
                        Monday, 19 November 1990

 I listened outside the door. Silence. I knocked softly, then tried the handle. He was 
asleep, snoring lightly, in the leather armchair, with his feet resting on the desk.
 Drake playing bowls before the Armada and all that, but I didn’t like it. This was ten 
minutes past three in the afternoon of the most critical day of the whole election. I spoke 
sharply to him. “Peter.”
 He was bleary. 
 “I’m sorry to butt in, but I’m really getting a bit worried about the way things
are going.” 
 “Quite all right, old boy, relax.” 
 “I’m just hearing bad reactions around the place from people where I wouldn’t
expect it.” 
 “Look, do you think I’d be like this if I wasn’t entirely confident?” 
 “What’s the arithmetic look like?” 
 “Tight-ish, but OK.” 
 “Well, what?” 
 “I’ve got Michael on 115. It could be 124, at the worst.” 
 “Look, Peter, I don’t think people are being straight with you.” 
 “I have my ways of checking.” 
 “Paul?” 
 “I know about Paul.” 
 “The Wintertons?” 
 “The Wintertons, funnily enough, I’ve got down as ‘Don’t Know’s’.” 
 “What the fuck do you mean, ‘Don’t Know’? This isn’t a fucking street canvas. It’s a 
two horse race, and each vote affects the relative score by two, unless it’s an abstention.”

 “Actually, I think there could be quite a few abstentions.” 
 “Don’t you think we should be out there twisting arms?” 
 “No point. In fact it could be counter-productive I’ve got a theory about this. I think 
some people may abstain on the first ballot in order to give Margaret a fright, then rally to her 
on the second.” (Balls, I thought, but didn’t say.)
…In deep gloom I walked back down to the Speaker’s corridor. It can’t really be as bad as this 
can it? I mean there is absolutely no oomph in her campaign whatsoever. Peter is useless, far 
worse than I thought. When he was pairing whip he was unpopular, but at least he was crisp. 
Now he’s sozzled.”

Living history: 
What would screenwriters have 
done without this account?  In the 
TV seri� about the last days � 
�atcher that scene b�ween Clark 
and Mo�ison is used almost word 
for word. P�er Mo�ison is dead so 
there’s no �her evidence. No writer 
would have invented the idea that 
Margar� �atcher’s campaign-
manager was asleep. But as th� 
say, truth is stranger than fiction. 

It’s wri�en in the moment. 
He showed me the actual diary for 
this entry and you can see it’s wri�en 
in haste, he’s probably writing it in 
the co�idor as he go�. He’s like a 
reporter taking n�� and writing 
them up later. 

Novelistic style. 
In the 1950s Alan tried his hand at 
short stori� and novels. �is scene 
could be out � a novel. He understands 
how to tell a story. �ere’s brief d�crip-
tion, dialogue and suspense. He knows 
how to hold the reader’s a�ention. 

Dialogue. 
He had a superb memory for �at people said. �� 
always say in creative writing cours� that �en it 
com� to dialogue “l� is more”. He understood that. 
You g� the k� bits without the pleasantri�. 

An awaren� � history. 
He refers to Drake here and later in 
the entry to the P�sdam Conference 
as �atcher is away in Paris �ile 
all this is taking place. He has a 
sense � history – a�er the novels he 
turned to writing military history - 
and it means he knows �at is 
significant and �at can be le� 
out. 

Here, the editor of Alan Clark's diaries, Ion Trewin, uses an extract from November 1990 to highlight five key
elements of the former minister's diaries that made them such a success.


