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PICTURE: ANTHONY MARSHALL

The Marquess (and King Umberto) yesterday.
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His lordship’s adieu to 
the tax-gatherers

By GERALD BARTLETT

THE Marquess oF Bristol, a self-confessed eccentric 
and "fanatically monarchist,” who sold arms 

to Gen. Franco in the Spanish Civil War, flies 
to permanent tax exile in Monte Carlo tomorrow
morning.

• With appropriate gestures 
at the “ iniquitous ” Inland 
Revenue. Lord Bristol, 63, is 
transporting his considerable 
fortune, family, chef, chauf
feur and 900-ycar heritage to 
a comfortable apartment in 
Square Beaumarchais, over
looking the harbour.

There he will fly his Monarch
ist League flag and personal 
standard which until this week 
fluttered over Belgravia and set 
about, his various ventures 
“ earning myself some money 
without the blood-sucking tax- 
men.breathing down my neck.”

In his once regal Belgravia 
boardroom, still dominated by a 
full-length picture of King 
Umberto I in Garter Robes but 
now awash with empty one- 
calorie Cola tins and paper, 
Lord Bristol yesterday fumed 
with indignation.

about soldiers building the 
Burma Road,” he said. " He was 
amused that in this particular 
platoon of Ghurkas or some
thing. one man put the spade 
in and a second was needed 
to take it out.

“ My batman said that this 
was perhaps an object lesson 
in how the British labour party 
should not behave.”

* Simple reasons ’
“ My reasons for leaving 

Britain for ever are simple. 1 
can see no future any more for 
living in this country which is 
going Communist and which is 
controlled by a Left-wing 
Government.

" I  suppose in essence my 
reason for quitting is the ab
solutely iniquitous, unfair and 
penal tax system. They take 
more than half my  earned in
come running into tens of 
thousands of pounds a year.

“ So 1 am going to e country 
where the crime rate is at an 
absolute minimum and which 
there are a lot of liappy good 
natured people. I  shall be visit
ing Britain from time to time 
but have no regrets.

Thrice-married Lord Bristol, 
whose Norman-French family 
motto is “ I shall never forget.” 
instructed a secretary to check 
that 1 did not wish to talk 
about the Monarchist League 
before he agreed to see me 
yesterday.

Nevertheless his addiction to 
this Buritaaian body, of which 
he is Chancellor, soon got the 
better of him and he admitted 
that the League headquarters 
would be in his Monte Carlo 
tower block.

“ Undoubtedly some of our 
functions will still be held in 
the Savoy,” he said, adding that 
he would return for the occa
sional Lords debate, “ but 
frankly, I don’t go often. You 
get people talking at boring 
length just to make their 
mark,”

What batman said
Lord and Lady Bristol's two- 

ygar-old daughter. Victoria, 
leaves London for Monte Carlo 
today and much of their 
favourite furniture is already 
en route while their split-level 
Belgrave Place flat is on the 
market, according to staff.

The 6th Marquess of Bristol, 
be was educated at Eton and 
traces his forebears back to a 
Commander in William the 
Conqueror's Army which in
vaded Britain in the 11th cen
tury.

As I was ushered out of the 
flat, passing beneath a line of 
huge, glowing crystal chande
liers, Lord Bristol laughted as 
he retailed the conversation his 
batman had with the. Prime 
Minister at a recent dinner.

“ Callaghan was reminiscing


