frankly common. I went to Diana’s room at about half past two. She was very frightened tonight and would hardly let me stay. There was a dying fire in her room and I could see her body, white against the sheets.


May 3, 1916


Diana came for me at 4. She had been lunching at Downing Street. The P.M. had told her that they were having great difficulty in finding a successor for Birrell. The post had been offered to Edwin but he refused it. I suppose this was wise of him but rather unenterprising. We dined with Viola, Alan and Osbert. Diana had had a letter from Lord Wimborne.11 He seemed to think it had all gone off very luckily and said if only the rebels had cut their telephonic communication it would have been impossible to get any troops from the Curragh in time. After dinner we read a lot of Shakespeare – Diana and I reading and taking parts – Romeo and Juliet, Antony and Cleopatra, Othello and Desdemona. Driving home she told me she had never loved me so much and I don’t think I ever loved her more than this evening.


May 5, 1916


I went to a poets’ party at the Bonham Carters. I sat by W. H. Davies and thought him delightful. He read some of his poems, as did also Walter de la Mare and Ralph Hodgson.12 Lord Crewe13 also repeated a poem by himself and Robert Ross14 read some comic poems.


May 12, 1916


Lunched at Junior Carlton. Very little work to do in the Contraband Dept. At about 4 o’clock Campbell15 came and told me I was to be in the Commercial Dept. in future. On the whole I am glad of this. I shan’t get my afternoons but I don’t think they are very busy and I shall, I hope, be there permanently and have some sensible work to do. Campbell suggested my beginning at once so I said goodbye to the Contraband and went to see Gerry Villiers.16 I settled with him that I would begin tomorrow morning and slipped away to the matinée at the Gaiety where I found Diana.




June 3, 1916. Saturday


Diana came to me very beautiful in the morning. I was most passionate. She drove me to the Foreign Office. Went down by the 5.15 to Sutton – where were Norah Lindsay, Diana, Letty, Edward and Mike [Michael Herbert]. We played a little tennis and then Diana, Edward and I bathed. It was very cold. Diana looked very beautiful walking back through the long grass in the sunset with her gold hair down. I kissed her face – it was as cold as marble. After dinner was dull. Diana went out with Michael. He had to motor up to London late and return to the war on Monday morning. He was very sad with a terrible premonition that he would be killed.


June 4, 1916. Sutton


Alas, a grey, wet, cold morning. Diana and I went on the river and met the Parsonses [Alan and Viola] who were staying at the Wharf. The Ian Hamiltons17 came to lunch. He seems quite cheerful. I read aloud from Bernard Shaw’s new preface. I am so sorry for poor Letty – she is going through agonies of anxiety about Ego. They have no news of him and fear the worst. She is so brave and tries so hard to be cheerful.


June 6, 1916


At half past twelve Katharine’s baby was christened in St Paul’s Cathedral. Diana and I, godmother and godfather, went there together – on arriving we learnt from Mrs Asquith the news of Lord Kitchener’s death. [Lord Kitchener was drowned on his way to Russia when his ship struck a mine.] All over London the flags are flying half mast. He died at the top of his wave.


June 14, 1916


Diana came to me in the morning. She was still nervous about my love for her, and I rather wantonly played on her fears. We dined with Edward and the Parsonses. Afterwards we went to Hamlet at Her Majesty’s. We started to walk home but in Pall Mall we met a four-wheeler and Diana and I got in. Between our kisses she said that she had been so frightened all day that I did not love her and I confessed that I had played with her whereupon she turned on me in rage and hit me in the face, jumped out of the four-wheeler and began to run home. She telephoned when she got home to say she was sorry but that I must not play with such important things.


June 15, 1916


Dined early at the Carlton. A boring dinner, I thought. Diana had arranged for everyone to go to the opera which I was determined not to do. I came home alone at 9.45 (broad daylight still) although I knew she wanted me to go. I seem to love to cross her. Do I love her? I think I do.


June 18, 1916


Went round to Baroness d’Erlanger’s18 at 12 and she, her little girl, Hugo [Rumbold] and I motored down to Reigate Priory which has been taken by Mrs Gordon. We had a most excellent lunch. It was a beautiful, sunny afternoon. We played tennis and had tea under the trees. Dinner was as good as lunch – Heidsieck 1906 – afterwards Lady Kathleen [Hastings] told our fortunes by cards. Osbert, the Baroness and I motored back to London. I made love to the Baroness holding both her hands all the way. It is so difficult not to make love when motoring at night after a good dinner and sitting close to a woman. We all got out at 139 Piccadilly and the Baroness said she wanted to show us her cat which was sleeping in the kitchen, so she and I went down to get it and I kissed her. I rather wish I hadn’t.


June 20, 1916


Lunched at the Cecil with Baroness d’Erlanger. This absurd flirtation with a woman old enough to be my mother is most ridiculous. I wish I could get out of it. She seems to take it for granted that I’m in love with her. I was so nervous before she arrived at the Cecil that I drank two cocktails to give me confidence. She said she didn’t think we ought to see too much of each other and talked a lot of nonsense on those lines – Oh Lord!


June 22, 1916


The Baroness telephoned in the morning, said I had not been nice to her [at dinner] last night and that when we were sitting together she had felt angry eyes glaring at her – meaning I suppose Diana’s. If she only knew how little cause Diana has to be jealous of her and how well Diana knows it. In the evening I had some sandwiches at the Automobile Club and went to the opera. It was The Critic [by Sheridan] very well staged and dressed by Hugo. He was there with the Baroness. Diana was in the dress circle as her eyes were made up preparatory to doing the tableaux again. I joined her and we went away together before the end and we drove back to Arlington Street in an open taxi through beautiful blue twilight. At Arlington Street she dressed for the tableau of the Allies in which she is Russia. She wore a huge gold Russian headdress and a lot of pearls round her neck. At my prayer she lowered her dress to the waist for a moment and stood there – the loveliest sight I have ever seen.




June 23, 1916


In the evening I had to dine with the Baroness. We dined at Romano’s. I didn’t mind dinner but afterwards when I suggested going to a cinema she said it was such a beautiful evening that we ought to go for a drive. So we drove to Regent’s Park and round the outer circle. I had to kiss her and hold her in my arms and I hated it. We went back to 139 Piccadilly where I sat with her for a little while and wondered whether Byron when he lived in that house was as bored with his wife as I was with the Baroness.


June 29, 1916


Met Diana at the Cavendish and we went together to the Cecil where we lunched. She was rather depressed. We both dined with Edwin and Venetia and after dinner we went to an entertainment which consisted chiefly of Lady Constance Stewart-Richardson dancing with very few clothes on. It was quite attractive. Unfortunately in the middle of it I lost my temper with Diana and said cold and unpardonable things to her. She didn’t speak to me again.


June 30, 1916


On waking I found a miserable and angry letter from Diana, written overnight. I wrote imploring pardon which was duly granted with less difficulty than I expected. Dined at Queen Anne’s Gate. We had a very amusing dinner. Birrell delightful. They discussed Shakespeare afterwards, the Prime Minister saying the Sonnets were impersonal – old fool, Birrell disagreeing. I think there is a crisis in the air. The Prime [Minister] asked Mrs Long19 to lunch next week and added ‘interesting things may happen before then – too interesting’. Edwin and McKenna are by way of going to Paris on Monday to see [Peter] Bark, the Russian Minister of Finance, but they talk of putting it off.


July 1, 1916


Lunched at Arlington Street with Diana, Viola and Alan. After lunch came a letter from Louis Mallet20 saying that he had heard from the Red Crescent that Ego was dead. This is too terribly sad. They encourage Letty to go on hoping but I’m afraid it is hopeless.


July 3, 1916


I met Diana here at a quarter to one. She had had such a sad time with poor Letty. She lay in my arms and sobbed. She looks so pretty when she cries – the only woman that I ever met whom tears embellish. I nearly cried too. This evening the news about Ego was confirmed. There had still been a glimmer of hope before. I couldn’t enjoy myself for thinking of Letty and Diana.


July 11, 1916


Met Diana in Arlington Street at twenty to eleven and we walked together to Cavendish Square. We found Nancy not yet dressed, looking rather squalid having been very drunk the night before. Diana was disgusted and saddened. Nancy’s dégringolade is so complete that I find it rather romantic.


Dined at 10 Downing Street – a small party consisting of the Prime Minister, Mrs Asquith, Elizabeth, Lord Crewe and Lord Robert Cecil.21 We drank some 1892 champagne, which the Prime Minister only produces for small parties as he has very little left. I thought it too old. When Mrs Asquith and Elizabeth left the room rather an interesting conversation took place. At first I felt very uncomfortable, alone with three Cabinet Ministers who I feared would say things that I should not hear. But they seemed quite unaware of my presence. They talked about the campaign in Mesopotamia. The mismanagement they said was all due to the Government of India, especially to Sir Beauchamp Duff.22 Lord Curzon has always maintained against Lord Kitchener that it was a mistake to combine the two military offices in India, and experience had proved Lord Curzon right. The decision to attempt the capture of Baghdad was entirely due to the military experts. Kitchener said that we might take it but couldn’t hold it. Even so he thought it worth doing from a political point of view. Curzon said ‘Don’t take it unless you can hold it’. The Prime Minister said that he had only once seen Kitchener really rattled and that was when it had been decided to evacuate Gallipoli. Kitchener came to him one morning and said he hadn’t slept for two nights, thinking of the terrible casualties we were bound to suffer. He estimated them at 50,000, while other military experts put it at twice that figure. The P.M. likes quoting these instances of miscalculations of military experts. He said that Kitchener originally proposed Rundle23 as commander of the Gallipoli expedition but afterwards he wouldn’t consent to the recall of Ian Hamilton when everyone else wished it. Crewe said and the P.M. agreed that the failure of the Dardanelles expedition was entirely the failure of one man – Ian Hamilton. They all agreed in praising Archibald Hunter,24 whom the P.M. described as the most sensible soldier he had ever met. He said that Hunter won the battle of Omdurman in spite of Kitchener and defended Ladysmith in spite of White. But he has fits of insanity.


The most dramatic story the P.M. told was about the debate in the House of Commons on the reduction of Kitchener’s salary. The P.M. made a speech defending and praising Kitchener and when he sat down Bonar Law25 said to him – ‘That was a very good speech, it will make it harder than ever to get rid of him’. Four days afterwards he was dead. ‘Nobody will ever know that’ the P.M. added. Apparently all the Cabinet were determined to get rid of him at the time of his death.


July 31, 1916


After dinner we went to Raymond Hitchcock’s26 party at the Grafton Galleries. Diana was there though she ought not to have been as it was chiefly composed of the lowest kind of actresses and chorus girls. She was probably the only virgin in the room. The Duchess, like the old fool she is, brought her. I argued with Diana about it. She said she wanted to prove that she could do these unconventional things without losing caste. She quoted Lady Ripon27 as having done the same. I said that Lady Ripon married first to which Diana answered that she must surpass Lady Ripon by doing as she pleased before she was married. One must not imitate the best but improve on it. She won the argument. Her mother drove her home to Montagu Square where she is still staying with Letty. I followed, found her waiting on the doorstep and we went together for the loveliest drive that perhaps we have ever had. We had the taxi open. The stars were very bright. Her hair blew in the wind and I held it back from her face and eyes.


August 1, 1916


Still hot and sunny. I went to Diana at 7 and found her in her small bedroom at the top of the house. All the first floor of Arlington Street is being made into a hospital. She told me how unhappy Wimborne is. Yesterday he thought himself Viceroy and went down to the House of Commons to hear the Prime Minister’s speech.28 To his surprise he heard the office of Viceroy ridiculed, so he came home to write a letter resigning the post, but while he was writing it he received one from the Prime Minister kicking him out. Diana was going to dine this evening at Wimborne House and the Prime Minister was going to be there. Diana telephoned to me at one [a.m.]. In her small room at Arlington Street she has a private telephone which unlike the one in the other room cannot be tapped by Her Grace – a great convenience.


August 12, 1916


The weather though not perfect was fine, very warm and sometimes sunny. Diana came to me soon after eleven. She was beautifully dressed and looking lovely. We drank a glass of port, selected a few books to read and started off in the excellent motor I had hired for the day. After a very delicious drive we stopped soon after one at an inn at Horsham where Diana went to the kitchen and with the help of the kitchenmaid made some delicious sandwiches with little rolls, filling them with beef, ham, cheese and salad. I bought a bottle of sparkling Moselle and we drove on to a place which I think was called Den Park. There we wandered about until we found a little hill with a wide view where we sat down under some pine trees and lunched. Diana wanted exercise so she ran round the pine trees which stood in a circle and I sat in the centre eating and drinking and watching her. She looked strange and romantic in her smart London clothes transplanted to this lonely rural scene. Then I lay with my head in her lap and she read to me Atalanta in Calydon [Swinburne].


August 22, 1916


Diana came for me in the evening and we went together to Queen Anne’s Gate to dine with Edwin. Only the Prime Minister, the Parsonses and Bongy were there. It was not a very amusing evening. I don’t share Diana’s enthusiasm for the P.M. This evening I thought him particularly unattractive. He is neither witty himself nor the cause of wit in others. Wine never makes his conversation wild or whimsical but only more matter of fact and platitude. After dinner he must have his bridge which he plays badly for low points. He is oblivious of young men and lecherous of young women.


August 23, 1916


Poor Basil Hallam has been killed. It is very sad and saddens Diana. There seems to be rather a mess in the Balkans. Roumania signed the conventions pledging her to come in last Friday. She was to come in 10 days after the beginning of our offensif affirmé from Salonica. Now our offensive seems to have been delayed by an unexpected Bulgarian offensive and the later news from Athens is that King Tino’s29 private correspondence has been got hold of and proves that he is in collusion with the Bulgars and invited them to attack. No one knows what will happen but I hope that Roumania has gone too far to go back.




August 25, 1916


At 12 (midnight) Diana telephoned in great misery. She had been reading the book about Julian and Billy [Grenfell] which had made her terribly unhappy. She was sobbing as though her heart would break poor darling. She said she felt so lonely and almost got up and came to me.


August 30, 1916


Lunched at the Carlton. Diana called for me soon after 8 and we went together to 22 Mulberry Walk. Viola and Alan had the Prime Minister and Edwin to dinner besides us. They were very nervous about the success of the evening and had taken great pains bless their hearts. They had a special waiter, special food and special wine but at first Alan could only grunt with shyness and Viola only moan. However, contrary to all expectation it proved a brilliant success. The food was excellent, the conversation never flagged and the P.M. was as happy as a sandboy. After dinner Edwin read one of G. K. Chesterton’s Father Brown stories aloud and then I read Max Beerbohm’s essay on Switzerland, and then the P.M. read a sonnet of Keats, so badly that it was hard not to laugh and Diana said The Ballad of Mary Hamilton. We four guests drove away in the P.M.’s motor. We dropped Edwin first at Queen Anne’s Gate and then the P.M. asked me where I lived and I saw he was determined to be left with Diana. I said I would walk from there and ran all the way across the park and up St James’s Street so that I reached Arlington Street almost at the same time as the motor car. Diana was waiting. She knew I would come. I kissed her and left her and was as happy as could be.


September 11, 1916


I dined at Queen Anne’s Gate. As soon as I could get away I went to the Ritz where I had settled to meet Diana, Katharine and Edward. I arrived just as Diana was leaving in a rage, having quarrelled fiercely with Edward. He had attacked her for tolerating Wimborne and Moore. I don’t know what he had said exactly. I walked down Arlington Street with her. She was very bitter and said that she felt her lip curled in scorn against the whole world. Her lovely face was pale and proud but I knew that behind its white disdain a torrent of tears was waiting and being with difficulty withheld. Katharine and Edward followed us but Diana shut the door and would not come out. We came back to my rooms and discussed it all and I could not help agreeing with Edward’s view of it. After they had gone Diana telephoned. She had been crying as I knew she would and she broke down again while she was talking to me and sobbed like a child. It was terrible to hear her crying without being able to hold and comfort her and terrible not to be able to tell her that I had agreed with Edward.




September 18, 1916


[Duff is starting a holiday in Scotland; his travel arrangements have gone wrong.] I felt depressed and was still more so on arriving at Glasgow after nine to find that it was too late to get anything to drink. I had an indifferent dinner at the Great Central Hotel and afterwards looking at the news telegrams in the hall I suddenly saw ‘Prime Minister’s Eldest Son Killed in Action’. It was the worst shock I have ever had. I shall never forget that awful moment or that horrible place. What an end to what a day! I wished I were with Diana to comfort her. She will be very miserable and all alone. I had telegraphed to her from Appin telling her of my misfortunes and asking her to telegraph a word of comfort to me at Glasgow. Just after I had seen the news I got a telegram from her ‘What comfort can I give you my darling now that Raymond is killed. I have no energy or hope left until I think of you.’ I went to bed – the first day of my holiday – more miserable than I had been for a long time.


September 27, 1916


On arriving [back] in London I went home and had a bath and breakfast. I then went to Arlington Street where I learnt that Mark Tennant and Bimbo30 have both been killed. One grows callous. After Raymond’s death these seem of no account though I was really fond of both Mark and Bimbo. They were young and rich and had everything to make them happy. Diana was looking very white and tired. She has been working too hard in the hospital and crying too much. She has been to Mells to see Katharine once and went again today. She cried in my arms. I travelled with her as far as Reading and came straight back.


October 14, 1916


Had a very short lunch with Diana at Rumpelmayer. She was looking pale and ill and my love for her felt cool but she was astonishingly funny and we laughed immoderately.


October 16, 1916


I gave Gerry Villiers and Alan dinner at the Carlton Grill. We came back here afterwards and Alan soon went. Then I had a long conversation with Gerry and at last realized to my astonishment that he was making love to me. I didn’t want a row with him as he is head of my Department and I particularly want to get leave in Christmas week to go to Panshanger. So I parried his advances as best I could and got rid of him but as I was opening the front door to let him out he caught hold of me and kissed me which was very unpleasant. It is years since anything of this kind has happened to me.




October 22, 1916


Sunday in London – a pleasure I haven’t had for a long time. I slept till 11. After lunch Diana and I came back here. It was a very cold day. We pushed the sofa in front of the fire and lay side by side. At first we read the Queen’s Quain and then we slept in each other’s arms, beautifully. She went soon after 5 and Alan and I played billiards at the Bachelors’. I then had a Turkish bath after which Diana and I went to dine at Mulberry Walk. We had a very pleasant dinner and read a little Pickwick afterwards. Alan played the piano and Viola sang and Diana sat on the floor at my feet with her head on my knees and once when I thought she was laughing I found she was crying. I never loved her more.


October 24, 1916


I went to a supper party at 16 Charles Street, Knightsbridge.31 I was asked in the afternoon on the telephone and couldn’t hear whose party it was so I went out of curiosity. I found there Eileen and her husband, Orde, her brother George Wellesley, another man and five chorus girls. The house was the abode of one of these – Babs Walter. It was a very odd party, very odd to see Eileen in this demi-monde. I rather enjoyed it. When I went Babs as hostess came down to see me off and emboldened by wine I made advances, which she received extremely well. We kissed passionately and she made me promise to dine with her, seeming to hint that there would be more to follow.


October 31, 1916


Dined at Romano’s with Babs Walter. When I saw her again I didn’t think her so pretty as I expected. She was quite good company and apparently has recently married a rich man who is now in France. She talked a lot about her country house and her motors. At last we went home to her town house – a small louche one in Charles Street, Knightsbridge – which she told me had been hers before she married as I was quite willing to believe. There I rapidly had her which was very agreeable. I promised to dine with her again but I doubt if I do. She doesn’t really attract me.


Sunday November 5, 1916


A horrible stormy day. I got up late – went to pick up Diana at 50 Portland Place and drove her to Queen Anne’s Gate where we lunched with Edwin, Edward, Alan and Viola. We went up to Venetia’s bedroom afterwards and Edwin read aloud. Later I telephoned to Diana and found her very upset as the Duchess has been getting anonymous letters saying that Diana comes here. The Duchess has not said anything to Diana about it but told Claud Russell32 who repeated it. I wish I could find out the author of the letters. I suspect the servants here. I went to see Diana on my way to dinner. She was looking very beautiful in her yellow gown but so wretched. If only we had some money and could marry. I dined alone at the Bachelors’ feeling very dejected.


November 11, 1916


Dined at 16 Lower Berkeley Street. After dinner, the conversation turning on sodomy, Blueie [Harold Baker] told us of a case where a man was accused of having committed it in No Man’s Land, i.e. between the trenches during an attack, taking advantage of a shell hole. This story was shouted to Sir John [Horner] who heard it unmoved and only grunted ‘He must have been a handy fellow’.


November 15, 1916


Nancy’s wedding [to Sydney Fairbairn]. Great fun. She looked beautiful in a gold dress. Edward, Diana and I dined with the Parsonses. We had quite a happy dinner, sang afterwards and then read aloud at which Edward left. Then I drove Diana home. We had a terrible quarrel, entirely my fault. I behaved outrageously, trying at one moment to throw myself out of the taxi and saying cruel things to her. I can never forgive myself.


November 16, 1916


This morning I had a letter from her which made me terribly unhappy. I transcribe it. ‘Duff dear. I cannot bear it at all. You will no longer help me with my moods, or be patient with my tired ways. You will not even let me lie quietly without raging at the little I sometimes needs must deny you. There is so rarely a night spent together that we do not make hideous with our complaints of one another. Tonight was a climax – tho’ I kept calm long enough to remind you not to rate me it did not check your ill temper but augmented it, and you ridiculed me till my heart shrank from myself and then you stopped it beating by trying to step out of a fast taxi and then you ground it to atoms by telling me I caused you all possible pain. So we will rest from each other for a little and if possible return together restored to peacefulness. Diana.’ I wrote her an abject and passionate apology, and sent her another letter at lunch time.


November 17, 1916


It is still freezing cold. All yesterday and today I continued to bombard Diana with letters but without success. She means to keep it up, I think, over Sunday.




November 18, 1916


This morning while I was having breakfast Diana telephoned and asked me to lunch with her. So that is alright again – bless her. I lunched with her very happily and loved her more than ever for this quarrel.


November 20, 1916


Lunched with Mother at her flat having first seen Diana and Edward [Horner] for a few minutes at the Bath Club. Poor E. was in very low spirits as he has failed in his Staff College exam and there is a terrible row because he had Lady Cunard’s parlourmaid in the larder. The maid who was quite willing has since told Lady Cunard, I don’t know why, and she told the Duchess. They are both horrified and say that Edward may never come into their houses again.


November 21, 1916


A foggy day, which I love. Dined alone at the Junior Carlton. Drank a bottle of Mouton Rothschild followed by some capital sherry which I discovered – reading Pride and Prejudice the while – early to bed – a pleasant evening.


Sunday December 3, 1916


I managed, by shamefully deceiving Alan, to dine alone with Diana at her bedside. Afterwards I read to her – poetry – and loved her. I went on to 24 Queen Anne’s Gate. On arriving I was almost shown into the dining room where Edwin, the Prime Minister and [Lord] Reading were waiting for Crewe. I stopped the servant in time and went up to the drawing room where I found sitting on cushions round the fire Venetia, Barbara [Jekyll],33 Lady Wimborne and Lady Goonie. They were all looking very pretty and were beautifully dressed. I liked the scene – lovely women warming themselves at the fire this bitter night while under their feet the fate of the Empire was being decided. In the next room Margot with a face as long as a book was playing bridge. At last Edwin, Reading and the Prime Minister came up – the two first rather white and careworn but the P.M. happier, less concerned and I must say more drunk than I have ever seen him. We played bridge – Venetia and I against the P.M. and Lady Goonie. He was so drunk that one felt uncomfortable. No one could have been unaware of it. He talked continually and foolishly – made false declarations which we pretended not to notice. It was an extraordinary scene. After they had gone we gathered from Edwin that the resignations of all the Cabinet are to be asked for tomorrow as happened at the forming of the Coalition. Edwin seemed happy – I expect he is safe.




December 4, 1916


Colder than ever. Alan told me before supper that Lloyd George’s scheme is himself [L.G.] at the Foreign Office, [Edward] Carson at the War Office and Bonar Law at the Admiralty. He also told me that he had heard from Edwin that both Bonar Law and LG have refused to try to form a Govt. of their own.


December 5, 1916


I lunched with Diana at Bellomo’s. I saw Venetia before lunch and Alan after. It seems that the P.M. at first consented to Lloyd George’s small War Council of which the P.M. himself was not really to be a member but that later on the advice of his liberal colleagues, especially McKenna and Runciman, he refused it. I gathered from the rather bitter way in which Venetia spoke of him that even his loyalest adherents are rather irritated at this last lamentable lack of decision. Alan has been packing up for McKenna at the Treasury all the morning. The report now is that Lloyd George has resigned. If I were the P.M. I should accept the resignation, make Jellicoe34 and Robertson35 peers and First Lord and Secretary of State for War respectively. I really believe that he might then carry on and make Hardinge36 or even Curzon Foreign Secretary. I wonder if it has occurred to him. Curzon of course wouldn’t do with Hardinge as Under Secretary.


December 6, 1916


The Prime Minister resigned last night. I dined at the Carlton with Mike, Alan, Viola and Diana. After dinner we went to a party at Lady Northland’s house in Bryanston Square. At supper I sat between Clare37 and Diana. Clare was looking quite beautiful. We talked about spiritualism à propos of Oliver Lodge’s new book.38 Clare knows the Lodges, has been to seances and has had many messages from Bim. She firmly believes in it. Bim it appears is perfectly happy, but Yvo, from whom also she has heard, is not. He is discontented. One of the messages he is said to have transmitted was ‘I question duty daily’. She has also heard from Ego. She was very interesting about it and quite charming.


After supper I was quite sober – Diana was not. I had a remarkable conversation with her in which she was very communicative. She told me she had always loved Raymond more than me and had permitted him as much – but not more. That last night at Brighton he had lain with her, though he was not there when I went to her room in the early morning and couldn’t get in. I was much moved and amazed and curiously it made me like Raymond more than ever – though were he still alive I don’t know how I should feel. She assured me that she loved me best of the living, particularly lately – but I reminded her that she had often said as much while Raymond was alive and why should I believe her. It was a thrilling revelation.


December 7, 1916


I went to see Diana for a minute before lunch. She was very affectionate and did not refer to what she had said last night. She had heard from Venetia in the deepest confidence that Lloyd George had offered Edwin to be Chancellor of the Exchequer and Edwin had refused. Iris [Tree] is engaged to be married to an American [Curtis Moffat].


December 8, 1916


Dined with Diana, Edwin and Venetia at 24 Queen Anne’s Gate. Edwin was in the depths of depression and could talk of nothing but the political situation. He is miserable that he had to resign and thinks he might have avoided it. I don’t think he could have. He is very fond of Lloyd George and hates all the other Liberals. He was especially bitter about McKenna. He says that all might have been well if it hadn’t been for McKenna and Margot on the one side dragging Asquith away from Lloyd George and Harmsworth [Lord Northcliffe] and Headley Le Bas on the other dragging Lloyd George away from Asquith.


December 17, 1916


Diana has given me the key of Arlington Street. I went there after dinner and waited. At last she came and we had a very happy drive together. It was exciting waiting for her in the dark archway. I went into the house first but it was lit up and there were people moving about in the hospital so I thought it safer to wait in the courtyard. When she came in I was standing in the corner and said nothing because I was afraid of startling her but she called for me at once because she felt I was there though she could not see me.


December 21, 1916


In the evening I was sitting here writing my diary when in walked Winston and insisted on taking me off to the Automobile to a Turkish bath. After the bath we dined in our towels lying on couches like Romans – a good dinner with champagne. He was interesting about himself. Talked of the Antwerp expedition and the Dardanelles, said he thought the coming report of the Commission of Enquiry would be on the whole favourable to him and bewailed his inactivity. He would, he said, take any job offered him at the present time. He is a strange creature.


December 24, 1916


Rose late – went to see Edward who has been ill. Diana and Katharine came. It was the first time I had seen the latter since Raymond’s death. She did not seem much changed. Still very lovely and so charming and sweet, laughing and appearing cheerful but looking utterly miserable and hopeless at moments. The children came in after lunch. One imagined a look of Raymond in the little baby’s face. I thought it all poignantly and acutely sad. Haldane was at lunch and in capital form. How far nicer fallen ministers always are than reigning ones.


December 25, 1916


I went to the Foreign Office in the morning. Lunched with Steffie at Berkeley House. We had an excellent lunch – perfect turkey and champagne, the same as I had drunk last night. It was all very en famille and correct. I enjoyed it. I went to see Diana afterwards whom I found depressed. I dined at 16 Lower Berkeley Street [Sir John and Lady Horner]. Haldane was capital. He told us of the various people who he had taken to see George Meredith.39 Apparently Meredith once asked him to bring a General and Haldane asked French who confessed that he had never heard of Meredith and the two had a row over some obscure point in military history. On one occasion he took [the Earl of] Rosebery but he said that Meredith and Rosebery took a violent dislike to each other at sight and he had to get Rosebery away as quickly as possible. A quiet pleasant evening – and on the whole a very happy if not a merry Christmas.


December 26, 1916


I went to pick up Diana before dinner. She has sent away her maid, Adelina, which is a pity as she knew all her secrets. We dined with Claude Lowther.40 We had a good dinner and a lot to drink. Claude was as intolerable as ever and Diana abused me afterwards for having been rude to him. Alas, we quarrelled as usual and parted in anger after a long drive in a taxi with a man walking in front of it carrying a light on account of the fog.


December 27, 1916 [Panshanger, Hertfordshire, house belonging to the Desboroughs]


On arriving at Cole Green I met Bridget,41 Violet de Trafford and her youngest brother Raymond.42 We all drove to the house together. Staying in the house are four friends of Ivo’s [Grenfell], all aged about 18 and they make me feel terribly old and ill at ease, Rosemary Leveson-Gower43 and, of course, Lord and Lady Desborough.44 Lady Rosemary is most disquietingly attractive. Sat between Violet de T. and Lady Desborough at dinner; the latter is still a miracle though I seem to feel sometimes the heroic effort she makes to be the same as she was, to bear up the weight of her sorrow and the weight of her party and to make everything a success. I thought it particularly after dinner when we played the old little games and nobody was really any good at them except myself. Lady Rosemary however helped a lot. I thought, perhaps wrongly, that Lady Desborough must be comparing Ivo’s nice, quiet, gentlemanly almost speechless young friends with the noisy, drunken, ill mannered, audacious crew that Billy and Julian collected.


December 29, 1916 [Panshanger]


In the morning we played tennis. It was fun. Little games after tea. I have just finished reading Charles’s [Lister] letters, which made me feel very discontented with my life. I think I am too easily pleased, too tolerant, too lazy. Looking back over the past year I can remember very few days when I was not happy but there is nothing in the whole of it which stands out as worth remembering, and I shrink at the prospect of another which will be exactly the same. The same days at the Foreign Office doing the same work, the same nights spent with the same people. I may make resolutions to live differently but I shan’t keep them. I envy Charles and the adventures that he had, still more I envy Patrick who had as many and is still living. This is a phase, a mood and it will pass but I wish it wouldn’t.


December 30, 1916. Panshanger


The day before yesterday I wrote to Diana saying I hoped she hadn’t taken our quarrel seriously, telling her about the party [at Panshanger] and confessing that I was enjoying it. This evening after tea I had a telegram from her saying ‘It is useless trying to smooth all over with feigned forgetfulness – I wonder you dare write in such a strain – I am distractedly wretched.’


I appear to have been wrong in the view I took of our quarrel – it must have been more serious than I thought. This telegram upset me a good deal. I cannot bear to make her unhappy and I have been conscious all these days of infidelity to her in my thoughts of Lady Rosemary. It is all too troubling. I have written again and telegraphed and done all that I can; but I do wonder if she is really unhappy and pray that she isn’t.




[image: image]


1 Sidney Herbert (1890–1939), eldest son of Sir Michael Herbert, former Ambassador to Washington. Brother of Michael Herbert, both being among Duff’s greatest friends. Sybil, Duff’s sister, fell in love with Sidney in 1914.


2 Alfred Harmsworth, 1st Viscount Northcliffe (1865–1922). Newspaper magnate, proprietor of The Times, Daily Mail and Daily Mirror.


3 Sir Charles Hawtrey (1858–1923), actor and producer.


4 Patrick Shaw-Stewart (1888–1917). Contemporary of Duff. One of the most brilliant young men of his generation at Oxford, he was made the youngest-ever director of Barings Bank in 1913.


5 The Aga Khan, Aga Sultan Sir Mohammed Shah (1877–1957), 48th head of the Ismaili sect of the Shia Moslem community.


6 Edward Knoblock (1874–1945), American playwright (Kismet), and screenwriter (Chu Chin Chow), who spent most of his professional life in Britain.


7 Augustine Birrell (1850–1933), essayist and lawyer. He was Quain Professor of Law at London University 1896–9 and Chief Secretary for Ireland 1907–16.


8 Sir Roger Casement (1864–1916), British traitor and Irish Nationalist hero. Hanged in mid-1916 for working with Germany and the Irish Nationalists in planning the Dublin Easter Rising of 1916.


9 Sir Matthew Nathan (1862–1939), soldier and civil servant. Under-Secretary for Ireland 1914–19.


10 Gilbert Murray (1866–1957), scholar and Regius Professor of Greekat Oxford.


11 Ivor Guest, 1st Viscount Wimborne (1873–1939). Lord Lieutenant of Ireland 1915–18. An ardent admirer of Diana.


12 W. H. Davies (1871–1940), Ralph Hodgson (1871–1962), Walter de la Mare (1873–1956).


13 Robert Crewe-Milnes, 1st Marquess of Crewe (1858–1945). Secretary of State for India, 1910–15; Ambassador to Paris 1922–8; Minister for War for a few months before the 1931 general election.


14 Robert Ross (1869–1918), close friend of Oscar Wilde and publisher of his Collected Works.


15 Sir Ronald Hugh Campbell (1883–1953), Private Secretary to the Permanent Under-Secretary at the FO 1913–19; Ambassador to Paris 1939–40 and to Portugal 1940–5.


16 The Hon. Gerald Hyde Villiers (1882–1953), diplomat.


17 Gen. Sir Ian Hamilton (1853–1947), CIC Mediterranean Expeditionary Force in the disastrous Dardanelles campaign in 1915. He became the scapegoat for the failure of the operation.


18 Marie-Rose Catherine d’Aqueria de Rochegude (d. 1959) married Baron Emile d’Erlanger, senior partner of the firm of Erlangers, in 1895. They lived in London at 139 Piccadilly.


19 Sibell Vanden-Bempde-Johnson, married Brig.-Gen. Walter Long in 1910. He was killed in 1917.


20 Sir Louis Mallet (1864–1948), British Ambassador to Turkey 1913–14.


21 Lord Robert Cecil, 1st Viscount Chelwood (1864–1958). Minister of Blockade, 1916–18.


22 Gen. Sir Beauchamp Duff (1855–1918), CIC Indian Army 1914–16.


23 Gen. Sir Leslie Rundle (1856–1934), Governor and CIC Malta 1909–15, then succeeded Sir Ian Hamilton as CIC, Central Force, organized for home defence, until 1916.


24 Gen. Sir Archibald Hunter (1856–1936), as CO at Aldershot, was responsible for organizing the training of Britain’s New Army, 1914–18.


25 Andrew Bonar Law (1858–1923), Secretary of State for the Colonies under Asquith 1915–16; Chancellor of the Exchequer under Lloyd George 1916–18; Leader of the House 1916–21; Conservative Prime Minister 1922–3.


26 Raymond Hitchcock(1871–1928), American comedian and actor.


27 Lady Constance Herbert (d. 1917), married first St George Lowther, 4th Earl of Lonsdale (1855–82) and second, in 1885, the 2nd Marquess of Ripon. A celebrated Edwardian beauty and hostess and the mother of Lady Juliet Duff.


28 Asquith had said, ‘I do not think it is urgently necessary at the moment to nominate any particular person to the post [of Lord Lieutenant of Ireland]. It is not the most desirable post in the world.’


29 King Constantine I of Greece ‘Tino’ (1868–1923) reigned from 1913 to 1917, when he abdicated. He returned to the throne following a plebiscite from 1920–3, when he was again ousted.


30 Mark Tennant (1892–1916) and Bimbo (Edward) Tennant (1897–1916), eldest son of the 1st Lord Glenconner, were first cousins. Markwas the brother of Kakoo Granby, later Duchess of Rutland.


31 A puzzle. There is no Charles Street in Knightsbridge, only in Mayfair.


32 Sir Claud Russell (1871–1959), Minister to Abyssinia 1920–5, and Switzerland 1928–31; Ambassador to Portugal 1931–5.


33 Barbara Jekyll (1887–1973), daughter of Sir Herbert Jekyll, married Francis McLaren, son of the 1st Baron Aberconway, in 1911. He died in 1917 and in 1922 she married Gen. Bernard Freyberg V. C., 1st Baron Freyberg (1889–1963).


34 John Jellicoe, 1st Earl Jellicoe (1859–1935). Admiral of the Fleet; First Sea Lord Nov. 1916–end 1917. In Jan. 1918 he was raised to the peerage.


35 Gen. Sir William Robertson (1860–1933), Chief of Imperial General Staff Dec. 1915–18.


36 Charles Hardinge, 1st Baron Hardinge of Penshurst (1858–1944). Permanent Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs. Later Ambassador in Paris and Viceroy of India, as Lord Hardinge of Penshurst.


37 Clare Bethell, née Tennant (1896–1960). She married the Hon. Lionel Tennyson in 1918. Divorced 1928, when she married James Beck, an American.


38 Sir Oliver Lodge (1851–1946), leading physicist and a dedicated believer in survival after death. The book was Raymond or Life and Death, published in 1916 after his son Raymond was killed in battle.


39 George Meredith (1828–1909), novelist and poet.


40 Lt.-Col. Claude Lowther bought Herstmonceux Castle, Sussex, in 1911 and worked on its restoration until his death in 1929.


41 The Hon. Bridget Colebrooke, daughter of 1st Baron Colebrooke, married Lord Victor Paget in 1922. They were divorced in 1935.


42 Raymond de Trafford (1900–71), youngest son of Sir Humphrey de Trafford, 3rd Bt.


43 Lady Rosemary Leveson-Gower, daughter of the 4th Duke of Sutherland. She married Duff’s friend, Eric Ednam, later 3rd Earl of Dudley, in 1919 and died in a plane crash in 1930.


44 Lady Desborough (d. 1952) née Ethel Fane, married William, 1st Baron Desborough, in 1887. Always known as Ettie, she was a great beauty and famous hostess. Her sons Julian and Billy Grenfell were killed in battle in 1915; her youngest son Ivo died in a car accident in 1926.











1917


January 1, 1917


I was miserable to leave Panshanger this morning and felt strongly the old feeling of going back to school. I lunched alone at the Junior Carlton having written Diana another letter of apology. She telephoned to me to go to her before dinner. I found her meaning still to be angry with me but I won her round. She was looking tired but very lovely. In her presence I wondered about Rosemary and knew not what I thought. A great deal of discount must be allowed for novelty. She questioned me closely and suspiciously about Panshanger. I admitted that I had been attracted by Rosemary but denied absolutely that I was the least in love with her.


Lord Morley is reported to have said of Lloyd George ‘For veracity, Ananias, for friendship, Brutus, for his other qualities I refer you to Signor Marconi’.


January 3, 1917


Dined at Mulberry Walk with Diana, Viola and Alan. I am not in love with Diana and I am tired of Viola and Alan. This is a terrible thing and is probably only a phase but there it is. Alan has been ill and has a swollen gland and looks so ugly and dirty. Viola ditto except for the illness and the gland. They rather revolted me and their house was looking squalid. We had a beastly dinner except for the champagne which I provided and enjoyed, not having tasted it for a week as we had none at Panshanger.


January 4, 1917


We have had at the Foreign Office such thrilling telegrams about the murder of Rasputin.1 It appears to have been done by Felix Elston2 whom I used to know intimately at Oxford. It took place at a supper party in his palace. The telegrams read like pages from Italian renaissance history.


January 5, 1917


I wrote to Rosemary after dinner, congratulating her on having been mentioned by Sir D. Haig3 for ‘devotion to duty’. I met Diana at 10 [p.m.] and we went together to a cinema, then for a drive to Victoria Road then back to Arlington Street where I read to her Tristram Shandy until Katharine who was staying there the night came in. Diana accused me this evening of not loving her so much lately. She notices the slightest shades of feeling.


January 8, 1917


I lunched at the Garrick with Hugh Walpole4 and Eddie Marsh. The former an old friend whom I never see. I had to conceal from him all through lunch that I hadn’t read his last novel The Dark Forest. I like the Garrick Club. After lunch I had to go to a conference at the Ministry of Munitions about Portuguese labour. I represented the Foreign Office. It was the first conference I have ever attended. I was very busy all the rest of the afternoon.


January 14, 1917. Sunday


In the afternoon I went and had a seance with a spiritualist – a medium, Mrs Fernie. I had never done such a thing before. I was most disappointed. She said as soon as she went into the trance that there was a spirit of a young man standing by me and after one wrong shot said his name was John. This was remarkable though it can be explained by telepathy. She told me nothing definite about his past life – everything vague. Then he was supposed to be speaking to me himself and everything he said and every word he used were so utterly unlike him that with the best will in the world I could not believe. Then she mentioned other names but they were all wrong except George but the description of him did not answer. I came away very sceptical of the whole business.


January 19, 1917


Diana went to Belvoir yesterday. This morning Patrick arrived on leave from Salonica. I was delighted to see him and lunched with him and Alan. I think he is determined to marry Diana and wonder if he will succeed. He is going to Panshanger for the weekend but insisted on going to Belvoir for the night although they were none too anxious to have him. John [Granby] is there and loathes him like poison. Diana knows what is in store for her. I got this telegram from her this afternoon ‘Pray God with me for courage to face this great ordeal and to let me triumph – stand by me Monday night’ sent I suppose before she knew he was going there today.


I dined at Claridge’s with Monty,5 Lionel Pilcher, Lady Rosslyn,6 Bridget and Rosemary. I sat between the two last. I was wildly happy yesterday afternoon when Bridget telephoned to me about this and had been looking forward to it ever since but the result was complete failure. I couldn’t speak to Rosemary at all. I drank a good deal to try to get courage but it was of no use. I came home afterwards and put the crown on my ineptitude by writing her a silly letter and posting it, though I knew that had I slept on it I should not have done so. Damn.


January 23, 1917


This morning I was delighted to get a letter from Rosemary – rather abrupt, like her conversation, but satisfactory. Lunched at Bellomo’s with Diana. She said she had kept Patrick well in control and was only ‘in a state’ owing to a series of rows with the Duchess who appears to receive anonymous letters informing her of every single thing Diana does. I dined at 7 Carlton House Terrace. To my surprise and delight Rosemary was there. I didn’t do very well with her – but slightly better. She hadn’t liked the letter I wrote her when drunk – and no wonder. What a fool I was. She is going back to France on Monday which is damnable. I persuaded her to dine on Friday.


January 26, 1917


Dined with Edward, Patrick, Diana Wyndham, Laura7 and Rosemary at 5 Adelphi Terrace. Rosemary was looking lovelier than ever and I was less than ever able to do any good. The other two were also charming and it was a very pleasant dinner. Edward and I both got pretty drunk. We three went on afterwards to a dance. Edward wisely didn’t go in. I did and I am told my drunkenness was apparently a terrible thing. I quarrelled terribly with Diana and made her utterly miserable – fool and brute that I am.


January 27, 1917


Dined at the Café Royal in a private room with Burns, William Rawle and a man called Mundy – a professional bridge player. Afterwards we came back here and sat down to serious bridge. Mundy lost every rubber and was £113 down at 12 o’clock. I lost and won alternately and was then £9 up. Patrick and Edward arrived. We then played very high poker. Mundy won consistently – Edward and Patrick both lost about a hundred and I lost a bit – I’m not sure how much. At about 3 o’clock Patrick stopped and then I regret to say at my own suggestion we started chemin de fer. Edward got quits on this – I played wildly and ended by losing £170.
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