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There are men who shine in the public eye, whose names are a household word; and there are others of whom the general public knows little or nothing, and who have yet equally the quality of greatness.

Lord Salisbury’s obituary of Paul Emrys-Evans (1894–1967), The Times, 3 November 1967
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Preface

The Hidden Story

If you look carefully behind the Speaker’s chair in the House of Commons, just underneath the press gallery, there is a row of twenty-three shields, each of them about five inches high. Some have letters surrounded by laurels painted in gold on a blue background. The third from the left has ‘R B’ for Robert Bernays and one in the middle has ‘J R J M’ for John Robert Jermain Macnamara. Others have ornate crests. Ronald Cartland’s (sixth from the left) has three bushels and a golden griffin, and immediately next to it Victor Cazalet’s sports a castle, a boar and two fleurs-de-lys. Each shield commemorates an MP who lost his life in active service in the Second World War, but you will probably never have heard of them. Cartland’s name may ring a bell, because of his novelist sister Barbara, but you will almost certainly not know that at least four of the men were queer or nearly queer – that is to say, gay, bisexual or somewhere in-between – and that they had shown as much courage personally and politically before the war as they did during it, defying convention and the party managers in Parliament, the whips, with remarkable sangfroid. Most families, biographers and historians deliberately excised any hint of their sexuality from such accounts of their lives as do exist – and virtually wiped them from the history books. Even recent historians have seen these men’s shared sexuality as an irrelevance. This, then, is their  true unexpurgated story – a story of unsung bravery at a defining moment in Britain’s history.

They visited Germany in the early 1930s because Berlin was the most sexually liberal city in the world and men could have sex with one another there with impunity, unlike in Britain. They knew plenty of queer Germans, including several leading Nazis, and as young, mostly Conservative Members of Parliament they supported a rapprochement with Germany. However, they saw danger when Hitler won power, as the Nazis arrested their queer and Jewish friends, sent them to concentration camps and murdered them. So they were among the very first to warn Britain about Hitler and the most vocal in demanding that Britain oppose him, not appease him. They were attacked as warmongers, their phones were tapped, and they were threatened with deselection and exposure, but they repeatedly demanded that Britain rearm so as to challenge Nazism. The very fact that they were different from the rest of society made it easier for them to differ from the rest of the public. They were already outsiders, and were accustomed to the opprobrium of others. The architect of Britain’s policy of appeasement, the prime minister, Neville Chamberlain, hated them and branded them and their close associates as ‘the Glamour Boys’, but time and again they spoke out and bravely voted against their own government. When war came, they insisted on doing their bit in the heat of battle, with no thought for their own safety. Two of them led units that were safe havens for other queer officers and men.

Their sexuality was an essential aspect of their bravery, because they had been schooled in courage by a society that hated homosexuality. Every era in history has had its share of men who love men. They have faced prejudice, violence, imprisonment and even execution. But throughout this period the law in Britain was extraordinarily strict. Thousands of men were ostracised, humiliated, blackmailed and imprisoned for the slightest misdemeanour and on the flimsiest evidence. They were referred to in derogatory code as ‘flamboyant’, ‘colourful’, ‘unconventional’, ‘bohemian’, ‘artistic’, ‘versatile’ or even ‘musical’. They were forced to live in the shadows, always looking over their shoulder before they took another man’s hand or entered one of the secretive queer bars that managed to survive. Lies and half-truths became a way of life. They invented a secret code of their own, whereby other homosexuals were ‘so’ or ‘TBH’ (to be had). Some tried to be celibate, others led a double life in a marriage of convenience, which often left pain and anguish in its wake. Many hated themselves as much as they feared detection. The lucky ones could hide behind a wall of privilege in a coterie of like-minded souls, just so long as they chose their company carefully and never made their true nature explicit. Just a few dared the world to condemn them, and shared a life, a home and a bed with another man. That took considerable courage and frequent acts of subterfuge, but it also made them outsiders.

They learned to dissemble. They recruited obliging female friends who were in the know to accompany them to parties. So as not to embarrass anyone, they masked their lovers’ gender behind invented female names. They switched ‘he’ to ‘she’ and ‘his’ to ‘hers’ with ease. They made their excuses early at polite parties so they could seek more enticing company at less salubrious late-night haunts. They ruffled the sheets in the second bedroom, so nobody knew they had slept together. They pretended to be master and servant. It was not all miserable, of course. Plenty of bars, clubs and restaurants welcomed a queer clientele. If you were bold and grand enough, you could always find a guardsman in St James’s Park or a porter behind the Theatre Royal. If you had two shillings and sixpence for the entrance fee you could get a rub from a gentleman in the Turkish baths, and if your funds couldn’t stretch that far you could scout out a stranger in a public toilet. The risk of arrest and exposure even added a frisson to these stolen moments of gratification.

For obvious reasons, there are very few remaining records of these men’s private lives. In many cases their families destroyed what little was left of their personal correspondence. I have had to dig deep into the archives and read between the lines to assemble their untold story. I have tried never to go beyond what I can state with certainty, but my working assumption has been that they had more sex than we know about. They would not have used the modern term ‘gay’, so I have avoided it except in its historic meaning of light-hearted or brightly coloured. They would almost certainly have denied that they were ‘homosexual’, although the term was in use and I use it where appropriate. They might have preferred now-obsolete terms like ‘invert’, ‘uranist’ or ‘urning’, but ‘queer’ was regularly used in a pejorative sense during this period, so I have decided to own it and used it in a non-pejorative sense to include all men who had same-sexual feelings or lived outside the heterosexual norms of the day.

This hidden story matters because homosexual men have been portrayed for centuries as hedonistic, effeminate, limp-wristed and flighty. It was assumed that they would be physically and morally weak, that they would run away from danger and undermine morale. Many queer men overcompensated by choosing supposedly manly pursuits like boxing or bodybuilding. Often they condemned in others what they refused to accept in themselves. Some, like the MP Bob Boothby, who always denied any hint of homosexuality, even perpetuated the stereotype. ‘Homosexuals’, he wrote, ‘do not believe in a future. They are, therefore, not good at sustained fortitude over long periods of time. But they are reckless; and on the spur of the moment, they can be immensely brave.’1 Yet the queer Glamour Boys were the ultimate exemplars of sustained fortitude. They swam against the tide in their private and their political lives; they faced down overwhelming political opinion and showed the courage of their convictions by enlisting. Without them we would never have gone to war with Hitler, Churchill would never have become prime minister and Nazism would never have been defeated.

This is not a simple story. Although four of them were killed in action, these men were not always heroic. They were often deeply conflicted. They were never part of a gay rights movement and they would have been amazed at the freedoms enjoyed today. If anything, they reckoned that men like them simply had to make the best of a bad lot. They would probably have hated to be identified as homosexual, queer or gay. And yet I hope they would have been as proud of this book as we should be of them, because, as one of them put it in 1943, ‘This is part and parcel of the battle we are fighting – the battle for justice, liberty and toleration.’2




Introduction

Cocktails and Laughter

At the opening night of On with the Dance in March 1925, Alice Delysia’s ballsy rendition of Noël Coward’s song ‘Poor Little Rich Girl’ brought the audience to its feet. It was full of his trademark bittersweetness. It both celebrated the quintessential flapper girl of the ‘Roaring Twenties’ and saw through her. ‘Cocktails and laughter, but what comes after?’ ran the refrain.

It certainly felt like a time for cocktails and laughter. Moving pictures, telephones and automobiles were making the Western world jangle with opportunity. Jazz was spicing up the music scene with new syncopated rhythms and risqué lyrics. Black American blues singers like Bessie Smith and Ma Rainey topped the charts. There were other changes, too. Women over the age of thirty could vote. For the first time the Matrimonial Causes Act 1923 meant that either a husband’s or a wife’s adultery could be grounds for divorce, not just a wife’s. The rich and edgy American-born Nancy Astor had been an MP since 1919 and in 1924 the former shop girl Margaret Bondfield had been a minister in a short-lived minority Labour government, which was led by Ramsay MacDonald, the illegitimate son of a farm labourer and a housemaid, something that would have been unthinkable in 1914. Lloyd George’s budget of 1909 had dealt a blow to the entitled landed aristocracy, who offloaded Titians, tiaras and acres and pulled down crumbling surplus stately homes to pay death duties, but they still maintained retinues of servants at their London mansions and country piles, and their sons and daughters danced the Charleston, mixed cocktails named Sidecars, Bees’ Knees and Mary Pickfords, and learned how to fly.

That was only half the story in Britain, though. ‘What comes after?’ was the question everybody had been asking ever since Armistice Day in 1918. Yes, Britain was still an empire. George V was king and emperor. If you included Britain’s colonies, protectorates and mandates, the Empire coloured half the world pink. Australia, New Zealand, Canada, the whole of the Indian subcontinent, large swathes of Africa from Capetown to Cairo, even Palestine – they were all under nominal British rule. The nation was bruised, though. Roughly a million of her empire’s subjects had been killed in the ‘Great War’ and another 2 million who had been wounded were a constant reminder. Many men – including leading politicians – were mentally scarred by what they had seen, felt and smelt in the trenches – the rats, the gas, the blood-drenched mud, the blown-out dugouts and the widespread incompetence. Women had lost husbands, fiancés, lovers, brothers and sons. Some families had lost every man. People were still angry with Germany, but nobody wanted another war. Many began to think that the Treaty of Versailles had been too vengeful and that Germany should be given a chance to get up off her knees, especially as unemployment and inflation ripped through the German economy.

Britain’s finances were equally parlous. She owed America $4.4 billion, her annual debt repayments amounted to 44 per cent of all government expenditure and the total debt stood at 172 per cent of UK GDP. Working men and women were growing impatient, too. The recruiting officers had promised a land fit for heroes, but soldiers and nurses had returned to a shrunken economy, high unemployment, slave wages, miserly dole payments, sweatshops and slum housing. The Poor Law was still on the statute books and every town still had its workhouse. The nation’s industrial heartlands in South Wales, the North East, the North West and Clydeside, which had been dominated by shipbuilding, coal, and iron and steel, were in sharp decline and politicians produced endless reports about the ‘Depressed’ or ‘Special Areas’.

The political pendulum swung this way and that. The general election of 1918 had delivered the Liberal Prime Minister David Lloyd George and his coalition partners a massive majority, but the Conservative Party (or, to give it its full title, the Conservative and Unionist Party) dismantled that coalition and formed its own government in 1922, following which there were three general elections in two years. First the Conservatives won a majority in November 1922, as the Liberal Party split in two, thereby allowing Labour to make gains. When the Conservatives opted for an unnecessary election under their new leader Stanley Baldwin in December 1923, the electorate delivered a hung parliament, in which the Conservatives had the most seats, but Labour could outnumber them with Liberal support. So Ramsay MacDonald formed a fragile minority government, which fractured following a vote of no confidence in October 1924. The subsequent election was dominated by the leaking of the faked ‘Zinoviev letter’, which purported to prove that the Labour Party was in league with communist Russia – and the complete collapse of the Liberal vote. The result was a comfortable Conservative victory under the mild-mannered Baldwin, but his parliamentary majority of 209 could not protect him from economic gales and talk of social unrest. The nation had achieved minimal growth in 1924, but this was scotched by the decision of the new Chancellor, Winston Churchill, to return the pound to the gold standard, rendering British exports even less competitive. Soon, organised Labour was itching for a fight as the dole queues lengthened and people lined up at soup kitchens.

It was an anxious, questioning, turbulent time and it was hardly surprising that many saw cocktails and laughter as a perfect antidote. The poor struggled on while the bright young things of the leisured class danced and drank and strained at the leash of sexual convention.

There was no such loosening of the corsets for homosexual men, however, who experienced a sharp escalation in moral panic. It was not strictly speaking a criminal offence to be homosexual. Nobody, after all, recognised that anyone could be inherently homosexual. The almost universal view, however, was that same-sex acts of whatever kind were unnatural, a deliberate perversion of what God intended (and most people believed in God). Any infraction or deviation should therefore be severely punished – and no distinction was drawn between sex between two consenting adult men and paedophilia. Some brave souls had questioned this revulsion at consensual homosexuality. The poet and anthologist Edward Carpenter had lived with his much younger working-class partner George Merrill since 1898 and had praised what he called ‘Uranian’ love in his 1908 book The Intermediate Sex, claiming that ‘Eros is a great leveller’.1 The sexologist Havelock Ellis had published the first medical treatise on homosexuality in 1897, the same year that the poet George Ives created the secret Order of Chaeronea, named after the Sacred Band of Thebes, the elite force of 150 same-sex couples who had died in battle in 338 BC. In 1914 Ives had founded the British Society for Sex Psychology along with Carpenter, writer Laurence Housman and the German Jewish sexologist Magnus Hirschfeld, hoping to drag society round to a more rational, less judgemental understanding of human sexuality.

Yet the ghost of Oscar Wilde was everywhere. His double trial, humiliation, imprisonment, ostracism and exile were stories everybody knew. The thrice-married Irish-British-American journalist and novelist Frank Harris wrote that after his friend Oscar’s conviction in 1895 ‘every train to Dover, every steamer to Calais thronged with members of the aristocratic and leisured classes, who seemed to prefer Paris, or even Nice out of season, to a city like London, where the police might act with such unexpected vigour’.2 Although Harris’s controversial autobiography was very explicit about his own numerous affairs, he did not expressly state that the ex-minister, the recently ennobled millionaire who was ‘celebrated for his exquisite taste in art’ and the famous general, all of whom had suddenly moved to the Continent, were guilty of Wilde’s crime – he merely called them ‘aesthetes’ – but the imputation was clear. Fearing prosecution, hundreds of wealthy men made their homes abroad. Oscar Wilde died in 1900 but his trial cast a long shadow. Two decades later the bestselling author William Somerset Maugham (‘Willie’) was forced to set up residence at the Villa La Mauresque at Cap Ferrat with his American lover Gerald Haxton because Gerald had been arrested with another man in a hotel during the war and, although acquitted, was thereafter refused entry to the UK. Willie was a regular at Mayfair dinner parties, but it was only in France that the couple could entertain their coterie of queer friends in safety.3

The law was strict, but some bars and venues managed to get away with hosting a mixed or queer clientele. The Cave of the Golden Calf only survived for a couple of years before the Second World War in a basement in a cul-de-sac off Regent Street, but others had sprung up: the Long Bar in the Trocadero, the Criterion, Chez Victor and the Fitzroy Tavern. You had to be careful: you could never be certain if the man asking you for a light was an undercover policeman, but London was not entirely without possibilities.

Things were different on the Continent. Whatever the Catholic Church said, the framework of French law, the Napoleonic Code, was silent on homosexuality, and the literary salons of Paris had a large number of prominent queer writers, who wrote about homosexuality and were privately open about their own preferences, even if they tried to avoid being publicly identified as queer. These included André Gide, who discovered his sexuality in the sand dunes of Tangiers; Marcel Proust, who wrote about same-sex attraction but tried desperately to avoid being labelled as queer; Jean Cocteau, who made little secret of his love of what he called ‘the strong sex, which I find legitimate to call the fair sex’;4 and Jean Genet, who left his foster mother’s house at night in full make-up. As if to prove the difference between the two countries, the restaurateur Marcel Boulestin, who brought French cuisine to Britain in the 1920s, published a successful novel on a homosexual theme, Les Fréquentations de Maurice, in France in 1911, but nobody dared print it in England.*

The Weimar Republic, which constituted the German Reich from 1919, was even more liberal and saw an extraordinary flowering of homosexual liberation. In theory, Paragraph 175 of its penal code proscribed homosexuality across the whole country, but the Social Democrat government in the regional Free State of Prussia, led by Otto Braun, declared that the Prussian authorities would urge the Reich to reform Paragraph 175 and in the meantime would not enforce it in their territory (which covered 60 per cent of Germany and included Berlin). This allowed Magnus Hirschfeld, who had been campaigning for reform for decades (his early work proved that three out of every hundred homosexual men committed suicide), to open his Institute for the Science of Sexuality (and accompanying Museum of Sex) in Berlin, not far from the Reichstag. Not everyone agreed with this relaxation of the law. Hirschfeld was badly beaten up in 1920. But dozens of bars, clubs, restaurants and Turkish baths started to cater for a queer clientele. As Christopher Isherwood, who briefly lived at the Institute, revealed in his autobiographical novels Mr Norris Changes Trains and Goodbye to Berlin (which were later the basis of the 1972 musical Cabaret), by the middle of the 1920s Berlin was the most sexually liberated city in the world. British men who could afford it, including many of the men in this book, made regular pilgrimages to Berlin, largely so as to enjoy sex with impunity. Many also committed themselves to ending Germany’s pariah status. They actively campaigned for an end to the harsh clauses of the Versailles Treaty and for a rapprochement between Germany and Britain.

Some barely quibbled at Hitler’s initial ascent. They thought the ‘new Germany’ was thrilling and full of energy. She should be given the benefit of the doubt. But the men this book is about were among the earliest critics of Nazism in Britain. Bob Boothby and Rob Bernays were warning about Hitler’s territorial ambitions as early as 1932. For some it was the treatment of the Jews that turned them into ardent campaigners for rearmament. Others like Philip Sassoon and Harold Nicolson were revolted by the assassinations of homosexuals in the Night of the Long Knives in 1934, or by the imprisonment of homosexual friends thereafter. For Jack Macnamara it was a chance visit to the concentration camp at Dachau in 1936 that changed his mind. For Victor Cazalet it was rich Jews in Austria begging him to take them back to Britain after the Nazi annexation of Austria in the Anschluss, even if it meant working as a gardener. Each had a personal reason to want Britain to oppose Hitler with all her might, but their shared determination made them braver than they might have been alone.

After all, this was not a popular stance in Britain. Sympathy for the Jews was in short supply thanks to endemic anti-Semitism. Right-wing organisations proliferated, spreading deliberately false anti-Semitic rumours. According to the entirely fictitious Protocols of the Elders of Zion, which acquired an extraordinary currency at this time, the Jews had long planned global domination. It was said they were in cahoots with the communists, that they wanted to make money out of a new war and they were renowned for crafty manipulation behind the scenes. Anti-Semitic tropes about their unexplained wealth, their miserliness, their desire for global domination and their ‘hidden hand’ proliferated. There was little British sympathy, either, for the many homosexuals Hitler despatched. He was, in the words of The Times, simply ‘clearing up’.5

There was another reason for political reluctance to rearm. Before the First World War, the British Army was so tiny that Otto von Bismarck had joked as German Chancellor that the German police could arrest it. Unlike other countries, Britain had only reluctantly introduced conscription and millions had volunteered. Propaganda had helped win the war in 1918. Public morale mattered for once – and the electorate had nearly tripled in 1918 with the inclusion of all men over twenty-one and women over thirty. It was difficult to gauge public opinion, though. Stanley Baldwin wrote to his fellow Conservative Austen Chamberlain just before the 1924 general election that he was confident, though not boastful, of a comfortable victory. But in truth no politician in the 1920s or 1930s had a secure way of knowing what the wider public felt. There were no opinion polls on voting intentions or individual subjects. Politicians relied on the opinions of the small set of people they met every day, attendances at rallies, their postbag and their own gut instincts. As Baldwin admitted, it was ‘impossible to prophesy with this unwieldy electorate’.6

In addition, the National Government, which was formed in 1931 following the collapse of the Labour Government and consisted of Conservative, National Labour and Liberal National MPs, enjoyed a vast majority over the Labour Party Opposition. This meant Parliament was an echo chamber where MPs confirmed their own prejudices, while most of the press was affiliated to one party or another and subject to the political whims of their proprietors. There was one weathervane – parliamentary by-elections. Baldwin certainly felt that the East Fulham by-election in 1933, which saw a National Government majority of 14,521 converted into a Labour victory by 4,840, sent out a clear statement from ‘this pacific democracy’ that rearmament was unthinkable. He was contemplating holding an early general election, but, ‘I cannot think’, he said, ‘of anything that would have made the loss of the election more certain.’7 You could also read the results of the League of Nations Union’s Peace Ballot announced in June 1935 in several ways. There was a three to one majority in favour of using military measures, if necessary, to tackle an aggressor nation. But of the 11.6 million people who took part, 90 per cent supported disarmament, the prohibition of private arms manufacture and the abolition of national military and naval aircraft. Against this background, it is unsurprising that Neville Chamberlain and the vast majority of Conservative MPs believed that the public supported disarmament, appeasement and the avoidance of war. Whether they were right or not is merely a matter for speculation.

Given the British revulsion against homosexuality and apparent fear of and opposition to another war, it is extraordinary that a group of queer men should play a prominent role in urging Britain to oppose Hitler and Mussolini. They were taking a double risk, challenging their government and society. Yet from 1934 onwards, as Hitler ratcheted up attacks on homosexuals and Jews, a number of queer and nearly queer politicians, most of them Conservatives and all of them sitting on the National Government benches, allied themselves with Anthony Eden and Winston Churchill and pushed for their government to rearm against Hitler. The new prime minister in 1937, Neville Chamberlain, who disliked being contradicted at the best of times, loathed everything about them. He launched a secret campaign to discredit them and labelled them the ‘Glamour Boys’, a term he and his secretive master of the dark arts, Sir Joseph Ball, craftily coined as a term of abuse because it insinuated something sexually untoward about the informal grouping of anti-appeasement MPs that coalesced in 1938 and 1939. ‘Glamour’, after all, denoted something bewitching, misleading, ephemeral and fundamentally feminine or effeminate. It was not the only term Chamberlain and his allies used. They also called them ‘the boys’ brigade’, ‘the glory boys’, ‘rebels’, ‘malcontents’ and ‘insurgents’. But the term ‘Glamour Boys’ was insidiously successful because although not all the opponents of appeasement were queer (and not all queer MPs opposed appeasement), the number of government rebels who were queer is striking. Of course, Chamberlain and Ball were careful never to make a direct allegation. Nor was there ever a definitive list of the Glamour Boys, although one of Chamberlain’s most ardent supporters, the married but queer MP Henry ‘Chips’ Channon, named seventeen ‘insurgents’ in March 1938.8

Who were they? Some of the leading figures in the list were, so far as we are aware, entirely heterosexual. There was Winston Churchill, then in his fifties and preaching rearmament and enhanced air power in his wilderness years. Equally consistent was Leo Amery (1873–1955), a noted skier and mountaineer, who was happily married with two sons and served as First Lord of the Admiralty and Secretary of State for the Colonies in the 1920s and repeatedly argued for strengthening the British Army. Another of Churchill’s close allies was his son-in-law Duncan Sandys (1908–87). Others in the list were Edward Spears (1886–1974), the socially awkward Francophile brigadier-general who had led the British military mission in Paris at the end of the First World War and was married to the American novelist Mary Borden; Derrick Gunston (1891–1985), who was awarded the Military Cross for his service in the Irish Guards in the war; Paul Emrys-Evans (1894–1967); Leonard Ropner (1895–1977), who started his working life in the family shipping firm but joined the Royal Artillery during the war and was also awarded the MC; and Godfrey Nicholson (1901–91), the affable son of a family of gin distillers, who was too young to serve in the First World War and was father to four children. Channon’s list was not definitive. On other occasions he reckoned the group numbered as many as forty and he omitted Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden (1897–1977), Eden’s deputy at the Foreign Office, ‘Bobbety’ Viscount Cranborne (1893–1972), his parliamentary private secretary (PPS) Jim Thomas (1903–60), and Cranborne’s PPS Mark Patrick (1893–1942), all of whom resigned over Chamberlain’s handling of foreign affairs in February 1938. Others regularly appeared in the same rebellious lobby, including Lord Wolmer (1887–1971), Duff Cooper (1890–1954), Robert Bower (1894–1975), Harold Macmillan (1894–1986), Anthony Crossley (1894–1939), Richard Law (1901–80), Hubert Duggan (1904–43) and Dudley Joel (1904–41). None of these, so far as I am aware, was anything other than heterosexual.

However, seven out of Channon’s seventeen were homosexual, bisexual or somewhere in-between: Harold Nicolson, Victor Cazalet, Ronnie Tree, Bob Boothby, Brendan Bracken (1901–58), Jack Macnamara and Ronnie Cartland. In addition, the government ministers Philip Sassoon, Harry Crookshank and Rob Bernays were critical of the policy of appeasement and were also on a similar scale; and it is highly likely that both Jim Thomas and Hamilton Kerr (1903–74) shared their same-sex preference.

In other words, however you construct the list of Glamour Boys, the majority were heterosexual. Yet the derogatory label only stuck because roughly a quarter of them were queer, and at several key moments these were the most outspoken of the whole group. That is why I have focused especially on the queer Glamour Boys. In a sense they put the glamour into the Glamour Boys and thereby gave their powerful political opponents a stick with which to beat the whole of the group. It is remarkable that this never stopped Eden and Churchill from associating with them, but they were the closest-knit group within the wider alliance and without them the wider group would never have succeeded.

‘Cocktails and laughter, but what comes after?’ was the theme of many a homosexual man’s life in this period. Pleasure, not pride, came before a fall. And yet a few brave men managed to find a way through that complex world of subterfuge and denial. The eldest was Harold Nicolson, who was thirty-nine in 1925. Philip Sassoon and Victor Cazalet had already seen war at close quarters. But Bob Boothby and Rob Bernays were still in their twenties and Jack Macnamara and Ronnie Cartland were not yet old enough to vote. They had everything to learn.



* E. M. Forster (1879–1970) wrote Maurice, about a love affair between two men, in 1913–14 and revised it several times, but sadly never dared publish it in his lifetime. It first appeared in 1971.
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