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EDITORIAL NOTE
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ON THE LAST DAY OF 1958, as Vita Sackville-West put away the letters that Harold Nicolson had written to her during that year, she glanced through some of the annual folders that had preceded this latest addition to her filing cabinet, and wrote to her husband, “I hope that someday Nigel may publish a selection of them.” By the time of her death four years later, there were fifty such folders, containing all, or nearly all, the letters he had written to her since their engagement in 1912. He preserved her letters, too. Their correspondence totaled 10,500 letters in all, many of them pages long.

For some years after my father’s death in 1968 I kept them at Sissinghurst, and made use of them in editing the three volumes of his diaries and writing Portrait of a Marriage. I also lent them to his biographer (James Lees-Milne), to Vita’s biographer (Victoria Glendinning), and to the historians of their gardens, Anne Scott-James and Jane Brown. Their books aroused the interest of many other people, and as it was difficult to store the documents safely in a private house and make them available to students, I decided in 1983 to sell the entire collection, together with Lady Sackville’s diaries, to the Lilly Library, Indiana University, at Bloomington, Indiana, where they are kept in conditions ideal both for preservation and access. I am much indebted to William R. Cagle, the Lilly Librarian, and to Saundra Taylor, his Curator of Manuscripts, for their hospitality, interest, and help.

Vita proposed a selection of Harold’s letters only, thinking her own unworthy companions to them, an opinion that I have ignored because I do not share it. A one-sided correspondence is not a correspondence, and her letters are of much interest, particularly in the early years, and essential for an understanding of their remarkable relationship.

The majority of these letters have not been published before, and were selected for that reason. But it would have been foolish to omit, for the sake of claiming first publication for everything, certain letters previously quoted in full or in part by myself or the two biographers, when they are key documents in explaining important incidents or attitudes, or perhaps for no

other reason than that they are interesting or very funny. Examples are Vita’s apologia for her affair with Violet Trefusis (here) or Harold’s description of his first meeting with Charles and Anne Lindbergh (here).

My main purpose has been to show how the companionship of two very different people developed over these fifty years, and how their marriage survived crises, sexual incompatibility and long absences to become a source of profound happiness to both. They kept their work (Vita her writing, Harold his diplomacy and politics) separate from their personal lives, and seldom wrote to each other about it, unless one of them had just published a book or an event of great national importance, like the Abdication or both world wars, had occurred. I have retained enough to indicate the impact of these events upon them, but in the main their correspondence is the story of their maturing love for each other, expressed, for example, in their joint creation of the garden at Sissinghurst.

I have not thought it necessary to print the whole of every letter. Most letter-writers deal in the same letter with several subjects, and to isolate one or two of them for publication in a book that does not pretend to be a complete correspondence is, I believe, excusable. Nor have I annotated the letters fully, because to do so in a popular edition is likely to annoy the reader by telling him what he does not need or want to know. Only the first letter is annotated in the traditional way, to show him what he has been spared in all the others.

The addresses are given in full when they first appear, but thereafter they are truncated (“Long Barn,” “Teheran,” “Sissinghurst,” “Berlin,” etc.). Sometimes the greeting and signature are given in full, but more often they are omitted, because to repeat endlessly the endearments at the beginning and end of letters written by the same two people is to render their correspondence more saccharine than it seemed to them. Family expressions, nicknames, family jokes, and their habit of referring to each other in the third person (“Mar isn’t going to like this: nor does Hadji”) are only tolerable to an outsider if sparingly used, and they have been reduced by judicious excision.

I am much indebted to Mary Morgan for her sympathetic typing of the letters from photocopies supplied by the Lilly Library.

NIGEL NICOLSON

Sissinghurst Castle, Cranbrook, Kent






INTRODUCTION
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HAROLD NICOLSON WAS the better letter-writer of the two, and not only because he had more to write about after 1930, the watershed in both their lives, when he changed his profession in mid-career and Vita left social Long Barn for reclusive Sissinghurst. He enjoyed writing letters more than she did, was eager to share experiences that would interest or amuse her, and he used his letters, as he did his contemporary diary, not just to record, but as a literary exercise at the start of each day, much as a man might knock up in a squash court before the match began. Thus he was given to set-piece descriptions of incidents and conversations (he had an exceptional aural memory), of moods and landscapes, of other people’s clothes and houses, and how accent, gesture, mannerisms, and chatter reveal a person’s background and taste. His letter-writing style, in fact, was little different from that which he adopted in his most loved book, Some People, and developed in his broadcasts of the 1930s, but less severe, less classical, less ornate than his articles and other books. He had no thought of publication as he wrote his daily letters to Vita, but some of them, like his description of the signing of the Treaty of Versailles on 28 June 1919 or his meeting with James Joyce on 4 February 1934, were undoubtedly intended for more than her eyes.

Vita, on the other hand, had no great wish to record or share experiences. Her diary, which she kept only intermittently, was little more than a retrospective engagement book. Nor was she gifted with Harold’s effortless wit, or his ability to praise without flattery and mock without offense. In writing to him she didn’t choose to exercise her narrative or poetic skills, which were greater than his, as she did when writing to other intimates, like Virginia Woolf. Indeed, I find it strange that the best of her books, like The Garden, Passenger to Teheran, and All Passion Spent, reveal a quite different, profounder,

cleverer Vita than her letters to Harold. Perhaps it was because he understood her so well, and she felt so certain of his love, that she saw no need to show off a little, moan a little, exult a little, as he did in his letters to her. He threw his pleasures like confetti into the air, and craved sympathy for his sorrows. She nursed hers to herself. But this had not always been so. She became more reticent as she grew older. Some of her earliest letters, when they were engaged, indulged in mock scolding and flirtatious quips that she abandoned after marriage, but that she, too, was capable of the set piece, and did it well, is illustrated by her description of Rodin in his studio on 3 September 1913, and her humor (as well as her fortitude) emerges from the account of her escape from revolutionary Poland on 13 May 1926. Her most self-revealing letters were written to Harold in Persia, when she was struggling to reconcile her concurrent love for him and for Virginia Woolf, and at least two weeks would elapse before her letter reached him, and a month before she received his reply, the interval of time and distance reassuring her that she was not trapped.

Even before their wedding, Harold referred to “our amazing marriage” (28 July 1913), and indeed it was strange, so strange that many people could not resist questioning whether it was a marriage at all. When my account of it was published in 1973, a Sunday newspaper headlined its review of the book, “Portrait of a What?” The critic could not believe that a marriage that renounced sex after two sons were born could be anything more than a loving friendship, and that didn’t count as marriage, particularly when both partners, by mutual consent, were unfaithful to each other with people of their own sex. But in every other sense Vita and Harold achieved a relationship richer and more enduring than most couples, replacing sex by something more binding and even more gratifying—mutual support, mutual sympathy, mutual forebearance, common enjoyments (gardens, books, children, travel, friends), and the generosity to encourage in the other separate achievements, separate pleasures, separate holidays, separate lovers, without loss of trust or affection. Neither felt any jealousy, envy, or resentment of the other. While they missed each other agonizingly during Harold’s long absences abroad, it never occurred to them to suggest that Vita should sacrifice her independence by joining him permanently in his diplomatic posts. They wore their separation like

a hair shirt. “It is rather good for us to have a chance of thoroughly missing each other,” wrote Vita before their wedding had even taken place. And thirteen years later (slightly paraphrased):

What is the point, in our enlightened world, of marriage? You see, if we had just lived together, we would be living together still, just as happily, and it would make no difference to our passion for our garden or our interest in the children. The whole system of marriage is wrong. It ought, at least, to be optional, and no stigma if you prefer a less claustrophobic form of contract. For it is claustrophobic. (26 December 1926)

Harold never found it claustrophobic. He liked marriage. It gave their union stability, legitimized their children, made Long Barn a home, not just a shared house, and their possessions common possessions. He was domesticated: Vita was not. He needed her love more than she needed his, because she was always sure of his and for many years he was not quite sure of hers. The slight tension that resulted is evident from his letters. He is always reassuring himself by dramatizing the happiness of their marriage and constantly re-examining its roots, and ultimately she caught the habit. (“I do think that we have managed things cleverly.”) There is a note of self-congratulation about their correspondence that some readers have found puzzling.

Harold began by thinking that he could manage Vita. She responded with spirit, as if testing her blade against his before a duel. In his engagement letters he made tentative sallies to assert his masculinity: “I really must be the one who ‘disposes’ in these things ... About big things I am to have the upper hand” (17 February 1913), but he did it in the manner of someone who, having once put his foot down, immediately lifts it up again. He ended the same letter, “Remember that whatever you do ... I shall know that you were right.” He was Victorian by birth, Edwardian by upbringing, Georgian by temperament, and the three influences conflicted in his character, the first authoritative, the third conciliatory, whereas Vita, even in childhood, had settled her priorities much more firmly. She would be liberated, iconoclastic, rebellious; and although she loved Knole with a sick passion, she was a wanderer, a gypsy—Pepita reincarnated—or so, for a time, she liked to think.


The duality of her character led to the great Trefusis affair. It has so often been described, even dramatized on film, that I need only repeat that it was the crisis of their marriage. In this volume I have included letters that tell the story from their two points of view as it was happening, and added later letters that make clear Vita’s remorse for her part in it and Harold’s fear of Violet’s pernicious influence which persisted until the end of his life.

“You know what infatuation is,” she wrote to him, soon after the crisis had passed, “and I was mad.” And then, rather curiously, within two years of her death, “You were older than me, and far better informed. I was very young, and very innocent. I knew nothing about homosexuality ... You should have told me” (23 November 1960). She was not all that young, not all that innocent. In 1920 she was twenty-eight, and although she may not have given homosexuality a name, she had had a taste of it with Rosamund Grosvenor long before her more torrid affair with Violet Trefusis began. We have no need to find excuses for her. Her behaviour was reckless and cruel. Violet’s was worse. Her humiliation of her husband was an act of cynical wickedness compared to Vita’s guilt-laden betrayal of Harold.

What of his part in it? As his dialogue with Vita was conducted almost entirely by correspondence (when alone together they could barely bring themselves to mention the subject), one can trace his terrible dilemma through all its mutations, undecided whether to bully Vita into submission or cajole her, act like Petruchio with his shrew or Bassanio with Portia. His nature was gentle, and it was gentleness that won in the end, but from time to time he simulated defiance, “Come back at once” alternating with “Come back when you can,” and Vita took advantage of his vacillation, hating herself for doing so. But if he was gentle, Harold was not weak. It was not the performance of a weak man to woo and win, against formidable competition, so fiery a girl as Vita was in 1912, nor to gain an early reputation as the most brilliant diplomatist of his generation, the confidant of Lloyd George, Balfour, and Curzon, the adviser of Clemenceau, Venizelos, and President Wilson. He managed to retrieve Vita from Violet not just by being lovable, but because he was admirable, in spirit, intelligence, and fervor, and because, by that time, deep down, she wanted to be rescued from her insane adventure. Her ruthlessness had given

the impression of strength, but it was she who was the weakest of the three, and afterwards the most repentant. She spent the rest of her life making up for him the brutality of those three years.

Yet a streak of mercilessness persisted in her. She could hate more violently than Harold: “Those filthy Germans! Let us level every town in Germany to the ground! I shan’t care” (16 February 1944), and in the casual way she discarded lovers she displayed an arrogance worthy of generations of Sackvilles. Her shabby treatment of Geoffrey Scott is a striking example. But her short-lived affair with him was an aberration. She was born to be a lesbian lover. Though she bore three sons (one of whom died at birth), she was perpetually astonished that God should have devised such a peculiar way of begetting children, and her astonishment soon turned to disgust. With women lovers her only problem was to free herself of one love affair in order to begin the next, and she contrived this difficult task without ever inflicting a lasting wound. She did not regard sex as the most important element in her relationship with women, no more than she had with Harold, and once that phase was over, they could remain friends. Not all her lovers saw it in quite the same way. They were disconcerted by the frankness of some lines in her poem Solitude (1938):

Those cheap and easy loves! But what were they,

Those rank intruders into darkest lairs?

We take a heart and leave our own intact.

Was that all they had meant to her?

With Virginia Woolf it was very different. Vita was flattered by her attention, awed; and it surprised her that Virginia could embark at the age of forty-four upon the only love affair of her life without trepidation, as if she didn’t want to go to her grave without having done something really wicked. Vita was apprehensive (she didn’t need Harold’s warning) that their love making might trigger in Virginia a new attack of madness. It didn’t. Both women were enriched by it. Vita found in their intimacy an inspiration that she gained from no other person. Seducers in Ecuador was one direct result of it, the most original of all Vita’s prose works, written for Virginia, in her allusive style, and published by her, and from Virginia’s side came Orlando, the longest and most charming love letter in literature.


Vita told Harold, who was in Teheran, a safe distance away, that she and Virginia had slept together, but it was the only occasion when she was so frank. Their unwritten marriage pact stipulated that each would tell the other about their current affairs. When it came to the point, they were too shy. They allowed the information to be surmised from dropped hints, that Harold had met “a funny new friend, a dressmaker,” Edward Molyneux (15 September 1919), or Ivor Novello, the film star (14 April 1928), and Vita spoke lightly of Mary Campbell and Hilda Matheson, knowing that he would guess the true situation, just as she never needed to probe into his lifelong friendship with Raymond Mortimer, or his more casual affairs with young men like James Pope-Hennessy or John Strick. It was as if in this respect they were two unmarried friends, trained to leave each other’s indiscretions unquestioned and not even to think of them as infidelities.

Vita’s character changed more than Harold’s as she grew older. The major transformation coincided with their move from Long Barn to Sissinghurst in the early 1930s. At Long Barn there had been weekend parties, constant expeditions to London and other people’s country houses, but at Sissinghurst, a house twice the size of Long Barn, she determined to have no guest rooms, for guest rooms imply guests. Harold’s gregariousness was satisfied in London during the week, and Sissinghurst with its “succession of intimacies” was his refuge as much as hers. So extreme was Vita’s desire for solitude that she insisted on my brother and I sharing a bedroom until we were both at Oxford, because, she explained, if we had a bedroom each and one of us was away, Lady Colefax might find out and invite herself for the weekend. It halved the risk.

If this sounds eccentric, it gives a false impression of Vita’s personality. She was deeply conservative. I have hesitated to print in this volume her letter of 7 February 1945, because her dislike of change, accentuated by the turmoil of a war that was just ending, is phrased in terms so reactionary as to defy belief. She would have preferred to call it her love of tradition, which she had expressed in very different ways in her novel The Edwardians and her poem The Land. She believed profoundly that the old order, including its class structure, was the best. People should stay in their villages, not demand buses to the nearest town. Tractors are no better than plough horses, and uglier. Retirement pensions are regrettable because they are a substitute for

savings, and family allowances odious because they encourage the wrong people to breed. Wars, she thought, could be avoided if only enough people wanted peace but when the Second World War broke out, she was exhilarated. Her love of England, the excitement of the air battles overhead and the threat of invasion on the Kentish coast, the involvement of both her sons on active service in Africa and Italy, and the danger to which Harold was nightly exposed in London cumulatively aroused her latent patriotism and induced in her a solemn contemplation of life and death, God and nature, which in the darkness of her tower she poured into her profoundest but most neglected poem, The Garden. How much one can sympathize with her complaint to Harold (1 October 1957) that, in contrast, her gardening articles in The Observer had gained her a reputation which she neither desired nor deserved!

Once she had written to him (26 September 1926): “What I really like is a severe life,” by which she meant application, the industry needed to finish a book or perfect a garden, instead of frittering her time away socially. Harold did not agree. All his life he worked regularly and intensively, and his output on paper was doubled by his fluency, his retentive memory and quick imagination, but his well-regulated life allowed him equal time for conversation, parties, clubs, committees, meetings, broadcasts, lectures and love. His activity when he was in charge of the British Embassy in Berlin in 1928 is an example of the pattern of life which best suited him. Deeply engaged in analyzing for his Government the gradual resurgence of Germany as a great power, he entertained countless visitors, taking them at considerable risk to his reputation to the sleaziest nightclubs, mixed with the intellectural elite of Berlin, did his hated duty as host at formal diplomatic functions, lectured in Cologne, Munich, and Frankfurt, and yet found time to write what he considered the best of his books, his life of his father, Lord Carnock.

On retiring from diplomacy in 1929, largely because Vita hated it, he endured two disastrous years when he was involved first with Lord Beaverbrook’s newspapers and then with Oswald Mosley’s New Party, and only regained his poise by writing a best-selling novel, Public Faces, and his trilogy of books on diplomacy, the last of them a biography of an American, Dwight Morrow.

Harold’s attitude to Americans was ambivalent. He could not

justly be called a snob. In England he had little sympathy with the Ascot or City sets, and chose his friends, as most people do, from among those who shared his interests, which in his case were undeniably elitist. He demanded a certain level of culture, taste, and intelligence before he could feel comfortable with them. He liked people who would recognize a Matisse on sight, quote the poets appositely and without showing off, wear a top hat without feeling or looking foolish, and when someone referred to Pinero’s plays, didn’t need to ask, “Who’s Pinero?” In politics he hated the fake cordiality that a candidate has to assume. Therefore, he found himself as much at a loss in the workingmen’s clubs of Leicester (his constituency) as in the smarter houses of Mayfair, Long Island mansions, and the drawing rooms of suburban Des Moines. His first visit to the United States, with Vita, was on a lecture tour in 1933, in the worst possible combination of circumstances for a first acquaintance with that exciting country—mid-winter, the depth of an economic depression, and an exhausting three-month tour by train and car of some of the most unappetizing of American cities. “There simply does not exist here the sort of person whom we like,” he wrote to Vita. This nonsense he retracted when he went to Charleston, South Carolina, and a year later when he stayed with the Morrows and the Lindberghs, and met people like Thomas Lamont, Archibald MacLeish, and Mrs. Longworth. Yet the prejudice of the Old World against the New lingered in him. One of his funniest letters (30 August 1935) candidly describes how the New World had its revenge.

He sat in the House of Commons from 1935 to 1945, and for a year was a junior Minister in Winston Churchill’s wartime government. He was an excellent speaker, a companionable colleague who never made a political enemy, and almost the only back-bench member who had had direct experience of the conduct of foreign policy. He would have risen to high office had he possessed one other quality, which Churchill once described as the most estimable in a man—mettle. Harold lacked it. He held no animosity in reserve, and displayed no political vehemence, except in one instance, his opposition to Chamberlain’s attempts to conciliate the Dictators. His speech against the Munich agreement was his finest political hour. His training as a civil servant inclined him to seek compromise, see merit in his

opponent’s arguments, and avoid controversy. One of his parliamentary friends urged him to become more formidable. He replied that having been unformidable for fifty-five years, it was difficult suddenly to acquire the necessary techniques. In the end, he regarded his political career as a failure—too severe a verdict—and withdrew to his other life: the writing of books, the cultivation of his garden, and Vita.

They often reassured each other that the success of their marriage was due to “a common set of values,” a blanket term that covered the whole range of moral and intellectual probities, an amalgam of Greek, Roman, Christian, and eighteenth-century virtues, among them, truthfulness, charity, industry, curiosity, decorum, and a capacity for friendship. Neither of them was formally religious. In one of these letters (7 July 1929), Harold expressed his astonishment at the “twaddle” that the English hymnal contained, and while Vita worried more about her lack of faith and actually wrote the lives of three saints (Joan of Arc, and the two Saints Teresa), both were content to describe themselves as good pagans. Their goodness was not quite absolute, their values not entirely common. They shared a seam of racism that could be uncovered not far beneath the surface, and the Sackvilles’ “bedint” shibboleth, to which one clue was accent, often clouded their judgment. A young woman interviewed for the post of secretary at Sissinghurst ruined her chances by uttering in her nervousness the telltale phrase, “Our cow is a brown cow,” and not one eye dared meet another.

Vita, like Virginia Woolf, was by temperament a pacifist and feminist, though neither satisfactorily worked out the implications of what they professed. Harold was neither. He believed unashamedly in the threat of war as an instrument of policy, and his attitude to women remained Edwardian: they were incapable of “thinking logically.” There were also political differences between them. In 1948 Harold stood for Parliament as a Labour candidate: Vita’s conservatism was unshakable. His “socialism” was the easy price he paid for the advantages he had enjoyed in life. Vita felt no guilt about her equivalent prejudices. Too well-bred to utter them publicly, in private she proclaimed them.

It was because she found it hard to come to terms with a changing world that her relationship with her two sons became uneasy. In our childhood her love for us was explicit and unforced (see, for example,

her letter of 26 December 1926), but children were demanding, dirty, spies, pests, and disturbers of the peace. They interrupted terribly. In later life, the University, war, Parliament, scholarship, and business set us further apart from her in what she still considered male occupations, and we both drew closer to our father because he understood them better, and was more extrovert than Vita, more active, funnier, more demonstrably affectionate. I feel remorseful about this. I should have taken the trouble to know Vita better. I excused my partial withdrawal from her by what I supposed to be her partial withdrawal from me, but it was a sort of shyness on both our parts, a misguided fear of intrusion that vitiates the relationship between many parents and their children. At first it was Ben whom she loved the better; later it was me, for she considered me the rural son, Ben the urban, and though I was the younger, she bequeathed Sissinghurst to me, believing that I would care for it more. She misunderstood the adult Ben, and so did Harold, thinking his reaction against the domesticity and values of his family ungrateful, his erudition austere, and his untidiness and silences discourteous. They underestimated the position he won for himself as an art historian and his gift for friendship, and would have been surprised to know that at his memorial service in 1978, five hundred people crowded the church and Kenneth Clark gave the address.

In the last years of their marriage, their letters were shorter because they knew each other so well and spent almost every weekend together. There was nothing left to explain, and on Vita’s side little to relate. “Another quiet day at Sissinghurst” became a constant refrain. Harold remained very active until her death in 1962, reporting the consequences of the war from Nuremberg and Paris, standing once again for Parliament, and writing the official biography of King George V, for which, to his slight dismay and Vita’s, he was awarded a knighthood. Their bond was literature and the garden. For many years both wrote, or broadcast, reviews of current books, and published another dozen of their own. The garden was their sustained pleasure, expressive of their common attitude to nature, keeping it cool, Kentish, and indigenous, as Harold had counseled Vita from Teheran when she was making the garden at Long Barn. Flowers should not quarrel, no more than people. They had achieved at Sissinghurst a serenity that matched their own lives.


Looking back on their marriage, they came to consider it the perfect compromise. If Vita, from time to time (see, for example, her letter of 13 December 1928, a key document in this long story), confessed to a sense of inadequacy as his wife, or if he wondered (31 March 1941) whether she might not have been happier married to a more determined man, neither bothered to reply, for each knew what the reply would be. When she told him at the height of the German bombardment of London that she would kill herself if he were killed, she meant it. As it was, they lived into old age, Harold dying six years after her. He could have spoken for both of them when he wrote to her (9 April 1958), “When I die, nobody will think I failed to make the most of life.”






LETTERS


Harold and Vita first met at a London dinner party on 29 June 1910, and he was invited by Lady Sackville to spend the following weekend at Knole. He was twenty-four, Vita eighteen, each in their different ways a young star of Edwardian society. He was a junior official in the Foreign Office, of which his father, Sir Arthur Nicolson, became head in September of that year; and she, a beautiful though reluctant debutante, was the only child of a family that in February had become notorious by winning the famous Pepita legitimacy case. Knole was restored to its full grandeur, and Harold was invited to stay there more than once. He and Vita often met at London parties, and her first surviving letter to him records their friendly but by no means intimate relationship.
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	VITA TO HAROLD

	Knole [Sevenoaks, Kent]





5 November [1910]

My dear Mr Harold,

I have been asked to “ask a man” to dine on Thursday with Mrs Harold Pearson1 and go to a dance, so would you like to come? I promise you shan’t be made to dance! I think it might be rather amusing. Would you let me know as soon as possible, to the St Petersburg Hotel,2 North Audley Street, or better still come to tea

tomorrow at 6 South Street with the Rubens lady,3 who is here and tells me to ask you. We are both going up to London tomorrow to go to Macbeth.

Do come to the dance.

Yours very sincerely,

Vita Sackville-West

Mr Vansittart is here.4 How is Green Archie?5



1. She was Agnes Beryl, a daughter of Lord Edward Spencer-Churchill. In 1905 she had married Harold (Weetman) Pearson, a Liberal M.P. and heir to the 1st Viscount Cowdray, whom he succeeded in 1927.

2. Knole had been half closed, pending the result of the legitimacy trial which could have deprived the Sackvillcs of their inheritance, and they had been living in this hotel off Grosvenor Square for the best part of two years.

3. Rosamund Grosvenor, Vita’s childhood friend and current lover. She called her the Rubens lady because of her fleshy, roseate appearance.

4. Robert Vansittart (1881–1957), an early admirer of Vita and a friend of Harold. In 1910 he was on leave from Cairo, where he was a second secretary in the British Embassy. In 1930 he became head of the Foreign Office and was a major voice in warning the Government of the Nazi threat.

5. Harold’s Morris Oxford car. Although he had learned to drive, he gave it up soon after his marriage, and it was always Vita who drove when they were motoring together.
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