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“Bread and Cheese and Kisses are not enough” 

This talk is based on a collection of papers in the national archives in Edinburgh which reveal 
a fascinating story of an ill-starred romance and colonial war against a background of late 
Victorian society. 

The title is from a letter written by this man, Dudley Carleton. The painting shows him later 
as a distinguished staff officer, but when he wrote the letter 10 years earlier, he was the friend 
and confidant of the main person in this story. 

Some 30 years ago, I was working in the Scottish Record 
Office and began cataloguing papers of the Waring of Lennel 
family from the late 19th and early 20th centuries. There was 
some political material relating to Walter Waring, who was a 
Liberal and later Conservative MP, but most of the letters were 
addressed to his wife, Lady Clementine Waring. They seemed 
at first pretty trivial - what one of my older colleagues used to 
dismiss as “women’s correspondence”. 

Dudley Carleton in 1921 

However, as I began to look at the boxes of letters, it became 
clear this was a significant collection with eye-witness 

accounts of military engagements in the Boer and First World Wars. In 1916 Lady 
Clementine turned the family home, Lennel near Coldstream, into an auxiliary convalescent 
home for neurasthenic cases. Many officers who had been treated at Craiglockhart by Dr 
William Rivers, including Siegfried Sassoon, went on to convalesce there. 

Lennel House, Coldstream, around 1890 
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Lady Clementine ran Lennel in wartime as an extended house party, presiding at meal times 
and treating the patients as guests. 

A surviving photograph on the front steps could be a visiting house party, were it not for the 
uniforms. 

Group of officers at Lennel House, around October 1915 

The photo is not dated, but I think it was taken on Tuesday 19th October 1915. Captain 
Frederick Tubb, an Australian who was wounded at Gallipoli, wrote in his diary that they 
were photographed that day. He is fourth from the right among the standing men. Directly in 
front of him, holding a dog on her lap, is Lady Clementine, by this time 36. She was clearly a 
highly popular hostess, and many of the patients wrote to her when they returned to active 
duty, giving accounts of their experiences on different fronts. This makes the collection a rich 
source for studying the First World War. 

But the story I want to tell you today unfolded twenty years earlier. Lady Clementine had 
another extensive correspondence with young men serving in the South African campaign, 
much of it in warm and friendly tones. Clearly here was a lady who attracted admirers. An 
early photograph shows her at the age of 18. 
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Lady Clementine aged 18, in costume for the Devonshire Ball, July 18971

The Duchess of Devonshire’s Ball in July 1897 was the society event of the season, and 
everyone who was anyone was there, including the royal family, and all were in fancy dress. 
Clementine and her father went as characters from the opera Les Huguenots, which was 
immensely popular at the time. 

Among the letters I was cataloguing, I noticed one young man, Ian Maitland, wrote to Lady 
Clementine often and at length. The letters were not in particular date order, and as I was 
only producing a summary list, I did not have time to rearrange them. I did find, however, 
that the cordial words in some letters gave way to much more amorous terms in others. I was 
intrigued. I assumed a relationship had developed between them sometime around 1899-
1900. Reading more of the letters I found to my surprise that the change in tone was not 
chronological. On the 18th December 1899, Ian writes from Chelsea Barracks to “Dear Lady 

1 The portrait of Lady Clementine in costume for the Devonshire Ball is reproduced in various places. The 
originals are in the Lafayette collection in the V&A -this one is a detail from negative GP(L)1321. 
https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/8/82/Lady_(Susan_Elizabeth)_Clementine_Waring_(n%C3%
A9e_Hay)_as_Valentina%3B_William_Montagu_Hay,_10th_Marquess_of_Tweeddale_as_St_Bris_(Les_Hugu
enots).jpg 
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Clemmy” to say that he has ordered the silk in London she asked for, and expressing 
disappointment that his army duties mean he will miss a shoot at Holkham. But in a letter 
dated a few days before he addresses her as “Darling” and goes on “I’m longing to send you 
some little ornament just to make you think of me p’raps once a day, only I don’t know what 
you could wear without drawing undesirable attention, let me know, Da., will you?” 

That phrase “undesirable attention” was the key. There were two sets of letters. The first, 
presumably delivered by post to her house, were normal exchanges between society 
acquaintances of the opposite sex and could be shared with her parents. The second and more 
numerous set were increasingly passionate exchanges which she dared not risk sharing; to 
have done so would have scandalised her parents. Feelings were clearly mutual; though we 
only have one side of the correspondence, Ian responds to endearments in her letters to him. 
These letters were delivered, not by the post, but through trusted intermediaries. Closer 
reading reveals that there was more than one channel by which his letters reached her. Her 
letters to him went mainly to army addresses, and would have required less subterfuge, 
though she did take care to get one of the servants to post them for her. 

That was about as far as I got with the story while I was cataloguing 30 years ago, but I did 
remember the collection, and decided to look at it again. As I could only get to Edinburgh 
occasionally and for relatively short periods, even before the pandemic, this work is still at an 
early stage. However, far more background information is now available online and this has 
been useful in solving various puzzles the letters have thrown up. It has also made available a 
number of images, including those you have already seen. 

Lady Clementine, whose real name was Susan Elizabeth Hay, was born in 1879 into the 
highest level of British society. The eldest daughter of William Montagu Hay, the 10th 
Marquess of Tweeddale, she was brought up at the family estate, Yester near Gifford in East 
Lothian, and their London home at 6 Hill Street, just round the corner from Berkeley Square 
in the heart of Mayfair. 

Marquis of Tweeddale, around 1890 
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Lord Tweeddale only inherited the title at the age of 62, on the death of his brother, and after 
a career in the Indian civil service, where he rose to be Superintendent of Hill Stations. On 
his return to Britain he was elected as Liberal MP for Taunton and later for the Haddington 
Burghs. He also became a director of numerous companies – the Greenock Telegraph 
recorded 13 by 18982 and earlier Vanity Fair depicted him as “the Director” in a cartoon3. 

“The Director” cartoon of Marquis of Tweeddale from Vanity Fair, 1874 

As 10th marquess he was appointed Lord High Commissioner to the General Assembly in 
1889-92 and again in 1896-7. In 1878 he married Candida Louisa Bertolucci, 3rd daughter of 
Vincenzo Bertolucci of Cantiano, Italy, whose wife was a descendant of the Dundases of 
Fingask. Lady Tweeddale, who was some 30 years younger than her husband, reportedly did 
not hunt or shoot. She was however, interested in engineering and drove the first locomotive 
over the Forth Bridge when it opened in 1890; it helped, no doubt, that her husband was by 
then chairman of the North British Railway Company. Here is one press report: 

Cutting from The Scotsman, 1890 

2 Greenock Telegraph 5/10/1898 
3 Vanity Fair 1874 



6 

With such resourceful and innovative parents, it is not surprising that Lady Clementine turned 
out to be a remarkable woman. James Lees-Milne, the architectural historian and secretary of 
the National Trust, credited as the saviour of many English country houses, visited Lady 
Clementine in 1943 at The Moult, her house in Salcombe, Devon and described her as “a 
handsome and forbidding woman”. 

The Moult, Salcombe 

He recorded his visit thus: 

“Woke to find the sun shining upon the sea. Salcombe is as mild as the Mediterranean. At ten 
we went to Lady Clementine Waring’s house, a cheerful Gothic villa in which Froude wrote 
his history, and to which he added a wing. Lawns slope down to the sea. Lady Clementine 
looks at one with the intensity of a psychoanalyst. And the expression on her face says, ‘ I 
have seen the inmost recesses of your squalid little mind. You are a worm only fit to be 
trampled. Underfoot.’ 

A writer with a rather better opinion of Lady Clementine was Siegfried Sassoon. 

After winning a Military Cross for conspicuous gallantry on the Western Front, Sassoon was, 
famously, packed off to Craiglockhart Hospital as mentally unfit as a result of his very public 
stand against the war. He then convalesced at Lennel. His biographer, Jean Moorcroft 
Wilson, writes that: 

“he is full of praise for his hostess, Lady Clementine Waring, a small, businesslike woman, 
known as Clemmie to her friends. Conscious that most of her guests had mental as well as 
physical needs, she not only produced a succession of delicious meals but managed her 
‘supposedly nerve-disordered guests’, Sassoon found, ‘with undeviating adroitness and good-
humour’. Clemmie also provided for her guests’ needs in other ways. Like Ottoline at 
Garsington, she had created a beautiful Italian garden in the grounds and, together with her 
husband, built up a fine library. Their taste in pictures, unfortunately, seemed ‘too awful’ to 
Sassoon, but he spent many hours in their library on rainy days. 
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Siegfried Sassoon, war poet, who convalesced at Lennel in 1917 

Lady Waring clearly enjoyed having such a literary guest in her house and immediately 
ordered thirty copies of his latest book. She also gave him Richard Burton’s The Kasidaha of 
Haji Abdu El Yezdi: A Lay of the Higher Law (1914), perhaps as a recognition of his eastern 
ancestry. Her inscription – ‘A souvenir of days and talks by the Tweed – S.S. from C.W. 
1918’ suggests that they got on well together. She was a broad-minded woman, rumoured to 
be a collector of Oscar Wilde at a time when that was considered very daring. Which made 
for a fairly relaxed atmosphere at Lennel.” 

Sassoon’s thanks for the Burton poem is one of the letters preserved in the archive collection. 
He tells Lady Clementine he has been thinking up anti-conscription ballads and had 
considered going to Glasgow for the election: “What fun if you'd heard me on a Bolshevik 
platform. But Maclean is a little too much even for me!” John Maclean, just out of prison for 
sedition, stood as the official Labour Party candidate for Glasgow Gorbals in the general 
election on 14th December 1918. 
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Walter Waring, husband of Lady Clementine, around the time of his election as Liberal MP 
for Banffshire 1907 

The same election saw this man, Walter Waring, elected as Coalition Liberal MP for 
Blaydon. It will not have escaped your notice that it was him that Lady Clementine married 
and not Ian Maitland. This was a mystery when I first looked at this collection; Maitland 
seemed very eligible: the right age, the right social class, officer in the Scots Guards. His 
letters show that they genuinely loved each other. So what went wrong? In a word – money. 
Though well born, well brought up and eminently eligible, Maitland had no assets. 

The potential problem this caused was something Ian was well aware of. In a letter barely 10 
days after their first declaration of love, he asks “Darling, another thing I want to know is 
how much your father would require to have settled on you?” In the same letter he says that 
“the Dalgleishes” at Errol Park might be persuaded to help out. This was a reference to his 
uncle and aunt and there is no doubt that they could have afforded to help. 

Sir William Ogilvy Dalgleish of Errol Park was chairman of Baxter Bros. the Dundee linen 
and jute spinners. Described by the Dundee Courier as “a princely benefactor”, he was the 
major contributor to the medical school at University College, Dundee4. The company’s 
massive Dens works was the largest linen manufacturer in the world in 1900. As part of 
Dundee’s 21st century renaissance, it is now the Staybridge Suites and Hotel Indigo. 
Dalgleish’s wife, Elizabeth Frances Molison, was heiress to the Baxter fortune. She was also 
a major philanthropist, particularly interested in helping young women workers5. She 
outlived her husband and when she died her estate was valued at over £1 million, a truly 
fabulous sum at the time. 

4 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Dalgleish
5 http://www.dundeewomenstrail.org.uk/ogilvy-dalgleish-lady-elizabethphilanthropist/
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Sir William Ogilvy Dalgleish and Elizabeth Frances Molison, Lady Dalgleish 

Maitland was not optimistic about approaching the Dalgleishes. Writing to Clementine on 
Christmas day 1899, he wonders “why should they do anything for me”, but says he is 
determined to make clear to them what he wants, “even though it makes them cut me out 
altogether” and then laments that “the future of my whole life & the fate of the one wish of 
my heart are to be decided within 3 weeks by a pair of dour scotch folk, of whom I am to beg 
my life”. With this frame of mind, it is not entirely surprising that his visit to Errol Park a few 
weeks later did not end well. He wired Clementine from the Post Office in Errol village on 
22nd January “bad news about going out but hope not gone”. “Going out” was a prearranged 
code which was ostensibly about his battalion going to South Africa, but in reality whether 
the Dalgleishes had agreed to help. 

At this stage I was still not sure who Ian Maitland was. His name did not turn up in online 
searches, including the British Library newspaper archive. I checked the anglo-boerwar.com 
website and again found no Ian Maitland in their database of over 500,000 men who served 
in the South African campaigns. A tip from a member of the forum on the site suggested his 
full name was John Campbell Heriot Maitland. I later found another letter showing these 
were indeed his full initials. 

Excerpts from the Scots Guards Register of Officers 
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The Scots Guards regimental register, available on Findmypast.com, confirms that he was 
enrolled as a second lieutenant in October 1892, promoted to lieutenant in 1897 and captain 
in 1900. 

With his full name, I was able to identify him as the son of a distinguished military engineer 
who retired in 1899. Major General James Heriot Maitland KCB, RE had a career that took 
him right across the British Empire and ended as special envoy to the government of India. 
The general was also grandson of the 6th Earl of Lauderdale. He had twin sons, Ian and 
James, but crucially, James was the first born, and therefore the sole heir. 

Contemporary newspaper reports show Ian was a keen cricketer for his regiment. They are 
also the source of the first and so far, only photograph I have found of him. 

Winning drill team, Scots Guards, with adjutant Lt Ian Maitland in centre, from The Sketch, 
May 1899 

As adjutant of the 2nd battalion Scots Guards he was pictured in The Sketch of May 1899 
with the winning team in the physical drill and bayonet exercise competition, seated between 
the drill sergeant and the sergeant-major. 

The Dalgleishes had no children and the baronetcy became extinct on Sir William’s death in 
1913. Ironically, Ian’s twin brother James fell heir to the Errol Park estate when Lady Ogilvy 
Dalgleish died in April 1922. Her will also left him £100,000 to offset taxation and low 
returns from agriculture, “so that he may be able to live at Errol Park in reasonable comfort” 
After various major bequests, the residue of the estate was divided between him and Lt. Col 
James William Ogilvy Dalgleish and his two sisters, Isobel and Marion6. The Dundee Courier 

6 Dundee Courier 4th May and 26th May 1922
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printed details of all the bequests in the will; nothing went to Ian Maitland. When Ian died 
intestate in 1934, his elder brother was confirmed executor as next of kin, but would have had 
little need of the estate, valued at just £84. 

Returning to the Clementine-Ian romance, Lord and Lady Tweeddale were unaware of the 
extent and seriousness of the letters between the young couple, but quickly realised there was 
a relationship. Clementine evidently wrote to her father because he replied on the 22nd of 
January 1900 saying that he had no means of knowing what she thought of Maitland, but had 
a shrewd idea of what he thought of her, adding, conspiratorially, that their own exchange of 
letters should remain strictly confidential7. Initial interest in Ian quickly gave way to 
practicality: their future son in law had to be able to support their daughter in the style to 
which she had been accustomed. As Maitland had no money of his own, he had to get it from 
his family, which meant the Dalgleishes. When that began to look unlikely, her parents’ 
opposition hardened. 

Ian met her father to put his case and reported to Clementine a glimmer of hope, saying Lord 
Tweeddale had told him there might be a chance of Sir William Dalgleish reconsidering if he 
realised how important his help was. In the meantime, however, they had to consider the 
relationship “off”. To his daughter Lord Tweeddale expressed genuine sadness that the 
Dalgleishes had not been more helpful “I was grieved beyond measure - and feel deeply the 
disappointment…” he wrote at the end of January 1900. He then mused that “Sir W—D… is 
68 years of age and not a particularly strong man, so that if there were any prospect of his 
providing for his nephew in his will it might be right for you to wait. Rich old men often 
dislike to part with ?riches in their lifetime.” He thought Maitland “a man worth waiting for” 
who would make a good husband, but this would be impossible “without substantial 
assistance from M’s family”. 

 In February Ian received “a brutal letter” from her mother and responded, he tells 
Clementine, in such a way that “she will either cry or be wild when she gets it”. In fact her 
mother took it quite well, and Ian later sent Clementine the note Lady Tweeddale had sent 
him, in which she expressed the wish to remain his friend and had no objection to his coming 
to visit occasionally. However, she was adamant that he and Clementine were not to be alone 
together when he visited and that all letters between them must cease. To continue the 
correspondence would, she said, only keep the wound open. She explains at the end of her 
letter that if the Dalgleishes had given even the slightest hope of an arrangement, she would 
not have written thus. 

This did little to damp the ardour of the two lovers and in October Lord Tweeddale was more 
direct. He wrote to Clementine that he “was sorry to gather from your mother that you have 
not dismissed from your mind all idea of M. as a possible husband – I have too much regard 
for your future happiness to give this idea any support or encouragement……My mind is 
made up.” 

Despite parental discouragement the clandestine correspondence continued throughout 1900. 
The 2nd battalion of the Scots Guards was ordered to the Cape in March. After a royal 
inspection, at which, Ian tells Clementine, “the Queen made us a dear little speech, & 
everything went off well”, they embarked on RMS Britannic. The ship called at Las Palmas 
from where Ian sent Clementine a coded telegram. Arriving at Cape Town it was then 
diverted to Port Elizabeth to be closer to the rail line to Bloemfontein. Ian’s Battalion formed 
part of the 16th Brigade under Major General Barrington Campbell, known as Bar, which in 

7 GD372/8/4 
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turn was part of General Rundle’s 8th Division. The names of Bar and Rundle crop up 
extensively in Ian’s letters to Clementine. 

From this point, the letters mix endearments with detailed descriptions of his military 
campaigning. Writing almost every day he depicts the minutiae of military life: long marches, 
occasional bursts of activity when they encounter the Boers, and evolving tactics as the 
imperial forces grappled with guerrilla warfare. In October 1900 he writes from camp at 
Lange Drift where they are escorting a supply convoy, that they had marched 21 miles “so 
was 15 hours without any food having been idiot enough to believe Bar when he told us we 
were to have only a short day” He concludes that “Orders have just come, we start at 7 
tomorrow morning to burn farms & devastate some of the country to the E of here”. 

A few days later, there is a skirmish with the Boers, in which 3 of his men are wounded. 
Rundle orders them to destroy two farms, “to give the brethren a lesson in the hopelessness of 
their case by proving to them that even farms which they wished to defend were really at our 
mercy.” 

Burning Boer Farm, South African War, around 1901 

(The Anglo-Boer war website has this photograph of a burning farm.) 

Maitland’s men miss some fleeing Boers, but he describes how Rundle “decided to give an 
exhibition of shooting by the cowgun & ordered it to fire at the farm which was about 2 miles 
away, the gun was beautifully laid and at the 3rd shot the whole building rose in the air, & a 
clump of trees about 50 yds from the farm was hung abt. with sheets of galvanised iron like 
bushes with washing out to dry. I burnt the other farm; the owners evidently knew what was 
coming as they had removed all their furniture, and I had to put a lot of it back before I could 
get the buildings to catch alight, but it burnt merrily once it was started.” Despite this boyish 
enthusiasm, Maitland had misgivings about the indiscriminate destruction and seems relieved 
when, later in the month, the tactics change. On 20th October he writes “from today, we start 
on a new system of dealing with the farms, all food, forage and women are to be brought 
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along with us, and any valuables, or cooking instruments; the houses & furniture are to be 
left, as it has been realised at last that promiscuous farm burning does no good.” 

On the 12th of November, his battalion are escorting a convoy of supplies for the garrison at 
Vlangfontein when they encounter a Boer force near Tigers Kloof. In the fighting that 
follows, his friend Lt. Southey is killed, and Major Hanbury wounded. 

In May of 1900 the 2nd Battalion was part of Rundle’s force that engaged the Boers at 
Biddulphsberg. A fierce fight ensued and the Boer position was eventually taken, but a veldt 
fire broke out in the dry, windy conditions, and several of the British wounded, unable to 
escape, were horribly burned. Ian’s Battalion lost 5 men and several more wounded. The full 
account took some time to reach Britain and was greeted with derision by some of the eye 
witnesses. In August 1900 Ian wrote to Clementine: “I’ve seen the account of B—berg that 
you read in the D.T. & can only suggest that the correspondent must have been too frightened 
to be able to see or count accurately; it certainly was pretty bad but his exaggerations are 
almost ludicrous, & his accusations, most of them, false. The veldt fires were lit after the 
action began, & he certainly never tried to put them out, nor was his horse shot.” 

It is perhaps inevitable that junior officers will, privately, complain about their superiors, and 
Maitland did not suffer fools gladly. He is particularly scathing about the commander of the 
garrison at Vlangfontein: “They are commanded by a Col. Oakes who is nothing short of a 
nincompoop, everything was disgracefully untidy and badly managed. He is a dissenter and 
does nothing beyond read his bible & preach in the chapel. He won’t take the smallest trouble 
about anything & almost refuses to expose his men to the enemy. Bar gave him a rare 
wigging.” In August 1900 he criticises Bar “he’s been an absolute nonentity out here lately. 
Rundle has taken everything out his hands & has never once given him a free hand so we 
haven’t suffered from him much. If anything he’s more useless than ever, he only has to open 
his mouth to prove himself a fool.” 

This, I think, is the great feature of this long correspondence: written immediately after the 
events it describes and to a very close acquaintance, it has an authentic ring, and can help 
illuminate the official accounts and histories of the campaign. 

But what of the romance? Ian Maitland remained in South Africa through 1901 and continued 
to write almost daily to Clementine. In early summer that year she was becoming unsettled 
and clearly feeling pressure, both from other potential suitors, and from gossip among her 
friends and acquaintances. We know from letters Ian sent her that “Muriel P” had been 
spreading stories for over a year; she had even written to Ian to tell him how naughty 
Clementine had been and how she was breaking peoples’ hearts. This I think, is Muriel Paget, 
then a noted society hostess a little older than Clementine, but later a prominent humanitarian 
worker who went to Russia to operate a hospital during the First World War. 
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Lady Muriel Evelyn Paget CBE,1876-1938, 
awarded for her humanitarian relief work by 
the governments of Belgium, Czechoslovakia, 
Estonia, Japan, Latvia, Lithuania, Romania, 
and Imperial Russia 

By the summer of 1901 Muriel seems to have 
been linking Clementine and Walter Waring, 
because Ian writes “confound Muriel …. for 
interfering” and adding two days later that 
Muriel has been a real beast and a fool, but 
advising Clementine not have it out with her, 
suggesting “she’ll get but small change from 
Waring, I s’spect”. Among Clementine’s 
papers there is a draft of a stiff note to Muriel, 
saying it was clear from a number of reliable 
witnesses that she had been spreading untrue 
and spiteful things. This may have been so, 
but there was clearly something in the link 
between Clementine and Waring. 

A letter from her friend Dudley Carleton, Aldershot Barracks, on 9th July 1901 says: 

“My Darling Clemmie …. You are a beast! Don’t be angry I’m sulky. Why did you only sit 
out once with me……? “D—n Waring but I do really like him most awfully, & you may tell 
him I said so.” A week later he hears that Clementine’s mother has written to Lady 
Heathfield that she is unofficially engaged to Waring. 

Meanwhile, another letter from Ian was on its long way from South Africa which must have 
caused her anguish. Written on 19th June, it would have arrived around the middle of July, 
toward the time of her unofficial engagement to Waring. Here’s what Ian said: 

From Ian Maitland, 19th June 1901: 

“You write that you feel desperate at times. My future in England hangs on you alone, would 
you be happy, dear Heart, if you accepted some man like Waring, a good sort with the power 
to give you everything you wanted, who would care for you and make your life easy. …..you 
are daily tempted in London by offers of marrying wealth and any life that you might fancy, 
it is only I, to whom you have given your very soul to love, that bar the way. I almost wish 
for your sake that we had never met…” 

It may well have been this letter that prompted Clementine to pour out her heart to Carleton 
and ask his advice, because a few days later he writes her a long letter, addressed “My Poor 
Little Darling”. Although sympathising with her quandary, and judging Ian a good sort, 
Carleton writes: “Briefly summed up my advice (worldly I acknowledge) is to write and tell 
Ian to stay in Africa & not to write any more”, pointing out that: “Bread and cheese and 
kisses is not enough”. 

But Clementine did not write as Carleton suggested, so Ian was unaware of the changing 
circumstances until he heard from others at the end of August that she was to marry Waring. 
His letter of 29th August starts with a curt “Dear”, and continues: “You might have told me, 
Baby, that you cared for W. I was self conceited enough to be afraid you might not, but I 
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realise now that you do, so that all my offers of help were very much out of place……. Your 
not having told me has hurt me far more than anything else, for I had built all my faith on you 
& you have not been entirely frank with me……… I cannot believe that the heart that I 
thought I knew so well could hurt so much intentionally.” 

We don’t have Clementine’s version of events, but her explanation must have been good, 
because a month later Ian is conciliatory “Poor dear baby, how very hard it has all been for 
you, my heart aches for you when I realise all that you have gone thro’ to bring yourself to do 
what you have done, and knowing all that there must be to follow…… don’t worry about 
what you call “the way you have behaved to me” it had to be, you were quite right, it is my 
misfortune and not your fault, so please don’t blame yourself.” He is then practical, saying he 
will destroy all her letters, that the locket he gave her has no incriminating initials and 
ending: “This is the last letter to you in which I shall call you by these names of ours, in 
which I shall talk of love between us, in future it must not be put on paper. You know how 
much it will always be in me tho’ unexpressed.” 

Announcement of the marriage of Clementine Hay and Walter Waring 4th November 1901 
from The Tatler

On 4th November Clementine married Walter Waring in what was described by the St James 
Gazette as “one of the smartest military weddings that have taken place in London for some 
time past” 

Seventy members of his regiment lined the aisle while the bride was accompanied by 16 
bridesmaids. 

Perhaps underlining the wise financial choice she had made in marrying Waring, the St 
James’s Gazette went on to detail the several magnificent pieces of diamond jewellery he had 
given Clementine. 
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Lady Clementine, probably at the time of her wedding 

After a brief stop at the Elysée Palace hotel in Paris, the couple travelled to Marseilles, 
probably by the fashionable overnight Méditerranée Express, where they joined the Orient 
Pacific Liner Oroya en route for an extended honeymoon in India. 

RMS Oroya

Of Ian Maitland, I have found little more. His military career was reasonably successful – he 
was named in Lord Roberts’ final despatches from South Africa in September 1901 and was 
promoted to Brevet-Major in November. Press reports show he resigned as adjutant of the 
2nd Battalion Scots Guards in April 1902 and later that year passed the examinations to join 
the Staff College, but no vacancy existed for him. He resigned his commission in July 1903. 
The following month he was in Cupar, acting as best man at the wedding of his twin brother, 
Capt. James Dalgleish Maitland, to a daughter of the Scrymgeour Wedderburn family. 
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Then in 1904, he reappears in the Waring of Lennel papers in an unusual way. A letter and 
detailed invoice from Dr JD Hammond in Chicago to Lady Clementine Waring in 1904 show 
that she paid a total of £1000 for him to be treated for an unspecified condition. Dr Hammond 
reported that Major Maitland had been emaciated when he arrived, but was making good 
progress: he was walking and gaining strength every day; he was speaking little but 
articulating well. By April he had returned to Britain and was in a sanitorium. Clementine 
had been ill while travelling in the United States with her husband the previous year, and 
stayed for a time in Chicago to recover. Perhaps she consulted Dr Hammond on this 
occasion; further research may reveal more, but for the moment it remains a mystery. 

Entry in the Calendar of Confirmations 1934 (National Records of Scotland): 

Ian Maitland lived another 30 years and died in West Hove in Sussex, leaving a small estate 
in Scotland, worth £85, to his brother, who had inherited the magnificent Errol Park. 

And that brings me to the end of the story for now. I am working on part two, which will 
cover the First World War and how it affected Lady Clementine’s correspondents. But that is 
for another day…… 

George MacKenzie, 
Presidential Address, 

Scottish Record Society, 2019 
georgepmackenzie@gmail.com 

With grateful acknowledgements to the Imperial War Museum for the photographs of Lady 
Muriel Paget and Lady Clementine Hay on pages 14 and 16 respectively; the portrait of Sir 
William Ogilvy Dalgleish on page 9 is by William Ouless, in Tayside Medical History 
Museum, University of Dundee; the portrait of Frances Molison Dalgleish on the same page 
is by Edward Hughes, in Dundee Art Gallery. 


