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Introduction


I realised that I was gay when I was eight, about four years before I decided to be a priest. At school and parties I was very attracted physically to boys and never girls. It was wartime, and having been evacuated from our house in Great Yarmouth, Norfolk, we were living in Acle, a tiny village between Norwich and Great Yarmouth. Our home was destroyed soon after we left, and my grandmother’s house also in Yarmouth disappeared a fortnight later whilst she was safely in a communal shelter, although her dog escaped from the house and found her in the shelter. I remember little of it. Until we rented a house of our own we all lived with my great aunt Agatha – hair swept back into a bun, lanky and slightly dotty. Unlike Bertie Wooster’s aunt, she was child friendly, and even forgave me when I picked her prize carnations and gave them to her as a present. Her huge garden with its herbaceous borders, rose garden, meadows for horses and smelly lake was a rural idyll, and in my imagination I can still visit the hen houses to collect eggs and go into the kitchen garden to pick redcurrants, gooseberries, Victoria plums and strawberries. The motor house contained an ancient Morris in which Uncle Jimmy travelled to Yarmouth every day to keep an eye on his bakery and shops. He tolerated me until I won at cards (Newmarket) after dinner –‘It’s time that boy was in bed.’


In 1940 aged four I was sitting outside the Queen’s Head one Sunday morning waiting for my parents and their American army friends (GIs) to emerge when Albert the gardener took me to a hen house and showed me how to wring a chicken’s neck. ‘Now you do it,’ so I did, then put the poor thing into a bucket and took it to my parents who were horrified. So was I. Later in my life there were several bishops I would have enjoyed doing that to.


Aged 5½, I started at Acle village school on 13 April 1942 and soon had a ‘Just William’ gang of boys, all of whom being sons of farm labourers had broad Norfolk accents. After school we roamed the fields, and one day Peter, slightly younger than me, had an accident. I put him in a wheelbarrow and when I got back to our bungalow I threw open the door and yelled, ‘Peter’s shat his pants.’ My mother gave me ‘the look’ because she was entertaining some ladies, and told me to wheel him to his own house which I did. Peter had a friend aged 10 who was tough, good looking and very handsome. I would be cheeky to him which meant that he would wrestle me to the ground, which was sheer bliss to me. When I saw his mother in the baker’s shop I was terrified that somehow she knew about this. War was raging and occasionally bombs dropped nearby.


We moved back to Yarmouth after the war when I was nine, and I was sent to a Roman Catholic convent school my mother had attended where I caught Christianity from the Irish nuns who wore the old style gear with wimples which had white starched frames around their faces. I adored them, and they taught me to pray and sing hymns.1 My mother couldn’t understand it, because at the same school the sadistic sisters had made her kneel on a grating when she was naughty. My parents now decided I needed toughening up, so after a year sent me to a prep school (Duncan House) in the town where I became a weekly boarder. It seemed odd to me because I could have walked to school each day, and sometimes I would forlornly return to the house but never go in. After two years the school transferred to Scratby, a small village near Yarmouth, and the Alastair Sim look-a-like local vicar Leonard Tillett came in to teach us religious knowledge. He invited me to his vicarage in Ormesby where he lived in refined poverty with his wife, adopted daughter and Miss Teasdel, the lodger. Seeing him at work I decided I wanted to be a priest and told him so. He befriended and encouraged me. On Sundays I went alone to St Peter’s church, Great Yarmouth where the reredos and font were given in memory of my great-grandparents. No one spoke to me, and I didn’t understand a word of the vicar’s sermons. There was no incense, but another fragrance filled the air from fur coats, hence I later called the service ‘Mothball Matins’. We would emerge from this dismal service looking as though we had been at a memorial service for God.


At school in 1947 when I was eleven I was in the queue for cocoa before we got into our ice-cold sheets, when we were all asked what we wanted to be when we grew up. My pious reply ‘I am going to be a parson’ brought shrieks of laughter from the Head’s wife, and beating the ladle on the table she told all the boys what I had said. I’m not sure I ever forgave her. My diary began that year although entries were sparse –‘cold today’ or ‘more electricity cuts’ etc.


Sex among the boarders was taken for granted, and a look-out would be posted each evening at the dormitory door after lights out. I enjoyed the fumbling mutual masturbation, and no one ever got caught. The best fun was getting into a cupboard with a boy who was captain of rugby and victor ludorum. I had no idea what that meant, so cheekily would call him Victor to get him to wrestle me to the floor. At this time I had my first European holiday, and when we were in Paris whilst the Aged Parents (both 40) went to the Folies Bergère I was left in the care of the hotel manager who promptly took me round the gay nightclubs and swore me to secrecy. When we returned a year later I was told that he had committed suicide.


In 1950 my parents gave me the option of staying on at my prep school or going to a public school, so, as I had no idea what to do, I wrote to the Agony Aunt of Woman and Home. I can’t remember her reply; but aged 14, I was transferred to Framlingham College2 which was then an eleventh rate boarding school in Suffolk, where the prefects ran the place once lessons ended and the teachers had gone home. The result was bullying and cruelty on a grand scale laced with sex. Framlingham was not the only school where this happened because there was a respected tradition in public schools which said that after lessons were over, boys should govern themselves according to their own laws. In the 1950s and earlier they chose the law of the jungle, and this was defended by the masters who considered that the boys were being prepared for later life where toughness and endurance were needed. For the first three years I hated the place – as did Sir Alfred Munnings, according to his memoirs. When I became a prefect with a study of my own, life began to improve. I was prepared for confirmation in my first year by the sadistic chaplain, Rupert Kneese, who made me learn the catechism by heart, and thumped me with his glasses case or a ruler if I got the answers wrong. He also did a good line in a Chinese cheek-twisting torture. On our first meeting in his tobacco-stained study, he asked my name –‘Malcolm Johnson, sir.’ He replied, ‘I don’t want to know your Christian name, boy.’ His eyes went in different directions so if in class he said, ‘Stand up, boy,’ two boys stood up. He was more interested in rifle shooting than religion.


Despite this I took Christianity very seriously, was confirmed and served at the early communion service. When term ended and I went home the Yarmouth vicar,3 tipped off by my step-grandmother (my real grandma had died in 1921 when Father was 11), took me into the vestry, told me to kneel and prayed over me – may I be worthy of my great family, and follow in the footsteps of my grandfather. This was a little surprising because he, a churchwarden, married a divorcée and when he was refused a church wedding never darkened the doors again. My moment of fame at Framlingham was to star as Titania in A Midsummer Night’s Dream produced in the Castle. I wore a floor-length diaphanous dress which was very embarrassing because I was the only fairy with hairy legs. I left school in 1955 with everyone except my parents knowing that I wanted to be ordained; Father expected me to go into the family firm of clothing manufacturers, which had been founded around 1860.


I served in the Royal Norfolk Regiment as a subaltern for my National Service 1955–7, and had no sex whatsoever. I hoped that a fellow officer, who had also been at Framlingham where we had regular sex, might oblige, but unfortunately for me he was engaged shortly afterwards. As a private I served my basic training at Britannia Barracks in Norwich, and on the first night I heard the man in the next bed crying presumably from homesickness. He was a tough farm labourer so I kept quiet about it. My officer training was at Eaton Hall, the huge Victorian pile near Chester. Subsequently demolished it was the home of the Duke of Westminster; one Duchess had described it as more of a town than a house. It had acres of garden which I enjoyed.


I served in Cyprus where the Greek islanders wanted ENOSIS – union with Greece – and had formed a terrorist organisation, EOKA, led by General Grivas. In the Officers’ Mess one evening I was given a roasting by a fellow officer for stating conservative views on homosexuality –‘Fancy you of all people saying that.’ I was horrified and rushed back to my room. Had he seen through my façade, and realised the true story? I went to bed sick and hensive. The next morning I realised what he had meant. Everyone knew I was going to be ordained so it surprised him to hear such views mouthed by me. I was ashamed.
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I served as an officer in the Royal Norfolk Regiment 1955-57.


I enjoyed Cyprus although it was a dangerous place and several members of the regiment were killed. Part of our duties was to patrol the Limassol streets trying to catch pamphlet but bored by this I twice asked my driver to take me to local monasteries where, removing my pistol, I would explain to the monks that I was to be ordained, and would like to look round. Always they agreed and gave me tiny cups of coffee. I later realised how foolish this was because Grivas in his diaries revealed that he often hid in monasteries.
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My parents, Molly and Russell, at my Graduation in Durham, 1960.


During leave, before joining the regiment in Germany, I went to St John’s Theological College, Durham for an interview with the Principal, Canon Higginbotham. After a friendly chat he asked if I had any questions. I said, ‘Does the college have a bar?’ He replied, ‘Gracious no, is that a problem?’ Afterwards I raced across Palace Green to University College in the Castle, pulled the bell and explained that I needed an interview. The gatekeeper phoned the Senior Tutor who saw me almost immediately, and offered me a place two weeks later for 1957. Selwyn, Cambridge had agreed to have me in 1958 but I didn’t want to wait a year.


In Germany we lived in a former Nazi officers’ mess in Iserlohn. I did not much care for manoeuvres, which were held all over the country, and I found it hard to take them seriously. Once ‘standing to’ at dawn with my platoon in a trench I spotted some edible mushrooms, so I wormed my way over to them and collected them in my tin hat. Unfortunately the Colonel had his binoculars trained on our lines and a stormy tirade came over the radio asking who the ‘Bloody Fool’ was. We said that we had no idea, and Colonel Brinkley unknowingly enjoyed them later for breakfast.


I went up to Durham and led a celibate life for three years. My college, known as Castle, only had around 250 students, all men. There were five other colleges for men, and three for women. Colleges in Newcastle were also part of the university, but we in Durham only had 1,500 students4 so it was easy to know a good proportion of them, particularly as I became President of the Student Christian Movement which had a large membership. Durham was a very religious place with two theological colleges and an institution to train women church workers. It was rumoured that their chaplain had told them that if they had sexy thoughts they should clean their shoes, so all the hearty heterosexual men looked to see who had the cleanest shoes. I immersed myself in churchy organisations, and for fun, as I was only nine stone, I coxed the College and then the University boat. We usually rowed in fours on the Wear which winds its way around the huge rock on which the Cathedral and castle stand, and is a nightmare to coxes because of its bridges and bends. Our eights trained on the Tyne at Newcastle. Durham Cathedral was a constant inspiration to me, and most days I would pray there.


On 9 September 1958, the day after my 22nd birthday, I went to see the patrician Bishop of Norwich, Percy Herbert, at his Palace next to the Cathedral to discuss the possibility of my training as a priest, doing a curacy, then whilst working at Johnson’s, the family firm, caring for a small parish near Yarmouth. Tall, aristocratic with grey bushy eyebrows, he listened attentively, then said, ‘It’s a marvellous idea but quite impossible because we don’t have worker priests in the Church of England except for teachers.’ I must choose between the two careers, and he offered to come and talk to my father. I could imagine what my father would say if the Provincial Grand Master of the Freemasons walked into his office, so said that I’d think it over. Father was not religious, and reckoned that the three attendances each Sunday he had endured as a child gave him a season ticket for life. Once when the vicar called he said, ‘There’s no one at home.’ ‘Well, you are at home,’ said Gilbert Thurlow.


I liked Percy Herbert enormously because he took me seriously. His father had been one of Queen Victoria’s generals,5 and he had been Bishop of Blackburn for 15 years before coming to Norwich in 1942. Whilst at Durham I came south to attend the enthronement of his successor, Launcelot Fleming. Percy, still Clerk of the Closet,6 was present when the new bishop went to Buckingham Palace to kiss hands. The Queen turned to Percy and asked how many parishes there were in the Norwich diocese. ‘Can’t say, Ma’am; never counted.’ The enthronement was grand opera, but my resolve to be ordained faltered slightly when I saw the robed rustic clergy of the Dead See arrive with straw coming out of their ears – around 400 of them from 628 churches. Sixty-nine parishes have a population of less than 100 and 87 have less than 1,000, and 61 benefices are vacant. Did I really want to be part of all this? Yes, I did, so in September 1958 I went to the selection board at Farnham Castle to see if I should be ordained. The process was similar to my officer selection board except that there was no obstacle course over pews and pulpits. Whilst there I met a young man, Michael Marshall, and we went into town for a late night drink but we got locked out so had to throw stones at a window so someone would let us in. Both of us had already been accepted by Cuddesdon theological college and the lock-out didn’t affect our chances, because on the 20th Percy wrote to say I had passed. Michael had too.


At Cuddesdon (1960–2) I was celibate and tried to ignore my homosexual feelings as, I suspect, did many of the other students. The subject was rarely mentioned, but I did fall in love with a sun-tanned, hairy Australian from Cairns in Queensland. We couldn’t understand why he showered every day because he didn’t look dirty, and he thought us English with our weekly bath night were a filthy lot. Jim Warner came to stay with me in the holidays and we had a warm non-physical friendship, although I always hoped for more. After a curacy in Poplar he returned to Queensland and eventually became a college Principal. When he was dying from an AIDS-related illness in 1993 I wrote to him telling him the whole story, and he replied saying that he had been ‘a silly goose’ in those days, and how much I had meant to him. After his death his partner, Chris, sent me the short biography prepared by friends in which Chris was not mentioned.


Cuddesdon is in the depths of the Oxfordshire countryside and was a monastic place in 1960, so when my Durham friend, Juliet Dearmer, turned up unexpectedly to see me one Wednesday afternoon she was told that women were only allowed in the college for Sunday tea. I was out for a walk, so eventually she was put in the vicarage music room. After a while a head came round the door, and she was asked if she needed a lavatory. She said no, and the student said, ‘Oh good, because I don’t know which one you could use.’


The ordered life at Cuddesdon suited me and, being devout, I made my confession regularly. The deadly sins didn’t get a look in because my shopping list of sins was dominated by my attraction to men, and having them in mind when I masturbated. Confessors reacted differently, and a Kelham7 Father told me to wash my hands when these thoughts appeared so I had the cleanest hands in Christendom. Robert Runcie, the Principal, arranged my curacy to be at St Mark Portsea which was a large parish of 25,000 staffed by a vicar and eight curates, four of whom, including me, lived in the clergy house.


At Portsmouth I tried unsuccessfully to deal with my problems by working all hours, but after a year I decided I needed help, so I went to see Chad Varah,8 founder of the Samaritans, in his eyrie in the tower of St Stephen Walbrook in the City of London. He listened attentively, asked questions, then suggested that as I was obviously frightened of women he would arrange for a lady he knew to take me to parties etc in London. I was horrified, and ran up Cheapside to pray and cry in St Paul’s. However, after another year I was so depressed and anxious that I returned to talk with him again. This time he suggested I see a psychotherapist, so I began to see Mrs Rowena Phillips, elegant, plump and upper class, twice a week. She had been analysed by Emma Jung in Zurich, and was also one of the founding members of the British Association of Psychotherapists.


On Mondays I would drive from Portsmouth to her home near Guildford, and on Thursday I went by train to London to see her in Queen Anne Street. I would lie on a couch with her sitting behind me smoking a cigarette. She gave me a special rate of £3 per week and must have loosened up something because I began to have sex with men for the first time in eight years. On Thursdays, after our session, I would go to All Saints Margaret Street for Evensong sung by the well-drilled boy choristers presided over by their vicar, Fr Kenneth Ross or his curate, Fr John Gaskell,9 who then appeared to me as a frightening, button-upped man in a soutane and cotta. The music in the darkened Gothic church was sublime and acted as balm after my time on the couch. Supper followed, and then I picked up a rent boy in Piccadilly for £3 and took him to my Bayswater hotel, which also cost £3. I am not proud of this era of my life but I was desperate – not just for sex but for love. Since then I have had a distaste and disgust of paying for sex which my gay friends cannot understand, telling me that if you pay for a meal you can also pay for sex, and, anyway, you usually get exactly what you want. One friend says that sex should be available on the National Health.


Needless to say, I did not mention any of this to the Jung Lady whose agenda was to make me heterosexual. I lay on her couch passively waiting for something to happen. She once suggested a course of LSD10 which sounded a good idea, but a friend told me that it rips the unconscious open with a tin opener. So after an initial consultation with Dr Henry of the Marlborough Day Hospital in his white-tiled room I refused; although I did agree to go to a fortnightly group session enabled by Paul de Berker, who sat with us ten damaged people, and with hooded eyes made the occasional fatuous remark: ‘Malcolm, you seem to be avoiding Jean’s eyes.’ Of course I was. The disadvantage of the ninety-minute group was that I had to wait longer for the fun in the hotel. My diary does not mention this, but the occasional note MM betrays what we got up to. I had to tell my vicar, Peter May, about these two counselling sessions because I only had one day off each week. I swore him to secrecy using the seal of the confessional, so I was a little surprised when a year later the Bishop asked me how the therapy was going.


I was kept busy running the huge Sunday Schools and youth clubs. I thank God that I have never been sexually attracted to teenagers, so there was no danger for me when they wrestled with me or jumped all over me. I think that I was probably an affectionate older brother – I was only 27 – but I was lonely and it showed. I needed someone to love me. Then everything changed because on the day before I left Portsmouth in 1967 to go to be a university chaplain in London, Susan rang the clergy house doorbell. She was the only woman I had taken out in Durham, and I liked her immensely. She told me that she had been a nun for five years and was now a nurse at St Thomas’ Hospital in London, had looked me up in Crockford’s, and travelled by train to see me again. It seemed that God had spoken and given me a sign, so Susan and I agreed to meet in London which we did. For years I had prayed for a wife and now God had delivered one on the doorstep. At one of our meetings I explained my problems, and she, a devout Christian, thought that we could beat this homosexual thing together. Susan and I met regularly in London when I was at the Queen Mary College Chaplaincy, going to meals and the theatre; then we married 18 months later in December 1968.


Five days before the wedding we went to the College Christmas Ball, and I spent much time staring at Richard who lived in one of the six chaplaincy rooms. Fair, bronzed and fit he looked superb as he danced with his girlfriend. Always he had been affectionate with me and often provoked me to a wrestling match so that I could feel his body next to mine. He once knocked me out, and when I came to he was cuddling me on the floor. What rapture. I once told him that I loved him, did it worry him? ‘Not at all; if you said you hated me then I would be worried.’ I told Susan I wanted to leave the Ball, so we returned to the chaplaincy where I broke down. How could we go ahead with the wedding if I felt like this? How could we not? The guests would be arriving in five days’ time, the reception was arranged, and most of the gifts had already arrived. She felt we must go ahead, and I agreed. The marriage was a dismal flop, fiasco and failure. I could not satisfy her physically, and after a great deal of pain for us, our families and friends, an annulment was given. The diary describes very little of this; it was too painful.


Just after we agreed to part I met Robert Wilson who had been at an Albany Trust lecture in the City University where he was studying engineering. The subject of the talk was homosexuality, and he thought the lecturer, Fr Fabian Cowper, very handsome, so next day asked Doreen Cordell, the Trust’s counsellor, if he might see him. ‘He is Roman Catholic and you are an Anglican,’ he was told, ‘so you have to go and see Malcolm Johnson.’ Thank God he did, because we have now been together 43 years. This diary is not sexually explicit, but we soon had to work out what we thought about physical faithfulness. After a bout of faithfulness we soon realised that most male gay couples need and want sex outside their relationship, and we came to an arrangement and agreement. It might be different for lesbians, I really don’t know. Some couples tell each other every detail, and that might turn them on; some couples prefer not to tell each other anything, and others tell what they think the partner can cope with. I have always thought that just as there is a sexual spectrum from extreme hetero to extreme homo (and most of us are somewhere in between) so there is a spectrum between those who never stop thinking about sex and those who never start. Again, most of us are somewhere in the middle.


After a while Robert and I laid down certain ground rules which have lasted till today. If one of us asks for details he will be told; above all there should be no involvement with someone else which might lead to an affair. What people think or might say is of no relevance to us. In my twenties I was hung up on sexual sins, and my confessions were dominated and obsessed by them. Then I realised that consensual sex between men is not sinful if it causes no pain or hurt to each other or other people. I would not presume to say if this applies to heterosexuals. I have always known that only a few gay men are celibate, and a tiny number of male couples are physically faithful to each other. I remember preaching at a Cambridge College chapel and at dinner afterwards the chaplain and his partner took me to task for saying this, and promised me they were committed solely to each other. Three years later one of them told me that this was certainly not true, but he couldn’t say so at the time.


I have dropped six of the seven veils in the diary.










Diary




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


Oscar Wilde





17 June 1962. In Portsmouth Cathedral my mother was very apprehensive because Fr Dennis, the Franciscan preacher at my deaconing, said that we were to be branded today. I had no idea what he meant. Instead of fetching hot tongs she saw that hands were laid on me by Bryan Robin the retired Bishop of Adelaide.11 As we processed out I remembered that as a student I had visited a man in the Radcliffe Infirmary, who when I told him that I was to be ordained told me, ‘Mister, you won’t do much.’


25 June 1962. At my first staff meeting the vicar said that the Mother’s Union wanted a talk: ‘A day in the life of a parson’. ‘Malcolm, you’ve been here seven days, so go and describe one of them.’ The days are certainly very full – communion, matins and meditation in the morning then work through the day, mainly visiting the 1,000 homes in my area of the parish, and tramping over every inch of the cemeteries. Four of us live in the clergy house and Pricey, our cockney housekeeper, spoils us; on six days each week we have a cooked breakfast, lunch and high tea.


6 September 1962. The previous priest in my area of the parish is Nicolas Stacey who had been an Olympic runner and friend of Chris Chataway, Roger Bannister etc. Every house I visit I am told about him, which is tiresome, but he must have run fast to visit all these families.


1 August 1962. I have been accepted by Durham University to study for an MA and write a thesis on Bishop Charles James Blomfield the reforming Bishop of London who invigorated the diocese 1829–56. He is a much neglected figure and I was introduced to him by John Brooks our Vice Principal at Cuddesdon –one wit said that Cuddesdon is better known for its vices than its principals. So every Tuesday morning at 9am I go to 120 Balfour Road where one of our congregation, Mrs Purkiss, lets me use her front room to do my research until 1pm, when she and her friend Miss Davies usually provide me with a tasty lunch.


14 February 1963. My youth club’s Valentine’s Dance in our huge dilapidated Edwardian parish hall with 400 teenagers paying two shillings each to jump around to the band. Cuddesdon hardly prepared me for this, and, as the police kept calling in, I patrolled the hall all evening so there were no fights.


21 March 1963. My parents invited me to join them at the American Hotel in Amsterdam for a holiday. I’ve heard that the city is a meeting place for homosexuals, so on Sunday night I walked around the empty streets in the rain looking for a gay club, but couldn’t find one. I desperately need love and sex. Going back to the hotel I looked out of the window at the canal and cried my heart out. When I return to England I must phone the Samaritans.


28 May 1963. Am at Cerne Abbas, the Franciscan friary, taking stock of my first year in the ministry, and I’m not sure I like what I see. It has been frantically busy so personal needs have been shoved into the background. Living a communal life with three others12 in a clergy house is pleasant, but it lacks privacy and has not helped me grow as an individual. I have enjoyed my work, particularly visiting and getting to know (and I hope be trusted by) several generations of a family. My big problem is still my sexuality and every day I think about it. In some ways it hinders my work but strangely enough I don’t pray about it. If only my homosexuality could be taken away. As well as the daily offices I only spend about ten minutes in prayer. What shall I do after Portsmouth? Become a Franciscan, go to New Guinea or back to Norfolk? I feel very lonely and need a wife and children.


9 June 1963. I am made a priest by Bishop John Phillips of Portsmouth who says he will see me at any time on any subject except how terrible the vicar is. In fact Canon Peter May is a gentle academic who lets us get on with our work without interfering. I have seen him for an hour each week which has been very useful. My guess is that he and his wife Elizabeth would prefer to be back in Calcutta where he was Principal of Bishop’s College. I also think that he lives in the shadow of his predecessors, Gerald Ellison and Christopher Pepys, both of whom became bishops, and who still have fan clubs here. The ordination is in St Mark’s so all my fan club are there. Roger Royle and James Buckett, a schoolmaster, are the other priests, and as Roger loves to be the centre of attention I seat him behind a huge display of white lilac. I admire him enormously and we can laugh about the lilac.


22 November 1963. I am secretary of the Deanery Missionary committee and the other members have left it to me to organise today’s Missionary Rally in the Guildhall with an audience of around 800. Just after it had started the manager came to me and said that there was some terrible news. I went outside, and he said that President Kennedy had been shot and they were unsure whether he would live. I didn’t know what to do, but eventually went on to the stage during a hymn and told the Bishop. He asked me to verify it and let the proceedings carry on, but after I later passed him a note saying it was true he asked everyone to stand for special prayers. Johnson’s initiative tests when he was a subaltern came to his aid tonight.


9 June 1964: Roger Royle and I have a friendly rivalry about our Sunday Schools. Last Lent he got more children by having Daleks walking through the streets as adverts, defeating my ‘Johnny and the Six Dreadful Giants’ (even though one masked giant knocked herself out walking into a closed door).


10 August 1964. I am very unpopular. Yesterday the 6–12 year olds in our Sunday school travelled to Southampton Zoo with their teachers in three double-decker buses for their annual outing with me in charge. It was very hot, so when we left the zoo a little girl tugged my sleeve and said, ‘May we paddle?’ We had an hour to spare so I said yes. ‘WE CAN PADDLE!’ she shouted, and all the children removed most of their clothing and jumped in the three pools outside the gates of the zoo. The teachers came rushing up –‘What have you done? How can we dry them when there are no towels?’ I hit on the idea of making the boys and girls run round the edges of the pools so they soon dried out, but then no one could find where they had left their clothes…


On our return to Portsmouth we discovered that we had left ten year old Jake Silverton at the zoo. ‘I thought he was on your bus.’ ‘No, I thought he was on your bus.’ I phoned the zoo and found that he had given himself up, and had been taken to the local police station. ‘For God sake come and get him, he’s wrecking the place,’ said the station sergeant, so with fear and apprehension I first went to see his mum –‘Don’t worry, Father, he’s always getting lost’ – then I drove at breakneck speed in my half-timbered Morris traveller to Southampton.


31 August 1964. Justin Banbury, one of my closest Cuddesdon friends, has died in a car crash and I am absolutely devastated. I would stay with him and his parents in Ealing, and we have met regularly since ordination because he is a curate at King’s Lynn. It is a terrible loss as he was fiercely intelligent, charming and very popular. I wrote to his mother today and said that quite sincerely I wished it had been me who died. I meant it, as there doesn’t seem much of a future for me.


1 September 1964. I have been given an MA from Durham for my thesis on Bishop Blomfield, so can now sport a purple silk hood.


7 September 1964. I am a terrible coward and cannot face Justin’s funeral as I am so upset and I wouldn’t want to meet his vicar, Eric Turnbull, who Justin heartily disliked. Justin has recently married, but I gather no child is on the way. He is one of the few healthily hetero men that I didn’t fancy but was very close to.


22 October 1964. Another of my star-studded Missionary Rallies. This time Archbishop Michael Ramsey addresses 1,800 people in the Guildhall, and afterwards he kindly remembers partnering me at Cuddesdon in a game of croquet. He is the most vicious player I have ever met, knocking our opponents’ balls into the flower beds with great zest. We won easily.


1 May 1965. Mrs Phillips, my therapist, the Jung Lady, is horrified that I am considering having a dog, and says that it would obviously be a substitute for a lover, so I straightway go out and buy one. I drove to the Petersfield kennels, and am now the proud possessor of an adorable black and white cocker spaniel puppy, Ben. He is very aristocratic so his kennel name will be Cosmo Cochise in memory of Cosmo Cantuar.14 The others in the Clergy House have accepted him despite the puddles.


8 May 1965. The Provost of Portsmouth Cathedral, Eric Porter Goff15 who is an autocratic, arrogant bully, wants the diocese to raise £350,000 to extend the Cathedral, and today on behalf of 25 junior clergy I made a speech at the Diocesan Conference attacking the plan and suggesting that the huge St Mary Portsea become the cathedral. I got much support and the project is condemned 117–109 with 12 abstentions. The Bishop who strongly supports the project is furious, and the Provost said to my vicar, ‘Can’t you keep your young men in order?’ The Archdeacon commented, ‘Malcolm looks so meek, but he obviously isn’t.’16


1 October 1965. Canon HEW Turner, my tutor at Durham, writes to tell me, ‘You are not forgotten in Durham. I remember so vividly your work for SCM and am not unmindful of a very respectable MA thesis for which I was one of the examiners.’ He asks if I would like to be chaplain of my College. I have already turned down two offers from the London University Chaplaincy so with regret say no again. I am not ready to leave yet.


24 October 1965. Our vicar is in Wilmington, Delaware in the States, and under the exchange plan we have Lloyd Gressle,13 the Dean of the Anglican cathedral there, as our vicar for 12 months. Last Sunday, his first here, all went well except before the Parish Eucharist he wandered round the congregation clad in chasuble greeting everyone. At Evensong, using our old prayer book, he prayed devoutly for ‘King Edward, Queen Alexandra, George, Prince of Wales…’ so afterwards I explained his mistake, and he said, ‘Perhaps the guy needs our prayers.’ I like him and his wife; they are a breath of fresh air after our earnest old owl Peter May.


15 January 1966. One of the Jung Lady’s bright ideas is that I should mix more with healthy heterosexuals of my own age, and last month she encouraged me to go skiing with a party of young people. So I have just spent ten days in Sölden, Austria with some young nurses, teachers etc who had advertised for others to join them. I have tried to be hearty, but hid the fact that I am a priest and obviously did not mention homosexuality. What an odd time, the highlights of which were the meals après ski and looking at the devastatingly handsome young instructor. Bronzed and fit, he hit the nail on the head by telling me I need to use my ‘boody’ more.


3 April 1966. Last evening was an adventure. A young woman who is taking too much interest in me invited me to spend an evening with her parents. I arrived at 7.30 and was given a thimble of sherry, but by 8.45 there was no sign of supper so I got up, said I had a hospital visit to do and left. This morning she appeared on the clergy house doorstep and thrust a paper bag into my hands –‘This is last night’s meal.’


6 September 1966. I very much enjoy parish visiting but it has its dangers. I went to tea today with an elderly lady whose eyesight is bad and was given seed cake with mould on, so I had to transfer it to my pocket. A mouse walked across the floor presumably hoping for a share. Five minutes later it walked back again. I decided not to tell her.


20 October 1966. I have never played football in my life, but am now a football manager and talk authoritatively about the game. Today I was interviewed by the Church Times. Eighteen months ago I assembled a team from our youth club, but the first game was a disaster. Our only goal was greeted by ‘offside’ from our slick tangerine-shirted opponents. ‘Definitely not,’ our linesman told the referee. I sidled over and asked him if he knew the rules: ‘Of course not, but I wasn’t going to tell him.’ From there it was success all the way, and we now field three 12 to 15 teams every Sunday, and an outside team have asked me to manage them. I begged enough money from the congregation to buy jerseys, and the boys chose black with white collars so they look like a team of curates. I spend a lot of time bluffing so that during matches when other managers in the league come to talk tactics I tell them I should move on to see how the other teams are doing. Most of the 41 teenagers involved come to our Sunday service, and all to the youth club.


21 October 1966. Again I organise the Missionary Rally in the Guildhall with cast of thousands –60 teenagers in a Pageant and around 300 in the choir on stage. The hall was full including the balcony and it has involved hours of work, but no one thanked me; John Phillips, the Bishop, hardly spoke to me. Why am I bothered? Looking for a father figure perhaps?


30 October 1966. Interview with Gordon Phillips the Senior Chaplain of the London University team. Am I suitable to be a college chaplain? I hardly spoke a word during the hour that he gave me. Fr Benedict Green, who had been his curate at Northolt, says that he ‘combines formidable dialectical ability, Welsh eloquence, catholic conviction, left-wing politics, wide-ranging cultural enthusiasms and a lifetime’s preoccupation with the nature of the act of faith.’ I turned down a chaplaincy at Durham University because it would be too cosy, but this is a different kettle of fish, and I accept Fr Gordon’s offer. All the London colleges except King’s have chaplains attached who officially have no standing because when Jeremy Bentham founded University College he wanted it to be secular hence it was called ‘the godless institution of Gower Street’. In 1948 with the approval of the university authorities the Bishop of London set up a chaplaincy, and in 1952 Eric Tinker took over from Dr John Munro. Gordon Phillips followed him.17


2 November 1966. Am on retreat at Alton Abbey where there are only five old dads whose highlight of the week is to watch wrestling on Saturday afternoon TV. It is a quiet spot so I have been pondering my move to a university chaplaincy. Am I bright enough? I will miss the boys in my football team especially Paul and David, and also the oldies on my sick communion round; 26 at the last count. It does seem to be a launching pad for the next world. I need to mature, grow up, and it is time I met some girls. I want children but do I want a wife? Often I am so lonely and cold. Suicide enters the anteroom of my mind but has not yet got into the drawing room.


18 January 1967. I am pathetic. Returning from Mrs Phillips in Guildford by car I am overcome by depression and tears flow. There really seems no point in going on. How can I survive in London? My sessions with Mrs P have produced no result; nothing has changed. I pull into the side of the road and howl. I’ll start the car, get up speed and drive off the road into the Hindhead Devil’s Punchbowl. Then Ben licks my face, and I realise that I will kill him as well as myself. I have no one except Mrs P to share all this with.


5 March 1967. Am being asked to many farewell meals and today I was bidden to ‘tea’ at 5 to be given sherry, three courses and wine. Then at 8 I was due for dinner with other parishioners and felt so full I ran up and down outside their house to get an appetite. Enter Roger Royle –‘What on earth are you doing?’ I explained. He was another guest, and kept saying to our hosts, ‘Malcolm looks hungry, perhaps he needs another helping.’ I got back to the clergy house and collapsed into bed.


2 April 1967. My leaving party was today and I am showered with presents. It was all very tearful.


13 April 1967. Am with my parents in Yarmouth and was enraged this morning to receive a letter from my predecessor at the chaplaincy, Gerry Bishton, saying I cannot have the dog at St Benet’s and must make ‘other arrangements’. He says he has consulted the boss of the London chaplaincy, Fr Phillips, and also the Maintenance Officer of the College and they agree. When I visited recently I sensed that he did not want to move, and resented my arrival. We are both to live in St Benet’s House for the summer. I rang Fr P who does not want to be involved.


1 May 1967. I have decided to remain in Yarmouth and take a teaching job for the summer term until Gerry leaves. It is all very petty but typical of him; I had phone calls from students apologising for him. He has hinted that when he leaves he will still ‘have responsibility’ and keep ‘several irons in the fire’ at the college particularly in the student union. I told him rather sharply that is unacceptable.


10 May 1967. The name Mandy Thurtle will be engraved on my heart forever. Fourteen years old, she organises her class to arrive in my lessons at one-minute intervals minus books and pencils. Mother says she will either be Prime Minister or end up in Holloway.


26 May 1967. Preached at the Founder’s Day of my prep school, Duncan House, in Yarmouth and reminded Cassie Hughes, the Headmaster’s wife, how she screamed with laughter when aged 11 in the queue for bedtime cocoa I said I wanted to be a priest. She looked rather forlorn.


12 September 1967. I and Ben have arrived (at last) at St Benet’s House on the Mile End Road which is the chaplaincy to Queen Mary College. It has a circular domed chapel, two rooms for me and single rooms for six students. We are terribly spoilt as we have a Cockney cleaner, Bella, who tells me everything has been a ‘mucking fuddle’ until I arrived, and Barbara who cooks for us. Although I am only attached to the college18 I have been made a member of the Senior Common Room, and on my first visit I was told that I must meet History. I was led up to ST Bindoff the great Tudor historian and introduced into The Presence.


1 December 1967. One of the first things I did on arrival was to open a coffee bar in the chaplaincy, and employ two local ladies to make sandwiches etc between 12 and 2.30. It has been a roaring success.


7 December 1967. I greatly enjoy our chaplaincy staff meetings which are held twice a term. Gordon Phillips holds forth for most of the time, but there are occasional comments from my fellow chaplains who include the multi-talented Michael Marshall, Graham Dowell and Ivor Smith Cameron. Sometimes we have a speaker, and the last one was a dismal bore. After 40 minutes my spaniel Ben went into the middle of the room and was sick.


15 March 1968. George Macleod, the famous founder of the Iona Community and a Life Peer, is giving three midday lectures to the students at my invitation and hundreds have come to hear him. He is staying in the Chaplaincy and before bedtime we have several drams together. I admire him enormously, but tonight he suddenly said, ‘Don’t trust homosexuals.’ I was very shocked and said nothing. A blind spot on his part perhaps?


26–28 July 1968. I have offered to do counselling for the Albany Trust19 so attend their conference at Wychcroft in Surrey and meet 30 of its supporters, some of whom I know already such as Dr Hugh Pettiford, Ken Plummer the sociologist and Peter Rose. The question put to us is: ‘What should the Trust do now that the Sexual Offences Act was passed last year?’ We agreed that more law reform is needed as it is difficult to give help to a teenager, and that the age of consent should come down from 21 to 18. I was particularly concerned at the lack of decent places for gays to meet, so Andrew Henderson, Christopher Spence and I agreed to set up a social group at the Royal Foundation of St Katharine in Stepney. Fr Augustine Hoey, its Master, was present and offered their Hall. It is a courageous offer and I gather that the Boss there (the Queen Mum) has agreed. As we left the House, Canon Douglas Rhymes quizzed me about my forthcoming marriage, and I tried to be upbeat about it. In one of the sessions he had said that there is now a three-fold agenda – educate society about homosexuals; educate gays to take their place in society; and educate gays to relate to other gays. Antony Grey arranged the conference and we owe him a great deal.


16 November 1968. I was asked by John Thurmer the chaplain to Exeter University to preach in the chapel and try to say something about changing the Church’s attitude to gay people. Just before we process in John whispers, ‘One of the senior professors has been charged by the police for cottaging and he is sitting in the front row.’ I panic and re-read my sermon as the service begins but there is nothing to remove.


14 December 1968. Our wedding day in Rickmansworth where Susan’s parents live. After a splendid Nuptial Mass our 100 guests drive to the Bull at Gerrards Cross for the reception. In three days’ time we will go on a honeymoon cruise in the Mediterranean. I am to be chaplain aboard the Nevasa which has shocked my aunt who said a working honeymoon will not be much fun for Susan.


12 March 1969. To try and resolve my marital problems I have been to see three mediums. The first was useless, and the second on the wrong wavelength completely –‘You are Scots and a doctor.’ Today I went to see Ena Twigg, a friend of Bishop Mervyn Stockwood who consults her often. She is the person who led people to find the body of Bishop Pike in Palestine. She also got everything incorrect, but told me I would have lots of children which is very comforting.


1 August 1969. Susan and I have agreed to separate as the suffering of the last few months has been intense. I walk with the dog each day around Victoria Park feeling depressed and guilty because I cannot return her love, and have no sexual feelings for her. She is moving into a flat in the West End. I am desolate.


9 August 1969. Yarmouth. Feeling devastated I asked my parents to come into the dining room. ‘What’s happened now?’ asked Mother. After walking round the room I said that the last few months had been hell and my marriage has to end. Father did not want to know more, but after a long silence I told them that I am homosexual. ‘Well, you didn’t get it from my side of the family,’ said Mother.


2 September 1969. Wearing my best suit I drive to Fulham Palace, park the car in the Tudor quadrangle, and ring the bell. The chaplain takes me down long corridors and into the Bishop of London’s study. Robert Stopford20, a fatherly pipe-smoking man not long from retirement, has no idea why I am there. I explain what has happened and offer my resignation. He listens intently then there is a long silence whilst I look up at the portrait of Bishop Blomfield above the fireplace. What would he have said? Then the Bishop refused to accept my resignation, saying that I had done nothing wrong; I have made a huge mistake. If I had been a parish priest he probably would have to move me, but a college chaplain lives a different life. He felt that the staff and students of the college would understand and probably not be very interested.
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