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  Miss Prism: You must put away your diary, Cecily. I really don’t see why you should keep a diary at all.


  Cecily: I keep a diary in order to enter the wonderful secrets of my life. If I didn’t write them down, I should probably forget all about them.


  Miss Prism: Memory, my dear Cecily, is the diary that we all carry about with us.


  Cecily: Yes, but it usually chronicles the things that have never happened, and couldn’t possibly have happened.


  . . . . . . .


  Algernon: Do you really keep a diary? I’d give anything to look at it. May I?


  Cecily: Oh no. You see, it is simply a very young girl’s record of her own thoughts and impressions, and consequently meant for publication. When it appears in volume form I hope you will order a copy.


  . . . . . . .


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


  Oscar Wilde,

  The Importance of Being Earnest


  Introduction


  My father, Charles Daubeney Brandreth, was born at Hoylake, in Cheshire, in July 1910, eight weeks after the death of Edward VII. He always regretted not being an Edwardian. He was the son of a lawyer and a housewife and, after a public school education in Kent and three years at Oxford University, he became a lawyer himself. In the winter of 1936, in London, he met my mother: Alice Mary Addison. She was born in April 1914 in Rawalpindi in India (as it then was), the daughter of an Indian Army officer and a missionary. She had come to England to read law at London University, but never completed her studies. She married my father in March 1937 and gave birth to three daughters in quick succession: Jennifer, Virginia and Hester, my three sisters.


  During the Second World War, my father served in the Intelligence Corps. After it, as part of the Allied Control Commission, he was stationed in Germany where he served as a senior magistrate. I was born in Germany, on 8 March 1948, in the British Forces Hospital in Wuppertal. This note from my father to my mother was written on the day that I was born:


  Düsseldorf

  8 Mar 48


  My beloved,


  Miss Prince has been making enquiries for me at the hospital and they say I ought not to come up tonight. But I’ll be with you in the morning, or as soon as they’ll let me see you.


  Dearest sweetheart, I am at your side now in spirit helping you bear up in your pain. Neither of us will get much sleep tonight!


  I have just seen that Ki has had a baby girl (Patricia Rosemary), so you’ll be in the fashion with a daughter.


  I care more for you, my darling, than for anyone else and my only prayer is that you are soon safe and well again. God bless you, my dearest ducky.


  Your C


  Gould is waiting to take this note. I am hoping he may bring some small message from you. My only one to you is I LOVE YOU!


  As I type this, my father’s note – written on a small visiting card in his clear, elegant hand – sits propped up against my computer screen. I have it – and the envelope in which it was delivered to my mother – because my father kept all his papers. To the side of my desk sit three of my father’s metal deed boxes, stuffed to overflowing. There are several more in the basement. The ones here in my study are marked (in my father’s hand): ‘Gyles – memorabilia’.


  Every aspect of my life has been recorded. From the moment of my birth onwards, my father kept everything: notes, cards, correspondence, medical records, school reports, photographs, press cuttings, everything. And what he didn’t keep for me, from quite a young age, I kept for myself. It’s all here – in trunks and boxes (more than one hundred quite substantial boxes) and scores of scrapbooks, notebooks and files.


  I have kept souvenirs of my life from the age of six or seven. (My daughter Saethryd has spent the past several months sorting and filing the material for me. She has filled forty-nine cardboard cartons – 47 cm x 37 cm x 30 cm – to date.) From the age of eleven, when I first went away to boarding school, I have kept a daily diary. I have also kept a series of separate journals relating to specific interests or projects – reviews of plays seen, accounts of plays produced, etc. – as well as, occasionally, a more personal record, a second diary that I marked ‘Private’. It seems that I have been writing, every day, since I was nine or ten years of age. I have written hundreds of thousands of words each year for more than half a century. I am a writer. Oddly, that’s not how I think of myself. Probably, that’s not how you think of me. But that’s what I am. That’s what I have done.


  The book you are now holding is culled from my daily diary. It represents roughly a fiftieth of the material – two per cent. (Yes, my unexpurgated diaries would run to fifty volumes of at least this length!) What have I included? What have I left out? Why have I done it?


  I hope I have included enough to give you a flavour of the pattern of my life, and the little world in which I have lived, without overwhelming you with detail. I hope I have chosen extracts that are representative of the whole. The years covered run from 1959 to the dawn of the twenty-first century. Part Five deals with my time as a member of parliament and government whip and includes material first published in my book, Breaking the Code: Westminster Diaries (1999). In the present volume, at my publisher’s suggestion, I have focused on diary entries that touch on events in the outside world as well as my own and I have given more emphasis to some aspects of my life (e.g., my childhood, entertainment, politics, royalty, gossip) than to others (e.g., holidays, my business life, prison reform, charities, notably the National Playing Fields Association). Inevitably, I have cut out whole areas of my existence and tried to keep control of the number of characters featured in the story. Several of my closest friends do not get mentioned in the published diary at all. (They may be relieved.)


  At my wife’s request, I have kept the references to our marriage and to her and to our children to a minimum. I have also – in the interests of space and family harmony – included very little about my three sisters, my younger brother, and their families. I regret this principally in the case of my sister, Hester, whose roller-coaster life story, while including many fewer famous names, was, at a human and dramatic level, rather more remarkable than mine.


  I am an enthusiastic reader of the diaries of others. My five favourite diarists are Samuel Pepys, Virginia Woolf, Noël Coward, Harold Nicolson and Sir Henry ‘Chips’ Channon. In his diary, Channon remarked: ‘What is more dull than a discreet diary? One might as well have a discreet soul.’ I am not sure about the state of my soul, but I hope that my published diary is, in fact, reasonably discreet. I hope I have not betrayed the trust of others. I do not want anything in the pages that follow to hurt anyone. I do not believe it will.


  ‘I wonder why I do it?’ Virginia Woolf asked herself in her diary. What is this compulsion to record one’s own life? Is it simply vanity – an assertion of self? ‘Here I am. Look at me. This is what I’ve done.’ Or is it, in fact, more about self-protection than self-aggrandisement? ‘To become a spectator of one’s own life is to escape the suffering of life,’ observed my hero, Oscar Wilde.


  I keep a diary because, on the whole, I am happier talking to myself than to other people. I think, too, that writing it makes me feel more alive, more aware of what is happening to me, more real. It’s like checking in a mirror to make sure you are still there – and reasonably comfortable with what you see. (Though I may not seem it, I am very insecure.) I do it, too, because I have been fascinated always by famous people (the achieving, the celebrated, even the notorious) and I still find it exhilarating to get a close-up snapshot of a famous name. I like to observe them but, I suppose, I also hope for a touch of glory-by-association. I am wanting some of their magic to rub off on me. James Boswell, Dr Johnson’s great biographer, freely admitted that he kept his journal with immortality in mind. ‘My wife, who does not like journalizing, said it was leaving myself embowelled to posterity,’ he confessed, ‘but I think it is rather leaving myself embalmed. It is certainly preserving myself.’


  Well, here, in one volume, is a slice of the preserved life of Gyles Daubeney Brandreth, born 1948, author, broadcaster, sometime MP, husband, father, diarist. Thank you for having the book in your hands. Thank you for thinking of reading it. Thank you for being interested at all.


  PART ONE

  Schoolboy
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  Prep School Boy

  April 1959 – July 1961


  Tuesday, 28 April 1959


  I have arrived at my new school. It is called Betteshanger School, near Deal, Kent (telephone: Eastry 215). There is a long drive and the school is in a big, old building owned by Lord Northbourne. The uniform is grey shorts with blue shirts for everyday and white shirts for Sunday. Maroon tie. Grey socks and brown sandals. All my clothes are marked with Cash’s name tapes with my name in brown: Gyles Daubeney Brandreth. There are eighty boys and ten teachers at the school. The two headmasters are called Mr Stocks, who is very old, and Mr Burton, who came with us on the school train.* The train left Charing Cross Station at 4.10 p.m. Ma and Pa came to see me off.† Ma cried, but I didn’t, of course. They have chosen Betteshanger because I need to pass my Common Entrance which they don’t do at the Lycée.‡ Also Betteshanger is a prep school where they don’t have beatings. And it is quite near Broadstairs, scene of my last triumph!§


  Wednesday, 29 April 1959


  My bath nights are MWF. MWF = Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays. Next term they will be TTS. TTS = Tuesdays, Thursdays, Saturdays. One of the matrons is called Angela Corfield. Before bed we have to line up and show her our teeth, our hands and the bottoms of our feet. My dormitory is called Brackenbury. The bathroom I use is called Ganges. I am writing this in bed. I am at the bottom of the bed using my torch with the three colours to see with. I have got it on green because when it is on white the light shows through the blanket. The tuck shop is open on Wednesdays and Saturdays. I went and bought Rolos. They don’t have Aeros or Spangles, but can order them if enough people want them.


  Sunday, 3 May 1959


  I forgot Jen’s birthday.* After church, letter-writing. We all sit in the Maths Room at our desks and write home. I sent Ma and Pa my news. The school play is Tom Sawyer but I am not going to be Tom Sawyer after all. It is a musical play and Mr Burton says that my singing is not strong enough because we are going to do the play out of doors, either in the Dutch Garden, down by the church, or on a special stage on the path outside the Maths Room. I don’t mind. (I do mind.) Everything else is quite toodly-pip. On Sundays we get pats of butter at breakfast instead of margarine. My teachers are:


  Mr Harkness – English and music

  Miss Loewen – Art and geography

  Major Douch – Latin and history

  Colonel Thomas – Mathematics

  Mr Gargiulo – French


  Mr Gargiulo is quite strange. Jenkins is going to be Tom Sawyer. He is 13 and taller than me and he is in the choir.


  Sunday, 24 May 1959


  Today is Empire Day, but from this year it is going to be called Commonwealth Day. We had a special service at church. It is now letter-writing. Colonel Thomas is in charge so we have to be very quiet. I have written to Ma and Pa and Auntie Edith and Grandpa. Later I am going to be writing my play. It is called Just His Luck, a play in three acts for thirteen artists. It is set in the offices of the late Lord Arthur Grimsby’s lawyers. As the curtain rises all Lord Grimsby’s relations are seen seated round the room chatting. It is a comedy with a twist in the tail. At lunch yesterday I sat on top table next to Mrs Stocks. Her name is Olive and she always wears olive-coloured hats. No one has EVER seen her when she wasn’t wearing one of her olive hats with a pheasant’s feather in it. She is nice but quite grand. After tea we had a whole school detention given by Mr Gargiulo. Three boys flicked butter pats up at the paintings in the dining room, trying to see who could score a direct hit on the faces, but didn’t own up. We all stood in the gym in our house lines. We had to stand completely still for ten minutes, but every time anybody moved Mr Gargiulo started the ten minutes all over again. We were standing in the gym for a very, very, VERY long time!


  Sunday, 7 June 1959


  I have bought an Airfix model from the tuck shop for half-a-crown. It is a German fighter, a Messerschmitt Me-109. I am going to build it after letter-writing in the sunshine outside the Maths Room window. That’s where we do all the model-making on Sundays. If the sun is bright enough, Jenkins can make balsa wood burn using his magnifying glass. Later we have Tom Sawyer rehearsals. I am in the chorus with Babington-Smith, Barda, Browne, Cumming-Bruce, Demery, Wainwright and Rule. Last night I told Cumming-Bruce my S.*


  Wednesday, 17 June 1959


  Gin’s birthday.† In chapel I am now helping Mr Harkness with the organ. I work the bellows at the side of the organ while he plays. I have shown him my new play which he likes very much. It is called One Step Up. It is in two acts and has a small cast: Sir Felix Thistlethwaite, Gustave (his butler), Slippery Sam (a thief), the Inspector and two policemen. It is a lot funnier than Dixon of Dock Green!‡ I had tea with Mr Harkness in his room. We had lemonade and soft white rolls, with real butter and tinned crab. Delicious!


  Sunday, 21 June 1959


  Tom Sawyer was a Huge Success. Most of the parts were played by boys, but Mr Burton was the Reverend Minister, Mr Gargiulo was Old Catfish, the schoolmaster (very funny), and Miss Corfield was Aunt Polly (S).* The weather was good and the audience clapped loudly. Ma and Pa came and thought that I did the scene when we painted the fence particularly well!


  Sunday, 28 September 1959


  Important News. There is going to be a general election on Thursday 8 October. We are going to have a mock election at school and I am going to be the Liberal candidate.† Mr Harkness is going to help me with the campaign. Our leader is Mr Jo Grimond.‡ Our colour is yellow. Our message is ‘People Count’. We are going to win!


  Friday, 9 October 1959


  We lost the election quite badly!! The Conservatives won, Labour came second, we came third.§ Mr Harold Macmillan (Supermac!) is back as Prime Minister.¶ I think we fought the best campaign, but the people were not listening to us. And tomorrow we have a wet run. This has not been my lucky week!


  Thursday, 31 December 1959


  According to today’s newspaper, Wagon Train is the most popular television programme in the country, followed by Take Your Pick and Sunday Night at the London Palladium. Because we don’t have ITV I haven’t seen them. We are going to get ITV next year. These are my all-time top TV programmes:


  1. Hancock’s Half-Hour


  2. Billy Bunter


  3. Whack-O! with Jimmy Edwards


  4. The Lone Ranger


  5. The Cisco Kid


  6. Circus Boy


  7. What’s My Line?


  8. Crackerjack


  9. Pinky and Perky


  10. Lenny the Lion


  Ma’s favourites: The Billy Cotton Band Show and the Black and White Minstrels. Pa’s favourites: Panorama and Tonight. I think the girls like The Grove Family and Six-Five Special.


  Friday, 1 January 1960

  New Year’s Day. Bank Holiday in Scotland. Annual Motor Licences renewable


  Pa broadcasting on BBC Network 3, Motoring and the Motorist.* Get present for Hester.† For a New Year gift I was given a record, High Society, 331/3 rpm. Yesterday I went to the British Drama League talk on Actors Preparing at Wyndham’s Theatre and then to the Mermaid Theatre for Treasure Island. Happy New Year!


  Sunday, 3 January 1960


  Carol service at St Stephen’s.‡ I had a reading, Genesis chapter 3, verses 8 to 15. It wasn’t easy because the word ‘bruise’ was in the last sentence TWICE and I say ‘bwuise’ when I want to say ‘bruise’. Never mind. T. S. Eliot was there and told me that I read very well!§ I told him that I am going to learn his poem ‘Macavity the Mystery Cat’ by heart. He was pleased. He put his hand on my head. I like him and he likes me.


  Sunday, 10 January 1960


  Go to evensong and benediction at St Stephen’s. Server and boat boy. Good things this week: 1. Went with Hester to the Schoolboys’ Own Exhibition. Very good. 2. Went with Foss (from school) to see The Hostage by Brendan Behan. 3. Went with Foss to see the film of Gigi. Very, very good. 4. Went swimming with Ma at Fulham Baths. She didn’t swim. 5. Went with Pa to the Harrods Sale. Pa bought a suit. We saw Randolph Churchill* in the street. I am collecting famous people – Charles de Gaulle, John Masefield, etc.† Who next?


  Sunday, 17 January 1960


  Was feeling poorly, but served at evensong and benediction. (The smell of the incense made me feel better.) On Friday I ran to Gapps [the local grocery store] and back in three minutes. Pa was on the radio at 7.30 p.m. and 9.00 p.m. Yesterday went to see Dick Whittington at Streatham Hill. V good show. Back to school on Tuesday.


  Thursday, 21 January 1960


  Played my first game of rugger. It was quite fun but rather cold. Read Miranda in the Art Room. It is a play about a man who meets a mermaid on the Thames embankment and falls in love with her. Very good. Had first music practice in Mr Harkness’s room. X.‡


  Saturday, 30 January 1960


  Had first ’cello lesson with Mr Reid. Not very good. He is old and serious. He wears a wig. You can see that it’s a wig because of the very clear parting right down the middle. It looks as if it is going to fall off. Watched men hunting in the grounds in the afternoon. It was quite good fun. They only caught one pheasant while we were there. News. I am now doing Skylarks and Nightingales. Four boys sing a hymn or psalm together on the main landing early in the morning before we get up (Skylarks) and last thing at night before lights out (Nightingales). Mr Harkness conducts. He has a little tuning fork so that we get the first note right. After Nightingales, X.


  Saturday, 13 February 1960


  Visiting Weekend. It is snowing slightly. Ma and Pa arrived, one hour early. We had a lovely time. Went to cinema. Babette Goes to War with Brigitte Bardot. I have finished the first scene of my play, a stage adaptation of Colette’s novel, Gigi, in two acts. It is going quite well. Because it is Visiting Weekend, tomorrow we have an anthem in church.


  Saturday, 20 February 1960


  We had a free morning after break in honour of the Queen’s child!* There was no games (hurrah!) and I have got to the third scene of Gigi. Listened to some records, including ‘What do you want if you don’t want money?’ (Adam Faith), ‘Voice in the Wilderness’ (Cliff Richard) and ‘Rawhide’ (Frankie Laine) and then went to the Art Room to read a book, Shakespeare and his Stage. I am planning a production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream and have drawn a picture of the set. The whole play will be centred round a huge tree like the ilex tree at the bottom of the lower lawn.


  Tuesday, 1 March 1960

  Shrove Tuesday


  Haven’t thought of anything to give up during Lent yet. On Sunday saw a film, The Titfield Thunderbolt. Quite good.


  Saturday, 5 March 1960


  Elvis Presley has gone back to America after two years in Germany in the army. He changed aeroplanes in Scotland! At 5.00 p.m. we had the Institution and Induction of the new rector of St Mary the Virgin, Betteshanger. The service was conducted by The Most Reverend and Right Honourable the Lord Archbishop of Canterbury.† Mr Harkness asked him to sign my Form of Service for me and he signed it ‘Geoffrey Cantuar’. X. (Mr Harkness, not the Archbishop of Canterbury! Tee-hee.)


  Tuesday, 8 March 1960


  Happy Birthday me! I am twelve today. Ma, Pa and Ginny came on Sunday with my presents. They left a chocolate cake for me to have today. Auntie Hope sent me ten shillings. No games, good. Haircut, not good. My hair is now so short my ears really stick out. I look like a monkey. Mr Harkness says he likes the way I look. X.


  Monday, 25 April 1960


  Saturday was St George’s Day and Shakespeare’s birthday, of course. On Sunday I went to St Stephen’s for evensong and benediction and Pa went to a dinner at the Garrick Club in honour of Sir Michael Redgrave.* They ate Suprême de Volaille à la Kiev and drank Château Magdelaine St Emilion 1953 and Pa got Sir Michael to sign his menu for me. Thanks, Pa! Today, after a Wimpy, I went with Foss to see Follow That Girl, the musical by Dorothy Reynolds and Julian Slade who wrote Salad Days. My kind of show!


  Saturday, 30 April 1960


  Summer term. Form V. My desk is in the second row by the window. My dormitory is Northbourne. The school play is going to be As You Like It and Mr Burton says that I am going to be either Jacques, Touchstone or Celia. In English, Mr Harkness is reading My Family and Other Animals by Gerald Durrell to us. He is wearing blue suede shoes. (Dark purple really.)


  Friday, 6 May 1960


  On Major Douch’s TV we watched the wedding of Princess Margaret, the Queen’s sister, to Antony Armstrong-Jones. He is a photographer and has his birthday on the day before mine!† Mr Burton has decided that I am going to play Celia in As You Like It and I have started to learn my lines.


  Wednesday, 18 May 1960


  Guess where I am? In Canterbury Hospital, gazing at a tank full of goldfish! On Monday I woke up with a horrible stomach ache. The doctor came and I was brought here in an ambulance with appendicitis. Yesterday I woke up with a bandage around my stomach feeling rather poorly. Pa came from London to see me and Miss Woodhouse [the school matron] has been to visit me too, bringing grapes. Pa brought me the Beano, the Dandy, the Topper, the Beezer and the Stage. Ma and Pa will take me back to school on Saturday. At least there’ll be no more games for a while!‡


  Sunday, 5 June 1960


  Whit Sunday. V nice service, no anthems, but good hymns. Ten days to the dress rehearsal and Mr Burton has just told me that I should swap my part with Bremner. Bremner is going to play Celia and I am going to play Rosalind! I am going to get a lot of lessons off so that I can learn the part and have extra rehearsals with Bremner, Demery (Touchstone) and Strecker (Orlando).


  Sunday, 12 June 1960


  Stormy weather. Thunder. I hope it clears up because we are doing the play out of doors in the Dutch Garden. I know all my lines and the two costumes I have for Rosalind are very good indeed.


  Saturday, 18 June 1960

  Anniversary of the Battle of Waterloo, 1815


  The Day, 1960. Met Ma and Pa after rehearsal and went out to lunch and came back for the performance at 2.45 p.m. The weather was perfect. It went extremely well.


  Cutting from the Betteshanger Chronicle pasted into the diary:


  Brandreth’s Rosalind was a delightful creation, appealing to the eye whether as young woman or young man, gay yet poised, fluent in speech as in action, managing everybody in the play and cheerfully sensing the possibility of managing the audience too! One knew that here was an enthusiastic natural actor delighting in his first big part. As Celia, Bremner made an excellent foil to Rosalind, easily acceptable as a girl when dressed in that most becoming costume and head-dress. He benefited very much from his rehearsing with Brandreth and their scenes together were among the best in the play.


  There you are!


  Sunday, 19 June 1960


  Had a v good service with anthem, ‘The Heavens Are Telling’. Then went to Broadstairs with parents. Picnic lunch and film in the p.m. School for Scoundrels with Ian Carmichael and Terry-Thomas. Excellent, especially Terry-Thomas.


  Sunday, 3 July 1960


  V good service, with christening during it. Good week with v good music lesson with Mr Reid. Best thing was my stall at yesterday’s fête. I ran it with Webb. My idea was a game called ‘Highwaymen’. We started work at 2.30 p.m. and got a nice lot of money in: £3 4s 5d!!! Bought books for Pa’s birthday on the 11th. Must get him a card.


  Wednesday, 13 July 1960


  Did sports practice. Hurdles and racing starts. My present reached Pa safely. Letter arrived from him today:


  Dearest Gyles,


  Just to thank you for your delightful card and very well chosen books. Nothing could have pleased me more. I gave Uncle Wilfrid lunch at the Garrick today. Among others, we saw the Leader of the Opposition, Mr Hugh Gaitskell. I am just about to meet Mummy for a meal before going to the new Royalty Theatre where Mummy has bought us stalls for the play there. It has been a lovely birthday. I’m afraid that for the next five years or so you’ll always be at school on July 11th – but afterwards wherever you may be you must promise to come to London to have lunch with your old Pa – at the Garrick, of course. God bless you and thank you again for your gifts, card and splendid newsy letter.


  Friday, 5 August 1960


  Roller-coaster week – in every sense! On Bank Holiday Monday went with Ginny to the Battersea Fun Fair. V good. On Tuesday saw Oliver! at the New Theatre. Excellent. V good setting and costumes. V good boys. On Wednesday, intended to see Laurence Olivier film of Hamlet (again!), but no seats so went instead to see film of Pollyanna. Hayley Mills is lovely. I think we can forget Juliet now!* On Thursday disaster. Car stolen during the night. Pa parked it in the street outside our flat as usual. In the morning it was gone. Really ghastly. Went with Pa to the police station. Friday (today) 1.00 p.m. dentist. Two fillings.


  Monday, 8 August 1960


  Had my hair cut. Did Launderette. Went to collect passports at Passport Office at Petty France, St James’s. In the evening went round the streets looking for the car with Pa. No luck.


  Thursday, 11 August 1960


  All’s well. AA have lent us a car! Up at 3.30 a.m. to get to Dover for departure at 10.45 a.m. for Dunkirk, then on to Bruges and Ghent and Düsseldorf.


  Later


  In Bruges wonderful walk in flower market and supper at Le Cornet d’Or – Sole Meunière and then chocolate mousse. The best meal I have ever had!


  Sunday, 14 August 1960


  Staying with the Paices in Düsseldorf.* I have found a copy of Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov in my bedroom and I am reading it. It is about an old man who falls in love with a girl who is 12. I am 12. Interesting. ‘Lolita, light of my life, fire of my loins. My sin, my soul. Lo-lee-ta: the tip of the tongue taking a trip of three steps down the palate to tap, at three, on the teeth. Lo Lee Ta.’!!!


  Wednesday, 17 August 1960


  We are in Bavaria in the village of Oberammergau and we have seen the famous Oberammergau Passion Play. It lasted seven hours. The benches were quite hard, but it did not matter because the play was marvellous and superb. The villagers of Oberammergau have been performing the play since 1634. They started doing it as part of a pact with God to stop the bubonic plague. It worked! Now they perform the play every ten years in a huge open-air theatre, the Passionspiel Theater. Everyone in the village takes part and members of the same family play the same roles, down the generations. The house we are staying in belongs to a family who have cousins who always play the part of Judas Iscariot.


  Saturday, 20 August 1960


  No rain today. Had a super walk with Pa in the afternoon. We descended the Wallbergbahn at Tegernsee with lots of slips and falls resulting in Pa having a twisted ankle. The car has also gone kaput, but it is being repaired so everything will be all right. After here we go to Innsbruck where, on Monday, I will take the six o’clock train to Paris for my holiday.†


  Tuesday, 13 September 1960


  Yesterday I had a bad headache and went to bed with a temperature of 39.4. I sweated badly, soaked the sheets and blankets and ruined Madame’s velvet bed cover. Up and better today and taking my plane back to London as planned. I bought my return ticket here last Tuesday. Everything has been good, especially Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme at the Théâtre Français and Gounod’s Faust at the Opéra. Also good: the Louvre (went twice), the Bois de Boulogne (long walk), Notre-Dame (climbed on the roof with an English girl from Hull – I stood near the flêche, VERY high), the Aquarium, the Musée Grévin waxworks, the Emperor Napoleon’s tomb at Les Invalides. At the Eiffel Tower I climbed on foot up to the second floor – that’s all that could be done. At Prisunic I bought a black watch strap for 200 francs.


  Thursday, 15 September 1960


  Yesterday I had a day in bed recovering from my great illness in Paris. Ma gave me my favourite tea: Marmite and tomato sandwiches with chocolate Nesquik. I also had two Lyons chocolate cupcakes. As usual, I pulled away the silver foil without damaging a single one of the chocolate ridges! (Ma had a lemon cupcake.) Feeling much better today and took Ben to his first day at nursery school with Pa and Jen. Now I have to start packing all my books and toys and junk I have collected down the years into orange boxes. We are on the move! We are leaving our flat at 42 Kensington Mansions, Trebovir Road, London SW5 (FREemantle 5915) and moving to Baker Street. When I come back from school our new address will be 5H Portman Mansions, Chiltern Street, London W1 (WELbeck 1750). We will be on the third floor, with a lift! Here we are on the top floor, with 89 stairs!


  Monday, 19 September 1960


  Finished all my packing and tidying. My room is empty. Everything is in boxes – typewriter, books, records, gramophone, drums, toy theatre, puppet theatre, glove puppets, Pelham puppets, magic things, make-up box, hats, wigs, costumes, papers, scrapbooks, the lot. All done. Goodbye Kensington Mansions! Term tomorrow. 3.41 p.m. from Charing Cross. Tonight we are going as a treat to Ma’s and my favourite film, Pride and Prejudice with Laurence Olivier and Greer Garson. (Favourite Shakespeare film: Richard III. Favourite comedy: The Court Jester with Danny Kaye. ‘The pellet with the poison’s in the vessel with the pestle, the chalice from the palace has the brew that is true!’ Favourite cartoon film: Pinocchio.)


  Friday, 23 September 1960


  Tonight I passed my Royal School of Church Music Blue Badge test. I will get my chorister’s badge with three other boys at mattins on Sunday 2 October. Mr Harkness is very pleased. X. This term I am going to start writing my new book, The Life of William Shakespeare. Preparing for the move to Baker Street, I am reading The Hound of the Baskervilles by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Excellent. First few days of term have been fine, except that there is a boy in my dorm called Bowden who is only six and cries himself to sleep every night. I am trying to cheer him up.


  Saturday, 5 November 1960


  Guy Fawkes Day. Lots of fun after free day spent building the bonfire. In the evening after tea we all got warmly clad and, armed with torches, bangers, Roman candles, etc., we paraded out to the games pitch where we watched the ‘Burn the Bomb’ Guy go on the fire. Then we had the firework display – Vesuvius erupted, the Sputniks flew and it was very jolly. At 8.00 p.m. we had a singsong and then to bed with hot soup. Eight mugfuls for me!! S – LCL.*


  Sunday, 4 December 1960


  Yesterday my copy of Lady C. arrived and was confiscated! In the morning when the post arrives it is all put out on the dresser in the front hall for everyone to collect and Mr Burton must have come along and seen the Penguin Books label on the parcel and thought ‘Aha!’ I had to go to his study/sitting room to see him. Mrs Burton was there. Mr Burton told me that he understood why I wanted the book because of all the fuss in the newspapers, but it is not a suitable book for boys to read! He is not going to tell Mr Stocks or my parents about it because I have done nothing wrong. The Advent calendar from Ma arrived in the same post and was NOT confiscated!


  Today the weather is ghastly. We plodded down to church in pouring rain. After v good service, Mr Harkness and I brought 28 big hymn books back up to school in a howling gale. We both got soaked. (The smudge on the top of the page is a drop of water from my hair!!) Just as we reached the building, Mr Harkness slipped with twenty hymn books and I fell backwards down the steps nearly turning the umbrella I was holding inside out and dropped all my books. CALAMITY!!


  This afternoon the choir is going to Challock to the parish church to sing carols, so Christmas is really at hand. Next Sunday we go to Northbourne church to sing and then during the week to two old ladies’ societies and then on Thursday 15th we have our service here. My favourite carol is ‘In dulci jubilo’, arranged by Pearsall. I have sent Ma and Pa my list of ideas for Christmas presents, including two records: 1. Follow That Girl! 2. Mendelssohn’s Overture to A Midsummer Night’s Dream. I think Pa might be amused to have the record of Peter Sellers and Sophia Loren singing ‘Goodness Gracious Me’. (Not Charlie Drake and ‘Mr Custer’!) I think Ginny would like Cliff Richard or Connie Francis or Johnny Mathis.


  Last night when I went upstairs two boys in my dorm were crying (Bowden and Lewington) so we chatted quite a while, till everybody was laughing, and then they were soon all off to sleep.


  Sunday, 1 January 1961


  Happy New Year!


  Important Events of 1960:


  1. John Fitzgerald Kennedy is elected 35th President of the United States of America – the first Roman Catholic President.


  2. Adolf Eichmann, the German Gestapo Chief, is captured in Argentina. He will be put on trial in Israel.


  3. Sputnik V, the Russian spaceship, orbits the earth seventeen times with two live dogs on board.


  Important Events of 1961:


  1. The farthing is no longer legal tender – as of today. (I am keeping one as a lucky souvenir.)


  2. I am taking my Common Entrance exam.


  3. I am being confirmed – on 19th February by the Bishop of Dover. (Why not by the Archbishop of Canterbury? That’s what we want to know!)


  Friday, 13 January 1961


  Friday the thirteenth – unlucky for some. Back to school after excellent Christmas holiday. Excellent Christmas theatre including:


  1. At Streatham Hill Theatre, ‘Jack Hylton and Emile Littler present The Laughter Pantomime Cinderella’ – with Frankie Howerd as Buttons. Good fun.


  2. Emil and the Detectives at the Mermaid Theatre (Stalls 15/-). Good story. Not a bad show.


  3. At the Princes Theatre, Shaftesbury Avenue, Bridget D’Oyly Carte’s season of Gilbert and Sullivan operas. We saw The Mikado and The Yeoman of the Guard. Excellent, especially John Reed who does the patter songs. (In my stocking I got a book of the lyrics of the Gilbert and Sullivan songs. I am learning some of them by heart. ‘When you’re lying awake with a dismal headache and your sleep is taboo’ed by anxiety . . .’ etc.!)


  4. At the Old Vic (Stalls 8/-) A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Alec McCowen as Oberon, Gwen Watford as Titania, Judi Dench as Hermia, Tom Courtenay as Puck (my part!*), Douglas Campbell as Bottom (not nearly as good as Frankie Howerd†).


  5. Best of all, Romeo and Juliet at the Old Vic, directed by Franco Zeffirelli, with John Stride and Judi Dench as R and J, Alec McCowen as Mercutio (my part, one day!) and Peggy Mount as the Nurse. All excellent. Just wonderful. My best Shakespeare to date.


  I went to the British Drama League talk at the Criterion Theatre on 2 January and Judi Dench told a funny story. One night she came out onto the stage for the balcony scene and said her famous line, ‘Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?’ and a woman in the fifth row of the stalls shouted out, ‘Down there, ducks, underneath yer balcony!’


  Sunday, 19 February 1961


  Today I was confirmed by the Lord Bishop of Dover in St Augustine’s Church, Northbourne, Kent. It was a good service and felt as special as I hoped it would. As he confirmed me, the Bishop rested his hand on my head. It was quite a heavy hand! Afterwards, he gave me A Book of Prayers for Men and Boys which he signed for me: ‘Lewis Dover’. Tonight I shall use it for my evening prayers – page 15:


  


  Forgive, I pray, whatever has been wrong this day.


  Ask yourself: How have I behaved at home? How have I behaved at work? How have I behaved with my friends? How have I behaved alone?


  Grant that there may be nothing in my life to hinder Thy purposes, but teach me to do Thy work and to esteem it a great thing to be Thy faithful servant; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.


  When you have got into bed, say:


  Into thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit,


  and go to sleep.


  Monday, 20 February 1961


  For my confirmation Grandpa and Auntie Edith sent me Great Souls at Prayer. I think it will be my best confirmation present. It has prayers by all sorts of people from St Augustine to Robert Louis Stevenson. So far I think the prayers by Christina Rossetti are best. Mr Burton has given me A Diary of Private Prayer which is really good too. It is like a diary and there is room on every left-hand page for you to write your own special prayers. I shall do so. I have already written something wise in the book: ‘He who prays belongs to two worlds. He who prays not belongs to one.’


  I am keeping my new prayer books with my Bible and torch etc. in my bedside locker along with the four books that I have been given by the old man in the boiler room. He used to work at Betteshanger Colliery and the books are National Coal Board notebooks, Ruled Feint, 400 pages in all. In each book in blue ink he has written out wise and interesting things – e.g. Sentiments of de la Bruyère, Thoughts of Marcus Aurelius Antonius, Juvenal’s Tenth Satire, Geological Tables, poems by Thomas Hood, the History of Canterbury Cathedral, etc. I am learning some of the Maxims of de la Rochefoucauld by heart – e.g. ‘He who lives without folly is not as wise as he imagines.’ ‘We easily excuse in our friends those faults that do not affect us.’ ‘The pleasure of loving is to love and we are much happier in the passion we feel than in that we excite.’ These four books are the boiler man’s most treasured possessions. He has spent YEARS writing them and now he has given them to ME! I will treasure them all my life.*


  Sunday, 26 February 1961


  Last week we had to prepare a speech for Mr Burton on a famous person. As I wanted to be rather different from the other boys I decided to make my speech on Adam and Eve and also to make it rhyme – which I did. It was 4 minutes 45 seconds long. I got a star for it. My star total at the moment is 13. We had a history test on Friday on the Boer War, First World and Second World Wars and I got 25 out of 30. In art I have painted three pictures: 1. A television studio. 2. Inside a country house. 3. For a competition organised by Brooke Bond Tea something that could be called ‘The Arrival’. I have painted a pianist on the concert platform arriving at his grand piano. There is at the moment going round the school chicken pox and two boys, Lewington and Boult, from my dorm have got it. Several others in the school have it and only 17 more will be able to get it as the rest of us (such as poor me!) have had it before. This afternoon we had a film, Where No Vultures Fly. TTS bath night (Ganges) then Nightingales with Mr Harkness. XX. (He always smells of cigarette smoke and Old Spice and I smell of it now. I am writing this at the bottom of my bed with my torch on. I am going to say my prayers now. Goodnight.)


  Saturday, 15 April 1961


  This week’s news. Ma had her 47th birthday on 10 April. The trial of Adolf Eichmann began in Jerusalem on 11 April. The Soviet cosmonaut Yuri Gagarin became the first human being in space on 12 April. He orbited the earth for 1 hour 48 minutes in the spaceship Vostok. History is being made! And history is being made here too because this is the last day of our Easter holiday break at the Norfolk Lodge Hotel, Canford Cliffs, Bournemouth. It cost 8 guineas per person per week, but because I am just 13 I cost only two-thirds: £5 12s 0d. It has been quite fun because I have been working as a waiter at every meal (breakfast, lunch and supper) and tonight ‘Uncle Charles’ [the hotel’s proprietor] gave a ‘Gala Dinner in honour of Master Gyles Brandreth’ to thank me for my efforts. The meal included La Fondue, Potage de Poireau, Dorset Duckling Cooked in Red Wine, Sauce Montmorency, Steamed Rice, Garden Peas, Bean Sprouts, Glace Napolitaine, Crème, plus Cheese Board. (Tea and Coffee served in the lounge 1/-extra.) All the guests signed the menu for me.


  Sunday, 30 April 1961


  This is my last term at Betteshanger! A new system has been devised for the servers and leaders, starting this term. There are only going to be three boys who have any authority in the school and they are Webster, Wallace and myself. We are in charge downstairs, in the corridors, in the changing rooms, etc. We are the only boys who can use the head boy’s stairs, leading straight from the dorms down to outside Mr Stocks’s study, and we are to be given a special tie – maroon with a silver stripe. (They haven’t been bought yet.) A few boys object a little to me being made 2nd head boy as they were much senior last term and I wasn’t even a probationer-server then, but all is well. I am allowed now to go to bed at last bed-bell which is at 8.30 p.m. (In the summer all bells are twenty minutes later than in winter.) My dorm is Brackenbury, where I was my first term, and there are ten boys: Bornoff (naughty), Tuckett ii (naughty), Burns (good), Anderson (naughty), Demery (good), Yeats ii (fair), Read (fair), Donald (fair) and Coackley (naughty) – and me. At first they were dreadful, but now they are behaving much better. The school play is going to be Twelfth Night and I am to be Feste the jester. Mr Harkness is pleased because I shall have two songs (‘O mistress mine, where are you roaming?’ and ‘When that I was and a little tiny boy’) and he will be accompanying me!


  Saturday, 27 May 1961


  President Kennedy has announced that the Americans are going to land a man on the moon before the end of the decade – and I am not doing any art until I have done my CEE [Common Entrance Exam]. I am doing extra Latin instead! I have learnt my lines for Feste and rehearsals are going well, but I have a lot of CEE work to do – history, science, geography, scripture, French, arithmetic, algebra, geometry, etc.! I am using the turquoise ink that Mr Harkness has given me. I like it. And I am practising my signature. I can’t decide between ‘G. D. Brandreth’ and ‘Gyles Brandreth’. (Should my stage name be ‘Gyles Daubeney’?) I had tea with Mr Harkness in his room. I sat on the bed. T.*


  Sunday, 18 June 1961


  Twelfth Night has been and gone and I survived! I thought I wasn’t going to. My voice was half gone. I was croaking badly, but the show must go on – and it did. Everyone seemed pleased and liked my black and white jester’s costume with cap and bells. Common Entrance is tomorrow!!! There has been a bad train accident in France with 24 people killed.


  Friday, 30 June 1961


  Two important things to report. 1. My Common Entrance done and dusted, I am now definitely going to go to Bedales, which is what I hoped. This is good news. 2. Not such good news. Mr Warren [the games master] walked me round the gravel path this afternoon and asked me about Mr Harkness. He asked lots of questions. Lots. I said nothing. I said there was nothing to say. I think he believed me. (TTIHLM. IDM. INTBL.*)


  Saturday, 15 July 1961


  On Thursday we had the choir outing to Folkestone and, as on all my previous choir outings, it rained! We ate our packed lunches in the bus and then groups of boys set off, each with 8/6d in his pocket to find some form of entertainment. A lot went to see a film, Sink the Bismarck, which is showing with When Comedy Was King (with Charlie Chaplin & Co.) which Pa and I saw together and enjoyed. Others saw VIP with James Robertson Justice which is also meant to be extremely good and very funny. I, however, confined myself to looking around the shops and spent nothing! I shall go home with 30/- savings at the end of term.


  Yesterday, le quatorze Juillet, in the dining room on the French table at lunch we had a really gay meal, with, besides our school fish, tomato salad, cheese, fruit and WINE. The wine was Spanish! Vive la France! (On the French table everyone has to speak French.)


  Mr Harkness is leaving at the end of term.


  Monday, 24 July 1961


  My last Sports Day. I ran – as fast as I could. (Not fast enough!) I did the relay – and didn’t drop the baton. It was a sunny day. Ma and Pa came with all the other parents. Mr Burton asked Ma to present the prizes which was an honour. Tonight I am going home. Goodbye Betteshanger. I will not miss Mr Warren, the gym, the changing rooms (they smell!), PT, cricket, etc. but I will miss Mr and Mrs Stocks, Mr and Mrs Burton, Major and Mrs Douch, Colonel Thomas, Miss Loewen, Willy Wardale [who ran the school tuck shop and general stores], the Art Room, the chapel, the boiler room, the ilex tree, the Dutch Garden, the church. Lots in fact. This is the end of an era! ‘Come, come! No time for lamentation now, / Nor much more cause . . . Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new!’†


  Pastures New

  September 1961 – December 1962


  Thursday, 14 September 1961


  Launderette. Haircut. Finish packing trunk.


  Lovely postcard from Mr Stocks: ‘We shall be absolutely lost without you next term! So much music, and fun, and goodness! But may you enjoy Bedales,* and the lovely downs nearby, very much. Have an aim – really hard work. Hard workers are always happy.’


  Monday, 18 September 1961


  Apart from my stupid twisted foot and cracked ankle bone (almost better now – I can run down three stairs at a time as opposed to my usual five!), a good summer holiday (esp. Paris) with some good shows and films. My top ones (in order):


  1. The Parent Trap. Film at Studio One with Hayley Mills. In the film Hayley plays twins! XX.†


  2. Dr Faustus at the Old Vic with Michael Goodliffe as Mephistopheles – excellent. Michael Goodliffe’s son Nicholas, who was in my class at the Lycée and my best friend (sort of), was there and sat just in front of us. We were in Row R, 8 and 9 (Stalls 7/-).


  3. La Vache et Le Prisonnier. Lovely, moving film with the very funny Fernandel who has an amazing face and is my favourite French film actor. (I love Brigitte Bardot, of course, but that’s a bit different. X.)


  4. L’Avare at the Comédie Française. I also bought the text of the play. Harpagon is my kind of part!


  5. The Merchant of Venice at the Old Vic (Gallery, 4/-). Robert Harris as Shylock, Barbara Leigh-Hunt as Portia.


  6. Bye Bye Birdie, musical at Her Majesty’s with Chita Rivera, Angela Baddeley and Marty Wilde. Fun. (A24, front row of the balcony, my favourite place, 5/-).


  7. The Rehearsal, play by Jean Anouilh at the Globe. V well done. Maggie Smith funny. (Went with Mr Harkness. Last time I’ll see him I think. All over.)


  Now going to Woolworths for assorted bits and pieces. Then going to the Zoo for the afternoon. Then end-of-holiday celebration supper with family at the Deerstalker [restaurant in Baker Street]. Tomorrow the Bedales term starts. I am on the 2.57 p.m. train from Waterloo to Petersfield. A new age dawns!


  Sunday, 24 September 1961


  I am writing this in the dorm at Lithcot, the house where I have my dorm. To get to it you have to walk across the Memorial Field from the main school buildings. I’m sharing with four other boys – Stephen Levinson, Hugh Wills, Andrew Flood, Gino Henry, all okay. Everything is okay here so far, except rugger. Routine as follows:

  



  7.15 Getting-up bell


  7.45 Everyone has to be up


  7.55 Go for walk round the orchard, rain or shine


  8.00 Breakfast


  8.30 Bed-making


  9.00 Morning school – five periods – with break halfway at 11.10. We have break in the Quad. Milk, tea, biscuits, bread. (I am making interesting bread sandwiches: two slices of white with a slice of brown as the filling. Delicious!)


  1.00 Lunch


  1.30 Siesta – my diary time.


  2.15 Change for Games or Outdoor Work


  2.45 Games or Outdoor Work. Ugh!


  4.00 Tea. Aah!


  4.35 Afternoon school – three periods


  7.00 Supper


  7.30 Evening Activities


  8.15 Evening Assembly. This is in the Lupton Hall.* A piece of music, followed by a reading. Then the whole school files out – all 238 of us – with every single pupil shaking hands with every member of staff. All the staff line up by the door and we walk pass them, shaking hands with each one, and saying ‘Goodnight Mr So-and-so, Goodnight Mrs So-and-So’. It is an old Bedales tradition.


  Sunday night (tonight) instead of Assembly we have something called ‘Jaw’. It’s like Assembly, but longer! And there is a proper talk/sermon, the ‘jaw’ bit. Tonight it was about Dag Hammarskjoeld.* He had a one-word prayer, the most powerful prayer in the world: ‘Yes!’


  A lot of Bedalians, including staff, were at the Ban the Bomb demonstration with Canon Collins, Bertrand Russell, Vanessa Redgrave, etc.† Mr Gillingham (who teaches me Maths) is the leader of the Bedales CND brigade. He is also producing The Mikado with the local Gilbert and Sullivan Society! I am going on 2 December.


  Sunday, 8 October 1961


  11.27 a.m. I am writing this in the Library. I am up in the gallery in an oak-beamed alcove. This is my favourite place.


  I have had quite an amusing letter from Mr Harkness. He says: ‘I quite understand how you feel about the rugger. Seldom does the true artist enjoy that sort of thing. Unfortunately, in life we find we can’t always be doing the things we like best, and then we just have to struggle like mad to make some sort of job of it. Otherwise it gets on top of us and makes us even more fed-up.’


  Actually, this week even the rugger hasn’t been too bad, helped by the fact that Mr Bennett (the Lithcot matron’s husband) has got me some new boots. I take size 9 and the old ones were size 6!


  On Wednesday and Saturday afternoon we are allowed to walk into Petersfield. It’s about twenty minutes, all downhill. Last Saturday some of us went to see Peter Ustinov in Romanoff and Juliet. It was great fun – and very cheap. You can sit anywhere in the cinema (children under 14) for one shilling! Yesterday, I went on my own to see HM [Hayley Mills] in Whistle Down the Wind. Wonderful.


  Last night, as on every Saturday, we had ‘entertainments’. They were five art films, extremely interesting, especially the ones on medieval painting and on Reg Butler the sculptor.*


  Ma has sent me some ‘jeans’ which will be useful for ‘Outdoor Work’, not my favourite.


  Thursday, 19 October 1961


  On Tuesday, as the weather wasn’t too good, instead of ‘Outdoor Work’ I went on what is called ‘Wet Run’. It was fairly short and only took about twenty minutes. Adam Reeves (who is in my block, wears Billy Bunter gig-lamps and plays the double bass) showed me round. (He’s even more of a weed than I am!) Yesterday I went to Petersfield and bought some Bournville dark chocolate at Woolworths (Pa’s favourite and mine) and had my hair cut very nicely (and very short) for 2/6d. Then I went and did some bell-ringing in Steep Church where one of the older boys began me on my first lessons – not very difficult. This afternoon two other boys and I tried to cut a branch off a rotting tree in ‘Outdoor Work’. We were at it for nearly two hours and finally left before lessons without it being down!!


  This weekend, on Saturday we will have an Old Bedalian giving a talk on the magazine Which? and on Sunday at 11.00 a.m. Sir Basil Henriques† is giving a talk on his work in the ‘East End’ which should be interesting. No more now as my biro has run out.


  Sunday, 12 November 1961


  Remembrance Sunday. Augustus John‡ has died. Apparently, whenever he met a small child he would pat it on the head in case it was one of his!


  On Wednesday Mr Bellis, the gym master, asked me if I would touch-judge an ‘away’ match against St Edward’s so I could not get down to see the film Parent Trap or buy my paper [the Stage]. The match wasn’t at all bad though a little cold. I made myself look very sporty and cheered madly throughout. We did brilliantly the first half then they caught up and won.


  Yesterday, however, I got to see Hayley Mills as the film was showing all week. The cinema was packed with a long queue outside. I managed to get in for the beginning and stayed to see it half through again.


  For ‘entertainments’ last night we had a man, C. E. Ellis, to talk about his sailing trips around the world showing slides. It was nothing to shout about.


  Friday, 29 December 1961


  Hes[ter] is not very well.* This evening she was on all fours in the front room, barking. Ma didn’t know what to do, so retreated to the kitchen. Pa didn’t know what to do, so I went with him next door to find our neighbour, Dr Schindler [a Freudian psychoanalyst]. Dr Schindler came over and tried to to talk to Hes, but she turned on him and tried to bite his ankle. He ran back to his flat terrified! Hes seemed a lot better after that and was quite normal by supper-time.


  Saturday, 30 December 1961


  My Bedales report came and Ma and Pa let me see it. Bits to note: Height at the end of term 5′ 4 ½′′. Weight, 7 st 6 lb. Average age of form: 13.11. All good really, except for Outdoor Work. Look:


  Outdoor Work is obviously not his métier. Nevertheless there has been a marked lack of effort and concentration. His repartee is amusing and diverting but there is too much of it.(!!!)


  That was David Sykes, the Outdoor Work master. He loves Outdoor Work. He is an Old Bedalian. Outdoor Work is at the heart of the Bedales ‘ethos’. This is Mr Gill’s form report:


  Giles has become a confident member of the school and has achieved good results, by and large, in his academic subjects. He is amusing and sociable. His contemporaries enjoy his eye-rolling melodramatic impressions; so do I. But it would be a pity if he shirked manual jobs on the estate. There is much of practical use to be learnt there and pleasure to be had.


  Note spelling of ‘Giles’!!


  Tuesday, 16 January 1962


  Tomorrow, back to school, 4.22 from Waterloo. Good Christmas holiday. I may be nearly 14, but I still like the crackling noise of my stocking (actually pillow case) at the end of the bed on Christmas Day! (Not a good Christmas for everyone, of course. Adolf Eichmann is going to be hanged. And in Peru thousands of people have died in a landslide.)


  Good Christmas shows. We did not get to see Beyond the Fringe after all, but on Monday we saw The Mousetrap at the Ambassadors’ (the longest-running play of any kind in the history of British theatre, now in its tenth year – X did it!*) and tonight we are going to Old King Cole at the Palladium with Charlie Drake (‘Hello my darlings!’). Wizard of Oz on Ice was fun at Wembley and we had a box at the Royal Festival Hall for The Nutcracker on Boxing Day. (Well done Pa sorting that out!) But best of all was Critics’ Choice at the Vaudeville with Ian Carmichael (very stylish and funny) and super-best Christopher Plummer and Eric Porter in Becket by Jean Anouilh at the Globe. Directed by Peter Hall. Really good.


  I have renewed my membership of the Homosexual Law Reform Society and the Albany Trust and have received a letter from Antony Grey personally.† The magazine is very interesting and worthwhile.


  Sunday, 21 January 1962


  As last term my form is 3C. My form includes Gay Parsons, John Wicksteed, Alison Ball, Chris Irwin, Sian Bennett and a few others. The purpose of the form is to meet occasionally on Sunday afternoons at Mr Gill’s house (form master) and generally chat. The complete block which consists of about 45 is divided into three sets, A, B and C. I am in A for everything, except Maths (B) and Science (C). The Science C set is for all the people who have to catch up with work they have missed. I have dropped the ’cello (despite my beautiful bowing wrist!), but I am striving away at the piano. My dorm is now on Boys’ Flat in the main school where we have lights out at 9.30 p.m. For this term only I and about eight others have to get up at 7.30 a.m. to lay the breakfast tables. We lay two each and miss the morning walk. This morning I ordered the Sunday Times (7d) and it was delivered TO MY BED at 7.00 a.m. by a boy who goes out every Sunday and collects all the newspapers from Petersfield railway station at 5.30 a.m.! We get cooked breakfast (sort of) from Monday to Saturday, but Sunday breakfast is definitely my favourite: soft white rolls, butter, honey and Marmite. (Honey and Marmite together is a delicacy that I much recommend.)


  Sunday, 18 February 1962


  The Sunday Times now comes with a ‘colour supplement’ each week. V good. James Hanratty has been found guilty of the murder of Michael Gregsten on the A6 at Deadman Hill and is to be hanged. Not good. I am against the death penalty. This morning we have a talk about Tristan da Cunha and the evacuation of all the islanders following last year’s volcanic eruption. Should be interesting. This afternoon I am having tea with Rachel* in her sitting room at Steepcote. If I get there first I have to put on the fire! She is entering me for a national verse-speaking competition and we are going to decide what poems I will learn – something by Masefield definitely, and probably ‘To a Snowflake’ by Francis Thompson. For my ‘free choice’ I want to do ‘Lord Lundy’ by Hilaire Belloc. Rachel is a funny old thing, but I am in her good books at the moment and I want it to stay that way because she is important to me. (And I like her really.)


  Sunday, 4 March 1962


  Yesterday we caught the 9.30 train from Petersfield, changed at Haslemere and reached Waterloo at 11.00 a.m. We took the tube to St John’s Wood (Bakerloo Line, no changing) and walked to the George Eliot School on Marlborough Hill where the competition was taking place. Rachel gave us good advice before we got there: ‘Don’t make
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