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Introduction

In his intriguing book Sex And The British: A Twentieth Century History [Michael Joseph, 1993], Paul Ferris wryly noted that high society was never much of a target for high-minded reformers in Edwardian Britain. ‘Discreet liaisons were rarely punctured by publicity, apart from a trickle of disclosures, usually via divorce cases. Privilege encouraged sexual licence, if the privileged were that way inclined . . . the country house circuit encouraged liaisons [where] adultery was the approved activity: sex before marriage, though commonplace among the poor, was an abomination unless it was sex with a prostitute, which was generally all right.’

‘In England as in France,’ ruefully wrote the popular romantic novelist Elinor Glyn, ‘in the society set every married woman was considered fair game, the assumption being that if the husband did not look after her that was his fault.’

Not that these double standards in any way hindered the determination of the so-called aristocracy to warn the masses against the temptations of the Sins of the Flesh. In all societies the ruling elite has always wanted to keep control of social and political thought for their own protection and also for the ‘benefit’ of the masses who were believed to be too ignorant, susceptible and stupid to form any such ideas of their own. And around a hundred years ago, as Paul Ferris comments: ‘Morality suited the rulers’ taste for discipline and order, as well as enhancing their sense of Imperial apartness from a world full of loose-living foreigners.’

But despite frantic attempts by Church and State to batten the hatches, the growth of elementary universal literacy in Britain combined with the burgeoning popular press, cheap printing and the new media of photography and cinematography led to the first stirrings of the great rebellion out of which a new, more tolerant and understanding morality has emerged.

So more than ninety years after they were written, the memoirs of Rupert Mountjoy can be freely published even though his erotic anecdotes would not have shocked those educated upper crust Edwardians who inhabited Rupert’s world. The King himself enjoyed a robust sexual life and shared a keen interest in illicit saucy books such as The Pearl, The Jenny Everleigh Memoirs and Les Amours de Napoleon with his close friend and fellow man-about-town, Charles Carrington (later the 3rd Baron and Marquess of Lincolnshire). Incidentally, Carrington also arranged wild parties complete with chorus girls from the music halls for the Prince of Wales and other members of the notorious ‘Marlborough House’ set whom the Prince often referred to lightheartedly as his ‘wicked boys’.

By the time the Prince was crowned King, there was growing resistance to the guilt-ridden ideas of sexual repression, and unashamed libertines such as Rupert Mountjoy no longer had to travel to Paris to enjoy life in the fast lane – if indeed this was ever really necessary!

Rupert himself was only twenty-three years old when the events recounted in his journal took place. He was living a wonderfully unhurried life of luxury in London, through the courtesy of his Uncle Humphrey who had persuaded Rupert’s parents that having gained a law degree at Oxford [see The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 2: An Oxford Scholar], their son would benefit from a year spent in Society.

In reality, as we can see from this unexpurgated selection from his diaries from 1906, this meant Rupert was able to enjoy a hedonistic if sybaritic existence, taking morning rides down Rotten Row, enjoying huge luncheons and lazy afternoons at one of his clubs and spending his evenings in pursuit of further pleasures from raffish establishments such as the Jim Jam Club in Great Windmill Street to formal Society balls to celebrate the ‘coming-out’ of such girls as Penelope Maltin, Lady Lucy Anglethorpe and the Honourable Juliet Crumberford, three madcap friends of Rupert and his fellow members of the Cremornite fraternity.

The Cremornites was ostensibly a gentlemen’s dining society, but in fact their headquarters in Green Street, Mayfair was a semi-secret haunt for a carefully selected number of upper class rakes who included the Anglo-French artist and writer Max Dalmaine, and two infamous, irrepressible ladies’ men, Sir Nicholas ‘Mad Nick’ Clee and Captain Alan Brooke of the Household Cavalry. Another regular habitué was one of the King’s financial advisors, Sir Ronnie Dunn, and Edward VII himself may well have enjoyed discreet romps at the Cremornite Club.

As social historian Dr Alexander Raspis observed in his foreword to The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 3: Art For Art’s Sake: ‘The Cremornites left no stones unturned in their search for novel erotic entertainments. They threw themselves into London’s night-life, shedding the shackles of convention as easily as they pulled off the garters of the cheeky chorus girls who joined in the revels which took place behind closed doors but which were chronicled by Rupert in these uncensored, uninhibited memoirs.’

No man except a blockhead ever wrote except for money said the great Dr Johnson and in 1913 this maxim was taken to heart by Rupert Mountjoy when he was forced to quit London for Australia following a huge row with his father, Colonel Harold Elton Fortescue Mountjoy, which led to his monthly allowance being stopped. Subsequently Rupert lost all his remaining funds and more in a disastrous speculation involving the sale of three racehorses he had been asked to oversee by the Galician bon vivant, Count Gewirtz.

But before he left London he passed his diaries to The Cremomites’ legal advisor, Sir David Godfrey, and requested him ‘to make the best financial use possible of my scribblings’. Sir David was an adroit and diplomatic Society solicitor who used to claim that he had to keep his head full of secrets because he dared not keep a diary in case it fell into the wrong hands. However, he was also blessed with a boisterous sense of humour as well as a hearty sexual appetite and after Rupert was safely on the high seas bound for Sydney, the lawyer promptly sold the diaries for a handsome sum to The Cremornite Club itself for serialisation in The Cremorne Dining Society Journal, the group’s own salacious if strictly sub rosa magazine.

The wheel of fortune turned again for Rupert in Australia for, with a sizeable cheque smuggled to him by his mother plus the sum paid for his diaries, he quickly established a gentleman’s club called The Oddbods in the heart of the business centre of Sydney. Based on lines very similar to The Cremornites, the club soon prospered and after some wild escapades which Rupert documented in further diaries he sent to Sir David Godfrey, he fell in love with Nancy du Boute, the beautiful daughter of a wealthy landowner whom he married in November, 1915.

Whilst he kept in regular contact with his mother, who visited the Mountjoy family (Nancy produced twin boys and a girl within five years) in 1919, sadly Rupert was never reconciled with his father who had died some eighteen months before his mother’s journey to Sydney.

Nor did he ever make the journey back to England although, surprisingly, on the eve of his thirty-eighth birthday in 1921, Rupert decided to sell up and emigrate once more, this time to southern California, blaming the rapaciousness of the New South Wales police for demanding bigger and bigger rake-offs for turning a blind eye to goings-on at The Oddbods Club in Pitt Street.

Perhaps he was simply getting bored, and it appears that Nancy was equally eager to make the move, looking forward to rubbing shoulders with the world-famous film stars, and indeed the rich Mountjoys were generous hosts who mixed happily with the movie set. From reading between the lines in a letter sent in 1924 to his old chum, Frank Folkestone, it would seem that Rupert took more than a passing interest in the pretty young actresses whom he met at the homes of his new Hollywood chums. From his correspondence with Frank Folkestone we know that these included the director King Vidor and international stars such as Douglas Fairbanks, Mary Pickford, Buster Keaton and Gloria Swanson. He was prudent enough only to hint at any of his own extra-marital activities in further letters to Frank Folkestone (an old school chum who first appears in The Intimate Memoirs Of An Edwardian Dandy Volume 1: Youthful Scandals and plays a major role in many licentious escapades in this book) but says acidly of ‘the comedian S.L.’ (Stan Laurel?): ‘his big problem is simply that when his trousers are unbuttoned, his brains fall out.’

Interestingly enough Rupert did not invest any of his substantial capital in the booming movie industry. Instead he switched his attention to commercial property and his main source of income came from a series of extremely profitable deals in downtown Los Angeles. He was wealthy enough to ride out the Depression and together with Nancy lived to a comfortable and happy old age.

Rupert Mountjoy certainly took part in a wide number of sexual adventures and his graphic narrative rarely palls. The sheer energy and variety of the many encounters themselves ensure that the story never becomes exhausting, and Rupert writes with a jaunty joie de vivre often missing in paler Edwardian ‘horn’ books. These current selections form the first authorised publication of the Mountjoy memoirs since the demise of The Cremornite magazine in 1917, although a pirated edition of Rupert’s writing published by ‘The Society of Venus and Priapus’ briefly circulated in London after the Armistice in 1918. They are based on an almost complete set of The Cremorne Dining Society Journal discovered during the refurbishment of an old water mill on the River Windrush in Oxfordshire.

He writes with some style, keeping the simple story moving briskly as he recounts with candid pleasure the lusty delights afforded by his frisky young playmates. Not unnaturally, he was especially delighted by oral sex which was then regarded as an aberration and it is also worth noting that unlike many Edwardians he has no interest in flagellation, although he does record how at her own request he spanked the insouciant Lucy Anglethorpe’s bare bottom during an orgiastic dinner party in a private room at an ultra-fashionable London restaurant, and earlier (again with the willing girl’s encouragement) he tanned ‘the luscious backside’ of Mary, his insatiable young chambermaid whom we first met in his previous book of memoirs Art For Art’s Sake.

But Rupert never tried to harass or bully a girl into his bed. As he often makes plain, when a girl says ‘no’ she means ‘no’ and her wishes must always be respected, although his motto seemed to be that there was never any harm in trying!

This further selection from the Mountjoy memoirs undermines the secrecy and hypocrisy of the era, and lovers of gallant literature will thoroughly enjoy Rupert’s lively tale of sexual dalliances. There is much material here as well for the social historian who will find much of interest in this classic of early twentieth century erotic adventures, which illuminates previously hidden facets of Edwardian manners and mores.

Mark Matthews

Manchester

August, 2012


Those who can’t dance criticise the music.

Old Yiddish Proverb
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