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    Here is Jacqueline at her sparkling best, with a series of articles on romance, sex and love.




    


  




  

    





    





    Funny, irreverent, a great book to dip into or read a one sitting. Makes a wonderful Christmas present, and will put a smile on anyone's face.
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Sir Francis Dashwood, Medmenham, and the Hellfire Club
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    Medmenham is a small village on the banks of the River Thames, between High Wycombe and Maidenhead. Nowadays it is a quiet place, home to executives and stockbrokers who work in London. Its past is much more interesting.




    A few years ago, in 1201, a Cistercian abbey was founded there. It survived for three hundred years until that well known job creator and private equity specialist Henry VIII threw out the monks, trashed the building, and sold the land off to his friends. The abbey remained a peaceful ruin for another two centuries, until it fell into the hands of Sir Francis Dashwood.




    Now if you knew half there is to be known about Sir Francis! Outwardly he was a respectable aristocrat. A member of Parliament, one time Chancellor of the Exchequer, a Royal appointee in the time of King George III and he died holding the office of Post-Master General.
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              A Very Naughty Monk


            

          


        

      


    




    So why do we remember him? As young man he was handsome, dashing, and caressed in the courts of Europe. He was a great success with women, and was even rumoured to have talked his way into the bed of Tsarina Anna I of Russia. Sir Francis was an unashamed party animal and felt that, as good food, good wine and naughty women were so enjoyable, indulging in them could not possibly be wrong. He indulged in all three with such gusto that he became known to everyone as the ultimate rake.




    

      

        

          

            	

          


        

      


    




    He had also acquired another trait familiar to us today - a distrust or even hatred of organised religion and its pompous leaders. This flowered when he established the Hellfire Club at Medmenham Abbey.




    The Hellfire Club consisted of gentlemen who loved the good things in life. They started by simply dining together, but good food and wine were not enough. They needed women too... The Hellfire Club came to Medmenham, and brought women along with them. What sort of women? The puritans of the time insisted that they were mere prostitutes, but we can be fairly certain that they included wives and sisters of the club members, and especially Lady Mary Montagu Wortley.




    What did the Hellfire Club do? What they absolutely did not do was talk about their activities in town. What happened at Medmenham Abbey, definitely stayed at Medmenham Abbey. The few records made were destroyed when the club broke up. Visits to the Abbey were not something a lady would want her grandchildren to hear about. All we know is gleaned from gossip, and solid gold truth is hard to come by.




    Secret or exclusive societies were a fashion of the times. They had their own rules and customs, and frequently their own uniforms, perhaps a jacket or special buttons. The uniform of the Hellfire Club went further. It was a monk’s habit. Of course, the women were not dressed as monks. They wore nuns’ clothing, at least until the parties really started to swing.




    And then? Well, as far as we can make out, the parties were a strange mixture of religious parody and Roman orgy, and sound like a lot of fun. Although there is no positive indication of Satanism, the parties sometimes did involve spreading naked, blindfolded nuns over an ‘altar’, for everyone’s enjoyment. Presumably including the nuns concerned.




    That all seems fun, but not so very special by modern standards. Sir Francis’s special touch was in his art and architecture. His personal motto, carved in stone over the Abbey door, was Fais ce que tu voudras or ‘Do What you Wish’, a very suitable thought for a rich hedonist. Inside the house was comfortable and full of erotic paintings and statues. It also held the finest library of erotica in England (long since gone, unfortunately).




    Around the house, Sir Francis created wonderful gardens for his guests to wander in and presumably recover from their efforts of the evening before. Even here they were impressed with Sir Francis's towering devotion to sex. Apart from other statuary, by the entrance to a cave on the property was a very famous marble statue of Venus, stooping to remove a thorn from her foot. She was facing away from the entrance, positioned so that an inattentive visitor would bump into the upraised bum of the Goddess of Love. As the famous politician John Wilkes described her, ‘Just over the two nether hills of snow were these lines of Virgil Hic locus est, partes ubi se via findit in ambas: Hac iter Elysium nobis...’ The words over this beautifully provocative statue mean At this place the road divides into two directions; Here is our path to Paradise. Do What you Wish indeed, and at the Goddess’s invitation!
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              The Path to Paradise...


            

          




          

            	

          


        

      


    




    So who were the club members? The rich, powerful and randy. Lords (and a few of their ladies), at least one serving Prime Minister, Cabinet ministers galore, minor royalty. Benjamin Franklin may well have been a member, although you will not find that admission in his own writing.




    We don’t do that sort of thing nowadays, and certainly would not vote for any politician who dressed in a monk’s habit and played with half-naked nuns. We’re much more serious now. Still, Sir Francis makes me feel a little wistful. Not that you would catch me at a sumptuous banquet dressed in only a nun’s veil. I would never accept an invitation like that. Although, I wonder... Perhaps just once. Just to have a peep maybe.




     




     


  




  

    
My Mum a Nymphomaniac?
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         Let me say straight away, mother has never shown any sign of behaving badly. She’s not a nymphomaniac and never was. Perhaps any one of my four aunties? Or numerous cousins? Nope - not a chance. I’m sure I would have noticed. Before you ask, I have no inclination in that direction either. No suspect friends or classmates. No colleagues or acquaintances. In fact, I have never ever met a certifiable nymphomaniac, or anyone who came close. If you set aside some unfortunate individuals with psychotic conditions, I believe nymphomania is as much of a myth as an altruistic cat or an honest politician.




        On the male side of things, you would be on much more solid ground. In fact, being a sex maniac is the normal condition for men. Let me highlight the difference with a question (assuming your tastes are heterosexual.) You are feeling happy, alone, and frisky. You decide to go out to your favourite club or pub and, as you enter, idly scan the crowd for a suitable sexual partner. What, or who, are you looking for?




        Attractive, of course. He must look clean and show some sign of caring for himself. Fit, not flabby. A reasonable taste in clothes would be good, and polished shoes are a positive. Taller than you, no beer belly, not drunk or loud. Some-one who notices you, but is not intimidated. Knows how to talk to you, offer you a chair, listens attentively... I could go on, of course. I’ve only just scratched the surface.




        What about a man in the same situation? Well, the most attractive woman in the world, the one who will instantly grab all of his attention and be the most memorable sexual partner of his life, is the woman who asks him to make love to her, without charge. Of course, hardly any man gets that lucky, so a suitable sexual partner is anyone he can talk out of her panties. It helps if she has combed her hair and does not look too grubby but, hey, he has to take what he can get. He will even be happy to pay a moderate entry fee to get where he wants to go.
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